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Like Mother, Like Daughter


Chapter 1 — The Wild Girlfriend


Monday. September 21st. 7:13 PM.


Who had it better than Jeff? He’d be willing to take on all challengers when it came to a battle of lifestyles. The high school senior had it made. Just look at today for example. He attended school, went to football practice where he was the star safety on a team that would most likely compete for a state championship, and he didn’t have any real bills or concerns in life. And, oh yeah, he had a beautiful brunette bobbing up and down on his dick.


He ran into Abby—who was referred to as Abigail by everyone except himself—at a pool party over summer vacation. It took two hours but he finally made a move on her. Hey, YOLO, right? He promised himself that his days of not asking girls out were over. He had a thing for Abby ever since they were in the same Algebra class back in ninth grade, but just like all his previous crushes, he never asked her out. Something clicked for him on that muggy June day in Chris Bocchetti’s backyard though. Was it seeing his classmates flirt with their own crushes? Or maybe the many bikinis that were on display for the testosterone fueled teenage boys finally snapped him out of it? Whatever it was, thank God that something finally woke him up.


There was no way around it: Abby was his dream girl. She was a fit and perky five-foot-five, with long brown hair, and light brown eyes which constantly sparkled. Her doe eyes were so inviting and comforting. She was a bundle of positive energy that always put him in a good mood. A simple smile from his girlfriend would make a shitty day better. A mere hug relieved his fever. Sure, he was young, but he’d started to embrace the idea of spending the rest of his life with her.


“That feels so good…” he moaned.


It took two months for them to take that giant leap together. They were both virgins: Abby a complete novice when it came to the world of sex, and Jeff having only received one blowjob from a cheerleader during a tenth grade football party. The two decided to take things slow. A week of dating passed before they shared their first kiss, two weeks before they made out, a month for Abby to allow him to feel her up, and two months before her first attempt at oral sex. But once they got their feet wet, they certainly decided to make up for lost time.


He felt like a porn star over the past thirty days. When wasn’t he getting his dick sucked? Abby’s sex drive was insane, and things completely went into overdrive when they finally had intercourse for the first time three weeks ago.


“Suck my balls.”


Jeff still waited for someone to make a case for their life being better than his. Here he was, on the sofa in his girlfriend’s parents’ family room, with his dream girl kneeling in front of him on the floor, and his balls in her mouth per his request. He felt like a rock star, except he didn’t need or want a line of groupies every night. He only wanted one girl, and lucky for him, she wanted him too.


Abby took a break from her task at hand to peer up at her boyfriend. “Am I doing good?”


He could only smile. The juvenile, childlike cadence that she loved to use during sex caused his cock to throb. She truly was an angel.


“So good,” he told her. “You’re so fuckin’ sexy.”


She fluttered her long eyelashes rapidly. “Thank you, Daddy. It’s my job to make you feel good.”


He didn’t even start the daddy shit! It was all her! See how awesome his life was?


Abby’s only requirement during oral sex involved Jeff taking his shirt off. How couldn’t that be her demand? Her six-foot-one, brown-haired, brown-eyed boyfriend was a stud! He was all muscle. Thick traps, wide shoulders, chiseled abs, and big biceps. He was being scouted by a few colleges but she wasn’t a jersey chaser. She wasn’t really even obsessed with his body either. Did she love it? Absolutely. Was it a deal-breaker? No way. It was his confidence that drove her crazy, and she learned over the years that confidence and good looks seemed to go hand in hand. The better you look, the better you feel; and the better you feel, the more confident you are.


Every day together made her appreciate him more. He was so funny, smart, and good to her. She knew how most of the boys at school behaved, and she was very familiar with the boyfriends that her friends had. Let’s just say that she definitely hit the jackpot. Her sweet, sexy, kind boyfriend was the perfect guy.


But as crazy as the blowjobs, sex, and dirty talk all were, it was the way that his girlfriend liked to be treated that surprised Jeff the most. Sure, she enjoyed romantic gestures, and she loved when he surprised her with flowers or planned a picnic in the park. Deep shoulder massages and long bouts with his head buried between her legs were most likely her second and third favorite activities on the list, but coming in at number one with a bullet, without a challenger in sight, was when he took control and dominated her.


It’d originally started with an extremely cautious pump into her mouth during a blowjob. It was hard not to try it. He’d spent the previous seven years watching porn, after all. He had no intention to make her gag or choke, but the desire to be in control was something that he needed to try. And when she looked up, smiled, and told him to do it again? Well, he knew that he’d won the lottery.


“You gonna deepthroat me?”


She planted kisses along the length of his cock. “Is that what Daddy wants?”


“You know it’s what Daddy wants.”


“Well, maybe Daddy should take what he wants then,” she grinned up at him.


He hopped out of his seat, clamped onto the sides of her head with his hands, and pulled her into him roughly.


Abby wasn’t just a novice before dating Jeff—she was somewhat naive to the world of sex. She’d learned so many things over the past three months. So many nights were spent on her computer, scouring the internet for every drop of information that her young mind could absorb. She yearned to be amazing in bed. She didn’t want Jeff to ever think about straying, and as much as she’d learned over the past ninety days, four things really stood out in particular.


One: it wasn’t normal to lack a gag reflex. The internet told her that her oral prowess was sought after by not only every boyfriend and husband on the planet, but by every girl who would choke and gag during oral sex. Her ability to effortlessly swallow her boyfriend was something that only a small percentage of women possessed, and she was fortunate enough to be in that group. She couldn’t imagine only being able to take a few inches of Jeff in her mouth. Not like she had to worry about that. She was her boyfriend’s very own deepthroat queen.


Two: receiving oral is AMAZING. She didn’t need the internet for that one either. Something told her Jeff had put some quality time into reading up on the art of cunnilingus though. His unbelievable tongue could take her places that she didn’t know existed, and the thing that he loved to do with his two fingers inside her? Apparently, he stroked her G-Spot. Whatever it was, she was ready to marry him each and every time he did it.


Three: rough sex might be even more incredible. Having her hair pulled, her ass slapped, and her neck lightly choked were indescribable feelings of submission. She was so vulnerable under the big, strong hold of her stud boyfriend, and her body seemed to turn to goo whenever she experienced that sensation of helplessness. It took the feeling of being dominated for her to cum during intercourse, and much to her surprise, that was another thing that the internet told her most women couldn’t do.


Four: and this caught her the most off guard. Jeff had a really big dick. How was she supposed to know? She’d never watched porn. In fact, erotica was the kinkiest smut that she indulged in before dating Jeff, and the only reason that she’d watched any X-rated filth lately was to pick up some new tricks to surprise her man with. So imagine her surprise when she realized that he stacked up extremely well with Porn Valley’s finest?


But his size really hit home the most when her best friend Kate showed her a dick picture that she received from a guy that she met at the beach. It paled in comparison to what her boyfriend worked with, and Kate’s reaction after asking to see a picture of Jeff only confirmed what she already knew. Kate gasped, responded with “lucky bitch,” and Abby smiled from ear-to-ear for the rest of the day. She really was a lucky bitch, wasn’t she?


And now it was time to show her boyfriend just how lucky he made her feel. Abby relaxed herself and allowed his strong hold to force his towering cock into her throat. It was one effortless slide of fullness. Her lips met his groin, her nose pressed against his pelvic bone, and she submissively took all of her man—just like a good girl should.


Her pulsating throat hummed on his cock, turning his legs to jelly. Nothing stroked his ego like the way that she deferred to him. He wasn’t some dominant asshole who needed a woman to look up to him. He also wasn’t a chauvinist jerk who thought that women belonged in the kitchen. Abby was talented, charismatic, and a hell of a lot smarter than he was, but he was the man in their relationship. And as a man, he enjoyed being in control. And as a woman, sexually, Abby got off on submitting to him. They were a perfect match.


His right hand journeyed from her head and found his balls. He lifted them up and watched her tongue struggle to slide out of her mouth. Slowly but surely, it managed to work its way to his testicles, where she licked his nuts while his dick remained lodged down her throat.


This was heaven. This was zen. Whatever this actually was, nothing could possibly be better than this moment. He loved this girl. He loved her so much that he decided to be a bit of an asshole.


His hand dropped his balls and instead moved to her nose, where his thumb and index finger wasted no time pinching it shut.


Abby instantly gagged.


Her head attempted to recoil but he held it in place. Her gentle brown eyes blinked repeatedly as a tear trickled from the corner of her right eye and ran down her cheek.


He didn’t relax his hold.


She gagged again and a thick wad of spit exploded from her mouth and collected on her chin. He could feel the slime drip down his bare thighs but he refused to ease up. Instead, he pulled her even closer.


Dominance met submission. A guy who liked to be in control had a girl who lived for being owned in his grasp. They explored new boundaries together.


More and more saliva poured from her mouth before he finally released his grip. She immediately lunged backward, allowing her oxygen deprived lungs a chance to collect the air that she so desperately needed.


Jeff glanced down at thighs which were covered in his girlfriend’s slobber. When she turned back to look at him, the front of her light purple t-shirt possessed a healthy mess of drool. That was rough, messy, and exactly the way he liked it. Abby didn’t seem so pleased, however.


“You’re an asshole!”


He couldn’t help but grin. “You loved it.”


She definitely couldn’t deny that. Those magical fifteen seconds of not being able to breath would linger with her for hours. Her true feelings were located under her jean shorts and inside her cute pink cotton panties, because they were absolutely soaked.


“You love choking on my cock, don’t you?”


She glanced sheepishly off to the side. “Maybe…”


“Who’s my little slut?”


She bit her lower lip before look back at the stud standing in front of her. “I am.”


“Louder,” he demanded.


“I’m your little slut!” she shouted. “I’m your little whore!”


“You certainly—”


“Choke me again!” she interrupted frantically. “And pinch my nose too! Don’t let go until I tap your leg!”


He reached out and grabbed two handfuls of her brunette hair before taking a slight detour. Instead of impaling her throat on his cock again, he pulled her closer and kissed her.


Abby would cum if she touched her clit. What was all that stuff her father told her when she was younger? About finding a successful guy who could give her a great life? Fuck that. She didn’t know if Jeff would end up making six-figures or six thousand dollars, and she honestly couldn’t care less either. Her boyfriend loved her, respected her, and knew exactly how to treat her. Would she really give up a lifetime of sexual satisfaction for a vacation house in the Florida Keys? Hell no. Some other girl could enjoy the beach, because she would be too busy choking on her man’s cock.


A war raged in her soul. She could either continue to kiss the man she adored, or swallow the cock that she consistently craved. Lust won this time as she broke off their embrace and wrapped her lips around the head of his manhood. Moments later, her nose met his trimmed pubic hair for the second time tonight.


Did his girlfriend have a limit? Every time he thought that they approached the endpoint of what Abby could handle sexually, she cruised right past it with a smile. Five seconds quickly turned to ten; and before he knew it, ten turned to twenty. This girl was something else.


“You okay?”


She responded by balling her fists on his thighs to defiantly protest any intention of tapping. Abby did her best to hide it, but she was the jealous type. And while she would never not allow her boyfriend to watch porn, it still bothered her that he did. She wanted to be the girl on his mind twenty-four seven. She worked hard at the gym, but she wasn’t some porn chick with eight percent body fat and huge tits, and part of her couldn’t help but be envious of those girls. Is that what Jeff really wanted? Were all the compliments and sweet gestures just a placeholder until he found a better girlfriend?


Of course not. His adulation was sincere, so why would she doubt their relationship? She needed to control her jealousy. Actually, what she really needed was to breathe.


Jeff’s nerves kicked into high gear as he watched her captivating brown eyes begin to fade. The clumps of spit which previously escaped from sides of her mouth were now joined by a steady stream of saliva. She drooled like some kind of ravenous animal.


His hand eased on her head before he thought better and clamped back down. He didn’t want to kill her; but at the same time, he desired nothing more than to give her what she craved, and that was to be dominated.


Wave after wave of vibrating bliss washed over every inch of his cock. The pulsations grew stronger as she clung to consciousness. The way that her little button nose pressed against his pelvic bone represented something much stronger than pleasure. It represented trust.


Abby’s mind started to wander. The simplest recollection became cloudy. What room she was in turned into a guessing game. As badly as she wanted to hold on, she just couldn’t do it any longer.


She finally tapped his thigh.


Jeff instantly released his grip from her head and reached out to hold his girlfriend upright. She panted for breath wildly while he supported her weak body. Her distant, faded brown eyes gradually returned to the present. Every passing second resulted in more vivid animation to appear on her pretty face. Moments later, his girlfriend was back.


“Oh…my…God…”


His smile couldn’t possibly be wider. “You’re amazing.”


“I deepthroated you for so long!” she told him excitedly. “Like a good girl!”


“You’re a very go—”


She gazed up at her boyfriend’s handsome face curiously. Everything about his strong nose, chiseled jawline, and wavy unkempt hair screamed masculinity. And don’t even get her started on the layer of dark stubble on his face! It was enough to bring her to her knees! But his look of concern was her primary focus. Why had he cut himself off mid-sentence?


“Is something wrong?”


He brought his finger to his lips and whispered, “Shhh.” Something had caught his attention, but he couldn’t figure out exactly what.


She waited with him silently for what felt like hours before jumping to her feet. There was no mistaking that noise. The garage door was either opening or closing—preferably the former.


“Is everything back to normal!?” she asked, her eyes darting around the family room in a panic.


Jeff’s eyes followed a similar path as he hurried to get dressed and tuck his rock-hard erection into the waistband of his basketball shorts. Everything looked okay to him. He retrieved the remote and increased the volume on the muted television. Abby quickly snatched the control from his hands and found a movie. Perfect. He’d just come over to hang out, they were watching a movie together, and everything was completely innocent. No blowjobs or deepthroating going on here…


The sound of keys jingling just outside the door that connected to the garage caused both of them to tense up. Something still felt off. It was like they forgot something.


“Your shirt!” he shouted.


How did she almost miss that? Thank God that her boyfriend was more observant than her, because the front of her purple t-shirt was a mess of spit and drool. She sprang to her feet and hustled upstairs just as the door opened.


Rapidly approaching footsteps replaced the sound of his girlfriend hurrying up to her bedroom. He looked toward the entrance of the family room just in time to see Mr. P barge in abruptly, before he moved right past him and headed upstairs without even acknowledging his presence.


Well, that about summed up his relationship with Abby’s dad.


Jeff understood the rapport that they had, and he didn’t blame Mr. P either. He was fucking his daughter, while he was positive that Mr. P didn’t want that to happen. He would feel the same way if he was the father of a sexually active eighteen-year-old girl, but maybe Mr. P didn’t even know that they were having sex?


The guy seemed pretty oblivious at times. Actually, he was more of a prick than anything. He was always miserable. He wasn’t funny, charismatic, or even good-looking. He was a scrawny man in his mid-forties, balding, and always wore an unstylish pair of black framed glasses. Not to mention that he didn’t have an ounce of swag either. The beige dress pants, navy blue short-sleeve button-up dress shirt, and light blue tie combination that he’d brisked past him in certainly proved that.


His annoyed look quickly turned to a smile. Clack. Clack. Clack. It was the sound of high heels! And he knew what that meant. Mrs. P!


As much as Abby’s dad seemed to hate him, his relationship with her mom was the complete opposite. Mrs. P loved him! Claire was friendly, nice, and constantly laughing. How many times had she told him that he should be a comedian? Or what about the night that she innocently suggested that he bring Mr. P to the gym with him? That didn’t go over so well with her husband. There were two girls who Jeff wanted to date in the world. The first was his girlfriend, and if things ever went south in his current relationship, then he wouldn’t be above asking out Mrs. P.


His head turned as those clacks on the hardwood grew louder. His still stiff erection throbbed again. He’d never seen her in heels before!


And then he lost his breath.


There were a few great mysteries in life: Stonehenge, the Voynich manuscript, what’s really happening at Area 51, and how the fuck Mr. P managed to marry the goddess that he currently gazed at.


He didn’t even know where to start. How about with her heels? White platform pump heels with ankle straps that made the five inches of lift even more provocative. His eyes journeyed up her smooth, bronzed legs and just kept going. Her toned calves were the perfect precursor to a seemingly never-ending amount of exposed skin. Just how short was her dress?


His lust made its way past her knees before he felt his body shiver. Her muscular thighs were on full display! She always seemed to be coming or going from the gym, and while the tight yoga pants that she loved to wear definitely showed off her amazing lower body, he’d never been privy to a show like this before.




Inch after inch of tanned thighs engulfed his eyes. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he regrettably met the bottom of her dress. It was white, tight, and he realized just how snug it hugged her heavenly body after he moved further north. But that’s when shit got real. That’s when Jeff came to the conclusion that he might be dating the wrong girl.


Holy fuckin’ cleavage! There was no beating around the bush: Mrs. P was a busty gal, and while the tight shirts and snug sweaters she occasionally wore revealed that, he’d never seen her show off her chest this way. Two big, pushed-up, mouthwatering, knee-weakening, life-changing, masturbation-inducing breasts were on the verge of spilling out of her dress!


Abby definitely wasn’t light in the chest department, but she didn’t have anything on her mother. His trek up this perfect woman continued as he moved past her plunging v-neck and found her angelic face. God, she looked just like Abby. Long brunette hair that came down to her breasts, pouty lips, rosey cheeks, and those same brown doe eyes.


“Hey, Jeff!”


And just like always, she was thrilled to see him.


“Hey, Mrs-Mrs-Mrs. P,” he stammered. Her strut over to the recliner where she tossed her white purse on the cushion had rattled him a bit. As much as her flowing hair bounced with every stride she took, her amazing cleavage jumped even more.


“Where’s Abby?”


He instantly smiled. No one called his girlfriend Abby except him. Well, except him and Mrs. P. Eighteen years of referring to her daughter as Abigail had changed within two months of them dating. They had something! He could feel it! His girlfriend’s mom liked him a little more than she probably should—or at least that’s how he saw it.


There was no need to answer her question after Abby returned in a clean shirt and joined him on the sofa. “Hey, Mom.”


“Hey, sweetheart,” she greeted her daughter. “Where were you?”


“I just had to grab something from my room. You guys are back already?”


“Already?” Claire laughed. “We left two hours ago.”


Had she really messed around with her boyfriend for two hours? Well, maybe? There was the passionate make out session, the delicious Chinese buffet that they went to, more making out when they returned home, and finally the oral fun that they enjoyed before they were so rudely interrupted. Hey, time flies when you’re having fun.


“Where did you guys go?” asked Jeff.


“To this Italian place called Delevon’s. And then we went out and got some ice cream after.”


Abby’s brow furrowed after hearing that. A fancy dinner and ice cream? That certainly didn’t sound like her father.


“Is Mr. P okay?” Jeff inquired. “He kind of stormed in here and booked upstairs.”


Claire rolled his eyes. “He’s in one of his moods. Big surprise, right? Anyway, I have to get out of these heels. They’re killing my feet. I was planning to read down here for a little while but I don’t want to bother you two.”


“Not at all!” he smiled. “You’re more than welcome to join us.”


Claire shot her daughter’s boyfriend a smile before heading toward the stairs. Unbeknownst to her, Jeff’s eyes followed her every step of the way. He turned back to Abby after Mrs. P disappeared from his sight, and he wasn’t surprised to find his girlfriend annoyed.


“What?” he asked, smirking.


She glared at him.


“What?” he asked again.


Her glare turned to a hiss. “Just say it.”


“Just say what?”


“What you really want to say,” she went on. “I know it’s killing you.”


“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he told her slyly, looking at the TV instead of her face for fear of laughing.


Abby didn’t find the situation so funny. “Just get it out of your system so we can move on. It’s not like you haven’t said it a million times before, and I know that you really want to say it now. I promise I won’t get mad.”


He finally turned to her. She seethed and he couldn’t find it more hilarious. “Your mom is so fuckin’ hot.”


She cocked her arm and roughly punched him in his shoulder.


“What the fuck, Abby!?” he shouted, quickly lowering his voice to prevent her parents from hearing him.


“You’re a pig!”


A dull pain quickly spread throughout his shoulder and down into his arm. “That was really hard. I got hit there with a helmet earlier and we didn’t have pads on. Fuck.”


“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” she apologized. Her hands moved to his shoulder in an attempt to subside his pain with her touch. “Is your other shoulder okay?”


He gritted his teeth and answered, “Yeah, it’s just my left one.”


This time, Abby wound up and cracked her boyfriend in his right shoulder.


He burst into laughter, partially surprised by the strength that her punch packed, but mostly giddy by how pissed she was. “You said that you wouldn’t get mad at me. And do you really blame me? You saw her dress.”


She cocked her arm again but he scurried to the end of the sofa—out of her reach. “Guess what? I lied! And I’m so sick of your comments about my mom!”


“Keep your voice down.”


“No!” she shouted. “It’s ridiculous! Who are you dating? Me or her?”


His laughter further grew. “Oh my God, like I don’t give you enough attention…”


“Do you think I want to hear about how hot my mom is? Or how hot you think she is?”


“First off, I don’t think your mom is hot,” he started. “She is hot. That’s not debatable. Second, all I do is tell you how sexy you are. Like, nonstop. You can’t honestly be jealous. Abby, it’s your mom. I’m not going to date her or anything. Besides, you should be happy.”


“Happy?”


“Yeah, happy,” he told her. “You’re going to look like her in twenty years. Lucky girl…”


She lunged at him in another attempt to throw a punch but he hopped off the sofa, barely able to control his laughter. But his guffaw was promptly interrupted by footsteps. He turned to see Mrs. P walking down the stairs in a pair of black sweatpants and a white t-shirt.


“You’re not leaving, are you?” Claire asked.


“Nope, I was just heading into the kitchen.” He looked back at his girlfriend with a smirk. “Do you want anything to drink, honey?”


Abby’s glare was deafening.


“You want anything, Mrs. P?”


The mom took a seat in the recliner with her Kindle in hand. “Actually, a glass of water would be nice.”


“Coming right up,” he told her before slipping into the kitchen to fill two glasses. He returned and handed one to his girlfriend’s mom before taking a seat next to Abby on the sofa again. She was still steaming.


Jeff couldn’t help himself. He’d inherited a trait from his father that he wasn’t necessarily proud of. He just loved to tease, and it only egged him on when he saw someone that he loved fuming as a result.


“Can I ask you a question, Mrs. P?”


Claire was busy trying to figure out what movie was on the television. It looked awfully familiar. “Sure.”


He didn’t need to see his girlfriend to know how angry she was. Instead, he kept his eyes on the other angel in the room. “Were there a lot of people at the restaurant you guys went to?”


“There were enough. Especially for a Monday night.”


“How many do you think?” he asked.


Claire attempted to recreate the layout of the fancy Italian joint in her mind. “Um…probably like…fifty?”


Jeff nodded, pretending to process vital information. “Mostly couples, right?”


“I think most of the tables were couples.”


He suddenly shook his head, showing disappointment without having to open his mouth.


“What?”


“How cruel,” he said.


Claire was baffled. “Cruel? What’s cruel?”


“Twenty-five men. That’s pretty mean of you.”


She was still lost. “What are you talking about, Jeff?”


“You show up to a restaurant in a dress like that, and expect twenty-five men to be able to keep their composure?”


Claire blushed while Abby groaned. The mother and daughter shared so much in common, but their reactions couldn’t have been more different.


“I think you gave twenty-five guys Parkinson’s tonight,” he laughed. His hand started shaking as he attempted to raise it to his face. “They probably couldn’t even get their forks to their mouths.”


“Jeff!” Claire laughed. “Oh my God!”


“And I know one other thing for sure,” he went on. “Those guys aren’t getting action tonight because of you. You pissed off a lot of wives.”


She placed her hand over her mouth to hide her smile. She would need a few more hands to cover the bright shade of red that occupied her cheeks. “You’re so bad!”


He glanced back at his girlfriend. He’d never seen her so livid. “That’s what they tell me. By the way, where did you get that dress from?”


“I think I got it online,” Claire answered, still blushing. “I’d have to double-check though.”


“Please do that, because I would love to buy it for Abby,” Jeff announced. “You set the bar awfully high, but I think that Abby can match you.”


She couldn’t get enough of her daughter’s boyfriend. “You’re such a gentleman! Abby, you really need to appreciate how lucky you are. Guys like Jeff don’t grow on trees. You got yourself a good one.”


His shit-eating grin somehow grew wider after he peeked back at his girlfriend. She stared a hole through him.


“Yeah, I’m real lucky…” Abby groaned.


“What do you say, Abby?” he asked. “You want to try out Delevon’s this week? My treat, of course. Since I’m such a gentleman.”


Jeff jumped in before Abby could answer. “And your mom is coming too. Only if she wears that dress though.”


Claire’s feet wiggled with delight. Every compliment made her giddy. She loved this kid!


“I just remembered that I have homework to finish, so you should probably head home,” Abby announced.


“He can stay.”


She looked over at her mother. “What?”


“Jeff can stay,” Mom told her. “He can hang out down here if you want some peace and quiet to do your homework.”


“That sounds like fun,” Jeff said with a big smile.


“And what about your project?” Abby asked him through gritted teeth. “You have to get started on it, don’t you?”


“No, I don’t think I do.”


“Yes, you do,” she scowled at him again.


Jeff knew that he’d most likely pushed things too far as-is. Maybe it’d be best to quit while he still had two functioning shoulders? “Oh yeah, that project. I should get started on it.”


Claire let out an unmistakable sigh of disappointment.


A petite hand grabbed him by the arm and pulled him toward the front door. He shouted goodbye to Mrs. P who yelled it back. Was he the president being escorted away from an assassination attempt by the Secret Service, or just a guy with a really angry girlfriend? It felt like a little bit of both, to be honest.


It didn’t take long before he was on the front step with Abby, and the petite brunette slammed the door shut behind them in a rage. Steam may as well have whistled from her ears. Inviting was the last word that he would use to describe her gorgeous brown eyes now, because she was furious.


“That was so far over the line!”


“I was joking,” he laughed. “Relax.”


She shook with anger. “You totally flirted with her! Right in front of me!”


“I wouldn’t call it flirting.”


“You wouldn’t call it flirting!?” she yelled. “What the hell would you call it then?”


“Well—”


“Because telling someone how hot they are sure seems like flirting to me!” she cut him off loudly.


He stared into her eyes. “Do you want to know the first thing that I thought when I saw your mom in that dress?”


She wasn’t sure if she wanted to know.


“How hot you would look in it,” he revealed. “How I want to take you out for a nice dinner, show you off to all those guys who want you but can’t have you, go grab some ice cream, and then fuck your brains out. How I want to be a perfect gentleman who takes you out for a great night, and then your daddy who sends home walking sideways.”


Abby immediately jumped at him. His strong arms caught her effortlessly and held her in his hold while his hands squeezed her butt. Seconds later, they kissed on the front step.


She broke off their smooch and whispered into his ear, “I still have a job to finish.”


God, he loved her. He carried her to his car where they both hopped in. It didn’t take long for his rapidly-growing dick to be back in the place that he loved so much.


She leaned over from her spot in the passenger seat, doing her best to send her man home satisfied and happy.


There wouldn’t be any teasing or theatrics this time. Especially with Mom knowing that she was outside. No, Abby wrapped both of her little hands around his big dick, and sucked and stroked simultaneously. She had a thirty second timer in her head, and she had no intention to hear a buzzer.


It took all of fifteen seconds before Jeff was ready to blow, and he was surprised that he made it that long. The blowjob from earlier, seeing Mrs. P in her sexy dress, and all of the sexual tension in the family room already had him on edge. Throw in his girlfriend’s amazing oral technique and he was a goner.


“I’m gonna cum!”


She continued her frantic pace as his first burst of semen fired into her mouth. Her boyfriend didn’t cum a few drops. He was a stud. Every load was big and thick—just like the rest of him. Her mouth quickly filled before his loud moans eventually died down. There was just one last thing to do.


She took a big gulp, showed him her empty mouth, and then wrapped her lips around him to clean him off.


“I gotta get back inside. Love you.”


Jeff snapped out of his post-orgasmic fog. The world was such a simple place after he came. Especially when it happened courtesy of his amazing girlfriend.


“Love you too,” he told her, still riding high.


Abby planted a big kiss on his cheek and hurried back inside.


He started his car and headed home, but his plans for the rest of the night weren’t a concern. In fact, he only had one thing on his mind.


He really needed to look into getting Abby that dress.


Chapter 2 — The Wannabe Wild Wife


Fifteen Minutes Earlier.


“Tonight was great.”


Stan nodded from behind the wheel, his eyes never venturing from the road.


“I really mean it,” Claire continued. “We should go out more often. Like, weekly!”


This time, he didn’t bother to acknowledge her proposal as they approached a red light.


What kind of relationship was this? Hell, what kind of marriage was it? This is what twenty years had come to? Refusing to talk? It was ridiculous!


Things had been on a downward trending path for quite some time, and she always pointed the finger at their honeymoon. The fun, romantic, thoughtful man that she married, transformed into someone who she didn’t recognize in that Cancun hotel. She was suddenly looked at as a wife who was to cook, clean, and take care of his sexual needs, and now as a forty-one-year-old woman, she would kill to be burdened by those first two tasks if it led to the third.


They arrived back in the states after their two-week honeymoon to discover that she was pregnant. That would certainly help to get them back on track, right? The flowers, surprise picnics, and caring gestures would undoubtedly pour back into her life. She was pregnant! That’s how it worked! Wrong. Stan only grew more distant, and the sex faded right along with his once positive attitude.


Twenty years later, her husband was neurotic, short-tempered, and solely driven by his sales job. All he cared about was work. When didn’t he check his phone? He must have looked at it fifty times during dinner, for God’s sake!


But dinner and ice cream still constituted a great night in Claire’s mind. She was so starved for attention that any interaction with her husband was heaven. She’d been ignored for so long that she took-up a number of hobbies like reading, working out, and maintaining the garden in their backyard. She had to do something to keep herself occupied, after all.


It was almost as if Stan looked down on her. Like she was just a social worker while he had an important sales job making expensive deals. She wasn’t just a social worker! She was a mother, a wife, and a great person! But he didn’t even care anymore!


But as bad as things were, she was willing to look past all the silence, lack of affection, and how they’d grown into roommates over the years. All it would take was one simple thing. It wasn’t even that much to ask for either!


Some good dick.


Stan wasn’t hung by any means, but the sex was pretty good back when they dated. In fact, it was the best sex of her life. And it was constant! She just wanted that again.


Did she expect her forty-three-year-old husband to keep up with her relentless sex drive? No, but was three to four times a week too much to ask for? She didn’t think so. Maybe they could find a middle ground? Whatever the solution, she needed more sex than going through the motions in the bedroom once a month.


She was done waiting for him to see the light. She would take the reins tonight and get her sex life back on track. She had to!


“You know what would be the perfect way to end the night?” she purred. “Maybe a little fun after Abby goes to bed?”


Her attempt to flirt was met with more silence.


She reached over the center console and rubbed his thigh. “What do you think, honey? How about I put on something real sexy, and give you a long, relaxing blowjob?”


He swiftly removed her hand from his leg. “Not tonight.”


“Why not?” she asked, unable to comprehend how she was married to a man who constantly declined her sexual advances. What guy didn’t love blowjobs?


“Because I have work to do,” he answered.


“That excuse is getting old.”


He shot her a dismissive look before following the car in front of them after the light turned green. “I work so that we can live in a nice house, drive new cars, and not have to worry about where our next meal is coming from. That’s not an excuse. It’s called life.”


She was so sick of hearing that. “We’re fine financially, so yeah, it is an excuse. Turning me down every night has nothing to do with putting food on the table. There’s something else going on!”


“Nothing’s going on.”


“We both work, we have a healthy chunk in our savings and retirement accounts, and Abby’s college fund is all set,” she raised her voice, growing increasingly more agitated as they turned onto a side street. “This obsession with your job is bullshit!”


“I’m on call twenty-four seven,” Stan argued. “What if a client in California wants to place an order in the middle of the night? Do you think he’ll wait around for me to finish having sex with my wife? No, he’ll take his business elsewhere. I work on commission.”


“That’s such bullshit.”


Now, Stan was the one who raised his voice. “How is that bullshit?”


“We can’t mess around for twenty minutes because you might miss a call?” she inquired. “And what about at dinner earlier? You stared at your phone the entire time!”


“Because of work,” he huffed. “How many times do we have to go over this?”


“But—”


“And a thank you would be nice,” he interrupted. “This is the appreciation I get for taking you out to a nice dinner? More bitching?”


Claire felt like a teapot. She’d been whistling for close to two decades, and now water spilled from her spout. This wasn’t their first time having a talk like this, but it always ended the same way. She would gingerly bring up her unhappiness, he would tell her to deal with it, and everything would return to normal. But not tonight. Tonight, she would finally get the monkey off her back.


“I want to get fucked!”


He couldn’t possibly appear more disgusted as he glanced over at his wife before turning his attention back to the road. “Jesus Christ…”


“But I do!” she continued to whine. “I want to get ravished! I want to walk into the house one day, have you pin me against the wall, and just get unloaded on!”


“You and those stupid books.”


Stupid books? Erotica was all she had! “They aren’t stupid!”




“Yes, they are,” he argued. “People don’t do things like that. Porn isn’t realistic. Our sex life is fine and we’re done discussing it.”


“But—”


“I said that we’re done!” he cut her off.


She pondered her life while they sat in silence. She let it happen again. She gave up without fighting back. But she promised herself not tonight! It was time to make a serious stand!


“We’re having sex tonight.”


“What did I say? We’re done discussing this,” Stan groaned.


“Absolutely,” she nodded in agreement. “No more discussing it. We’re having sex though.”


His blood boiled. It was always something with his wife. She was never happy.


“No, we aren’t.”


“Yes, we are,” she shot back.


“We’re not having sex tonight, tomorrow, or for the rest of the week,” he filled her in on their plans. “I have a shitload of calls to make, inventory to check, I still need to come up with a presentation for a potential client who’s flying in at the end of the week, and dipshit Larry decided to order the wrong supplies since he can never be bothered to double-check. So, like usual, I’m the guy who has to clean up everyone’s mess. I don’t have enough hours in the day to do my job, let alone play out your ridiculous fantasies.”


She rolled her eyes in response to his excuses. “You can’t squeeze twenty minutes of sex into your exhausting schedule? It’s nice to see where I fall on your list of priorities.”


“Do you want to live in a big house and send our daughter to a great school?” he snapped. “Well, some sacrifices come along with those luxuries.”


She was drained. The majority of their conversations turned into arguments, and every fight left her defeated. He would never see things her way. Perhaps it was time to just give up and accept her life?


“Maybe you should try for a promotion?”


She turned and stared at her husband. They were mere minutes from arriving home. “What?”


“Maybe you should go for a promotion?” he repeated. “I think you have too much time on your hands.”


If there was such a thing as a tipping point, then Claire just found hers. “How dare you!”


“Am I wrong?” he asked with a snicker. “Explain why we have a garden in our backyard if you don’t have too much free time.”


“We have a garden because I thought that it would be nice to have fresh tomatoes and carrots on hand!” she shouted, shaking with fury. “That’s so unbelievably disrespectful! I work, then I come home and cook, clean, and do all the shit that your lazy ass can’t be bothered with!”


“Because I’m busy making real money.”


She wanted to put his head through the windshield. She’d never felt so disrespected in her life. “You’re such an asshole!”


“You don’t call me an asshole when my paycheck hits our account every Friday,” he told her, his tone turning more condescending. “You aren’t pissed when you go shopping, or drive your nice car, or when you and Abigail go on vacation together.”


“A vacation that you didn’t even come on!”


“Because I’m too busy to take a week off,” he said. “Someone in this house needs to pay the bills.”


They turned onto their street as her legs began to shake. She was furious. “Money, money, money. That’s all you care about! Guess what, Stan? I’d rather be married to a guy who makes ten thousand a year and actually fucks me, than a guy who makes ten times that and doesn’t want to touch me!”


“I’m sure that you’d trade your current life to go live in a dump somewhere,” he voiced sarcastically. “Fuckin’ spoiled princess…”


“I’d trade my life to be married to a real man!”


He turned into the driveway, pulled into the garage, and stared at his wife. “Apologize.”


Claire ignored him.


He locked the doors and continued to glare at her. “Apologize.”


“I’m not apologizing for anything.”


“A real man?” he asked. “Where would you be without me? I’ll go ahead and answer that question for you, Claire. Nowhere. You’re married to a real man. So, how about instead of acting like a self-centered little bitch all the time, you take a minute to appreciate just how good you have it? I’m sick of being disrespected, talked down to, and having to deal with all the fucking nonsense that you add to my life. And if that isn’t enough bullshit already, then I always have to come home to see Jeff’s car in my goddamn driveway. He’s another pain in my fuckin’ ass. I’m not going to tell you again. Apologize.”


She scowled at him defiantly. “I would kill to be married to that kid.”


Stan pressed his remote to close the garage door before storming out of their vehicle and slamming the car door shut behind him. He stomped toward the door that connected the garage to their laundry room and unlocked it aggressively. Another day, another problem. It was the same old shit with his wife!


Claire took a moment to collect herself. That certainly seemed like the end of any potential hope to revive their sex life. It was just another awful night in her disappointing life. But on the bright side, Jeff was here, and that was never a bad thing.


Chapter 3 - The Wannabe Wild Wife Meets Her Wild Daughter


One Week Later. Monday. 5:32 PM.


Claire knocked on her daughter’s bedroom door. “Dinner!”


“I’m not hungry!” Abby shouted back.


Not hungry? How was that possible? Abby had been in her room from the minute Claire arrived home from work, and she never came downstairs to get anything to eat. The idea of her daughter starving herself horrified her. This is what social media did to teen girls! It created an unrealistic image of what they were supposed to be! She needed to nip this problem in the bud before it grew out of control.


“Can I come in?” she asked after knocking on the door again.


“I’m busy!


Claire refused to accept that for an answer. She turned the unlocked handle and opened her daughter’s door.


Abby—who rested flat on her back in bed—quickly hid something under her leg at the sight of her mother. “What the hell, Mom!?”


“Why aren’t you hungry?”


“I didn’t tell you to come in!” she shouted. “I could’ve been naked!”


Claire rolled her eyes. “I’m your mother. I don’t think that would’ve been the end of the world. Now, why aren’t you hungry?”


“Because I’m not. I didn’t know it was illegal for me not to be hungry.”


She stared at her daughter who continued to avoid eye contact with her. Something wasn’t right. “Are you okay?”


Abby nodded.


“What did you put under your leg?”


“Nothing, Mom,” the teen huffed.


Claire approached the bed and wasted no time scanning the covers for any sign of a problem. Her eyes quickly moved to Abby’s leg. “What’s under there?”


“Nothing! You’re so intrusive, you know that?”


She waited for the real answer in silence.


Abby groaned before retrieving an ice pack from beneath her leg and holding it in the air to show her mother. “It’s an ice pack. Is that a big deal?”


“Did you hurt yourself?” Claire asked.


“Yeah, I rolled my ankle in gym class.”


Claire wasn’t a detective, but she’d been around long enough to know that things didn’t add up. “Then why was it under your leg?”


Abby huffed again and said, “Why do you have so many questions?”


“Because I’m your mother and I love you.”


The high school senior ran her hand through her long brown hair with a sigh. “It’s personal, okay?”


“Is it anything I can help with?” Claire asked. “You know that I’m always here for you.”


“It’s-it’s kind of-of a girl problem,” she stammered, clearly uncomfortable.


“Well, lucky for you, I’m a girl,” Claire laughed. She hopped up onto the bed and took a seat Indian style on the end of the mattress. Her daughter’s outstretched feet were just inches from her crossed legs. “No rolled ankle, I presume?”


“No rolled ankle,” Abby smiled softly.


She rubbed her daughter’s feet gently to relax her. “So, what’s the problem?”


Should she really tell her mother about her situation? The internet helped her a bit, but what if Mom had experience with her issue? But what if she got upset? Mom wasn’t usually like that, but she’d never admitted to anything like this before.


“You have to promise that you won’t tell anyone.”


“I promise,” Claire agreed.


“Dad included,” Abby went on. “I know that spouses tell each other everything. I can’t possibly be more serious! Dad can never know!”


She could only laugh after hearing that. “Believe me, your father and I don’t tell each other everything. Your secret is safe with me.”


“And you won’t get mad?”


“Have I ever gotten mad at you, sweetheart?” Claire asked, almost offended by the notion that she could be upset with her daughter. “It’s my job to help you. I swear I won’t tell a soul and I won’t get upset. Now, what’s going on?”


Abby took a deep breath. “Have you ever gotten…um…sore? You know…down there?”


“Down where?”


Abby avoided eye contact once again. “Has your…um…vagina ever gotten sore?”


Claire squinted her eyes as forty-one years of memories flooded back. “I’ve had soreness before.”


Abby’s head snapped up in surprise. “Really?”


“Sure, I experienced it after sex when I was younger, and I had soreness when I was pregnant with you.” Her face suddenly dropped. “Oh my God, you’re not pregnant, are you!?”


“No, I’m not pregnant.”


“I won’t get upset if you are!” Claire promised passionately. “It’s fine!”


“No, Mom, I’m not pregnant!”


Claire let out a deep sigh of relief. “Oh, thank God.”


“You just said that it would be fine if I was,” laughed Abby. “That didn’t sound fine to me.”


“It’s just you’re eighteen, and—”


“And I know,” Abby interrupted. “Believe me, I’m not looking to get pregnant anytime soon. I take my pills religiously just like we went over.”


That was music to her ears.


“You said that you’ve experienced soreness after sex?” she asked her mother.


“When I was younger,” Claire divulged. “I dated a guy before your father who had a really high sex drive. Actually, Dad had a high sex drive back when we first started dating too.”


She never thought that she would hear about Mom and Dad’s sex life, but maybe it would result in her getting the answer she needed?


“You have sex four or five days in a row, and you can get sore down there,” said Claire.


Abby needed to be straightforward. Gingerly hinting at what she really wanted to discuss would only drag things out longer. “Can I be totally honest with you?”


“Absolutely.”


Abby collected herself and just went for it. It was time to bring Mom into her world. “Okay, so Jeff and I lost our virginities to each other last month.”


Claire wasn’t exactly surprised by her daughter’s news. She figured that the two were sexually active. She was more startled to be privy to the details.


“Remember when I told you that I was staying at Kate’s for the weekend? Well, I didn’t. Jeff’s parents went out of town so I stayed at his house. I’m sorry for lying.”


“It’s okay,” Mom said. “That’s not a real lie. You didn’t hurt anyone. I would’ve done the same thing when I was your age.”


“Really? That’s such a relief because I’ve felt guilty about lying to you. Okay, so we were doing more and more things like oral and stuff, but we wanted to try having sex. It ended up being way more difficult than either of us expected.”


“Real life isn’t the movies,” Claire said with a comforting smile. “Your first time usually isn’t good. It can be painful and fairly uncomfortable.”


“It was super uncomfortable,” Abby verified. “We went really slow, and used so much lube, but it just wouldn’t fit. It took like an hour before he finally got it inside me, and I was in so much pain.”


What was she supposed to do? She wasn’t there for her little girl when she needed her; but at the same time, she couldn’t have been. This was just one of the many difficulties of being a parent to a teenager. Sometimes, they had to learn on their own.


“Jeff went really, really, really slow,” she continued. “He was so gentle, and caring, and made me as comfortable as he could. And this went on for the rest of the weekend and the following week too, but it got a little better every time we did it. I started to not need as much lube or foreplay. I still needed it, but not nearly as much as I did at first.”


Claire continued to listen intensively.


“And then everything changed one day. Suddenly, I felt used to him. Well, that might not be the best way to word it. I could take him, but it was still a lot. Kate has slept with a few guys and I ended up showing her a picture of Jeff’s dick.”


“Abby!” Claire exclaimed, shocked.


Abby couldn’t hide her smile. “I know, but I trust Kate. I had to, Mom! I would look at porn and think I was seeing things, but Kate confirmed exactly what I thought. Jeff has a really big dick.”


Claire’s jaw dropped.


“Like, a porn dick,” she went on. “It’s just…big.”


“How big?”


“In inches?” Abby asked.


Claire nodded.


“I don’t know. I’ve never measured it.”


“What about with your hands?” Claire probed for details, visibly excited. “Give me an estimate.”


Abby held both of her index fingers in the air and positioned them a decent distance apart from each other.


Claire didn’t expect to see anything like that. Jeff certainly put her husband to shame. “Holy cow.”


“But it’s the girth that’s the craziest part,” she told her mother. “He’s so thick. Like, I can’t even wrap my fingers around it. I know I have small hands, but still.”


Suddenly, she wasn’t on her daughter’s bed. Now, she was back in college, sitting on Beth Risen’s bed, listening to her promiscuous roommate wax poetic about her most recent sexual escapade. If her husband couldn’t take care of her, then she would live vicariously through her daughter.


“Have you ever been with a really big guy?”


Claire immediately shook her head. “Nothing like what Jeff sounds like.”


She was about to fill Mom in on something even crazier. “His size isn’t the wildest thing though. It’s the way we have sex that’s insane.”


Claire bit her lower lip instinctively. She wanted every juicy detail.


“He gets really rough.”


Abby heard her mother gasp.


“I know, right? You know what Jeff’s like though. He’s big, strong, and aggressive. It only makes sense when you really think about it. He’s the same way in the bedroom that he is on the football field. He can be slow and romantic, but more times than not, it’s a pounding.”


Claire had never been more jealous in her life. “Sweetheart, this is why you’re sore.”


“Because of the rough sex?” Abby asked.


“Because of everything,” she explained. “You’re still relatively new to the world of sex, Jeff sounds well-endowed, and you two are going at it hard. That’s a recipe for soreness.”


Abby held up the ice pack. “You don’t mind, do you?”


Claire’s confusion vanished after her daughter slipped the cold pack inside her sweatpants and immediately let out a sigh of relief.


“Maybe we should take you to a doctor?”


“It’s not that bad,” Abby protested. “I’m just…sore.”


“Listen, honey, it’s your life, but you should say something to Jeff. Tell him to slow down. I’m sure he’s excited and—”


“No!” Abby cut her off. “I don’t want him to slow down!”


“You don’t?” Claire asked, surprised.


“God, no! I love it!”


Claire gulped. The surprises just kept coming.


“It’s the only way I can orgasm during sex,” Abby told her. “I need him to pound me while he’s pulling my hair, or choking me, or doing something along those lines. I need to feel dominated. Mom, I can’t even describe how incredible it is when he gets rough with me. It’s amazing.”


“You can orgasm during sex?”


Abby nodded proudly. “It’s so much better than the orgasms I have during oral. Don’t get me wrong, those are awesome too, but the ones from sex make me lose my mind. Sometimes, I forget where I am.”


Remember when Claire told her husband that she wished she was married to Jeff to hurt his feelings? Well, things had changed. She would trade Stan for Jeff in a heartbeat now. Jeff made Abby cum during sex and from oral? Abby was getting oral!? She wanted her own Jeff!


“Have you ever cum during sex?” she asked her mother.


She responded with a shake of her head.


“The internet said it was rare,” Abby went on. “I guess I’m lucky. Or maybe it’s Jeff’s size? Either way, you see my dilemma, right? I love having sex and I can’t get enough of when Jeff tees off on me, but it isn’t exactly comfortable to feel like someone hit my vagina with a baseball bat the next day.”


“I—”


“Oh, do you want to know what happened on Saturday?” Abby cut off her mother. “It’s a perfect example of what I’m talking about.”


Did she want to know? Claire was dying to know!


“So, I went over to Jeff’s house and the front door was partially open which was really weird. I kind of cautiously stepped inside, when out of nowhere, I feel a hand on the back of my neck that roughly pushes me up against the wall. Suddenly, I hear Jeff’s voice whisper in my ear, ‘You’re late. Only bad girls are late.’ Mom, he yanked down my jeans and panties, and pushed inside me without saying another word! Right in the foyer! The wind swung the front door completely open but he was way too busy hammering away at me to notice, and my face was pressed against the wall so I couldn’t tell. But then everything stopped. The hand on the back of my neck slowly turned my face toward the open door, where two older guys—probably in their seventies—are standing on the sidewalk across the street, watching us.”


Claire’s jaw was on the floor.


“Jeff shouts, ‘Jealous?’ out the door to these two guys, pushes me back against the wall, and starts fucking me harder than I’ve ever experienced. It was the single hottest moment of my life.”


Jealous didn’t even begin to describe what Claire felt. That was her fantasy! She told Stan about it last week in the car! About being pushed against a wall and fucked hard! And what did her husband reply with? By telling her that erotica was stupid!


Her fantasies—which her husband laughed at—were things her daughter actually experienced! While she daydreamed about being the plaything of a handsome stud, Abby was doing exactly that. Life wasn’t fair!


“I can’t believe I told you all of this,” Abby giggled. “It feels good though. I like talking to you. Even about personal stuff.”


“Absolutely, sweetheart. I’m always here for you. I’ll be sure to pick up a few more ice packs the next time I’m at the store too.”


Her daughter smiled.


“Are you still not hungry?”


“Jeff and I got something to eat earlier. Is Dad home?”


Claire shook her head.


“I can come downstairs and keep you company if you want.”


“I think you should stay in bed for the day,” Claire laughed. “So you can walk tomorrow. Text me when your ice pack gets warm and I’ll bring you another.”


“Thanks, Mom.”


“No problem, honey. And remember, I’m always here for you, okay?”


“Okay,” Abby nodded.


Claire gave her daughter’s soft feet one final rub before hopping off the bed and leaving her room, shutting the door behind her. Instead of going downstairs to eat, she ventured off to her bedroom for a little private time. Today, while her daughter was resting up, she would get fucked by Jeff, even if her vibrator was the one taking care of her.


Chapter 4 — The Wild Warm-Up


One Month Later. Monday. 5:07 PM.


“Let’s go!!”


Jeff’s demand was met by the sound of a hair dryer. He shouldn’t have expected anything else. Whether they were going to a movie, a funeral, or dinner at the White House, Abby always took forever to get ready.


He sat on the sofa in his girlfriend’s parents’ family room and waited. Honestly, he’d prefer to just hang out, and maybe grab a pizza and watch a movie. His girlfriend, ever the social butterfly, refused to celebrate his birthday in such a lackluster manner.


“I’m sure that you look fine!” he shouted upstairs. “Let’s go! I’m starving!”




His phone immediately buzzed. He checked it to see a text from Abby letting him know that she needed five more minutes.


Actually, on second thought, going out to eat wasn’t what he really wanted. Neither was ordering a pizza or watching a movie. Abby told him that her father was out of town for work and wouldn’t be back until Friday, and Mrs. P was nowhere to be found. They had the house all to themselves.


And he wanted some birthday sex.


Things had gotten even crazier over the past thirty days. Abby was relentless, and the last person who would ever complain about the onslaught of physical affection was him. Friday nights after football games, Tuesday mornings before class, and even over FaceTime before bed: they were always messing around. It was insane. Sometimes, he wondered if he was living a dream. His buddies always bitched about how little action they got, while his biggest problem involved keeping up with his beautiful girlfriend.


His stomach growled. Okay, maybe messing around could wait, because he was so hungry!


His head snapped toward an unexpected sound. While he waited for his girlfriend’s footsteps to come down the stairs, he was instead greeted by the backdoor opening. It could only be one person.


“Happy Birthday, Jeff!”


Black yoga pants, a baby blue tank top, and a gym bag slung over her shoulder. She was a perfect ten even when she was sweaty and messy.


“Hey, Mrs. P,” he smiled back. “And thanks.”


She sat down in the recliner to spend a few minutes with her daughter’s boyfriend. “Abby said that you guys were going out to dinner, but I didn’t know you were meeting here first.”


“We should’ve left by now, but someone takes forever to get ready…”


“She gets that from me,” Claire giggled. His blue jeans and plain white t-shirt threw her for a bit of a loop. “So, where are you two going?”


“Applebee’s.”


She waited for him to reveal that he was just joking, but it didn’t take long for her to figure out that he was serious. “Applebee’s?”


He nodded. “Yeah, I like it.”


“Jeff, it’s your birthday.”


“I already went over this with Abby,” he told her. “Your daughter is hellbent on paying, so I don’t want to go to some expensive restaurant. We’re going to Applebee’s. I like it, it’s cheap, and I’m not going to allow her to spend eighty bucks.”


Claire adored every single thing about her daughter’s boyfriend. What a gentleman! She knew how hardheaded her daughter could be. If Abby said that she would pay for dinner, then she would pay for dinner. So, what was Jeff’s solution? To go somewhere cheap. What an amazing guy!


“I told her that I wanted to get a pizza or something but she said we had to go out,” he complained. “Something about how staying in on your birthday is ridiculous. You know how she is.”


“I could’ve made you guys dinner.”


He threw his hands in the air. “That would’ve been perfect! Chicken à la King!”


Claire’s eyes bulged. “You like my Chicken à la King!?”


“It’s my favorite thing ever!” he said with a big smile. “Abby didn’t tell you? I came over after school a few weeks ago and found it in the fridge. I heated it up and almost lost my mind. I’ve never tasted anything like it.”


“I totally would’ve made it for you!” she told him. “Why didn’t Abby say something?”


Footsteps hustled downstairs as Abby joined the party in an orange spaghetti strap sundress. Jeff whistled loudly which resulted in his girlfriend rolling her eyes.


“Worth the wait,” he commented.


She rolled her eyes again before looking at her mother. “Hey, Mom. We’re going out to dinner.”


“I heard about the Applebee’s extravaganza,” Claire teased.


“It wasn’t my decision,” her daughter groaned. “I wanted to go to that Delevon’s place but someone wouldn’t allow it.”


“Yeah, you’re not picking up the bill for some overpriced Italian restaurant,” he said. “Besides, I like Applebee’s.”


She looked at her mother. “He’s such white trash.”


Jeff hopped to his feet with a chuckle. “I am what I am. You ready, gorgeous?”


“Ready,” she smiled. “We’ll be back later, Mom.”


“See ya, Mrs. P.”


“Have fun, you two!” Claire said as they disappeared out the front door.


Gorgeous? He called Abby gorgeous? God, she would do anything for a husband who referred to her as gorgeous. Or really any pet name at all. It looked like it was time to jump in the shower and spend another night by herself, but things could’ve been worse. Hey, at least Stan wasn’t around.


One Hour Later.


The front door opened as Jeff trailed behind his girlfriend. “I can’t believe you made them sing to me! That was so embarrassing!”


“It’s your birthday!” Abby laughed. “Of course, they’re going to sing to you.”


“Yeah, because you told them!”


She giggled before pushing him onto the sofa. “Are you ready for your real birthday present?”


An amazing dinner with his awesome girlfriend was a pretty fantastic present. Every high school kid in the world would be over the moon to experience an hour alone with a beautiful girl like Abby, but things didn’t end there for a guy like him. His life was awesome, remember? He didn’t know if Mrs. P was home or not, and he honestly didn’t care. He was more than ready for some fun.


“I’ll be right back.”


He watched Abby skip upstairs. His cock stirred at the idea of a nice, long, sloppy birthday blowjob, and he wouldn’t have to wait long by the sound of Abby hurrying back.


Abby plopped down next to him, picked up the remote, and turned on the TV.


He gazed at her curiously. This definitely wasn’t expected. He’d planned for his cock to be in a gorgeous girl’s mouth at the moment, but his girlfriend flipped through the channels casually instead. What kind of birthday present was this?


“So, what do you want to watch?” she asked. “A movie?”


Did he want to watch a movie? No, he wanted a blowjob. “Um…”


“I know how much you love action movies,” she went on. “Maybe we can find a Schwarzenegger one or something?”


What was going on?


She opted for the guide channel and typed ‘Schwarzenegger’ into the search. “Three movies are on right now! Okay, we have Terminator 3, Batman & Robin, and Predator. It’s up to you, birthday boy.”


He stared at her.


Abby finally turned to her silent boyfriend. “What?”


His eyes didn’t move from her face.


“What?” she asked again. “Can’t decide what movie to watch?”


His stoic face swiftly filled with laughter.


“What?” she asked for a third time.


“Are you messing with me?”


Her look of confusion was hard to miss. “Am I messing with you?”


“First off, Predator would be the answer to that question,” he explained. “It’s on a completely different level than those other two movies. Why the hell is Batman & Robin even on TV? Anyway, I didn’t exactly expect this.”


“What did you expect?”


Did he seriously have to explain himself? “To have a little fun.”


“Watching a movie with your girlfriend isn’t fun?” she questioned.


“You know what I mean.”


“No, I don’t think I do,” she said. “I thought it would be fun to hang out and watch a movie together.”


Clack. Clack. Clack.


He looked at the TV but a beer commercial played on the screen, and his girlfriend remained seated on the sofa when he glanced back in her direction. So, where in the world did that tapping sound come from?


Clack. Clack. Clack.


Suddenly, his ears identified the location of the noise. It came from the stairs, and it sounded an awful lot like high heels. But if Abby was on the sofa, and it didn’t come from the TV, then that meant only one thing.


Maybe he wouldn’t get birthday sex tonight? Maybe he wouldn’t even get a blowjob? But the angel who strutted across the family room floor made for quite the present. It was Mrs. P, and she wore his favorite white dress and high heels!


She took a seat next to him on the sofa before he could fully process his surroundings.


Jeff glanced over at his girlfriend who continued to look at the TV, but that wasn’t the case when he turned his head. A big smile awaited him when his eyes moved to the busty goddess who’d decided to sit just inches to his left.


“Going somewhere?” he asked.


Mrs. P shook her head. “Nope.”


He’d never faced a more difficult task in his life. Her cleavage demanded his attention. It screamed to be looked at, gawked over, and admired. That was why it was on display, right? But Mrs. P sat right next to him and stared into his eyes, so it would be too obvious if he checked her out. It was the toughest challenge of his life, but he remained focused on her pretty face.


And boy, was it pretty.


His girlfriend’s mom looked spectacular. In fact, she looked identical to that night five weeks ago when Mr. P stormed into the house. Long, wavy brunette hair; red lipstick; dark eyeliner; and those seductive brown doe eyes that she shared with her daughter. But why was she so dressed up if she wasn’t going anywhere?


“What’s with the dress then?” he asked.


Mrs. P turned her attention to the TV and appeared to tune him out. He was so confused. Now, his two favorite women in the world ignored him, but he didn’t have the slightest clue why.


“Does someone want to explain what’s going on?”


Abby and her mother were both busy reading the synopsis for Predator.


“A team of commandos on a mission in a Central American jungle find themselves hunted by an extraterrestrial warrior,” Abby read aloud. “An extraterrestrial warrior? That sounds stupid.”


“Yeah, it seems kind of goofy,” Claire commented.


“It’s not goofy!” he protested firmly. “It’s the greatest action movie of all-time!”


Wait, was defending Predator really his main concern at the moment? Weren’t there more pressing matters at hand? Perhaps like what Mrs. P was doing in her ridiculously sexy dress? Or maybe why his girlfriend had pulled the rug out on anything sexual happening between them? Defending his taste in movies could wait for another day.


Abby scrolled through the listings before her face suddenly lit up. “Forgetting Sarah Marshall is on!”


Mark it down: 6:15 PM on October 26th officially represented the worst moment of his life. He sat on his girlfriend’s parents’ sofa on his birthday, surrounded by two of the most beautiful women on the planet, and he was about to watch Forgetting Sarah Marshall. He didn’t fool around with his sexy girlfriend or flirt with her super hot mom. No, he was moments away from watching an awful romantic comedy instead. It was his nightmare.


“Can I tell you a secret?”


He looked at his girlfriend who enjoyed one of her favorite movies. “Sure.”


“I had a talk with someone earlier,” Abby told him. “Do you want to guess who?”


“How am I supposed to know?” he asked.


Abby smiled as her eyes finally left the television and moved to his handsome face. “This talk actually involved you.”


His eyebrows perked up. “Me?”


“Yeah, you. Now, this person is extremely important to me, and I found out some rather disturbing information. The first talk we had wasn’t bad, but the discussions that we shared since then really set off some alarm bells. Jeff, her sex life is awful.”


Why was he involved in this? And who was his girlfriend referring to?


“Like, really awful,” Abby went on. “The guy she’s with isn’t attentive to any of her needs. That’s no way to go through life in my opinion. So, here’s what I did. I considered all of my options and really thought about it over the past month. I mean, Jeff, I really thought about it. This isn’t something to take lightly. It’s serious.”


He still didn’t follow.


“I had a quick talk with this individual a few minutes ago to see if she was on board with my idea, and like I expected, she was. In fact, she was ready.”


Who are you talking about?” he questioned.


Abby’s smile turned to a grin. “Guess.”


“I have no idea.”


She leaned closer to him and planted a soft kiss on his lips, before pulling back and placing her hand under his chin, rubbing the rough stubble of his facial scruff. Very slowly, Abby turned his head toward the opposing end of the sofa.


Right to where her mother waited with a big smile.


It took a moment, but everything finally clicked for Jeff. “No way.”


Abby’s mouth moved to her boyfriend’s ear and whispered, “Happy Birthday.”


He’d never seen Mrs. P look like this before. Her always gentle, passive eyes grinned at him. This was the woman who his girlfriend spoke about? This was the girl who wasn’t being taken care of sexually? And “Happy Birthday” couldn’t possibly mean what he thought it meant, right? It just wasn’t possible.


“My mom hasn’t had good sex in a very long time,” Abby disclosed, her murmur tickling and teasing his inner ear. “At least by my standards. She’s had over twenty years of duds, so I decided to help her out.”


“Hel-hel-help her out?” he stuttered nervously, still staring at the stunning forty-one-year-old brunette sitting next to him.


“I’m going to give you the best present ever since I’m such an awesome girlfriend,” Abby giggled. “I’m going to give you something that I know you’ve thought about a million times. For one night, I’m going to give you my mom.”


Jeff gulped.


Abby pulled away from him. “Under one condition. Isn’t that right, Mom?”


Claire tried her best to play it cool. Tonight was her fantasy, after all. She would get to have a hot, sexy, high school stud all to herself. She would get the chance to mess around with the star football player that she never hooked-up with in her youth. But as the seconds ticked by, her ability to play the seductress from all of her erotic novels deteriorated rapidly. Her jittery legs were evidence of that. She was just so excited, but she would give it one last shot to act like she’d been here before.


“It’s a very important condition,” Claire purred, doing her best to be this hunk’s mature fantasy woman. Wasn’t that all the rage with younger guys? MILFs? Tonight, she wanted to be exactly that.


“Wha-what’s the-the condition?” he inquired anxiously.


“I might be asking a lot but Abby told me that you’d be up to the task,” Claire began with her terms. “Jeff, I have an extremely important job for you. I need you to do something that no other man in my life ever has.”


He couldn’t possibly listen more keenly.


“Jeff, sweetheart, I need you to fuck me the way that you fuck my daughter.”


His heart momentarily stopped beating.


“Abby told me all about the crazy stuff that you two do,” she went on, loving the stunned look on the always confident high school senior’s face. “How amazing you are in bed, how rough you get, and how she needs to put an ice pack on her vagina because of what you do to her. I want all of that.”


He turned his attention back to his girlfriend, surprised to find an ear-to-ear smile on her face. “An ice pack?”


“Yeah, sometimes I need to use a couple of ice packs after we have sex,” Abby explained. “I get a little sore.”


The absurdity of the moment immediately left the room. The fantasy of being able to mess around with Mrs. P was put on the back burner thanks to this breaking news. His girlfriend was in pain?


“Why didn’t you say something?”


“About what?” Abby asked.


“About what?” Jeff questioned, stunned. “About the fact that I’m hurting you! Abby, I would never want to do that. You should’ve told me.”


She quickly shook her head. “There’s nothing to say. I don’t want to change a thing. I love the way that you make me feel.”


“Ice packs though?”


“It’s a good sore,” Abby told him. “I love it, and judging from the conversations that I’ve had over the past few weeks, I think someone else wants the same exact thing.”


“I don’t want to be able to walk tomorrow,” Claire announced boldly.


Jeff snapped back around to Mrs. P while Abby returned to her movie. “Have fun,” she told her boyfriend.


His eyes took a long look at her enticing cleavage. Was it no longer taboo to check out his girlfriend’s mom? Check her out? Forget about that. Did he actually have permission to take things further? He loved his girlfriend, but Abby didn’t possess the curves that her mother did, and Mrs. P’s spectacular body drove him crazy.


“This isn’t a joke, right?”


“It better not be,” Claire laughed.


“I can do…you know…whatever?”


“You’re the birthday boy,” Claire smiled. “That’s how it works.”


His hands clamped onto the sides of her face as he kissed his girlfriend’s mom, but as swiftly as his mouth found her lips, his right hand slid down to her left breast even quicker. He gave it a rough squeeze, his palm adsorbing the feel of her dress while his fingers grazed her exposed cleavage. This busty angel could check off every box on his list of fetishes: older women, MILFs, his girlfriend’s mom, and on, and on, and on. His night had yet to start but he could already tell that it would be the best birthday of his life.


His mouth journeyed down to her neck as both his hands clutched her partially hidden bust. Yes, it was his birthday, but tonight would be about Mrs. P. She really wasn’t being taken care of properly? But actually, when he really thought about it, that made sense. Mr. P was a dork, and he wouldn’t return home tonight, tomorrow, or for the rest of the week. So, he would make this unbelievable woman forget all about her shithead husband while he enjoyed himself as well.


Claire moaned as his lips continued to plant kisses on her neck. Her daughter remained in her view—watching a movie on the end of the sofa—but Claire didn’t care. She desperately needed this. Just to feel like a woman for a night would satisfy her for months. She needed a guy to get rough with her, toss her around, and fuck her senseless. She needed a real man.


Jeff’s hands moved to her back and frantically searched for the zipper that somehow eluded him. He finally found it and began his mission to unveil this busty goddess in all her natural glory.


Her bare back caused his cock to immediately jump. No bra! He pulled back and soaked in the smiling face gazing into his eyes. All he had to do was glance down to fulfill three months of curiosity. The top of her dress had already collected in her lap, and he no longer needed to dream about what her incredible tits looked like in private, because he had complete access to them now. It was time for his first birthday present.


Two big, perky, teardrop breasts awaited him when he finally treated himself to his gift. How in the world could a forty-one-year-old mom look so good? She had the same lift as Abby! But she wasn’t Abby! She was twenty-three years older than his girlfriend! Her perfectly round breasts with even more impeccable small areolas and nipples would never leave his mind.


“Are they real?”


“Are they real?” Claire asked, beyond insulted by the notion that her most prized body part may be enhanced. “Of course, they’re real.”


“Abby, look at this.”


His girlfriend’s attention stayed locked on the television.


“Abby!” he tried again. “Look at this!”


“I don’t want to look at my mom’s boobs,” she groaned.


“You need to see this though,” Jeff told her, his mouth watering at the sight of the world’s most exquisite chest. “Your mom has the greatest tits ever.”


Claire lunged at him, her hands locking on his face as they fell back onto her daughter.


“What the hell!?” Abby shouted.


Claire was lost in a world of lust. She loved her breasts. She always had. They made her look slimmer, got her free drinks whenever she went out during her single days, and caused most men to turn into gooey pushovers. But twenty years of almost no compliments made her crave male attention, and she completely lost control of herself when Jeff said that she had the greatest tits ever.


But she didn’t care. She was busy making out with her boyfriend for the evening while they remained sprawled across her daughter’s lap.




“Oh my God, seriously!?” Abby continued to yell.


Jeff’s hands clasped onto those two big slices of heaven as he explored every inch of her breasts. They were so soft. His fingers seemed to melt right into her tender skin. Mr. P really didn’t play with these? Shit, he would use them as a pillow if he was married to her.


“Get off of me!”


He finally sat up with Mrs. P before glancing back at his girlfriend. “Sorry about that.”


“You two are like animals,” Abby remarked.


“But, Abby, seriously, you need to look.”


She knew how her boyfriend was. He would continue to bug her if she didn’t look. Would checking out her topless mother really be the end of the world? Sure, it was weird, but it wasn’t any stranger than allowing her boyfriend to fuck her mom for his birthday.


Her eyebrows immediately perked up after she looked at the action. “Jesus.”


“Told you,” Jeff laughed. “How amazing is this rack?”


She rolled her eyes and returned to the movie that she watched before two horny perverts landed on her. Maybe something that Jeff said a while ago was true? Maybe she was a lucky girl? Because if her boobs looked as good as her mother’s in twenty-three years, then she would definitely be one happy girl.


He lowered his mouth to her gravity-defying tit while his hand firmly squeezed her other breast. His lips clamped around her nipple, resulting in a sound from above that made him feel like a king. Mrs. P was moaning!


Claire’s nipples were being sucked for the first time in who knows how long? It felt like forever. Jeff’s big, strong hand made her large breast feel so small in his hold. This is what her lucky daughter had twenty-four seven access to? To a stud who cared about her pleasure? Perhaps she needed to replace Stan with a high school kid who actually appreciated her?


“Do you know what I really want for my birthday?”


She peered into the eyes of the hunk who continued to take her to cloud nine. She didn’t know what he wanted, but she knew what she desired, and that involved having her breasts worshiped for twenty more minutes.


“What’s that?” Claire asked.


“For you to get down on your knees and suck my cock.”


So, this is what her daughter meant when she said that Jeff was aggressive? And the look that he gave her demanded that she follow his order. Not like she needed to be persuaded, because she was already on her way to the floor.


Two petite hands tugged at the button of his jeans as the sexiest mom alive knelt before him. “This is so fucking awesome.”


Abby tried to keep her emotions in check while staring straight-ahead at the television. It may have been an uncomfortable situation, but at the end of the day, she lived to make her boyfriend happy. And if he was elated, then she was too.


Claire couldn’t get his zipper down fast enough. The big bulge in the front of his jeans didn’t help to calm her shaky fingers either. She finally managed to tug the rough denim down to his knees, and his boxers swiftly followed. And with that one little—or more like big revelation—she discovered that not only did Abby tell the truth, but that she didn’t exaggerate either.


Jeff was big.


Big, thick, and about to be buried in the back of her throat.


Claire would blow this hunk’s mind. Her daughter was a sweet girl, but she was eighteen, and what could an eighteen-year-old high schooler possibly know about oral sex? Not a whole hell of a lot. Especially considering Abby that never even had a boyfriend before Jeff came along.


And as much as tonight was about Jeff, it was equally about herself as well. She needed to get her mojo back. Listening to a stud tell her that she had the greatest boobs ever was a start, but she needed to make him squirm. She wanted him holding on for dear life after she got her lips wrapped around him. Tonight was her opportunity to feel like a woman again. Tonight was her chance to be with a real man.


All of her problems vanished the instant that she took his rock-hard erection inside her mouth. Her annoying husband, her awful sex life, and the fact that she’d started to feel like a worn-out housewife over the years all disappeared. Accepting his manhood between her lips trimmed over twenty years off her life. She wasn’t forty-one anymore. Instead, she was eighteen again. She was the cute high school senior with a jock boyfriend, and it was time to give her man the royal treatment.


Claire took Jeff all the way down to the base and held herself there, her nose pressed against his pelvic bone.


“Oh, you gotta be fucking kidding me!”


Claire knew it! Listen to how he reacted! Jeff would never forget this moment. Honestly, he would most likely never experience anything like it again either. She finally felt appreciated!


Her throat bolted skyward as she gasped for breath, eager to hear the next bundle of compliments that were sure to escape from his undoubtedly stunned mouth at any moment. How awesome was she now? Her boobs were nothing compared to her lack of gag reflex! He would have to lose his mind!


“You too!?” Jeff shouted. “Are you serious!?”


You too? What did that mean?


Claire looked over at Abby—who took in the situation with a fairly conflicted expression on her cute face. She definitely noticed some shock, but her daughter’s slight grin of approval caught her most by surprise.


“Like mother, like daughter,” Abby giggled.


Claire turned back to Jeff. The young man couldn’t possibly be more happy. “I love this family!”


All Claire could do was laugh. “What?”


“You don’t have a gag reflex either!” he continued to celebrate. “This is so fuckin’ awesome! Get back over here!”


His post-deepthroat celebration was cut short by his excited hand pulling her back to his dick. She willingly accepted him between her lips and he took over from there. Before anyone could say another word, he had his cock all the way down his girlfriend’s mom’s throat again.


“Did you know about this?”


“No,” Abby answered him, continuing to watch her boyfriend dominate her surprisingly submissive mother. Is this what she looked like when Jeff took control during their oral sessions? Her mother’s hands gripped the sofa cushion with zero hint of fighting back. Just like her, Mom apparently loved to be helpless too.


“We need to move to Utah or something,” he said, thrusting his hips upward with his hands still clamped on the top of her head. “I want to marry the both of you.”


Claire’s laugh caused her to choke, resulting in a wad of spit to shoot out of her mouth and collect on Jeff’s thigh. Abby, ever the jealous girlfriend, wasn’t as receptive to her boyfriend’s fantasy.


She huffed before turning back to her movie. Maybe this was a bad idea?


Jeff finally freed her from his grasp as he sensed Mrs. P’s desperation for air. Just like Abby, she would never admit it though.


“Oh my God, it’s so big!” Claire exclaimed, leaning back to collect some much-needed air after he released her.


“Bigger than Mr. P?”


“Oh my God, Jeff!” Abby yelled. “Are you seriously asking her that?”


“Yeah, I want to know,” he nodded. “So?”


“I don’t want to hear about my dad’s dick,” Abby went on, grossed out by the thought of her own father. “Don’t tell him, Mom!”


Claire grinned up at the excited football star and mouthed silently, “Way bigger.”


Her daughter immediately groaned. “Oh my God, I saw that…”


“How’s it feel to finally have some real cock?”


Abby simply had to tune out the rest of their conversation. She couldn’t believe the way that Jeff spoke right in front of her, and even more surprising was how Mom went right along with it. Actually, Mom didn’t just play along. She was into it!


“It feels so awesome,” smiled Claire, her small hands attempting to wrap around the thick piece of meat in front of her. He looked even bigger from her spot down on the floor. “I miss having a big dick to play with.”


Abby let out an annoyed sigh.


“You like playing with Daddy’s cock, don’t you?”


Abby’s head snapped to the left. Daddy? Daddy!? Jeff was her daddy! Not her mother’s!


Claire’s tongue started at the base of his manhood, and slowly slithered all the way up to the fat head that glistened with her saliva. “I love Daddy’s cock. My daughter does a good job taking care of you, right?”


“Of course,” he answered.


Her hands squeezed tighter around his dick, causing him to twitch in pleasure. “Good, because a big stud like you needs lots of attention. It’s a tall order to keep a guy like you happy.”


Jeff closed his eyes as her amazing mouth joined the unbelievably soft hands which were already around his cock. “Abby is the best.”


That helped put Abby’s worries to rest for a moment. She still wasn’t a fan of the dirty talk between her mother and her boyfriend, however. Her thoughts were soon disrupted by a particular face that stared at her.


Mom no longer sucked her boyfriend’s cock. Now, she gazed directly into her eyes.


“What?” Abby inquired.


“What does Jeff love?”


“What does he love?” Abby asked. “Like, sexually?”


Her mother nodded.


Abby paused a moment to think. “He really likes when I suck his balls.”


Claire turned back to her boyfriend for the night. “Is that right?”


“I love it,” he told her with a big smile.


“I bet you do,” Claire laughed. “And I assume you get that a lot then?”


He grinned. “All the time.”


Claire bit her lower lip. How good did these two have it? “And what’s something that Abby loves?”


“Rough sex,” he answered without missing a beat.


“I already know about that one. What else?”


“She loves oral,” he told Mrs. P. “Especially when I use my fingers at the same time. It makes her crazy.”


“And how often do you go down on her?”


“Whenever she wants it,” he announced. “If my girl wants some oral lovin’, then she gets some oral lovin’. Mrs. P, your daughter’s happiness is my biggest concern.”


“God, you two are so perfect for each other,” Claire smiled, looking back at her daughter. “How does he like his balls sucked?”


Abby couldn’t believe what she was about to say. Especially while Mom stroked her boyfriend’s cock. She shouldn’t be surprised after initiating all of this, but it still seemed strange.


“I mean, he likes to have ‘em sucked, and licked, and—”


“You can’t go wrong,” Jeff chimed in. “I love everything!”


“Is that right?” Claire asked Jeff with a giggle. “So, what does the birthday boy want?”


“I want you to suck my fucking balls, Mrs. P.”


How long had it been since she was ordered around sexually? The only demands that she received nowadays were notes from her husband telling her to clean the house. It’d been forever since a man last demanded that she sucked his balls, and she’d never been involved with a high-status guy like Jeff before. It was exhilarating.


She raised her finger in the air playfully. “Can I make one request, birthday boy?”


“I think you’re allowed one request,” he smirked back.


“I want the birthday boy in his birthday suit.”


He could only laugh. How much more in common could she have with his girlfriend? He lifted his shirt over his head and tossed it off to the side.


Claire passed on her previous priority for more pressing matters. Jeff was ripped! Big biceps, a chiseled chest, and six hard abs that she hadn’t seen in person in over two decades. And not only could she see them, but she could taste them.


She leaned forward and worshiped his defined midsection with her mouth. If she had a jock all to herself tonight, then she would enjoy each and every inch of him. Her mouth hadn’t been privy to anything like this since high school. Her days of messing around with athletes were in the past, but not anymore. For one night, she was eighteen again.


Her lips continued their journey south, kissing his muscular thighs. But it was time to take care of his request. If this stud loved having his balls sucked, then she would be a good girl and make the birthday boy happy.


“Just like that…” Jeff moaned.


Abby felt her boyfriend’s strong hand wrap around her shoulder and pull her into him. She received a kiss on the cheek before a deep voice relayed a very important message into her ear. “I love you.”


She still couldn’t get over what she was seeing. Jeff’s big dick pointed straight-up, her mother knelt in front of him with her amazing breasts on display, and her mouth was currently full of balls. She would never say it, but Mom loved pretty good down there.


“You better love me,” Abby chuckled.


The most drastic difference for Claire involved Jeff’s scent. It didn’t resemble Stan’s odor in the slightest. The aroma emitting from his groin screamed masculinity. It yelled dominance. It was the deeply desirable presence of a man who other women wanted.


Three things always happened whenever Jeff stepped foot in their house. Stan grew jealous, Claire became smitten, and Abby always seemed completely captivated by the man she loved. And after their current sofa session, Claire wondered if maybe she was a little in love with her daughter’s boyfriend as well?


But before she could ponder her situation further, those two big balls took off like an eagle, soaring high above her as her now empty mouth yearned for their return. Her body propelled abruptly into the air as she found herself over Jeff’s powerful shoulder. He’d effortlessly lifted her up and carried her in the direction of the stairs like a caveman claiming his newest wife.


“Time for my real present,” he laughed, ascending the stairs with the giggling brunette slung over his shoulder.


“Have fun,” Abby told them before turning back to the TV.


Chapter 5 — The Wild Birthday


Ten Minutes Later.


The television had been muted for the past five minutes while Abby sat in stunned silence. Were two porn stars upstairs or was it her mother and her boyfriend? She couldn’t recall ever being so loud personally.


Skin hammered against skin; Mom constantly yelped, screamed, and hollered; and Jeff’s audible dirty talk completed the barrage of sounds. And what about when she heard Jeff ask her mother who owned her? Mom shouted back, “You do, Daddy!” Who’s birthday was it again? Because it sure seemed like Mom enjoyed tonight more than anyone.


But maybe that was a good thing? Unfortunately, Abby had started to see her parents in a different light after the discovery that Dad didn’t take care of Mom. Her mother was amazing! She was so kind, sweet, and loving, and a woman like her deserved the world.


“Fuck me harder!”


Slap!


Abby could connect the dots. Mom demanding to be fucked harder followed by a deafening slap absolutely meant that Jeff and Mom were going at it doggy style, and the brunette sitting all alone on the sofa started to feel jealous. She loved doggy style! It was her favorite position, and the slap from moments ago had to be Jeff cracking Mom on the ass. Rough sex was their thing though!


Slap!!!


That was hard. Like, really hard. What if checked on them to make sure they were alright? Mom had never been with a guy like Jeff before, and her boyfriend had a tendency to get carried away—especially when he was excited—and she’d never seen him more overjoyed than he was tonight.


But then again, they were two consenting adults. She wasn’t really worried about their safety, was she? She told herself that she wouldn’t do this! Tonight was about Jeff and Mom, so why did she find herself growing envious? What did she think would actually happen? That her boyfriend would run off with her mother? Of course not! They were the two people who she trusted most in the world, so she would just watch the rest of her movie and enjoy the night. Easy-peasy.


Thirty Seconds Later.


The unmistakable sounds of rough sex continued to increase as Abby climbed the stairs. A quick check on these two wouldn’t hurt anyone. Okay, she would admit that she might be a tad bit jealous. Actually, yeah, she was jealous. But still, it worried her to hear Mom sound like she was being broken in half.


She made her way along the upstairs hallway and to her parents’ closed bedroom door. She silently cracked it open an inch and sneaked a peek inside.


She knew it!


Mom was bent over the edge of her bed, being held in the air by a handful of her long hair. And she was completely naked with the exception of only her sexy white high heels! It also didn’t take a rocket scientist to guess what her boyfriend was up to. Just like when they had sex, he was attempting to fuck her senseless.


“Oh! My! God!” Claire gasped, being impaled by the stud to her rear as her body remained suspended above the bed. “Har-har-harder!”


“Little fuckin’ slut,” Jeff grunted through clenched teeth before resuming his mission to destroy his girlfriend’s mom. “Who are you going to call when you want to get fucked?”


“You-you-you, oh my God, you!”


He pushed the top-half of her body down onto the mattress and grabbed onto her hips, continuing his onslaught on her helpless pussy. “Maybe I’m dating the wrong girl?”


Claire drooled. She’d never felt anything like this before. This kid easily had three inches on her husband, and he certainly knew how to use every single one of them. But his girth was the real difference maker. He stretched her in ways that she never deemed possible!


For once, she didn’t have an average, unappealing, half-hard dick giving her a mediocre lay. Now, she had a big, thick, handsome stud who was hellbent on claiming her as his own. The two quick orgasms that she’d already experienced while being driven into was evidence of that.


“Maybe it’s time that you and I start going out?” he mumbled, his hips thrusting forward aggressively.


Claire yelped in a complete state of shock. Every part of her pussy felt that. Perhaps it was a good thing that Stan never wanted to touch her, because she didn’t like his chances to feel anything for the next few weeks. Her insides were being completely rearranged.


“Abby is getting on my nerves anyway.”


Clare attempted to look back. “What?”


“I’m just kidding!” Jeff laughed. “I know you’re at the door, Abby! I can see you!”


The door pushed opened to reveal a not-so-assumed brunette dressed in her orange spaghetti dress. “Getting on your nerves?”


“It was a joke!” he chuckled, slowly moving inside Mrs. P while he addressed his girlfriend. “I could see you at the door the entire time! Get over here. I want a kiss.”


She placed her hands on her hips defiantly.


“Are you not listening to Daddy?” he questioned, his sly grin fueling Abby’s playful side. “You know what happens when you’re a bad girl.”


“I get punished,” Abby answered.


Claire was ready to explode again. It didn’t have anything to do with the guy behind her either. It was the fact that her daughter had the exact relationship that she wanted! These two needed to get married, have kids; and oh yeah, Grandma would require a few hours alone with her son-in-law every week. She would make sure of it!


“Get your sexy ass over here, young lady,” he said with a smirk.


Abby pouted the entire way across the bedroom until she stood next to her boyfriend. She quickly dropped her act and hoisted herself up onto her tippy-toes so she could make out with her man.


“Oh my God, you need to fuck me.”


He began pumping inside Mrs. P’s snug pussy again while he kissed Abby. Remember when Jeff thought that he had the greatest life ever because his girlfriend sucked his dick on the couch? Forget about that. Making out with the world’s most amazing eighteen-year-old girl while he fucked the hottest mom alive? Now, that was the life of a king.


His mouth moved to Abby’s ear where he whispered something, and her eyes lit up in response.


“Are you serious?” she asked.


“It’s my birthday, isn’t it?” he said. “Hey, Mrs. P, close your eyes for a minute.”


Claire immediately shut her eyes, showing how loyal she already felt to him. If he told her to go make him a birthday cake, then she would rush downstairs and make him the best cake ever. If he demanded that she divorce Stan and move in with him, then she would have a serious discussion with her daughter about that very topic. So, if he requested something as simple as for her to close her eyes, then she would take a trip to a world of darkness for however long he required.




Faint moving, slight giggles, and the sound of something being placed on the bed was all that occupied the following thirty seconds.


Jeff finally spoke up. “Keep your eyes shut, Mrs. P. Now, believe me, I’m just as surprised by this as you’re going to be, but it looks like someone really warmed-up to the idea of what’s happening. No one has ever had a better birthday than me. Okay, open ‘em.”


Claire’s eyes opened and she instantly gasped. Lying in front of her, completely naked, with her legs parted, was her daughter.


A firm hand gripped the back of her brunette head and slowly pushed her toward Abby’s completely shaven vagina. This was wrong. So wrong! Incest wasn’t part of the plan tonight. She was supposed to have her daughter’s boyfriend all to herself, after all! But once again, Claire found herself giving in. If this is what Jeff wanted, then the birthday boy would get his wish.


“That’s so fucking hot,” he remarked.


Jeff was officially in heaven. His cock thoroughly enjoyed the perfectly wet, warm, and tight pussy of Mrs. P, while his eyes soaked in the sight of her lapping at his amazing girlfriend’s flawless pussy. He had a mother and daughter going at it for him! Every guy’s fantasy involved two girls at the same time, but he’d taken that dream to the next level. And listening to his girlfriend moan as a result of her mom caused him to start pounding away again.


He suddenly had a new goal.


These two would cum at the same time.


“She likes fingers,” Jeff reminded her.


Claire’s index and middle finger did the unimaginable, joining her tongue as she rubbed along the outside of her daughter’s vagina. Abby’s trim pussy lips glistened courtesy of her own natural wetness and now a friendly tongue. And just like that, the fingers exploring her eighteen-year-old labia swiftly disappeared inside her tight hole.


“Fuck…” moaned Abby.


How could her daughter even take Jeff inside her? Two fingers alone was a tight fit. She decided to withdraw from her and turn her focus to her clitoral hood, where she pulled it back to reveal the little pleasure button that her tongue would become very familiar with. The idea of doing something so taboo was unfathomable only minutes ago, but that was before she had a man like Jeff in her life. Stan wouldn’t be able to get her to kiss another girl, let alone take part in the indecency that her mouth moved closer to.


And then Claire did it. She officially crossed the line.


She washed her tongue over her daughter’s clit.


Jeff was in quite the predicament. On one hand, he wanted to destroy Mrs. P. He wanted her walking with a limp for the rest of the week from how hard he fucked her. The idea of giving her something that Mr. P couldn’t was hard to pass up. That guy didn’t deserve a wife at all, let alone the perfect ten that he had. And what did that asshole do with his amazing situation? Not even take care of his wife! But on the flip side, the more he limited his thrusts, the more intense the moans sounded from Abby’s adorable mouth.


His cute girlfriend was off in a world of pleasure. The back of her head pressed against the mattress, her closed eyes pointed skyward, both of her hands gripped the blankets, and her body writhed around courtesy of her mother’s mouth. And at the end of the day, Abby always came first. She was his number one priority in life. So, if not teeing off on her mother resulted in her cumming hard, then he would be a good boyfriend and only fuck her mom sort of roughly.


Abby was right there. Mom hit all the spots. Her tongue was a magnet on her clit while her fingers—which had made their way back inside her—provided highly concentrated bliss solely focused on one tiny region of her body. It was a sensation of fullness meeting one of oral heaven. It turned out that Jeff and Mom had something in common, because they were both amazing with their tongues.


“Don’t stop, Mom.”


Did she really just call her that? Well, that’s what Mom was at the end of the day. It was time to look past all the weirdness, because Abby was about to cum all over her own mother’s tongue.


Jeff’s hands locked tighter on Mrs. P’s sexy hips while her perky ass bounced with every rough jolt forward. He knew that Abby was close. His girlfriend’s cute squirms looked awfully similar to when she was moments away from exploding. His birthday wouldn’t be complete without getting these two to cum at the same time though, and it also didn’t take him long to discover how to send Mrs. P to the moon. It was the same thing that drove her daughter crazy. Rough, raw, aggressive sex had gotten the job done twice already tonight, so he began hammering into her to bring her right to the edge.


“Oh-oh my-my-my God!”


Mrs. P’s cries were all too familiar. Just like her daughter, she was about to erupt.


And then the birthday boy got his wish. Abby’s hands left the bed and grabbed two handfuls of her mom’s hair as she wailed in orgasmic euphoria. The way that she wiggled and writhed while losing her mind drove him crazy. His smart, savvy, sarcastic girlfriend always turned into a blubbery mess when she came, and her mom wasn’t all that different.


Claire tried her hardest to keep her tongue on her daughter’s clit as her fingers went limp inside her. It was happening again! Three times! Three fuckin’ times! She couldn’t recall if Stan had made her cum three times in the past ten years, but it only took this stud ten minutes, and he’d never even gone down on her either! It was all from his perfect cock! It was a world of heat and every part of her body was on fire. She didn’t care anymore. This hunk was moving into the guest room, because she needed this fire in her life! Daily!


Loud pants and moans created a symphony of post-orgasmic elation as the mother and daughter attempted to catch their breath together. Abby still couldn’t believe that she came all over her mom’s tongue, while Claire struggled to grasp the idea of orgasming three times from intercourse. Neither girl said anything, but they were both on the same page. They would do anything that Jeff wanted tonight.


He slid out of Mrs. P’s wet slit, but not before giving her a firm smack on the ass for good measure. Her yelp was a reminder of who owned her pussy from now on. Jeff expected Mr. P to be rejected the next time that he was actually up for initiating something sexual, because he was the only guy who had access to this mature goddess from now on.


“Get up on the bed,” he ordered, watching his girlfriend’s mom follow his command.


His big hand wrapped around Abby’s petite shin and pulled her over to him, allowing her legs to dangle off the bed. Every crazy porn threesome that he’d ever watched processed in his mind, and he landed on the perfect position. Having these two girls wasn’t enough. He wanted them to get dirty for him. They could save their ladylike behavior for guys like Mr. P, because real men like Jeff got women’s inner porn stars. He got their slutty sides.


“Sit on her face.”


No hesitation, no questions, and no resistance. This was his movie and he was the director. Mrs. P swiftly moved over to her daughter and sat on her face, her knees resting on the comfy mattress as complete joy washed over her. He didn’t even need to instruct Abby. His girlfriend was well-schooled. She was a good girl for Daddy, after all. And what do good girls do? They return the favor, of course.


Abby ate her mother out.


Jeff pushed inside his girlfriend and immediately smiled. How could a forty-one-year-old mother and an eighteen-year-old girl—who was recently a virgin—both feel so similar? They were so tight and warm. Their snugness gripped him like a mitten. He had two perfect pussies at his disposal, and he refused to allow either one to go to waste.


He reached out and pulled Mrs. P closer to him by the back of her head and kissed her. His tongue deep inside her mouth, his cock stretching his tight girlfriend, and Mrs. P’s vagina being fully attended to thanks to Abby’s tongue. This wasn’t porn or some outlandish fantasy. This was his awesome life, and things were about to get even better.


His mouth left her intoxicating lips and clamped back around her nipple as he played with her breasts. These tits needed to become commonplace in his life from this moment forward. They should be wrapped around his cock whenever Mr. P disappeared into his study to take care of a work-related issue. Why did it only have to be on his birthday? Shit, he probably loved Mrs. P more than her dumbass husband did. These were his tits from now on.


“I want to tell you something,” Jeff spoke up, reluctantly taking a break from the world’s most perfect set of breasts. “Your husband is a fuckin’ bum.”


“Jeff!” Abby shouted.


Claire sat down more firmly on her daughter’s face, smothering her in the process to prevent her from speaking.


“It needs to be said,” he went on. “I can’t stand the guy. Not only is he always in such a bad mood, but it’s like he doesn’t realize what an angel he’s married to. I want you to come out with us from now on. If you’re around and Abby and I are going out to eat or whatever, then you’re invited. You deserve to spend time around people who care about you. Not some fuckin’ asshole.”


Claire leaned in and kissed him again. Someone finally said the exact thing that she’d felt for almost her entire marriage! See, she wasn’t delusional! Jeff had only known her for a few months, but he understood her situation perfectly. Stan was a dick and she deserved better!


“The guy probably can’t fuck either,” he commented after she broke off their kiss.


Abby attempted to say something but her words were muffled. The only thing she could do was keep working to bring her mother to orgasm number four.


“Not like you,” Claire smiled. “I’ve never had anything like you.”


“Maybe we should sit him down some night so I can give him some lessons?” Jeff laughed. “We’ll put a kid’s chair off to the side so he can watch his wife get fucked properly.”


She was about to let him in on a secret that she’d held onto for the past two months. “It might be my fault that Stan is a jerk to you.”


He looked at her curiously while he fucked his girlfriend slowly.


“Okay, so he didn’t seem to like you right off the bat, but things—” Her eyes rolled back in her head as Abby really pushed all the right buttons now. It wouldn’t be much longer until she went off again. “Things kind of got worse after I said something.”


“Said something?”


“We were in bed one night and I was watching a show about older women and younger men,” she admitted. “I guess I made some noise or something and it caught his attention. I don’t totally know what I did to be honest with you, but like usual, it annoyed Stan. Long story short, he asked me if I had fantasies about younger guys. Like, why would he even care, right? He never wants anything to do with me sexually, but he was totally hung up on this. So, I told him the truth. That I have a thing for younger guys.”


“Is that right?” Jeff asked with a grin.


Claire attempted to collect herself. Abby had quite the tongue on her. “Yeah, that’s right. He asked me if I thought about guys from the gym, or work, or whatever, and I had a complete moment of honesty. I told him there’s one guy who occasionally made his way into my fantasies more often than he probably should. I told him that I think about you.”


His mouth latched onto the pouty lips of the busty angel in front of him as he pumped feverishly inside his girlfriend. He fuckin’ knew it! Mrs. P thought about him! Who knew how often either? Was it only when she played with herself? Or maybe it was during those rare occasions when Mr. P actually took an interest in her? Who cares! The only thing that mattered was he was on her mind, and that meant this sexually deprived woman deserved to be fully attended to tonight.


Jeff’s lips moved to her neck before he gave his girlfriend instructions. “You better make her cum, Abby.”


Yeah, Abby was on that. Not that she had much of a choice. Mom grinded on her face, and judging by her moans, she was on the cusp of her latest orgasm. Somehow, tonight had become less about Jeff, and more about Mom. Just how stifled was her love life? Was Dad really that big of a zero inside the bedroom? Her mother deserved to cum again—even if it was her tongue that did the work.


Claire lost control of her body as she fell forward into Jeff’s strong arms. Four times! She came again for the fourth time! And on this special occasion, she had a stud worshiping her neck while she erupted all over her daughter’s face. She could get used to this treatment. Being idolized from every possible angle was pretty freakin’ awesome. Stan didn’t want to kiss her, let alone go down on her. But what happened now? She got the best of both worlds!


Claire rolled off her daughter and sprawled along the bed, completely overwhelmed from the roller coaster that resembled her insides. This might be too much even if it was a weekly thing, to be honest. She hadn’t cum four times in one day since she was a teenager. At this very moment, she was in desperate need of a few minutes to regroup, and lucky for her, an extremely horny young couple was busy going at it.


This is what it looked like when a real man fucked? Would her daughter know her middle name if she asked her right now? Abby’s right hand was busy playing with her clit while her left hand gripped the blankets beneath her; meanwhile, Jeff absolutely unloaded on her. His grunts were drowned out by her daughter’s loud moans and constant begging to be pounded harder. As much as Claire missed love, loyalty, and respect in her relationship, a guy who could rock her world in bed may have been number one on her new list of requirements.


“Oh my God, harder, Daddy!” Abby begged.


Jeff’s hands gripped Abby’s waist as her wobbly legs dangled lifelessly over the edge of the bed. She was three full orgasms behind her mother, and he wasn’t okay with that. His amazing girlfriend had some catching up to do.


“You’re going to cum for Daddy like a good girl, aren’t you?” he asked.


Her attempts to verbally respond went for naught. She was being fucked too hard to answer his question.


“Tell her to cum for me, Mrs. P.”


The stunned look on Claire’s face said it all. She’d never seen sex so rough. “You better cum for your daddy, baby.”


“Her daddy?” he questioned between rough thrusts. “I’m your daddy too, slut.”


Claire bit her lower lip while taking in the sight of the handsome stud who teed off on her daughter. Thick hair, a ripped physique, and an aggressive demeanor: he was the total package. He was less than half her age and he just told her that he was her daddy! And he called her a slut too! He wasn’t wrong. She would be anything that he wanted her to be, and if that was a slut, then she would be his little slut.


“You better cum for Daddy or he might take it out on me,” Claire giggled to her daughter. “And, sweetheart, I need a break.”


Abby’s right hand drifted away from her pussy and joined her left hand down on the sheets. “I’m-I’m-I’m not-not cumming, Daddy.”


Jeff grinned while Claire’s curiosity grew. His fingers moved to his girlfriend’s clit, only to be swatted away by Abby.


“Oh boy…” he remarked.


“I’m-I’m not cum-cumming,” Abby told him with a stammer, doing her best to push her bubbling orgasm down as deeply as she could. “What are you-you gonna do-do about it, Daddy?”


“You know what will happen,” he said. “I’m going to take it out on your mom.”


The cute eighteen-year-old’s grin turned downright wicked. “Well then, fuck you, Daddy.”


Jeff turned to Claire to find her eyes bulging. He slid out of his girlfriend and motioned Mrs. P closer with his finger. She didn’t budge.


“I’m not going to ask you twice, Mrs. P,” he said. “Get your ass over here immediately.”


There was no going back to Stan. This was her man from now on. Cool, confident, and sexy: Jeff was everything that she desired in a partner. She crawled over to her new stud where she was promptly flipped over, and she soon found herself in the same position as her daughter. On her back with her legs hanging off the mattress.


Jeff picked up his girlfriend and effortlessly lifted her into the air, before gently resting her on top of her mother. Both of his girls were on their backs, but Abby’s back rested along her mom’s body. There were three boxes left on his birthday fantasy list, and he was about to check off two of them.


He looked down to see two sparkling vaginas begging for his attention—Abby’s on top and Mrs. P’s just inches below. His throbbing cock pushed inside his girlfriend before pulling out and journeying inside her mom. And then back to Abby before moving to her mother again. He felt like a rock star.


“This is so hot,” Abby gasped.


As similar as they felt, both of his girlfriends—yes, you read that right—both of his girlfriends had differences. Unique bumps and ridges gripped his manhood as he explored them one after the other. Mrs. P was unbelievably wet while Abby had the slight edge in tightness, but they both gripped him like warm hugs. They each possessed the same immense feeling of passion. He just wanted to soak up every drop of his girlfriend’s vast love, and Mrs. P’s yearning desperation to be appreciated. She wouldn’t have to dream about a man who adored her any longer, because she had him now.


He decided to stay inside Mrs. P as he checked off his second of three fantasies. “Kiss.”


Abby tilted her head to the side where her mother’s mouth eagerly waited for her. How naughty was this? Forget that she was about to kiss another girl for the first time. She was about to kiss Mom! But something about Jeff’s excitement got the better of her. It made her want to be extra bad.


She always knew that her boyfriend had a thing for her mom—he’d made that perfectly clear a million times, after all—but their surprising chemistry together made her want to step up her game. If Mom was up for doing whatever Jeff wanted, then so was she.


A simple kiss quickly turned into a passionate make out session. Neither one of them had ever kissed a girl before, and they wouldn’t considered themselves bisexual either. But if Daddy told them to kiss, then they would kiss.


“This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Jeff noted, pushing inside his girlfriend.


Watching his two dream girls make out like long-lost lovers caused him to pump harder. This wasn’t just his amazing girlfriend and her ridiculously hot mom anymore. These were his two personal porn stars. These were two girls who would wear any outfit he wanted, play out any fetish he requested, and do any little thing that his heart desired. His deviant mind had a never-ending list of perverted tasks for his girls to take part in, but someone still needed to be punished, didn’t she?


His strong thrusts turned to ferocious slams. He was engaged in a silent and unannounced battle with his girlfriend. Abby enjoyed making out with her mom more than he’d expected, so he did his best to break them up without using either his hands or his words.


“Oh-oh my-my—”


Abby locked onto her mother’s mouth before “God” could escape from her lips. Kissing Mom was fun! Her lips were so soft and pouty. It was the polar opposite of her boyfriend’s rugged mouth. And Mom was a really good kisser too! But by far the hottest part of it all was how crazy it made Jeff to watch. And yes, she was fully aware of what her wiseass boyfriend was up to. Despite his best efforts, she had no plans to cut her first girl-on-girl kiss short.


His fingers moved to Abby’s glistening pussy before slithering up to her throbbing clit. If he couldn’t fuck these two apart, then perhaps he could overwhelm his girlfriend?


Their tongues tangled before Abby gently bit her mother’s lower lip in an attempt to keep herself from throwing her head back. This wasn’t far! All she wanted to do was kiss Mom, and now her clit was being played with as well? Sometimes, her boyfriend was such a jerk!




“Who’s going to cum first for Daddy?” Jeff asked, leaving his girlfriend’s tight hole to push inside Mrs. P.


“I wan-wan-wanna!” Claire whined, overwhelmed with pleasure.


“You had him all to yourself before I showed up!” Abby argued. “It’s my turn!”


His fingers found Mrs. P’s clit. A combination of his big cock stretching her tight pussy, and his fingers rubbing her delicate clit would make her erupt for the fifth time tonight. She couldn’t fight it if she wanted to. His girlfriend’s mom was putty in his hands.


“No, Daddy, I—”


Abby cut herself off as a result of her boyfriend’s firm glare. That wasn’t a playful look. It was a serious one.


“Help your mom out, princess.”


Being referred to as princess immediately made Abby smile. She couldn’t get enough of the pet names that he gave her. Jeff was right. Tonight was about taking Mom to that magical place over and over again. Her boyfriend had done most of the heavy lifting, so the least she could do was chip in and be a good girl.


Abby kissed her mother again. She could feel Mom’s orgasm growing through her mouth. The previous control over her tongue and lips were gone. Just like when she always orgasmed, Mom turned into a gooey mess, and no one deserved it more than the amazing woman who raised her.


Jeff felt Mrs. P cum on his cock for the fourth time while her pussy pulsated and squeezed his dick. Every time she came, psychologically, she lost her loyalty to her husband. Mr. P might help to pay the bills around here, but that was where his job ended. Abby was his, and Mrs. P was coming right along with her.


“How ya feeling?” Abby asked.


Her mother couldn’t exactly think clearly at the moment. Five orgasms in thirty minutes had taken quite the toll on her. “I love him.”


“Mom!” Abby shouted, shocked from her mother’s crazy confession.


“I do,” Claire said, completely lost in her own world. “I want to marry him.”


“Will you stop! Oh my God!” She turned and looked at her very happy boyfriend. “You love hearing that, don’t you?”


“She’s just being honest. Now, we’ll get around to the wedding arrangements later, because someone needs to cum, doesn’t she?”


“I do, Daddy,” Abby whined. “I need to cum sooooooo bad.”


He pulled out of Mrs. P and slid back inside his girlfriend. “Here’s what I want you to do, princess,” he said, moving inside her calmly. “I want you to tell your mom just how much you love and appreciate her. She doesn’t get to hear it enough.”


Abby turned her head and gazed into her mother’s waiting eyes. “You mean the world to me.”


Joy flowed through Claire’s body.


“You’re my best friend, my role model, and I couldn’t ask for a better mom,” Abby went on. “I love you so much and you have no idea what seeing you have fun does for me. Mom, no one deserves this more than you. And, actually, I thought about it, and I decided to let you and Jeff have some more fun in the future. If you’re up for it, that is.”


“Oh, I’m up for it!” Mom replied enthusiastically.


“That’s what I thought,” Abby laughed. “I don’t see why you and Jeff can’t mess around more often when Dad’s out of town or whatever. You’re entitled to a good sex life.”


Claire’s lips pressed softly against her daughter’s mouth. “And my baby’s entitled to cum too. Be a good girl and give Daddy what he wants.”


Jeff pounded away as Claire’s fingers found her daughter’s clit. It was time for the architect of his amazing birthday to cum all over his cock. But wait, what about his third and final fantasy? What if he missed his chance and after they were done, his girls decided that this was actually a one-time thing? He would never get a shot at anything like this again! He couldn’t pass up the chance to do it!


He picked his girlfriend up and placed her next to her mother. Moments later, he held a handful of Mrs. P’s sexy hair, and pulled her head directly above Abby’s little pussy. The right side of her face pressed against her daughter’s stomach as his cock continued to bask in the smothering embrace that was his girlfriend. And when his manhood left that warm slice of heaven, it did so for a very good reason.


Mrs. P’s open mouth.


“How’s she taste?” he asked, pushing back inside Abby.


“Sweet,” Claire answered. “I want to taste her again.”


He brought his girlfriend right to the cusp of orgasm before pulling out and roughly pumping between Mrs. P’s pair of waiting lips. His cock—which had been previously covered in Abby’s juices—was thoroughly cleaned off inside her mother’s mouth. Jeff no longer felt like a rock star. He was a rock star.


“I wanna cum soooooo bad!” Abby pleaded. “Please!”


He turned his attention to Mrs. P. “Should we let her cum?”


Claire unwillingly watched his cock move away from her mouth and push back inside her daughter. It looked like that question was answered for her. “I guess…”


His finger slipped inside Mrs. P’s mouth to give her something to suck on while he diddled Abby’s clit with his thumb. “Cum on my cock, princess.”


The last of Abby’s jealousy completely vanished. The cock that was inside her had just been in her mother’s mouth! And now Mom sucked on her boyfriend’s finger like some insatiable high school girl! Abby knew what it was like to have a high sex drive. The feeling of constantly craving Jeff was always there, so what was life like for her mother? She had to be miserable!


Not only did she help Mom with her needs, but she gave Jeff every guy’s fantasy as well. What man didn’t want access to multiple women? But her incredible boyfriend didn’t have to cheat or mess around with random girls on Tinder. There also wouldn’t be any diseases or drama to worry about. No, it was just her sexy mom, and she had quite the dirty side to her.


Her insides began to heat up and tighten as she felt herself grow close. She wanted to cum all over Jeff’s cock and then watch Mom lick it clean. Damn, who was the dirty one again? Maybe Abby was a bigger pervert than she’d previously realized?


She erupted and screeched loudly, “I’m cumming!”


Jeff had been able to withstand Mrs. P exploding on his cock multiple times, but Abby was too much. Feeling her clamp even tighter around his dick caused him to lose control. How he’d been able to hold out so long was a miracle in itself, so it was time for his final fantasy.


His throbbing manhood fired two powerful shots deep inside his girlfriend’s gripping pussy before he pulled out and aimed at Mrs. P’s beautiful face. Without instruction, she extended her tongue and wagged it at him. His girlfriend’s always polite, well-spoken, and perfectly mannered mom was about to be his little cumslut. Every time he looked at Mr. P, he would see Mrs. P with his cum all over her face. She was officially his.


A thick burst exploded from the tip of his dick and painted a line up the side of Mrs. P’s face and into her hair. Another rope slammed into her giggling cheek before he pushed back inside his girlfriend, and emptied the rest of his load into her warm embrace.


“More!” Claire begged. “Gimme more!”


As much as he loved his girlfriend’s mom, Abby was the one who had his heart, so Mrs. P would just have to wait.


Abby’s still tingling pussy drained every drop of fluid he had. His girlfriend was full of his seed and her mom was covered in his cum. It was exactly how he wanted life to be from now on. Abby would always be his number one priority, but Mrs. P would be getting in on the fun from this moment forward.


“Leave it,” moaned Abby. “Leave it in me for a minute.”


She could feel his semen inside her. The way that the heat from his fluids met the warmth of her vagina was electric. Nothing resembled him cumming inside her. Yes, she was on birth control, but the primal act of being ejaculated in brought them together in ways that nothing else could. His seed was a gift. It was a present all for her.


Well, maybe not just for her anymore.


Jeff slowly pulled out of his girlfriend and watched Mrs. P’s mouth instantly move down to her dripping pussy. She wouldn’t actually do it, right? As crazy as tonight was, this was next-level porn stuff. But when her tongue slipped out of her mouth and began lapping at Abby’s vaginal lips—which were coated with his semen—he knew that he was the luckiest guy alive. No other guy had a girl like Abby or Mrs. P, let alone both of them!


Claire gulped down the healthy amount of cum that she collected on her tongue before returning for another helping. Just like Abby, Jeff tasted sweet. Both of their flavors were full of youth, energy, and vibrancy. There was a childlike enthusiasm to the entire evening. Perhaps it was wrong for them to enjoy one another this way, but none of them cared. It was life in its rawest state.


She collected another mouthful of cum and carried it to Abby’s mouth. Instead of swallowing it, she parted her lips and allowed it to drip onto her daughter’s tongue.


“Oh my God, that’s so fuckin’ hot,” he moaned.


Hey boyfriend wasn’t lying. Feeling his cum touch her tongue courtesy of her mother’s mouth was unbelievably sexy. Knowing that Mom was officially as dirty as her was crazy. No one told Mom to lick her pussy clean. She just did it! Her forty-one-year-old mom was a horny little slut at heart, and she couldn’t get enough of it.


“Kiss me,” Abby requested.


Claire kissed her daughter again, Jeff’s sweet flavor adding to their already taboo exchange of fluids. Jeff made her cum five times, so she didn’t hold back from being his fantasy girl for the night. A thin strand of cum connected their lips as she pulled away from Abby, causing both of the girls to giggle.


“Little slut,” Claire grinned down at her daughter.


“What does that make you then?” Abby grinned back.


“A big slut,” Jeff chimed in.


Claire turned back to her stud and sucked his cock dry. “Your big slut, Daddy.”


“My big slut,” he repeated with a smile. “So, does the birthday boy get any birthday cake?”


“I made brownies!” Abby yelled, jumping off the bed. “They’re in the fridge. I put a thick layer of vanilla frosting on them just how you like!”


He gave his girlfriend a big kiss on the cheek before she scurried out of the room and hustled downstairs.


“You want some brownies, Mrs. P?”


“I have the only treat I need,” she told him between licks and kisses on his cock. “It’s way better than brownies.”


He pulled the sexy brunette off the bed and helped her to her feet. “Lose the heels and let’s go get some dessert. You and Abby are going to get cleaned up, put on some sexy outfits, and then we’ll come back upstairs for round two.”


“Round two?” Claire asked. “You have another round in you?”


“Another round?” he laughed. “I have like eight more rounds in me. I’ll text my mom and tell her that I’m staying at my friend’s house tonight. Mrs. P, you aren’t going to be walking right tomorrow. Now, let’s go. Your sexy ass could use a brownie or two.”


She stepped out of her heels and headed for the door, but not before receiving a firm slap on the ass. She heard Jeff mumble “my girl” as the two made their way downstairs. For the first time in her life, Claire was finally someone’s girl, even if she had to share that guy with her daughter.


She could only laugh to herself after she took a quick peek behind her when they reached the bottom of the steps. He was still hard! Yeah, there was plenty of Jeff to go around.


Like Mother, Like Daughter (Ill)


I can’t thank DarkBreezly enough for illustrating this story. Seeing pictures added to something I wrote is the coolest thing ever. And while I expected 10 or 20 pictures, he ended up making 65 images. Yes, it’s awesome.



*****



Chapter 1 — The Wild Girlfriend.



Monday. September 21st. 7:13 PM.



Who had it better than Jeff? He’d be willing to take on all challengers when it came to a battle of lifestyles. The eighteen-year-old high school senior had it made. Let’s look at today for example: he attended school, went to football practice where he was the star safety on a team which would most likely be competing for a state championship, and he didn’t have any real bills or concerns in life. And, oh yeah, he had a beautiful brunette bobbing up and down on his dick.



He ran into Abby—who was referred to as Abigail by everyone except himself, at a pool party over summer vacation. It took two hours but he finally made a move on her. Hey, YOLO, right? He promised himself his days of not asking girls out were over. He had a thing for Abby since they were in the same Algebra class back in ninth grade, but just like all his previous crushes, he never asked her out. Something clicked for him on that muggy June day in Chris Bocchetti’s backyard. Was it seeing his classmates flirting with their own crushes? Or maybe it was all the bikinis that were on display for the testosterone fueled teenage boys? Whatever it was, thank God something finally woke him up.



There was no way around it: Abby was his dream girl. She was a fit and perky five foot five, with long, wavy brown hair, and light brown eyes which were constantly smiling. Those doe eyes were so inviting and comforting. She was a bundle of positive energy that always put him in a good mood. If he had a shitty day, a simple smile from his girlfriend made everything better. If he was sick, a hug relieved his fever. Sure, he was only eighteen, but the idea of spending the rest of his life with this girl was very much a possibility.



“That feels so good…”



It took two months for them to take that giant leap together. They were both virgins: Abby a complete novice when it came to anything sexual, and Jeff having only received one blowjob from a cheerleader during a tenth grade football party. The two decided to take things slow. A week of dating passed before they shared their first kiss, two weeks before they started making out, a month for Abby to allow him to feel her up, and two months before her first attempt at oral sex. But once they got their feet wet, well, they decided to make up for lost time.



He felt like a porn star over the past thirty days. When wasn’t he getting his dick sucked? Abby’s sex drive was insane, and when they finally had intercourse for the first time three weeks ago, things went into overdrive.



“Suck my balls.”

























Come on. Jeff was still waiting for someone to make a case for their life being better than his. On the sofa in his girlfriend’s parent’s family room, with his dream girl kneeling in front of him on the floor, and his balls in her mouth as per his request. He felt like a rock star. Except he didn’t need or want a line of groupies every night. He wanted one girl, and lucky for him, she wanted him too.



Abby took a break from her task at hand to peer up at her boyfriend. “Am I doing good?”



He could only smile. That juvenile, childlike cadence she loved to talk in during sex was causing his cock to throb. This girl was an angel.



“So good,” he told her. “You’re so fuckin’ sexy.”



She flashed her long, dark eyelashes at him. “Thank you, Daddy. It’s my job to make you feel good.”



He didn’t even start the daddy shit! It was all her! See how awesome his life was? His sexy girlfriend was constantly referring to him as ‘Daddy.’



Abby had one requirement during oral sex: Jeff had to take his shirt off. How couldn’t that be her demand? Her six foot one, brown-haired, brown-eyed boyfriend was a stud! He was all muscle. Thick traps, wide shoulders, chiseled abs, and big biceps. He was being scouted by a few colleges but she wasn’t some jersey chaser. She wasn’t really even obsessed with his body either. Did she love it? Absolutely. Was it a deal-breaker? No way. It was his confidence that drove her crazy. And confidence and good looks seem to go hand in hand, don’t they? The better you look, the better you feel. And the better you feel, the more confident you are.



Every day together made her appreciate him more. He was so funny, and smart, and good to her. She knew what most the boys at school were like, and she was very familiar with the boyfriends her friends had. Let’s just say Abby hit the jackpot. Her sweet, sexy, kind boyfriend was the perfect guy.



But as crazy as the blowjobs, and sex, and dirty talk all were, it was the way his girlfriend liked to be treated which surprised Jeff the most. Sure, she enjoyed romantic gestures, and she loved when he surprised her with flowers or planned a picnic in the park. Deep shoulder massages and long bouts with his head buried between her legs were probably her second and third favorite things on the list, but coming in at number one with a bullet, without a challenger in sight, was when he took control and dominated her.



It’d originally started with the lightest of pumps into her mouth during a blowjob. It was hard not to try it. He’d spent the previous seven years watching porn after all. He had no intentions of making her gag, or choke, or anything like that, but the desire to be in control was something he wanted to test out. And when she looked up, smiled, and told him to do it again? Well, he knew he’d won the lottery.



“You gonna deepthroat me?”



She began planting kisses along the length of his cock. “Is that what Daddy wants?”



“You know it’s what Daddy wants.”



“Well, maybe Daddy should take what he wants,” she grinned up at him.



His hands clamped onto the sides of her head and roughly pushed down.














Abby wasn’t just a novice before dating Jeff—she was somewhat naive to the world of sex. She’d learned so many things over the past three months. So many nights were spent on her computer, scouring the internet for every drop of information her young mind could absorb. She wanted to be amazing in bed. She didn’t want Jeff to ever think about straying. And as much as she’d learned over the past ninety days, four things in particular really stood out.



One: not having a gag reflex isn’t normal. The internet told her that her oral prowess was sought after by not only every boyfriend and husband on the planet, but by every girl who would choke and gag during oral sex. Her ability to effortlessly swallow her boyfriend was something only a small percentage of women possessed, and she was fortunate enough to be in that group. She couldn’t imagine only being able to take a few inches of Jeff in her mouth. Not like she had to worry about that. She was her boyfriend’s very own deepthroat queen.



Two: receiving oral is AMAZING. She didn’t need the internet for that one. Something told her Jeff had put some quality time into reading up on the art of cunnilingus though. His unbelievable tongue could take her places she didn’t know existed. And the thing he did with his two fingers inside her? He told her he was stroking her G-Spot. Whatever it was, she was ready to marry him each and every time he did it.



Three: rough sex might be even more incredible. Having her hair pulled, her ass slapped, and her neck lightly choked were indescribable feelings of submission. She was so vulnerable under the big, strong hold of her stud boyfriend, and her body seemed to turn to goo when she experienced that sensation of helplessness. It took the feeling of being dominated for her to cum during intercourse, and much to her surprise, that was another thing the internet told her most women couldn’t do.



Four: and this caught her the most off guard, was Jeff had a really big dick. How was she supposed to know? She’d never been a porn watcher. The only porn she partook in before dating Jeff was erotica. In fact, the only reason she’d been watching X-Rated filth lately was to pick up some new tricks to surprise her boyfriend with, but realizing he stacked up extremely well against Porn Valley’s finest was shocking. But it really hit home when her best friend Kate showed her a dick pic she’d received from some guy she’d met at the beach. It palled in comparison to what her boyfriend was working with, and when Kate asked to see a picture of Jeff after she made a comment about the difference in size, her friend only confirmed what she already knew. Kate gasped, responded with ‘Lucky bitch,’ and Abby had a big smile on her face for the rest of the day. She really was a lucky bitch.



And now it was time to show her boyfriend just how lucky he made her feel. Abby relaxed herself and allowed that strong hold to force his towering cock down her throat. It was one effortless slide of fullness. Her lips met his groin, her nose pressed against his pelvic bone, and she was submissively taking all of her man—just like daddy’s little girl should.



Her pulsating throat humming on his cock always turned his legs to jelly. Nothing stroked his ego like the way she deferred to him. He wasn’t some dominant asshole who needed a woman to look up to him. He also wasn’t some chauvinist jerk who thought women belonged in the kitchen. Abby was talented, charismatic, and a hell of a lot smarter than he was, but he’s a man. And as a man, he liked to be in control. And as a woman, sexually, Abby got off on submitting to him. They were a perfect match.



His right hand journeyed from her head and found his balls. He lifted them up and watched her tongue struggle to slide out of her mouth. Slowly but surely it managed to work its way to his testicles, where it began licking them with his dick still rammed down her throat.



This was heaven. This was zen. Whatever this was, nothing could possibly be better than this moment. He loved this girl. He loved her so much he was going to be a bit of an asshole…



His hand dropped his balls and instead moved to her nose. His thumb and index finger wasted no time in pinching it shut.














Abby instantly gagged.



Her head attempted to recoil but he held it in place. Those gentle brown eyes were repeatedly blinking as a tear trickled from the corner of her right eye and ran down her cheek.



He didn’t relax his hold.



She gagged again and a thick wad of spit exploded from her mouth and ended up on her chin. He could feel the slime dripping to his bare thighs but he wasn’t easing up. Instead, he pushed down harder.



Dominance was meeting submission. A guy who liked to be in control had a girl who lived for being owned in his grasp. They were exploring new boundaries together.














More and more saliva poured from her mouth before he finally released his grip. She immediately lunged backward, allowing her oxygen deprived lungs a chance to collect the air they desperately needed.



Jeff glanced down at thighs which were covered in his girlfriend’s slobber. When she turned back to look at him, her light purple t-shirt had a mess of drool all over the front of it. That was rough, and messy, and exactly the way he liked it. Abby wasn’t so pleased, however…



“You’re an asshole!”



The smile which promptly washed over her face helped to ease his worries. “You love it.”



There was no denying that. Those fifteen seconds of not being able to breath was something she’d never experienced before. Her true feelings were located under her jean shorts and inside her cute pink cotton panties: they were soaked.



“You love choking on my cock, don’t you?”



She sheepishly glanced off to the side. “Maybe…”



“Who’s daddy’s little slut?”



She bit her lower lip before peering back at the stud sitting in front of her. “I am.”



“Louder,” he demanded.



“I’m daddy’s little slut!” she shouted. “I’m your little whore!”



“You certainly—”



“Choke me again!” she frantically interrupted. “And pinch my nose too! Don’t let go until I tap your leg!”



He reached out and grabbed two handfuls of her brunette hair before making a slight detour. Instead of impaling her throat on his cock again, he pulled her closer and kissed her.



Abby could cum this instant if she touched her clit. What was all that stuff her dad told her when she was younger? About finding a successful guy who could give her a great life? Fuck that. She didn’t know if Jeff would end up making six figures or six thousand dollars, and she honestly couldn’t care less. Her boyfriend loved her, respected her, and knew the exact way she liked to be treated. Was she really going to pass all that up for a vacation house in the Florida Keys? Hell no. Some other girl could enjoy the beach. Abby would be too busy choking on her man’s cock.



There was a war raging in her soul: continue kissing the man she adored, or get back on the cock she loved? Lust won this time as she broke off their embrace and wrapped her lips around the head of his manhood. Moments later, her nose met his trimmed pubic hair for the second time tonight.



Did his girlfriend have a limit? Every time he thought they were approaching the endpoint of what Abby could handle sexually, she cruised right on past it. Five seconds quickly turned to ten. And before he knew it, ten turned to twenty. Twenty seconds of only the faintest of breaths allowing air to pass into her barely open mouth. This girl was something else.



“You okay?”



She responded by balling her fists on his thighs to defiantly protest any intentions of tapping. Abby did her best to hide it, but she was the jealous type. And while she would never not allow her boyfriend to watch porn, it still bothered her that he did. She wanted to be the girl on his mind twenty-four seven. She worked hard at the gym, but she wasn’t some porn chick with eight percent body fat and big, fake tits, and part of her couldn’t help but be envious of those girls. Is that what Jeff really wanted? Were all the compliments and sweet gestures just a placeholder until he found a better girlfriend?



Of course they weren’t. His adulation was sincere, so why was she doubting their relationship? She needed to control her jealousy. Actually, what she really needed was to breathe.



Jeff’s nerves kicked into high gear as he watched her captivating brown eyes begin to fade. The clumps of spit which had fallen from the sides of her mouth were now joined by a steady stream of saliva. She was drooling like some kind of ravenous animal. His hand began to ease on her head before he thought better and clamped back down. He didn’t want to kill her, but at the same time, he desired nothing more than to give her what she craved: to be dominated.



Her throat was washing wave after wave of vibrating bliss over every inch of his cock. The pulsations were growing stronger as she clung to consciousness. Her little button nose pressed against his pelvic bone represented something stronger than pleasure. It represented trust.



Abby’s mind was starting to wander now. The simplest of recollections had become cloudy. What room she was in had turned into a guessing game. As badly as she wanted to hold on, she just couldn’t do it any longer.



She finally tapped his thigh.



Jeff instantly released his grip from her head and reached out to hold his girlfriend upright. She rapidly panted for breath while he comforted her weak body. Her distant, faded brown eyes gradually came back to life. Every passing second resulted in more vivid animation to appear on her pretty face. Moments later, his girlfriend was back.



“Oh…my…God…”



His smile couldn’t possibly be wider. “You’re amazing.”



“I stayed down there for so long!” she excitedly told him. “Like a good girl!”



“You’re a very go—”



She curiously gazed up at her boyfriend’s handsome face. Everything about his strong nose, chiseled jawline, and wavy unkempt hair screamed masculinity. And don’t even get her started on that layer of dark stubble which he’d been maintaining for the past few weeks! It was enough to bring her to her knees. But the concern on his face was her primary focus. Why had he cut himself off mid-sentence?



“Is something wrong?”



He brought his finger to his lips and whispered, “Shhh.” Something had caught his attention but he couldn’t lock in on exactly what.



She silently waited with him for what felt like hours before jumping to her feet. There was no mistaking that noise. The garage door was either opening or closing—preferably the former.



“Is everything back to normal!?” she asked, her eyes darting around the family room in a panic.



Jeff’s eyes followed a similar path as he hurried to get dressed and tucked his rock hard erection into the waistband of his basketball shorts. Everything looked okay to him. He retrieved the remote and turned up the volume on the muted television. Abby quickly snatched the control from his hands and found a movie. Perfect. He’d just come over to hang out, they were watching a movie together, and everything was innocent. No blowjobs or deepthroating going on here…



The sound of keys jingling just outside the door connected to the garage caused both of them to tense up. Something still felt off. It was like they were forgetting something.



“Your shirt!”



How did she almost miss that? Thank God her boyfriend was more observant than her, because the front of her purple t-shirt was a mess of spit and drool. She sprang to her feet and hustled upstairs just as the door opened.



Rapidly approaching footsteps replaced the sounds of his girlfriend hurrying up to her room. He looked toward the entrance of the family room just in time to see Mr. P abruptly barge in, before he moved right past him and headed upstairs without even acknowledging his presence.



Well, that about summed up his relationship with Abby’s dad.



Look, Jeff understood the rapport they had. He didn’t blame Mr. P either. Jeff was fucking his daughter, while he was positive Mr. P didn’t want that to happen. He would be the same way if he was a father of a sexually active daughter. But then again, maybe Mr. P didn’t know they were having sex. The guy seemed pretty oblivious. Actually, he was more of a prick than anything. He was always miserable. The guy wasn’t funny, or charismatic, or even good-looking. He was a scrawny man in his mid-forties, balding, with big, black framed glasses—not the hip ones either, and he had absolutely zero sense of style. The beige dress pants, navy blue short sleeve button up dress shirt, and tie combination he brisked past him in certainly proved that.



His annoyed look quickly turned to a smile. Clack…clack…clack. It was the sound of high heels! And he knew what that meant. Mrs. P!



As much as Abby’s dad seemed to hate him, his relationship with her mom was the complete opposite. Mrs. P loved him! Claire was friendly, nice, and constantly laughing. How many times had she told him he should be a comedian? Or what about the time she innocently brought up the idea of Mr. P going to the gym with him? That didn’t go over so well. There were two girls Jeff wanted to date in the world: his girlfriend, and if things went south in their current relationship, he wouldn’t be above asking out Mrs. P.

His head turned as those clacks on the hardwood grew louder. His still rock hard erection was throbbing again. He’d never seen her in heels before!



And then Jeff lost his breath.



There are a few great mysteries in life: Stonehenge, the Voynich manuscript, what’s really going on at Area 51, and how the fuck Mr. P managed to marry the goddess he was currently gazing at.



Where to start? How about with those heels? White platform pump heels with ankle straps which made the five inches of lift even more provocative. His eyes journeyed up her smooth, bronzed legs and just kept going. Her toned calves were the perfect precursor to a seemingly never-ending amount of exposed skin. How short was this dress? His lust made its way past her knees before he felt his body shiver. Those muscular thighs were on full display! She always seemed to be heading to or returning from the gym, and while the tight yoga pants she loved to wear definitely showed off her amazing lower body, he’d never been privy to a show like this before.



Inch after inch of tanned thighs engulfed his eyes. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he regrettably met the bottom of her dress. It was white, tight, and as he moved further north, he realized just how snug it hugged her heavenly body. But that’s when shit got real. That’s when Jeff came to the conclusion he might be dating the wrong girl.



Holy fuckin’ cleavage! There was no beating around the bush—Mrs. P was a busty gal, and while the tight shirts and snug sweaters she occasionally wore revealed that, he’d never seen her show off her chest like this. Two big, pushed-up, mouthwatering, knee-weakening, life-changing, masturbation-inducing breasts were on the verge of falling out of her dress. Abby definitely wasn’t light in the chest department, but she didn’t have anything on her mom. His trek up this perfect woman continued as he moved past her plunging v-neck and found her angelic face. God, did she look just like Abby. Long brunette hair which came down to her breasts, pouty lips, rosey cheeks, and those same brown doe eyes.



“Hey, Jeff!”



And just like always, she was over the moon to see him.














“Hey Mrs.-Mrs.-Mrs. P,” he stammered. Her strut over to the recliner where she tossed her white purse down on the cushion had rattled him a bit. As much as her flowing hair was bouncing with every stride she took, that cleavage was jumping even more.



“Where’s Abby?”



He instantly smiled. No one called his girlfriend Abby except him. Well, except him and Mrs. P. Eighteen years of referring to her daughter as Abigail had changed within two months of them dating. They had something! He could feel it! His girlfriend’s mom liked him a little more than she probably should, at least that’s how he saw it.



There was no need to answer her question as Abby came back downstairs in a clean shirt and joined him on the sofa. “Hey, Mom.”














“Hey, sweetheart,” she greeted her daughter. “Where were you?”



“Just had to grab something from my room. You guys are back already?”



“Already?” Claire laughed. “We left two hours ago.”



Had she really been messing around with her boyfriend for two hours? Well, maybe. There was the making out, the Chinese buffet they went to, more making out when they returned home, and finally the oral fun they were having before things got interrupted. Hey, time flies when you’re having fun…



“Where did you guys go?” asked Jeff.



“To this Italian place called Delevon’s. And then we went out and got some ice cream after.”



Abby’s brow furrowed after hearing that. A fancy dinner and ice cream? That certainly didn’t sound like her father.



“Is Mr. P okay?” Jeff inquired. “He kinda stormed in here and booked upstairs.”



Claire swiftly rolled his eyes. “He’s in one of his moods. Big surprise, right? Anyway, I gotta get out of these heels. They’re killing my feet. I was gonna read down here but I don’t want to interrupt you two.”



“Not at all!” he smiled. “You’re more than welcome to join us.”



She shot her daughter’s boyfriend a smile before heading toward the stairs. Unbeknownst to her, Jeff’s eyes followed her every step of the way. He turned back to Abby after Mrs. P disappeared from his sight. She wasn’t happy.



“What?” he asked.



She was glaring at him.



“What?” he asked again.



Her glare turned to a hiss. “Just say it.”



“Just say what?”



“What you really want to say,” she went on. “I know it’s killing you.”



His attention moved to the TV where some awful sounding rom-com was playing. If his otherwise perfect girlfriend had a fault, it was her terrible taste in movies. But the corny comedy he was pretending to watch wasn’t what was causing the grin to slowly form on his face. It was how annoyed she was getting.



“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he slyly told her, not looking her in the face for fear of laughing.



Abby wasn’t finding this funny. “Just get it out of your system so we can move on. It’s not like you haven’t said it a million times before, and I know you really want to say it now. I promise I won’t get mad.”



He finally turned to her. She was seething and he couldn’t find it more hilarious. “Your mom is so fuckin’ hot.”



She cocked her right arm and roughly punched him in his left shoulder.



“What the fuck, Abby!?” he shouted, quickly lowering his voice to prevent her parents from hearing.



“You’re a pig!”



A tingling pain was quickly spreading throughout his shoulder and down into his arm. “That was really hard. I got hit there with a helmet earlier and we didn’t have pads on. Fuck…”



“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” she apologized. Her hands moved to his shoulder in an attempt to subside his pain with her touch. “Is your other shoulder okay?”



He gritted his teeth and answered, “Yeah, it’s just my left one.”



This time Abby wound up and cracked her boyfriend in his right shoulder.



He started laughing, partially surprised by the strength her punch packed, but mostly giddy by how pissed off she was. “I thought you weren’t going to get mad. And do you really blame me? You saw that dress.”



She cocked her arm again but he scurried out of her reach to the end of the couch. “Guess what? I lied! And I’m so sick of hearing these comments about my mom!”



“Keep your voice down.”



“No!” she shouted. “It’s ridiculous! Who are you dating? Me or her?”



His laughter only grew. “Oh my God, like I don’t give you enough attention…”



“Do you think I want to hear about how hot my mom is? Or how hot you think she is?”



“First off,” he started, “I don’t think your mom is hot. She is hot. That’s not debatable. Second, all I do is tell you how sexy you are. Like, nonstop. You can’t honestly be jealous. Abby, it’s your mom. I’m not going to date her or anything. Besides, you should be happy.”



“Happy?”



“Yeah, happy,” he told her. “You’re gonna look like that in twenty-five years. Lucky girl…”



She lunged at him in another attempt to throw a punch but he hopped off the sofa, barely able to control his laughter. But his guffaw was promptly interrupted by footsteps. He turned to see Mrs. P walking down the stairs in a pair of black sweatpants and a white t-shirt.



“You’re not leaving, are you?” Claire asked.



“Nope, just going to the kitchen.” He looked back at his girlfriend with a smirk. “You want anything to drink, honey?”



Abby’s glare was deafening.



“You want anything, Mrs. P?”



The mom took a seat in the recliner with her Kindle in hand. “Actually, a glass of water would be nice.”



“Coming right up,” he told her before slipping into the kitchen to fill up two glasses. He returned and handed one to his girlfriend’s mom before taking a seat next to Abby on the couch again. She was still steaming.



Jeff couldn’t help himself. He’d inherited a trait from his father which he wasn’t necessarily proud of: he loved to tease. And when he saw someone he loved fuming as a result, it only egged him on.



“Can I ask you a question, Mrs. P?”



Claire was busy trying to figure out what movie was on the television. It looked awfully familiar. “Sure.”



He didn’t need to see his girlfriend to know how angry she was. Instead, he kept his eyes on the other angel in the room. “Were there a lot of people at the restaurant?”



“There were enough. Especially for a Monday night.”



“Like, how many do you think?” he asked.



Claire attempted to visualize the layout of the fancy Italian joint in her mind. “Umm…probably like…fifty?”



Jeff nodded, pretending to be processing vital information. “Mostly couples, right?”



“I think most of the tables were couples.”



He suddenly shook his head, showing disappointment without having to open his mouth.



“What?”



“How cruel,” he said.



Claire was baffled. “Cruel? What’s cruel?”



“Twenty-five men. That’s pretty mean of you.”



She was still lost. “What are you talking about, Jeff?”



“You show up to a restaurant in a dress like that, and expect twenty-five men to be able to keep their composure?”



Claire blushed while Abby groaned. The mother and daughter shared so much in common, but their reactions couldn’t have been any more different.



“I think you gave twenty-five guys Parkinson’s tonight,” he laughed. His hand started shaking as he attempted to raise it to his face. “They probably couldn’t even get their forks to their mouths.”



“Jeff!” Claire laughed. “Oh my God!”



“And I know one other thing for sure,” he went on. “Those guys aren’t getting action tonight because of you. You pissed off a lot of wives.”



She placed her hand over her mouth to hide her smile. She would need a few more hands to cover the bright shade of red her cheeks had turned. “You’re so bad!”



He glanced back at his girlfriend. He’d never seen her so livid. “That’s what they tell me… By the way, where did you get that dress from?”














“I think I got it online,” Claire answered, still blushing. “I’d have to double-check though.”



“Because I would love to buy it for Abby,” Jeff announced. “You set the bar awfully high but I think Abby can match you.”



She couldn’t get enough of her daughter’s boyfriend. “You’re such a gentleman! Abby, you really need to appreciate how lucky you are. Guys like Jeff don’t grow on trees. You got yourself a good one.”



His shit-eating grin was only growing wider as he peered back at his girlfriend. She was staring a hole through him.



“Yeah, I’m real lucky…” she groaned.



“What do you say, Abby?” Jeff asked. “You want to try out Delevon’s this week? My treat, of course. Since I’m such a gentleman…”



Before she could answer, her boyfriend jumped in. “And your mom is coming too. Only if she wears that dress though.”



Claire’s feet were wiggling. Every compliment made her giddy. She loved this kid!














“I just remembered I have homework to finish,” Abby declared, “so, you should probably head home.”



“He can stay.”



She looked over at her mother. “What?”



“Jeff can stay,” Mom told her. “He can hang out down here if you want some peace and quiet to do your homework.”



“That sounds fun,” Jeff stated with a big smile.



“And what about your project?” Abby asked him through gritted teeth. “You have to get started on it, don’t you?”



“No, I don’t think I do.”



“Yes, you do,” she scowled at him again.



Jeff had probably pushed things too far as-is. Maybe it’d be best to quit while he still had two functioning shoulders. “Oh yeah, that project. I should get started on it.”



Claire let out an noticeable sigh of disappointment.



A petite hand grabbed him by the arm and pulled him toward the front door. He shouted goodbye to Mrs. P who yelled it back. Was he the president being escorted away from an assassination attempt by the secret service, or just a guy with a really pissed off girlfriend? It felt like a little bit of both.



It didn’t take long before he was on the front step with Abby, the petite brunette slamming the door shut behind them. Steam may as well have been whistling from her ears. The last thing those brown eyes were was inviting. She was furious.



“That was so far over the line!”



“I was joking,” he laughed. “Relax.”



Her body was shaking. “You totally flirted with her! Right in front of me!”



“I wouldn’t call it flirting…”



“You wouldn’t call it flirting!?” she yelled. “What the hell would you call it then?”



“Well—”



“Because telling someone how hot they are sounds like flirting to me!” Abby loudly cut him off.



Jeff stared into her eyes. “You wanna know the first thing I thought when I saw your mom in that dress?”



She was impatiently waiting.



“How hot you would look in it,” he told her. “How I want to take you out for a nice dinner, show you off to all those guys who want you but can’t have you, go grab some ice cream, and then fuck your brains out. How I want to be a perfect gentleman who takes you out for a great night, and then your daddy who sends home walking sideways.”



Abby immediately jumped at him. His strong arms effortlessly caught her and held her in his hold while his hands squeezed her butt. Seconds later, they were making out on the front step.



She broke off their kiss and whispered into his ear, “I still have a job to finish.”



God, did he love this girl. He carried her to his car where they both hopped in. It didn’t take long for his rapidly growing dick to be back in the place he loved so much.



She was leaning over from her spot in the passenger seat, doing her best to send him home satisfied and taken care of.

























There wasn’t going to be any teasing or theatrics this time. Especially with Mom knowing she went outside. No, Abby wrapped both her hands around his big dick, and began sucking and stroking at the same time. There was a thirty second timer in her head, and she had no intentions of hearing that buzzer.

























It took all of fifteen seconds before Jeff was ready to blow. He was surprised he’d made it that long. The blowjob from earlier, seeing Mrs. P in that dress, and all the sexual tension in the family room already had him on edge. Throw in his girlfriend’s amazing oral technique and he was a goner.



“I’m gonna cum…”














She felt the first burst of cum fire into her mouth and continued her frantic pace. Her boyfriend didn’t cum a few drops. He was a stud. Every load was big and thick—just like the rest of him. Her mouth quickly filled as his loud moans died down. There was just one last thing to do.



She took a big gulp, showed him her empty mouth, and then wrapped her lips around him one last time to clean him off.



“I gotta get back inside. Love you.”



Jeff snapped out of his post-orgasmic fog. The world was such a simple place after he came. Especially when it was courtesy of his amazing girlfriend.



“Love you too…” he faintly answered, still riding high.



Abby planted a big kiss on his cheek before hurrying back inside.



Five minutes later he finally started his car and headed home. He really needed to look into getting her that dress…



Chapter 2 — The Wannabe Wild Wife.



Fifteen minutes ago…



“Tonight was great.”



Stan nodded from behind the wheel, his eyes never venturing from the road.



“I really mean it,” Claire continued. “We should go out more often. Weekly!”



This time he didn’t bother to acknowledge her proposal as they approached a red light.



What kind of relationship was this? Hell, what kind of marriage was it? This is what twenty years had come to? Refusing to talk? They’d been on a downward trending path for a long time. Things seemed to change on their honeymoon. The fun, romantic, thoughtful man she married, transformed into someone she didn’t recognize in that Cancun hotel. She was suddenly looked at as a wife who was to cook, clean, and take care of his sexual needs, and now as a forty-one-year-old woman, she would kill to burdened with those three tasks.



They arrived back in the states after their two week honeymoon to discover Claire was pregnant. That would certainly help to get them back on track, right? The flowers, and surprise picnics, and the caring gestures had to come pouring back. She was pregnant! That’s how it works! Wrong. Stan only grew more distant, and the sex faded right along with him.



Twenty years later her husband was neurotic, short-tempered, and solely driven by his sales job. All he cared about was work. When wasn’t he checking his phone? He must have looked at it fifty times during dinner!



But dinner and ice cream still constituted as a great night in Claire’s mind. She was so starved for attention that any interaction with her husband was heaven. She’d been ignored for so long that she’d taken up a number of hobbies: reading, working out, and maintaining the garden she planted in their backyard. She had to do something to keep herself occupied.



It was almost like Stan looked down on her. Like she was just a social worker while he had an important sales job making high status deals. She wasn’t just a social worker! She was a mother, and a wife, and a great person! But he didn’t even care anymore!



But as bad as things were, she’d be willing to look past all the silence, and lack of affection, and how they’d grown into roommates over the years. All it would take is one simple thing: some good dick.



Stan wasn’t hung by any means, but the sex was pretty good back when they were dating. In fact, it was the best sex of her life. And it was constant! She just wanted that again. Did she expect her forty-three-year-old husband to be able to keep up with her relentless sex drive? No. Was three to four times a week too much to ask for? She didn’t think so. Maybe they could find a common ground. Whatever the solution, she needed more than the once a month they were currently going through the motions in the bedroom.



She was done waiting for him to see the light. Claire was going to take the reigns tonight and get her sex life back on track. She had to!



“You know what would be the perfect way to end the night?” she purred. “Maybe a little fun after Abby goes to bed?”



Her attempts at flirting were met with more silence.



This time she reached out and rubbed his thigh. “What do you think, honey? How about I put on something real sexy, and give you a nice, long, relaxing blowjob?”



He swiftly moved her hand off his leg. “Not tonight.”



Who says no to a blowjob? “Why not?”



He answered, “Because I have work to do.”



“That excuse is getting old.”



He shot her a dismissive look before following the car in front of them as the light turned green. “I work so we can live in a nice house, and drive new cars, and not have to worry about where our next meal is coming from. That’s not an excuse. It’s called life.”

She was so sick of hearing that. “We’re fine financially, so, yeah, it is an excuse. Turning me down every night has nothing to do with putting food on the table. There’s something else going on!”



“Nothing’s going on.”



“We both work,” she raised her voice, growing increasingly more agitated as they turned onto a side street, “we have a healthy chunk in our savings and retirement accounts, and Abby’s college fund is all set. This obsession with your job is bullshit!”



“I’m on call twenty-four seven,” Stan argued. “What if a client in California wants to place an order in the middle of the night? Do you think he’s going to wait around for me to finish having sex with my wife? No, he’s going to take his business elsewhere. I work on commission.”



“That’s such bullshit.”



This time it was Stan who raised his voice. “How is that bullshit?”



“We can’t mess around for twenty minutes because you might miss a call?” she inquired. “And what about at dinner? You were staring at your phone the entire time!”



“Because of work,” he huffed. “How many times do we have to go over this?”



“But—”



“And a thank you would be nice,” he interrupted. “You know, I take you out for a nice, expensive dinner, and this is the appreciation I get? More bitching?”



Claire felt like a teapot. She’d been whistling for close to two decades and now water was pouring from her spout. They had talks like this before, and they always ended the same way: she gingerly brought up her unhappiness, he told her to deal with it, and everything went back to normal. But not tonight. Tonight, she was finally going to get this monkey off her back.



“I want to get fucked!”



He was disgusted as he glanced over at his wife before turning his attention back to the road. “Jesus Christ…”



“But I do!” Claire continued to whine. “I want to get ravished! I want to walk into the house one day, have you pin me against the wall, and just get unloaded on!”



“You and those stupid books…”



Stupid books? Erotica was all she had! “They aren’t stupid!”



“Yes, they are,” he debated. “People don’t do things like that. Porn isn’t realistic. Our sex life is fine and we’re done discussing it.”



“But—”



“I said we’re done!” he cut her off.



They sat in silence as the distance to their house grew less and less. She was letting it happen again. She was giving up. But she promised herself not tonight. It was time to make a serious stand.



“We’re having sex tonight.”



Stan groaned, “What did I say? We’re done discussing this.”



“Absolutely,” she nodded in agreement. “No more discussing it. We’re having sex though.”



He attempted to ignore her but now his blood was boiling. It was always something with this woman. She was never happy.



“No, we aren’t.”



“Yes, we are,” she shot back.



“We’re not having sex tonight, or tomorrow, or for the rest of the week,” he filled her in. “I have a shitload of calls to make, inventory to check, I still need to come up with a presentation for a potential client who’s flying in at the end of the week, and dipshit Larry decided to order the wrong supplies since he can never be bothered to double-check. So, like usual, I’m the guy who has to clean up everyone’s mess. I don’t have enough hours in the day to do my job, let alone play out your ridiculous fantasies.”



Claire hastily rolled her eyes. “You can’t squeeze twenty minutes of sex into your exhausting schedule? It’s nice to see where I fall on your list of priorities…”



“You want to live in a big house and send our daughter to a great school?” he snapped back. “Well, some sacrifices come along with those luxuries.”



She was drained. Every conversation they had turned into a fight, and every fight left her defeated. He would never see things her way. Maybe it was time to just give up and accept her life.



“Maybe you should try for a promotion.”



She turned and peered at her husband. They were mere minutes from arriving home. “What?”



“Maybe you should go for a promotion,” he repeated. “I think you have too much time on your hands.”



Well, if there’s such a thing as a tipping point, then Claire just found hers. “How dare you!”



“Am I wrong?” he asked with a snicker. “Explain why we have a garden in our backyard if you don’t have too much free time.”



“We have a garden because I thought it would be nice to have fresh tomatoes and carrots on hand!” She was yelling now. “That’s so unbelievably disrespectful! I work, then I come home and cook, clean, and do all the shit your lazy ass can’t be bothered with!”



“Because I’m busy making real money.”



Claire wanted to put his head through the windshield. She’d never felt so disrespected in her life. “You’re such an asshole!”



“You aren’t calling me an asshole when my paycheck hits our account every Friday,” he told her, his tone growing more and more condescending. “You aren’t pissed when you go shopping, or drive your nice car, or when you and Abigail go on vacation together.”



“A vacation you didn’t even come on!”



“Because I’m too busy to take a week off,” he said. “Someone in this house needs to pay the bills.”



They turned onto their street as her legs began to shake. She was furious. “Money, money, money. That’s all you care about! Guess what, Stan? I’d rather be married to a guy who makes ten thousand a year and fucks me, than a guy who makes ten times that and doesn’t want to touch me!”



“I’m sure you’d trade your current life to go live in a dump somewhere,” he sarcastically voiced. “Fuckin’ spoiled princess…”



“I’d trade my life to be married to a real man!”



He turned into the driveway, pulled into the garage, and stared at his wife. “Apologize.”



Claire ignored him.



He locked the doors and continued to glare at her. “Apologize.”



“I’m not apologizing for anything.”



“A real man?” he asked. “Where would you be without me? I’ll go ahead and answer that question for you, Claire. Nowhere. You’re married to a real man. So, how about instead of acting like a self-centered little bitch all the time, you take a minute to appreciate just how good you have it? I’m sick of being disrespected, and talked down to, and having to deal with all the fucking nonsense you add to my life. And if that isn’t enough bullshit, look whose car is here like always: Jeff. Another pain in my fuckin’ ass. I’m not going to ask you again. Apologize.”



She defiantly scowled at him, “I would kill to be married to that kid.”



Stan pressed his remote to close the garage door before storming out of their vehicle and slamming the car door shut behind him. He stomped toward the door connecting the garage to their laundry room and aggressively unlocked it. Another day, another problem. It was the same old shit with his wife!



Claire took a moment to collect herself. That certainly seemed like the end of any potential hope to reviving their sex life. It was just another awful night in her disappointment of a life. But on the bright side, Jeff was here, and that was never a bad thing.



Chapter 3 - The Wannabe Wild Wife Meets Her Wild Daughter.



One week later. Monday. 5:32 PM.



Claire knocked on her daughter’s bedroom door. “Dinner!”



“I’m not hungry!” Abby shouted back.



Not hungry? How was that possible? Abby had been in her room from the minute she’d arrived home from work, and she hadn’t come downstairs to get anything to eat. The idea of her daughter starving herself was horrifying. This is what social media does to teen girls! It creates an unrealistic image of what they’re supposed to be! She needed to nip this problem in the butt before it grew out of control.



“Can I come in?” she asked after knocking on the door again.



“I’m busy!



She wasn’t accepting that for an answer. Claire turned the unlocked handle and opened her daughter’s door.



Abby was lying in bed and quickly hid something under her leg at the sight of her mother. “What the hell, Mom!?”



“Why aren’t you hungry?”



“I didn’t tell you to come in!” she continued to shout. “I could’ve been naked!”



Claire rolled her eyes. “I’m your mother. I don’t think that would’ve been the end of the world. Why aren’t you hungry?”



“Because I’m not. I didn’t know it was illegal for me not to be hungry…”



She stared at her daughter who was uncomfortably looking off to the side. Something wasn’t right. “Are you okay?”



Abby nodded.



“What did you put under you leg?”



“Nothing, Mom,” the teen huffed.



Claire approached the bed and wasted no time in scanning the covers for any sign of a problem. Her eyes quickly moved to Abby’s leg. “What’s under there?”



“Nothing! You’re so intrusive, you know that?”



She silently waited for the real answer.



Abby groaned before retrieving an ice pack from beneath her leg and holding it in the air to show Mom. “It’s an ice pack. It’s that a big deal?”



“Did you hurt yourself?” Claire asked.



“Yeah, I rolled my ankle in gym class.”



She wasn’t a detective, but she’d been around long enough to know things weren’t adding up. “Then why was it under your leg?”



Abby huffed again and said, “Why do you have so many questions?”



“Because I’m your mother and I love you.”



The high school senior ran her hand through her long brown hair and sighed, “It’s personal, okay?”



“Is it anything I can help with?” Claire asked. “You know I’m always here for you.”



“It’s-it’s kind of-of a girl problem,” she stammered.



“Well, lucky for you, I’m a girl,” Mom laughed. She hopped up onto the bed and took a seat Indian style on the end of the mattress. Her daughter’s outstretched feet were just inches from her crossed legs. “No rolled ankle, I presume?”



“No rolled ankle,” Abby softly smiled.



She began to gently rub her daughter’s feet. “So, what’s the problem?”



Was she really going to tell her mother about her situation? The internet helped out a bit, but what if Mom had experience with her issue? But what if she got upset? Mom wasn’t usually like that, but she’d never admitted to anything like this before.



“You have to promise you won’t tell anyone.”



“I promise,” Claire agreed.



“Dad included,” Abby went on. “I know spouses tell each other everything. I’m being serious! Dad can never know.”



She could only laugh at hearing that. “Believe me, your father and I don’t tell each other everything. Your secret is safe with me.”



“And you won’t get mad?”



“Have I ever gotten mad at you, sweetheart?” Claire asked, almost offended by the notion she could be upset with her daughter. “It’s my job to help you. I swear I won’t tell a soul and I won’t get upset. Now, what’s going on?”



Abby took a deep breath. “Have you ever gotten…umm…sore, you know…down there?”



“Down where?”



Her daughter avoided eye contact once again. “Has your…umm…vagina ever gotten sore?”



Claire squinted her eyes as forty-one years of memories flooded back. “I’ve had soreness before.”



Abby’s head snapped to her mother. “Really?”



“Sure,” she nodded. “I experienced it after sex when I was younger, and I had soreness when I was pregnant with you.” Her face suddenly dropped. “Oh my God! You’re not pregnant, are you?”



“No, I’m not pregnant.”



“I won’t get upset if you are!” Claire passionately told her. “It’s fine!”



“No, Mom, I’m not pregnant!”



Claire let out a deep sigh of relief. “Thank God…”



“You just said it would be fine if I was,” laughed Abby. “That didn’t sound fine to me.”



“It’s just, you’re eighteen, and—”



“And I know,” Abby interrupted. “Believe me, I’m not looking to get pregnant anytime soon. I take my pills religiously just like we went over.”



That was music to her ears.



“You said you’ve experienced soreness after sex?” she asked her mother.



“When I was younger,” Claire told her. “I dated a guy before your father who had a really have sex drive. Actually, Dad had a high sex drive back when we were dating too.”



She never thought she’d be hearing about Mom and Dad’s sex life, but maybe this would result in her getting the answer she needed.



“You have sex four or five days in a row,” Claire continued, “and you can get sore down there.”



Abby needed to be straightforward. Gingerly hinting at what she really wanted to discuss would only drag this out longer. “Can I be totally honest with you?”



“Absolutely.”



The teen took a deep breath. Here goes nothing. “Okay, Jeff and I lost our virginities to each other last month.”



Claire wasn’t exactly surprised by this news. She figured the two were sexually active. She was more startled to be privy to the details.



“Remember when I told you I was staying at Kate’s for the weekend? Well, I didn’t. Jeff’s parents went out of town so I stayed at his house. I’m sorry for lying.”



“It’s okay,” Mom said. “That’s not a real lie. You didn’t hurt anyone. I would’ve done the same thing when I was your age.”



“Really? That’s such a relief because I’ve felt guilty about lying to you. Okay, so we were doing more and more things like oral and stuff, but we wanted to try having sex. It ended up being way more difficult than either of us expected.”



“Real life isn’t the movies,” Claire said with a comforting smile. “Your first time usually isn’t good. It can be painful, and a struggle, and pretty uncomfortable.”



“It was super uncomfortable,” Abby verified. “We went really slow, and used so much lube, but it just wouldn’t fit. It took like an hour before he finally got it inside me, and, Mom, I was in so much pain.”



What was she supposed to do? She wasn’t there for her little girl when she needed her, but at the same time, she couldn’t have been. This was just one of the many difficulties of being a parent to a teenager. Sometimes they had to learn on their own.



“Jeff went really, really, really slow,” she continued, “and was gentle, and caring, and made me as comfortable as he could. And this went on for the rest of the weekend and the following week. But it got a little better every time we did it. I wouldn’t need as much lube, and foreplay, and stuff like that. I still needed it, but not nearly as much as I did at the start.”



Claire continued to intensively listen.



“And then everything changed one day. Suddenly, I felt used to him. Well, that might not be the best way to word it. I could take him, but it was still a lot. Kate has slept with a few guys and I ended up showing her a picture of Jeff’s dick.”



“Abby!” Mom exclaimed.



Her daughter couldn’t hide her smile. “I know, but I trust Kate. I had to, Mom! I would look at porn and think I was seeing things, but Kate confirmed exactly what I thought: Jeff has a really big dick.”



Claire’s jaw dropped.



“Like, a porn dick,” she went on. “It’s just…big.”



“How big?”



“In inches?” Abby asked.



Claire nodded.



“I don’t know. I’ve never measured it.”



“What about with your hands,” inquired Mom. “Give me an estimate.”



Abby held both of her index fingers in the air and positioned them a decent ways apart from each other.



Well, Claire wasn’t expecting that. “Jesus…”



“But it’s the girth that’s the craziest part,” she told her mother. “He’s so thick. Like, I can’t even wrap my fingers around it. I know I have small hands, but still.”



Suddenly, she wasn’t on her daughter’s bed. Now, she was back in college, sitting on Beth Risen’s bed, listening to her promiscuous roommate wax poetic about her most recent sexual escapade. If her husband couldn’t take care of her, then she was going to live vicariously through her daughter.



“Have you ever been with a really big guy?”



Claire immediately shook her head. “Nothing like what Jeff sounds like.”



She was about to fill Mom in on something even crazier. “His size isn’t the wildest thing though. It’s the way we have sex.”



Claire bit her lower lip as she waited. She wanted every juicy detail.



“He gets really rough.”



Abby heard her mother gasped.



“I know, right? You know what he’s like though. He’s big, and strong, and aggressive. It only makes sense when you really think about it. He’s the same way in the bedroom that he is on the football field. He can be slow and romantic, but more times than not, it’s a pounding.”



Claire had never been more jealous in her life. “Sweetheart, this is why you’re sore.”



“Because of the rough sex?” Abby asked.



“Because of everything,” she explained. “You’re still relatively new to the world of sex, Jeff sounds well-endowed, and you two are going at it hard. That’s a recipe for soreness.”



Abby held up the ice pack. “You don’t mind, do you?”



Claire’s confusion vanished as her daughter slipped the cold pack inside her sweatpants and immediately let out a sigh of relief.



“Maybe we should take you to a doctor.”



“It’s not that bad,” Abby protested. “I’m just…sore.”



“Listen, honey, it’s your life, but you should say something to Jeff. Tell him to slow down. I’m sure he’s excited and—”



“No!” Abby cut her off. “I don’t want him to slow down!”



“You don’t?” Claire asked.



“God, no! I love it!”



Claire gulped. The surprises just kept coming.



“It’s the only way I can orgasm during sex,” Abby told her. “I need him to pound me while he’s pulling my hair, or choking me, or doing something along those lines. I need to feel dominated, and, Mom, when I do, it’s AMAZING!”



“You can orgasm during sex?”



Abby proudly nodded. “It’s so much better than the orgasms I have during oral. Don’t get me wrong, those are awesome too, but the ones during sex make me lose my mind. Sometimes I forget where I am.”



Remember when Claire told her husband she wished she was married to Jeff to hurt his feelings? Well, things had changed. She’d trade Stan for Jeff in a heartbeat now. He made her cum during sex and from oral? Abby was getting oral!? She wanted her own Jeff!



“Have you ever cum during sex?” she asked her mother.



Mom responded with a shake of her head.



“The internet said it was rare,” Abby went on. “I guess I’m lucky. Or maybe it’s Jeff’s size. Either way, you see my dilemma, right? I love having sex and I can’t get enough of when Jeff tees off on me, but it isn’t exactly comfortable to feel like someone hit my vagina with a baseball bat the next day.”



“I—”



“Oh, you wanna know what happened on Saturday?” Abby cut off her mother. “It’s a perfect example of what I’m talking about.”



Did she want to know? Claire was dying to know.



“So, I go over to Jeff’s house and the front door is partially open which was really weird. I kind of cautiously step inside, when out of nowhere there’s a hand on the back of my neck. It roughly pushes me up against the wall. Suddenly, I hear Jeff’s voice whisper in my ear, ‘You’re late. Only bad girls are late.’ Mom, he yanks down my jeans and panties, and pushes inside me. Right in the foyer! The wind swings the front door completely open but he’s too busy hammering away at me to notice, and my face is being pressed against the wall so I can’t tell. But then everything stops. The hand on the back of my neck slowly turns my face toward the open door, where two old guys—probably in their seventies, are standing on the sidewalk across the street, watching us.”



Claire’s jaw was on the floor.



“He shouts, ‘Jealous?’ out the door to these two guys, pushes me back against the wall, and starts fucking me harder than I’ve ever experienced. It was the single hottest moment of my life.”



Jealous didn’t even begin to describe what Claire was feeling. That was her fantasy! She told Stan about it last week in the car! About being pushed against a wall and fucked hard. And what did her husband reply with? ‘You and those stupid books…’ Her fantasies which her husband laughed at, were things her daughter was actually experiencing! While she was daydreaming about a big, powerful stud having his way with her, Abby was getting it. Life isn’t far.



“I can’t believe I told you all of this,” Abby giggled. “It feels good though. I like talking to you. Even about personal stuff.”

“Absolutely, sweetheart. I’m always here for you. I’ll be sure to pick up a few more ice packs the next time I’m at the store.”



Her daughter smiled.



“Are you still not hungry?”



“Jeff and I got something to eat earlier. Is Dad home?”



Claire shook her head.



“I can come downstairs and keep you company if you want.”



“I think you should stay in bed for the day,” Claire laughed. “So you can walk tomorrow. Text me when your ice pack gets warm and I’ll bring you another.”



“Thanks, Mom.”



“No problem, honey. And remember, I’m always here for you, okay?”



“Okay,” Abby nodded.



Claire gave her daughter’s soft feet one final rub before hopping off the bed and leaving her room, shutting the door behind her. Instead of going downstairs to eat, she ventured off to her bedroom for a little private time. Today, while her daughter was resting up, she was going to get fucked by Jeff, even if her vibrator was the one taking care of her.



Chapter 4 — The Wild Warm-up.



One month later. Monday. 5:07 PM.



“Let’s go!!”



Jeff’s demand was met by the sound of a hair dryer. It was always the same thing. Whether they were going to a movie, a funeral, or dinner at the White House—Abby took forever to get ready.



He sat on the sofa in his girlfriend’s parent’s family room and waited. Honestly, he’d prefer to just hang out—maybe grab a pizza and watch a movie. His girlfriend, ever the social butterfly, refused to celebrate his birthday in such a manner.



“I’m sure you look fine!! Let’s go!! I’m starving!!”



This time his phone buzzed. He checked it to see a text from Abby saying, ‘5 mins.’



Actually, on second thought, going out to eat wasn’t what he really wanted. Neither was ordering a pizza and watching a movie. Abby told him her father was out of town for work and wouldn’t be back until Friday, and Mrs. P was nowhere to be found. They had the house all to themselves. What Jeff truly wanted was some birthday sex.



Things had gotten even more crazy over the past thirty days. Abby was relentless, and the last person who was going to complain about the onslaught of physical affection was him. Friday nights after football games, Tuesday mornings before class, and even over FaceTime before bed—they were always messing around. It was insane. Sometimes he wondered if he was living a dream. His buddies were always bitching about how little action they were getting. Jeff’s biggest problem was keeping up with his girlfriend.



His stomach was growling now. Okay, maybe messing around could wait. He just wanted to eat!



His head snapped toward an unexpected sound. He was waiting for his girlfriend’s footsteps to come down the stairs, but was instead greeted by the back door opening. It could only be one person…



“Happy Birthday, Jeff!”



Black yoga pants, a baby blue tank top, and a gym bag slung over her shoulder. Even when she was sweaty and messy, Mrs. P was a perfect ten.



“Hey, Mrs. P,” he smiled back. “And thanks.”



She sat down in the recliner to spend a few minutes with her daughter’s boyfriend. “Abby said you guys were going out to dinner. I didn’t know you were meeting here though.”



“We should’ve left by now, but someone takes forever to get ready…”



“She gets that from me,” Claire giggled. The pair of blue jeans and plain white t-shirt he was wearing were throwing her off a bit. “So, where are you two going?”



“Applebee’s.”



She waited for him to make some kind of joke. It didn’t take long to figure out he was being serious. “Applebee’s?”



He nodded, “Yeah, I like it.”



“Jeff, honey, it’s your birthday.”



“I already went over this with Abby,” he told her. “I don’t want to go to some expensive restaurant because your daughter is hellbent on paying, so, we’re going to Applebee’s. I like it, it’s cheap, and I’m not gonna allow her to spend eighty bucks.”



Claire adored every single thing about this kid. What a gentleman! She knew how hardheaded her daughter was, and if she said she was paying for dinner, then she was going to pay. So what was Jeff’s solution? To go somewhere cheap. What an amazing guy!



“I told her I wanted to get a pizza or something but she said we had to go out,” he complained. “Something about how staying in on your birthday is ridiculous. You know how she is.”



“I could’ve made you guys dinner.”



He threw his hands up in the air. “That would’ve been perfect! Chicken à la King!”



Claire’s eyes bulged. “You like my Chicken à la King!?”



“It’s my favorite thing ever!” he smiled. “Abby didn’t tell you? I came over after school a few weeks ago and found it in the fridge. I heated it up and almost lost my mind. I’ve never tasted anything like it.”



“I totally would’ve made that for you!” she loudly announced. “Why didn’t Abby say something?”



Footsteps came downstairs as Abby joined the party in an orange, sleeveless, spaghetti strap sundress. Jeff loudly whistled which resulted in his girlfriend rolling her eyes.



“Worth the wait,” he commented.



She rolled her eyes again before looking at her mother. “Hey, Mom. We’re going out to dinner.”



“I heard,” Claire said. “Applebee’s?”



“That wasn’t my decision,” her daughter groaned. “I wanted to go to that Delevon’s place but someone wouldn’t allow it…”



“Yeah, I’m not gonna let you pay for us to go to some overpriced Italian restaurant,” Jeff told her. “Besides, I like Applebee’s.”



She looked back at Mom. “He’s such white trash…”



Jeff hopped to a feet with a chuckle. “I am what I am. You ready, gorgeous?”



“Ready,” she smiled. “We’ll be back later, Mom.”



“See ya, Mrs. P.”



“Have fun, you two!” Claire shouted as they disappeared out the front door.



Gorgeous? He called Abby gorgeous? God, what she would do for a husband who referred to her as gorgeous. Or really by any pet name. Well, it was time to jump in the shower and spend another night by herself. But, hey, on the bright side, at least Stan wasn’t around.



An hour later…



The front door opened as Jeff trailed behind his girlfriend. “I can’t believe you made them sing to me! That was so embarrassing!”



“It’s your birthday!” Abby laughed. “Of course they’re going to sing to you.”



“Yeah, because you told them!”



She giggled before pushing him onto the couch. “You ready for your real birthday present?”



An amazing dinner with his awesome girlfriend was a pretty fantastic present. Every high school kid in the world would be over the moon to experience an hour alone with a girl like Abby, but things didn’t end there for a guy like him. His life was the shit, remember? He didn’t know if Mrs. P was home or not, and he honestly didn’t care. He was more than ready for some fun.



“I’ll be right back.”



He watched Abby skip upstairs. His cock was already starting to grow at the idea of a nice, long birthday blowjob, and by the sounds of her hurrying back, he wasn’t going to have to wait long.



Abby plopped down next to him, picked up the remote, and turned on the TV.



Jeff curiously glanced at her. Well, this wasn’t going as expected. He’d planned on his cock being in a particular warm, wet mouth, but instead, his girlfriend was nonchalantly flipping through the channels. What kind of birthday present was this?



“So, what do you want to watch?” she asked. “A movie?”



A movie? Did he want to watch a movie? No, he wanted a blowjob. “Umm…”



“I know how much you love your action movies,” she went on. “Maybe we can find a Schwarzenegger one or something.”



What was going on?



She opted for the guide channel, and typed ‘Schwarzenegger’ into the search. “Three movies are on right now! Okay, we have Terminator 3, Batman & Robin, and Predator. It’s up to you, birthday boy.”



He stared at her.



Abby finally turned to her silent boyfriend. “What?”



His eyes didn’t move from her face.



“What?” she asked. “Can’t decide on what movie to watch?”



His stoic face swiftly filled with laughter.



“What?” she asked for a third time.



“Are you messing with me?”



Her confused look was hard to miss. “Am I messing with you?”



“First off,” he started, “Predator would be the answer to that question. It’s on a completely different level than those other two movies. Why the hell is Batman & Robin even on TV? Anyway, I wasn’t exactly expecting this.”



“What were you expecting?”



He really needed to explain himself? “Umm…maybe a little fun…”



“Watching a movie with your girlfriend isn’t fun?” she questioned.



“You know what I mean.”



“No, I don’t think I do,” Abby told him. “I thought it would be fun to hang out and watch a movie.”



Clack…clack…clack…



He peered at the TV but there was a beer commercial playing on the screen. He turned back to his girlfriend who was still sitting on the couch. Where was that tapping sound coming from?



Clack…clack…clack…



Suddenly, his ears locked in on the noise. It was coming from the stairs, and it sounded an awful lot like high heels. But if Abby was on the couch, and it wasn’t coming from the TV, that meant it must’ve been…



Maybe he wouldn’t get birthday sex tonight. Maybe he wouldn’t even get a blowjob. But the angel strutting across the hardwood family room floor made for quite the present. It was Mrs. P, and she was wearing that white dress and those high heels again!














Before he could fully process his surroundings, she took a seat next to him on the sofa.














Jeff glanced back at his girlfriend who was busy searching for more movies. A big smile was waiting for him when his eyes moved to the busty goddess who’d decided to sit just inches to his left.



“Going somewhere?” he asked.



Mrs. P shook her head. “Nope.”



He’d never faced a more difficult task in his life. That cleavage was screaming for his attention. It wanted to be looked at, and gawked over, and admired. That’s why it was on display, right? But Mrs. P was sitting right next to him, staring into his eyes. It would be too obvious if he checked her out. It was the toughest challenge in his eighteen years of existence, but he stayed focused on her pretty face.



And boy, was it pretty.

























His girlfriend’s mom was all made up. In fact, she looked exactly the way she did on that night five weeks ago: long, wavy brunette hair, red lipsticks, and dark eyeliner. And those seductive brown doe eyes she shared with her daughter were flashing at him. But why was she all dressed up if she wasn’t going somewhere?



Jeff asked, “What’s with the dress then?”



This time it was Mrs. P who turned her attention to the TV and seemingly tuned him out. He’d was so confused. He was now being ignored by two women and he didn’t have the slightest of clues as to why.



“Does someone want to explain what’s going on?”



Abby and her mother were both busy reading the synopsis for Predator.



“A team of commandos on a mission in a Central American jungle find themselves hunted by an extraterrestrial warrior,” Abby read aloud. “An extraterrestrial warrior? That sounds stupid.”



“Yeah, it seems kind of goofy,” Claire commented.



“It’s not goofy!” he firmly protested. “It’s the greatest action movie of all-time!”



Wait, was this really his main concern at the moment? Weren’t there more pressing matters at hand? Perhaps like what Mrs. P was doing in that ridiculously sexy dress. Or maybe why his girlfriend had pulled the rug on anything sexual happening between them. Defending his taste in movies could wait for another day.



Abby went back to scrolling through the listings before her face suddenly lit up. “Forgetting Sarah Marshall is on!!”



Well, mark it down: 6:15 PM, October 26th, 2018 officially represented the worst moment of his life. It was his eighteenth birthday and he was sitting on the couch, surrounded by two of the most beautiful women on the planet, about to watch Forgetting Sarah Marshall. He wasn’t fooling around with his sexy girlfriend or flirting with her super hot mom. No, he was about to watch an awful romantic comedy. Lucky him…



“Can I tell you a secret?”



His head turned to his girlfriend who was watching TV, visibly enjoying one of her favorite movies. “Sure.”



“I had a talk with someone a while ago,” Abby told him. “Wanna guess who?”



“How am I supposed to know?” he asked.



Abby smiled as her eyes finally left the television and moved to his handsome face. “This talk actually involved you.”



His eyebrows perked up. “Me?”



“Yeah, you. Now, this person is extremely important to me, and I found out some rather disturbing information. The first talk we had wasn’t bad, but the discussions we’ve had since then really set off some alarm bells. Jeff, her sex life is awful.”



Why was he involved in this? And who was his girlfriend talking about?



“Like, really awful,” Abby went on. “The guy she’s with isn’t attentive to any of her needs. That’s no way to go through life in my opinion. So, here’s what I did. I considered all of my options and really thought about it over the past month. I mean, Jeff, I REALLY thought about it. This isn’t something to take lightly. It’s serious.”



He still wasn’t following.



“I had a quick talk with this individual a few minutes ago to see if she was on board with my idea, and like I expected, she was. In fact, she was ready.”



Who are you talking about?” Jeff questioned.



Abby’s smile turned to a grin. “Guess.”



“No idea.”



She leaned closer to him and planted a soft kiss on his lips, before pulling back and placing her hand under his chin, rubbing the rough stubble of his facial scruff. Very slowly, Abby turned his head toward the other end of the couch.














Right to where her mother was waiting with a big smile.














It took a moment, but everything finally clicked for Jeff. “No…”



Abby’s mouth moved to her boyfriend’s ear and whispered, “Happy Birthday.”



He’d never seen Mrs. P look like this before. Her always gentle, passive eyes were grinning. This was the woman his girlfriend was talking about? This was the girl who wasn’t being taken care of sexually? And ‘Happy Birthday’ couldn’t possibly mean what he thought it meant. There was no way…



“My mom hasn’t had good sex in…ever,” Abby continued, her murmur tickling and teasing his inner ear. “At least by my standards. Twenty-five years of duds, so, I decided to help her out.”



“Hel-help her out?” he nervously stuttered, still staring at the stunning forty-one-year-old brunette sitting next to him.



“Since I’m such an awesome girlfriend,” she giggled, “I’m gonna give you the best present ever. I’m gonna give you something I know you’ve thought about a million times. For one night, I’m gonna give you my mom.”



Jeff gulped.



Abby pulled away from him. “Under one condition. Isn’t that right, Mom?”



Claire was trying to play it cool. Tonight was a fantasy after all. She was going to have a hot, sexy, high school stud all to herself. She was going to get the chance to mess around with the star football player she never hooked-up with in her youth. But as the seconds ticked by, her ability to play the seductress from all the erotic novels she loved to read was rapidly deteriorating. Her jittery legs were evidence of that. She was going to at least give keeping it cool a shot.



“It’s a very important condition,” Claire purred, doing her best to be this hunk’s mature fantasy woman. Wasn’t that all the rage with younger guys? Milfs? Tonight, she was going to be just that.



“Wha-what’s the-the condition?” he anxiously inquired.



“I might be asking a lot but Abby told me you’d be up to the task,” Claire continued. “Jeff, I have an extremely important job for you. I need you to do something no other man in my life ever has.”



He couldn’t possibly be listening more keenly.



“Jeff, sweetheart, I need you to fuck me the way you fuck my daughter.”



His heart momentarily stopped beating.



“Abby told me all about the crazy stuff you two do,” she went on, loving the stunned look on the always confident high school senior’s face. “How amazing you are in bed, and how rough you get, and how she needs to put an ice pack on her vagina because of what you do to her. I want all of that.”



Jeff’s head snapped back to his girlfriend who had an ear-to-ear smile on her face. “An ice pack?”



“Yeah, sometimes I need to use a couple of ice packs after we have sex,” Abby explained. “I get a little sore.”



The absurdity of the moment immediately left the room. The fantasy of being able to mess around with Mrs. P was put on the back burner thanks to the news that had just been revealed to him. His girlfriend was in pain?



“Why didn’t you say something?”



“About what?” Abby asked.



“About what?” Jeff questioned her. “About the fact I’m hurting you. Abby, I would never want to do that. You should’ve told me.”



She quickly shook her head. “There’s nothing to say. I don’t want to change a thing. I love the way you make me feel.”



“Ice packs though?”



“It’s a good sore,” Abby told him. “I love it. And judging from the conversations I’ve had over the past few weeks, I think someone else wants the same exact thing.”



“I don’t want to be able to walk tomorrow,” Claire boldly announced.



Jeff snapped back around to Mrs. P while Abby returned to her movie. “Have fun…” she told her boyfriend.



His eyes took a long look at that enticing cleavage. Was checking out this amazing woman no longer taboo? Check her out? Forget that. Did he actually have permission to take things further? He loved his girlfriend, but Abby didn’t possess the curves her mother did, and Mrs. P’s fit yet busty body drove him insane.



“This isn’t a joke, right?”



“It better not be,” Claire laughed.



“I can do…you know…whatever?”



“You’re the birthday boy,” Claire smiled. “That’s how it works.”



Two seconds later his hands were clamped on the sides of her face and he was kissing his girlfriend’s mom. But as swiftly as his mouth found her lips, his right hand slid down to her left breast even quicker. He gave it a rough squeeze, his palm adsorbing the feel of her dress while his fingers grazed her exposed cleavage. This busty angel was about to check off every box on his list of fetishes: older women, milfs, his girlfriend’s mom, and on, and on, and on. It’d only been ten seconds and this was already the best birthday of his life.














His mouth journeyed down to her neck as both his hands clutched her partially hidden bust. Sure, it was his birthday, but tonight was going to be about Mrs. P. She wasn’t being taken care of properly? But actually, when he really thought about it, that made sense. Mr. P was a nerd. And he wasn’t coming home tonight, or tomorrow, or for the rest of the week. Tonight, he was going to make this unbelievable woman forget all about her shithead husband.

Claire moaned as his lips continued to plant kisses on her neck. Her daughter was in her view—watching a movie on the end of the couch, but Claire didn’t care. She desperately needed this. Just to feel like a woman for a night. She needed a guy to get rough with her, and toss her around, and confidently fuck her senseless. She needed a real man.



Jeff’s hands moved to her back and frantically searched for the zipper which was somehow eluding his hold. He finally found it and was now well on his way to unveiling this busty goddess in her most raw state: naked.



Her bare back caused his cock to immediately jump. No bra! He pulled back and soaked in the smiling face gazing into his eyes. All he had to do was glance down and three months of curiosity would be fulfilled. The top of her dress was collected in her lap and he no longer had to dream about those amazing tits which he couldn’t help but stare at every time he stepped foot in this house. It was time for his first birthday present.



His eyes moved down, and when they did, he knew he was the luckiest guy on the planet.



Two big, perky, teardrop breasts were waiting for him. How in the world did a forty-one-year-old mom look this good? She had the lift Abby possessed! But she wasn’t Abby. She was twenty-three years older than his girlfriend. Those perfectly round tits with even more impeccable small areolas and nipples were never going to leave his mind.



“Are they real?”



“Are they real?” Claire asked, completely insulted by the notion her most prized body part might be enhanced. “Of course they’re real.”



“Abby, look at this.”



His girlfriend’s attention stayed locked on the television.



“Abby!” he tried again. “Look at this!”














“I don’t want to look at my mom’s boobs,” she groaned.



“You need to see this shit,” Jeff told her, his mouth watering at the sight of perfect chest just inches away from him. “Your mom has the greatest tits ever.”



Claire lunged at him, this time her hands locking on his face as they fell back onto her daughter.



“What the fuck!?” Abby shouted.














Claire was lost in a world of lust. She loved her breasts. She always had. They made her look slimmer, got her free drinks whenever she went out, and caused most men to turn into gooey pushovers. But twenty years of almost no compliments made her crave male attention, and when Jeff said she had the greatest tits ever, well, she may have lost control of herself.



But she didn’t care. She was busy passionately making out with her boyfriend for the night while they were sprawled across her daughter’s lap.



“Oh my God, seriously!?” Abby continued to yell.



Jeff’s hands clasped onto those two big pieces of heaven as he explored every inch of her breasts. They were so soft. His fingers seemed to melt right into her tender skin. Mr. P wasn’t playing with these? Shit, he would be using them as a pillow if he was married to this woman.



“Get off of me!”



He finally sat up with Mrs. P before glancing back at his girlfriend. “Sorry about that.”



“You two are like animals…” Abby remarked.



“But, Abby, seriously, you need to look.”



She knew how her boyfriend was. He would just keep bugging her if she didn’t look. Would checking out her topless mother really be the end of the world? Sure, it was weird, but it wasn’t any more strange than allowing her boyfriend to fuck her mom for his birthday.



Her head turned and her eyebrows hastily perked up. “Jesus…”














“Told you,” Jeff laughed. “How amazing is this rack?”



She rolled her eyes and went back to the movie she’d been watching before two horny perverts landed on her. Maybe something Jeff said a while ago was true. Maybe she was a lucky girl. Because if her boobs looked like that in twenty-three years, then she was going to be one happy woman.



He lowered his mouth to her gravity-defying tit while his hand firmly squeezed her other breast. His lips clamped around her nipple and the noise he heard come from above made him feel like a little kid in a candy store: Mrs. P was moaning!














Claire’s nipples were being sucked for the first time in who the hell knows how long? It felt like forever. That big, strong hand made her large breast feel so small in his grasp. This is what her lucky daughter had access to? A stud who cared about her pleasure? Maybe she needed to trade Stan in for some high school kid who actually appreciated her.



“You know what I really want for my birthday?”



She peered down into the eyes of the hunk who was taking her to cloud nine. She didn’t know what he wanted, but she knew what she wanted: twenty more minutes of her nipples being played with.



“What’s that?” Claire asked.



“For you to get down on your knees so you can suck my cock.”



So, this is what her daughter meant when she said Jeff was aggressive? And the look he was giving her was demanding she follow his order. Not like Claire needed to be persuaded—she was already sliding off the couch.



Two petite hands tugged at the button of his jeans as one of the world’s sexiest women knelt before him. “This is so fucking awesome.”














Abby tried to keep her emotions in check as she continued to stare straight-ahead. It may have been an uncomfortable situation, but at the end of the day, she lived for making her boyfriend happy. And if he was elated, then she was too.



Claire couldn’t get that zipper down fast enough. The big bulge in the front of his pants wasn’t helping matters either. She finally managed to tug the rough denim down to his knees, and his boxers swiftly followed. And with that one little—or more like big revelation, she found out not only was her daughter not lying, but she wasn’t exaggerating either.



Jeff was big.














Big, thick, and about to be buried in the back of her throat.



Claire was going to blow this kid’s mind. Her daughter was a sweet girl, but she was eighteen, and what did an eighteen-year-old high schooler know about oral sex? Not a whole hell of a lot. Especially considering Abby never even had a boyfriend before Jeff came along. And as much as tonight was about Jeff, it was equally about herself. She needed to get her mojo back. Having some stud tell her she had the greatest rack ever was a start, but she wanted him squirming and holding on for dear life once she got her lips wrapped around him. Tonight was her opportunity to feel like a woman again. Tonight was her chance to be with a real man.



She took his rock hard erection inside her mouth and all her problems swiftly vanished: her annoying husband, her awful sex life, and the fact she’d been feeling more and more like some worn-out housewife over the years. Accepting his stud between her lips trimmed over twenty years off her life. She wasn’t forty-one anyone; she was eighteen again. She was the cute high school senior with the jock boyfriend, and it was time to give her man the royal treatment.



Claire took Jeff all the way down to the base and held herself there, her nose pressed against his pelvic bone.



“Oh, you gotta be fucking kidding me!”

























She knew it! Listen to how he reacted! Jeff was never going to forget this moment. Hell, he would probably never experience anything like this again. She was finally being appreciated.



Her throat bolted skyward as she gasped for breath, eager to hear the next group of words which were going to escape from this jock’s undoubtedly stunned mouth at any moment. How awesome was she now? Her boobs were nothing compared to her lack of gag reflex. He was going to lose his mind!



“You too!?” Jeff shouted. “Are you serious!?”



You too? What did that mean?



Claire looked over at Abby who was taking in the situation with a fairly conflicted expression on her cute face. There was definitely some shock, but her daughter’s slight grin of approval was catching her by surprise.



“Like mother, like daughter,” Abby giggled.



Claire turned back to Jeff who couldn’t be more happy. “I love this family!!”



All the mom could do was laugh. “What?”



“You don’t have a gag reflex either!” he continued to celebrate. “This is so fuckin’ awesome! Get back over here.”



His post-deepthroat celebration was promptly cut short by his excited hand pulling Mrs. P back to his dick. She willingly accepted him between her lips and he took over from there. Before anyone could say another word, he had his cock all the way down his girlfriend’s mom’s throat again.



“Did you know about this?”



“No,” Abby answered, continuing to watch her boyfriend dominate her surprisingly submissive mother. Is this what she looked like when Jeff took control during their oral sessions? Her mother’s hands were gripping the sofa cushion with zero hint of fighting back. Just like her, Mom apparently loved to be helpless too.



“We need to move to Utah or something,” he said while thrusting his hips upward with his hands still clamped down on the back of Mrs. P’s head. “I want to marry the both of you.”



Claire’s laugh caused her to choke and resulted in a wad of spit flowing out of her mouth and collecting on Jeff’s thigh. Abby, ever the jealous girlfriend, wasn’t as receptive to her boyfriend’s fantasy.



She huffed before turning back to her movie. Maybe this was a bad idea.



Jeff finally freed her from his grasp as he sensed his girlfriend’s mother’s desperation for air. Just like Abby, she would never admit that though.



“Oh my God, it’s so big!” Claire exclaimed, leaning back to collect some much needed air.



“Bigger than Mr. P?”



“Oh my God, Jeff!” Abby yelled. “Are you seriously asking her that?”



“Yeah, I want to know,” he shot back. “So?”



“I don’t want to hear about my dad’s dick,” she went on, grossed out by the thought of her own father. “Don’t tell him, Mom!”



Claire grinned up at the excited football star and silently mouthed, “Way bigger.”



Her daughter immediately groaned, “Oh my God, I saw that…”



“How’s it feel to finally have some real cock?”



Abby just had to tune this conversation out. She couldn’t believe Jeff was talking this way right in front of her, and even more surprising was how Mom was going right along with it. Actually, she wasn’t just playing along: she was into it!



“So good,” smiled Claire, her small hands attempting to wrap around the big piece of meat in front of her. He looked even bigger from her spot down on the floor. “I miss having a big dick to play with.”



Abby took a deep breath.



“You like playing with Daddy’s cock?”



Abby’s head snapped to the left. Daddy? Daddy!? Jeff was her daddy! Not her moms.



Claire’s tongue started at the base and slowly slithered all the way up to the fat head of his manhood. “I love Daddy’s cock. My daughter is doing a good job taking care of you, right?”



“Of course,” he answered.



Her hands squeezed tighter around his dick, causing him to twitch in pleasure. “Good, because a big stud like you needs lots of attention. It’s a tall order to keep a guy like you happy.”



Jeff closed his eyes as her amazing mouth joined the unbelievably soft hands which were already already about his cock. “Abby is the best…”



Well, that helped put her worries to rest a bit. She still wasn’t a fan of some of the dirty talk between her mother and her boyfriend, however. Her thoughts were swiftly disrupted by a particular face which was now staring at her.



Mom was no longer blowing her boyfriend. Now, she was gazing directly into her eyes.



“What?” Abby inquired.



“What does Jeff love?”



“What does he love?” Abby asked. “Like, what? Sexually?”



Mom nodded.



Her daughter paused a moment to think. “He really likes when I suck his balls.”



Claire turned back to her boyfriend for the night. “Is that right?”



“I love it,” he told her with a big smile.



“I bet you do,” Claire laughed. “And I assume you get that a lot then?”



He grinned, “All the time.”



She bit her lower lip. How good did these two have it? “And what’s something Abby loves?”



“Rough sex,” Jeff instantly answered.



“I already knew about that one. What else?”



“She loves oral,” he told Mrs. P. “Especially when I use my fingers at the same time. It makes her crazy.”



“And how often do you go down on her?”



“Whenever she wants it,” he announced. “If my girl wants some oral lovin’, then she gets some oral lovin’. Mrs. P, your daughter’s happiness is my biggest concern.”



“God, you two are so perfect for each other,” Claire smiled, now looking at her daughter. “How does he like his balls sucked?”



Abby couldn’t believe she was answering this question. Especially with Mom stroking her boyfriend’s cock. She shouldn’t be surprised after initiating all of this, but it all seemed strange.



“I mean, he likes to have ‘em sucked, and licked, and—”



“You can’t go wrong,” Jeff chimed in. “I love everything!”



“Is that right?” Claire asked Jeff with a giggle. “So, what does the birthday boy want?”



“I want you to suck my fucking balls, Mrs. P.”



How long had it been since she was ordered around sexually? The only orders she received now were notes from her husband telling her to clean the house. It’d been forever since a man demanded she suck his balls, and she’d never been involved with a high-status guy like Jeff before. It was exhilarating.



She playfully raised her finger in the air. “Can I make one request, birthday boy?”



“I think you’re allowed one request,” he smirked back.



“I want the birthday boy in his birthday suit.”



He could only laugh. How much more in common could she have with his girlfriend? He lifted his shirt over his head and tossed it off to the side.



Claire passed on her previous priority for more pressing matters: those abs! Jeff was ripped! Big biceps, a chiseled chest, and those rock hard abs she hadn’t seen in person in over two decades. And not only was she seeing them, but she was going to taste them.



She leaned forward and ran her lips and tongue all over his defined midsection. If she had a jock all to herself tonight, then she was going to enjoy each and every inch of him. Her mouth hadn’t be privy to anything like this since she was in high school. Her days of messing around with athletes were in the past. Well, not anymore. For one night, she was eighteen again.



Her lips continued their journey south as she was soon kissing his muscular thighs. But it was time to take care of his request. If this kid loved having his balls sucked, then she was going to be a good little girl and make the birthday boy happy.



“Just like that…” Jeff moaned.

























Abby felt her boyfriend’s strong hand wrap around her shoulder and pull her into him. She received a kiss on the cheek before a voice told her something in her ear, “I love you.”



She still couldn’t get over what she was seeing: Jeff’s big dick towering straight up, her mother kneeling in front of him with her amazing breasts on display, and her mouth currently full of balls. She would never say it, but Mom loved pretty fuckin’ good down there.



“You better,” Abby chuckled.














What Claire noticed most was how drastically different his scent was from Stan. The aroma emitting from his groin screamed masculinity. It yelled dominance. It was what every woman desired: the presence of a man other girls wanted. Jeff stepping into their house always resulted in three things: Stan growing jealous, herself becoming smitten, and Abby being completely captivated by the man she loved. And after their current sofa session, Claire was wondering if maybe she was a little in love with her daughter’s boyfriend as well.



But before she could ponder that situation further, those two big, full balls took off like an eagle, high above her as her now empty mouth yearned for them back. Her body suddenly propelled into the air as she found herself over Jeff’s powerful shoulder. He’d effortlessly lifted her up and was carrying her toward the stairs like a caveman claiming his newest wife.



“Time for my real present,” he laughed, ascending the stairs with a giggling brunette slung over his shoulder.

























“Have fun,” Abby told them before turning back to the TV.



Chapter 5 — The Wild Birthday.



Ten minutes later…



The television had been muted for at least the past five minutes as Abby sat in stunned silence. Did two porn stars head upstairs or was it her mother and boyfriend? She couldn’t recall ever being this loud. Skin hammering into skin, Mom’s constant yelping, or screaming, or whatever the hell noise she was making, and Jeff’s clearly audible dirty talk—it was a barrage of sounds. And what about when she heard Jeff ask her mother who owned her? Mom shouted back, ‘You do, Daddy!’ Who’s birthday was it again? It sure seemed like Mom was enjoying this more than anyone.



But maybe that was a good thing. Abby had been seeing her parents in a different light after the discovery that Dad wasn’t taking care of Mom. Her mother was amazing! She was so kind, and sweet, and loving, and a woman like that deserved the world.



“Fuck me harder!!”



Slap!



Mom demanding to be fucked harder followed by a deafening slap? Yeah, Abby could connect the dots. Jeff and Mom were going at it doggy style, and the brunette sitting all alone on the couch was starting to get jealous. She loved doggy style! It was Jeff and hers go-to position. And that slap had to be Jeff cracking Mom on the ass. That was their thing! Rough sex!



Slap!!



That was hard. Really hard. What if she took a quick peak to make sure they were alright? Mom had never been with a guy like Jeff before, and her boyfriend had a tendency to get carried away—especially when he was excited, and she’d never seen him as overjoyed as he was tonight.



But then again, they were two consenting adults. She wasn’t really worried about their safety, was she? She told herself she wouldn’t do this! Tonight was about Jeff and Mom, so why was she growing envious? What was going to happen? Was her boyfriend going to run off with her mother? Of course not. These were the two people she trusted most in the world, so she was just going to watch the rest of her movie and enjoy the night. Easy-peasy.

Thirty seconds later…



The loud sounds of rough sex were growing as Abby climbed the stairs. A quick check on these two wouldn’t hurt anyone. Okay, she’ll admit it: she might be a bit jealous. Actually, yeah, she was jealous. But still, Mom sounded like she was being broken in half and that worried her. She made her way down the upstairs hallway and to her closed parent’s bedroom door. She silently cracked it open an inch and sneaked a look inside.



She knew it!



Mom was bent over the edge of her bed, and being held in the air by a handful of her long, brown hair. She was completely naked with only her sexy white high heels on. And it didn’t take a rocket scientist to guess what her boyfriend was up to. Just like when they had sex, he was attempting to fuck her senseless.














“Oh…my…God…” Claire moaned, now being impaled as her body stayed suspended above the bed. “Har-har-harder!”



Jeff grunted through clenched teeth, “Little fuckin’ slut,” before resuming his mission of destroying his girlfriend’s mom. “Who are you gonna call when you wanna get fucked?”



“You-you, oh my God, you!”



He pushed her upper-body down onto the mattress and grabbed onto her hips, continuing his onslaught on her helpless pussy. “Maybe I’m dating the wrong girl.”



Claire was drooling. She’d never felt anything like this before. This kid easily had three inches on her husband, and he was using every single one of them. But his girth was the real difference maker. She was being stretched in ways never deemed possible. There wasn’t some average, half-hard dick giving her a mediocre lay. No, she had a big, thick stud who was hellbent on claiming her as his own. The two quick orgasms she’d already experienced on his fat cock was evidence of that.



“Maybe it’s time you and I start going out,” he mumbled as he gave her a vicious thrust forward.



Claire emphatically yelped. Every part of her pussy felt that. Maybe it was a good thing Stan never wanted to touch her, because chances are he wouldn’t be able to feel a thing for the next few weeks. Her insides were being completely rearranged.



“Abby is getting on my nerves anyway.”



Clare attempted to look back. “What?”



“I’m just kidding!” Jeff laughed. “I know you’re at the door, Abby! I can see you!”



The door pushed opened to reveal a not so assumed brunette still in her orange spaghetti dress. “Getting on your nerves?”














“It was a joke!” he chuckled, now slowly moving inside Mrs. P. “I could see you at the door the entire time! Get over here. I want a kiss.”



She defiantly placed her hands on her hips.



“Are you not listening to Daddy?” he questioned, his sly grin fueling Abby’s playful side. “You know what happens when you’re a bad girl.”



“I get punished,” Abby answered.



Claire was ready to explode again. It didn’t have anything to do with the guy behind her either. It was the fact her daughter had the exact relationship she wanted! These two needed to get married, and have kids, and oh yeah, Grandma was going to require a few hours alone with her son-in-law every week…



“Get your sexy ass over here, young lady,” he smirked.



Abby pouted the entire way across the bedroom until she was standing next to boyfriend. She quickly dropped her act and hoisted herself up onto her tippy-toes so she could make out with her man.














“Oh my God, you need to fuck me.”



He began pumping inside Mrs. P’s snug pussy again while he intensely kissed Abby. Remember when Jeff thought he had the greatest life ever because he was getting blown on the couch by his girlfriend? Forget that. Making out with the world’s most amazing eighteen-year-old girl while fucking the hottest mom alive? Now this was the life of a king.














His mouth moved to Abby’s ear where he whispered something. Her eyes lit up in response.



“Are you serious?” she asked.



“It’s my birthday, isn’t it?” he smiled. “Hey, Mrs. P, close your eyes for a minute.”



Claire’s eyes immediately shut. She would do anything for this guy. If he told her to go make him a birthday cake, then she would rush downstairs and make him the best cake he’d ever ate. If he demanded she divorce Stan and move in with him, then she would have a serious discussion with her daughter about that very topic. So if he wanted something as simple as for her to close her eyes, then she was taking a trip to a world of darkness for however long he wanted.



Two minutes passed and the only thing she heard was faint moving, slight giggles, and the sound of something being placed on the bed.



Jeff finally spoke up, “Keep your eyes shut, Mrs. P. Now, believe me, I’m just as surprised by this as you’re going to be, but it looks like someone really warmed up to the idea of what’s happening. No one has ever had a better birthday than me. Okay, open ‘em.”



Claire’s eyes opened and she instantly gasped. Lying in front of her, completely naked, with her legs parted: was her daughter.















































A firm hand gripped the back of her brunette head and slowly began pushing her toward Abby’s completely shaven vagina. This was wrong. So wrong! Incest wasn’t part of the plan tonight. She was supposed to have her daughter’s boyfriend all to herself. But once again, Claire found herself giving in. If this is what Jeff wanted, then the birthday boy was going to get his wish.



“That’s so fucking hot…”



Jeff was officially in heaven: inside the perfectly wet, warm, and tight Mrs. P, while she lapped away at his amazing girlfriend’s flawless pussy. He had a mother and daughter going at it for him! Every guy’s fantasy is two girls at the same time, but he’d taken that dream to the next level. And listening to his girlfriend moan as a result of her mom caused him to start pounding away again. He suddenly had a new goal…



These two were going to cum at the same time.



“She likes fingers,” Jeff reminded her.



Claire’s right index finger did the unimaginable and joined her tongue, rubbing along the outside of the one part of her daughter she couldn’t believe she was playing with. Abby’s trim pussy lips were glistening thanks to her wetness and now a friendly tongue. And just like that, the finger exploring her eighteen-year-old labia swiftly disappeared inside her tight hole.














“Fuck…” moaned Abby.



How could her daughter even fit Jeff inside her? One finger alone was a tight fit. Her left index finger pulled back her clitoral hood to reveal the little pleasure button her tongue was about to become very familiar with. The idea of doing something like this just minutes ago was unfathomable, but that was before she had a man like Jeff in her life. Stan wouldn’t be able to get her to kiss another girl, let alone take part in the indecency her mouth was moving closer to. And then Claire did it. She officially crossed the line.



She ran her tongue over her daughter’s clit.



Jeff was in quite the predicament. On one hand, he wanted to destroy Mrs. P. He wanted her walking sideways for the rest of the week. The idea of giving her something Mr. P couldn’t was hard to pass up. That guy didn’t deserve a wife at all, and here he was, with all-day access to a perfect ten. And what was that asshole doing with his amazing situation? Not even taking care of his wife! But on the other hand, the more he limited his thrusting, the louder the moans that were fleeing from Abby’s adorable mouth.



His cute girlfriend was off in a world of pleasure: the back of her head pressed against the mattress, her closed eyes pointed skyward, both hands gripping the blankets, and her body writhing around courtesy of her mother’s mouth. And at the end of the day, Abby always came first. She was his number one priority in life. So if not teeing off on her mother resulted in her cumming harder, then he was going to be a good boyfriend and only fuck her mom kind of hard…



Abby was right there. Mom’s was hitting all the spots. Her tongue was like a magnet on her clit while her finger provided highly concentrated bliss—all focused in one tiny region of her body. It was a sensation of fullness meeting one of oral heaven. It turns out Jeff and Mom had something in common: they were both amazing with their mouths.



“Don’t stop, Mom.”



Did she really just say Mom? Well, that’s what she was, wasn’t it? It was time to look past all the weirdness because Abby was about to cum all over her own mother’s tongue.



Jeff’s hands locked tighter on those sexy hips of Mrs. P’s while her perky ass bounced with every thrust forward. He knew Abby was close. His girlfriend’s squirms were looking an awful lot like when she was moments away from exploding. His birthday wouldn’t be complete without getting these two to cum at the same time. It hadn’t taken him long to figure out what got Mrs. P off, and that was rough, aggressive sex. So he did what worked the previous two times—he began hammering into her to bring her right to the edge.



“Oh-oh my-my-my God!”



He was pummeling Mrs. P now and her cries were all too familiar. Just like her daughter, she was about to erupt.



And then the birthday boy got his wish. Abby’s hands left the bed and grabbed two handfuls of her mom’s hair as she wailed out in orgasmic euphoria. The way she wiggled and writhed while losing her mind drove him crazy. His smart, savvy, sarcastic girlfriend always turned into a blubbery mess when she came, and her mom wasn’t all that different.



Claire was trying her hardest to keep her tongue on her daughter’s clit as her finger went limp inside her. It was happening again! Three times! Three fuckin’ times! Stan probably made her cum three times in the past ten years, but it only took this stud ten minutes, and he never even went down on her! It was all from that perfect cock of his. It was a world of heat and every part of her body was on fire. She didn’t care anymore. This kid was moving into the guest room. She needed this fire in her life! Daily!



Loud panting and moaning created a symphony of post-orgasmic elation as the mother and daughter both attempted to catch their breath. Abby still couldn’t believe she came all over her mom’s tongue, while Claire was trying to grasp the idea of orgasming three times from intercourse. Neither girl said anything, but they were both on the same page: they were up for doing anything Jeff wanted tonight.



He slid out of that warm, wet slit of paradise and gave Mrs. P a firm smack on the ass for good measure. Her yelp was a reminder of who owned her pussy from now on. The next time Mr. P was actually up for initiating something, he wanted a firm ‘no’ as a response. The only who had access to this mature goddess was going to be him.



“Get up on the bed,” he ordered, watching his girlfriend’s mom instantly follow his command.



His big hand wrapped around Abby’s petite shin and pulled her over to him, so her legs were now dangling off the bed. Every crazy porn threesome he’d ever watched was being speedily processed in his mind and he’d landed on the perfect position. Having these two girls wasn’t enough. He wanted them to get dirty for him. They could save their ladylike behavior for guys like Mr. P. Real men like Jeff got women’s inner porn stars. He got their slutty sides.



“Sit on her face.”



No hesitation, no asking questions, and no resistance. This was his movie and he was the director. Mrs. P swiftly moved over to her daughter and sat on her face, her knees resting on the comfy mattress as complete joy washed over her. He didn’t even need to instruct Abby. His girlfriend was well-schooled. She was a good girl for Daddy after all. And what do good girls do? They return the favor, of course.



Abby was eating her mother out.



Jeff pushed inside his girlfriend and immediately smiled. How did a forty-one-year-old mother and an eighteen-year-old girl—who was recently a virgin, both feel so similar? They were both so tight and warm. Their snugness gripped him like a mitten. He had two perfect pussies at his disposal and he wasn’t about to let either one of them go to waste.



He reached out and pulled Mrs. P closer to him by the back of her head and kissed her. His tongue deep inside her mouth, his cock stretching his tight girlfriend, and Mrs. P’s vagina being fully attended to thanks to Abby’s tongue. This wasn’t porn or some outlandish fantasy—this was his awesome life, and things were about to get even more amazing.



His mouth left those intoxicating lips and clamped back around her nipple as he began playing with her breasts. Those tits needed to become commonplace in his life from this moment forward. These boobs should be out and wrapped around his cock whenever Mr. P went off to his study to take care of some work related issue. Why did it only have to be on his birthday? Shit, he probably loved Mrs. P more than her dumbass husband did. These were his tits from now on.

























“I want to tell you something,” Jeff spoke up, reluctantly taking a break from the world’s most perfect set of breasts. “Your husband is a fuckin’ bum.”



“Jeff!” Abby shouted.



Claire promptly sat down more firmly on her daughter’s face, smothering her in the process so she couldn’t speak.



“It needs to be said,” he went on. “I can’t stand the guy. He’s always in such a bad mood and it’s like he doesn’t realize what an angel he’s married to. I want you coming out with us from now on. If you’re around and Abby and I are going out to eat or whatever, you’re invited. You deserve to spend time around people who care about you. Not some fuckin’ asshole.”



Claire leaned in and kissed him again. Someone finally said the exact thing she’d felt for almost her entire marriage! See, she wasn’t delusional. Jeff had only known her for a few months, and he understood her situation perfectly. Stan was a dick and she deserved better!



“The guy probably can’t fuck either,” he commented after she broke off their kiss.



Abby attempted to say something but her words were muffled. The only thing she could do was keep working on bringing Mom to orgasm number four.



“Not like you,” Claire smiled. “I’ve never had anything like you.”



“Yeah, well, maybe we should sit him down some night so I can give him some lessons,” Jeff laughed. “We’ll put a kid’s chair off to the side and he can watch his wife get fucked properly.”



She was about to let him in on a secret she’d been holding onto for the past two months. “It might be my fault Stan is a jerk to you.”



Jeff curiously stared at her as he slowly fucked his girlfriend.



“Okay, so he didn’t seem to like you right off the bat, but things—” Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as Abby was really pushing her buttons now. It wouldn’t be much longer until she went off again. “Things kinda got worse after I said something.”



“Said something?”



“We were lying in bed one night and I was watching a show about older women and younger men,” she admitted. “I guess I made some noise or something and it caught his attention. I don’t totally know what I did to be honest with you, but like usual, it annoyed Stan. Long story short, he asked me if I had fantasies about younger guys. Like, why would he even care, right? He never wants anything to do with me sexually, but he was totally hung up on this. So, I told him the truth: that I had a thing for young guys.”



“Is that right?” Jeff asked with a grin.



Claire attempted to collect herself. Abby had quite the tongue on her. “Yeah, that’s right. He asked me if I thought about guys from the gym, or work, or whatever, and I had a complete moment of honesty. I told him there’s one guy who kinda makes his way into my alone time more than he probably should. I told him I thought about you.”



His mouth latched onto the pouty lips of the busty angel in front of him as he began feverishly pumping inside his girlfriend. He fuckin’ knew it! Mrs. P thought about him! Who knows how often either? Was it only when she was playing with herself? Or maybe it was during those rare occasions when Mr. P actually took an interest in her? Who cares! The only thing that mattered was he was on her mind, and that meant this sexually repressed woman deserved to be fully attended to tonight.



Jeff’s lips moved to her neck before he gave his girlfriend a request, “You better make her cum, Abby.”



Yeah, Abby was on that. Not that she had much of a choice. Mom was grinding on her face and judging by her moans: she was almost there. This night was becoming less about Jeff and more about Mom. Just how stifled was her love life? Was Dad really that big of a zero inside the bedroom? Her mother deserved to cum again, even if it was her tongue doing the work.














Claire lost control of her body as she fell forward into Jeff’s strong hold. Four times! She was cumming again! And this time she had a stud worshiping her neck while she erupted all over her daughter’s face. She could get used to this treatment. Being idolized from every possible angle was pretty freakin’ awesome. Stan didn’t want to kiss her, let alone go down on her her. And what was going on now? She was getting both of those things!



Claire rolled off her daughter and sprawled along the bed, completely overwhelmed by the roller coaster her insides had been taken on over the last twenty minutes. This might be too much even if it was a weekly thing, let alone a once in a lifetime experience. She hadn’t cum four times in one day since she was a teenager. At this very moment, she was in desperate need of a few minutes to regroup, and lucky for her, two extremely horny eighteen year olds were busy going at it.














This is what it looked like when a real man fucked? Would her daughter know her middle name if she asked her right now? Abby’s right hand was busy playing with her clit while her left hand gripped the blankets under her, meanwhile Jeff was absolutely unloading on her. His grunts were being drowned out by her daughter’s loud moans and constant begging to be pounded harder. As much as Claire was missing love, loyalty, and respect in her relationship, a guy who could rock her in bed may have been number one on her new list of requirements.












“Oh my God, harder, Daddy!” Abby begged.



Jeff’s hands gripped Abby’s waist as her wobbly legs lifelessly dangled over the edge of the bed. She was three full orgasms behind her mother and he wasn’t okay with that. His amazing girlfriend had some catching up to do.



“You gonna cum for Daddy like a good girl?” he asked.



Her attempts to verbally respond went for not. She was being fucked too hard to find the words to his question.



“Tell her to cum for me, Mrs. P.”



The stunned look on Claire’s face said it all. She’d never seen sex this rough. “You better cum for your daddy, baby.”



“Her daddy?” he questioned between rough thrusts. “I’m your daddy too, slut.”



She bit her lower lip and took in the sight of the handsome stud who was teeing off on her daughter: thick brown hair, a ripped physique, and an aggressive, take-charge demeanor. He was eighteen and just told her he was her daddy! And he called her a slut too! He wasn’t wrong. She would be anything this kid wanted her to be, and if that was a slut, then she was going to be daddy’s little slut.



“You better cum for Daddy or he might take it out on me,” Claire giggled to her daughter. “And, sweetheart, I need a break.”



Abby’s right hand drifted away from her pussy and joined her left hand down on the sheets. “I’m-I’m-I’m not-not cumming, Daddy.”



Jeff grinned while Claire curiously took in the scene. His fingers moved toward his girlfriend’s clit only to be swatted away by Abby.



“Oh boy…” he remarked.



“I’m-I’m not cumming,” Abby told him, doing her best to push her bubbling orgasm down as deep as she could. “What are you-you gonna to do-do about it, Daddy?”



“You know what’s going to happen. I’m going to take it out on your mom.”



The cute eighteen-year-old’s grin was growing wider by the second. “Well-well then, fuck-fuck you, Daddy.”



Jeff turned to Claire whose eyes were bulging. He slid out of his girlfriend and motioned her mom closer with his finger. She didn’t budge.



“I’m not going to ask you twice, Mrs. P,” he stated. “Get your ass over here immediately.”



There was no going back to Stan. This was her man from now on. Cool, confident, and sexy—Jeff was everything she desired in a partner. She crawled over to her new stud where she was promptly flipped and found herself in the same position as her daughter: on her back with her legs hanging off the mattress.



Jeff picked up his girlfriend and effortlessly lifted her into the air, before gently resting her on top of her mother. Both his girls were on their backs, but Abby’s back was resting along Mrs. P’s body. There were three boxes left on his birthday fantasy list, and he was about to check two of them off.



He peered down to see two sparkling vaginas begging for his attention: Abby’s on top, and Mrs. P’s just inches below. His throbbing cock pushed inside his girlfriend before pulling out and journeying inside her mom. And then back to Abby before moving to her mother again. He felt like a rock star.




































“This is so hot,” Abby commented.



As similar as they felt, both of his girlfriends, yes, you read that right—both of his girlfriends had differences. Unique bumps and ridges gripped his manhood as he explored them one after the other. Mrs. P was unbelievably wet while Abby had the slight edge in tightness, but they both gripped him like warm hugs. They both possessed that same immense feeling of passion. He just wanted to soak in his girlfriend’s vast love, and Mrs. P’s yearning desperation to be appreciated. She wasn’t going to have to dream about a man who adored her any longer. She had that guy now.

























He decided to stay inside Mrs. P as he checked off his second of three fantasies. “Kiss.”



Abby tilted her head to the side where her mother’s mouth was eagerly waiting for her. How naughty was this? Forget that she was about to kiss another girl for the first time. She was about to kiss Mom! But something about seeing how into this Jeff was got her fired up. She always knew her boyfriend had a thing for her mom—he’d made that perfectly clear a million times, but how into each other they were made her want to step up her game. If Mom was up for doing whatever Jeff wanted, then so was she, and her jealous and overly competitive side wasn’t about to be outdone.



A simple kiss quickly turned into a passionate make out session. Neither one of them had ever kissed a girl before, and they wouldn’t considered themselves to be bisexual either. But if Daddy told them to kiss, then they were going to kiss.



“This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Jeff noted, still inside his girlfriend’s mom.

























Watching his two dream girls make out like long lost lovers was causing him to thrust harder. This wasn’t just his amazing girlfriend and her ridiculously hot mom anymore.



These were his two personal porn stars. These were two girls who would wear any outfit he wanted, play out any fetish he requested, and do any little thing his heart desired. His deviant mind had a never-ending list of perverted tasks for his girls to take part in, but someone still needed to be punished, didn’t she?



His strong thrusts turned to ferocious slams. He was engaged in a silent and unannounced battle with his girlfriend. Abby was more into making out with her mom than he’d expected, and he was trying his hardest to break them up without using either his hands or his words.



“Oh-oh my-my—”



Abby’s mouth locked on her mother’s before ‘God’ could escape from her lips. Kissing her was fun! Her lips were so soft and pouty. It was the polar opposite of her boyfriend’s rugged mouth. And Mom was a really good kisser too! But by far the hottest part of it all was how crazy it must’ve been making Jeff to watch. And, yes, she was fully aware of what her wiseass boyfriend was up to. Despite his best efforts, she had no plans of cutting her first girl-on-girl kiss short.



His fingers moved to Abby’s glistening vagina before slithering up to her throbbing clit. If he couldn’t fuck these two apart, maybe he could overwhelm his girlfriend.



Their tongues tangled before Abby gently bit her mother’s lower lip in an attempt to keep herself from throwing her head back. This wasn’t far! All she wanted to do was kiss Mom, and now her clit was being played with? Sometimes her boyfriend was such a jerk!



“Who’s gonna cum first for Daddy?” Jeff asked, clearly enjoying the struggle both of his girls were having to keep their smooch going.



“I wan-wan-wanna,” Claire barely managed to answer, thanks to the pounding she was receiving.



“You had him all to yourself before I showed up!” her daughter argued. “It’s my turn!”



His fingers found Mrs. P’s clit. A combination of his big cock stretching her tight pussy, and his fingers delicately rubbing her clit were going to make her go off for the fifth time tonight. She couldn’t fight it if she wanted to. His girlfriend’s mom was putty in his hands.



“No, Daddy, I—”



Abby cut herself off as a result of her boyfriend’s firm glare. That wasn’t a playful look. It was a serious one.



“Help your mom out, princess.”



Being called ‘princess’ immediately made her smile. She couldn’t get enough of the pet names he gave her. His teasing was over and now it was time to help Mom get to that magical place once again. Her boyfriend was busy doing the heavy lifting, so the least she could do was chip in and be a good girl.



Abby kissed her mother again. She could feel Mom’s orgasm growing through her mouth. The previous control she had over her tongue and lips were gone. Just like when she came, Mom was turning into a gooey mess, and no one deserved it more than the amazing woman who raised her.



Jeff felt Mrs. P cum on his cock for the fourth time, her pussy pulsating and squeezing his dick as she experienced her fifth orgasm of the night. Every time she came, psychologically, she was losing her loyalty to Mr. P. Each time she lost control and allowed herself to enjoy those forty-five amazing seconds of pleasure, she was his. Mr. P might help pay the bills around here, but that was where his job ended. Abby was his, and Mrs. P was coming right along with her.



“How you feeling?” Abby asked.



Her mother wasn’t exactly thinking clearly at the moment. Five orgasms in thirty minutes will do that to you. “I love him.”



“Mom!” Abby shouted.



“I do,” Claire went on, completely lost in her own world. “I want to marry him.”



“Will you stop!” the teen giggled. “Oh my God!” She turned and looked at her boyfriend who couldn’t appear happier. “You love hearing that, don’t you?”



“She’s just being honest. Now, we’ll get around to the wedding arrangements later,” he said with a wink, “because someone needs to cum, doesn’t she?”



“I do, Daddy,” Abby whined. “I need to cum sooooooo bad.”



He pulled out of Mrs. P and slid back inside his girlfriend. “Here’s what I want you to do, princess,” he started, slowing moving inside her. “I want you to tell your mom just how much you love and appreciate her. She doesn’t get to hear it enough.”



Abby turned her head and gazed down into her mother’s waiting eyes. “You mean the world to me.”



Claire’s face lit up.



“You’re my best friend, and my role model, and I couldn’t ask for a better mom,” she went on. “I love you so much and you have no idea what seeing you have fun does for me. Mom, no one deserves this more than you. And, actually, I thought about it, and I decided to let you and Jeff have some more fun. If you’re up for it.”



“I’m up for it!” Mom enthusiastically replied.



“That’s what I thought,” Abby laughed. “I don’t see why you and Jeff can’t mess around more often. When Dad’s out of town or whatever. You’re entitled to a good sex life.”



Claire’s lips softly pressed against her daughter’s mouth. “And my baby’s entitled to cum too. Be a good girl and give Daddy what he wants.”



Jeff began pounding away as Claire’s fingers found her daughter’s clit. It was time for the architect of his amazing birthday to cum all over his cock. But wait, what about his third and final fantasy? What if he missed his chance and after they were done, his girls decided this was a one-time thing. He would never get a shot at anything like this again. He couldn’t pass up the chance at doing it.



He picked his girlfriend up and placed her next to her mother. Seconds later, he had a handful of Mrs. P’s sexy hair, and pulled her head directly above Abby’s little pussy. The right side of her face was pressed against her daughter’s stomach as his cock continued to bask in the smothering snugness that was his girlfriend. And when his manhood left that warm piece of heaven, it did so for good reason: Mrs. P’s open mouth.

























“How’s she taste?” he asked, pushing back inside Abby.



“Sweet,” Claire answered. “I wanna taste her again.”



He brought his girlfriend right to the cusp of orgasm before pulling out and roughly pumping between a pair of waiting lips. His cock which had been previously covered with Abby’s juices, was being thoroughly cleaned off by her mother’s mouth. Jeff no longer felt like a rock star. He was a rock star.














“I wanna cum soooooo bad!” Abby pleaded. “Please!!”



He turned his attention to Mrs. P. “Should we let her cum?”



Claire unwillingly watched his cock move away from her mouth and push back inside her daughter. It looks like that question was being answered for her. “I guess…”



His index finger slipped inside Mrs. P’s mouth to give her something to suck on while he diddled Abby’s clit with his thumb. “Cum on my cock, princess.”



The last of Abby’s jealousy completely vanished. The cock that was inside her had just been in her mother’s mouth! And now Mom was sucking on her boyfriend’s finger like some insatiable high school girl. Abby knew what it was like to have a high sex drive. The feeling of constantly craving Jeff was always there, so what was life like for her mother? She must’ve been miserable. Not only was she helping Mom out with her needs, but she was giving Jeff every guy’s fantasy: access to multiple women whenever he wanted. But her incredible boyfriend didn’t have to cheat or mess around with some random girl they found on Tinder. There weren’t any diseases or drama to worry about. No, it was just her sexy mom who had quite the dirty side to her.



Her insides began to heat up and tighten as she felt herself growing close. She wanted to cum all over Jeff’s cock and then watch Mom lick it clean. Shit, who was the dirty one again? Maybe Abby was a bigger pervert than she’d previously realized.



She erupted and loudly screeched, “I’m cumming!”














Jeff had been able to withstand Mrs. P exploding on his cock multiple times, but Abby was too much. Feeling her clamp even tighter around his dick caused him to lose control. How he’d been able to hold out this long was a miracle in itself. It was time for his last fantasy.



His throbbing manhood fired two powerful shots deep inside his girlfriend’s gripping pussy before pulling out and aiming at Mrs. P’s face. Without instruction, she stuck her tongue out and wagged it at him. His girlfriend’s always polite, well-spoken, perfectly mannered mom was about to be his little cumslut. Every time he looked at Mr. P, he was going to see Mrs. P with his cum all over her face. She was officially his.














A thick burst exploded from the tip of his penis and painted a line up the side of Mrs. P’s face and into her hair. Another rope slammed into her giggling cheek before he pushed back inside his girlfriend and emptied the rest of his load into her warm embrace.














“More!” Claire begged. “Gimme more!”



As much as he loved his girlfriend’s mom, Abby was the one who had his heart, and Mrs. P was just going to have to wait.



Abby’s still pulsating pussy drained every drop of fluid he had. His girlfriend was full of his seed and her mom was covered in his cum. It was exactly how he wanted life to be from now on. Abby was always his number one priority, but Mrs. P was going to be getting in on the fun from this moment forward.



“Leave it…” moaned Abby. “Leave it in me for a minute…”



She could feel his semen inside her. The heat of his fluids meeting the warmth of her vagina was electric. Nothing resembled him cumming inside her. Sure, she was on birth control, but the primal act of being ejaculated in brought them together in ways nothing else could. His seed was a gift. It was a gift all for her. Well, maybe not all for her anymore…



Jeff slowly pulled out of his girlfriend and watched Mrs. P’s mouth instantly move down to her dripping pussy. She wasn’t actually going to do what he thought she was, was she? As crazy as tonight was, this was next-level porn stuff. But when her tongue slipped out of her mouth and began lapping at Abby’s vaginal lips which were coated with his semen, he knew he was the luckiest guy alive. No one had a girl like Abby or Mrs. P, let alone both of them!



Claire gulped down the tongue full of cum she’d collected before going back for another helping. Just like Abby, Jeff tasted sweet. Both of their flavors were full of youth, and energy, and vibrancy. There was a childlike enthusiasm to the entire evening. Maybe what they were doing was wrong, both none of them cared. They were just enjoying one another. It was life in its rawest state.



She collected another mouthful of semen and carried it up to Abby’s mouth. Inside of swallowing it, she parted her lips and allowed it to slowly drip onto her daughter’s tongue.



“Oh my God, that’s so fuckin’ hot.”

























Hey boyfriend wasn’t lying. Feeling his cum touch her tongue courtesy of her mother’s mouth was unbelievably sexy. Knowing Mom was officially as dirty as her was crazy. No one pushed her into licking her pussy clean. That was all her! Her forty-one-year-old mom was a horny little slut at heart, and she couldn’t get enough of it.



“Kiss me,” Abby requested.

























Claire kissed her daughter again, this time Jeff’s sweet flavor adding to their already taboo exchange of fluids. Jeff made her cum five times, so she wasn’t holding back from being his fantasy girl for the night. A thin strand of cum connected their lips as she pulled away from Abby, causing both of the girls to giggle.



“Little slut,” Claire grinned down at her daughter.



“Yeah, well then what does that make you?” Abby grinned back.



“A big slut,” Jeff chimed in.



Claire turned back to her stud and eagerly sucked his still dripping cock dry. “Your big slut, Daddy.”



“My big slut,” he repeated with a smile. “So, does the birthday boy get any birthday cake?”



“I made brownies!” Abby yelled, jumping off the bed. “They’re in the fridge. I put a thick layer of vanilla frosting on them just how you like!”



He gave his girlfriend a big kiss on the cheek before she scurried out of the room and hustled downstairs.



“You want some brownies, Mrs. P?”



“I have the only treat I need,” she told him between licks and kisses on his cock. “It’s way better than brownies.”



He pulled the sexy brunette off the bed and helped her to her feet. “Lose the heels and let’s go get some dessert. You and Abby are gonna get cleaned up, put on some sexy outfits, and then we’ll come back upstairs for round two.”

“Round two?” Claire asked. “You have another round in you?”



“Another round?” he laughed. “I have like eight more rounds in me. I’m going to text my mom and tell her I’m staying at my friend’s house tonight. Mrs. P, you aren’t going to be walking right tomorrow. Now, let’s go. That sexy ass could use a brownie or two. I like my girl’s thick.”



She stepped out of her heels and headed toward the door, not before receiving a firm slap on the ass. She heard Jeff mumble “My girl” as the two made their way downstairs. For the first time in her life, Claire was finally someone’s girl, even if she had to share that guy with her daughter.



She took a quick peek behind her when they reached the bottom of the stairs and could only laugh to herself. He was still hard! Yeah, there was plenty of Jeff to go around…
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A Daughter’s Helping Hand


Chapter 1 — A Talk About Dad


Monday. September 12th. 6:58 AM.


“Come on, let’s just get it over with, Ella.”


Ella looked up from her cereal bowl at the kitchen table, more embarrassed than ever. Did she really need to have this talk with her mother? She would be a high school graduate in only nine months, for God’s sake! She was too old for this!


Linda sent her daughter a stern look from directly across the table. Sure, they had the sex talk back when Ella first experienced puberty, but there were several topics that were long overdue to be discussed, and she needed to make sure they were on the same page with her daughter going off to college next year.


“I know that we’ve discussed a lot of things over the years, but I just want to make sure that you don’t have any questions,” Linda started. “You’re a senior in high school now, but you’ll be in college before you know it. I don’t want you to feel overwhelmed about something you’re afraid to ask me about.”


“What year is it, Mom?” Ella laughed. “You know that the internet exists, right? I can just look something up if I’m curious about it.”


The brown-haired, brown-eyed, forty-two-year-old mother of one glanced down into her coffee. Maybe she wasn’t needed; but then again, the internet didn’t have twenty-five years of sexual experience to help guide her daughter. Well, it kind of did, but the advice wouldn’t be personal. She didn’t want Ella to struggle with the same problems that she dealt with when it came to her early years of relationships and sexual exploration.


“The internet is full of bullshit and nonsense. Listen, I know that you’re fine about sex and birth control. We’ve gone through that stuff before. I’m talking more about men. Do you have any questions about boys?”


Ella dropped her spoon into her half-eaten breakfast. She’d suddenly lost her appetite. “Boys? Jesus Christ, Mom.”


“I’m serious,” she told her daughter firmly.


“No, I don’t have any questions about boys,” Ella huffed.


“Are you sexually active right now?” Linda questioned.


Ella’s eyes bulged in horror. “Oh my God, Mom!”


“It’s a yes or no question.”


“No, I’m not sexually active!” the teen responded with some attitude. “You know that I don’t have a boyfriend!”


“That doesn’t mean you’re not active.”


Ella shut her eyes, wishing that this nightmarish discussion never happened. “I’m not a slut, Mom! I’ve had sex with one guy in my life, and we dated for three years! I’m not going around hooking-up with random guys. I’m not that kind of girl.”


“I never said that you were.”


“And I need to actually care about a man before I do anything,” Ella declared. “Believe me, we don’t need to have this talk. I won’t be having sex with guys at parties and stuff.”


Linda nodded. “I was the same way until I got to college, and then things changed a bit. Listen, I wasn’t a slut, but I did my fair share of experimenting. It’s not a bad thing. It’s a chance to find yourself and learn what you like.”


The eighteen-year-old was a spitting image of her mother during her youth. Long brown hair, prominent brown eyes, and a fit figure to match. The five-foot-six brunette possessed an athletic, toned frame from years of volleyball and field hockey, but she didn’t feel strong as she continued to listen to Mom talk about sex at the kitchen table. In fact, she felt sick.


“Sometimes, men will try to pressure you to do stuff that you aren’t comfortable with,” Linda revealed. “Especially guys your age. And the party atmosphere creates a sexual vibe where girls are expected to do things. I just want you to be safe.”


“What did I just say?” Ella questioned her mother. “I told you that I’m not into that kind of stuff.”


“But men can be relentless, honey. Occasionally, they want stuff that you aren’t okay with. I just want you to know that it’s fine to say no.”


A curious expression suddenly overcame the young brunette’s face. “What men are you talking about?”


“All men,” Linda clarified. “Especially when they’re drunk and all revved up, and a lot of them are like that even when they aren’t partying. Just understand that it’s always your decision whether or not you want to do something.”


“I know,” Ella huffed once again.


Linda took a sip of her coffee, rolling her eyes. “Your father is like that. Just constant. He’s relentless at times. It’s exhausting, you know?”


Ella’s head perked up.


“It gets tiring having to constantly tell him no, but what am I supposed to do? I don’t know why I’m telling you this. It’s none—”


“No, it’s fine!” Ella interjected passionately, encouraging her to continue. “You can tell me!”


“No, I can’t,” Linda chuckled, shaking her head. “I absolutely can’t. This isn’t a discussion about me anyway. It’s a discussion about you.”


“So, it’s fine to ask me if I’m having sex, but you’re off-limits? That doesn’t sound fair to me.”


She raised her eyebrows at her daughter. “I can’t tell you about my sex life.”


Ella took a bite of her cereal. Suddenly, her appetite returned. “Dad is relentless?”


“Oh my God…”


“What?” Ella laughed. “That’s what you said, right? That Dad is relentless.”


Linda grew flustered as she looked down at the table. “Me and my big mouth…”


“And what did you say? That you’re always turning him down?”


“Ella…”


“The last time I had sex was a year ago,” Ella admitted. “Kyle and I just celebrated our three-year anniversary and we fooled around while his parents went to a movie.”


Linda raised her eyebrows.


“There was no one before and there’s been no one since,” Ella told her. “So, there ya go. Your turn.”


“My turn?”


Ella grinned from ear to ear. “Yep, I just told you my situation. So, let’s hear it.”


“Hear what?” Linda asked.


“Your situation,” she clarified. “Dad is relentless?”


Linda glanced at her daughter, full of hesitation. Jim was getting ready for work and he would storm into the kitchen at any moment. The last thing she needed was for him to hear this conversation.




He can be a little overbearing at times,” she confessed reluctantly, eager to move things along.


“How so?”


Linda took a deep breath. “Do you really think this is appropriate to discuss?”


Ella briskly nodded.


“Well, um…he has a…how do I say…a high sex drive.”


A slight smile appeared on Ella’s face.


“And I don’t. Well, I don’t think there’s a person alive who has one like Dad, but that isn’t my point. This is what I was talking about earlier. He always wants to mess around, and I have to put my foot down and tell him what I’m comfortable with. You can’t let a man walk all over you. Give a guy an inch and he’ll take a mile.”


Ella burst into laughter. “Will you stop! Dad is the greatest guy ever! Don’t make him sound like some sex-crazed maniac!”


Linda rolled her eyes.


“Are you serious?” the teen smiled. “He’s really that relentless?”


“I can’t believe we’re talking about this.”


“It’s fine, Mom,” Ella smirked but stayed on track. “So, like what? You two are always going at it?”


“We would be if it was up to him,” Linda chuckled.


“But you aren’t because you’re not okay with it?” Ella asked.


Linda nodded. “Exactly. See my point? You need to establish yourself no matter the situation. Even in marriage.”


“So, you guys found a middle ground? You compromised?”


“Yeah, we did,” she told her daughter. “We found something that works for both of us.”


“And what’s that?” Ella inquired.


“We do what I say,” Linda said before taking a sip of her coffee.


She observed her mom silently for a few moments before finally speaking up. “Um…how is that a compromise?”


“Because it works,” Linda said with a smile.


“Well, how often do you guys have sex?”


“We can’t discuss that,” Linda said. “That’s too much.”


“I don’t think it is,” Ella countered. “I mean, you told me to establish my boundaries in a relationship, so I’m wondering how you did it. You just straight up told Dad what the deal is?”


Her mother nodded.


“And he goes along with it?”


“Yep,” Linda answered before taking another sip from her cooling coffee.


“So, how often do you guys mess around?”


Linda debated with herself about whether or not to answer her daughter’s question. Honesty and openness were two values that she’d instilled in Ella from an early age. She didn’t want to be a hypocrite and shy away from the truth, and revealing such information would be used to further prove her point.


“Once or twice a month.”


Ella’s jaw dropped.


“What?” Linda asked, surprised by her daughter’s vivid reaction. “It works.”


“For who? You? Mom, you just told me that Dad is relentless! How in the world does that math add up to you?”


“It’s enough for the both of us,” she told Ella. “I have to draw the line somewhere. I would never get anything done if I didn’t. Messing around a few times a month works.”


“Wait, once or twice a month is everything? Blowjobs too?”


“Are you seriously asking me that?”


“Yeah, I’m curious,” Ella responded without a moment of hesitation.


“Blowjobs are for dating,” Linda answered. “They aren’t for marriage. You’ll understand when you get older.”


Ella sat at the kitchen table, dumbfounded.


“What’s that look for?” Linda asked. “I’m just being honest.”


“Let me get this straight. Dad has a high sex drive and he’s always ready to go?”


Her mother nodded.


“You have sex once or twice a month and oral is off the table?”


Linda nodded again but stayed silent.


“And that’s how you compromise in a marriage?” Ella asked, still flabbergasted. “You just selfishly do whatever you want and ignore your husband’s needs?”


“Whoa, wait a minute.”


“That’s bullshit, Mom!” Ella stated harshly with an annoyed look. “That’s not how a relationship should work. Especially with a guy like Dad.”


Linda stared in shock at her daughter.


“Dad is amazing,” Ella went on. “You should see some of my friends’ fathers. Kate’s dad is like three hundred pounds and he just sits around and watches TV all day. Dad works hard, he stays in shape, and he’s unbelievable to both of us. You aren’t doing your job.”


“Excuse me?”


“Yeah, you heard me,” Ella continued. “You’re supposed to take care of him. It’s your job to keep him happy.”


“I work.”


Ella took a quick bite of her cereal before expressing herself further. “I know that, but this is part of your job too. You can’t have sex with a guy like that once or twice a month and expect him to be happy. And no blowjobs? Are you crazy? How’s Dad always in a good mood? It doesn’t make any sense. He should be miserable.”


“Ella.”


“This is messed up, Mom,” she told her mother while flashing her a disappointed glance. “You need to step your game up and take care of that amazing man you’re married to.”


Linda opened her mouth to respond but promptly bit her tongue at the sudden arrival of her husband.


“How are my two ladies doing this morning?”


Ella gave her forty-four-year-old father a big smile as she tracked him move across the kitchen to the coffee maker. He was dressed for work in a pair of beige khakis and a blue dress shirt. His business attire fit his athletic frame to a tee, and his full head of brown hair and striking brown eyes didn’t hurt matters either. He quickly filled his mug before walking over to his wife to give her a kiss on the cheek.


“Morning, Jim,” Linda greeted him.


“I’m running late so I have to get moving,” he announced. He made his way around the table to give his daughter’s head a playful rub. “I’ll see you two later.”


“Have a good day, Dad,” Ella smiled. “Love you!”


“Love you too!” he shouted back before closing the front door behind him.


Ella’s smile quickly dissipated, replaced by an irritated glare. “That man? You’re not taking care of that man?”


“He’s well taken care of,” Linda responded harshly.


“Tonight.”


“What?” Linda asked, perplexed.


“You better take care of him tonight,” Ella clarified.


“That’s none of your business. How about you worry about yourself?”


Ella swiftly shook her head. “Dad is my business and I’m going to make sure he’s happy. You better start doing your job.” Linda watched her daughter reach for her backpack as she stood up and tossed it over her shoulders. “Because if you don’t, then someone else might. Have a good day, Mom.”


Chapter 2 — Honesty


The Following Morning. Tuesday. September 13th. 6:48 AM.


Ella and Linda glared at each other for four straight minutes without saying a word. In fact, nothing at all was said from the moment Ella strolled into the kitchen to find her mother seated at the table, drinking her morning coffee. Both ladies waited for the other to strike first.


“I’m disappointed in you.”


A look of confusion furrowed Linda’s brow. “Excuse me?”


“I stood outside your room last night with my ear pressed to the door,” Ella told her. “For an hour.”




“You did what?”


Ella nodded. “Yep, for an hour. I heard sounds from the TV before you eventually told Dad good night.”


Linda waited for her to make her point.


“What I didn’t hear was the sounds of you making Dad happy.”


“Don’t ever listen to what we’re doing again,” she hissed at her daughter. “That’s a complete invasion of privacy. I would never do that to you.”


Ella sat back in her chair, allowing her cereal to soak in the cold milk. “What do you see when you look at Dad?”


“What do I see?” asked Linda.


“Yeah, what do you see when you look at Dad?”


“I see a man.”


“That’s it?” the teen asked. “Just a man?”


“What do you want me to say, Ella?”


“Do you want to know what I see?” she asked her mom. “I see the world’s greatest guy. I see a provider, and a protector, and a man who busts his butt each and every day to make our lives better. I see a guy who keeps himself in shape and always fixes things around the house. I see a guy who doesn’t put off yardwork and never asks you to lift a finger. I see a man who takes us on vacations, buys us presents, and takes us out to dinner. I see a man who takes a vast interest in all of our hobbies and passions. I see a man who’s so far out of your league that it makes my head spin.”


Appalled, Linda sputtered, “What did you just say!?”


“You have no idea how lucky you are to have Dad,” Ella told, hostile and annoyed. “Who are you to dictate his sexual happiness? You should do every single thing that he wants!”


“You don’t know what you’re talking about.”


The eighteen-year-old was done holding back. “You’re a shitty wife.”


Linda was stunned.


“How are the two most beautiful women in the world doing this morning?” Jim asked with a big smile as he walked into the kitchen and headed for the coffee maker.


…


…


He looked over his shoulder—back at the table—due to a lack of a response. His wife and daughter glared at each other. “Hey, what’s going on?”


“Nothing, Dad,” Ella answered, her eyes never leaving her mother’s combative face.


Jim filled his mug before taking a seat as he watched the two women in his life continue to stare at each other from across the table. “Is something wrong?”


“Nothing’s wrong,” Linda answered, her attention still locked on Ella.


He observed the silence uncomfortably before Ella finally looked in his direction.


“Do you have time to answer a question for me, Dad?” Ella asked


Linda was on the verge of lunging at her daughter.


“I always have time for you, baby,” he answered. “Whaddya need?”


“It’s for school,” Ella told him.


Linda immediately felt herself relax.


“Actually, it’s for my sex ed class,” she noted.


Linda’s relaxed state faded rather quickly, because she once again wanted to drag her daughter to her room by her neck.


Jim waited for Ella to ask her question.


“We have an assignment where we have to talk to both a married man and a married woman,” Ella explained. “We have to ask them about their preferred number of weekly sexual encounters.”


Jim took a swig of his coffee.


“Both the number of times a week that they desire to have sexual intercourse, and the number of total sexual activities they would want,” she continued. “You know, things like oral sex, making out, and stuff. Now, this has nothing to do with your current situation or relationship. These numbers are based solely on your personal wants.”


“Was Mom the woman you asked?” he inquired.


Ella shook her head as she tried to think of who she wanted as the female test subject for her fictional scenario. “No, I asked Kate’s mom.”


“Kate’s mom? Am I privy to that information?” He quickly glanced at his wife. “Obviously, if Mom is okay with hearing it.”


“Yeah, I’m very interested,” Linda said sarcastically as she continued to stare a hole through her daughter.


Ella shot her a glare of her own before turning her attention back to her father. “Kate’s mom said that she would prefer to have sex three to four times a week, and at least one daily sexual activity.”


Jim grinned, surprised. “Are you serious?”


The teen nodded. “Yep. So, I need an answer from a guy. The easiest way to think about this is to pretend that Mom doesn’t exist.”


Linda wanted to put her fist through her daughter’s face.


“And imagine that you’re single,” Ella said. “Now, when I snap my fingers, your dream girl shows up and does anything you want. It’s purely sexual. So, what would your numbers be?”


“Well, your mother is my dream girl,” he announced.


Ella raised her eyebrows, unimpressed.


“What?” he laughed. “She is. Listen, sexual compatibility is based on a relationship. One person can’t call all the shots.”


Ella couldn’t shake her head fast enough. “Dad, I just told you that isn’t what I’m asking about. This isn’t about feelings, love, or any of that. It’s solely about lust.”


He took a moment to think. “This is in an unrealistic fantasy world, right?”


“In a world where your sexual wants and needs come first,” Ella told him.


“I mean, I could go every day, but that obviously isn’t something you can do,” he disclosed.


“Sex every day or just some kind of sexual activity?”


“Again, in a fantasy world, I would love to have sex every day and then some kind of sexual activity on top of that too. So yeah, like two sexual things a day. Is that an option?” he asked.


Ella pulled out her phone and pretended to jot down his answer for her imaginary homework assignment. “Yeah, Dad, there isn’t a wrong answer. So, your ideal number would be fourteen sexual encounters a week? Sex daily and then something on top of that too? And that includes everything? Sex, oral, and stuff like making out.”


“Oral goes both ways?” he asked.


She was slightly taken aback by his honesty—especially considering that Mom sat right next to him at the table—but then again, Mom had yet to stop glaring at her all morning. Who knew if she even processed the discussion at hand?


Ella nodded.


Jim turned and smiled at his wife. “We should start making out again, by the way.”


Linda’s attention shifted to her husband. “What?”


“We should start making out again. I miss it,” he repeated before turning back to Ella. “I don’t know why people stop making out when they get older. It’s awesome.”


Ella couldn’t help but smile.


“Okay, if we’re counting sex, oral both ways, and making out, then go ahead and bump that number up to twenty.”


She pulled out her phone again. “So, twenty sexual encounters a week? About three a day? Sex daily and then two things on top of that as well?”


“Yeah, I think that’s fair,” he nodded. “Again, in a fantasy world.”


“Interesting,” Ella noted.


“Need anything else?” he asked.


“Nope, I think I got it. Thanks, Dad!”


“No problem, sweetheart.” He finished his coffee before standing up and leaning over to give his wife a kiss. This time, he passed on her cheek and instead found her lips, but Linda pulled back to only allow for a quick peck.




“I have to get going too,” Ella announced, standing up and grabbing her bag. “I actually have to get to school early.”


She listened to Dad bid Mom farewell before following him out the door and into the driveway. “Thanks again for being so honest with me, Dad.”


Jim escorted his daughter to her car and opened the door for her. “Not a problem. Have a great day at school, honey.”


Ella and her dad never kissed. It just wasn’t something they did. In fact, it was the one thing about her friend Sarah’s relationship with her own father that made her jealous. They always greeted each other and said their goodbyes with a peck on the cheek. There was something so affectionate about a kiss, and she was ready to start a new tradition after what she’d come to learn over the past twenty-four hours.


She climbed to her tippy-toes so she could reach her six-foot-one father, moved her mouth for his cheek before thinking better of it, and instead planted a soft kiss on his lips. She quickly pulled back to be greeted by a surprised reaction.


“Um…have…have a good…uh, a good day…sweetheart.”


Ella bit her lip as she watched her dad fumble and trip over his words. She could eat him up with a spoon. “You too, Dad!”


She hopped into her car and drove to school with a jolt of electricity flowing through her blood. This was what Mom willingly passed on? Those warm, masculine lips? A simple peck put her on cloud nine, yet Mom somehow opted to avoid it! There would be two options from this point forward. Either Mom got her act together and took care of Dad, or she would.


Chapter 3 — A Reality Check


Later That Day. 5:02 PM.


Ella arrived home to find her mother in the kitchen, still dressed in her work attire which consisted of black dress pants and a yellow long-sleeve dress shirt. It was a look that Mom easily pulled off with her fit body. The sight of her purse on the kitchen table was a sign that she’d just arrived home as well.


“Hey, Mom.”


Linda turned away from the kitchen counter at the sound of her daughter’s voice. She’d looked forward to this moment for the past ten hours. “You’re grounded.”


“What!?”


“You’re grounded,” she repeated with a smirk. “One week. No going out, no hanging out with your friends, and no phone.”


Ella was stunned. “For what!?”


Linda held out her hand. “Give me your phone.”


“Mom, what did I do?”


She raised her eyebrows at her daughter. “Are you serious? What did you do? You know damn well what you did! The conversation at the table with Dad this morning was so far out of line!”


“It was a question for school!” she protested.


“You’re not even taking sex ed this year!” Linda shouted. “Do you seriously think I don’t know your schedule? I made a copy of it when your school mailed it to us before the year started! And do I look as gullible as your father? How many times per week do you want to mess around? What kind of sex ed class would have you ask people that? Give me a break!”


Ella leaned against one of the breakfast table chairs and glared at her mom. “And what was his answer?”


“In a fantasy world,” Linda countered.


“You’re his wife!” Ella stated loudly. “You’re supposed to be his fantasy girl! It’s your job!”


“You have five seconds to give me your phone,” she demanded with her hand out. Ella approached her reluctantly and dropped her cell phone into her palm. “And that’s not my job. My job is to be a mother, and I like to think that I’m pretty good at it. Even if my own daughter doesn’t appreciate me.”


“I never said that. You’re a great mom. I wouldn’t trade you for any other mom in the world.”


Linda smiled for the first time today.


“I just think you’re a shitty wife.”


Linda seethed again.


“Do you want to know what happened after Dad and I left this morning?” Ella asked. “I gave him a kiss on the lips.”


Linda didn’t like the sound of that.


“We never kiss, and I saw him give you a peck at the table this morning, so I figured that I would test what you have access to twenty-four seven. And do you want to know something, Mom? I can still feel it. It gave me this buzz that lasted all day. From a quick kiss! I just don’t understand you. Why wouldn’t you always want that?”


She opened her mouth but Ella steamrolled her.


“And Dad’s answer was twenty times a week, by the way. Twenty! Dad wants to mess around eighty times a month! Did you hear him when he asked about oral both ways? How amazing was that? He even takes care of you in his fantasies! Well, congrats, Mom, you’re only seventy-eight sexual encounters per month away from satisfying your husband. When was the last time you two had sex, by the way?”


Linda looked down at the ground, suddenly ashamed. “What’s the date today?”


“September 13th,” Ella answered.


“When did you go on your friend’s parents’ boat?”


Ella’s jaw dropped.


Linda had yet to look up from the floor. She didn’t need to see Ella’s face to guess her reaction. “We messed around then.”


“I went on Claire’s parents’ boat July 4th weekend! Let me see my phone.”


She gave her daughter her phone back.


Ella quickly pulled up her calendar. “It was the Saturday after the holiday, so that would make it July 7th. Mom, it’s September 13th!”


Linda couldn’t look her in the eye.


“You haven’t had sex in over two months!”


“We uh…we haven’t done anything since then…”


…


…


Linda glanced up timidly to be met by her bewildered daughter.


“You haven’t done anything with Dad in over two months? We’re talking about sex and blowjobs.”


She nodded.


Ella took a deep breath. “I’m beyond stunned. I honestly don’t know what to say.”


“We’ve been busy,” Linda said, attempting to defend herself. “I’ve been going to the gym a lot more so I’ve been tired, and a few weeks just kind of turned into a few months.”


“Does Dad say anything?” Ella questioned.


“Yeah, but not like he used to. He doesn’t nag me as much anymore. Maybe he’s losing interest?”


Ella didn’t see things that way at all. “Losing interest? Mom, there’s only so much rejection a person can take. He doesn’t initiate as much because he’s tired of being turned down.”


“I don’t know…” Linda groaned.


“You’re giving him something tonight!”


She was taken aback by her daughter’s strict demands. “Oh, is that right?”


“I don’t care what you decide to do, but you’re doing something with him tonight. Do you need me out of the house? Because I’ll find somewhere to go. He should be cheating on you, you know that, right? He should be fucking one of his secretaries at work or something.”


Linda hated even imagining such a situation. “Don’t say that.”


“He should!” the young brunette shouted. “But we both know that he never would because he isn’t that kind of guy. Two months! Two freakin’ months! That’s unbelievable! You—”


Ella’s head snapped toward the sound of the front door opening.


“Hey!” Jim greeted his family as he strolled into the kitchen.


“Hey, Dad!” Ella smiled.


“Jim,” Linda acknowledged her husband meekly.


“Who wants to go out to dinner?” he asked.


“Me!” Ella cheered.


“I was planning to make dinner,” Linda told him.


Jim shot his daughter a smile. “What do you think? Steak?”


“Yeah, let’s go out for steaks!” Ella agreed with a big smile.


Linda huffed. Ella was the last person that she wanted to spend time with tonight.


“What do you say? Want to get some steaks, Linda?” he asked.


She nodded hesitantly.


“Alright, girls. Let’s go!”


Chapter 4 — Steak and Dessert


Later That Night. 9:47 PM.


Once again, Ella planted herself outside of her parents’ bedroom with her ear pressed against the door. Mom had a big glass of wine at dinner before they got ice cream. It was just another awesome night courtesy of her amazing father, but Ella was under the impression that Mom received the memo. Not only did her mother seem to realize how ridiculous it was earlier to go two months without any sexual activity, but then Dad took them out for a great night almost immediately after. So, why didn’t she hear anything other than the television?


She was done waiting.


Knock. Knock.


“Come in!” Jim shouted.


Ella opened her parents’ bedroom door to be greeted by the sight of her dad resting in bed watching TV, while Mom relaxed next to him with a paperback novel in her lap. Mom wore little black shorts and a white t-shirt, and her attention had yet to shift from her book.


“I just wanted to thank you again for the great night,” Ella told Dad with a smile as she approached the bed. “It was really fun.”


“It was, wasn’t it?” he returned her smile. “I love spending time with my girls.”


Ella glanced at her mother who remained lost in her book. “And I was hoping that Mom could help me with something real quick.”


Jim couldn’t conceal his concern. “Is everything okay, sweetheart?”


She quickly nodded. “Yeah, it’s just girl stuff.”


Linda’s eyes finally left her book. “What do you need?”


“Can you come to my room for a second?”


“We can’t handle it here?” Linda asked.


Ella shook her head.


Linda let out of dramatic huff before rolling out of bed and following her daughter—who was dressed in black shorts and a pink t-shirt—along the upstairs hallway and into her bedroom. Ella promptly shut the door behind them.


“What are you doing?” Ella asked.


Linda held out her hands, puzzled.


“Are you kidding me? Did you forget the conversation that we had a few hours ago?”


“Were you standing outside our door again?” Linda asked. “Ella, I said not to do that.”


“I feel like your mother,” said Ella. “I have to double-check to make sure you’re doing the right thing. This is ridiculous! Go take care of Dad!”


“I’m not in the mood.”


She stared at her mother defiantly. “It’s real simple, Mom. Here’s how it’s going to work. You have thirty seconds to go back into your bedroom and take care of Dad. If not, then I will.”


“You’ll what?”


“I’ll take care of him,” Ella reiterated. “Don’t want that to happen? Then go do it yourself.”


“You’ll do no such thing.”


Ella grinned at her mother. “Oh yeah? Watch me.”


The eighteen-year-old opened her bedroom door and raced down the hallway with Mom in hot pursuit.


Jim’s back pressed against the headboard to his rear as he glanced toward the door from the sounds of hurried footsteps approaching from the hallway. He watched his daughter come to a stop at the edge of the bed, and Linda rushed to move next to her.


“Mom has something to tell you,” Ella announced.


Jim looked at his wife.


Linda opened her mouth but changed her mind, staring down at the hardwood floor instead.


“I’ve had enough of this,” Ella huffed. “Dad, Mom wants to give you a blowjob.”


His eyes bulged.


“And she’s sorry for the lack of sexual attention over the years as well,” she continued. “She knows that she should take care of you regularly. Isn’t that right, Mom?”


Linda looked up to observe her husband’s baffled expression. “I…um…”


“And she plans to be a changed woman from now on,” Ella smiled. “No more turning you down or going two months without sex.”


“How do you know about that?” he asked his daughter. “What in the world is going on?”


Ella turned to her mother. “Well, what are you waiting for? Go take care of Dad!”


Mom turned her attention back to the floor.


“This is so ridiculous,” Ella grumbled. “Dad, take your pants off.”


“What!?” Jim shouted, more stunned than ever.


Ella’s eyes moved to her father’s sweatpants. “I’m done sitting around and waiting for Mom to come to her senses. When was the last time you got blown?”


He gulped. “It’s…uh…been a while. Why are you asking me this?”


“How long is a while?”


“I don’t know. Maybe…like…five years?” he answered honestly, unsure of why he had such a conversation with his own daughter.


Ella gasped loudly.


He responded with a slight chuckle thanks to her dramatic reaction. “What?”


“Five years!?” Ella scolded her mother. “Five years! Are you kidding me!?”


“She doesn’t like doing it,” he came to his wife’s defense. “It’s fine. It’s not the end of the world. You still didn’t answer my question though. Why are you two discussing our sex life?”


Ella decided to inform her father of the current situation. Maybe it would knock some sense into Mom if she got Dad on her side? “It came up over breakfast the other day and I soon discovered that Mom isn’t doing her job.”


“Her job?” he asked. “What does that mean?”


“She isn’t taking care of your needs,” Ella explained. “And today, I learned that you two haven’t had sex in over two months! And on top of all of that, she never gives you head! Dad, this is crazy! Remember the question I asked you this morning? About how often you want to fool around?”


“That was for school,” he chimed in.


“No, it wasn’t,” Ella told him. “I made it up to prove a point to Mom. I refuse to watch you continue to suffer like this. Your needs should be the number one priority in this house.”


He started laughing.


“Is this a joke to you?” Ella asked in an extremely serious tone. “Because I don’t find it funny. I find it sad, to be honest. My awesome, incredible, amazing dad is barely having sex. Are you cheating on Mom?”


“I would never!” he protested.


“Then how do you function?” she questioned.


“There’s more to life than sex,” he informed her. “Would I enjoy having more sex? Absolutely. What guy wouldn’t? But Mom isn’t in the mood a lot of the time so I deal with it. I take care of it myself.”


The high school senior couldn’t possibly appear more disgusted as she looked at her mother. “Did you hear that? You’re married to the greatest guy in the world, and he’s jerking-off because of you! You should be ashamed of yourself!”


“Don’t talk to your mother that way.”


Ella brushed off his comment as she continued to glare at Mom—who still avoided eye contact with the rest of the room. “I stick by what I said earlier.”


His brow furrowed. “What did you say earlier?”


Linda finally opened her mouth. “She thinks I’m a shitty wife.”


The confused and somewhat playful expression on Jim’s face immediately vanished. It was quickly replaced by anger. “You said that to your mother!?”


Ella nodded proudly. “I stick by it too.”


“Apologize,” he demanded.


She shook her head. “Nope.”


“Apologize!”


“Not happening,” she told him.


He took a deep breath in an attempt to calm himself. “You have ten seconds to apologize to your mother or you’ll be in a world of hurt. I’m talking grounded. Like, forever.”


“Why should I apologize for something I believe in?” Ella asked. “Mom isn’t taking care of her husband. That makes her a shitty wife in my opinion. Is she a great mom? Absolutely. But a great wife? Hell no.”


He struggled to control himself. “Your mother is the greatest woman to ever walk this planet. I can only dream that you’ll someday turn out to be half the person she is. I can’t make myself clearer, Ella. Apologize.”


“I’ll apologize when she proves me wrong,” Ella said. “Dad, you’re like Superman. You’re an awesome, smart, caring, loyal, unbelievable guy, and it hurts my heart to know that your needs aren’t being met. Fine, Mom can continue to selfishly only care about herself and ignore you, but do you want to know something? I’m going to take care of you.”


He raised his eyebrows.


“Take your pants off,” she demanded. “Take ‘em off so I can give you what you should be getting on a daily basis.”


“Two things,” he said extremely clearly. “One, I’m not doing anything with you. That’s completely out of the realm of possibility. Two, I don’t know if you think I’m joking, but I can’t be more serious. You’re literally never going to leave your room again if I don’t hear an apology to your mother.”


Ella turned and looked at her mother—who finally made eye contact with her. “I’m sorry that we’re in this situation because you don’t take care of Dad.”


Jim’s hands squeezed the bed comforter.


“And I’m sorry that you think it’s okay to barely touch Dad. And I’m sorry that the truth hurts your feelings. And I’m sorry—”


“ELLA!!!” he screamed.


Both girls jumped as stunned looks swept across their faces. Ella gulped. She’d never heard Dad shout, let alone scream. And his scream was directed at her! The moment quickly became very real.


“Apologize!”


She glanced at Mom, frightened. “I’m sorry.”


“For what?” he asked.


“I’m sorry for acting like a bitch,” she quickly apologized.


Linda nodded to accept her daughter’s apology.


He let out of a long exhale to settle his raised blood pressure. “And I’m sorry for yelling but that was ridiculous. I won’t be this nice if I hear you disrespect your mother again. Are we clear?”


Ella nodded.


“Now, go to your room.”


The teen shook her head. “I can’t do that.”


He grew frustrated. “And why’s that?”


“Because you’re not taken care of,” she said. “I can’t allow that to happen anymore.”


Jim had enough. “Ella, go to—”


“She’s right.”


The father and daughter both looked at a previously quiet Linda.


“She’s right,” Linda repeated. “I haven’t been taking care of you.”


A smile grew on Ella’s face.


Linda crawled up onto the bed. “Take your pants off.”


His attention shifted to his daughter. “Out. Now!”


“But I wanna stay…” Ella whined.


“Go to your room,” he demanded, pointing at the door. His expression quickly changed as his eyes closed in ecstasy.


Ella soaked in one of the greatest sights that she ever saw in her eighteen years on the planet after her focus moved lower.


Mom finally took care of Dad.


“Just do whatever you want,” he moaned.


It was like his first time all over again. Five years without a blowjob brought back that juvenile feeling of lust, and that’s exactly what the forty-four-year-old father experienced at the moment. His eyes finally opened to find his daughter sitting Indian style on the end of the bed, taking in the sight of her mother bobbing up and down on the first few inches of his hard cock. Surprisingly, he honestly didn’t care where she sat. He was just happy to feel like a man again.


Ella wet her lips as she admired the scene in front of her. Dad’s sweatpants were pulled down to his knees, and his big cock was being sucked by her mother while she sprawled flat on her stomach with her feet dangling off the side of the bed. She had a perfect view of the action and found it hard to stay quiet.


“You have a big dick.”


He turned his attention back to his daughter. “Excuse me?”


“You have a big dick,” Ella repeated lustfully with her eyes still locked on the fun. “You’re way bigger than my ex-boyfriend.”


“Um…thanks, I guess,” he chuckled.


“You’re welcome,” she told him before biting her lower lip. “Don’t forget his balls.”


…


…


“Mom!”


Linda’s head perked up as she paused her blowjob to glance at Ella. “What?”


“Don’t forget his balls,” she repeated.


“I don’t think so,” Linda sighed.


Ella looked at her father.


“That’s something she never did,” he told her. “It’s fine.”


Ella immediately shook her head. “Mom, suck Dad’s balls.”


Linda ignored her daughter’s demands and returned back to her rather reserved blowjob.


“So, she’s not going to suck your balls?”


He shook his head in disbelief. “I never would’ve imagined those words coming out of your mouth.”


“Well, I—oh!” Ella jumped off the bed excitedly. “Don’t stop! I’ll be right back!”


He moved his wife’s long brown hair out of her face as he attempted to grasp the situation while Ella scurried out of the room. Everything about his daughter’s involvement felt wrong. The way that she sat on the bed and made demands was ridiculous; but then again, her refusal to act appropriate was the only reason that he got a blowjob at all. It was in that moment when he finally realized something.




His daughter was right.


Sometimes, he didn’t feel taken care of, but it was hard to be mad at Linda. Everything she did was perfect in his eyes, so he always credited her lack of desire to her low sex drive or pure exhaustion. It was the logical route to take.


He zoned out for a moment as his angelic wife continued to bob on his manhood. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could hold out after five years of not experiencing such bliss.


“That’s what I like to see. Good job, Mom.”


His head perked up to observe Ella stroll back into the bedroom with a tall glass in her hand. He pointed at it. “What’s that?”


“It’s a beer,” she smiled. “Actually, it’s two. I want you to unwind and really enjoy yourself.”


Ella walked over to her father’s side of the bed and sat down next to him. Her left leg touched his right leg as Mom continued her task.


“Is this the Playboy Mansion? Well, since ya got it,” he laughed, reaching out to accept the glass before taking a sip. The manner in which the cold, crisp drink hit his taste buds acted as the ideal contrast to the warm, soothing feeling around his cock.


“Take your shirt off.”


He looked at his daughter after swallowing a mouthful of ale. “What?”


“Relax and take your shirt off,” Ella smiled. She reached out and held onto his drink to allow him to remove his t-shirt. “That’s better.”


Jim watched her take a quick sip before handing it back to him.


Ella’s mouth quickly found her father’s ear as they watched Mom give him a blowjob together. “Can I be honest with you for a minute?”


“You haven’t been honest?” he chucked uncomfortably. “I think you’ve been way too honest already.”


“I mean really honest,” she whispered.


He downed half his drink in preparation of what he had in store for him. Something told him that he would need a buzz.


“You know how amazing I think you are,” Ella said. “How kind, awesome, and caring you are to both me and Mom, but I think you’re really handsome too.”


Jim gulped.


Ella’s hand found her father’s pectoral muscle, tracing her way along his defined shoulder before landing on his right bicep. “You’re such a stud.”


“Um…thanks…”


“You’re very welcome,” she purred into his ear. “You know, I’ve actually thought about you before.”


“Thought about me?”


Ella’s wet tongue grazed his earlobe. “Mm-hmm. I thought about doing exactly what we’re watching.”


His eyes shot down and observed his wife continuing to give him oral sex. He wasn’t sure what to say.


This time, his daughter was so close that her warm breath tickled the inside of his ear. “Do you want your balls sucked? I’ll suck ‘em, and lick ‘em, and play with ‘em for as long as you want,” she giggled. “I’ll be your little plaything.”


He turned to look into Ella’s hypnotizing brown eyes before tilting his head back and downing the rest of his beer.


“I’ll take that,” Ella smiled, removing the glass from his hand and placing it on the nightstand. “So, do you want your balls sucked, Dad?”


He knew that he would regret his decision but he really didn’t care anymore. What was wrong with getting what he wanted for once? He worked hard to provide a great life for his wife and daughter, and now they wanted to take care of him. Who was he to say no?


He nodded slowly.


“I want to hear you say it,” Ella moaned.


He cleared his throat and gazed into her gentle brown eyes. “I want you to suck my balls, sweetheart.”


Ella’s face lit up with excitement. “Gladly!”


She slid down and looked across her father’s body at her mother, patiently waiting to capture her attention. She seemed lost in another world. “Mom.”


…


“Mom!”


Linda’s mouth left her husband as her attention moved to her daughter.


“Mind if I join you?”


Linda glanced up at Jim. He responded with a shrug of his shoulders.


“I won’t get in your way or anything,” Ella told her. “I just want to help out. Listen, you’re doing a great job and I don’t want you to stop, but Dad wants his balls sucked.”


“Um—”


“I’ll let you keep doing your thing,” she cut off her confused mother. “So, you just focus on your blowjob, and I’ll focus on Dad’s balls. Deal?”


Linda was stunned.


“Awesome,” Ella smiled. Her hand found the back of Mom’s head and softly guided her back to Dad’s throbbing cock, where she wrapped her lips back around his towering pole.


It took the high school senior a few moments to collect herself. Everything about her view was perfect. Mom’s pouty lips around Dad’s big dick should be a regular occurrence, and hopefully tonight was the start of a daily tradition. But Dad still waited. If this was his first blowjob in five years, then how long had it been since his balls last received some attention? Ten years? Maybe never? She planned to change that.


The young brunette was immediately hit by her father’s scent. It poured off of him. It wasn’t an odor as much as it was manliness. His pheromones overwhelmed her. Testosterone radiated from his groin, and it seemed to have Mom in a trance as she continued to worship her favorite toy. But now it was her turn. It was her chance to not only help out Dad, but to get in on the fun as well.


She leaned in and planted a kiss on his left nut.


Jim moaned. Five years. It’d been five years without a blowjob and now what did he see when he opened his eyes? Two pretty brunettes with their faces buried in his crotch. Sure, one of those gorgeous women was his daughter, but his dick called the shots tonight, and his previously lonely friend wanted all the love he could get.


Ella parted her lips, allowing her wet tongue to swirl across Dad’s heavy sack. She made sure to pay equal attention to both of his large testicles. Every moan and groan from the head of the bed sent her into overdrive. Dad was her world. He was her everything. He was the one person alive who deserved to have every single thing he wanted, and if he desired to have his balls sucked, then she would make sure it happened.


She used her fingers to push his ball into her mouth where she swallowed it whole, sucking on his sensitive nut.


“Jesus Christ…”


There it was! Another moan! Ella wanted to hear that every day. She needed Dad to cry in pleasure all over the house, but right now, she desired nothing more than to hear him moan louder.


She allowed his testicle to fall from her mouth in favor of dragging her tongue along the surface of his sack once again. Her eyes peered skyward to observe her mother continue her effort. It wasn’t a bad blowjob, but it wasn’t necessarily a good one either. She didn’t take Dad much further than the head of his dick, but Ella decided to stay quiet. These were the first initial baby steps in a long process, after all.


But she couldn’t help but admire all the room between Dad’s balls and her mother’s mouth as she watched Mom bob away. It looked so dry and lonely.


Well, it did for now.


Ella slowly slid her tongue north along her father’s thick shaft as she felt his leg twitch. How far should she go? This was Mom’s territory, at the end of the day. Mom owned this part of Dad and she didn’t want to step on her toes, but feeling him shake as a result of her mouth empowered her. It made her want to be bad.


Her tongue continued its rise until it grazed the bottom of Mom’s lower lip.


Linda stopped as her eyes instantly opened. Her daughter gazed up at her with her tongue pressed against the side of Jim’s cock. Everything about this was wrong. Not only the fact that it took Ella to give her a much-needed sexual wake-up call, but the manner in which she joined in as well. But the girl did love her father. Maybe this was just her way to show her affection?


She decided to ignore Ella’s tongue and resume her blowjob.


Relief shot through the young brunette. Mom was okay with everything and now it was time to turn her attention back to where it belonged. She planted kisses on her father’s thick shaft as she worked her way back down to his balls.


Maybe this was a step too far? Maybe it was too much, too soon? Or maybe it was exactly what her mother needed.


“Talk dirty to Dad,” Ella demanded.


Linda’s eyes opened once again, her brow furrowing while her mouth remained wrapped around Jim’s cock.


“Guys love dirty talk,” Ella said before looking at the head of the bed. “Isn’t that right, Dad?”


He didn’t answer. He just wanted his daughter’s lips back on his balls again. He could get used to having two warm mouths worship his cock in bed every night, and Linda’s wet mouth still engulfed the head of his dick. Five years without a blowjob and now she didn’t want him to leave her lips! It was heaven!


“Dad!” Ella shouted.


Jim snapped to attention with a nod. “Dirty talk is fine. I mean, not talking dirty is also fine. It’s totally up to your mother.”


“Will you stop trying to be nice all the time?” Ella rolled her eyes before shifting her focus back to the other woman in the room. “Mom, he wants you to talk dirty.”


Linda finally allowed her husband’s throbbing cock to escape from her mouth as she peered at Ella hesitantly. “I don’t know how to.”


“There’s no wrong way to do it!” Ella laughed. “Just be sexy. Be nasty, and filthy, and flirty. Think of it this way. You can have an alter ego! Outside the bedroom, you’re a successful woman and a great mom. But inside the bedroom? Inside the bedroom you can be anything you want! You can be as perverted, obscene, and crude as you desire, and Dad will love every minute of it!”


“I certainly will,” he added, smiling.


Linda glanced up at him shyly. “Does that feel good? You know, my blowjob?”


He nodded.


“Um…do you…want more of it?”


He nodded again.


She looked back at Ella. “Like that?”


Ella was perplexed. “That’s your version of dirty talk?”


“What?” Linda asked. “He seemed to like it.”


Ella ran her hand through her hair in frustration. “Don’t you watch porn?”


Linda shook her head no.


“Jesus…” she groaned. “Mom, just be nasty. Say that craziest stuff that you’ve ever wanted to say. Don’t hold back.”


Linda came up empty. “I don’t know what to say.”


“May I?” Ella asked, pointing at Dad’s towering cock.


Linda nodded.


Ella wrapped her hand around her father’s throbbing meat. Her touch caused him to let out an intense whimper.


“Hey, Daddy.”


Jim smiled.


“Did I do a good job sucking your balls?”


He nodded with an even bigger smile.


“Good, because all I want to do is make you happy. It’s the only thing I care about. You work so hard for me and I want you to see how much I appreciate you.”


He closed his eyes as his daughter began to stroke him faster.


“Can you imagine my tight little pussy wrapped around your big dick?”


He moaned.


“Do you think it would even fit?” Ella giggled sheepishly. “Dad, you’re so much bigger than my ex-boyfriend.”


“Oh yeah?”


“Sooooooo much bigger,” she nodded. “You’re like twice the size of him, but everything about you is better than him. Your personality, how funny you are, all your muscles, and especially your huge cock.”


“Fuck that kid,” he moaned again, his eyes remaining shut.


“Fuck him is right,” Ella purred. “I used to think about you when I was with him. He wanted to do so much stuff but I never let him, because he wasn’t the one.”


“Who’s the one?” he asked.


Ella grinned as she squeezed harder. “Who do you think?”


He finally parted his closed eyelids and locked onto his daughter’s unusually seductive stare.


“You got a big load for me?” Ella asked.


“Fuckin’ right I do,” he growled.


Ella dropped her voice to an innocent, schoolgirl-like whisper. “And what are you going to do with it?”


“I’m gonna put it all over that pretty face.”


Ella couldn’t believe how nasty Dad got with her. She couldn’t possibly be more wet. “Are you going to make me your cumslut?”


“Daddy’s little cumslut,” he grinned, his eyes never leaving her. “And then I’m going to make your mother lick it off of you.”


“Jesus Christ, Jim!”


The father and daughter both snapped out of their fantasies and turned to observe a shocked Linda.


“That’s disgusting!


Ella let out a huff. “What the hell, Mom!? We were really getting into it!”


“What?”


“It’s dirty talk!” she explained to her mother. “It isn’t real! He’s not actually going to cum on my face and make you lick it off!”


Her eyes moved down to the bed, embarrassed by her lack of understanding.


“It’s all fake, but did you see how hot it was?” She quickly looked back at her father. “Well, the part about my ex wasn’t fake. I meant that.”


He smiled.


“So, do you want to give it a try?” she asked Mom.


Linda took a deep breath before replacing her daughter’s hand with her own touch. She slowly stroked her husband. “Hey, Jim.”


“Hey, honey,” he smiled back.


She turned to Ella with a stressed look. “Um…can I call him daddy too?”


“That’s fine with me. You should probably ask Dad though.”


Her eyes shifted back to Jim. “Is it okay if I call you daddy?”


He immediately nodded.


She glanced down excitedly before collecting herself and finding her husband’s eyes once again. “Hey, Daddy.”


“Hey, honey,” he smiled. Now, this was the woman he remembered marrying.


“I’m sorry about the past few years,” she apologized. “Or like, fifteen years. And I’m sorry that I’ve been kind of cold and distant to you sexually.”


“It’s okay,” he comforted her.


“I won’t be like that anymore. I just want to make you happy.”


He smiled at his perfect wife. “You being you makes me happy.”


She blushed. “I want to be more than that though. I want to start being your little porn star.”


“Um…” he hesitated, unsure if he was lost in a dream. “Yeah, we can definitely do that.”


“Do you remember when you came to my company Christmas party last year?”


He let out a moan as a result of her grip tightening around his cock. “Mm-hmm.”


“And do you remember Sarah?”


“Blonde girl?” he asked, his eyes now closed as her strokes increased in speed. “Kind of short?”


“That’s her,” Linda nodded. “She always complains about her husband. Like, every day. I have no idea why they’re married because everything he does makes her mad, and I’m sure that you remember her getting drunk at the party, but you didn’t hear what she said to me in the bathroom later that night.”




“What did she say?” he breathed heavily.


Linda smiled to herself. “She called me a lucky bitch.”


His eyes shot open. “What?”


“She called me a lucky bitch,” she repeated. “She told me that she would kill to switch husbands and asked me if we ever swapped.”


His jaw dropped.


“I got offended and stormed out of the bathroom. I mean, who is she to talk about my husband that way? But do you want to know something? She’s right. I am a lucky bitch. I’m married to an amazing guy who treats me like a queen, and he’s quite the stud on top of it.”


His focus darted over to Ella, only to find her gazing lovingly at Linda.


“Sarah would’ve fucked you in the bathroom that night. Hell, if I texted her right now, I guarantee she would drive over here and have sex with you right in our bed, and I bet that a lot of other women would too. I won’t let my daddy’s needs come second ever again. I don’t care if we’re in the car, if I’m in the shower, or if Ella’s sitting right on the sofa next to us…”


Ella bit her bottom lip.


“…if you want something, then you tell me, and I’ll do it,” Linda grinned. “I’m going to be your dream wife.”


“You already are,” he smiled before closing his eyes and allowing his world to be engulfed by pleasure.


“Then I’m going to be your dream woman,” Linda corrected herself. “Are you going to cum for me?”


“Mm-hmm,” was all he managed to respond with.


Linda lips found his cock once again as she wrapped her hand around his throbbing member. She simultaneously stroked and sucked, his intensifying moans informing her that it was exactly what he wanted.


“Faster,” Ella chimed in.


Linda’s action grew to a furious pace before a loud roar rocketed throughout the bedroom.


Ella witnessed a euphoric expression on Dad’s face as his body twitched and shook. She was only two feet away while her father exploded in her mother’s mouth, and she wouldn’t trade places with anyone else in the world—Mom excluded. She wanted to see a similar look on Dad’s face all the time!


His moans finally subsided as his head slumped forward.


“That was amazing, Mom,” Ella said, watching Mom jump off the bed and dash into the hallway. “Where are you going?”


The lack of response caused her to look at Dad. “Where’s she going?”


Jim had yet to recover from his first blowjob in five years.


Ella hopped down from the mattress and journeyed into the hallway before noticing the open bathroom door. Light escaped into the otherwise dark hall. She ventured inside to see Mom with her mouth over the sink.


“Why did you run off like that?”


Linda turned and looked at her daughter. “What?”


“Why did you run off like that?” Ella repeated. Her eyes moved from Mom’s face to the sink where she instantly gasped. “What’s that!?”


Linda was confused. “What?”


“Is that Dad’s cum!?” Ella shouted. “You ran in here to spit him out!?”


“Yeah, I don’t swallow.”


“Jesus Christ, Mom,” Ella complained. “We have a long way to go.”


“I don’t like how it tastes,” she admitted.


Ella shook her head. “Mom, it’s for the guy. He wants to see you accept him. It’s a dominance thing.”


“Accept him?” Linda laughed. “Baby, did you forget that I have a daughter with him?”


“No, I didn’t forget,” she rolled her eyes. “It’s just…you know what? Forget about it. You did great tonight!”


Linda smiled.


“I know the whole experience was probably weird and inappropriate with me being there, but I’m really proud of you. You did an awesome job.”


Linda gave her daughter a hug. “Thanks, baby.”


Ella smiled as she wrapped her arms around her mom. She finally had her parents on the same page.


Chapter 5 — A New Woman


The Following Morning. Wednesday. September 14th. 6:56 AM.


Linda stood in front of the kitchen counter as she fired up the coffee maker. There was a certain glow radiating from her on this Wednesday morning. Her daughter was right. She did like taking care of Jim, and the big smile on Ella’s face as she ate her cereal at the kitchen table told Linda that her daughter enjoyed taking care of him too.


“How are my perfect angels doing this morning?”


Linda turned to watch her husband stroll into the kitchen, all dressed for work in a pair of sharp black dress pants, a white long-sleeve dress shirt, and a gray tie. He even looked sexier to her. Maybe Ella really did knock something loose inside her head?


She felt Jim’s groin press against her butt as he pinned her against the kitchen counter. His lips found her neck, showering her with kisses before she fought him off playfully. He looked better, his masculine scent was more powerful, and his body even felt stronger. It reminded her of the way things were when they dated.


He made his way to the table and gave Ella a light rub on the head. “Sleep good?”


She nodded before flashing him a disappointed glance.


“What’s that look for?” he asked.


Ella pressed her finger to her lips.


He laughed before leaning down and giving her a peck on the lips. She responded with a big smile.


“Coffee, honey?” Linda asked.


“Sounds good,” he answered, taking a seat at the table next to his daughter. A mug was soon placed on the table in front of him, but his eyes were busy elsewhere. He was locked on his wife.


Linda was dressed in a pink pencil skirt which ended just below her knees, and a long-sleeve black top rolled halfway up her arms. Every tap on the floor courtesy of her black heels made his cock twitch. He had some things in mind for that outfit. Primarily, like seeing it scattered across their bedroom floor.




But was last night an anomaly? Would things eventually return to normal? It was far from uncommon for his wife’s body and sense of style to drive him crazy, but now he was curious if she was truly a changed woman or not.


“Look at that body,” he commented.


Linda rolled her eyes before heading back to the kitchen counter with her back facing the table. She waited patiently for the coffee maker to finish brewing her cup.


“That ass drives me crazy.”


Ella grinned just like Dad. Her eyes quickly moved from her father to her mother. “She’s rockin’ that outfit for sure.”


“Ella, look at that fuckin’ ass. Mom should be a model.”


Linda shook her head.


“What kind of model, Dad?” Ella asked.


“Hmm…” Jim pretended to ponder her question. “I mean, she can definitely pull off the business look.”


“Totally,” the young brunette chimed in.


“Who rocks the female workplace power-look better than Mom?”


“No one that I can think of,” Ella smiled in agreement.


“Obviously, the biggest no-brainer would be for her to be a swimsuit model,” Jim continued. “I can’t think of much else that the world would rather see than Mom oiled up on a beach somewhere.”


Linda chuckled while shaking her head, keeping her back to the table.


“What about a lingerie model?” Ella asked.


He briskly nodded. “I was getting to that next. Maybe a little photo shoot with her sprawled on the bed with some lace lingerie on? What do you think, Ella? White or black?”


“I’m a fan of white lingerie,” she answered. “It looks angelic.”


“Well, she is an angel,” he smiled.


“Will you two stop?” Linda giggled, still not looking at her family.


“How do you get a butt like that?” Ella asked. “It defies physics.”


“It’s because I was a saint in my past life,” he answered. “So, God rewarded me with this perfect view.”


Linda laughed. “Believe me, you were no saint. And it’s from all the squats I do. It’s like ninety percent of my gym routine.”


“I have to start doing more squats,” Ella muttered under her breath, jealous of her mother’s incredible backside.


“You’re still young and perky,” Linda countered. “You don’t have to worry about that until you get old like me.”


Jim instantly raised his eyebrows. “Old like you? What are you talking about? You could pass for twenty-one. Hike up that skirt.”


Linda finally turned her head back to the table. “Excuse me?”


“Hike up that skirt,” he repeated. “I want to see those legs.”


“Yeah, come on, Mom. Hike it up.”


“She’s giving orders now too?” Linda smirked, pointing at her daughter. She pretended to be annoyed by the onslaught of attention and praised, but deep down, she loved it. Why did she block all of this love and appreciation for so many years? She couldn’t explain her past behavior, but she planned to make up for lost time.


Linda slowly rolled up her skirt just below her butt and held it for a few moments before dropping it.


“You have better legs than me,” said Ella.


“Please,” Linda laughed. “No amount of squats can make me eighteen again. “And I—”


“I want to see that ass,” Jim interrupted.


She looked back at the table, surprised by her husband’s brashness in front of their daughter. “Do you think that’s appropriate?”


“Let’s ask,” he smiled. “What do you think, Ella?”


The high school senior nodded repeatedly. “I think so. I mean, I want to see your butt.”


“Well, look at that,” Linda remarked, rolling her eyes. “You got your father’s perverted gene.”


Ella wouldn’t argue that. “You bet I do. Let’s go, Mom. Get that skirt up.”


Jim laughed at his daughter before turning back to his wife. “You heard the lady. Get that fuckin’ skirt up.”


“I’ll show you for five seconds,” Linda said.


“Ten,” he countered.


“Seven,” she offered, smirking.


He shook his head. “Nine.”


“Three,” Linda told him.


“We’ll take five,” Ella accepted on behalf of her dad.


Linda looked away from her family once again as her hands found the hem of her skirt. Inch by inch, she gradually lifted it until the cool fall air flowing in through the windows hit her exposed skin. Where was the reaction? Hell, where was any reaction? There were no comments, sounds, or anything coming from the table behind her whatsoever.


She turned her head to see two bamboozled expressions staring at her.


“Will you two stop?” she laughed, dropping her dress.


Ella was baffled. Yes, she’d seen her mom before in tight clothes and sexy outfits that hugged her stellar body, but she’d never witnessed anything like this. Her white lace panties weren’t a thong, but they didn’t exactly cover her butt either. Her lift was amazing! Mom’s backside was even perkier than hers! There wasn’t any cellulite, sag, or any hints of aging. She was so tight and toned, and Ella found herself lusting after yet another member of her family.


“Greatest ass ever,” Jim announced. “And it’s not a contest either. That thing is ridiculous.”


Linda poured herself a cup of coffee with a big smile.


“I’m doing squats at the gym today,” Ella remarked to herself.


He tracked his wife’s path as she headed for her usual seat at the table, directly across from Ella. “Where are you going?”


Linda froze. “What?”


“Where are you going?” he repeated.


“Um…to my seat.”


He shook his head. “I don’t think so, sexy. You have a new seat from now on. Coffee, eating, reading: I really don’t care. There’s only one place you’re sitting from this moment forward.”


He slid his chair back and grinned at her.


“Are you serious?” Linda laughed.


His lustful look answered her question.


“Fine,” she smiled, journeying the few steps to her husband and plopping down in his lap.


His mouth quickly found his wife’s ear as he nibbled on it. Her playful laughs encouraged him to continue before his words took over as whispers filled her ear.


“Oh my God, will you stop?” Linda laughed.


Ella had never been more jealous in her life. “What did he say to you?”


The couple ignored their daughter as Jim continued to speak to Linda quietly.


“You’re so bad!” Linda smiled.


“What did you say to her?” Ella tried asking Dad this time.


He bit her ear lightly before whispering one last thing.


A shocked expression overcame Linda’s face. “That’s awful, Jim! Oh my God, you’re such a pervert!”


“Why won’t anyone answer me!?” Ella shouted.


Linda looked at her daughter. “You don’t want to know what he said. Your father is a despicable degenerate.”


“Please tell me!” Ella whined.


Mom shook her head.


“I told her that I’m going to bend her over the side of our bed when I get home,” he said to his daughter with a smirk.


“Don’t tell her that!” Linda laughed, appalled. “Oh my God!”


“And that I’m not even going to take off her sexy outfit,” he continued. “I’m going to lift her skirt up, slide her cute panties to the side, and push right into that tight little pussy.”


Linda was horrified. “You can’t say that in front of Ella!”


Ella was on the verge of fainting. She fought her hardest to keep her hand out of her jeans.


“Come on,” he huffed. “After last night? She can handle it.”


“You’re awful!” Linda told him before taking a sip of her coffee.


“You said three things to her,” Ella pointed out. “You only told me two. What was the last one?”


“You better not tell her!” Linda demanded, turning her head to glance back at him.


“Mom, he can tell me!” she huffed.


“I told her that we’re going to start watching a new show on Netflix tonight,” she said.


Linda let a deep sigh of relief.


“And that maybe I’ll call her Ella when I have her bent over the bed.”


“JIM!!!” Linda shouted, shocked.


“What?” he laughed. “It’s a joke.”


Ella didn’t find it as funny as her father. In fact, it was the single hottest thing that she’d ever heard.


Linda scurried out of his lap. “You’re awful! See what I mean about him being relentless?” she asked, turning her attention to her daughter. “One blowjob and I’m sitting on his lap at breakfast while he says perverted stuff into my ear. Now do you understand what I mean?”


Ella knew exactly what her mother referred to. She’d somehow managed to go from the luckiest woman in the world, to the luckiest woman to ever exist. It was quite the dilemma.


“I have to get going,” Linda announced. “You two are a perfect match for each other. A couple of perverts.”


“I don’t get a kiss?” he asked, watching her collect her purse from the countertop.


She made her way back to the table and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. He responded by grabbing the back of her head and pulling her closer to make out with her. The two passionately kissed for the next fifteen seconds while Ella’s jaw hit the floor.


He finally broke off their embrace. “Have a good day, gorgeous.”


“You have my lipstick on you,” Linda giggled, noticing a shade of bright red on her husband’s lips.


He responded with a smile. “Leave it. I want to taste you.”


Linda couldn’t hide her smitten look. She turned to bid her daughter farewell but was hit on the butt by a firm slap which caused her to lose her train of thought. She stumbled out the front door, giddy the entire way.


“Is there something you want?”


Ella turned back to her father. “What?”


“Like shoes, or clothes, or maybe even a shopping spree?” he clarified himself. “Sweetheart, I owe you big time.”


“No, Dad, I did this for you. I don’t want anything other than for you to be happy.”


He was still over the moon. “I would’ve checked you into a psychiatric ward if you ever told me that Mom would sit on my lap and let me talk dirty in her ear. That kind of stuff only happened before you were born.”


She was all smiles.


“Ella, I can’t thank you enough. Okay, last night was extremely inappropriate, but it completely changed your mother.”


“It gave her the kick in the ass that she needed,” Ella voiced her opinion. “Dad, she loves taking care of you. I could totally see it in her face this morning. It’s awesome! She just needed someone to give her a wake-up call. And I don’t think last night was that inappropriate, by the way.”


He raised his eyebrows. “Are you kidding me? Honey, that can’t ever happen again. Listen, I’m forever grateful for what you did for me, but you’re my daughter, and you need to stay my daughter.”


“Okay, but I’m always here if something changes or Mom regresses. Your happiness is always my number one priority.”


“And you being my daughter is my number one priority,” he said. “And you need to stay my daughter. Just like I need to stay your dad. Are we on the same page?”


“Deal,” she agreed.


He reached into his back pocket to retrieve his wallet. He slid his credit card across the table, watching it come to rest next to his daughter’s cereal bowl. “Just don’t go crazy.”


“Dad, I’m serious. I don’t want your money.”


“No, go buy yourself some stuff,” he told her. “Take your time too. Actually, I want you out shopping until at least seven o’clock.”


Ella smiled. She knew exactly what he meant. Mom and Dad would be having some fun after work.


He picked up his coffee and walked over to her to give her a quick kiss on the lips. He immediately laughed after pulling back and looking at her face.


“I got some of your mother’s lipstick on you.”


“Leave it,” Ella grinned.


He smiled and gave her head a soft rub. “Have a good day, sweetheart. Make sure you lock the door when you leave.”


“You got it, Dad. See you tonight!”


Ella waited patiently for the front door to shut before running for the stairs and up into her bedroom. She still had twenty minutes before she had to leave for school, and she planned to make every one of them count.


Chapter 6 — The Birthday Boy


Two Months Later.


“Happy birthday to you!”


Jim waited for his wife to finish singing before blowing out both of the candles on his birthday cake, one shaped as a two, and the other as a five.


“Happy twenty-fifth birthday, honey!” Linda cheered sarcastically from her spot next to him at the kitchen table. “How’s it feel to be twenty-five?”


“Oh my God, I have no idea what I’m going to do with my life!” he told her in a ditzy voice. “Like, I totally have no clue what’s going to happen!”


Linda wrapped her arms around him and smiled. “You may be forty-five, but you don’t seem a day over twenty-five to me.”


He planted a kiss on her cheek before disappointment washed over his face. “You really didn’t want to wait for Ella?”


“She’s stuck in traffic,” Linda replied. “She’ll be here in an hour.”


It was uncharacteristic for Ella to be late to a family event—especially for something like his birthday—but she didn’t have any control over traffic jams and unforeseen car accidents. And even though he shouldn’t, he couldn’t help but be slightly upset.


Linda couldn’t mistake his disappointment for anything else. “It might not be a bad thing though. Actually, it works out great, because I have time to give you my birthday present now.”


His ears perked up. “Awesome. What is it?”


“Well, every year I buy you stuff for your birthday, Christmas, and Father’s Day, and every year you never use or wear whatever I get you. So, I’m done buying you gifts. I decided to go a different route this time.”


He waited.


“I’m going to fuck your brains out.”


He was all smiles.


“Anything you want is fair game tonight,” she continued. “I won’t say no to a single thing. And I thought that maybe we could get round one out of the way before Ella shows up.”


The last two months were crazy. His wife was a changed woman. Not only did they constantly go at it, but she initiated things the majority of the time. It was unbelievable! Ella didn’t have any involvement in their activities after that memorable blowjob in bed two months ago. It was just his suddenly sexually insatiable wife who couldn’t get enough of him.


“I have an outfit on the bed upstairs,” she purred.


He shot out of his seat and pulled her along with him.


“Hey, no hands!” she shouted. “You’re to keep a three-foot distance until we get into the bedroom!”


“Are you serious?” he laughed.


“Yep. Three-foot distance, mister!”


Jim trailed behind his wife’s amazing ass which was barely hidden beneath a pair of tight black yoga pants. Her pink tank top bounced with each playful skip toward the stairs, and he hurried up the steps behind her and down the hallway. He knew the rules but he didn’t care. It was his birthday, after all.


“Hey!” Linda shouted.


He pushed her back against the wall roughly before kissing her neck. They were just feet outside of their bedroom door but he couldn’t wait any longer to treat himself to her flawless body. She was too tempting to resist.


“I said no hands until the bedroom!” she giggled.


“And I don’t care.” He grabbed her hand and placed it on his rock-hard cock. “Let’s do it out here.”


“In the hallway?” she asked. “We have a nice bed. Besides, I think you’ll want to see what I have waiting for you.”


“Give me a hint.”


“It starts with ‘lin’ and ends with ‘gerie.’”


He burst out into laughter. “So subtle…”


“I never was one for dramatics,” she smiled. “And I know how much the birthday boy loves his white lingerie.”


“White just looks best on my angelic wife.” He pulled away from her reluctantly and glanced at the bedroom door. “Anything I want?”


“Anything my man wants,” she told him.


His jaw immediately dropped after he opened his bedroom door.


“Happy Birthday, Daddy!”


There was white lingerie on the bed, alright. In fact, it was lace lingerie. It was tiny, revealing, and oh-so sexy, and it just so happened to be on the last person that he ever would’ve expected.


Ella raised her arms over her head playfully from her seat on the end of the bed. “Do you like your present, Dad?”


Linda made her way into the room and approached his side. His eyes had yet to leave their daughter.


“I kind of lied,” Linda whispered.


“I see that,” he noted, stunned.


“Ella approached me with an idea about a month ago,” Linda said. “Now, at first, I was a little hesitant. I mean, she’s your daughter, but I started to see it her way after she explained her reasoning to me.”


He couldn’t look away from the dazzling sight front of him. His daughter’s small breasts were pushed up, and her perfectly flat stomach begged for his tongue. He couldn’t see her butt but he knew that her little lace panties possessed a thong backside. Her feet rested against the hardwood floor in a pair of six-inch white stiletto pump heels, and her loving smile was more than enough to melt his heart.


“You see, Ella really loves her daddy,” Linda continued.


“So much,” Ella added.


“And apparently, she’s been thinking about you nonstop ever since she joined in on our blowjob.”


“Every day, Dad,” Ella smiled. “I can’t get that night out of my head. I constantly play with myself to the idea of taking care of you, but I know that Mom is doing a great job so I don’t want to step on her toes. You’re her man, at the end of day. I mean, you’ll always be my dad, but she’ll always be your wife.”


“She’s such a good girl, isn’t she?” Linda commented. “We really did raise an angel. She kept nagging me until I finally snapped out of my funk and started taking care of you, and then she backed off to let me enjoy you all to myself. So, I wanted to thank her for being such a great daughter.”


His eyes finally left his little girl and moved to where Linda stood. “Thank her?”


“She wanted to get a hotel room for your birthday,” Linda informed him. “Just the two of you for an entire night.”


“It would’ve been crazy, Dad,” she told her father. “I had this amazing room with a hot tub picked out. I was going to buy a few outfits, bring some oil, and we were going to try everything.”


“And you weren’t okay with that?” he questioned his wife.


Linda shook her head. “It seemed like a waste to me. We have a beautiful house and a big bed in our amazing bedroom, so what’s a hotel necessary for? So, I told her that she could have you all to herself for the night in our bedroom instead.”


His eyes bulged. “Are you serious!?”


“Well, if that’s okay with you,” Linda said. “Ella told me about the conversation that you two had after our blowjob incident. About how you guys can’t ever do that again. Have you changed your mind?”


He looked back at his daughter to see a hopeful expression on her cute face. He nodded rapidly.


“We thought so,” Linda chuckled. “I have to grab one thing and then I’ll give you two some space. I already took my stuff to Ella’s room so I’ll sleep in there tonight. You two will have our bedroom all to yourselves.”


The father and daughter grinned at each other.


Linda pointed to where he stood. “Stay right there and don’t do anything until I get back. I’ll be out of your hair before you know it.”


Ella couldn’t believe how flustered her father looked. His foot tapped on the floor repeatedly and he kept swallowing. It was like he couldn’t control himself.


“Stand up for me.”


The eighteen-year-old brunette jumped to her feet, careful to maintain her balance in her tall heels. She struck a pose with her hands on her petite hips.


“Turn around.”


This moment had been two long months in the making and the build-up was excruciating. Now, Dad would finally see her in a thong. It was everything that she ever dreamed of.


She spun so her back faced him and waited.


“Jesus fuckin’ Christ.”


Ella glowed. “You like?” she asked, turning her head to look back at Dad. He may as well have been drooling.


“I don’t know what to say.”


“I’ve been working out really hard,” she told him. She used her hand to give her butt a little bounce.


“Working out hard?” he questioned.


“I’ve been going to the gym with Mom. She’s been working out like crazy for the past few months too. Even more than usual!”


He wasn’t sure if he followed along.


“And we’ve been eating completely healthy. We split a candy bar two weeks ago but it’s been all clean food since!”




“Are you two crazy!?” Jim exasperated, finally understanding the situation. “You guys are starving yourselves!?”


She quickly shook her head after giving her perky backside another bounce. “We’re not starving ourselves. In fact, I’ve never felt more full since I started eating like Mom. We just aren’t eating any snacks and stuff.”


“Why?”


“Because we want to look good for you,” she smiled. “And I want to get a body like Mom. I want you to love watching me walk by.”


“Sweetheart, I love you exactly how you are. I would adore you if you were three hundred pounds, and the same goes for your mother! I don’t want you to change your life for me.”


She spun back around to face her father. “I want to look good for you. Just like Mom does. It’s not your choice, Dad. Just enjoy it!”


“If you want to eat a candy bar, then eat a fuckin’ candy bar,” he told her in a huff. “Don’t change your diet for me. And are you sure you’re okay with this? I don’t want you to feel pressured into doing this if you don’t want to. Ella, it’s fine if you want to change your mind and say no.”


She genuinely wondered if her father was crazy. “Not okay with this? Dad, it was my idea.”


“I know, sweetheart, but—”


“Stop talking,” she cut him off. “You talk too much.”


He immediately shut his mouth.


She sat back down on the bed with a grin. “I have something to tell you anyway.”


He waited anxiously.


“I didn’t get to show you during our time in bed two months ago, but I don’t have a gag reflex.”


He gasped.


“Now, as you already know, you’re significantly bigger than my ex-boyfriend, so I’m curious if I can take all of you. I mean, you’re really thick.”


His heart raced.


“And feel free to get rough with me too. I’m all for it if you want to grab me by my hair and shove it down my throat. Dad, tonight is all about you. Don’t hold back. Feel free to try some crazy porn stuff on me. You know, stuff you’ve never done but always wanted to. I’m game for anything.”


“Linda!” he shouted.


“Any outfit you want me to wear, any position you want me in, or anything at all. I’m your little plaything tonight,” she told him with a big smile.


“Linda!!!” he shouted louder, desperate for his wife’s return so he could finally enjoy his gift. “Where the hell is your mother?”


She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m sure she’ll be back in a minute.”


“Outfits?” he asked. “Like what?”


“I could throw some stuff together,” she answered. “I mean, I don’t have a lot of things on hand, but I could probably do something if you wanted.”


He attempted to swallow but his mouth was completely dry.


“I could be your secretary—especially if I borrowed some of Mom’s work clothes. And I have a football t-shirt from our high school team in my room as well. We could pretend you’re a football player and I’m your cheerleader girlfriend. Would you want to see either of those?”


“LINDA!!! GET YOUR ASS IN HERE!!!”


Ella couldn’t hide her smile. Dad unraveled in front of her and she’d never been so excited.


“Or I could just stay in my lingerie and heels?”


“You’re staying in those to start,” he informed her. “We’ll get to the other outfits later. Where the fuck is your mother!? LINDA!!!”


Click. Click. Click.


He looked back at the door curiously.


“Dad.”


His head snapped back around as a result of his daughter’s voice. “What?”


“Keep your eyes on me,” she said.


“What? Why?”


“Just do it,” she told him. “No matter what. Keep your eyes on my face, okay?”


That was never a tough chore, but his ears still picked up on strange sounds from the hallway. What was that clicking noise?


Click. Click. Click.


It grew closer.


“Stay on my face,” Ella demanded.


The sound was in the room now.


Click. Click. Click.


His eyes finally left Ella after he caught a glimpse of something in his peripheral vision. Somehow, tonight got even better.


The same lace white thong panties and matching lace bra, identical six-inch stiletto pump heels, and perhaps an even more impressive backside: his daughter suddenly had a twin.


“I lied again,” Linda giggled before taking a seat next to Ella on the bed. “Surprise!”


“This is crazy,” he gasped.


“That’s definitely a word for it,” Linda laughed. “We went shopping together last week for matching outfits. What do you think?”


What did he think? What kind of question was that? He’d died and gone to heaven!


“Stand up,” he ordered.


They both instantly shot to their feet.


“Turn around.”


Three seconds later, he stared at the two best asses on the planet. Each was covered by a razor-thin strand of white fabric, and their tall heels only made everything so much more enticing. It was his ultimate fantasy.


Ella leaned back slightly to help herself to a look at her mother. “God, I’m so jealous of your butt.”


Linda eyebrows perked up. “Are you serious? Baby, your butt looks amazing.”


“Not like yours,” the teen debated. “Yours has more lift.”


And then Jim’s heart almost gave out. The two women in his life each found the other’s backside with their hands, and gave one another’s butt a playful bounce.


“See, Mom, your butt has more lift. And it’s bigger!”


Linda’s hand squeezed her daughter’s cheek before moving to the other side and giving it a little jiggle. “Baby, your butt barely moves. That’s how perky you are! I would kill for that. Believe me, your ass is amazing, and it’ll be crazy if you keep working out with me.”


“I totally will,” Ella said. “And I’m sticking to your diet too despite Dad’s protests.”


Linda glanced back at Jim. “What protests?”


He visibly drooled.


“Jim!”


“Did you say something?” he asked, snapping back to attention after hearing his wife yell at him. It wasn’t easy to look away from the two perfect backsides in front of him, but he managed to do exactly that.


“Ella is free to follow my meal plan if she wants,” she explained to him. “It’s perfectly healthy.”


“I just don’t want her starving herself. You either! You girls should enjoy some junk food from time to time. You’ve earned it.”


“I’m never losing this body,” Linda shook her head. “I want to stay sexy for you, and Ella wants to look good for you too. Are you seriously complaining?”


He was done arguing. He just wanted to enjoy the night. “Yeah, that’s fine. You two can do whatever you want.”


“Whatever we want?” Ella asked mischievously.


The two girls spun around to face him before Linda looked at her daughter. “Should we do it now?”


“Totally,” Ella grinned.


The large tent in the front of his athletic shorts grew harder from seeing both of their angelic asses in thongs, but it teetered on busting through the polyester material which already struggled to hold him back. He’d fantasized about plenty of things over the past two months, but nothing like this ever crossed his mind. He was speechless.


Linda and Ella passionately kissed in front of him. Each girl’s soft, unweathered hands explored the other’s fit body before Linda grabbed Ella by the back of the neck and pulled her closer. Spit and saliva swapped without worry of any indecency. They went at it like long-lost lovers, solely for his pleasure.


Ella’s attention quickly moved to her father after they ended their embrace. “Do you like that, Daddy?”


He nodded.


“Mom’s a good kisser,” she smiled. “We’ve been practicing.”


He lost his breath.


“That one was Ella’s idea,” Linda smiled. “She’s full of good ideas. Actually, do you want to see another thing that she had planned for you?”


He nodded his head excitedly.


“Relax,” she laughed, noting his enthusiasm. “Okay, shut the door behind you.”


He hustled over to the bedroom door and closed it.


“Stop!” Linda shouted.


He froze.


“Back against the door,” she ordered.


He followed his wife’s instructions, pressing his back against the bedroom door.


The two girls smirked at each other before dropping to their knees and crawling in his direction slowly.


He struggled to comprehend the situation. Just seeing his daughter in lingerie would’ve qualified as the greatest birthday present ever, but the sight of Ella and Linda crawling toward him was almost too much for him to handle. One man shouldn’t be treated to so much temptation.


Their pretty faces locked on him as their long brown hair grazed along the floor. Each hand forward represented another twelve inches closer to his ultimate fantasy. Every bump of their knees on the hardwood surface acted a step further into his daughter’s deviate mind. What in the world did these two have planned for him?


His eyes closed as two warm mouths found each of his respective bare feet and kissed his skin. Their mouths slithered up to his shins, finding his knees before working closer to their end game. Suddenly, four hands were in the waistband of his shorts, and he couldn’t do anything other than smile at the two eager faces gazing up at him. He was in love.


His shorts and boxers were pulled down to his ankles.


“Can we talk about Dad’s cock for a minute?” Ella asked.


Linda smirked at her daughter. Both of the girls were on their knees with their hands on his thighs, and neither shied away from admiring his towering erection.


“It’s pretty impressive, isn’t it?” Linda asked.


“It’s freakin’ perfect,” Ella said honestly. “Do you ever wake up and just thank God that you have twenty-four seven access to this? Like, you have no idea how jealous I am. You have the world’s greatest guy and he just so happens to have a big dick. Mom, you totally hit the jackpot!”


She looked up at her husband, rolling her eyes. “This girl is somewhat obsessed with you, honey. All she wants to do is talk about you.”


Ella didn’t see the problem. “Well, he’s perfect. What am I supposed to do? Pretend that he isn’t? And, Mom—oh my God!”


The teen’s attention quickly bolted to the head of her father’s glistening cock to see a thin strand of precum drip from the tip. She held out her hand and watched viscous liquid drip into the center of her palm, collecting Dad’s juices. She moved her hand in front of her mother.


Linda hesitated.


“Mom, precum tastes sweet. It’s not like cum at all. Go ahead.”


Linda cautiously leaned closer to her daughter’s hand and cleaned the substance from her skin with her tongue. She swallowed and paused for a few seconds to process the taste. “Wow. Yummy!”


“Right?” Ella smiled. “Mom, he’s dripping again! Get it!”


Linda reached out and collected her husband’s pre-seminal fluid in her own hand. There was no need for instructions on her end as she watched Ella drag her tongue along her skin.


Ella smiled up at her father. “You taste so good.”


Linda opened her mouth with the intention of getting the celebration underway, but a hand swiftly pressed against her chest and stopped her.


“We’re not done discussing Dad’s cock,” Ella said, determined to make this the most special day ever. “Dad wants to hear us talk about it.”


His brow furrowed. “What?”


“Really, Dad?” Ella asked, rolling her eyes before looking back at her mother. “Mom, Dad’s a guy. He wants his cock worshiped, and not just physically. Verbally too! Talk about how much you love it!”


“Well, I do really like it.”


“More details,” Ella encouraged Mom.


She took a deep breath while gazing at her husband’s impressive manhood. “It’s really thick. I love that feeling of being stretched no matter how many times we go at it.”


Ella bit her lower lip, visualizing Dad’s big dick sliding into Mom’s tight pussy “He stretches you out?”


“What do you think?” Linda giggled. “Look at that thing!”


Ella turned her focus back to the hard cock in front of her. It wasn’t a difficult task either. She never wanted to look away. “It is beautiful. And how about all those veins?”


“I love that,” Linda agreed. “I love how veiny Dad is in general. In his biceps, forearms, and all over the place, but I really love this one in particular.”


The tip of her index finger pressed against the base of Jim’s manhood, and gently trailed the length of a thick vein which journeyed to the head of his meat. Her finger swiped over his tip to collect another helping of precum. She greedily moved her hand to her mouth and slipped it inside.


“And I love his balls,” a lustful Ella expressed her thoughts, struggling to only focus on Dad’s cock. She adored all of him! “How big they are and how low they hang. It’s so sexy and masculine. Actually, Dad, Mom wants to try something today.”


Linda glanced up at him with a wicked twinkle in her eye. “I’m going to suck your balls.”


He truly was the luckiest guy alive.


“We’ll talk more about his cock later,” Ella said. “How about you get started on those balls, Mom?”


Linda leaned in front him and gave the head of his cock a big kiss before sliding down and running her tongue along his ballsack. His moans only motivated her to continue. Her lips parted to allow her to plant kisses on his sensitive nuts as he settled in for the ride of his life.


“How’s that feel, Dad?”


He could barely believe that his wife was hidden under his dick while his daughter smiled up at him. “Amazing.”


“Do you want me to join her?”


His lovestruck smile continued to grow. “Well, you’re the expert, after all.”


“I’m the ball-sucking expert!” Ella giggled joyfully. “Maybe I can put that on my college resume?”


She moved down to join her mother, adoring her father’s right testicle with her mouth. Linda never strayed from the attention that she paid to his left nut.


He was solely held up by the door to his rear. Two perfect tens sucked his balls, and as incomprehensible as that would’ve seemed only a few months ago, it now served as his reality. Honestly, part of him felt like he deserved it. His daughter was right. He did bust his ass to provide a great life for his family, and now his women showed just how much they appreciated him.


Ella couldn’t wait any longer. Something had been on her mind nonstop for the past two months, and she finally had the chance to act on one of her ultimate fantasies. Her mouth left Dad’s nut and wrapped around the head of his dick.


The warmth overtook his brain. Linda had brought plenty of joy to his life over the past sixty days thanks to his daughter’s motivation, but nothing compared to Ella’s enthusiasm. And that smothering feeling of love moved deeper down his cock as her throat expanded to take more of him!


She reached the halfway point on his cock before pulling back. “Mom, can you move for a second?”


Linda gave his balls one last soft kiss before moving to the side.


Ella finally had her father to herself, and she was prepared to show just how much she loved and cared about him. As great as Mom is, there were a few things that she couldn’t give him, and the petite brunette was determined to make sure that Dad never forgot his time with her. She would tattoo this moment on his brain.


She wrapped her hands around the back of his thighs and pulled herself forward to impale her throat on his cock. Inch by inch it disappeared as his thick meat cut off her oxygen supply. Yes, she didn’t have a gag reflex, but his size prevented her from accomplishing what she could effortlessly do to her ex-boyfriend. It frustrated her.


She pulled back and stared up at her father, waiting for him to get with the program. “So, are you going to give me a hand or what?”


He looked down at her, confused.


“Seriously?” Ella asked. “Give me your hand.”


She immediately took control of Dad’s hand and placed it on the back of her head. She wrapped her hands around his thighs once again and pulled herself into him, continuing to slide along his girthy manhood until she hit that familiar wall once more; but this time, she had a stud to help her out.


The last few inches of his cock disappeared from his view after he pulled his daughter into him. Everything was wet and warm. Even the skin on his arms and legs heated up. An overwhelming feeling of love flowed through his blood as he continued to hold Ella in place, and he never wanted it to leave. It was his own personal heaven.


His wife was right. Ella was somewhat obsessed with him, and he noticed it back before any of this craziness happened as well. She always had a look of adoration in her eyes when he glanced at her, and he hated himself for taking her love for granted until that night in his bedroom two months ago. Everything changed tonight though. He would enjoy every single thing that his little girl had to offer. It was his promise.


Her nails dug into the back of his legs as he held her head in place with her nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair. Suddenly, she tapped the back of his thighs to signal her limit, and he immediately let go. He wouldn’t dare push his perfect princess too far.


Ella gasped for breath, a look of lust and accomplishment occupying her face as her eyes moved from her stunned mother to her lovestruck father. “I knew I could do it!”


Jim smiled.


“I took every inch!” she celebrated. “I fuckin’ knew it! How did that feel Dad? Was it awesome?”


“So awesome,” he answered.


She turned to her mother, excited and ready for her involvement. “Do you want to try?”


Linda could only laugh. She still couldn’t believe what she just saw! “Honey, I can’t do that.”


“I know, but you’ve been practicing. Show Dad how much better you’ve gotten”


He needed to slow everything down for a minute. “Practicing?”


Ella smiled up at her father. “Yeah, we bought one of those realistic dildos, and Mom has been practicing her blowjobs.”


Linda looked away, blushing.


“Don’t be embarrassed, Mom!” Ella told her. “She said that she’s held back to not show you her improvement. She wanted to save it for today. Mom, go ahead and show him.”


Linda moved in front of him timidly and accepted him between her lips. Ella moved the hair out of her mother’s eyes as she watched her begin to bob deeper and faster on his cock.


“Jesus…” Jim commented, stunned.


“Right?” Ella questioned, overjoyed from what she saw. “It’s a night and day difference from two months ago.”


Linda opened her throat as wide as possible and made half of her husband vanish before pulling back for air. Her eyes rushed skyward for approval.


“Unbelievable,” he praised her.


She turned to her daughter with a big smile, and Ella responded with a loving smooch. He may have just watched his daughter deepthroat his cock and his wife give a blowjob that didn’t compare to anything that she’d showed over the past twenty years, but all of that took a back seat to his new fantasy. It was a rather perverted wish as well.


He moved his dick to the edge of Ella’s lips, and she immediately pulled back from her mother to allow him room to join the party.


Two soft, wet, warm tongues danced with each other over the big head of his cock. The sensations came at him from every direction. A pair of stunningly beautiful women kissed on their knees in front of him, a duo of tongues played with the most sensitive part of his manhood, and two girls who he loved more than anything in the world showered him with affection. It was heaven on earth.


His right hand found the back of his wife’s head while his left moved to the back of his daughter’s as he held their mouths in place. His hips pushed forward slowly as he watched his dick slide along two sets of pouty lips—on each respective side of his manhood. Two pairs of lips, two sets of eyes, and two loving women gave themselves to him, and he absorbed every ounce of their love. He yearned to consume them.


The head of his cock found Ella’s mouth as he continued to pump, his meat pushing into her cheek with each thrust forward.


He couldn’t take it anymore. The time for foreplay was over. He needed to get down to business.


“Let’s go. Get your sexy asses on the bed,” he instructed. “Both of you.”


Ella hurried over to the bed while his wife was right behind her, except he didn’t allow Linda to join their daughter up on the mattress. His strong arm pushed her, sending her sprawling over the edge of the mattress. Linda was bent over the end of the bed with her perfect butt high in the air thanks to a little help from her six-inch high heels. Her stomach and chest remained buried in the bed sheets, and her line of sight gazed ahead, straight into their daughter’s brown eyes. Ella sat Indian style just a few feet in front of Mom’s face, eager to see what Dad had in store for her.




He yanked his wife’s thong down and quickly pushed inside her. He needed a little warm up before he enjoyed the main event. Ella was the main event, right? As much as he loved his wife, he had access to her whenever he wanted, so he viewed her as the ideal precursor to his ultimate birthday gift: his daughter.


Linda felt as tight and wet as always. Her pussy possessed the perfect combination of grip to hold him snugly, and flexibility to allow him to hammer into her, and he had some hammering in mind tonight.


“What do you want me to do to your mother?”


Ella’s ear-to-ear smile couldn’t possibly be bigger. “I want you to fuck her hard.”


“How hard?” he asked.


The young brunette thoroughly enjoyed the lustful expression on Mom’s face. “Really hard. I don’t want her to be able to speak.”


Jim grinned. “Well, Mom does like getting fucked like a little slut.”


Ella’s jaw dropped. “What!?”


“She likes her hair pulled, her ass spanked, and she loves when I try to break her in half,” he revealed to his little girl. “Isn’t that right, honey?”


Linda locked eyes with her daughter and nodded.


The loud sound of skin hitting skin filled the room as his open palm crashed into his wife’s ass. Linda jumped off the floor, a loud yelp escaping from her lips.


“She wants to hear you say it,” he told his wife.


Linda smirked, her butt still stinging from the rough spanking she just received. “I love when Daddy treats me like a little slut.”


Ella had been slowly but surely breaking Mom in over the past few months. It was all part of her mission to turn her into the ultimate wife for Dad. That was why she worked so hard on Mom’s blowjobs, after all. But she had no idea that this side of her mother existed. She loved it!


Several long, deep, passionate strokes inside his wife promptly gave way to rough thrusts. Linda always loved rough sex. Their sessions were typically aggressive and fun even back when intercourse was an extreme rarity, but the urge to rough her up like never before overtook him after he peeked at the third member in the room. Somehow, his night kept getting better.


Ella laid back—resting the majority of her weight on her left arm and elbow—as the fingers on her right hand played with herself through the thin white fabric of her lace thong. She couldn’t help herself. Her sexy mother was bent over the end of the bed, whimpering and shrieking as her muscular father repeatedly drove into her. She still couldn’t believe that she was involved in this! And as badly as she wanted a piece of Dad, she liked the idea of teasing him even more. It was a trait that she’d inherited from her father.


She tugged at her panties slowly, moving the fabric to the side to expose her dripping pussy. Dad’s eyes remained on the back of Mom’s head but his attention would eventually shift back to her. She just had to wait.


Her mother’s shrieks abruptly grew more fierce as Ella’s focus left Mom’s pretty face and shifted to her father. She caught a glimpse of him, and she couldn’t mistake his line of sight for anything else. His vision was locked on her vagina.


He hammered into his wife for two reasons. One, he loved her. What better way could he show his love than to attempt to make her speak a different language? Two, the other angel on the bed in front of him sent his libido through the roof. He’d been privy to plenty of amazing views over the years, but this one took the cake.


His daughter’s panties were pulled to the side, exposing her perfect pussy to his hungry eyes, and that really was the best word for it: perfect. Her lips were small and trim, there wasn’t a hair to be seen, and an inviting pinkness to her labia captured his attention like nothing ever had. It was time to help himself to his birthday present.


“Take those off.”


Ella instantly followed her father’s instructions, slipping out of her underwear and tossing them down to the floor. She listened for more directions, and she soon realized that Dad didn’t plan to verbalize his demands. Instead, he showed her what he wanted.


He motioned her closer but the side of Mom’s head was buried in the sheets as she continued to moan from how roughly she was being treated. She wasn’t sure how much closer she could get, so she moved forward a few inches and waited. She wasn’t exactly a seasoned veteran at this kind of stuff.


He eased up on his wife and gripped the back of her brunette head. He guided her face forward and waved Ella closer with his other hand. His daughter slid right up to her mother, her legs now running past her and dangling off the end of the bed. It was time to check off another box on his list of fantasies.


He carefully pushed Linda’s face into their daughter’s glistening pussy. Her tongue instinctively slid out, causing Ella’s eyes to roll back in her head. It was the single most surreal moment of his life, and he never wanted it to end.


He watched Linda give Ella oral sex.


It actually happened. His sexy wife’s tongue flowed over his gorgeous daughter’s clit. The next few minutes turned into a game. He would slow his thrusts to allow Ella to receive all the pleasure that she could handle, before roughly fucking Linda again to cause her mouth to move away from Ella due to her screams. Not to mention that he was encouraged thanks to the adorable pouty face that his daughter sent his way every time.


He grabbed a firm handful of Linda’s hair and yanked her head back.


Ella wasn’t happy. “Come on, Dad!”


“Do you want your mother back?” he asked with a grin.


She watched drool fall from her mother’s mouth. Mom salivated as Dad attempted to break her in half, but as much as she loved her current view, she lusted after Mom’s generous tongue even more. She was so good with her mouth!


“I want her back,” Ella whined playfully.


Ella watched her father lower Mom’s head down toward her before snapping it back, resulting in a loud shriek from her mother. He began hammering into her again.


“Dad, give her back!”


He continued to stretch his wife with a smile. Life was rather difficult at the moment. Continue to drive into the sexiest woman alive, or slow down and allow her to give oral sex to the second sexiest woman on the planet? Decisions, decisions.


He slowed his frantic pace. “Ask nicely, Ella.”


“Can I please have Mom back?” she asked with a big smile. “Pretty please.”


“You want her back for what?” he smirked.


She dropped her voice to a childish pout. “I want her to lick my pussy.”


He immediately pushed his wife’s face back into his little girl.


Ella was in heaven once again. Mom had to have done this before, right? It definitely felt like it. Her tongue lapped at her vaginal lips before making her way to her aching clit for some much-needed relief.


Lord knows that her ex-boyfriend couldn’t eat her out like this.


The young brunette squeezed the bed sheets with both of her hands, bracing herself for her impending explosion. She couldn’t believe it, but she was about to cum. Her orgasm built, and built, and built, and—


Something felt different.


Ella’s head bolted off the pillow to find Mom’s tongue still on her clit, but she felt a wet kiss on her inner thigh as well. It was Dad!


Jim remained snugly inside his wife, but he leaned over her, supporting his weight with his forearms on the mattress. Now, this was the perfect view. A stunning brunette ate pussy just a few inches to his left, and a gorgeous brunette grew ever closer to an overwhelming climax just a few inches in front of him. It was a situation that he could become accustomed to.


Ella’s glow couldn’t be brighter. She loved this! “Hey, Daddy!”


“Hey, sweetheart,” he smiled, his kisses moving along her leg as he worked his way closer to the space his wife occupied. “You don’t mind if I join your mother, do you?”


“Of course not!” giggled Ella.


He lips left his daughter and locked onto Linda’s mouth as the two parents made out just inches from their little girl’s most intimate area. They broke off their kiss and grinned, each knowing what the other had in mind.


Moments later, Ella felt two tongues dance over her little clit as her head promptly dropped back into the pillows below. It was like fifty of her vibrators simultaneously. Mom and Dad worked together to bring her the ultimate pleasure, and she refused to waste a single second of their attention.


She reached out with her hands—her left on Dad’s head and her right on Mom’s—and pulled them even closer. A warmth budded in the depths of her stomach and she planned to capitalize on her incredible opportunity. Orgasms as strong as these don’t come along often, so she needed to embrace it.


Jim and Linda didn’t let up for a moment as their daughter began to twitch and shake on their bed. Soft moans soon gave way to loud screams, verifying their success. They were too experienced to fall short. Disappointment was for rookies, and they were anything but.


They made their own daughter cum.


Jim retreated to watch his wife give Ella one last lick before shooting him a smile.


“She tastes good,” Linda remarked.


“She tastes like you,” he added, giving his wife another kiss.


But as good as his princess tasted, he was desperate to know how she felt. It was officially time to unwrap his birthday present. The night would feel unfairly lackluster if he didn’t get to taste the sweetest forbidden fruit.


“Get back here!” Linda shouted urgently.


He moved his face next to his wife again. “What?”


Linda focused completely on the pretty pink pussy just inches in front of her. “You think that’s your birthday present, don’t you?”


“That’s what you said, right?”


“Don’t get me wrong, that perfect, sweet, and undoubtedly tight pussy is definitely your birthday present, but that’s Ella’s present to you. Not mine,” she disclosed.


He didn’t expect to hear that. “I get more gifts?”


“Oh yeah, I got you something that you’re really, really, really going to like,” Linda grinned.


He waited eagerly.


Her eyes left her daughter and found her husband—who had yet to stop staring at Ella’s little hole. “I’m going to let you cum inside her.”


He immediately turned to Linda to be met by a devilish grin. His eyes traveled back to that pink slice of heaven as he felt his cock twitch inside his wife. Slowly, his line of sight traveled north, taking in his daughter’s flat stomach before reaching the white bra that pushed up her small breasts. Finally, he met her smiling face.


“I want Daddy to fill me up.”


He moved back behind his wife and fucked her harder than ever before, his eyes never straying from Ella’s enthusiastic face. A loud slap echoed throughout the room after he cracked Linda on the ass. He was a man possessed.


“Jesus, Jim!” Linda shouted.


Linda may as well have not existed. Ella’s seductive grin consumed him. It demanded his devotion. He’d never craved anything so badly in his life.


He cracked Linda on the ass again.


“Holy shit!” Linda yelled once more, wiggling out of his grasp.


He didn’t move an inch. He merely stood at the foot of the bed, staring directly at his daughter. Much to his surprise, Ella never broke eye contact with him.


“Oh my God, my ass is on fire!” Linda shouted before moving next to him and stroking his cock with her hand. Rough or not, she loved it. “Come here, Daddy.”


His tongue returned to his wife’s mouth as the two made out in front of Ella once again. He couldn’t wait to—


Slap!


“OW!!!”


Both parents looked at the bed while Linda reached for her stinging backside. Ella knelt on the end of the mattress, her arm extended slightly from the brutal slap that she’d just given to her mother’s perky backside. Like father, like daughter apparently.


“Oh my God, that hurt!” Linda whined.


Ella and Jim exchanged grins.


“Oh, you like it,” Ella teased her mom. “Stop acting like you don’t.”


“Are you okay?” Jim checked on his wife.


Linda wrapped herself around him and pouted at her daughter. “Yeah, I’m fine.”


“Okay, good, because you two are switching positions. And, ladies, as much as I love those bras, it’s time to take them off.”


Ella jumped off the bed and joined her mother as a duo of bras hit the floor. Suddenly, two pairs of small, perky, mouthwatering breasts were exposed to the birthday boy. He would get around to enjoying them later, because he had more pressing urges to address.


He roughly pushed Ella over the end of the bed.


“Wait!” Ella shouted, turning her attention to her mother. “Do you want to show Dad that thing now?”


“I think Dad wants something else,” Linda chuckled, picking up on Jim’s obvious excitement at finally getting his turn with their daughter.


“No, Mom, he’ll love it,” Ella promised. “Show it to him!”


Linda looked at Jim. “Do you want to see it?”


His curiosity was piqued while his cock hovered just outside of his daughter’s inviting pussy. What did his wife have to show him? Her new blowjob ability completely took him by surprise, so he couldn’t help but be interested to see what else she had in store for him. But the perfect eighteen-year-old ass bent over his bed was awfully tempting as well.


Ella stood up, allowing her father’s throbbing erection to brush against the soft skin of her backside in the process. “I’m tellin’ ya, Dad, you’re going to love it.”


That was all he needed to hear. He looked at his wife and waited.


Linda pointed at the head of the bed. “Get up there. Back against the headboard,” she directed.


He moved onto the bed, but not before giving his daughter’s butt a little squeeze which resulted in a smile from the high school senior. He quickly rested his back against the bed headboard as his legs ran along the mattress. Both his daughter and wife crawled up onto the bed to join him. Ella moved next to him, her back also resting against the wooden headboard to his rear, while Linda journeyed toward his groin.


He watched his wife unbuckle her heels and toss them to the floor. She spun so that her back faced him, and sank down onto his cock with her knees pressed against the mattress.


He turned to his daughter. “Believe it or not, but I’ve experienced reverse cowgirl before.”


Ella smiled as she waited patiently.


Linda slowly slid up and down on his towering pole before taking a deep breath. She wasn’t entirely sure how this would go, but Ella insisted that she do it for Jim, and she didn’t want to let either of them down. It was time to see how much she’d learned.


Ella’s focus never left her father as she excitedly waited for his face to change. God, he would lose his mind! His expression would completely shift any second now and it would be all because of her! Well, Mom was the one doing the work, but it was her idea! She waited, and waited, and waited.


“Oh, you gotta be fuckin’ kidding me.”


Ella’s eyes left Dad and moved to Mom. Her perfect, fit, toned, and somehow plump backside twerked on his cock. Every movement caused her flawless butt to bounce and jiggle. Every motion made Dad moan in ecstasy. Her tight pussy was stretched as it gripped him like a glove, but her ass put on an unbelievable visual show for the birthday boy to enjoy.


“Where did you learn how to do this?” he asked.


Ella spoke up for her mother who seemed lost in the moment. “It took a lot of work. It was something I saw in porn and always thought looked really cool. We started practicing on the dildo I told you about earlier and it took a while, but we both eventually picked up on it.”


He liked the sound of that. “You can do this too?”


She nodded with a big smile. “Oh my God, you have to hear about the first time Mom tried it!”


“Don’t tell him!” Linda shouted. Apparently, she wasn’t as lost in the moment as Ella thought.


“It’s hilarious, Mom!” Ella argued. “Dad will think it’s funny. Just keep shaking your ass.”


She continued twerking as Jim’s eyes moved back to her butt. He gave her bouncing cheek a light slap, further inspiring Linda to keep at it.


“So, Dad, we have a stand for that dildo so it can stay straight-up on its own. It’s in the middle of my floor and we had my laptop running so Mom could watch a video of this one porn girl who twerks like crazy. Mom got on—”


“Do you have to tell him?” Linda interrupted, horrified by what Ella was about to reveal.


“Yeah, it’s funny, Mom,” she rebutted. “Okay, so Mom got on and tried to start shaking a little bit, but she leaned too far forward. She started to tip and it was like I watched it in slow-motion. She slowly started to fall forward and the next thing I know, she face-planted right on my floor!”


“On your hardwood floor? Holy shit, Linda, are you okay?” he asked, concerned.


Linda nodded as she continued to shake her butt. “Yeah, but it was so embarrassing.”


“It was hilarious,” Ella laughed before she suddenly remembered something. “Oh crap! I’ll be right back! Keep going, Mom, but make sure he doesn’t cum! I want my turn!”


Jim watched his daughter hurry out of the room, doing her best not to fall in her tall heels. His focus moved back to his wife after Ella disappeared.


“This is amazing.”


She loved his appreciation. “You like it, Daddy?”


“I fuckin’ love it,” he grinned, slapping one of her bouncing cheeks roughly. “It’s perfect, just like the rest of you.”


“It’s quite the workout,” she giggled, really moving her butt now. “You should see how this porn girl does it. It’s insane. And she was all oiled up in the video I saw.”


“Yeah, we’re going to get you oiled up eventually,” he told her. “I want this all the time.”


“Anything Daddy wants,” she said. She slowed her pace to a suffocating grind, resulting in worrisome moans from her rear.


“Shit…”


She froze. “You better not cum! Not before Ella gets a chance!”


“I won’t cum,” he told her, collecting himself. “Just don’t stop.”


She resumed her movements again as he closed his eyes. This was as good as life got. He didn’t even have to do any work! He simply sat back and enjoyed the manner in which his perfect wife’s snug pussy engulfed him. And if he decided to open his eyes, then he would be greeted by the unbelievable sight of her perky ass bouncing and shaking. It was heaven!


His eyes shot open due to the sound of high heels clacking in the upstairs hallway. The noise entered the room as Ella approached the bed with something in hand.


“Really?” he laughed, surprised.


“The birthday boy deserves some dessert,” Ella smiled before hopping back up onto the bed, taking her original place while handing Dad a plate with a piece of chocolate cake on it.


He cut into the cake with a fork and slid it into his mouth.


Ella couldn’t help but be jealous. “Jesus, Mom, you’re making me wish that I had a dick so I could experience this.”


He cut another sliver of chocolate cake and moved his fork in his daughter’s direction. She wrapped her lips around the silver utensil and helped herself to some of his birthday treat.


“Yummy,” she smiled. “So, how’s it feel, Dad?”


Jim grinned at this daughter. “Amazing, and as much as I can’t wait to do this with your mother all the time, I think it’s your turn.”


Linda slid off of him and heard the sound of his hard cock slap against his stomach as it exited her pussy. She found herself sprawled on the bed, exhausted as she looked at the rest of her family. That was quite the workout!


“I think Mom found her new favorite cardio machine,” Ella giggled.


Jim joined in on the laughter as he cut another sliver of cake and extended it to his wife. She shooed it away with her hand.


“Come on, Linda,” he encouraged her to partake.


“Absolutely not,” she responded. “I’m not eating any cake.”


Ella joined Dad’s side. “We can cheat today, Mom. It’s Dad’s birthday!”


“No cake,” she declined, shaking her head. “No sugar, sweets, or junk food.”


Jim and Ella rolled their eyes at each other before the teen ate her mother’s portion of the cake. He finished the rest of his piece and handed his empty plate to his daughter. She placed it on the nightstand and looked back at him.




“You ready?” he asked with a grin.


“So ready,” she grinned back. “I want it hard just like you fucked Mom. Don’t hold back. I can take it. So, how do you want me?”


“Bent over the bed just like Mom was earlier, and I want Mom on her back right in front of your face like you were. Put those heels back on too, Linda.”


The girls followed his orders, and he wasted little time positioning himself behind his daughter while Linda played with herself in front of them. He couldn’t believe what he was moments away from. He took a deep breath and rubbed his swollen cockhead along his daughter’s moist vaginal lips. She responded with a gasp.


“You’re sure that you’re okay with this?” he checked.


Ella rolled her eyes at her mother. “Are you serious, Dad? That’s the dumbest question ever. Of course, I’m okay with this! I want it more than anything!”


He smiled and pushed inside her carefully. His cock made it a few inches before he immediately pulled out and took a deep breath. He expected her to feel good, but not that good. Sure, Linda felt amazing, but this was indescribable. His daughter hugged him even tighter than his wife. Everything was enhanced. Her warmth, wetness, and tightness all made his mind go blank, while simultaneously causing his cock to feel like it would explode.


But he was a grown man. He could handle her. He slowly pushed inside again, listened to his perfect angel’s cute cries as half his dick disappeared, and instantly withdrew.


Linda wasn’t sure if she saw things correctly. “Is everything okay?”


He ran his hand through his hair calmly, attempting to regroup as he took a step back.


Ella looked back at her father. “Is something wrong?”


He immediately shook his head. “No, sweetheart, everything’s fine. Just give me a second.”


Okay, time for his birthday present. Maybe it wouldn’t be the longest session in his life, but he would give his daughter what she wanted, and would receive the greatest gift in the world in the process. He pushed inside her, fought through her natural resistance, and took a deep stroke inside the tightest, warmest, wettest pussy that he’d ever experienced.


And just like his previous two attempts, he bailed once again.


He couldn’t help but laugh to himself. “I don’t think I can do this.”


He looked ahead to find both of his girls staring at him with completely different expressions. Ella was confused and worried, while his wife loved every second of his struggle.


“Are you serious?” Linda laughed.


He nodded, embarrassed.


Ella didn’t find anything funny. “What’s wrong?”


He stared down at the hardwood floor with a sheepish smile.


“Apparently, Dad is a sixteen-year-old virgin,” Linda teased her hubby. “Holy shit, Jim, really?”


He nodded, laughing along with her. He looked up to see Ella with her eyes locked on him. “You feel too good, sweetheart.”


Her worried look had yet to leave. “I’m sorry.”


“No, no, no, it’s not your fault!” he told her, refusing to allow her to accept one ounce of blame. “It’s amazing, believe me, but I feel like a high schooler all over again.”


“You’ve been going on and on lately about how amazing I feel,” Linda reminded him. “I’m starting to think that’s BS.”


“It’s not, but this is ridiculous. I’ve never felt anything like this.”


An idea rifled through Ella’s head as she pondered the situation. Dad was the nicest person in the world, but he was also the most competitive. He never even allowed her to beat him at anything! Most fathers never looked at their daughters as equals, but Dad always treated her like one, and she loved that about him.


Maybe she could manipulate his sex drive to get him in the proper mindset? Perhaps she could play on his competitive side? It was her best shot to help him clear his mental hurdle that clearly tripped him up. She had no other choice but to give it a whirl.


“Kyle wasn’t bad in bed.”


His blood boiled. God, he hated hearing her ex-boyfriend’s name. The idea of Kyle touching his little girl made him want to kill someone! Why in the world would Ella bring him up now!?


Ella looked at Mom, pretending to ignore her father who remained behind her. “He never lasted too long but we also always used condoms. He made it like two minutes once. I mean, we only had sex a few times, but he was pretty good.”


Linda immediately understood what her daughter was up to. The look on her husband’s face told her that he didn’t pick up on Ella’s plan though, so she would do her part to save his birthday.


“I always thought that Kyle was pretty cute, to be honest,” Linda chimed in, trying her best to keep herself from smiling.


Jim’s left eye involuntarily twitched.


“He was definitely cute,” Ella continued to converse with her mom. “He actually tried talking to me the other day. Maybe I should give him another shot? What do you think?”


Linda nodded. “Studs like him don’t come along often. If it was me, I would definitely give him another chance. He’s eighteen now. Guys tend to start maturing once they hit that age. How about you invite him to dinner this week?”


“Really?” Ella asked.


“For sure,” she responded. “I’ll make dinner and we can all hang out and spend the night together, and then you two can go upstairs for some alone time.”


Ella was on the verge of laughter. Dad had to be so mad right now! “Yeah, maybe we—”


Her sentence was cut short as her eyes rolled back in her head. She attempted to open her mouth but only air came out. Her plan worked—big time.


He refused to stand by and let his daughter entertain the idea of ever seeing that asshole kid again. He didn’t want her dating punk skateboarder’s with attitude problems. While he preferred that she remain single, she needed to find a real man if she decided to date, and he planned to show her how a real man carried himself.


Every urge to cum took a back seat to his mission to give Ella the greatest sexual experience of her life. That electric feeling wasn’t just in his cock, but enveloping his entire body, but he had to block it all out. His perfect princess was far too exquisite to disappoint.


His strokes turned longer and deeper as her shrieks intensified. His hand slid up her soft skin to find her long brown hair, eager to elevate the stakes. It was his birthday, after all.


Ella’s neck snapped back abruptly, and if that wasn’t enough, then a warm breath made itself known in her right ear.


“You’re going to give him another shot, huh?”


She tried her hardest to respond but she failed miserably. Not only did Dad pummel her, but her head was yanked backward like never before! She mustered every remaining ounce of energy and responded with a single word.


“Maybe.”


“That’s not going to happen,” he told her firmly.


The right side of Ella’s head hit the soft mattress below and was driven into the sheets. Her left eye looked up to see her father in a different light than she’d ever experienced him. His face was ravenous. Grunts poured from his mouth with every rough thrust forward, sweat dripped from his forehead and landed on her back, and his piercing brown eyes locked on her face. This was what Mom had access to for the past two months? Forget about the past two months! How about the past twenty years? She wasn’t sure about a lot of things in the future, but she knew that this wouldn’t be a one-time thing. She would make sure to get in on the fun regularly.


“Harder!” Ella begged.


He continued to push her face into the bed with his right hand. He’d never driven into anyone like this. His daughter deserved the absolute best, and if she wanted it hard, then he would give it to her hard.


Linda was shocked. It was like she wasn’t even in the room anymore. Her daughter was being fucked unlike anything she’d ever seen. The girl in her was somewhat jealous, but her motherly side grew significantly more concerned with each passing second.


“Easy, Jim.”


He immediately slowed down at the sound of Linda’s voice. He calmed his pace as panic swept across his body. He’d gotten lost in the moment. Very, very, very lost.


“Are you okay?” he asked Ella, terrified of what her response might be.


Ella looked forward, enraged as she glared at her mother. “Are you fuckin’ kidding me!?”


Linda raised her eyebrows.


“Why did you stop him!?” the petite brunette yelled. “Oh my God, that was amazing!”


Linda rushed to defend herself. “Sweetheart, it was really rough. I was just concerned.”


“What the fuck, Mom!?” Ella continued to rant. “Another minute of that and I totally would’ve cum! And I’ve never even come close to cumming during sex! Why—”


Ella screeched as her neck was snapped back again by her hair.


“Are we seriously doing this again?” Jim asked while his strong arm suspended his daughter in the air.


Ella couldn’t be more confused. “What?”


“You swore at your mother not once, but twice,” he told her. “Are you serious? Especially after everything she did for you today? Apologize to her immediately.”


“Sorry, Mom,” Ella said.


“Not good enough,” Jim smirked. He gently lowered his daughter’s face back down to the mattress until she hovered just inches from Linda’s glistening vagina. “You’re going to apologize in a very special way today. You’re going to make Mom cum.”


Linda’s face lit up with excitement.


“And we’ll have some very serious problems if you don’t,” he informed her. “I’m thinking two weeks without your phone.”


Ella looked back at Dad, horrified. “What!?”


“Actually, make it a month. Mom is way more important than two weeks. So, here’s the deal. You have to get Mom off. If you do, everything’s good. If not, no phone for a month.”


Ella leaned forward and instantly found her mother’s throbbing clit with her tongue. She’d never done this before. She knew how to get herself off, but she had no idea what Mom liked. So, she would stick with what worked for herself, and that involved plenty of clitoral stimulation.


He gripped his daughter’s waist and drove into her again. His aggression made it difficult for her to stay focused on her task at hand. Her mouth would leave her mother every few seconds to moan and exhale cries of pleasure, and that only made things so much sweeter for him. Not only did he make his angel feel good, but he teased his wife in the process, and he never passed up an opportunity to do that.


“I forgot to tell you something,” he announced to the room. “You have five minutes.”


Ella didn’t like the sound of that. “Are you serious!?”


“Very,” he nodded. “You better get to work.”


Her mouth returned to Mom’s clit again in a hurry as Linda threw her head back into the pillows with a smile.


Three Minutes Later.


He pulled out of his daughter and knelt on the floor next to her to bring himself down to her level. Similarly to when Ella was the one who received oral pleasure, he made the journey to check on how she did. Yes, he wasn’t inside her anymore, but he could use a break for a few minutes anyway.


“How’s it coming?” he asked.


Ella looked to her right to be greeted by the heavenly sight of Dad’s face. At least she had a chance now. As if this wasn’t hard enough already, then her father decided to slam into her for the past few minutes while she tried to make Mom cum! It was impossible to focus!


In fact, she was right on the edge of exploding a few times before he settled his powerful hips and announced that she didn’t get to cum until Mom did first. Not only did she have to do this to keep her phone—which she absolutely couldn’t live without—but it was the only way she would experience an orgasm during sex, but it didn’t seem like Mom was close to cumming!


“I don’t know what I’m doing,” she admitted honestly.


“You’re a woman,” he laughed. “You can’t get another woman off?”


“I can get myself off, but Mom is a completely different story. She’s moaning and stuff so it obviously feels good for her, but I have no idea if she’s close.”


“How’s it feel, Linda?” he called out.


“Great,” his wife replied.


“Are you close to cumming?” he asked.


“Nope,” she answered.


He turned his attention back to his daughter. She was in dismay. “What some help?”


She nodded immediately. “Yes, please!”


He propped himself up on his right forearm and held his left hand out. “Okay, so hold your middle finger and index finger out together.”


Ella followed his lead.


“Now, slowly slide those two fingers inside Mom very easily.”


Her fingers disappeared inside her mother, causing Linda’s to moan passionately. Ella’s tongue was no longer on Mom’s clit, but part of her hand was inside her. She turned back to Dad for directions.


“The key to your mother’s heart is through her G-spot.”


Ella’s brow furrowed. “Her G-spot? I thought that wasn’t real.”


“What?” he asked, confused.


“Mr. Keys, our sex ed teacher last year, told us that the G-spot is a myth when one of the guys asked about it,” she explained. “He said it doesn’t exist.”


Jim was dumbfounded. “Mr. Keys sounds like a fuckin’ idiot. Sweetheart, the G-spot is extremely real. Isn’t that right, Linda?”


“Mm-hmm,” his wife agreed with her eyes closed and her head on her pillow.


“What in the world is that guy doing as a sex ed teacher?” he chuckled to himself.


“So, I have a G-spot?” Ella asked.


“Of course.”


She couldn’t hide her excitement. “Can you find it?”


“Sure, but let’s save that for another day,” he said with a warm smile. “Our priority right now is Mom.”


Ella agreed with a nod before turning back to her mother’s shaven vagina. “What do I do now?”


“Now, gently explore Mom with your fingers. Pretend that you’re looking straight through her clit. Under her clit, inside her, will be a small bumpy patch. Every girl feels differently, but Mom is slightly bumpy and rigid. That’s her G-spot.”


She moved her fingers around cautiously with a curious expression on her face. “I don’t feel it.”


“Do this,” he told her, maneuvering his fingers in a come-hither motion.


Everything made sense after she mimicked her father.


“Fuck…” Linda moaned.


The father and daughter smiled at each other.


“I found it!” Ella cheered.


“You want to rub that little patch,” he continued to coach. “Not hard or rough, but nice and easy to start. You want to work her up and get her right on the edge, and then that’s when you apply more pressure right before she’s about to cum. Don’t forget her clit either.”


Ella moved her mouth back to her mother’s clit while simultaneously rubbing her G-spot with her fingers. Mom’s loud reaction—and the fact that Mom reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair—proved that she did something right. And selfishly, she couldn’t wait until Dad did it to her too!


A few minutes passed before Linda’s hips squirmed wildly on the bed. Jim had seen this countless number of times over the past two months. His wife was close, but he wasn’t completely honest with his daughter, and that ate him up at the moment. It was unlike him, but he was out for revenge as he watched Ella continue her task to please her mother. Hearing her bring up her ex-boyfriend earlier still bugged him.


He’d made eye contact with his wife a few minutes ago and they shot each other a smirk. Linda knew what was on his mind and she was fully on board with his plan. It still didn’t seem right though.


“Stop.”


Ella refused to slow down as Mom’s moans escalated.


“Ella, stop!” he shouted.


Her tongue moved off her mother’s clit and her fingers slipped out of her. She peered over at Dad, concerned by his panicked voice.


This time, it was Linda who wasn’t happy. “Oh my God, what the hell, Jim!? I was right there!”


“We’ll get you back,” he reassured her. “Um…sweetheart, I wasn’t totally honest with you.”


Ella didn’t follow.


He smiled, glancing down at the bed sheets. “Your mother won’t just cum.”


She had no idea what Dad talked about.


“She’s going to squirt,” he filled her in.


Her innocent brown eyes bulged. “Squirt? Mom can squirt!?”


He nodded proudly. “Every girl can squirt.”


“No, they can’t,” Linda disagreed, flat on her back and waiting. “How many times do we have to have this conversation?”


“Your friend Sarah can’t squirt because Bill doesn’t have any goddamn idea what he’s doing!” he told her passionately. He must’ve told Linda this fifty times. “Give me ten minutes with her and her entire bed would be soaked.”


“Not going to happen,” Linda informed him, her eyes still staring up at the white ceiling. She felt rather protective of her hubby. Well, other than sharing him with their daughter—obviously.


“Mr. Keys—”


“Said that squirting is a myth too?” Jim jumped in and finished his daughter’s statement. “Just another clueless guy.”


“Every girl can’t squirt,” Linda continued to argue.


He rolled his eyes at Ella before looking in his wife’s direction. “How long did your boyfriend before me try to make you squirt for?”


“A year,” she muttered quietly.


“And how long did it take me?” he asked.


…


“I can’t hear you!” Jim laughed, encouraging her to speak up.


“Fifteen minutes…” she groaned.


“Fifteen minutes!” he reiterated loudly. “And that was with you being all shy and trying to hold back. I can get you to squirt in under five minutes now.” He looked back at Ella. “Every girl can squirt. The thing is most guys are either clueless, or they just don’t care enough about their woman’s pleasure to learn how to do it. Believe me, I could make every girl on the planet squirt.”


Linda huffed.


“Does she squirt a lot?” Ella asked, genuinely curious.


“She squirts more when she’s really on edge and overdo to explode,” he answered. “So, yeah, she’ll make a mess tonight.”


The teen smiled while gazing at the shiny glisten to her mother’s vaginal lips. “Why’d you stop me then?”


“I wanted to give you a heads up,” he told her. “Part of me thought it would be funny to surprise you while your face was down there, but I can’t do that to you.”


“That sounds hot,” Ella smiled.


His eyebrows shot up. “Hot?”


“Yeah, where do you go when Mom squirts?”


“Well, I stay down there,” he smirked. “I like it, but I’m a big-time pervert. I’m sure you don’t want to—”


He stopped himself thanks to a particularly surprising sight. His daughter’s fingers slipped inside her mother and her tongue flowed over her swollen clit once again. She knew what was about to come, and just like him, she wanted to be down there when it happened.


He moved back behind Ella and slowly pushed inside her. He heard a whimper escape from her mouth, so he continued to move at a snail’s pace to allow her to focus on Linda.


Linda’s hand clenched the sheets. She felt it. A warm, vibrant burning—deep inside her—bubbled toward the surface. It was a powerful pressure that continued to build until it inevitably exploded. Only one person in her life had made her experience what was about to come, and she was more than happy to add a second name to that list.


“Don’t stop!” Linda begged.


Ella’s index and middle finger moved at a furious pace inside her mom. She frantically rubbed that little rugged patch while her tongue massaged her throbbing her clit. She had no plans to stop—even with Dad inside her.


“Oh, fuck!” Linda cried.


Ella braced herself as Mom moaned louder. She was just as kinky as Dad, and it was time for her parents to discover her wild side. She wanted to prove that she could hold her own in their bedroom. And who knows? Maybe it would result in an invitation to more fun together?


A drop of fluid hit her chin.


She pulled back and stared at her mother’s vagina, curious to see what squirting looked like. A strong shot of clear liquid propelled out of Mom and slammed into her cheek, causing her to smile before she moved her mouth back to her clit and rapidly tongued it while Mom moaned and twitched in ecstasy.


He couldn’t take it any longer. Watching his wife squirt onto his daughter’s face qualified as the hottest moment of his life. His previously slow strokes were replaced by deep, long, loving pumps as he enjoyed every second of the action that unfolded in front of him.




Surprisingly, every spurt of fluid that hit Ella’s face encouraged her to keep at it. She rubbed Mom’s G-spot one last time before slipping out and sliding her fingers up and down her mother’s gushing pussy. Her actions caused Mom to spray all over the sheets as liquid launched in every direction.


He squeezed his daughter’s petite waist and began driving into her.


“Holy shit!” Ella shrieked, caught off guard from how roughly Dad treated her.


A hand intertwined in her long brown locks and snapped her head back. Mom’s squirt dripped from her face as her body was once again suspended in the air, being driven into by her father.


“Harder!” Ella demanded.


His hand left her waist and wrapped around her body, swiftly finding her throbbing clit. He rubbed her feverishly as his thrusts grew in power and speed.


It was actually going to happen! She could feel her orgasm slowly spread throughout her body! Every pump from her father’s thick cock sent her closer to the edge. One foot dangled over the edge of a cliff but she needed someone to give her a helpful push, and that someone just so happened to be the most special guy in the world, and he did his damnedest to give her the ultimate high.


And then she exploded.


“Fuck!” Ella shouted, feeling herself go limp as a smothering warmth overtook her body from her head to toe. An entire world of sexuality was opened to her and she didn’t plan to sit on the sidelines and watch any longer. This would be her life from now on.


He looked past Ella to find Linda rubbing her own clit. Her pussy was soaked and the bedspread was covered in her fluids. She finally returned from her high as she locked eyes with him, and he was all too familiar with her deviant look.


He moved his mouth to his daughter’s ear. “Ready, baby?”


“Give it to me,” Ella moaned.


He slammed into her as deeply as he could and allowed his incestuous seed to fill her pussy. Every powerful burst from the tip of his cock sent shock waves along his body. His legs weakened as Ella squeezed him tighter, absorbing every drop that he had to offer.


“Get over here, Linda.”


His wife slipped off the bed and moved next to him, waiting for instructions. He pointed at the floor below him. She dropped to her knees and patiently waited.


He let go of his daughter’s hair and allowed her face to find the mattress again. This time, his hand found Linda’s head as he pulled her under his cock, and positioned her beneath their daughter. His dick exited Ella slowly, and Linda didn’t need to be told to open her mouth. He was already one step ahead of him.


A river of cum poured from his daughter’s tight pussy and flowed between his wife’s accepting lips.


Linda waited calmly as his semen continued to drip from Ella’s vagina. Once she collected all of her husband’s seed, she looked up to show him how much was inside. Her tongue was hidden under a thick sheet of white semen. She closed her mouth, took a deep gulp, and opened it to show the end result.


It was all gone.


Linda reached for her daughter’s hand and led her out of the bedroom, toward the hallway bathroom to clean themselves.


Chapter 7 — A Daddy Day


Jim watched the two women in his life strut back into the bedroom a few moments later—clean but still naked—and snuggle into his hold. He rested flat on his back with his head in his pillows. To his left was his sexy, perfect, amazing wife. To his right was his perky, adorable, fairly perverted daughter. His hands brought them in closer as he felt both of their faces press against his chest.


Ella suddenly perked up and rested her chin on her father’s pectoral muscle, allowing her to look at Mom. “Did you tell Dad about my idea?”


“No,” Linda answered.


“Have you thought about it?” she asked her mother.


“Yeah, I’m open to it,” Linda told her.


Ella smiled excitedly. “Oh my God, Dad, I came up with the greatest idea ever!”


He stared down into her hypnotizing brown eyes and waited.


“A Daddy Day!”


His brow furrowed. “A what?”


“A Daddy Day!” she repeated. “Okay, so you get your own day twice a year. Your birthday and father’s day, right? But that isn’t enough! You should have way more days dedicated to you!”


He laughed.


“I’m serious!” Ella told him, not joking around. “What day is the easiest for you? Like, what day could you maybe leave work early and stay up the latest?”


He took a moment to think. “Thursday is usually pretty light, so Wednesday would probably be the day that I could stay up until whenever.”


She looked over at her mother. “Do Wednesday’s work for you?”


“Sure,” Linda nodded.


“Awesome!” Ella smiled. “Okay, Dad, here’s my idea. Every Wednesday is dedicated to you from now on. We call it A Daddy Day!”


“That’s the worst name ever,” he chuckled.


“No, it isn’t!” Ella protested. “It’s perfect. Because that’s what it is! A Daddy Day!”




“And what exactly does A Daddy Day entail?” Jim asked.


Ella could barely contain her excitement. “Now, I’m open to ideas and suggestions, but this is the format I came up with. You need to do a few things before you go to bed on Tuesday night. First, you have to pick out two outfits for both Mom and myself. A morning outfit and an evening outfit. And they can be anything you want too! Lingerie, tight pants, revealing dresses, costumes, or whatever else you want. Literally anything!”


He loved the sound of her idea so far.


“Next, you need to write down what you want for breakfast and leave it on the kitchen table, because when you wake up on Wednesday morning, Mom and I will be making whatever breakfast you requested while we’re dressed in our morning outfits.”


Yeah, he was fully on board now.


“And guess what we’ll do while you’re eating?” she asked him.


Jim waited.


“We’re going to suck your dick!”


He gulped.


“Mom and I will blow you the entire time you’re eating,” the young brunette went on with a big smile. “And then when you finish your breakfast, we’re going to finish you!”


Linda may have looked happy when he peeked over at her, but her enthusiasm didn’t even remotely rival their daughter’s delight.


“So, I’ll go to school and you two will go off to work for the day,” Ella continued with her dream. “When you come home, you’ll find both Mom and myself in our evening outfits cooking dinner. And dinner on A Daddy Day can’t be something regular. It needs to be special! I’m thinking like steak, lobster, or king crab legs!”


“I’m definitely up for that,” he voiced.


“Awesome!” said Ella. “We’ll all eat dinner and then just hang out for a while and talk about our days. I mean, we always do that, but it’s something special and we can’t forget about it. Even on A Daddy Day!”


He shot both of his girls a smile.


“And then you can do whatever you want to us for the rest of the night!” Ella cheered. “I have a whole list of ideas saved in my phone. We could play sex games, we could try messing around in oil—”


“Sex in oil,” Jim jumped in. “I like that idea a lot.”


She bit her lower lip while looking at her mother. “You would look so hot covered in oil.”


Linda smiled before moving her eyes to her husband. “We all would.”


“And have you ever tried anal?”


Both the parents turned their attention to their daughter with blank stares.


“I take that as a no,” Ella giggled. “I haven’t either. I’d love to though. I mean, I’d love to with Dad. Is that something you guys would want to do?”


Jim needed to slow Ella down. Linda’s skeptical expression told him that much. “Maybe, sweetheart? Let’s start with the basics first.”


“Okay, totally!” Ella agreed.


“And you said something about costumes earlier?” he asked.


His daughter’s energetic eyes lit up. “Yeah, costumes! Remember earlier when I said that I didn’t have a lot of stuff on hand but I could throw a few things together?”


He nodded.


“I lied,” Ella smirked. “Mom and I bought a bunch of stuff!”


“When?”


“When we got our lingerie,” she answered him. “We went shopping.”


Linda smiled. “We may have gone a little crazy.”


“Crazy buying what?” he inquired. “Costumes?”




Ella nodded. “Tons of other stuff as well; but yeah, we bought a lot of costumes. Oh, I had an amazing idea too! We could do role-play scenarios! Like, we could play parts and stuff. Maybe we could even write dialogue and act it out!”


He tried to hold back his guffaw but couldn’t any longer, and Linda quickly lost control and joined in when she heard him laugh.


“I don’t see what’s so funny!” Ella huffed. “I’m being serious!”


“You want us to write and act out dialogue?” he laughed. “Really?”


She glared at Dad. “Okay, you tell me if this doesn’t sound hot? I’m dressed like a schoolgirl and Mom’s dressed like a teacher. I’m in detention because my grades are bad, and you, my dad, have to come in and talk to my teacher about it. Once Mom sees you, she decides that the only way I can pass is if you to fuck her. And guess what? I join in.”


He smiled at his wife. “Pretty realistic, huh? You just can’t get enough of this dick, can you?”


Linda rolled her eyes.


“Well, I think it’s hot. The schoolgirl outfits we got are really sexy, and—”


“Wait, wait, wait, wait,” he cut his daughter off. “You have schoolgirl outfits? In the house?”


Ella nodded.


“Outfits?” he repeated. “Outfits, as in plural?”


Ella nodded again. “Yeah, Mom and I have matching schoolgirl outfits.”


His heart skipped a beat. “Describe them to me.”


“White knee-high socks, short red and green plaid skirts, white button-up dress shirts, and these super cute plaid tees that match the skirts,” she told him.


He salivated. “These outfits are currently inside this house?”


“Yeah, they’re in my room,” Ella answered.


He stared at her.


“Do you want to see ‘em?” she asked.


He turned to his wife with a smile. “Do I want to see ‘em? Do you believe this kid? Do I want to see ‘em…” He looked back at his daughter. “Of course, I want to see ‘em!”


Ella’s eyes bulged. “When?”


“Now!” he told her urgently.


She jumped off the bed and pulled her mother with her. “Do you want us to put our hair in pigtails too?”


“Hmm…let’s see here. Do I want you to put your hair in pigtails? What do you think?”


Ella held her mother by the hand as she awaited Dad’s answer.


“Absofuckinlutely I want your hair in pigtails! Both of you!”


Ella led her mother out of the bedroom in a hurry and booked down the hallway for her room.


Jim took a deep breath and smiled. Twenty years. He did his best to be a great husband for twenty years of a rather uneventful marriage. He never complained or cheated, and he continued to love his wife as much as he possibly could. And then it all changed two months ago, but this was different.


He no longer just had a sexually insatiable wife. Now, he had a daughter who seemingly possessed a relentless sex drive, and it just so happened to be one hundred percent directed at him. And now the two most special women on the planet were busy changing into schoolgirl outfits just for him.


Hey, sometimes it pays to be the nice guy.
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Mom Is Mine


Chapter 1 — Establishing a New Set of Rules


June 6th. Thursday. 10:15 PM.


“Will you get your fat ass out of the way?”


Beth ignored her husband’s enraging comment. What she really wanted to do was cut his throat with the sharpest knife that she could find, but she’d worked hard on turning the other cheek lately. Maintaining her composure wasn’t exactly easy though.


He turned up the volume as his wife continued to dust in front of their bedroom television. “I can’t see the game!”


Heaven forbid that he couldn’t see some stupid football game! She’d just about had it with Andy. Had she officially reached her breaking point after twenty years of marriage? It certainly felt like it.


Lazy, condescending, nasty, fat, and downright mean at times: those were just a few adjectives that she would use to describe her not so lovely husband. Each and every turn of the calendar resulted in him turning into a bigger asshole. She would kill for the return of the fairly lazy man who she fell in love with a lifetime ago.


The present-day version of her spouse was vile to her. The comments about her weight were endless. Was she a little more plump than she was back in her twenties? Sure, but who wasn’t? And she’d tried so hard to lose weight lately! And she’d lost some! Countless numbers of her excess pounds had been trimmed courtesy of her new diet and gym-going habits.


Beth had always considered herself to be a curvy five-foot-five. Her D-cup breasts and sizable backside complemented her brown eyes and shoulder-length brunette hair perfectly—at least that’s how she felt a decade ago. Years of verbal abuse had completely crushed her self-esteem, and she could pinpoint the exact moment when things really took a turn for the worst.


It was when Tom went off to college.


The majority of her husband’s previous negativity was reserved for when they were in private. Andy’s true colors only showed when their son wasn’t around, but with Tom off at college for the past eight months—with the exception of him returning home for winter break—the nasty remarks soon became commonplace everywhere. If she overcooked something, she was an idiot; if she bought the wrong item at the grocery store, she was stupid; and no matter how much she exercised, she was always fat.


Being the house’s primary breadwinner only emphasized the irony of her situation. She made a living in real estate while her husband worked in warehousing, and her salary almost doubled what he brought home. Their vast differences in financial contributions had never been an issue, however. It was the burden of having to run the house all by herself that drove her mad.


How did Tom turn out so sweet? She liked to think that she had something to do with her son developing into the amazing nineteen-year-old man who she adored; and to be completely honest, Tom was the only thing keeping her married to Andy. Her baby needed to grow up in a stable environment. She couldn’t just rip him away from his father.


“Can you move any fuckin’ slower?” he huffed. “Jesus Christ, Beth.”


She finished wiping off the dresser before turning back to glare at him. The casualness of her pink sweatpants and black t-shirt didn’t reflect her anger whatsoever. She couldn’t possibly despise him more at the moment.


“Move!” he ordered loudly.


She placed her hands on her hips defiantly and stared at him. His big beer belly and thinning brown hair only angered her further. A guy like him should be over the moon to have a woman like herself in his life!


“It’s third down!” he shouted. “Get the fuck out of the way!”


Did part of her actually prefer that he be such an outright jerk? She certainly didn’t love him anymore, and his reprehensible personality caused her to experience significantly less guilt regarding her own feelings. How many times had she dreamed of leaving him? Hundreds? The urge to cheat consumed her every time a nice, respectful, good-looking man showed her even the slightest bit of attention. All she desired was to feel loved and respected. Was that really too much to ask for?


What did she wait for? Sure, Tom had returned home for summer break, but he spent most of the year living in the dorms at his university. He also wasn’t a little boy anymore. He could handle his parents going through a divorce, couldn’t he? She just never expected her marriage to come to this.


She’d always looked at herself as a supermom. She was the one who worked full-time, ran school fundraisers, drove Tom to practices, and kept their household in check. Filing for divorce would be an admission of failure. It would display a crack in the pristine life that she portrayed to everyone around her. No one in her social circle had any idea that she couldn’t stand the man she was married to.


The dating market wasn’t exactly welcoming to women on the wrong side of forty, let alone to those with a few extra pounds to boot. Yes, she was kind, friendly, and loved to have fun, but who would pick her over some twenty-two-year-old cutie?


Perhaps it would be best to just accept the life she had? The man lying in bed was her husband, and the only thing she had to look forward to was forty more years of negativity.


“Over the middle…what a catch! Thomas reels it in with one-hand! Oh my goodness!”


He was fuming now, and his intense look of anger from missing a spectacular play in his precious football game brought her joy. Part of her was happy with her decision to block his view by refusing to move. Ruining her asshole husband’s night brought her happiness. It was refreshing to make him experience a hint of the misery that he brought to her life on a daily basis.


“Move!” Andy demanded, enraged. “Now!”


She didn’t have anything to show for her effort to be the better person for all these years either. Turning the other cheek was bullshit. All it did was allow the other side of her face to be slapped. Her days of being a pushover were behind her, because she was ready to finally stand her ground.


“You’re an asshole.”


His eyebrows perked up at the sound of her strong tone. “Excuse me?”


“I said that you’re an asshole,” she repeated calmly, still blocking his view.


“Is that right?” he asked with an arrogant chuckle. “Well, do you want to know something, Beth? I may be an asshole, but you’re a fat, old, unappreciative bitch, and the last thing I need is for some cunt to intentionally block my view when I want to watch a football game after a long day at work. Now, get your fat fucking ass out of the way before I snap.”


Tears poured from her eyes as she scurried out of the room, slamming the door shut behind her.


“Oh my God, are you kidding me?” he remarked under his breath. “Fuckin’ crybaby.”


She couldn’t stand her ground. She wasn’t strong enough! Years of being called fat and old took its toll on her. Her life had turned into a nightmare, and there wasn’t any escape.


What if she wasn’t the nice, kind, lovable person that she always thought of herself as? Maybe she was delusional? Perhaps Andy hated her because she was unlikable?


“Are you crying?”


She stopped in her tracks. Standing in the middle of the hallway—pausing from his trek back to his bedroom with a glass of water in his hand—was Tom.


“No,” she answered, doing her best to hide her red eyes from her son.


“What’s wrong?” he asked, concerned.


She turned and looked away. She didn’t want him to see her like this. The last thing her nineteen-year-old son needed was to be burdened by her problems.


“Mom,” he said, his tone reflecting a man who wanted an answer.


And what would he do if she told him anyway? Tom was her little angel; not her problem solver. Maybe he would mention something to his father the next time he saw him, but Andy would eventually return to his degrading ways—especially once their son went back to school.


But how good would it feel to get it off her chest? She needed someone to vent to. It felt like a godsend to simply have someone in her life who was willing to listen to her problems.


“Mom!” he said louder, demanding to be informed of the situation.


Forty-two-year-old women shouldn’t turn to nineteen-year-old college kids for advice. Shouldn’t it be the other way around? Was this really where her life was at? Had she merely become a helpless old lady who couldn’t even stick up for herself?


Messy, thick brown hair; a dark shade of stubble on his handsome face; striking brown eyes; and a body that show just how much time he spent in the gym: her son should be busy chasing girls on this Thursday night, but he wasn’t seducing some lucky nineteen-year-old knockout, was he? No, he was about to be weighed down by her headache instead.


“Your-your-your father,” she stammered. “He is-is-is so-so…”


Tom waited for her to finish patiently. He would stand here all night if need be. He couldn’t just move on from seeing his amazing mom cry.


“He’s-he’s-he’s so-so mean to me!” she finally managed to spit out.


Relief flooded her body. Her confession was over a decade in the making, and now she wondered why she never acted on her instincts sooner? She no longer carried the weight of the world on her shoulders.


Everyone in her life thought of Andy as a good guy. He always put on such a fake persona at all their family events. Her own mother still talked about how lucky she was to be married to such a charming man, for God’s sake! Charming? He wasn’t charming! He was an asshole, but no one knew it!


Well, someone else did now, and he just so happened to stand in front of her with a baffled expression all over his face.


“What?” he asked.


“Dad is so mean to me!” she repeated, still flustered but significantly relieved. “He always calls me names, makes fun of me, and treats me like shit!”


His confused look grew. Was Mom messing with him? Since when was Dad nasty to her? He’d never heard negative or nasty comments from his father, and while his parents didn’t exactly seem lovestruck with each other, things weren’t horrible either.


“He’s mean to you?” he questioned. “When?”


“When you’re not around,” she answered. “He always waits until we’re alone. Everyone thinks that he’s this great guy, but he isn’t. He’s a total jerk!”


His brown eyes squinted slightly as he continued to stare at her, dressed in black basketball shorts and a red tank top. His big biceps and muscular shoulders showed just how much he’d grown since leaving for college. Her little angel had left for school as a boy, and returned as a man.


“I’m being serious!” she raised her voice. “I’m not lying!”


“I never said that you were lying,” he told her, surprised by her revelation. “I’ve just never heard any of these comments before. What does Dad say?”


Why should she hold back now? She already admitted to Tom that his father wasn’t the man that he thought he knew. She may as well tell him everything.


“He calls me stupid, old, and he always tells me I’m fat,” she admitted. “Constantly.”


His blood began to boil. “He says those things to you?”


“Every day!” she continued to vent. “I’m so sick of it! I do so much around here and he doesn’t appreciate any of it. Like, I was trying to dust our bedroom a few minutes ago, and told me to get my fat ass out of the way because I was blocking the TV.”


His hand balled into a fist instinctively. He didn’t realize it, but his water almost spilled from the manner in which his arms shook with rage. He was furious.


“And then he called me a fat, old, unappreciative bitch,” she told him.


His left eye twitched.


“And a cunt too!” she shouted, her anger beginning to rise as she replayed Andy’s conceited tone in her head.


“Hold this,” he said, handing her his glass of water. He stormed past her and made a beeline straight for his parents’ closed bedroom door at the end of the upstairs hallway.


“Where are you going?” she asked.


He didn’t answer. He was far too preoccupied with what he’d heard to find the words to respond. So, this was his father? It was no secret that Dad was on the lazy side, but this version of him sounded like hell to live with. How long had this been going on for? Had his amazing mother actually been miserable for years?


He burst into his parents’ bedroom to find his dad lounging in bed.


“Back already?” Andy asked, his eyes yet to leave the television.


Stomp! Stomp! Stomp!





“Jesus, it sounds like you’re going to fall through the floor,” Andy snickered. “Maybe you—whoa!”


Tom grabbed a big handful of his father’s t-shirt and slammed him back against the wooden headboard of the bed. Dad’s eyes finally left from the TV and stared at his face, confused and maybe even a little fearful. If what his mother had told him was indeed true—and she’d never lied to him before—then he wanted Dad to be terrified.


“What did you say to Mom?” Tom growled.


“What did I say to Mom?” Andy asked after taking a deep gulp. He’d never seen his son so enraged. “What?”


Tom’s fingers dug deeper into the cotton fabric in his grasp. “What did you say to her before she came out into the hallway?”


“I-I-I did-didn’t say anything,” Andy sputtered, attempting to conceal his lie.


He roughly pushed his father again, causing the back of his head to thud against the wood behind him. “Don’t lie to me!”


“I-I-I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Andy said.


He stared deeply into his father’s frightened brown eyes. “Did you call Mom a fat, old, unappreciative bitch?”


“I—”


“And did you call her a cunt?” he cut off his father.


“We—”


“It’s a yes or no question,” Tom interrupted.


Andy would never admit it, but he was scared. Tom had always been a strong kid who excelled in sports throughout his years of school, and the muscular frame he possessed reflected the past decade of year-round physical competition. The fifteen pounds of muscles that he’d put on since going off to college only enhanced his already impressive body.


He couldn’t help but be intimidated by the way his son effortlessly jolted him back against the headboard. Tom was taller—at an imposing six-foot-one compared to Andy’s five-foot-seven stature—significantly fitter, and undeniably stronger. The vein which bulged in his bicep as he continued to squeeze his shirt was scary. For the first time in his life, Andy found himself legitimately worried for his safety inside his own house.


“I may have-have-have sa-said some things,” he stuttered, glancing at his son’s powerful forearm which held him in place.


“Did you call her a cunt?” Tom asked again. “And did you tell her she’s fat?”


His father nodded meekly.


“Sweetheart, relax!”


Tom’s head snapped around to find his mother now in the room with them. She kept her distance cautiously, just inside the entryway. Her look of concern was impossible to miss.


“It’s fine,” he told his mom. “You shouldn’t be here for this.”


She’d never seen anything like Andy’s look of panic. He appeared so weak—like a younger sibling being bullied by his big brother—but her husband couldn’t be further from a little kid, and the guy with a handful of his shirt certainly wasn’t his older brother. Andy was a forty-five-year-old man being dominated by his own son!


She never could’ve imagined watching something like this unfold after informing Tom about her personal life. The optimistic part of her had hoped for her sweetheart of a son to sit down and have a mature discussion with his father regarding his behavior, but he clearly decided to handle the situation differently—much differently.


And even more unexpected was how much she found herself enjoying it.


Tom moved his mouth next to his father’s ear to keep his voice hidden from Mom. “I’m going to say this extremely slowly and clearly so there isn’t any confusion. Mom and I talk every day, and once I go back to school, we’ll text every day as well. She’s going to keep me updated on what’s going on around here. Now, if I find out that you even utter a disrespectful word to her—let alone call her something like a cunt again—I’ll fuckin’ kill you.”


Andy’s heart stopped beating.


“And I’m not trying to sound like a tough guy either,” Tom went on, still forcibly pressing the back of Dad’s head against the wood to his rear. “I’m simply telling you how things are going to work from now on. You either treat Mom like the amazing woman she is, or you shut your fuckin’ mouth. Understood?”


Andy nodded gingerly, terrified.


Tom released his hold on his father’s shirt before turning to look at his mother, and he couldn’t help but be caught off guard from what he saw. She didn’t appear stunned, confused, or even scared. Instead, she looked pleased.


“You can sleep in my room tonight.”


Beth’s focus left her shocked husband and shifted to her son. “What?”


“You shouldn’t have to sleep in the same bed as someone who talks down to you,” Tom told her. “You can sleep in my room.”


“Thanks, honey,” she said with a smile.


“No problem,” he smiled back. “Is there anything you need to get?”


She walked over to her nightstand, her eyes locked on the dispirited asshole who’d acted so cocky mere minutes ago. Andy was a tough guy when it came to mocking her, but he crumbled the moment a real man stepped up to him. His recent behavior reaffirmed everything she already knew about him.


She grabbed her Kindle and followed her son into the hallway.


“You didn’t need to do that,” she said, thrilled to finally have someone stick up for her, but slightly troubled from what she witnessed.


“No, I did,” Tom said as he shut his parents’ bedroom door. “Has this been going on for a long time?”


She nodded.


“I wish you would’ve told me about this earlier,” he said. “You don’t deserve to be talked to like that.”


She wrapped her arms around him and gave him the biggest hug of her life. Everything about him was perfect. As if he wasn’t smart, funny, athletic, and handsome enough to begin with, now he was a total gentleman on top of all his other amazing traits? Those college girls were probably fighting each other for the privilege of getting his time.


“I put your water on your nightstand if you want to grab it,” she told him after breaking off their embrace. The two headed into his room where Beth slid into his bed. “Thanks again, honey. I really appreciate it.”


He swiftly joined her under the covers. “No problem, Mom.”


Watching her son slam his father against their bed headboard took a back seat to her current moment of confusion. She couldn’t have been more baffled. “Um…what are you doing?”


He reached out to retrieve his water from the nightstand. “Huh?”


“I thought you said that I could have your bedroom tonight,” she reminded him.


“I did,” he answered nonchalantly before helping himself to a sip.


She continued to stare at him.


“What’s wrong?” he asked.


Did she really need to answer that? She was comfortably under the covers in bed, all ready to read a few chapters on her Kindle before calling it a night, except she wasn’t alone. A certain nineteen-year-old had decided to join her, but he wasn’t some hunk from her latest romance novel. No, the guy a few feet to her left just so happened to be her son.


“I wasn’t expecting you to be here too,” she said awkwardly. Nothing about this felt right.


His curious look had yet to alter. “It’s a queen size bed. There’s plenty of room.”


Spacing wasn’t her problem. It was who she shared the bed with. “Honey—”


“Is this weird for you?” he interrupted.


“It’s not weird for you?” she asked.


“Why would it be weird for me?” he questioned, casual as ever.


“Because I’m your mother,” she answered, flabbergasted that she needed to explain the situation. “I assumed that you would sleep downstairs on the couch.”


He took another sip of his water before setting the glass back down on his nightstand. “I can leave if you want.”




“No, I don’t want to kick you out. I just wasn’t expecting this. You know what? It’s fine.”


“Are you sure?” he asked.


“Totally sure,” she said with a warm smile. “You’re right. It’s a big bed. There’s plenty of room.”


He shot her a smile of his own before turning on the TV and finding the football game that was still underway. She powered on her Kindle and the mother and son went about their night, disregarding any of the awkwardness that came along from sharing the same bed with each other.


Chapter 2 — A New Man of the House





Twenty Minutes Later.


Beth decided to call it a night after the football game ended. It was funny in a way. She never had any interest in watching sports with Andy, but it was fun to cheer on her son’s fantasy football running back. He just made everything so enjoyable!


Heavy clouds covered the moon on this cool June night, preventing any hint of light to seep in through the bedroom windows. She didn’t like her chances of being able to sleep anytime soon either. Her mind raced with the thought of who she was in bed with, but even more disconcerting was a certain question that she’d wanted to ask for the past twenty minutes. She couldn’t keep quiet any longer.


“Do you think I’m fat?”


Tom turned on his nightstand light before rolling over onto his back. A quick peek to the right revealed his mother in the same position. “What?”


“Do you think I’m fat?” she repeated, still under the covers.


“Of course not,” he answered without a moment of hesitation.


“Be honest with me. Don’t just say no because I’m your mom.”


“I’m being honest,” he told her. “Fat? Are you crazy?”


“I—”


“You need to forget everything that Dad has said to you,” he jumped in. “First off, you’re not fat. You’re curvy. You’re thick. You have some meat on your bones but that doesn’t make you anything close to fat. Second, there’s something that I’ve waited to say since I got home last week. I didn’t think it was my place to comment on something like this, but I don’t care any longer. You need to hear it.”


She waited anxiously.


“I’ve noticed that you’ve lost weight.”


Her face lit up with excitement. “You can tell!?”


“Absolutely, I can tell,” he nodded, smiling as a result of her excitement. “I don’t want you to think that I thought differently before either. You’ve always looked great, but you just look extra amazing now. Your new body is ridiculous.”


Her excitement turned to shock at what she just heard. “Ri-ri-ridiculous?”


“You’re a smokeshow now,” he said.


She stared up at the white bedroom ceiling, confused. “What’s a smokeshow?”


“A dime-piece,” he explained.


“Sweetheart, I have no idea what any of these things mean,” she laughed nervously. While she desperately wanted to believe that he called her attractive, she couldn’t fool herself into pretending to know his college boy lingo.


“You’re really hot,” he admitted brazenly.


Well, she certainly understood that. His Generation Z jargon may have confused her, but even Generation X’ers were familiar with what that meant. Her son just called her hot! And while in bed with her!


“You-you-you think I’m hot?” she asked, flattered but beyond baffled from hearing that come from the last guy she ever would’ve expected.


“Absolutely,” he confirmed his words.


…


…


“You don’t think you’re hot?” he questioned, interrupting the silence.


“I…um…”


“Come on, Mom,” he laughed almost arrogantly. His voice dripped with confidence. “Are you serious?”


She didn’t know what to say.


“You kept all of your amazing curves even after losing some weight,” he filled her in on what his father should’ve already done. How in the world could Dad call her fat? Was he crazy? “Mom, you have an insane body now. You have a great butt, sexy hips, and that unbelievable bust, but you slimmed down too. It’s crazy.”


She’d never been more speechless. Years of being called fat and old crippled her self-esteem. This was her dream, wasn’t it? To be fawned over by someone she loved? She definitely received her wish tonight—even if it came from the last guy she ever expected.


“You’re hot as fuck,” he announced bravely. “Not that you weren’t hot before. You’re just extra hot now.”


She was still in bed with her son, right? Someone else hadn’t slipped under the sheets instead? Tom had never talked this way to her. He was always respectful and polite—like a good son should be—but this side of him was unlike anything she’d seen before. He just called her “hot as fuck!” What in the world?


“Baby, I don’t know what to say,” she told him, blushing and struggling to conceal her smile. It’d been a long time since someone complimented her appearance. “I—oh my God, what are you doing!?”


Tom rolled over and kissed her. It wasn’t a smooch on the cheek, the forehead, or any of the already inappropriate places to embrace your own mother. No, he kissed her on the lips.


It was a bold move from a bold guy, but he’d decided to change his life for the better after he went off to college. His days of waiting around for what he wanted were in the past.


If he liked a girl, then he asked her out; if the way someone behaved annoyed him, then he told them to stop; and if his sexy mother didn’t receive the proper love and attention that she deserved, then he would personally attend to her needs.


Beth quickly pushed him off of her. What the hell was that!? Not only did he kiss her, but he kissed her on the mouth! But what caught her most by surprise was the sight of him coming in for round two.


“No, sweetheart, we—”


Her protests were cut short by a shock wave that electrified her lips. What happened to her protests? Had she given up that easily?


Not only had she accepted her son’s daring move, but her hand squeezed his bulging bicep as he became acquainted with her mouth. As impressive as her own weight loss was, Tom’s decision to hit the gym at college was even more amazing. He was ripped now!


She did it again. She drifted up into a world where Tom was a cute guy from the gym. This was her son, and she needed to snap back to reality!


She finally managed to push him off, only for him to move his affection to her neck instead.


“We really shouldn’t do this,” she opposed, making little progress with her attempt to push him off. His vast muscles resembled a brick wall. He was so strong!


Gentle kisses moved along her skin until he found her ear. “You deserve someone who cares about you.”


She really did, didn’t she? All she truly yearned for was a guy who treated her like a queen. Actually, she didn’t even need that! She just wanted to be loved!


She desired to remember the feeling of being respected, cherished, and thought about. What was it like to come home to flowers and chocolate? Who was president the last time she went out to dinner and a movie? It couldn’t have been more obvious that Andy didn’t care about her, but the hunk worshiping her neck certainly seemed to hold her in high regard.


“This isn’t right,” she told him, her hand moving up to his wide shoulder. “We really can’t do this.”


He brushed several strands of stray hairs out her eyes as he gazed at her and said, “I love you.”


“I love you too, but—”


“No, I really love you,” he interjected. “More than you can possibly imagine. The idea of you being miserable makes my blood boil. Even the thought of Dad treating you poorly makes me want to snap. Mom, you’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever met, and I can’t let you be anything other than happy.”


Her face softened courtesy of his touching words. She was the most amazing woman that he’d ever met? How could she possibly resist his advances now? And as his mouth moved back to her neck, she decided to let him do whatever he wanted. Tonight, whether it was right or wrong, she would allow herself to be appreciated.


“I can’t get over how sexy you are now,” he told her.


His deep purr in her ear caused the hairs on the back of her neck to stand up straight. He lusted after her! He told her she was sexy more times in the past five minutes than Andy had in the last five years. What was she supposed to do? Pretend that his unbelievable compliments didn’t mean anything? But they did! They meant the world to her!


“Thank you,” she said quietly, his lips continuing their amazing trek of worship along the soft skin of her neck. “That’s very sweet of you.”


“Well, you taste sweet,” he whispered before planting a kiss on her lips. And just like that, he was back in her ear again. “There’s something I’ve wanted for a long time.”


Her heart beat out of her chest. The intensity of the moment kicked into overdrive. He wanted something more than a kiss?


“What’s that?” she asked timidly.


“Take a guess,” he whispered, his voice barely audible despite speaking directly into her ear.”


His hand crawled slowly along her stomach, the cotton of her black t-shirt providing the only barrier between his fingers and her skin. The heat which radiated off his body comforted her. It calmed her worries. Somehow, his touch made everything right.


Tom was propped up on his right side with his mouth next to her ear, but he may as well have held her in his grasp. Being this close to a big, strong, muscular guy was foreign territory for her. It felt like a lifetime since she was intimate with a man who carried himself with confidence and power, and she swiftly found herself seduced by his charm.


But what could her son want from her?


“In fact, it’s been my biggest fantasy for quite some time,” he revealed before planting a loving kiss on her outer earlobe.


Her body quivered. She didn’t just feel it in her chest, stomach, or her feet either. Her entire body shuddered from the immense amount of love wrapped up in a single smooch. She’d never felt so cherished.


But she still couldn’t get the mystery of her son’s biggest fantasy out of her mind. Who knew how deep his lust ran? For how many years had he held her in such high regard? What if instead of dreaming about dating cheerleaders and cute blondes at school, her little angel actually fantasized about her?


“What’s your biggest fantasy?” she asked.


His lips couldn’t possibly be closer to her ear. “For you to suck my cock.”


She stopped breathing. The revelation of his true feelings flattered her, but she couldn’t deny how inappropriate her night had turned. She wasn’t one of his cute classmates. She was his mother!


She had almost four billion men to choose from. The world was full of guys who would be up for fulfilling her sexual needs, and she could most likely find at least a few willing suitors to provide her with the emotional support that she so desperately craved as well. Why couldn’t she go land one of them? Why didn’t she download some dating app to find a fling?


Her problem was that she didn’t want some regular guy.


Was it wrong to admit that her son was a hunk? His thick head of messy brown hair was the envy of every man who crossed his path, and his handsome face caused her to question his relation to his father. They barely looked alike at all!


His brown eyes were sharp but soft. His warm smile caused her heart to melt. His muscular body reminded her of the studs from her dirty novels, and his aggressive behavior from tonight washed away any doubts that he hadn’t fully grown up. Just look at how he defended her from his father!


But a brief moment of unbridled lust couldn’t compare to his request. They could move on from twenty seconds of kissing. Heck, she could forget all about the incredible—but monumentally inappropriate—compliments he gave her too. She could put it all behind her!


What she couldn’t leave behind was her love.


Tom was her perfect angel, and he was also the only thing keeping her with Andy. She spent all of these years dreaming about a perfect man who would love her for who she was. She craved a partner who admired and respected her. She just wanted someone who valued her as a person.


It wasn’t until this very second when she realized that her ideal match had been in her life all along.


But his request was a drastic step up from a simple kiss. She couldn’t actually mess around with her own son. Even considering such an act of degeneracy caused her to question what kind of person she really was, and that only made her following words so much more confusing.


“Okay,” she said with a shy smile.


Tom didn’t celebrate, scream for joy, or even return her rather uncomfortable smile. He simply positioned his pillow against the headboard as he sat up in bed. Suddenly, the blankets were on the floor and his t-shirt followed, and it was in that moment when she came to a sudden conclusion while propped up on her side.


She made the right decision.


Tom was a man. Andy didn’t behave like a man, but he didn’t look like one either. Her husband was a slob. Tom, on the other hand, was anything but.


Her son was lean and muscular, but it were his shoulders that caused her body to go limp. They were so strong and wide. His powerful physique reflected a man who could pick her up and throw her around in the bedroom. He was a man who could have her way with her whether she wanted it or not.


Not that she was worried about unsolicited advances. She knew that her son would never hurt or take advantage of her, but she couldn’t pretend that she wasn’t turned on by the idea of submitting to a stud who could dominate her physically.


His calm demeanor captivated her. His refusal to ask or beg for what he wanted didn’t even remotely resemble his father. Andy would order her around, but in a condescending fashion; meanwhile, Tom possessed an effortless confidence that his dad couldn’t dream of owning.


His basketball shorts were next to fly off the bed as his boxers swiftly followed. And there he was—her son in all his naked glory—and boy, was he something.


“That’s—”


“I know,” he interrupted his mother boldly. “You don’t have to tell me. I’m way bigger than Dad.”


Now, this was a man. You aren’t cocky if you have the ability to back up your claims, and her eyes gazed at a certain something which was more than capable of doing just that. His handsome face, big muscles, chiseled abs, and towering cock caused her to instinctively wet her lips. She’d never shared a bed with a guy like this.


“How did you know?” she asked, still staring at his erect manhood.


“That I’m bigger than Dad?” he questioned while gazing at her. “I just do. There’s no way that asshole doesn’t have a little dick—especially with the way he talks to you.”


Tom’s size fourteen feet were a recurring joke in their household for as long as she could remember. The sight of Andy’s size eight shoes next to her son’s sneakers sometimes caused her to do a double take as to who was the adult in her life. It turned out her husband’s quips about their son’s rather large features weren’t far off. In fact, his remarks were right on the money.


She looked at the biggest cock that she’d ever seen.


His manhood was big, thick, and veiny. It was the polar opposite of Andy’s below-average and usually half-hard penis. Physically, there wasn’t anything soft about her stud son, and his impressive size would appear intimidating if she wasn’t deeply in love with the angel who it was attached to.


And then she got an up close and personal look at it.


A strong hand reached out and gripped the back of her neck, and she didn’t put up a hint of a fight as she allowed herself to be pulled toward his groin. She found her purpose. She finally understood her meaning. Her key to eternal happiness involved the stud sitting against the bed headboard with his long legs running the length of his soft mattress, and she was done fighting what she truly craved.


“Fuck yeah, Mom…” he moaned as her lips wrapped around the swollen head of his throbbing meat.


Of course, his precum tasted sweet—unlike his father. And why wouldn’t his cock have felt right at home inside her mouth? The boy she once drove to football and basketball practice on a daily basis had turned into a man who college girls fought over the chance to date, but she had no intention of sharing him. Nope, this hunk was all hers.


How long had it been since she bobbed up and down on a rock-hard cock of a man she loved and desired? Fifteen years? Maybe longer? Hearing him groan with pleasure as she serviced his member gave her chills. She could stay curled up in his bed forever. She just wanted to make him happy.


“Deeper,” he demanded.


She officially found her happy place. A cool wind shot down her spine as a result of his strict order. Her perfect son treated her like one of his college girlfriends, but she couldn’t be further from some cutie who he attended school with. She was a forty-two-year-old woman! And she was his mother!


She found herself in such a trance that she never noticed his hand slide along her back—over her shoulder—and latched onto her right breast. His touch calmly rested on her boob, over the outside of her shirt. His simple action was more than enough confirmation of how sexy she was in his eyes, and she would soak in every second of his validation.


Those girls at school were just that: girls. They weren’t women. They didn’t know about the time he cut his foot from stepping on broken glass as a kid. They weren’t there for the energetic Christmas mornings, the heart-wrenching high school football defeats, or the time he called her for a ride home because he got drunk at a party with his friends in tenth grade.


But she was there for every single one of those moments.


A man like him required a woman. Some ditzy nineteen-year-old college girl couldn’t cook him her homemade lasagna that he loved so much, and she certainly wouldn’t be able to attend to all of his needs. Her baby deserved the royal treatment, and she planned to give him exactly that.


She expanded her throat as far as possible in an attempt to swallow him whole. Even with her impressive oral ability, her gag reflex kicked in halfway down his thick, slippery shaft. His big feet may have made Andy look like a child, but his perfect cock reduced her husband to a distant memory.


“That feels so fuckin’ good,” he moaned, holding her hair after he moved it out of her eyes.


She tried her best to deepthroat him again, but came up well short. She wanted nothing more than to take every inch of thick cock. He deserved it! But he was just too big!


“Remember when we ran into each other downstairs the other night?” he asked.


How could she forget? Their encounter qualified as slightly awkward to say the least. Well, it was before tonight. Now, it was small potatoes compared to what they’d done.


She underwent a bit of a change in wardrobe after losing twenty pounds over the past three months. A handful of sexy outfits—at least by her standards—made their way into her closet. Perhaps the most risque being the black satin nightie that she started to wear to bed. It may not have displayed any cleavage, but the sleeveless gown certainly showed her arms and quite a bit of her thighs.


She bumped into Tom earlier in the week downstairs at midnight. They’d both stumbled into the kitchen for a glass of water, and he seemed more than surprised by her choice of clothing. He never said anything to her about her nightie, but she had a feeling that she would discover his true thoughts on her latest purchase now.


“Mm-hmm,” she answered, her mouth rather full at the moment.


“Where’s that sexy nightie you had on?” he asked.


Her head almost exploded! Sexy nightie! She knew it! Andy never even commented about her sultry gown, but Tom thought it was sexy!


Her lips left his manhood as she gazed into his eyes. “You think it’s sexy?”


“The girl wearing it made it look sexy,” he told her with a grin.


She wanted to scream. She was done with her husband. There wouldn’t be any more hugs, kisses, or attempts at sex. She no longer desired to rekindle the special bond that they once shared. This was the guy she wanted now. This was her new man.




“That’s so nice of you,” she said with a smile.


“How about you go put it on for me?”


“Now?” she asked.


“Yeah, now,” he nodded.


She scurried up to his face and planted a big kiss on his cheek before hopping off the bed and hustling for the door. Her hunky son wanted to see her in a nightie. How sexy was that? And she found more than enough confirmation of how he viewed her when she took a quick peek back at the bed. Whose eyes were locked on her every step while he stroked his big dick? None other than the love of her life.


She hurried down the hallway and burst into her bedroom.


“Look who decided to come back,” Andy snickered.


She ran over to her dresser, her eager hands hurrying to rifle through her underwear drawer.


“We need to talk about what happened,” he said.


Why wasn’t her nightie in her drawer? She couldn’t keep Tom waiting!


“Hey, Beth!” he raised his voice, not appreciating being ignored. “Our son was completely out of line earlier!”


She dug through the rest of her dresser drawers feverishly, desperate to find the one thing that her baby wanted.


“He made me bleed!” Andy shouted. “The back of my head slammed against the headboard when he pushed me!”


She dropped the pair of sweatpants in her grasp abruptly. Tom made Andy bleed? Not only had her son stormed into her bedroom and put his father in his place, but he made him bleed on top of it? She couldn’t believe it, but she’d never been more turned on in her life.


“Good,” she remarked under her breath.


“Excuse me?” Andy asked, stunned. “What did you just say?”


She ignored his question and instead moved to her walk-in closet where a particular piece of clothing hung from a hanger in plain sight. A light may as well have shone upon the sexy attire. She yanked the nightie off the hanger and dashed back through the bedroom.


“Beth,” her husband attempted to get her attention. “Beth!”


She slammed the door shut behind her as she made her way through the hallway and inside the upstairs bathroom. Damn it! She forgot new panties! It looked like she would just have to deal with how wet her underwear was, because there was no way she would go back to deal with Andy again.


She checked her hair, opted for a little eyeliner, and pulled down on her nightie to show a hint of cleavage. Moments later, she was on her way back to her son’s room.


A loud whistle immediately rang out after she opened his bedroom door, causing her to giggle as she closed it behind her. Of course, he was still rock-hard, and obviously he stroked his big dick at the sight of her. Was there any question that he wouldn’t have playfully whistled after seeing her in her nightwear too? Why wouldn’t the compliments continue to pour in?


“Jesus Christ, you’re so fuckin’ hot,” he grunted, his hand wrapped around his thick cock.


She felt like a model. A simple step toward the bed caused Tom to lick his lips. A flirtatious spin culminated in his eyes worshiping her body. Every single one of his reactions made her feel like a queen. She was a goddess in his eyes, and he reminded her of that—constantly.


He coaxed her in his direction with an inviting finger. “Get your sexy ass back up here.”


She scrambled onto the bed and curled up next to him again, her mouth wasting little time finding the piece of meat that her lips so desperately missed. She was on a mission to take him to cloud nine. Her son deserved to be treated like a king, and no one could be his queen better than her.


The sudden sensation of his big, strong hand massaging her breast under her silk nightie caused her to force her throat as far down on his dick as possible. She’d never been so turned on. Even the masculine odor which gushed from his pores didn’t resemble any prior scent in her life. He was the first real man that she’d ever been with.


He possessed the ability to make her feel so warm and protected, yet simultaneously vulnerable. Could she possibly say no to him? Her baby would be able to get her to do anything he wanted, but without any concern for her safety. There was an immense sense of trust in the man she shared the bed with.


“Good girl,” he moaned. His clutch on her soft right breast grew stronger as her blowjob turned deep and sloppy.


Could she debate it? Why would she even bother to question herself? It couldn’t have been more obvious.


She was madly in love.


His hand reluctantly slipped away from her breast and found the back of her nightie. He gave it a soft tug upward, exposing her black panties as his cock continued to bath in the blissful waters that were his mom’s mouth.


“I think I know why Dad talks shit about you,” he said.


His comment caused her head to pop up, her hand stroking her favorite new toy. “What?”


“I said that I know why Dad talks shit about you,” he repeated. “Do you want to know why?”


She gulped nervously before immediately relaxing. Her days of being mocked and talked down to were well in the past. Now, she had a man who would never hurt her.


“Why’s that?” she asked.


“Because his little dick can’t handle an ass like this,” he grinned, leaning forward and grabbing a big handful of her plump backside. He gave it a shake before checking off another box on his list of fantasies.


He spanked her.


His powerful smack caught her by surprise. “Oh!”


“You need a real man for this body,” he told her as he gave her ass another rough crack.


She locked eyes with him, their seductive grins fueling each other’s naughty sides. “I think I have a real man now.”


“You do have a real man now,” he corrected her firmly.


“I do, don’t I?” she giggled, visually worshiping the towering dick that her slick hand continued to slide along. “I have a big, thick, fat cock to keep me nice and happy now, isn’t that right?”


“Fuckin’ right you do,” he confirmed, his voice oozing of confidence.


“And it’s my job to make sure that my man is taken care of,” she said with a playful smirk. “Now, how do I go about doing that?”


“Well, for starters, you can keep sucking my cock,” he told her while slapping away her hand that played with her pussy. “That’s my job now, by the way.”


Who knew that it could feel so good to be helpless? She had no idea how much she craved to be at the complete mercy of a man whom she couldn’t get enough of. Experiencing his touch slip inside her underwear and graze over her little landing strip changed her life, and it was about time that she finally allowed herself to be loved the way that she so rightfully deserved.


“You’re so fuckin’ wet,” he noted.


Her soaked pussy dripped on his fingers as he gently touched her vulva. He wasn’t even inside her. A simple rub along her vaginal lips could make her squirm. His touch was electric. His movements enraptured her. Her incredible son had her in a trance.


But nothing compared to what happened next.


Her head rocketed off his dick as she gasped for breath. “Oh my God, baby!”


He rubbed her clit.


She was on the verge of exploding already? Really? It certainly didn’t take long for her impending orgasm to bubble deep inside her stomach—not that she expected anything different. Everything about her angel was magical.


The big head of Tom’s cock pressed against the side of her face as she hung on for dear life. It’d been so long since she experienced an orgasm with another person that she almost forgot how unbelievable the build-up could be—or how fast.


“Put that cock back in your mouth,” he ordered. “I want you gagging on me when you cum.”


Another order! No please, no begging, and no whining like a little boy. Her son knew what was best for her, and if that meant choking on his big dick, then she would be a good girl and do whatever he said.


His right hand rubbed her pussy while his left hand tangled in her hair. Could life possibly get better than this? She couldn’t believe how much she missed slurping and slobbering all over the cock of a man she loved.


“This is something I could get used to,” he told her with a chuckle.


She wanted nothing more than to tell him that she felt the same way, but the big dick currently stuffed in her mouth didn’t allow her to speak. Besides, she was moments away from cumming harder than she had in years. Could she even form a coherent sentence at the moment? God, she could barely think straight!


His fingers electrified her skin. Every rub of his increasingly faster-moving fingers sent her body into a frenzy; and now, curled up on her angel’s bed with his big dick in her mouth, she was about to experience the most forbidden pleasure possible. She was about to be a very bad mother.


Her mouth went limp around his manhood as her body shook and twitched courtesy of his touch. The pleasure center of her brain went haywire. The big dick between her lips was all that prevented her from screaming, and you better believe that she would make a racket if her son’s thick cock didn’t reduce her passionate cries to moans of bliss.


A deep fire exploded in her stomach, shooting the length of her body as her eyes rolled back in her head. Her world turned white as her surroundings temporarily ceased to exist. Forget about Andy. None of her boyfriends before her husband had ever made her feel anything like the heat which consumed her soul either.


She’d allowed herself into the hands of the one person she loved more than anyone in the world, and the rewards were endless. She was a satisfied mess curled up next to her man. Tonight, she was her son’s little slut.


He raised his hand to his mouth, the wetness from her pussy lips clearly visible to her eyes. She watched his fingers slip between his lips with a devilish grin in his eyes. Oh my God, he tasted her! Her own son tasted her!


“You taste so good,” he told her as he licked his fingers clean.


She bobbed up and down on his hard member frantically. He loved her taste? How unbelievable was that?


She now had two goals for her baby. One, he would cum harder than he ever had before. Two, she would swallow every drop.


“Just like that,” he moaned. “Good girl.”


His dominant demeanor drove her crazy. His powerful cadence caused her to desire him further. The same guy who’d called her Mom for the entirety of his life, now ordered her around like one of his college girlfriends, and she couldn’t get enough of it.


His powerful hand yanked her head back by her hair, causing the left side of her face to press against his chiseled abs. What was going on? Why was his cock out of her reach as he stroked himself? But she wanted to make him cum!


“I’m gonna cum all over your pretty face,” he grunted, his strokes turning short and rapid.


Well, question answered. Andy always begged to give her facials but she never allowed him to do it. Why would she have? Her husband disgusted her. She couldn’t imagine submitting to a man who didn’t show her an ounce of respect.


Once again, Tom didn’t ask or beg for what he wanted. He simply told her how things would work. He wanted to cum all over her face, and she would be a good girl and take it. She finally found a man who she would do anything for.


She closed her eyes and extended her tongue as far as possible. She would be a dirty, filthy, slutty mess in a matter of seconds, and she planned to receive a mouthful of her son at the same time. He’d turned all of her fantasies to reality without even discussing her desires. He somehow already knew what she craved!


He moaned passionately as the first explosion of cum burst from his cock. Shot after shot slammed into her face as he firmly held her in place by her hair. She couldn’t see the damage that he did, but she absolutely felt it, and she could more than hear it. His intense grunts sent a chill down her spine.


Seven thick, powerful blasts of cum left his signature all over her face. His warm semen dripped down her skin, coating her pouty lips as she soaked in his essence. Even the intensity of Tom’s orgasm put his dad to shame. Andy only ejaculated a few drops, but her son fired ropes.


She lunged at his cock, wrapping her lips around the throbbing head of his manhood eagerly. She’d never found herself in a situation like this before. The right side of her face dripped with his fluids, and her tongue had the good fortune of receiving a direct blast of cum which she swiftly gulped down.


Why wouldn’t he have tasted better than Andy? Her angel’s cum was sweet! He was so yummy that she wanted more!


She thoroughly cleaned him off, extracting every drop of his precious seed. She couldn’t believe how bad he made her want to be. She wanted to be dirty. She wanted to be slutty. She wanted to be his fantasy girl.


“You got me all messy,” she giggled after pulling her mouth off his cock and turning to look at him.


“Get used to it,” he said, lowering her mouth back to his dick. “You’re my dirty girl now.”


She could live in her nightie, and she never wanted to leave his bed. She belonged curled up next to her hunky son. Everything felt right with the world while his cock was between her lips.


She pulled her mouth off his dick and used her finger to slide a wad of cum toward her mouth; but suddenly, a loud yell caused her to freeze.


“No!” he shouted.


She looked at him, her face still dripping with his fluids.


“Where’s your phone?” he asked.


A quick glance at her side of the bed revealed that she’d forgotten her phone. “Crap, I left it in my room.”


“How were you planning to wake up tomorrow without an alarm?” he asked, his cock still hard as a rock.


“I totally forgot,” she told him. “It slipped my mind between how upset your father made me, and then you sticking up for me, and everything else that happened. It’s a good thing that you noticed.”


“Yeah, it’s a good thing I did,” he said with a smirk. “Go get it.”


“My phone?”


He nodded.


“Now?” she asked.


He nodded once again.


She hopped off his bed before the sound of him clearing his throat caused her to look back. “Don’t get cleaned up first either. Go straight to your bedroom.”


She returned his smirk with a wicked grin of her own. “You’re so bad!”


“You bring it out in me,” he smiled, soaking in every inch of her sexy body. “Bedroom first.”


She hustled out of his room and skipped down the hallway. She was seriously about to do this? Shouldn’t she stop to reconsider her plan first?


Sucking her own son’s cock was one thing, but showing her husband the results of her incestuous fun was an entirely different story. And Tom wanted this! He demanded that his father saw what he did to her!


How sexy was that? Her baby claimed her, and it was time for Andy to be informed of the changes that were made while he watched TV obliviously. Her husband was about to be in for one hell of a surprise.


She opened her bedroom door and strolled over to her nightstand.


“Back again?” Andy asked harshly, his eyes never leaving the television. “I was serious earlier too. We need to talk about that kid’s behavior. Beth, he can’t disrespect me like that in my own house.”


She tried her hardest not to laugh. “Oh, I agree.”


“Someone needs to smack some sense into him,” he said. “My father would’ve killed me if I pulled something like that.”


“It was completely uncalled for,” she told him, grinning as she retrieved her phone and charger. “We all know that you’re the real man of the house. Maybe you should go show Tom that?”


“Well, he’s grown a lot over the past few years,” he said, finally turning to her. “It isn’t so easy to—”


She never felt more alive than when she watched his jaw drop as he cut himself off mid-sentence. He couldn’t have been more stunned. Why wouldn’t her rude, obnoxious, and annoying husband be at a complete loss for words? She didn’t exactly expect a different reaction.


“Wha-wha-wha what’s on your face?” he stammered.


He knew the answer to his question, didn’t he? And even if he honestly couldn’t tell what was on her face, then she would fill him in real fast. Standing next to their marital bed—in a cute nightie—her index finger slid a big wad of her son’s cum into her mouth where she swallowed.


“Yummy,” she giggled.


“That-that-that can’t be wha-wha-what I think it is,” he stuttered again, baffled by what he just saw.


“Oh, you better believe it,” she laughed. “Our son made quite the mess.”


His already bulging eyes grew bigger with each passing second. “Beth…”


“He’s such a stud, but I think the evidence of that is crystal clear,” she told him, helping herself to another serving of her son’s sweet seed. “I mean, just look at the size of his load! He just kept cumming, and cumming, and cumming…”


“You let our son—”


“Cum all over my face?” she finished his sentence. “I sure did. Not before I gave him a well-deserved blowjob though. He earned it, don’t you think? No one has ever stood up for me like he did.”


It didn’t happen often, but Andy was speechless.


“He didn’t even ask for a blowjob,” she revealed. “He told me to do it, just like he ordered me to go change into my nightie because he thinks it’s sexy. God, that kid drives me crazy, but he isn’t a kid anymore, is he? No, my little angel is all man now. He’s big, strong, and aggressive, and he made you look like a little kid earlier. Watching him pin you against the headboard made my body do a million different things, but do you want to know what caught me the most by surprise? Andy, it got me wet.”


He didn’t have a clue what to say.


“You were so helpless,” she went on. “You’re so mean and condescending to me, but I saw fear in your eyes when he talked to you, and I know that he’ll always protect me no matter what. So, go ahead and keep making your nasty remarks and treat me like garbage, and I’ll just tell Tom. We both know what he’ll do if that happens, don’t we? He’ll kick the shit out of you.”


“What the fuck is wrong with you!?” he shouted, finally snapping out of his haze. “He’s our son!”


She turned and headed for the door, but not before treating herself to another helping of cum. “God, does he taste good. Sure, he’s our son, but he’s more than that. Will he always be my little angel? Absolutely. Part of me will always see the child in him, but he’s also a man—my man. He’s my baby, my best friend, and now he’s my man too. So, I’m going to get cleaned up and then head into his bedroom so I can snuggle with him. Sleep tight, asshole.”


And with that, she strutted out the door and headed into the bathroom, more confident than ever. She was invincible, because at the end of the day, she was protected. Andy wouldn’t dare step up to Tom.


She washed her face and hair before strolling back into her son’s bedroom, where a strong arm swiftly wrapped around her after she slid under the covers. And what was waiting for her when she wiggled into him? A big kiss on the neck, of course.


“Good night, sexy,” he whispered in her ear.


“Good night, baby,” she smiled, feeling his drained cock rub against her butt as she savored his hold. She instantly drifted to sleep.


Chapter 3 - You Snooze, You Lose


The Following Day. June 7th. Friday. 6:19 PM.


“Where are you going?”


Beth continued to apply her eyeliner in the bathroom mirror while she completely disregarded her husband’s question.


“Beth, where are you going?” Andy tried again.


…


…


“Beth!” he yelled as a result of her ignoring him. “Answer me!”


“Out,” she finally answered.


“Out where?” he asked.


She let out an annoyed huff before leaning in closer to check that her makeup was perfect. “That’s none of your business.”


“None of my business?” Andy questioned as he leaned against the bathroom countertop in disbelief. “Of course, it’s my business. I deserve to know where my wife is going on a Friday night dressed up like this, and we still haven’t discussed that shit from last night either. Whatever it was. Your idea of a fucked up prank or something.”




“Oh, that was no prank,” she laughed. “Believe me. It was very, very, very real.”


Andy still struggled to believe that. Everything from the way that Tom slammed him against the headboard, to how he declared that he would kill him if he disrespected his mother was surreal. And what about when Beth returned to the bedroom with what appeared to be cum on her face? No, it couldn’t have actually been cum. It just couldn’t! This was all some kind of sadistic joke. His family was simply messing with him.


“We need to sit down and—” Andy’s train of thought was derailed by heavy footsteps trotting down the upstairs hallway. It was no secret who it was, and if he couldn’t get an answer from his wife, then perhaps he could get one from his son?


“Holy fuckin’ shit!” Tom exclaimed as he brushed past his father. “This is the dress you bought?”


A surprise text from Tom during her lunch break notified her that he planned to take her out for dinner and a movie tonight. Her first real date night is close to fifteen years didn’t come courtesy of her husband, boyfriend, or even a friend. No, it was her son who decided to take her out.


She spent the rest of the workday giddy before sneaking out early to do a little shopping. It definitely qualified as her first time ever participating in something so promiscuous, but she snapped a picture of her cleavage in the changing room and sent it to Tom. And when he responded with a drooling face emoji? Well, she just about lost her mind. Her perfect son had easily trimmed twenty years off her life.


She spun to show Tom all of her black spaghetti strap dress. Not only was it sleeveless, but it was backless. Two straps ran over her shoulder blades and showed off her toned back; and God, did it hug her butt perfectly. The very ass that her idiot husband talked down about, was what her hunky son couldn’t take his eyes off of.


The picture that she texted him earlier didn’t do her gown justice. The v-neck dipped well into her bust, displaying plenty of her creamy cleavage. And what about her sexy black heels? She felt like a movie star!


She couldn’t remember the last time that she put so much effort into her hair and makeup. Tonight felt like a first date! She’d never been so desperate to impress someone before. Her baby possessed the ability to make her feel like she was twenty-two all over again, and she needed to show just how much she appreciated him.


“Do you like it?” she asked while spinning once again.


He approached her methodically, his lustful eyes refusing to leave her body. She soon found herself with her butt pressed against the bathroom countertop, and her imposing son standing mere inches in front of her. His hand reached out and found her hip.


“Sexiest woman alive,” he whispered as he leaned in and planted a big kiss on her ear.


She didn’t look nice, pretty, or even amazing to him. In her son’s eyes, she was the sexiest woman alive, and his opinion was all that mattered. She lived for his feedback.


Andy had some serious doubts about this still being a prank. Since when do sons kiss their mothers on the ear? They certainly don’t call them sexy either. This started to feel very real.


She smiled as she took in her baby from head to toe. A white long-sleeve dress shirt, a navy blue tie, gray dress pants with a brown belt, and sharp brown dress shoes. His big frame and strong muscles accented his stylish outfit to a tee. Not to mention that his always messy thick hair was slickly combed and styled! He even shaved his stubble! When was the last time that she saw him with a clean-shaven face?


She finally had a man who she wouldn’t feel embarrassed to be seen with in public. In fact, she was eager to show him off. There wasn’t a girl alive who wouldn’t kill to date a guy like Tom.


“Well, aren’t you quite the stud?” she asked with a big smile. “But I already know that, don’t I?”


Any remaining possibility of this being a joke swiftly went out the window after Andy watched his wife and son kiss. They didn’t exchange a quick peck, a hug, or even a warm embrace. No, Beth and Tom passionately made out while her butt continued to press against the bathroom vanity.


Suddenly, he felt like the kid in the household. What was he doing? How could he stand here and watch his son take his wife from him? He needed to grow a set of balls and act like a man.


“We—”


“We’re going out,” Tom interrupted, breaking off his deep kiss just in time to cut off his father. “Not like that concerns you anyway. Let’s go, gorgeous.”


Beth strutted out into the hallway, glaring at her husband the entire time. He was cowering again! She could smell his fear, and watching his eyes hit the floor timidly when Tom passed by gave her chills. God, her son’s dominance drove her crazy!


Andy finally spit out, “We need to talk,” but it was far too late. The sound of high heels and dress shoes clacking down the hardwood stairs was a slap of reality across the face.


He was scared.


He was scared, and deep down, he wouldn’t do anything about it. It was time to admit that he was outmatched by his own son.


Chapter 4 — Date Night


Four Hours Later. 10:27 PM.


“Oh my God, that was so much fun!”


Tom trailed his mother up the stairs as she headed for her bedroom.


“I haven’t had a night out like that in forever!” she continued to bask in excitement. “Seriously, in forever!”


The past four hours wouldn’t have set the world on fire for most people, but Beth wasn’t most people. She was a simple girl who craved having a guy in her life who showed interest in hearing about her day. She dreamed about going out to a nice dinner with a man who actually cared about her thoughts and opinions. She just wanted someone who appreciated her.


They both enjoyed their own big plate of pasta, she treated herself to a few glasses of wine, and then they went out to a movie together. And who got to pick the flick? You guessed it. The entire evening was about her!


Doors were opened, chairs were pulled out, and her son acted like a perfect gentleman throughout the course of the night. They even held hands during the movie! Had she suddenly turned into the luckiest nineteen-year-old girl in the world? His youthful energy made her feel alive. Every part of her was sexier, flirtier, and up for anything.


She was transformed into an entirely different woman.


“We should do this every week,” she told him. “I loved—”


Tom wrapped his hand around her arm and pulled her into his bedroom, closing the door behind him. Mom would have to wait to further reminisce about her awesome night. Did he love anything more than seeing her happy? Absolutely not, but there were far greater issues at hand. Primarily, something that he fantasized about for the past four hours.


She was pushed against his bedroom wall roughly. Just like last night, there wasn’t any asking, begging, or any behavior that resembled a child. There was only a firm hand and a strong push.


The deafening silence in the bedroom built her anticipation. What did her son have planned for her? While she expected a little post-movie fun, this ultra-aggressive side of him made her feel jumpy. It was a tension that she wasn’t exactly familiar with.


And just like that, the quietness was broken.


By the sound of a belt.


Millions of fantasies consumed her mind. A lifetime of sexual bliss awaited her thanks to the last person she ever expected, and she still struggled to grasp her hold on reality. What if this wasn’t real? What if she was caught up in the most realistic erotic novel ever? What if she would wake up back in bed with Andy?


And then it hit her. No amount of daydreaming could prevent her from understanding her situation either. Their night had turned very real.


Her son’s big cock rubbed against her moist pussy lips.


“Stop!” she demanded firmly.


Tom froze. Were the past twenty-four hours just an illusion? What if nothing actually happened between them? Had he lost himself in a dream?


Mom was just Mom. She certainly wasn’t his girlfriend or his wife. How had she ended up pressed against his bedroom wall? Had he snapped? What if he’d lost his mind? How could he treat his own mother this way?


But he instantly realized that the past twenty-four hours was very real when her gentle eyes locked onto his. They enjoyed an amazing dinner together, he laughed throughout a romantic comedy while holding his amazing mother’s hand; and yeah, she sucked his dick last night too.


Mom didn’t belong to Dad anymore. She was his. All the confirmation he needed was found in her loving eyes, and he’d never been more sure about anything in his life. He knew exactly what she wanted.


He grabbed a big handful of her hair and pulled her off the wall, allowing her to sink to her knees as he dragged her toward his bedroom door. She crawled while he pulled. An unannounced urgency from both parties swept through the room, reinforcing that they were indeed on the same page. Neither of them could reach their destination fast enough.


They hurried out of the room and down the hallway. There, they came to a stop just outside of a closed bedroom door. Once again, no words were exchanged. Verbal communication was for people who didn’t exist on the same wavelength. They both knew exactly what they wanted, and they were seconds away from getting it.


He opened the door and dragged his mother into the bedroom—pushing her over the edge of the mattress roughly—so that she could stare straight-ahead into his father’s eyes.


“Wh-wha-wha-what?” a stunned Andy finally got out, his back resting against the wooden headboard behind him.


“Hey, Dad,” Tom greeted his father with a big smile. “We decided to come by and say hi.”


Beth’s grin couldn’t be bigger.


“She’s so sexy, isn’t she?” he asked while soaking in the view of his mother’s big backside. “I mean, just look at this fuckin’ ass.”


Reality officially set in for Andy, and he finally realized that he wasn’t caught up in some sick practical joke. Beth was bent over the end of his bed, and his son stood behind her, naked. Well, he appeared to be naked. Everything below his chiseled abs was blocked from his view.


“I was telling Mom that last night felt right to me,” Tom said. “Did it feel right for you? Watching her walk into your bedroom with my cum all over her face?”


Andy didn’t know what to say.


“But your opinion doesn’t really matter, does it?” Tom snickered. “The only person I care about is Mom, and she certainly seemed to enjoy herself.”


“Last night was amazing,” Beth chimed in.


“And what about tonight?”


“Tonight was even more unbelievable,” she answered her son. “The past twenty-four hours have been the best of my life.”


His attention moved to his still shocked father. “You’re a fuckin’ idiot, you know that?”


“I—”


Andy’s words were immediately cut off by his son. “This woman is an angel, and she’s had to put up with your bullshit for all these years. I wish that she would’ve told me about her problems a long time ago. I would’ve straightened you out real fast.”


As stunning as his son’s statement was, his wife’s glare unsettled him even more. He could feel her aggression through her eyes. She didn’t resemble the gentle, fairly-timid woman who he’d spent the past twenty years with. No, she was someone else.


A loud slap suddenly captured everyone’s attention. Andy’s eyebrows perked up, Tom grinned, and Beth may as well have been drooling. An electricity shot through her body from the feel of her son’s powerful hand smacking her bare butt-cheek. Not only did she just experience the roughest spanking of her life, but it happened mere feet from her spouse.


It was time to let Andy know how she really felt. Frustration from years of mental and verbal abuse were ready to come to a head. Her husband was about to know what it was like when the shoe was on the other foot, and last night wouldn’t compare to what she planned to admit.


“I hate you.”


The look on Andy’s face was magnificent. While she confessed to messing around with their son last night, she avoided unloading on Andy. Not tonight though. Tonight, with her new man’s hands all over her butt, she finally had the support to be herself. Her days of putting on a fake smile and accepting her situation were behind her. She was on top of the world when her baby had her back.


“I hate everything about you,” she continued, scowling at her husband. “Every single little thing. I hate the way that you act like you do so much around here, how condescending you are toward me, and the phony facade you put on when we’re around other people. I despise how you call me fat when you’re so out of shape yourself, and I can’t stand how the TV takes priority to helping me with anything.”


She felt her tension slowly seep away. It took a decade, but she finally got the monkey off her back. “My friend from work had her husband come and pick her up a few weeks ago. He was nice, polite, and very handsome. Andy, it just about blew my mind. You can be married to a man in his forties who’s actually a gentleman? I thought guys like that were mythical, but it turns out that I’ve been with such a jerk for so long that I forgot men like him even existed. And—oh!”


Andy didn’t need ears to know what had just happened. Once again, the satisfied expression on his son’s face told him everything. It was yet another crack of his wife’s ass, and just like before, Beth couldn’t appear more in love.


“Who’s this handsome guy?” Tom asked with a sarcastic smirk.


“He’s a poor man’s version of you, baby,” Beth answered her son, refusing to look anywhere other than her despicable husband. “Andy, I did some thinking, and it really hit home for me during my date tonight. Our son is perfect, and I’m not referring to the way that most mothers love to talk about their sons. Am I guilty of gushing over my little angel? Sure. I mean, he’s the smartest, handsomest, most perfect person to ever exist, but he’s everything I’ve ever wanted in a man as well.”


Andy continued to observe the most bizarre scene of his life, stunned and at a loss for words.


“He’s so different from you,” she went on. “He’s sexy, funny, and I can’t get enough of being around him. Our conversation at dinner was so effortless. We can talk about everything and nothing ever feels forced. We really are soulmates. Now, it pales in comparison to his personality, but I haven’t even gotten to his body yet.”


Andy’s focus moved to his son who calmly stood behind his mother with a big grin. Suddenly, Tom didn’t seem like his kid anymore. Forty-three years old, and Andy felt like the little boy of the household.


“Have you ever seen anything like him?” Beth asked, her question a rather rhetorical one. “Just look at how muscular his arms are; and God, those shoulders make me melt. They’re the polar opposite of yours, aren’t they? And that stomach? When was the last time that you could even see your own dick, let alone had abs? He’s so tall, strong, and handsome. You know, I felt something today for the first time in my life. Guess what it was?”


Her husband remained silent.


“Answer her question,” Tom demanded calmly.


“Um…I-I don-don-don’t know,” Andy stammered, growing nervous again from his son’s authoritative tone.


She wanted this to hurt. She needed him to experience all of the pain that she was exposed to over the years. For the first time in their relationship, she planned to be the vicious one.


“I’ve been craving to suck his cock,” she admitted. “I’ve never felt that feeling before either. Sure, I’ve desired sex and love, but I’ve never lusted after anyone to this extent. I could barely focus at work because all I wanted to do was crawl into bed with my man and take care of him. I’ve never experienced that with you—even when we dated. Look at Tom.”


His eyes didn’t leave her.


“Look at him!” she yelled.


His attention turned to his one and only child.


“That’s what a real man looks like,” she informed him. “Did you get a look at his cock when he dragged me in here?”


He shook his head timidly.


She inched to the side, revealing her new man in all of his naked glory. Watching her husband’s eyebrows instantly perk up as a result of what he saw fed her libido. Witnessing him gulp sent a chill down her spine. Andy knew that he was outmatched in every facet of masculinity, and she couldn’t get enough of it.


“You’re pathetic compared to him,” she growled.


Tom never had a problem with his father until last night, but he’d been rendered worthless from the revelation of the way that he treated his mother behind his back. Dad went from a good guy, to complete shit in the blink of an eye. He deserved to suffer. He needed to feel what he caused Mom to experience over the years. He never wanted to hurt someone more.


Tom grabbed a handful of his mother’s hair and pulled her off the bed, allowing her to squat in front of him so that she would still be in Dad’s view. It was time to establish a new order in the household.


“Suck my balls, Mom.”


She accepted his testicles inside her mouth feverishly, watching as he moved his big cock over her head. Before she knew it, he pressed his thick manhood down against her face. She never knew that lust and passion could be so intense. It was dominance. It was order. It showed who called the shots around here from now on.


Down in front of her son while he covered her face with his cock felt like home. Andy’s dick wouldn’t reach her eyes, but the head of Tom’s manhood ended up in her hair. Every part of her big, strong, aggressive son was grandiose.


She knew how guys thought. So many of them defined their manliness by their penis size. Andy didn’t have much else going for him as is, so it brought her nothing but joy yesterday when she discovered that he was inferior to their son in yet another category.


Tom began to move his hips slowly. He didn’t realize it, but he grinded his cock along his mother’s face while she continued to suck his balls. It was the most natural of primal instincts. She was his woman, so he decided to rub his dick against her. He needed to absorb every inch of her skin. He wanted to worship her feet, legs, stomach, and her pretty face. Every little part of her belonged to him.


Tom shifted his attention to the defeated guy up on the bed and grunted deeply, “Mine.”


The kissing, dragging his wife into their room by her hair, and even watching her suck his balls couldn’t compare to Tom’s most recent declaration. His son had just scowled “Mine” at him. He’d verbalized his intention with his mother.


Andy would be lying if he didn’t admit to being outmatched when it came to his son’s manhood. Not only was Tom longer, but he was significantly thicker, and seeing his cock run the length of Beth’s face while she passionately sucked his balls startled him. But his “Mine” comment was what he still couldn’t shake. Beth was still his wife, but she didn’t necessarily feel like it anymore.


She allowed his balls to escape from her mouth before sliding her tongue along the underside of his thick cock. She gave the glistening head a big kiss before peering back at her husband.


“Tom would do anything for me.”


“Anything,” Tom confirmed.


“Do you have any idea what that’s like for a woman?” she asked Andy, stroking Tom’s dick with her hand. “To know that a man has your back? I never knew if I could trust you, but I know that I can count on my baby for anything. He would kill for me.”


“I would absolutely kill for her,” Tom echoed.


Andy lost his breath. His son’s particularly disturbing comment had been made while he glared at him. It couldn’t have been more obvious who he referred to when he mentioned killing for his mother.


Tom talked about him.


“I know—”


Beth was interrupted by a strong hand gripping her arm. Suddenly, she was bent back over the bed again, her mouth just inches from her husband’s foot. She’d been snapped back to reality by the sensation of Tom’s fat cockhead rubbing against her moist pussy lips. They were finally going to do it!




Tom turned his attention to his father, still unfortunately on the outside of Mom. “Remember what I told you yesterday?”


Andy nodded hesitantly.


“What did I say?” Tom asked.


“To not disrespect your mother anymore,” his father answered quietly.


“Or what?” Tom inquired.


Andy’s eyes shifted to the wall. “Or you would kill me.”


Beth reached behind her and grabbed at her son’s cock desperately. He wouldn’t just kill for her, but he would kill his father? He needed to be inside her!


Tom slapped her hand away. A very important discussion took priority to the intensity of their undeniable lust. “The rules have changed around here, Dad. You see, I’ll still kill you if you hurt or disrespect Mom, but now I’ll also kill you if you touch her. Hell, I’ll kill you if you look at her the wrong way. You’re to have absolutely no involvement in her life from this moment forward. Understood?”


“I need you inside me,” Beth begged, her stomach and chest buried into the bed sheets while she waited impatiently. “Please!”


“One second, Mom,” he told her before looking back at his father. “Are we clear?”


“She’s my wife,” Andy reminded him, his voice sheepish.


“No, she isn’t. She’s nothing to you now,” Tom said as he took control of Mom’s hand which had yet to stop attempting to move him inside her. “On three, Mom.”


Actions speak louder than words, and that expression certainly rang true in their particular situation. Giving Tom a blowjob in front of Andy was nothing compared to what her son truly desired. They were about to change everything.


She felt Tom tug at her wedding ring.


There wasn’t a moment of hesitation on Beth’s end. “On three, baby.”


He gripped her ring and counted, “One…two…three.”


Twenty years were ripped away in a single yank. The final symbol of her marriage was officially removed. Her ownership had been transferred with one swift tug, and there was no more confusion over who she belonged to.


Tom tossed his mother’s wedding ring at Dad, eager to get it out of his sight. He didn’t even want to think about what that gold band had felt like around her finger for all these years. It served as a constant reminder of the worthless man she was married to, but her problems were in the past now. He would make sure of it.


“Lose the dress, Mom.”


Beth shot off the bed and hurried to wiggle out of her dinner dress. If her baby wanted her naked, then she would get naked for him. Watching him stroke his big cock to the sight of her disrobing certainly didn’t discourage her either.


“You’re a fuckin’ idiot, you know that?” Tom said.


Beth tracked her son’s eyes as her hands dashed behind her back to unhook her bra. Nothing did it for her like listening to him scold his father. She didn’t know what he referred to for sure, but the idea of Andy being put in his place turned her on beyond words.


“Just look at this fuckin’ body,” Tom grunted as he soaked in his mother’s endless curves. “Keep the heels on, Mom.”


She tossed her dress and bra out of the way, smiling as she reflected on the absurdity of the past twenty-four hours of her life. Here she was—nude with the exception of a sexy pair of four-inch black pump heels—standing in front of her husband, while she watched her naked son stroke his perfect dick as he mocked his idiot father. Not to mention that she’d never been more wet in her life.


She observed Tom take a step in her direction, his eyes locked on her like a hawk. The way that he towered over her caused her to feel warm and protected. His big muscles reminded her that her little boy was all grown up, and his throbbing manhood represented a limitless number of fantasies. She could live out each and every one of her dreams with a stud like him.


“How in the world could anyone talk poorly about you?” Tom asked as he moved directly in front of her. He raised the tone of his voice so that his father couldn’t misunderstand his following words. “What is it about Mom that you hate so much? Is it her flawless personality? Or maybe it’s how sweet and kind she is? But then again, perhaps it annoys you how she puts literally everyone else’s needs ahead of her own?”


She gazed lovingly up at her son’s masculine face. She couldn’t recall the last time that Andy complimented her. Actually, come to think of it, she wasn’t sure if he’d praised her a single time over the past decade; but here was her incredible son, raving about all of her qualities that he loved so much. It was as good as life could get.


“Or is it her amazing cooking that you hate?” Tom questioned as he pressed the tip of his index finger against his mother’s mouth. She immediately parted her lips to accept it inside. “Mom deserves to be treated like a queen, and you’re lucky that I don’t kill you for the misery that you’ve brought to her life for all these years.”


Her heart skipped a beat as she sucked his finger harder. How had she missed it all this time? Andy never loved her the way that Tom did, and she refused to make the mistake of failing to realize that again.


“It’s probably her insane body that deep down, you know you don’t deserve,” Tom spoke harshly at his father while never breaking eye contact with Mom. “That big, perfect ass is too much for him, isn’t it?”


She giggled before making the finger in her mouth disappear. Everything about her spectacular son caused her to misbehave. She wanted to be his bad girl.


“Dad might be gay,” Tom said.


She burst into laughter while turning to look at her husband. “And why do you think that, baby?”


A firm push sent her over the edge of the bed once more, and Tom had some rather choice words for her after his aggressive actions as well. “Let’s see here. Well, we could start with your fat ass,” he said before giving her a firm spank which caused her to yelp out in surprise. “Or maybe your sexy hips, or your big tits, or that gorgeous face?”


She glared straight-ahead at Andy while the love of her life continued to gush over her traits. She could feel her husband’s pain. Despite the horrible manner in which he treated her, Andy still viewed her as his, and it killed him to see Tom take her as his own.


“What do you want, Mom?” he asked, admiring the view of his mother wiggling her ass at him as her chest and stomach remained buried in the bed sheets.


“Your big cock,” she responded immediately. “I need it.”


“How much bigger am I than Dad?”


“Sooooooooooooooooo much bigger,” she answered her son with a lustful grin. “That didn’t exactly surprise me though. Everything about you is significantly better than your father. You—”


She cut herself short as her eyes rolled back in her head. The feel of Tom’s cock probing at the entrance of her pussy sent her into a frenzy. She needed this, but it was more than just the physical side of things.


She yearned to be claimed.


Andy wouldn’t completely understand the situation until he watched their son bury his fat cock inside her. They could continue to talk dirty to each other, she would gladly drop to her knees if Tom demanded that she suck his balls again, and nothing made her wetter than when her little angel put his father in his place, but they wouldn’t officially reach that point without taking the next step.


And fortunately for her, Tom did just that.


A blissful smile washed across her face from the sensation of her son’s throbbing cockhead pushing inside her. The vast difference from his father was undeniable. Nothing in her life compared to her current sensation of euphoria, and her mind was opened to a world of potential.


She felt so full. Each additional inch that journeyed further into her pussy stretched her in previously unimaginable ways. The stud behind her made her feel like a real woman for the first time in her life, and he’d yet to even take a single thrust.


“You’re so fuckin’ tight,” Tom moaned as more and more manhood disappeared inside his mother.


“It’s because you’re so big,” Beth panted, temporarily forgetting where she was. It only made everything so much sweeter when she remembered that her husband was still in bed. “Your father’s never made me feel anything like this.”


He pushed in further, causing her outstretched hands to squeeze the blankets in disbelief. It was like her first time all over again. Her son’s ample size restored her virginity, and it only felt right to be broken in by the one man she loved more than anyone in the world.


“I need to apologize to you, Dad,” Tom said.


Beth snapped back to reality. Did Tom just experience a change of heart? He needed to apologize to Andy? For what?


“That little dick of yours kept this pussy nice and tight, didn’t it?” Tom laughed while exploring his mother cautiously. “Shit, I’ve never had pussy this good.”


It didn’t take much to bring her right back to the moment at hand. Not only did her baby not regret his decision, but he continued to taunt his father! And he said that he’d never felt anything as good as her! Did that mean what she thought it did? Did her son just admit that those cute college girls couldn’t compete with her? She felt on top of the world!


“You like that big dick, Mom?” he asked as he increased his tempo. He gave her plump ass a firm crack while he waited for a response.


“Oh!” she yelped as a result of his big hand smacking her butt. A sharp but satisfying pain shot down her legs as she locked eyes with Andy. “I love his big dick so much.”


Tom’s hands locked on her hips as lust swiftly overtook his formerly tender ways. She soon found herself being driven into like one of the women in her erotic novels. What if she felt so good that her son couldn’t control himself? What if her curves caused him to lose his mind? What if he forgot all about his many girlfriends at college, and instead focused solely on her?


“Who’s pussy is this?” Tom asked as he attempted to impale his perfect mom.


She couldn’t respond. Her body wouldn’t allow her lips to part. She struggled to understand how the stud behind her could possess so much power, and her fury with Andy only grew as she finally realized what she’d missed out on for the past twenty years. Her husband subjected her to two decades of mediocre sex!


“Hey, I asked you a question, shithead!” Tom growled, raising his voice.


Shithead? Why would her baby call her a shithead? He never swore at her or treated her with an ounce of disrespect, so where did this unfamiliar side of him come from all of a sudden?


And then she realized who Tom spoke to, and it certainly wasn’t her.


Andy’s disheveled look sent a tingle through her body, only aided by the heatwave that could be credited to Tom’s flawless cock. Her perfect angel refused to slow down while he waited for an answer from his father. He appeared hellbent to make her cum in the most primal way possible, and it wouldn’t be much longer until she achieved a much-desired climax.


“Um…it-it-it’s…uh…” Andy stammered.


His defeatist attitude propelled Tom into overdrive. Could it have been more obvious that he got off on cuckolding his dad? Tom didn’t just want her, but he needed Andy to know it, and that made everything so much hotter.


Tom slowed the pace of his movements, unknowingly halting his mother’s impending orgasm. “Do you want to help Dad out, Mom? I know it’s a tough question, and Dad isn’t exactly the smartest guy in the world.”


She giggled while bathing in her new heaven. Slow, fast, rough, tender: it didn’t matter. Everything her son did was magical.


His slow pumps allowed her foggy mind to clear. He still touched parts of her for the first time, but she could process her surroundings now that she wasn’t on the verge of being broken in half. It also gave her a chance to join in on the fun verbally.


“He definitely isn’t the smartest,” she laughed, opening herself to the idea of being able to orgasm courtesy of Tom’s delicate side. His cock may as well have been electric. “I know whose pussy this isn’t.”


“And why don’t you fill us in on that?” Tom said, taking a deep, long stroke inside her.


She lost her breath as the entirety of his thick cock filled her tight hole. What would happen if she had sex with Andy after this? Obviously, she would never even entertain the idea of such an act happening, but part of her was curious as to how it would unfold. Would she be able to feel him? Had her son ruined her for any other man who may enter her life?


The good news was that she had a man. In fact, the only guy she would ever be intimate with again had his fingers clenched into the skin of her naked hips, and every inch of his gorgeous dick buried in her wet pussy. He rearranged her to his liking.


“I don’t think it belongs to your dad anymore,” she said. “Actually, I don’t think that anything around here belongs to him.”


“Is that right?” Tom asked, glaring at his motionless father.


Beth had some very important plans to inform both Tom and Andy of. “We’re moving your stuff in here, baby. This is our bedroom now.”


Tom liked the sound of that, and he decided to start throwing his weight around a bit. “Get the fuck off my bed.”


Andy’s eyes peered curiously.


“Get the fuck off my bed,” Tom repeated, pointing at the floor to the side of the mattress. “Go stand there.”


“I wouldn’t make him ask you again,” Beth chimed in, grinning at Andy. “It won’t turn out well for you if he has to do that.”


“Listen, we need to talk,” Andy said, finally finding the courage to speak up. “This has gone way too far. It—”


The look on his wife’s face caused him to think better of his protests. He couldn’t miss her smile as she visualized the scene of Tom beating him to a pulp, and it was time for him to stop ignoring the obvious. What would he do if Tom attacked him? He definitely wouldn’t stand much of a chance of fighting back. Unfortunately, he needed to swallow his manhood and protect himself, no matter how humiliating it may be.


He slid off the bed—dejectedly—and stood on the floor where he’d been instructed. How could he compete with the guy positioned behind his wife? His son owned a body that he desperately desired to have, and he possessed a cock that he could only dream of. His impressive combination of traits were more than enough to fill him with jealousy.


And now that Andy thought about it, Beth had always favored Tom. When didn’t she put their son first? She would drop everything and immediately prioritize Tom’s needs over his own, and the focus of her affection truly hit home now that he watched Tom give her another stiff crack on the ass.


“You have five seconds to answer my question,” Tom said while looking at his father. “Who’s pussy is this?”


“Don’t answer him!” Beth rushed to speak up. Her son’s long, deep strokes had her on the cusp of orgasmic euphoria. “I want to watch him put your head through the wall.”


The brutality of her statement cut through Andy like a knife. She didn’t just want to hurt him emotionally, but physically as well. Would Tom actually harm him if Beth requested it? It was like his son had turned into a completely different person after the revelation of how he treated Beth, and his newly acquired menacing demeanor caused him to rethink everything.


“It-it-it’s your-your…” Andy stuttered nervously as Tom’s tempo picked up once again. “It’s your…um…your…”


“It’s my what?” Tom asked, grabbing a handful of his mother’s hair and snapping her head back.


Andy looked on in a daze at the sight of both his wife and son grinning at him as Tom continued to hammer away. Should he actually answer his son’s question? And what if he didn’t? Beth just said that she wanted to see him get his head put through the wall, for God’s sake! And sadly, that’s most likely how things would play out based on Tom’s muscular body.


Andy took a deep breath and conceded to what the rest of the room already knew. He couldn’t deny the obvious. “It’s your pussy.”


A wave of intense pleasure burst through Beth’s body. Everything came together in a moment of complete clarity. The world made perfect sense while the love of her life drove into her from behind, and her explosion grew more profound as she watched her poor excuse for a husband look on helplessly.


She wasn’t just her son’s new girlfriend. She was so much more than that now. In a way, their rather coarse dirty talk couldn’t be more true. Her body belonged to Tom, and nothing did it for her like listening to him announce just that.


“My fuckin’ pussy,” Tom echoed his father’s words with a masculine grunt. A rough slap on her ass while he continued to hold her head back by her hair further emphasized his demands. “Who do you belong to, slut?”


Her limbs went numb as her orgasm turned more powerful. Tom’s impressive length and girth filled her in ways never deemed possible, and his love transferred through his touch. She didn’t care if it was merely an incredibly sexy attempt to act raunchy, because at this very moment, she wanted to be his slut.


She would be the woman who made him feel things that those college girls couldn’t, she would be the one who received all of his love and affection, and she would get dirty for him in ways that he couldn’t even comprehend. She would be his slut, alright. She would be anything her baby wanted.


“I be-be-belong to-to your fa-father,” she announced with a wicked grin, stuttering from a mixture of his rough pounding and her own intense orgasmic explosion.


He yanked her neck back further as the loud ring from his most recent harsh slap on her plump ass bounced off the bedroom walls. The warm, wet, tight pussy which engulfed his dick belonged to him. So did the amazing personality inside the body that he constantly craved. He owned the woman being mercilessly fucked in front of the man she once viewed as her husband, and he wasn’t interested in entertaining any other possibilities.


“What was that?” Tom asked.


“I said that-that-that I-I belong to-to the real man of-of the house,” she giggled, finally regaining the feeling in her hands and feet once again. It’d been a long time since she last orgasmed with a man, and she never experienced anything like what her body just went through. “I belong to your father.”


Tom’s muscular arm slammed down, driving her face into the bed sheets below. With her bent over the mattress and her playful taunts now muted thanks to his decision to press down on the back of her head, he decided to give her the one thing that all the girls at school loved so much. It’d become his mission to bring one thing to his incredible mother’s world.


He fucked her senseless.


“Your amazing smile,” Tom said as every inch of his manhood made itself at home inside her snug hole. His right hand pushed down harder on the back of her neck, reflecting the force with which his hips rocketed forward and back. “Your flawless body, your incredible mind, and how soft and caring you are. Who does it really belong to?”


Her muffled reply didn’t answer his question—not that he actually needed a response.


“I didn’t hear you, slut,” he chuckled, turning his attention to his stunned father who’d certainly never fucked Mom properly. “Maybe I should let Dad have another shot at you? You know, now that he’s seen how a real man fucks.”


Andy’s lips parted but only air escaped. He couldn’t find the words to describe what he witnessed.


“I think I’m going to let him fuck you one last time,” Tom said. “And do you know why I’m going to do that, Mom? I’m going to do that so the moment that Dad’s finger touches your perfect skin, I have permission to slam him against the wall, wrap my hands around his stupid throat, and watch the life fade in his eyes as I choke him to death.”


Her outstretched hands squeezed the blankets as she felt a deep warmth rumble around in the pit of her stomach once more. It was about to happen again. She was moments away from cumming all over her son’s perfect dick, and his wildly-inappropriate words took her to the gates of heaven that much faster.




Tom had some very choice words for her as his strong arm attempted to drive her face through the mattress. “No one looks at you, no one touches you, and no one gets a minute of your time except me. You’re mine. All mine.”


Someone shot her, except the bullet she was struck by consisted of every orgasm that she ever experienced in her forty-two years on the planet. Every moment of happiness, every minute of joy, and every sense of pride and accomplishment during her life circulated throughout her body, but with the added bonus of a nineteen-year-old stud fucking her within an inch of her life.


Her already hectic world turned completely white as her second orgasm hit her like a freight train. Nothing existed except for the unparalleled sense of pleasure that flooded her being, and her violently shaking legs showed just how foreign this pleasure was to her underappreciated body. She’d gone a lifetime without a man who cared if she orgasmed or not, but her happiness was the only thing that the hunk behind her concerned himself with.


Her quivering body continued to shake as her pussy gripped his pumping cock. The idea of her current situation becoming commonplace in her life was almost too much for her to handle. Sure, there would be plenty of nights consisting of romantic dinners and sensual lovemaking, but more times than not, she wanted to find herself in this very position.


Her baby couldn’t get enough of her. Her nineteen-year-old son could barely control himself at the sight of her body, but he adored everything inside her equally as much. He truly loved her for her.


Her world filled with color. Her head was snapped back by her hair, allowing her eyes to soak in every inch of her surroundings. The white bedroom walls, the wooden nightstand that Andy’s smartphone sat on, and her disheveled husband who looked on in a state of incredulity: her observant eyes didn’t miss a thing. She was brought out of the depths of the bed sheets for a reason, and Tom didn’t make her wait long to inform her of his plans.


“You’re gonna make me cum,” he announced.


Her snug pussy instinctively squeezed tighter around his thick cock as she glared at Andy. “Are you going to cum all over my face again, baby?”


“That’s awfully tempting,” he said as his thrusts turned short and rapid. He fast-approached the end of the road. “Or I could cum all over your perfect ass?”


She couldn’t get enough of the way that he admired her body. “Are you going to put your big load all over my ass?”


“All over your fat ass,” he corrected her with a grunt, savoring every remaining second that he had left inside of her. “Or maybe I’ll cover those big tits?”


Her little angel could cum wherever he wanted as far as she was concerned.


“But I’m not going to do any of that,” Tom told her, placing her head on the mattress gently. Instead, his hands locked around her hips as his tempo increased. “It’s hard not to cum all over you since you’re so fuckin’ sexy, but fortunately, I have just enough discipline to resist that temptation.”


She basked in the bliss which were his compliments. Her hunky son could have any girl in the world, but he only wanted her. And he referred to her as sexy! But that wasn’t a big deal anymore, was it? No, admiration would be her new routine.


But where did he want to cum? She would be willing to let him finish anywhere—her face included—because nothing did it for her like making him happy. It also didn’t hurt matters that he brought out her wild side either. She craved to get dirty for him.


“You see, Mom, I’m going to cum in the one place that makes sense,” he said, savoring his final few moments inside her. “Because as much as I loved blowing my nut all over your face last night, it still didn’t feel right. Something about that moment was off to me. It didn’t quite make sense.”


She didn’t follow. Her son displaying his love and dominance made perfect sense. In fact, it made more sense than anything!


“Did I love seeing your gorgeous face covered in my cum?” Tom asked with a snicker, taking a moment to grin at his dad. “You better believe it.”


She never wanted this paradise to perish. She didn’t even need the things that most women craved. She simply desired to be showered in praise by her favorite person in the world.


“Do I want to mark your fat ass and big tits with my load?” he continued with his rhetorical questions. “Absolutely. I’ve been thinking about doing exactly that for as long as I can remember.”


It was funny in a strange way. She found herself sickened whenever Andy referred to her ass as fat, but she couldn’t get enough of it every time Tom said those very same words. Actually, it turned her on beyond reason.


“Don’t get me wrong, I’m going to cum all over you for the rest of my life, but it’s time to officially take what’s mine,” Tom informed the room on his plans. “I’m gonna cum inside you.”


Beth gasped while Andy’s eyes bulged; meanwhile, the stud with his cock placed comfortably inside his mother’s warm hole didn’t show a hint of surprise. Why would he? Everything about this situation felt right to him. He loved Mom more than anyone, and he deserved to have her. His most pressing concern regarded all the years that he wasted viewing her as only his mother.


“You can’t do that!”


Everyone looked at a concerned Andy. The guy who’d stayed fairly quiet throughout the evening’s stunning activities, had just protested passionately at what he heard.


“I don’t recall asking for your opinion,” said Tom.


“You can’t cum inside her!” Andy announced, frazzled. “Absolutely not!”


“He can cum wherever he wants,” Beth voiced with an ecstatic smile. She couldn’t get over what she just heard. Her son wanted to mark her!


“No, he can’t!” Andy raised his voice. “Are you out of your mind, Beth? You aren’t on birth control!”


Tom’s ears perked up at the sound of Dad’s revelation. “She isn’t?”


“No, it makes me nauseous,” she told her son.


“What did you use when having sex with Dad?” Tom asked, disgusted by the thought of his father sticking his little dick inside his perfect mom. Unfortunately, addressing that issue would be the only way to receive an answer.


“We used condoms,” she said.


A flabbergasted Tom burst into laughter. “Condoms? Holy shit, are you serious? You made Dad use condoms with you?”


She took a moment to decipher his reaction as his thrusting cock calmed, slowly exploring every inch of her tight hole. Did Tom laugh at her because he never used condoms at college? God, she hoped that wasn’t the case! Her baby’s health and well-being took priority to everything!


But then it hit her. She wouldn’t dream of making her son use a condom, would she? In fact, it was an absolute impossibility in her mind. She wanted him to experience the best that she had to offer, and that involved feeling her in her most natural element.


“I would get on birth control for you,” she said, glancing back at him. “I would never make you use a condom.”


Tom’s look said that she still didn’t understand his mindset.


“What, baby?” she asked.


“You’re not using birth control and I’m sure as hell not wearing condoms,” Tom announced. “You see, Mom, I still don’t think you comprehend how much I love you. You’re the only woman I’ve ever cared about. You’re the only person I truly adore. I don’t know what I would do without you in my life.”


This was the pinnacle of motherhood. She’d raised the world’s most unbelievable son, watched him grow into the type of man that guys like Andy couldn’t dream of possibly being, and now soaked in the bliss of his endless onslaught of praise. She was meant to spend the rest of her life with her little angel.


“And that’s why I’m going to get you pregnant.”


Everything came to an abrupt stop.


Andy’s jaw dropped as Beth’s eyes bulged. The two parents looked at each other while completely different thoughts raced through their heads. Tom’s unexpected declaration spiked Andy’s worst nightmare, while simultaneously confirming Beth’s biggest fantasy.


“I’m going to cum inside you over, and over, and over again,” Tom said.


“Are you out of your mind!?” Andy protested. “You can’t do that!”


“Until I get you pregnant,” Tom went on, not even bothering to address his father’s pleas. “And do you want to know why, Mom? Because you belong to me.”


His thrusts turned stronger and more aggressive as his hands locked on her curvy hips. His lust was fueled not only by his immense love for the woman bent over the bed, but from Dad’s continuous protests. Mom wasn’t just Mom anymore. He wanted her as a girlfriend, he still needed her as a mom, but he desperately desired for her to be even more than that.


And he planned to make that happen.


“Oh my God, cum inside me, baby!” Beth cried as the pummeling grew more intense. “Please!”


Two more rough pumps was all he had left before he lost control of himself. His throbbing cock exploded deep inside his mother as he grunted fiercely, temporarily blocking out everything with the exception of the most intense orgasm of his life. Nothing rivaled the euphoria of burst after burst of his cum marking the only woman he cared about. Nineteen years of life had all been for this one moment of heaven. He was put on this planet to take care of his mom.


He never wanted to leave. Her warm, tight, lovingly pussy not only accepted his seed, but squeezed his completely drained cock. He longed for evenings that started with fun dinner dates, continued with enjoyable movies, and ended with Mom bent over the bed in a pair of sexy high heels. Her big ass provided the ideal contrast to her tight pussy. Her breathtaking curves reflected a woman who could get any man she wanted, but he knew that he was the only guy in her heart.


He regrettably pulled out of her hold after his orgasm subsided, admiring the sight of his cum running down her toned thighs. Everything felt right in the world as he observed his work. Mom was an exhausted mess bent over the very bed that she shared with a man she hated, but everything changed. She would never go another day without feeling loved. Constant reminders of her exquisite looks were in the daily forecast, because she truly was the sexiest woman alive in his eyes. Every single day would be incredible from this moment forward.


“You might want to find some earplugs while you’re sleeping on the couch,” Tom said to his father, helping himself to another look at his seed dripping from his mother’s pussy. “Because I’m just getting started with Mom.”


Beth finally managed to look back at her son. Sweat coated his muscular body, his softening cock—which was still bigger than Andy’s completely erect dick—glistened with her fluids, and an unfamiliar deviant look twinkled in his eyes. He was just getting started with her? She definitely liked the sound of that.


“What do you have planned for me, baby?” she asked.


“We’re going to start with the bottle of baby oil that I have in my room, and I’m going to cover every single inch of your insane body,” he told her. “Your big tits, your sexy hips and stomach, your fit legs, and that fat fuckin’ ass I love so much. Well, everything’s getting drenched except your feet, because those heels are staying on.”


She struggled to get herself off the bed, her legs still wobbly from her two powerful orgasms courtesy of her son’s perfect cock. Luckily, a certain stud was more than happy to provide some much-needed support for her shaky lower body. She wouldn’t have expected anything different either.


Tom grabbed a big handful of her butt as he locked lips with her, but not before giving her a firm spank. This was her life from now on? Being groped by a young stud who was madly in love with her? The speed in which his hands moved along her body and squeezed her big breasts reaffirmed just how much he cherished every part of her. It was heaven.


She broke off their kiss to relay a very important message to her husband. “Get out of my sight, and don’t bother with the earplugs either. I want you to hear everything our son does to me.”


“I’m going to put about five more loads in her tonight,” Tom grinned, his cock already stiffening at the thought of the endless hours of fun ahead of them.


A defeated Andy attempted to speak up one final time, only for his son to plow over him with his plans for the night.


“I want you twerking on my cock in reverse cowgirl while I’m hosing you down in oil,” he said to his mother. “You’re going to shake your fat ass for me like a good girl, aren’t you?”


Beth immediately bit her lower lip. It drove her insane how much her son loved her body—the very body that her husband constantly criticized. “None of those girls at school have an ass like me, do they?”


“Nobody does,” he grunted, staring at her intently. His cock was rock-hard once again. “I’m gonna fuckin’ destroy you.”


“Out!” she shouted at her husband. “Out of our room now!”


“Let’s take the fun to my room,” Tom spoke up. “Things are going to get awfully messy, after all. That way we’ll have a nice, clean bed to sleep in after I’m done with you in about four hours.”


Beth and Tom headed out of the bedroom together, following a dejected Andy as he shuffled in the direction of the stairs. He turned back just in time to see his son roughly push his wife against the wall as intense lust once again overtook them. His lips worshiped her neck as his hands soaked in everything from her large bust to her big backside.


And then he watched his son push Beth down to her knees, take control of her head with both of his hands, and fuck her face like some slut from a porn scene.


They couldn’t even make it to his bedroom. Their sexual appetite for each other was far too strong for common sense. They may have had two nice beds to choose from, but they decided to go at it in the middle of the hallway like a pair of crazy teenagers.


Andy knew that he watched the rest of his life. Beth was gone as a result of the last person he ever expected to take her. Listening to his wife gag on their son’s cock officially cemented what he’d lost, and he would never get it back.


Chapter 5 — New Beginnings


Eight Days Later. Saturday. 11:21 AM.





“You’re wearing that hiking?” Tom asked with a big smile inside the bedroom that he shared with his mother.


Beth had a hard time hiding her grin. Was it too much? Perhaps, but her son requested that she start dressing sexier. She couldn’t believe some of the risque outfits that she’d worn around the house over the past week, but it was far from common to wear something this revealing in public.


“I was planning to. Unless you want me to change,” she said.


“No, I definitely don’t want you to change,” he laughed to himself. “I just don’t know how you expect me to keep my hands off of you.”


“Maybe that’s my plan?” she giggled before giving him a quick peck on the lips.


Black booty shorts that barely covered her butt, a pink v-neck t-shirt which showed plenty of cleavage, and a pair of big hands that decided to remind her just how much a particular man loved her body: this moment perfectly described the previous eight days of her life. It was heaven. It was paradise. It was exactly what she dreamed about.


Andy moved out last Saturday without much of a fight. What other choice did he have? He was clearly intimidated of Tom, and the six hours of non-stop sex that she had with her baby last Friday all but sealed the deal. He had to find an apartment of his own just to get some sleep. Lord knows that they spent the past week going at it like rabbits until the early hours of the morning.


It was more than just the sex though. She had no idea how much joy she could get from simply watching a movie while she cuddled on the sofa with her angel. How unbelievable was it when Tom made dinner on Tuesday night? Or how about when they went out to eat on Wednesday? But then again, merely having a man who was interested in hearing about her day at the dinner table was about as good as it could get.


But none of that compared to the sixty straight minutes of oral sex that she received on Thursday night. That’s right! Sixty minutes!


She went to bed exhausted, satisfied, and overjoyed each and every night. Her son could be sweet and gentle with her one evening, and then rough and aggressive with her on other nights. The quickies in the kitchen and the laundry room made her feel nineteen again. Giving him roadhead on the way to the movies brought her back to her high school days. Not only was she happy in every part of her life for the first time in forever, but she easily felt twenty years younger than she really was.


“We actually have to make a quick stop before we go hiking,” he told her. “Throw on some sweatpants and a t-shirt over your outfit.”


She didn’t expect to hear anything like that. “Where are we going, sweetheart?”


“I got you something.”


“Really?” she asked, smiling. Presents weren’t exactly commonplace throughout the course of her marriage. “What did you get?”


“It’s a secret,” he said.


“No, tell me!” she whined playfully while tugging at his arm.


“What kind of secret would that be then?” he asked.


“I wanna know!” she pouted, her cadence resembling that of a girl half her age. “Pleeeeeeeeease.”


“Nope,” he shook his head, getting a kick out of how lively she’d become over the past week. He felt like he was dating a college-aged girl. He loved it!


She pushed him against the wall, quickly dropping to her knees. “Is that right? Well, I bet that I can get it out of you.”


“Not happening,” he laughed.


She tugged his shorts and boxers down, only to have his cock rock-hard moments later. She knew the key to her angel’s heart, and it involved keeping his big dick nice and happy. It was also the most sure way to reveal his secret.


“Okay, maybe I can tell you?” he smirked down at her as her mouth moved to his balls. “I’m getting you a ring.”


She froze.


“I don’t want you to walk around in public without one,” he said. “Shit, every guy you come across probably hits on you now that you’re not wearing one. I’m getting you a ring to not only show everyone that you’re taken, but as a constant reminder that you belong to me. I love you so much.”


She didn’t know what to say.


“You’re not my girlfriend or just some girl that I’m in love with,” he told her. “You’re not even my mom anymore. No, you’re my wife.”


She wrapped her hands around his thick meat and began to suck and stroke simultaneously, fueled by his deep grunts and moans. It was the only thing that made sense to her. Her perfect son had given her the world, and she would return the favor constantly.
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Chapter 1 — Desperate for Some Good Dick








Wednesday. April 14th. 7:15 PM.





“All I want is some good dick.”


Joy placed her head in her hands, stunned from what she’d just heard. It was outrageous even by Annie’s typically brash standards.


“Is that really so much to ask for?” Annie went on from her spot on Joy’s backyard patio.


“It sure sounds like it,” Joy chuckled, seated across the rustic wooden table from her longtime best friend.


“Don’t get me wrong, dick is everywhere, but good dick is literally impossible to find.”


Joy didn’t necessarily agree with that. “There are plenty of men out there who want to date us. Create a profile on a few of those dating websites like I did. I had a ton of guys message me.”


“And how did those dates turn out again?” Annie asked, eyebrows raised.


Joy gazed at the many flowers planted around her house while she reflected on her recent dating failures. Sadly, the past ten years as a single woman came along with plenty of loneliness, and she didn’t consider herself to be picky either. She’d just never found the right guy after her divorce.


But she knew that Annie would have a much different opinion regarding both of their situations.


The two first met through their jobs in the real estate industry after college, and they’d remained besties over the last sixteen years. Now as a pair of thirty-nine-year-old women, they both found themselves single—Joy divorced with a son, while Annie never married or had children—but they took drastically different approaches when it came to their sex lives.


Joy wanted love. She desired to return home at the end of her day to a great husband who would take an active role in her eighteen-year-old son’s life as he finished his final few months of high school. She needed a man who respected her, took her out on fun dates, and truly saw her as an equal.


Annie, on the other hand, wanted some good sex.


Physically, the two could pass for sisters. Both of the girls were five-foot-four, curvy, and the fortunate recipients of big busts and plump backsides. In fact, the only major difference could be found facially, where Joy was brunette with brown eyes, while Annie was a natural blonde with deep blue eyes. They’d both opted to keep their hair long—despite watching their peers opt for short haircuts—and their triweekly routine of working out at the gym together helped them to stay active despite their age.


“Maybe I should say something to that hottie we always see at the gym?” Annie proposed, taking a sip of the red wine that she’d brought over to share with her girlfriend.


“That kid can’t be older than twenty,” Joy reminded her.


That wasn’t a problem in Annie’s world. “Good, because I would literally kill for a young stud who can go all night.”


Joy decided to propose a rather wild suggestion. She’d spent years trying to get Annie to see things her way, but she started to consider the alternative. Perhaps Annie really didn’t want a stable man? Maybe she truly desired something different?


“Why don’t you try Tinder?”


“I did, remember?” Annie said, electing to finish the rest of her glass before pouring herself a refill. “I hardly got any matches. I’m too old to be on there.”


“No, you aren’t.” Thirty-nine or not, they were both attractive women.


“Yes, I am,” Annie argued. “Do you think some college hunk wants a woman approaching forty? Hell, forty-year-old men don’t even want forty-year-old women. You remember Greg.”


Even hearing that jerk’s name got under Joy’s skin. “Greg was an asshole.”


“You can say that again,” Annie agreed with a laugh. “Do you have any idea how embarrassing it was to be dumped in the middle of dinner? And because he had a sudden epiphany that I was too old for him? He’s forty-three!”


Joy shook her head, annoyed as he reflected on the handful of times that she’d met Greg in person. He may have been handsome, successful, and a smooth-talker, but he ended up being quite a bastard.


“The audacity to dump me after I put up with his shit for months…” Annie groaned under her breath. “He was below-average in bed, and came equipped with a below-average dick as well.”


Joy was very familiar with Greg’s shortcomings. She must’ve heard Annie complain about him a million times since her breakup earlier in the year, but she always laughed at how overjoyed her smitten girlfriend acted while things were good. It wasn’t until she got dumped that she bitched about Greg’s ability between the sheets.


“Truthfully, I don’t even want a relationship,” Annie confessed, topping off her girlfriend’s wine glass. “I mean, I wouldn’t turn one down if it came my way, but I really just want a guy who can rock my world in bed. Be honest with me, Joy. When’s the last time that you had great sex?”


Joy wasn’t proud of what she was about to admit. “It had to be back before Scott cheated on me. We actually had a great sex life while we were married.”


“So, at least ten years?”


Joy didn’t want to, but she nodded.


“Ten years,” Annie echoed the absurdity of their situations. “You haven’t had great sex in a decade, and I haven’t had great sex since college.”


Joy shot her friend a skeptical look.


“I’m being serious, Joy!”


“You were head over heels in love with Greg for a while,” Joy pointed out.


“Yeah, because I actually liked him,” Annie said. “Not because of the sex we had. Trust me, he was a total dud in bed. Do you have any idea what I would do for a decent guy with a big dick?”


Joy shook her head in disbelief.


“Just give me a big, thick, hard cock to play with a few times a week, and I would literally be the best girlfriend ever,” Annie verbalized her dream scenario. “I mean, isn’t that what every guy wants? I wouldn’t nag or bring any stress to his life. I just want a stud who I can spoil with attention!”


“Well, good men don’t grow on trees,” Joy said after taking a long swig of wine. She needed it after Annie’s latest declaration.


Annie thought to herself while she looked off into the distance. She encountered good men almost daily, but they were unfortunately almost always house-hunting with their wives and children. Maybe she’d missed the boat? Perhaps all the good men were taken? And the occasional single man worth his salt sure seemed to prefer girls half her age.


Was she destined for a life of solitude? She seriously had to rely on her vibrator in order to find sexual happiness? She was almost forty! And her sex drive was higher than ever! There should be a line of guys fighting to fuck her brains out!


“What if we kill all the women under twenty-five?”


Wine almost came out of Joy’s nose.


“I’m serious,” Annie chuckled, obviously joking. “We would have our pick of the litter then.”


“You ain’t lying,” Joy agreed, yet to stop laughing. “How nice would that be?”


Both of the girls lost themselves in an imaginary world where they were still treated like nineteen-year-old cuties. Who knew that time would pass so fast? No one told them that the men their own age wouldn’t want anything to do with them once they were older. It didn’t seem fair that neither were able to snag a great man during their youth, because it was awfully slim pickings out there now.


“Hey, Mom. Oh, hey, Ms. P.”


Joy was anything but happy when she turned to observe her son’s sudden arrival. “Oh my God, Sean!”


Annie placed her hand over her mouth to cover her smile.


“What the hell!?” Joy continued to scold him. “You walked through the house like this!?”


Sean looked down at himself, quickly realizing that his decision to leave his shoes outside wasn’t enough. Truthfully, he wasn’t completely sure what color his basketball shorts were, because he was covered in his fair share of mud. Everything from his arms to his shins was brown.


“How did this happen?” Joy asked, dreading the trail of mud that he’d undoubtedly left while making his way through the house.


“Pickup football,” he answered. “It started as a game of touch, but quickly turned into tackle.”


On one hand, Joy loved that she was the mother of an active boy. Her son was fit, athletic, and always seemed to be out and about, doing one thing or another. On the other hand, it was during times like these when she wished that she had a daughter instead. Lord knows that a girl wouldn’t make half the mess that Sean routinely did.


“Did you win?” inquired Annie.


Sean turned his attention to his mom’s friend. “What do you think?”


This time, Annie made no attempt to hide her smile. What was it about eighteen-year-old confidence that she loved so much? She’d watched Sean grow from a toddler, to a gangly teenager, to the hunk she stared at currently, and she definitely preferred the latter to another of his other phases. He was so handsome!


“I’ll take that as a yes then,” Annie tittered, wishing that guys her own age could be as fit and personable as her girlfriend’s son.


“Take your clothes off and I’ll wash them in a bit,” Joy told him.


He turned to head back inside.


“No!” Joy shouted, stopping him just in the nick of time. “Don’t go back in the house!”


He looked back at his mother, confused. “Um…where do you want me to change then?”


“Just take your clothes off here,” Joy said, not about to trash her home further. She could only imagine how dirty it already was.


He took a quick peek at Annie before turning his attention back to his mom. “In front of Ms. P?”


“Believe it or not, but I’ve seen a man or two in his underwear over the years,” Annie giggled, settling in for the show after taking another sip of wine.


“You’ve known her your entire life. She’s basically family,” Joy dismissed his concerns.


Sean wasn’t so sure about that. Yes, he’d known Ms. P for as long as he could remember, but he didn’t exactly view her the same way that he had back when he was a little kid. In fact, things had changed quite a bit over the past few years.


How sexy was Mom’s best friend? Right or wrong, it wouldn’t be honest to ignore his own mother’s looks, but Ms. P had the honor of being his biggest crush for at least the last five years. Big tits, a fat ass, and blonde hair with sexy blue eyes. Not to mention that she gave off a vibe of being wild in bed. What wasn’t there to like?


Things only got tougher for him after Mom and Annie started going to the gym together as well. Suddenly, he found himself constantly tormented. Why did he have to love voluptuous women so much? Why couldn’t he just prefer skinny girls? But no matter how hard he tried to fancy petite women, he always returned to his biggest weakness.


He was a sucker for girls with curves.


The two perfect tens seated at the table on his backyard patio were essentially flawless in his opinion. How much fun would it be to bounce around Mom’s big tits before smacking Annie’s fat ass? But he knew better. They were both beautiful, sexy, and equally off-limits to him, and he really needed to grow up and act his age. He should worry about eighteen-year-old girls like his friends did.


Annie may have enjoyed wine, she certainly loved to gossip, and she cherished every minute spent with her girlfriend, but she couldn’t recall ever being happier than when Sean lifted his shirt over his head. So, this is what her best friend’s son had grown into? Where didn’t he have muscles? And what about his abs? He was ripped!


His awkward body of yesteryear was certainly behind him now, because she couldn’t get enough of his chiseled physique. Where were the forty-year-old men who were built like this hunk? Why couldn’t she find a guy who lived in the gym? It was exactly what she wanted!


Annie enjoyed every second of her surroundings after Sean slipped out of his athletic shorts. Good wine, great company, and a hunky jock in only his boxers: where could she sign up for this paradise every Wednesday evening? Other single women could opt for expensive sex toys and steamy romance novels, because she was significantly more interested in the real thing.


“Try not to get the entire shower dirty either,” Joy said, rolling her eyes at how muddy her son still was.


He nodded to acknowledge that he would do his best before heading back inside to take a much-needed shower.


“Good God.”


Joy immediately turned back to her BFF. “What?”


“How in the world do you live with that stud?” Annie asked, visibly smitten. “I would be drooling every time he walked by me shirtless.”


“Jesus, that’s my son!”


Annie didn’t see the problem. “Who cares? He’s a total hunk.”


Joy glared across the table, disgusted.


“What?” Annie asked, getting a kick out of her friend’s dramatic reaction.


“Please don’t fawn over my son,” Joy said. She couldn’t believe that it needed to be said at all.


“Is Sean a stud?”


Joy shook her head while looking off to the side.


“Is he?” Annie inquired once more.


“And what’s your definition of a stud?”


“Let’s see here…” Annie started, loving the unexpected direction of their conversation. “Sexy hair, a handsome face, and muscles everywhere you look.”


Joy couldn’t pretend that Annie’s description didn’t fit Sean.


“There is literally nothing I love more than a fit guy,” Annie admitted, not much to the surprise of her bestie. She had a long history of ogling the college hunks at the gym. “Hey, don’t get mad at me because you have a stud for a son.”


Only in Annie’s bizarre world could Joy be a downer because she didn’t engage in inappropriate talk about her own son. Was it her fault that Sean had inherited most of his father’s traits—disloyal personality excluded? So what if her son qualified as an attractive young man? It shouldn’t concern any of her friends!


Joy did her best to steer the conversation in a more civilized direction. She didn’t need to discuss her son—regardless if it was in a positive manner or not—and she really needed to move past the idea of Annie being attracted to him on any kind of sexual level. She was twenty-one years older than him! And she was her best friend, for God’s sake! It was ludicrous to picture them together!





Chapter 2 — Getting With the Times








Forty-Five Minutes Later.





“You seriously need to call an Uber.”


Annie shrugged off Joy’s suggestion as she made her way to her feet. “I’m fine.”


The empty wine bottle on the patio table said otherwise. “Annie, seriously, call an Uber.”


“I’m fine,” Annie promised. “I live ten minutes away. It’s an easy drive.”


Joy couldn’t possibly disagree more. The last thing she wanted was for her bestie to get a DWI after splitting a bottle of wine with her. She would feel so guilty!


She had to do something. She couldn’t allow her girlfriend to leave her house and drive home in her current state. Unfortunately, Annie seemed determined to do exactly that as she opened the sliding glass door and stepped foot in the house, and Joy dashed after her in order to put a stop to things. She needed to come up with a solution fast!


And then the perfect idea came to mind.


Should Joy have been more cautious about such a plan after their conversation earlier? Perhaps? But she credited Annie’s rather crude comments to the three glasses of wine she’d indulged in. Under no circumstances did she actually have anything to worry about.


“Let Sean drive you home!”


Annie came to a sudden stop while collecting her purse. “Sean?”


“Sean!” Joy yelled upstairs, eager for her son to put an end to her worries. She couldn’t live with herself if something happened to Annie.


The sound of light rumbling from above soon gave way to heavy footsteps coming down the stairs, and it wasn’t long before Sean stood in front of his mother and her BFF in a clean pair of basketball shorts and a tank top. Mom had yet to change out of her cute black dress which hugged her many curves, while Annie’s black skirt and white sleeveless top had a similar effect on him as the majority of her outfits. He felt rather lovestruck at the moment.


“What’s up?” he inquired.


“Can you drive Annie home please?” Joy asked him for a big favor.


“One too many glasses of wine?” he teased.


Both of the girls rolled their eyes, but it was Annie who felt the need to defend herself. “I’m fine to drive. I really am. I’m not even tipsy!”


He was happy to help his mother. Besides, he’d always had a soft spot for Ms. P. He couldn’t think of much that he wouldn’t agree to if she needed him.


“Sure, I’ll drive her home,” he said with a smile.


“That’s really not necessary,” Annie reiterated, embarrassed by the fact that she may have overindulged slightly. She hadn’t planned to drink three entire glasses of wine!


Joy looked at her son. “Can you take her home in your car? I’ll drive to her house before work tomorrow and bring her back here to get her car.”


Sean saw a much simpler solution. “We’ll take Ms. P’s car.”


“How will you get home then?” Joy questioned, not particularly confident in her own ability to drive after an evening of drinking. She was ready to take a bath and call it a night.


“I’ll jog home.”


Neither girl expected to hear that.


“I could use the workout,” he added. “Let me grab my headphones real quick.”


Joy could only laugh at the nonstop energy of eighteen-year-old jocks, while Annie wondered how one guy could be so perfect. Generous, handsome, and full of life: it was exactly what Annie desired so badly in a man. Unfortunately, all of those incredible traits belonged to her friend’s son, and he just so happened to be twenty-one years her junior.


He swiftly returned with his wireless headphones in hand as he accepted Annie’s car keys and led the way to the front door. It wasn’t long before he backed out of his driveway with Ms. P in the passenger seat, and the noticeable smell of wine on her breath reinforced that he made the right decision. She wasn’t in any condition to drive.


“I really appreciate you doing this,” she told him.


“You’re lucky that I like you so much,” he joked, shifting into drive to start their journey.


She observed the brown-haired hunk’s muscular arm before helping herself to a long look at his chiseled face. Light stubble reminded her that he wasn’t a little boy, while his lean body didn’t resemble the majority of men her own age whatsoever. Not to mention that he didn’t appear flustered to be in the same car as her either. It was enough to make her wet her lips instinctively.


“Can I ask you something?”


He took a quick peek at her before looking back at the road. “Sure.”


Maybe she really was drunk? Otherwise, why would she ever ask such a question? “Do you have a girlfriend?”


Sean tensed up for a moment. “What?”


“Do you have a girlfriend?” she repeated, unable to turn away from his captivating bicep definition. He looked just like the hunks at her gym!


“Um…no,” he said, unsure of why he suddenly felt nervous in her presence.


“Really? How is that possible?”


“How is what possible?” he asked. “That I don’t have a girlfriend?”


She placed her hand on his bicep and helped herself to a squeeze. “Yeah, how can a handsome, funny, athletic guy like yourself be single? I think you’re lying to me.”


He gulped deeply as his cock moved ever so slightly under his shorts. “Lying?”


“You probably have twenty different girlfriends,” she giggled, feeling his muscular arm one last time before regaining her composure. She had to remember that she sat next to her best friend’s son!


“I definitely don’t have twenty girlfriends,” he chuckled. Fortunately, he felt more like himself after she withdrew her touch from his arm, and his dick settled right along with his formerly racing heart.


Those three big glasses of wine fully kicked in for Annie, and she counted her blessings that she had a best friend who always looked out for her best interest. She would be in a world of trouble if she was the one behind the wheel at the moment. The biggest negative was her urge to further prod into Sean’s personal life. For reasons she couldn’t explain—other than overindulging in alcohol—she wanted to be one of those twenty girls who were unquestionably in this hunk’s life. Why couldn’t she demand his attention the same way as an eighteen-year-old cutie?




“Do you have Snapchat?”


He did a double take to make sure he’d heard her correctly. Did a woman approaching forty seriously just ask him about Snapchat? “I do. Why?”


“One of the younger girls that I work with told me to download it, but she’s my only friend on there,” she confessed, more open than ever. Wine typically kicked down the last of her resistance.


He couldn’t pass up this opportunity. Drunk or not, his mother’s sexy friend appeared to be flirting with him, and he loved the idea of playing a bigger part in her life than simply seeing her occasionally. Plus, she was his crush for a reason. Who knew what treasures awaited him if he became Snapchat friends with her?


He unlocked his phone after they stopped at a red light, and opened his Snapchat app before handing it to her. “Add me.”


She accepted his phone with a big smile. How sexy did she feel? She was about to become internet friends with a cute guy in high school! And Snapchat was totally designed to send sexy pictures to people! Well, at least that’s what her co-worker told her.


She added herself and immediately listened to her phone notify her of a new friend request. She unlocked it and did something truly unimaginable only hours ago. While most single women her age did their best to find a worthwhile guy to pursue a meaningful relationship with, she was busy seducing someone young enough to be her son, and she’d never felt more alive as a result. It was so exciting!


She officially added Sean as a Snapchat friend.


“You know what this means now, right?” he asked, accepting his phone back.


Annie slipped her phone into her purse. “What does it mean?”


“You have to send me pictures daily. You see, Ms. P, being Snapchat friends is a very big deal. It’s the strongest bond that two people can possibly share.”


She didn’t even bother to hide her smile. Twenty girlfriends? This charismatic stud most likely had hundreds of women vying for his attention, and she wanted to outdo all of them.


“I believe that means you have to send me pictures too,” she said, feeling particularly flirtatious from her spot in the passenger seat. Pulling onto her street intensified her desire to gain his approval as quickly as possible. “Since we’re officially best friends now.”


“My mom won’t be happy to learn that I stole her BFF from her.”


“Well, maybe some things are best kept secret from your mother?” she suggested, grinning devilishly.


He struggled to control his furor. This wasn’t one of his many dreams about his ultimate fantasy woman. It wasn’t a fictional scenario where he got to play with her endless curves for no reason whatsoever either. On a random Wednesday evening in April, as he pulled in front of Ms. P’s ranch-style house, she couldn’t possibly make it more obvious that she had naughty intentions on her mind.


“Yeah, maybe some things are best kept secret?” he agreed with a grin.


He pulled into her driveway and shifted her car into park before handing her the keys. He decided to walk her to her front door—partially to make sure that she didn’t fall in her mildly intoxicated state, but mostly to enjoy his final few seconds in her presence—and he couldn’t deny that his view was anything other than spectacular. Why did she have to be so sexy? Why did her plump backside and big boobs have to cast him under such an intoxicating spell? Life would be so much easier if he didn’t want to fuck Mom’s best friend!


She unlocked her front door, giddy to know that chivalry still existed. “Thanks again for the ride.”


He reached into his pocket to retrieve his headphones. “Always happy to help, Ms. P.”


Was she officially a bad girl? Or some kind of seductress? Or maybe even a cougar? Society could label her as it pleased, because she possessed no desire to act appropriately while she helped herself to one last look at the handsome guy standing on her front porch. As badly as she wanted to pull him into her house and have a little fun, she would settle for a more reserved—but still somewhat wild—way to show her appreciation.


“You promise that you won’t tell your mother about adding me on Snapchat, right?” she checked.


“I’m very good at keeping secrets,” he said, popping his wireless headphones into his ears. “It may be my strongest quality. See you later, Ms. P.”


“Hey!”


He froze after stepping off her concrete porch and down onto the walkway. Ms. P’s loud shout caused him to turn around, but he never could’ve imagined what happened next. It was enough to send his insides into a tizzy.


Annie stepped forward, now face-to-face with him thanks to her eight-inch elevation boost. “Don’t tell your mother about this either.”


She leaned forward, placed her hand under his chiseled chin, and planted a big kiss on his cheek.


Watching him float away with a smitten smile brought nothing but happiness to her life. For once, she had someone in her life other than lackluster men and fictional characters from steamy romance novels. Monumentally inappropriate or not, she enjoyed bringing Sean into her world, and she didn’t plan to release him back into the wild just yet. She had some fun to indulge in first.





Chapter 3 — Shoot Your Shot








The Following Morning. Thursday. 6:47 AM.





Sean rolled out of bed with an unfamiliar excitement after he turned off his alarm. By no means did he qualify as a morning person, but things were far from routine as he made his way into the upstairs hallway and to the bathroom to take a much-needed piss. Bizarrely, Ms. P’s kiss still lingered.


He knew the reason why he’d jogged home faster than ever yesterday. He also knew why he could barely sleep last night. Big tits, a bigger ass, and long blonde hair with striking blue eyes: he couldn’t think about anything else.


What was his next move? Somehow, against all logic, he was Snapchat friends with Ms. P, but he wasn’t sure of what to do with that privilege. It was unventured territory for the young man.


He also wasn’t naive enough to pretend that she wasn’t tipsy during their car ride home yesterday. Was that his biggest fear? For her to reject him if he attempted to initiate something? Or her admitting that she’d made a mistake? He couldn’t help but feel like he got his hopes up for nothing.


And then he heard the unmistakable chirp of a Snapchat alert.


He hustled down the hallway and collected his phone from his nightstand. There, he found two Snapchat notifications waiting for him on his home screen.


from Annie


Annie is typing…


He almost screamed with excitement. It wasn’t a Snapchat from one of his friends, a girl at school, or even an invitation to a pickup game from a basketball player from a rival school. No, it was Mom’s bestie, and she clearly wanted to resume yesterday’s activities.


Or did she?


What if it was an apology for her uncharacteristic behavior? Or what if she scolded him for taking advantage of her when she was drunk? Anything and everything could go wrong, but he couldn’t do much other than cross his fingers and hope for the best. The one thing he knew for sure was that he would be in serious trouble with Mom if Annie was mad at him, though.


He opened their conversation and immediately smiled.


I need feedback on my outfit.


So, this was heaven? He seriously got to voice his two cents on his favorite woman’s attire? Who knew that life could be so good?


He sent her a reply. I’m always here to help you out.


Her emoji character swiftly appeared at the bottom of the screen, showing that she’d entered the chat. Moments later, her character began typing.


Ok. Hold on a minute and I’ll send you a pic. You’re my first snap!


Maybe he wasn’t in heaven? What if he was just the luckiest guy alive? His mind reeled with potential possibilities of what she had in store for him, and her long history of sexy outfits caused his building frenzy to grow. She was a real estate agent, after all. She had to look attractive! It was part of her appeal!


And then he received her very first picture snap.


Standing in front of her tall bedroom closet mirror, dressed in a black pencil skirt with white diamond designs that hugged her curvy figure, a long-sleeve v-neck top that dipped down into her cleavage, and stylish black high heels, was the single sexiest woman alive.


She had it all. Long wavy blonde hair that flowed down to her breasts, perfect makeup, a gold necklace and cute earrings, voluptuous hips, and a sly smile that reflected a girl who’d recently discovered her wild side. He never expected to be the recipient of a bedroom mirror selfie courtesy of his mother’s bestie, but he was happy to be proven wrong. He also knew exactly how to respond.


10/10.


She responded with a laughing emoji before her avatar started to type once more. The back might be a little too tight though. Lmk what you think.


Another picture snap came through and he nearly fainted after he opened it. This time, her back faced the mirror while she held her phone over her shoulder to capture the reflection of her backside, and he shook his head in disbelief after realizing that she’d somehow managed to outdo her original photo. Now, this was heaven.


What would he do with an afternoon all alone with her? How about bringing her out to the pool deck in his backyard, instructing her to get down on her hands and knees, and spraying her with the hose while she twerked for him? Or what about a lap dance? Or even drenching her with oil from afar? He wasn’t picky! He would settle for almost anything!


But he knew what he wanted more than life itself.


He would give anything to bend her over and fuck her unlike any of her potential suitors could. He wasn’t some overweight forty-five-year-old dud. He was young! And an athlete! Only a small sector of men possessed the capability to properly take care of a girl as thick as Ms. P, and he was confident in his ability to do exactly that.


He also decided to stop holding back. Why not take a chance and make a move? What was the worst that she could say? No? It wasn’t like she would tell Mom after flirting with him either.


He responded with a drooling emoji before adding 15/10.


Her avatar quickly popped back into the chat before disappearing. Uh-oh. Had he overstepped his bounds? What if she found his comment distasteful? Or what if she was disgusted by the way he openly drooled over her? He couldn’t help it, though! She was so fucking hot!


How could he salvage things? His mother’s thirty-nine-year-old friend—who sat at the top of his list of girls he wanted to fuck—showed off her sexy outfit to him. That happened. He couldn’t have misinterpreted their interaction. If Ms. P didn’t actually want to be fawned over, then she wouldn’t have sent him a picture showing her cleavage, let alone a photo that focused almost exclusively on her incredible ass!


What if he treated her like any other girl? Yes, she was twenty-one years his senior, but she was still a woman at the end of the day. They all basically like the same stuff, right? He didn’t know for sure, but he was about to find out.


I have an extra ticket to the hockey game tonight. I’ll pick you up at 6:30.


It was a move that came along with an undeniable amount of risk. First, he had no idea if she liked hockey or not. Second, he didn’t have any tickets to the game tonight. Third, and most importantly, he steered their conversation in a very serious direction. There was no distorting his offer. He’d just asked her out.


He waited anxiously as the passing seconds felt like hours. Honestly, he would settle for being heartbroken sooner than later. At least he would never regret not asking her out on a date, but he hated the idea of feeling his vast amount of nerves for however long it took her to finally get around to replying. Plus, things would definitely be awkward the next couple times they saw each other if she said no.


Her avatar reappeared in their conversation, and two simple sentences made him the happiest guy in the world.


I can’t wait! Cya then!


Now, he just needed to buy some hockey tickets.





Chapter 4 — So, It’s That Kind of Date?








Later That Same Day. 6:28 PM.





Sean pulled into Ms. P’s driveway before heading for the front door with a bounce in his step. When was the last time he felt so energetic? His previous girlfriends lacked the excitement of a first date with a sexy older woman, important high school sporting events didn’t come along with any type of sexual element, and the midnight release of a highly anticipated video game never lived up to the hype. Tonight was different from any prior moment in his life. Tonight was special.


He bounced up and down on his toes after he rang the doorbell. He still struggled to comprehend what awaited him. In only moments, Ms. P—the same woman who he’d jerked-off to hundreds of times—would answer the door with a smile. He was only seconds away from taking his dream girl out on a date!


He would never be able to properly describe what happened after the front door opened. It almost seemed like something out of a dream. If God himself granted him the ability to script tonight exactly to his liking, even he wouldn’t have summoned something so spectacular. It was a sight he would never forget.


Her long-sleeve black v-neck didn’t just show a hint of cleavage. It didn’t even display a tad more than usual either. No, her top revealed a very, very, very healthy amount of her impressive bust, and her push-up bra reaffirmed that they were indeed on a real date. It wasn’t the wardrobe choice of a girl on a casual night out with a guy who she viewed as only her friend’s son.


Her tight jeans hugged her thick hips to a tee. Her long blonde hair flowed, her makeup was flawless, her pouty lips popped thanks to her sexy red lipstick, and even her eyelashes were curled. Somehow, she managed to blow away all of his exceptions. He’d left for school this morning with the intention of taking her on a semi-real date, but he now completely understood just how seriously she interpreted his invitation.


“Hey, Sean!” she greeted him with an enthusiastic smile.


“Wow,” he remarked, blown away.


She hadn’t planned to be addressed in such a strange manner. “Wow?”


He needed to get his act together. He made the move, asked her out, and now had the responsibility to show her a good time. The one thing he couldn’t do was drool over her incredible body.


“You look amazing,” he said, lustful yet complimentary. He was a man, after all. He couldn’t pretend to not be in love with what he saw.


Annie smiled sheepishly, unable to conceal her blushing cheeks. It was nice to hear that he appreciated all of the time she’d put into getting ready tonight. Inappropriate or not, she went above and beyond to shatter his expectations, and his smitten stare made her feel like a million bucks. He kept checking out her cleavage!


“Ready to go?” he asked, having regained his composure. He could do this. She was just a woman.


She stepped out onto her porch with a smile and turned to lock her front door.


“Holy shit.”


She immediately spun around to face him after pulling her key out of the lock. “What?”


He gulped deeply. Oh boy. He’d actually grunted ‘holy shit’ under his breath? His chances of keeping himself together appeared to deteriorate by the second, because he’d just made the biggest mistake of his life.


How could he be expected to maintain his composure, though? Ms. P’s jeans were ridiculous!


Her big, fat, round ass was held back by the tightest pair of jeans he’d ever seen. How did she even manage to slip inside something so snug? That gorgeous denim hugged her butt gloriously!


Now, he faced the ultimate challenge. Somehow, against his most pressing urges, he was supposed to resist the greatest temptation of his young life. But he was an ass guy! And Ms. P had the exact type of butt that he loved more than anything in the world! How could he be expected to control himself?


He just needed to look elsewhere. She faced him at the moment, for fuck’s sake! He couldn’t even see her ass if he wanted to!


Her big tits didn’t provide much relief as he quickly made his way to her beautiful face. What if he’d bitten off way more than he could chew? What if he’d seriously overestimated his own abilities? Could he even handle her provided the opportunity?


Okay, he seriously needed to slow down. First, nothing would happen between the two of them. Ms. P was Mom’s best friend. It wasn’t like she planned to bang him! Second, he was a civilized guy. He could take a perfect ten out on a date without foaming at the mouth each and every time he looked at her voluptuous body. It was part of behaving like a normal human being!


“I asked if you have everything you need,” he lied with a polite smile.


She raised her purse in the air to confirm that she was ready to go.


Sean may have been dressed casually in blue jeans and a white t-shirt, but he was anything other than composed at the moment. Despite his best efforts, he wasn’t sure if he would ever grasp the fact that he walked side by side with his longtime crush. It was all so surreal.


“Well, aren’t you quite the gentleman,” Annie commented after he opened his passenger side door for her.


He could only laugh to himself as he reflected on his inner struggle. Chances were that Ms. P wouldn’t find him so sweet if she knew what went through his mind after she answered her front door moments ago, but he didn’t plan to ever reveal his true thoughts. He simply needed to focus on what awaited him. He had an angel all to himself for at least the next three hours, and he planned to enjoy every single minute of it.





Chapter 5 — Too Young for Late-Night Drinks








A Little Over Three Hours Later. 9:45 PM.





“That was seriously the most fun I’ve had in forever! It was awesome!”


He couldn’t agree more. Surprisingly, he found himself enjoying her company throughout the evening more than anything. Did he love her incredible body? Absolutely. He helped himself to his fair share of glances at her plentiful cleavage while he sat next to her for those amazing two and a half hours, but he smiled equally with as much joy when he made her laugh. And she was really fun to talk to as well.


It certainly didn’t hurt that they attended perhaps the game of the year either. An action-packed sixty minutes eventually ended in an exciting overtime period. Plenty of goals were scored, their team won, and everyone left the arena happy. Well, happy and maybe a little smitten. It wouldn’t be entirely truthful to pretend that he was anything other than in love.


He pulled into her driveway and shifted his car into park. “It really was fun, wasn’t it?”


“So much fun,” she reiterated. “I haven’t been to a hockey game in years!”


He wasn’t entirely sure what to do next. Was this it? Was their date over? Or was it up to him to make a move? He wasn’t positive how she would interpret his following decision, but he decided to take a chance regardless. Yes, he could end up looking like a fool, but the potential—although highly unlikely—rewards could be magnificent.


He turned off the ignition and exited his car, walking around to Annie’s side to let her out. That was one detail that she made extremely clear early on. She didn’t want to be called Ms. P. She requested to be referred to as Annie, so he did exactly that.


He opened her door for her.


“A gentleman through and through,” she said, smiling as she collected her purse and left the vehicle. “Who taught you all these manners?”




“They’ve always come naturally,” he joked with a smirk.


She found herself even more impressed after he walked her to her front door. This eighteen-year-old hunk could definitely teach men her own age a thing or two about chivalry. Sadly, it’d been an awfully long time since a man last properly treated her like a lady, and she didn’t hate the idea of experiencing his flattering attitude on a regular basis. Her only problem involved his mother. Joy would kill her if she ever found out about tonight!


“Thanks again for the great time,” she told him. She couldn’t believe it, but she felt like a teenager. A cute boy stood on her front porch while an undeniable sense of awkwardness swirled around them!


He felt himself regress. His confidence faded. His usual poise encountered an unexpected speed bump, causing him to re-experience his nervous demeanor from years ago. He hadn’t always been good with women, and it’d been an awful long time since he felt anything like this.


Up until this very moment, his only complaint about tonight involved Annie’s choice of footwear. He would’ve preferred a sexy pair of high heels instead of her basic black shoes, but he wasn’t picky. He simply enjoyed spending time with her.


Things had changed in a hurry, however. The entire night would be ruined if left her with a less-than-stellar final impression of himself. He needed to show her that he was more than just an eighteen-year-old kid, but he wasn’t sure how to go about accomplishing such a feat. The last thing he desired was to make her uncomfortable.


“Well, good night,” she smiled his way before turning back to her door to let herself in.


He needed to think. His little remaining time passed in a hurry, and he would soon be looking at an empty hourglass if he didn’t come up with a plan fast. Why did he keep coming up blank?


“Can I use your bathroom?”


His stomach churned as he reflected on his not-so smooth choice of words. That was his plan? Really? To extend the night by inviting himself inside to use the bathroom? It was the least seductive route possible, but it was what he spit out before his mind could catch up to his dumb mouth.


“Sure,” she said, pushing the door open and heading inside.


It wasn’t his first time inside Annie’s house. He’d been over here before for parties, holidays, and even occasionally when his mother needed a babysitter during his younger years. This, however, was different. He’d never stepped foot inside Ms. P’s home after taking her out on a date, and his mind spun while he made his way to her bathroom. He didn’t have any chances left. Either he did something now, or he would live to regret his idleness for the rest of his life.


He did his best to regroup after relieving his bladder. He was nervous, slightly embarrassed, and unquestionably in over his head, but he wasn’t left for dead quite yet. Miracles happened. Maybe God would show him a sign and everything would come together perfectly? Or perhaps he would never be more to Annie than her friend’s son?


And then a sliver of hope presented itself to him.


He found Annie sitting on her family room sofa with a glass of red wine in hand. It was the exact opportunity he needed. It provided him with a chance to wiggle his way back into her life, and he didn’t plan to allow his charisma to go to waste. It was time to show Mom’s bestie that tonight shouldn’t be a one-time thing.


“I don’t see my glass.”


“Excuse me?” she asked.


“I don’t see my glass of wine,” he clarified himself, taking a seat next to her on the couch. He was ready to turn his charm all the way up. “Believe it or not, but I consider myself to be a bit of a wine connoisseur.”


Her eyebrows couldn’t be any higher. “You’re not having anything to drink.”


“And why’s that?”


“Um…because you’re driving home,” she said, surprised that she needed to explain the situation. “Do you have any idea what your mother would do to me if something happened to you?”


He observed her naked feet before turning his attention back to her alcoholic beverage. “Is that anyway to talk to your boyfriend?”


She giggled, rolling her eyes in the process. “Is that what you are now? My boyfriend?”


He definitely liked the sound of his new title.


Annie, however, wasn’t so quick to jump on board. “Do you make a habit of dating older women?”


“Older women?”


“I’m certainly an older woman based on your age,” she said, taking a long sip from her glass. She dreaded turning forty next year!


“What are you? Like, twenty-five?”


She almost spit her wine out. “Oh my God, will you stop!?”


“Actually, you’re right. I’m off, aren’t I? You’re probably more like twenty-two,” he proposed, sarcastic yet somewhat honest. She could absolutely pass for a college girl. She was that sexy.


She set her glass down on the coffee table in front of them before turning back to him. “Forget about being my boyfriend. You’re gonna be my husband if you keep this up.”


Now, that was his dream. How incredible would it be to wake up next to her in bed every morning? And to greet her in the kitchen with a crack on the ass before he started his day? Where could he sign up for that heaven?


He observed her half-empty wineglass while he debated his next move. What was on her mind? Did she always have a drink before bed, or was her decision made tonight for a specific reason? He just wished that she was something other than his mother’s best friend! That way he wouldn’t feel so cautious around her!


She retrieved her drink, downed the rest of it, and then left the room momentarily. She quickly returned with a full glass in hand.


He was sharp enough to know that chugging a glass of wine before bed didn’t qualify as anyone’s nightly routine—let alone someone as put together as Ms. P. What if he wasn’t alone? What if she felt tense too? What if she couldn’t believe that he sat on her sofa while she treated herself to a second glass of wine either?


“Can I tell you something?”


He prepared himself for anything after noting the long swig that she took from her glass. “Sure.”


“You have to promise to keep it secret,” she told him, placing her drink on the table. “You can’t tell a soul.”


“I promise,” he said.


“I’m extremely serious. I’ll kill you if you ever say a word,” she stressed the importance of his secrecy.


Had she loosened up right in front of his eyes? Did he have the power of red wine to thank? Somehow, against all reason, she almost seemed flirty.


“You see, Annie, I may not be great at a lot of things, but keeping secrets is something I excel at.”


Nothing boosted his confidence like making her laugh. What if she viewed him as a step up from her usual dating options? Could her impending secret actually be something that wasn’t typically reserved for a thirty-nine-year-old woman and her best friend’s son? He was about to find out.


“You’ve turned into quite the handsome young man.”


He did his best to maintain his composure as he watched her wiggle closer ever so slightly. There was no misinterpreting her words. She’d just called him handsome. Handsome! Ms. P!


“Um…thanks,” he said nervously.


“I remember when you were a little boy,” she reflected on their lengthy relationship. “You’ve certainly come a long way since those days. I mean, just look at all these muscles!”


Feeling her squeeze his bicep sent shivers down his spine. Why did he still lack the proper courage to treat her like a potential girlfriend? All the signs were there! Uninterested women don’t agree to dates before letting guys into their house while treating themselves to two glasses of wine. He needed to wake up! Otherwise, he would miss his chance.


But she spoke up before he had an opportunity to scheme a plan.


“Can I tell you another secret?”


He gulped but his throat was dry. He couldn’t continue to fool himself. This woman terrified him.


“You have to promise to keep this to yourself too,” she said.


He nodded, struggling to look in her direction for fear of staring at her cleavage. She appeared even sexier now that he shared the sofa with her. He couldn’t even begin to guess what she had in store for him.


“I’m lonely.”


He knew that he shouldn’t be happy to hear that. His mother’s friend—who he’d always loved—just admitted to being lonely. Truthfully, it was sad. A woman as incredible as her should never experience anything other than the best.


But the man in him saw an opportunity.


She was lonesome, upbeat from their date, and maybe even a little tipsy? While part of him was concerned about taking advantage of her, another part of him realized that he didn’t deal with one of his classmates. Thirty-nine-year-old women weren’t anything like eighteen-year-old girls, right? They had to be significantly less likely to play games. He’d always assumed that women his mother’s age went after what they wanted—unlike girls his own age—but he didn’t know for sure. He didn’t have a history with Annie’s demographic, after all.


“Do you think you can change that?” she asked, placing her hand on his knee.


Why could he barely breathe? What happened to his swagger? All he wanted was the ability to treat Annie exactly like any other girl, but over a decade of lust prevented him from doing that. It was almost as if she was too much for him to handle.


Her hand moved higher, coming to rest on his thigh. “So, do you?”


His pounding heart settled. His churning stomach calmed. In a moment of complete clarity, he managed to regain his poise. He could hold his own. He just needed to relax and act like himself.


“I’d love to keep you company,” he said, gazing into her sparkling blue eyes. “How about this? I’ll come over every Friday night starting tomorrow. You can pour yourself a glass of wine, we’ll play some music, and then we’ll settle in for a three-hour long game of Monopoly.”


Her laughter provided him with the fortitude to act like himself. How many other guys could make her smile like he did? Would she massage anyone else’s thigh on a Thursday night after a big glass of wine? He liked the idea of holding a special key to her heart, and her reaction further motivated him to see if he could make his fantasy a reality.


And while Annie loved his playful personality, she wasn’t in the mood to drag things along for days or even weeks. She wasn’t in college anymore. Her days of smiling at a man and hoping that he picked up on her interest were behind her. If she wanted something, then she took it.


Her hand slithered higher until it settled just inches from his bulge. She leaned in and whispered into his ear, “I don’t want to play Monopoly.”


He told himself to relax. Why did his insides resemble a roller coaster? One moment he was calm, and the next he was rattled. Ms. P’s hand was right next to his dick! His fuckin’ dick! How couldn’t he lose his mind?


“What…do you…um…want to do then?” he asked tensely, not finding any relief from the way she continued to breathe into his ear.


“Your mother wouldn’t want me to tell you this.”


He’d never wanted to hear something so badly.


“Maybe I shouldn’t say it?” she purred, refusing to shift her hand.


“No, you-you can say-say it,” he stammered, his mouth barren as he stared straight-ahead at the wall.


“Are you sure?” she questioned with her mouth still pressed against his ear. She leaned against him, allowing her chest to rest against his broad shoulder. “You would really have to keep this secret.”


“I swear,” he gave his word.


Her breath disappeared. His ample chest vanished. Everything changed before he could fully process his surroundings, and he soon found his line of sight shifted in her direction abruptly. It was a whirlwind of activity in such a short time.


And then he realized what happened.


Her free hand had taken control of the situation. She turned his head in her direction by his chin, causing him to stare into her blue eyes for the first time in what felt like forever. He experienced a cavalcade of emotions while he waited in suspense, but any hope to assert his dominance fell to the wayside. He was simply along for the ride. She was out of his league whether he admitted it or not.


Her pouty lips parted to reveal her true intentions. “I don’t want to play a board game. I don’t even want to go to a hockey game. You see, sweetheart, there’s something I need that isn’t exactly easy to find. Your mother would agree with me on that as well.”


He waited as her hand fell from his chin after she captured his attention, but he never would’ve imagined her reveal. The most surprising part was her decision to take the physical route instead of expressing herself verbally. It also showed him just how different life could be with an older woman, because eighteen-year-old girls definitely didn’t behave in such an aggressive manner.


The hand on his thigh moved to his bulge.


He gulped. Five fingers squeezed his cock through his jeans, but it didn’t come courtesy of one of his cute classmates. No, the stunner sitting next to him was more than twice his age, and she just so happened to be his mother’s best friend.


“I need a real man,” she revealed candidly. She didn’t see any reason to pull her punches. She was so close to what she desperately needed. “So, can I play with your cock?”


He seriously debated her inquiry? What was he so scared of? Well, one, he could fail to live up to her expectations. What if he was too nervous to get hard? Or what if he wasn’t big enough? Anything and everything could go wrong, and he dreaded the possibility of letting her down.


But the upside looked pretty spectacular as she squeezed his cock more firmly.


An incredibly sexy older woman just asked for permission to play with his dick. Wasn’t that his dream? Wasn’t it exactly what he’d fantasized about thousands of times? Besides, he was doing her a favor, right? She was lonely! He could help solve her problems!


Plus, selfishly, he could enjoy himself at the same time.


His cock began to grow as she rubbed his bulge. Her blue eyes encouraged him to answer her, but he still struggled to speak. Unfortunately, he wouldn’t be able to play it cool for the foreseeable future. His temporary lack of charisma made him a mere passenger from whatever she had planned, but he had little doubt that he would enjoy every moment of the fun.


He nodded to grant her permission, still unable to speak.


“Are you sure it’s okay?” she giggled, running her soft touch along the length of his hardening manhood. “I’m in the mood to be a little bad tonight.”


His breaths turned labored. He was on the verge of passing out as his dick grew to its full potential under his jeans. At least he didn’t have to worry about his immense nerves preventing him from acting like a man physically, because he’d never been harder.


She was just getting started. “Your mother rolled her eyes at me yesterday when I told her that I need some good dick in my life.”


He did his best to calm himself. The last thing he wanted was to cum before ever enjoying her advances.


“And, sweetheart, I think you have exactly what I need,” she said, using her fingers to trace along the outline of his hard meat.


Why couldn’t he step up and take charge of the situation? Why did he feel so timid? It pained him to admit it, but his doubt involving his ability to satisfy someone like her increased by the moment, and her juicy amount of creamy cleavage memorizing his eyes didn’t help to boost his confidence.


“Relax.”


His focus instantly shifted to her dazzling blue eyes.


“Relax,” she repeated after capturing his attention. She could sense his anxiety. It was just one of the many benefits of being an experienced woman. “Why don’t you just let me take care of you?”


She slid off the sofa and down to her knees on the hardwood floor after pushing the coffee table back to give her room. Her hands journeyed along his thighs, having the opposite effect on him from the one she claimed to desire. The truth was that she adored his excitement. She craved his energy. Men her own age didn’t appreciate her in the same manner that Sean did, and she was determined to live up to his expectations.


How was he expected to relax when his mother’s best friend knelt on the floor between his feet? Somehow, he needed to curtail his excitement. He had to last in order to fully enjoy being the beneficiary of a sexy older woman’s pent-up sexual frustration. The girl looking up at him wouldn’t be a happy camper if he blew his load before allowing her to have her fun.


She encouraged him to help her out while her hands rubbed his thighs. “Why don’t you take your belt off for me?”


He unbuckled his belt with a purpose. Suddenly, he found himself focused solely on the upside of what awaited him. A gorgeous woman wanted to play with his dick! What did he possibly have to worry about?


His belt was snatched from his hands before he managed to utter a single word. Unexpectedly, his idea of kink was completely rewritten right before his eyes. If he thought that he possessed a perverted side, then he was gravely mistaken as he looked on in disbelief. Even he couldn’t compete with this.


She slid the end of his belt through the buckle to create a loop. In a moment of complete insanity to his eighteen-year-old brain, he watched her place it around her neck, allowing the remainder of the leather to dangle below while she gazed up into his eyes. It caused him to once again doubt if he could handle her.


“Are you going to keep me waiting?” she asked.


He unzipped his jeans nervously. His belt remained around her neck, but he didn’t know why. Was it a fetish of hers? Or a way to show her submission? Regardless of the reason for her decision, he was fairly certain that high school girls wouldn’t be able to replicate what she had planned for him.


He noticed the way that her eyes followed his every move like a hawk. He wiggled out of his jeans, only for her to pull them off of his legs in a hurry. Maybe she really was desperate? Perhaps she needed this more than him? And if that was the case, then he could only imagine how incredible things would get. He’d never been with a woman before who truly craved dick.


His hard cock didn’t shy away from his company after he slipped out of his boxers. So, now what? He merely sat on the sofa, anxiously waiting for his date to do something. Was it up to him to make a move? Or what if she wasn’t impressed by what she saw? It would crush him to be sent home because he didn’t meet her requirements, and her complete lack of reaction didn’t help to provide him with any answers. He felt rather out-of-the-loop at the moment.


“You’re my boyfriend now.”


Common sense told him that his belt around her neck should take the cake in regard to the most bizarre reveal tonight. The sight of her down on her knees qualified as fairly unfathomable too. Plenty of moments would linger with him for the rest of his life, but her latest declaration caused his eyes to squint in confusion.


“What?” he questioned.


“You’re my boyfriend now,” she repeated, using her finger to point at his towering erection. “I want that in my life.”


He finally knew what it felt like to be worry-free. It was difficult to be troubled after his crush just demanded his sexual loyalty, after all.


“Now I know why your mother still speaks so highly of your dad,” Annie remarked. His thick meat put her into a trance. She couldn’t look away from every delicious inch of him. “You had to get that beautiful dick from him.”


Forget about feeling worry-free. Was he a king now? Or a god? Ms. P just called his dick beautiful! And she’d yet to stop staring at it! It was incredible!


She finally turned her attention to his smitten eyes. “That cock is mine, understood?”


His confidence returned. His ego received a desperately-needed boost. Her reaction provided him with the incentive to treat her like one of his classmates, and he knew that he needed to stop behaving like a little boy. She could get a nervous teenager to mess around with anywhere. A man on the other hand? They were hard to find.




“Let’s see if you pass the test.”


Her eyebrows swiftly perked up. “Excuse me?”


“Let’s see if you pass the test,” he said once more with a sly smirk. He didn’t believe a single word he was about to say, but he loved the idea of motivating her anyway. “I’m not some old-timer, you know? My expectations are probably a little higher than you think.”


Her surprised reaction quickly turned to one of laughter. “Kiddo, I could make you cum in thirty seconds if I wanted to.”


He matched her grin with one of his own. “Is that what you think?”


“No, that’s what I know,” she corrected him. “Big dick or not, you’ve never gotten a real blowjob before. I’m not some high school girl.”


“You never really seemed like the wild type to me.”


Watching bewilderment sweep across her face was exactly what he wanted. The truth was that Mom’s bestie always came off like a party girl. He had little doubt that she’d enjoyed her fair share of fun back in her college days, and he also expected her to blow his mind in her family room. He didn’t want her to think that, though.


“Other than getting drunk at seven-thirty on a Wednesday,” he added nonchalantly.


She collected his jeans off the floor and dug through his pockets, finding his phone and handing it to him. “Open it.”


He used his thumb to unlock it.


“Go to the stopwatch app,” she instructed.


“Are you serious?”


“Yeah, we’re timing this,” she nodded, yet to touch his cock.


He opened the stopwatch app, but looked back down at her before proceeding any further. He needed to slow everything down for a minute. Did he anticipate that Ms. P would be incredible in bed? Yes. Did he expect the best blowjob of his life? For sure. Now, did he honestly think that she could make him cum in less than thirty seconds? Absolutely not.


He wasn’t a virgin. He’d also jerked-off to her Snapchat pictures before leaving for school this morning, and again when he returned home. Hell, he’d spent the past seven years beating his dick to a wide variety of porn on the internet, so he wasn’t exactly a rookie when it came to the world of sex.


“How about we make a bet?”


She was always up for a challenge. “What do you have in mind, big guy?”


He couldn’t get enough of how she constantly referenced his impressive size. “I’ll cut your grass for the next month if you can make me cum in less than thirty seconds.”


“How about you cut my grass for the rest of the year?” she proposed, liking the idea of not having to hire a lawn service at all.


He needed to think long and hard about her offer. Her lawn was huge! “The entire year?”


“Yep, and if you can actually last thirty seconds, then I’ll let you cum on my face.”


So much for actually pondering her proposal. Holding out for thirty seconds would result in a facial. A fucking facial! How did everything keep getting better? It almost didn’t seem possible!


“Deal,” he accepted immediately.


“That’s what I thought,” she giggled, shifting her eyes back to her prize. “Get that timer ready.”


He looked on in awe after she jammed her middle and index fingers down her throat, gagging herself from her spot on the hardwood floor. She needed to find plenty of spit in order to handle someone his size.


She wiggled closer while his thumb hovered over the start button on his phone. Her arms slithered under his thighs as she positioned her mouth over his stiff erection. What was she doing? Why did she use his legs for leverage?


“Oh, one more thing,” she said, fighting the urge to skip their game and dive head-first into the fun. “I’m not even going to use my hands.”


He’d never felt better about anything in his life. She seriously thought that she could make him cum in less than half a minute with only her mouth? Was she crazy? The bad news was that she would most likely be disappointed in her futile efforts shortly, but the good news was that tonight would end with him blowing his nut all over her beautiful face. It was a trade-off that he was happy to make.


“And…go!” he said, starting the timer.


The following fifteen seconds qualified as the most surreal experience of his life. Nothing about it made sense. Logic pointed to him being lost in a dream, but what he saw, heard, and felt said otherwise. It was unbelievable.


She swallowed his entire cock repeatedly, effortless in her movements. No hands, no struggle, and no sense of modesty: he started to wonder if she was built solely for pleasure. How could a woman be so sexy, but also so nasty? Weren’t hot girls supposed to be reserved? He quickly discovered just how wrong his previous mindset was as he held on for dear life.


His dick glided down her tight throat thanks to the layer of slimy spit surrounding his meat. Up and down she went, causing him to writhe in pleasure from the manner in which she showered him with affection. His cock would be exposed to the family room air one moment, only to be completely engulfed inside her throat the next, and he didn’t want to move a muscle. He could spend the rest of his days on this very sofa.


And then he panicked.


The gradual build bubbled to the surface abruptly. Any minor concerns involving potentially cumming too soon went to the wayside when he realized that he was about to explode like never before. But he didn’t want it to be over already! He didn’t even care about losing the bet. Honestly! He just wanted more of his current heaven!


“Stop!”


Annie continued to suck his dick like it was her job.


“STOP!!!” he shouted urgently.


Reluctantly, she granted his demand. It was nice to know that she still had it. Obviously, she didn’t have much competition. High school girls weren’t exactly blowjob queens, but it still brought her joy to see him squirm after less than thirty seconds in her mouth. Plus, she wouldn’t complain about having free lawn care for the rest of the year.


She looked up at the flustered stud in front of her, his belt wrapped around her neck. “So, how’s it feel to get your dick sucked by a real woman?”


He didn’t know what to say. He could barely think straight. His longtime crush knelt on the floor in front of him, and she gave head like a porn star. She blew away his wildest expectations.


“You’re cute, you know that?” she laughed.


He did his best to collect himself. He had to admit it whether he wanted to or not. “You won.”


“What was that?” she asked, encouraging him to repeat himself louder. She got a kick out of the way that he still hung onto his pride. It was exactly what she loved so much about younger guys!


“You won,” he said once again. Losing didn’t hurt as much when it resulted in a blowjob.


“Sweetheart, I always win,” she tittered, turning her attention back to his glistening pole. “Now, how about a long, sloppy, fun blowjob? Because I can make you last as long as I want.”


That sounded like heaven to him.


She wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking every inch of him with ease from the heavy amount of saliva covering him. “God, you’re so hard.”


He grunted under his breath. Could she really control how long he lasted? Because he didn’t like his chances of holding out much longer.


She positioned her face next to his groin and slapped his stiff cock against her cheek. She lived for his hardness. She salivated from his size. It’s been an awful long time since she last had a dick like his to play with, and her desperation to please served as a reminder of how much she missed her youth. She was surrounded by cute hunks twenty years ago, for God’s sake!


But she no longer needed to concern herself with guys her own age. Girls like Joy could continue to try to make things work with mediocre men in their forties, because she had an eighteen-year-old stud all to herself. A big, young, rock-hard dick would be ready whenever she wanted. She also didn’t need to worry about being in a relationship with a guy who played head games. Young guys simply wanted to fuck, and she prepared herself for a future of fun as she slammed his hard meat against her cheek once more.


He smiled as he noticed a wad of her spit tangled in her long blonde hair as she continued to absorb the strength of his rigid erection with her face. This was his new girlfriend? Really? She was a freak! And in a good way! Honestly, he would cut her grass for the rest of his life if it guaranteed him a similar treatment.


“Let’s get some of these clothes off.”


She pushed him back against the sofa when he attempted to lean forward and tug at her shirt. “Not happening.”


His eyes squinted in confusion. She was fine sucking his cock, but she didn’t like the idea of losing her shirt? That didn’t make any sense to him.


“We’ll save that for our second date,” she told him with a grin before wrapping her lips around his manhood. She promptly made it disappear down her throat.


Well, if he couldn’t get her out of any of her clothes, then he would help himself to the next best thing, and that involved enjoying the endless benefits of dating a sexually deprived older woman.


His hands clamped on top of her blonde head and held her in place. The seconds ticked by while her tight throat pulsated around every inch of his girthy cock, thoroughly worshiping his member. Oddly, he may have treasured discovering her submissive tendencies even more than her incredible blowjob skills. Girls his own age were so scared to be seen as sluts. Annie, on the other hand, clearly didn’t care. It almost seemed like she wanted to be a whore for him.


He pushed down when she tried to lift herself off of him. He was ready to assert his role in their relationship, because he definitely didn’t want to be a mere spectator while she fulfilled all of her fantasies. For a moment at least, he called the shots. It was a risk that he wasn’t entirely sure would prove successful, but one he was willing to take regardless.


“Stay right there,” he demanded as he watched her squirm under his hold.


He controlled a woman twenty-one years his senior! And she was Mom’s best friend above all else! He felt confident, dominant, and on top of the world as his dick bathed in the heavenly bliss that was her throat, and he knew that he would never date a younger girl again. He was officially hooked.


He finally released his hold to allow her to breathe.


She gasped for breath after pulling off his cock, but she didn’t scold him for crossing the line. Instead, she had a few choice words for him. “Someone’s a fast learner.”


He could only laugh. In Annie’s world—or more like his new girlfriend’s world—a true gentleman made her gag on his cock until she ran out of air. It was a drastic change from the girls he was used to.


“Why don’t you stand up for me, handsome?” she said, wiggling backward to allow him room.


He jumped to his feet, surprised to find the end of his belt placed in his hand. Her wicked grin told him everything he needed to know. Why was he surprised? She was a bundle of sexual energy, after all.


“Open up,” he ordered.


She parted her lips without hesitation. Moments later, she found her happy place. It took almost four decades, but she finally discovered her soulmate.


He pulled her to his cock by his belt, but as fun as it was to control her with a leash, the leather lacked a personal touch that he so badly desired. He needed to feel her. He craved to touch her hair. Truthfully, he desired a deeper connection.


He dropped his belt from his hold and placed both of his hands on her head, and it didn’t take long before he held her in place while he fucked her throat.


“GUH-GUH-GUH-GUH.”


If only his friends could see him now. How many lunches were spent teasing each other over who had the hottest mom? Or what about the endless conversations regarding the MILF’s from the gym? He couldn’t even imagine their jealousy if they saw him now, and the perfect idea suddenly came to mind after he pulled her into his stomach. He couldn’t believe it, but he discovered complete clarity with his cock buried down her throat.


“We’re going on a date tomorrow.”


His words provided her fading blue eyes with new life. Maybe she didn’t just want a young stud to fuck? Perhaps a budding social life would be fun as well? She didn’t do much with anyone other than Joy, to be honest.


But more importantly, she loved how eager he was for another date. Did he seriously want to see her naked that badly? His lust made her feel so sexy! And he wanted to spend time with her! It was so flattering!


“And then I’m going to get you out of your clothes and fuck the shit out of you,” he remarked intensely, giving her throat a few final pumps before releasing his grip on her head.


Her hands dashed for the belt around her neck after she pulled off his cock. Screw her rules. So what if she made no effort to play it cool? She was horny, and she couldn’t get enough of how he made her feel. She simply wanted more of it.


She loosened his belt and tossed it onto the sofa, and immediately raised her shirt over her head before throwing it behind her. She could provide him with a preview of what was to come. It only seemed fair when she considered that he stood in front of her in only a white t-shirt.


Her black push-up bra turned his already hard cock into a diamond. Her cleavage spilled out of her brassiere, adding to the already stifling intensity surrounding them. They each knew what was on the other’s mind. He wanted to fuck her into a coma, while she wanted to get thrown around in bed for the first time since college. They were a perfect match.


“Take your shirt off. I want to see all those big muscles.”


He removed his shirt in a blur. He was too enthralled by the girl in front of him to mess around. His hand wrapped around his cock, stroking his meat while he observed the way that her hungry eyes explored his naked body. No one could debate the fact that he’d hit the jackpot.


She finally settled on his handsome face after meticulously journeying the length of his chiseled physique. Every impressive inch of him made her want to be bad. “Do you want your balls sucked?”


He nodded.


“That’s strange,” she commented, gazing up at him. “It seems like a little boy just showed up, because I could’ve swore I spent the past five minutes sucking a man’s cock.”


He stepped forward. Once again, her remark served as a reminder that he had a real woman in his life now. It was a new reality that he still needed to adjust to.


His cock hovered above her face as he stared down at her. “Suck my balls, slut.”


She lunged at his nuts, drenching them in spit and affection. It was her job to properly reward him. If her new boyfriend acted like a man, then he deserved to be treated like a man. It was as simple as that.


He had no idea that life as a man could be so good. Apparently, boyhood consisted of chasing uptight girls and disappointing sexual encounters, while manhood entitled him to a perfect ten who loved being put in her place. Just look at his situation! He received exactly what he wanted after stroking his cock and ordering her to suck his balls. It was that easy!


The following ninety seconds didn’t even qualify as the wildest part of the evening. He would wager that he could find a few other girls to suck, lick, and stuff his balls in her mouth like Annie just had, but he struggled to envision too many women who would be sent into overdrive after being called a slut. She loved dirty talk! She really was perfect!


“I’ll pick you up at nine tomorrow night,” he said, stroking his dick slowly to prevent himself from exploding. Her mouth was magical. “We’re going to my friend’s party.”


His announcement snapped her out of her craze. It also knocked some much-needed sense into her stupid head. She just had an eighteen-year-old kid’s balls in her mouth for close to two minutes! And she deepthroated his cock earlier! What was she doing?


This was who she decided to seduce? A high school senior who planned to take her to a party full of teenagers? She was almost forty! Dates at her age were supposed to consist of disappointing movies, fancy dinners, and overpriced wine. She was a grown woman!


But maybe that’s why she loved his plan so much?


He made her feel young. He pushed away her responsibilities, and instead brought out her long-forgotten playful side. No man had ever taken her to a hockey game before tonight. She was used to guys who never thought outside the box, but Sean was anything other than ordinary.


“It won’t be weird if you bring me to a high school party?” she checked, taking a break from treating his heavy sack like royalty to address her concerns.


“Why would it be weird?”


“Um…because I’m way older than you,” she reminded him.


He didn’t see a problem at all. “So what? You’ll be the hottest girl there by a mile.”


And just like that, she exclusively focused on praising his balls with her mouth.


“I want you to wear an outfit like you did tonight too,” he moaned as his knees grew weak. He couldn’t hold out for much longer.


His compliment caused her to take control of his manhood. He honestly thought that she would be the sexiest girl at a party full of eighteen-year-old knockouts? What if she just married him? It wouldn’t make sense to only be his girlfriend, because some other girl could eventually come along and steal him from her. She wanted him all to herself!


Her wish for a casual boyfriend ceased to exist as she used her hands and mouth in unison. The truth was that she desired Joy’s dream. She wanted a kind, thoughtful, generous guy, but she craved a little more than her girlfriend as well. She needed a perfect gentleman in the streets, and an aggressive stud in the sheets, but such an exclusive unicorn had evaded her for the entirety of her life.


Until now.


How nice was it to spend time with a man who wasn’t a jerk? Sean’s confidence never came off as arrogant, but rather attractive. Thirty-nine years provided her with ample time to discover herself and find what she wanted. She also refused to let that man out of her grasp when he entered her life. Tonight, she planned to show him there was no need to look anywhere else. She could give him exactly what he craved.


She pulled her mouth off his cock, continuing to glide her hands along his perfect manhood. “You still want to cum on my face, don’t you?”


His grin more than answered her question.


She was ready to turn his world upside down. “We’re going to do something so much better than that. I promise you’ll love it.”


He was all ears.


“Right before you’re about to explode, grab my head and make me deepthroat your cock, and cum straight down my throat. Don’t hold back either. Let it all out. I guarantee you’ll see stars.”


He pulled her back to his cock to allow her to work her magic. He still struggled to comprehend his new circumstances. His last girlfriend hated the taste of cum, but his new one encouraged him to unload directly down her throat while she deepthroated him. It was an unreal turn of events.


The glorious combination of her mouth and hands brought him to the brink of victory. Glory awaited him. Heaven remained just out of reach. Something about claiming Mom’s best friend made everything so much hotter, and remembering what he had in store for him tomorrow proved too much excitement for him to handle. He couldn’t last another second.


Her hands bolted down to her sides after he pulled her into her stomach, causing her nose to press against his pubic bone. Burst after burst of cum exploded from the tip of his dick, but the visual joy of covering her face would have to wait for another night, because he immediately realized just how right she was. It was the defining proof that he would never go near a younger girl again.


Her throat acted like a pussy, humming and massaging his steel pole as he fired his orgasm down her esophagus and into her stomach. It was an overwhelming sensation that caused him to question his own existence. Would he ever be able to masturbate again? How could he when he knew that something so toe-curling good lingered in the universe? In an odd way, he wondered if she’d ruined him.




But the trade-off was well worth it.


He didn’t see stars. In fact, he saw nothing but darkness while he held her head in place and sent his last few bursts of cum down her welcoming throat. His body turned weak as he felt his essence sucked out of him, but he wouldn’t dream to put an end to things. He never wanted to leave her throat.


Such pleasures weren’t a realistic possibility, however. Annie’s one disappointing quality involved her need for oxygen, so he allowed her that requirement after freeing her head from his grasp. She was still human.


She gazed up into her new man’s lovestruck eyes. She rather enjoyed kneeling before him. “So, was I right?”


“I’m starting to think that you’re always right,” he chuckled while collapsing back onto the sofa. It wouldn’t be honest to admit that cumming down her throat qualified as anything other than the greatest experience of his life.


“Remember that and we won’t have any problems,” she joked. “You have more belts at home, right?”


He nodded.


“Good, because I’m keeping that one,” she said, pointing to the belt on the cushion next to him.


His confused look showed that he didn’t understand.


She didn’t feel the need to be coy around him. They were in a relationship now. “I’m going to use it when I play with myself tonight.”


“I can help!”


She smiled at his enthusiasm. “Oh, is that right?”


“Totally,” he said, calming his energetic tone to not sound so eager. “I mean, I owe you.”


“Let’s save that for tomorrow night.”


“Ms. P, I would love—”


“What did I tell you earlier?” she interrupted. “First, call me Annie, not Ms. P. Second, you got your dick sucked on the first date. Don’t get greedy now.”


He knew that she was right, but his desire to return the favor remained despite her decision to call it a night. It wasn’t his fault that he was a giver. He wanted nothing more than to make her feel a fraction of what she’d brought to his life, but he couldn’t push his luck. He couldn’t ruin the best thing to ever happen to him.


“Besides, you have school tomorrow. So, time to go,” she said, collecting his clothes and handing them to him.


She giggled while escorting an undeniably devastated young man to her front door. How long would he go down on her if she granted him the opportunity? Hours? Days? His willingness to take care of her all but guaranteed that they would enjoy a lengthy relationship, but she couldn’t break her promise this time. Taking her shirt off was one thing, but a lengthy list of problems could arise from dragging him up to her bedroom tonight. The last thing she wanted was for Joy to get suspicious!


“Nine o’clock tomorrow, right?” she said, opening her front door.


He helped himself to one last look at her incredible bust. Why did he have to go already? They could do stuff other than oral. He would play with her amazing tits for hours if she wanted! He would suck her toes and give her the best oil massage ever! He just wanted to be around her!


“Nine o’clock,” he verified, finding it particularly difficult to play it cool. They would have a long night ahead of them if it was his decision. “Dress to impress. Although, that’s never really a problem for you.”


She smiled, grabbed a handful of his t-shirt to pull him down to her level, and planted a big kiss on his lips. This poor kid wouldn’t know what hit him tomorrow night. She would officially take his virginity in twenty-four hours, because those innocent high school girls had certainly never fucked him for real.


“Good night, Ms. P,” he said, completely lovestruck before hurrying to correct himself. “I mean, Annie.”


“Good night, handsome,” she told him, shutting the door behind him. “Drive safely!”


Sean floated down the driveway until he reached his car. Yep, he was in love, alright. That blonde-haired, blue-eyed goddess stole his heart, and his dick already started to grow when he envisioned tomorrow night. He was ready to finally be with a real woman.





Chapter 6 — Lonely








The Following Night. 10:17 PM.





Joy pulled out of the supermarket parking lot and started her trip home. Maybe it was time to start finding some new friends? Perhaps hanging out with only Annie for the past sixteen years had backfired in a major way? It didn’t happen often, but nights like tonight reinforced how lonely she truly was.


Sean told her that he was going out with his friends, Annie declined her invitation to get together—due to visiting her parents for the weekend—and she didn’t have any other real friends in her life. Did she have plenty of people who she would label as cordial acquiescences? Sure. Did she have anyone who she could call and hang out with, though? Not really.


She didn’t exactly spend her Friday night in the most sociable way either. Did grocery shopping qualify as a place to meet people? Not in her world. The sparsely occupied store provided her with a friendly reminder that the majority of society was busy socializing tonight, but she didn’t have anything to look forward to other than finding a new book to read.


After she dropped off a new bottle of wine at Annie’s house, of course.


Her girlfriend would be so happy when she returned home on Sunday night, only to find a nice bottle of wine sitting on her front step. She really was a great best friend, wasn’t she? In fact, she didn’t need any other friends, and neither did Annie. She could keep herself occupied until her BFF returned from her parents.


The truth was that enjoying a good book wasn’t all that she had planned for the rest of her evening.


She still couldn’t believe she’d spent ninety dollars on a vibrator. Ninety freakin’ dollars! She barely owned anything worth that much, but she decided to spoil herself while shopping on Amazon earlier in the week. The good news was that she had a very special package waiting for her in the mail after work, and she couldn’t wait to test it out. The reviews were incredible!


Okay, drop the wine off at Annie’s, go home and take a hot shower, enjoy her expensive vibrator, and find a new book to start before getting some shuteye. That didn’t sound like such a bad Friday night, after all, did it?


But something brought nothing but bewilderment to her life ten minutes later.


Not only was Annie’s car in her driveway after she arrived at her best friend’s house, but so was Sean’s.


Oh my God, did they have a surprise for her? How incredible would that be? Her fortieth birthday was still three weeks away, but an early party would be the best gift ever. Who would she rather spend her time with than her girlfriend and her son? No one that she could think of.


But wouldn’t they have invited her over if that was the case?


Maybe it was something else? Perhaps Sean and Annie got together tonight in order to organize her birthday party? Yeah, that made significantly more sense. She would have to be invited to her own birthday bash—obviously.


She debated whether or not to give them a surprise of their own. As fun as it would be to allow them to operate in secret, busting their plans would be equally as hilarious. Besides, it’s the thought that counts. She didn’t actually need to be surprised. Simply being on the receiving end of such an event would be the greatest gift that she could ever wish for.


She parked in front of Annie’s house and retrieved the bottle of wine from the groceries in her back seat.


Joy was ready to catch the two most important people in her life red-handed. Maybe she would allow Sean to enjoy a glass of wine while she learned all the details about her birthday party as well? She was in a rather festive mood at the moment.


She was surprised to find the front door unlocked after she made her way up the driveway. She slipped inside, careful to stay as quiet as possible. It wouldn’t be any fun if they heard her coming.


“OH MY GOD, I LOVE YOU!”


Joy came to an abrupt stop in the kitchen. While Annie’s one-story ranch home wasn’t tiny, it also wasn’t overly-spacious, so she couldn’t mistake hearing her BFF’s voice from what sounded like her bedroom. What exactly was going on? She couldn’t have just spoken to Sean, could she? And why in the world would she tell her son that she loved him?


She set the bottle of wine on the table and headed down the hallway.


“JESUS CHRIST, PLEASE DON’T STOP!”


Confusion scrunched her face as she made her way closer to Annie’s bedroom. It almost sounded like her girlfriend howled her latest declaration. And what didn’t she want to stop? And where the hell was Sean? Nothing made sense!


What if this was part of an elaborate prank? Maybe they had an entire game planned for her birthday? She couldn’t explain what happened for sure, but she was eager to find out as she placed her hand on Annie’s bedroom door handle and turned it to let herself in.


And then her jaw dropped.


She wouldn’t believe it unless she saw it with her own two eyes, and she wouldn’t even consider it to be her worst nightmare either since it had never previously crossed her mind. She couldn’t say the same now that she looked on in disbelief, however. It was shocking, sickening, and equally as mystifying, but she couldn’t react for some reason. It was a horrific car crash that she couldn’t look away from.


Her eyes locked onto her son’s pale butt before exploring the length of his muscular back as he laid on his stomach. Seeing him naked would be a big enough surprise, but the realization of where his face was resulted in her struggling to breathe. This wasn’t a birthday present! It was a betrayal!


Annie rested on her back in bed—naked—as Sean preformed oral sex on her! She couldn’t see the action to verify for sure, but she wasn’t dumb. What else would her son be doing with his head between her legs? And Annie continued to moan and squirm like a woman on the brink of orgasmic bliss. How could this happen right in front of her? They were her son and her bestie, for God’s sake!


Why couldn’t she find the courage to speak up? She just felt so deceived. Was this the result of sixteen years of friendship? Was this what she got for being a great mother? How could these two stab her in the back this way?


“Joy!?”


Sean’s head immediately snapped back to the bedroom door after hearing Annie scream, his face glistening with her juices. “Holy fuck, Mom!?”


Joy watched Annie rush to cover herself with her blankets, while Sean hurried to place a pillow over his groin. The three of them all waited in silence. Who would make the first move? Who would take the fall? It was a situation that none of them ever expected to find themselves in.


And then Joy finally found her voice, and boy, was she furious. “What the hell is wrong with you!?”


Annie didn’t know how to respond to her best friend’s question.


“That’s my son, you fuckin’ bitch!” Joy scolded her, irate.


Annie couldn’t pretend to be anything other than stunned. Joy rarely cursed, and she certainly never shouted. Her intense reaction told her how badly she’d messed up. There was only one thing in the world that she could do to enrage Joy at such a level, and she’d done exactly that.


“Let me explain,” Annie attempted to speak up.


“Let you explain?” Joy asked, stunned. “Let you explain? No, let me explain! How dare you do this to me after all we’ve been through together! Sean is my son! And he’s eighteen! What’s wrong with you!?”


Annie decided to be as straightforward as possible. She didn’t see any other way out of her awful predicament. “I really like him.”


It took every ounce of self-control that Joy had, but she managed to not run across the room and attack the girl who she once viewed as her only real friend.


“And he really likes me too,” she told Joy. “Isn’t that right, Sean?”


Sean had opted for the quiet route while his mom and girlfriend argued in front of him. It still felt strange to refer to Annie as his girlfriend, but it’s definitely what she was when he reflected on his past twenty-eight hours. To be honest, he’d never been so in love.


He nodded.


“This is so goddamn unbelievable,” Joy groaned, running her hand through her long brown hair. “How long has this been going on?”


“Since yesterday,” Annie answered.


Wednesday evening’s events immediately flooded Joy’s mind. How didn’t she pick up on the signs sooner? Of course, something like this could happen! Annie had openly fawned over Sean in the backyard after he stepped out of his muddy clothes! And he drove her home too!


And what did Annie always tell her? That she wanted a young hunk in her life to rock her world in the bedroom. Sean definitely qualified as young, and it wouldn’t be truthful to label him as anything other than a hunk. She just never imagined that Annie would pick him instead of one of the studs at their gym.


“Will you please give me a minute to explain?”


Reluctantly, Joy nodded. She was extremely interested to hear Annie’s side of the story.


“Sean is incredibly sweet to me,” Annie revealed. “He’s nice, polite, and acts like a perfect gentleman. He even took me to a hockey game last night!”


“A hockey game?” Joy asked, turning her attention to her son. “I thought you were at Kyle’s house?”


“I kind of lied,” he said, looking down at the floor.


Annie was just getting started. “And we went to a party tonight. A party, Joy! I haven’t been to a party in forever! We danced for like an hour too! It was soooooo much fun!”


“You’re almost forty,” Joy reminded her, pointing out the absurdity of someone attending a high school party at her age.


“What do I always complain about?” Annie asked her. “About how lame older guys are, right? Well, guess what? I would rather go to a hockey game and a high school party than some boring dinner at an expensive restaurant.”


Joy reflected on all of the absurdity surrounding her. Here she was, in her bestie’s bedroom, staring at two people who continued to cover their naked bodies with blankets and pillows. Apparently, it’d only taken a little over a day for Annie to become fairly smitten, and something told her that Sean was head over heels in love as well. How could everything happen so fast? How could she be so far out-of-the-loop? Everything changed seemingly overnight!


Did a tiny part of her actually feel happy for Annie? She knew that she should hate every single little piece of information that she’d recently uncovered, but she also knew how badly Annie wanted exactly what Sean could give her. Not only was her son a perfect gentleman, but he was a hunk as well. Logistically, he was Annie’s dream guy.


But her girlfriend’s happiness wasn’t enough for Joy to look past tonight’s insanity. Annie seriously couldn’t date one of the other four billion men on the planet? Why did she have to pick Sean? It would never feel right no matter how hard she focused on the positives, because she still looked at Sean as her innocent little angel. He was her everything!


“This can’t happen.”


“Why not?” Annie asked, desperate to change Joy’s mind.


“Because it just can’t,” Joy said the honest truth. “I’m sorry, but this ends now.”


Annie didn’t have many options left. If she couldn’t convince Joy to see things her way emotionally, then perhaps she could lure her physically? One of the benefits of being best friends for sixteen years involved hours upon hours of gossip and secrets. She knew what Joy truly wanted—whether she always pretended otherwise or not—and she planned to tempt her with it.


Annie dropped her blankets and moved behind Sean—who sat on the bed, facing his mother with a pillow over his groin—and pressed her chest against his bare back. She placed her chin on his shoulder as she looked at Joy. It was time to get real. Joy could continue to play games, but no woman could resist the stud seated on her bed.


“Look at his handsome face,” Annie said, giving Sean a quick peck on the cheek before turning her attention back to Joy. “Let’s not pretend that your son isn’t a cutie.”


Joy didn’t want to discuss anything involving her son’s looks.


“Just take a moment to appreciate his body,” Annie told her as she ran her hands along his arms before treating her touch to his sexy chest and chiseled abs. “I’ve known you for a long time, Joy. You’ve never been with a guy like this.”


Joy couldn’t call Annie a liar. While Sean’s exceptional body certainly put her typical suitors to shame, he was still her son, and she refused to look at him in a sexual manner. As wrong as it was for her BFF to drool over her one and only child’s body, it would be completely egregious for her to do the same. She was a responsible mother!


“Do you want to know the wildest part about him, though?”


Joy could take a guess where Annie was headed, and she didn’t like it one bit. It was also something she’d always assumed, to be honest. Her ex-husband had the good fortune of being rather hung, and she had little doubt of Sean inheriting his father’s best physical trait. It only made sense when she really thought about it. They had so much else in common physically.


“He has a huge cock,” Annie giggled, not beating around the bush whatsoever.


Sean gulped as the most surreal moment of his life somehow took a turn for even choppier waters. Annie continued to grope him, Mom looked on from just in front of the bedroom door, and his dick remained harder than ever beneath his new girlfriend’s white pillow. Was it Annie’s touch that fueled him? Or maybe it was Mom’s black yoga pants and cute green t-shirt? Regardless of the exact cause, Mom’s presence played a major role in his excitement. Inappropriate or not, he loved her involvement in tonight’s festivities.


He couldn’t believe that things went as smoothly as they had when he pulled into Annie’s driveway ninety minutes ago. A sizable amount of risk accompanied his decision to take a thirty-nine-year-old woman to a party full of eighteen-year-old guys and girls, and the stakes were raised further when she met him at her front door in a pair of tight blue jeans and a pink v-neck that showed plenty of cleavage—per his request.


His female classmates sent plenty of dirty looks his way throughout the night, but his buddies gave him nothing but high-fives and fist-bumps. And what about when the music took a hip-hop turn? It was all Annie needed to spend the next half-hour grinding on him while having the time of her life, and he finally comprehended exactly what he’d gotten himself into. Yesterday wasn’t a mirage. He officially had a real woman in his life.


And his intuition was proven correct when Annie told him that she was ready to leave.


It wasn’t for a lack of fun. Nor had any of his classmates made her uncomfortable. No, Annie had more pressing matters to attend to. Specifically, her insatiable sex drive.


He received roadhead during the entirety of their ride back to her house. She was an expert with her mouth. Her ability to keep his orgasm at bay fascinated him, and her desire to please made him feel like the luckiest guy alive. He seriously dated a woman who loved to suck cock? It was a dream come true.


But even her blowjob skills paled in compared to when he finally got her out of her clothes.


Her bedroom striptease paralyzed him as she undressed painstakingly slowly. He knew what she was up to. She fully understood what her body did to him, and she enjoyed every second of his building lust. Sometimes, the hunt was more enjoyable than the catch, but this absolutely wasn’t one of those occasions.


Her fat ass shattered his expectations. Her big tits caused him to question if he was a saint in his past life. Everything about her was perky, large, and begging for his attention, but he decided to return the favor before treating himself to any of her tempting goodies. He could bounce her ass before making her deepthroat his cock later, because he had a girlfriend to take care of first.




And he was in the middle of doing exactly that when Mom barged into the room.


“He made me cum twice from oral,” Annie admitted to a clearly taken aback Joy. “Twice! I haven’t cum twice with a man in decades!”


Joy knew that feeling all too well. When was the last time that she even received oral? It hurt her to admit that she may have approached a decade without a man properly taking care of her with his mouth, and she could barely fathom cumming twice in only one session. That sounded like heaven!


She quickly caught herself.


Did she actually just slip and feel a sense of jealousy for Annie’s situation? Honestly, she would be incredibly envious of Annie if Sean wasn’t her son. Her bestie had a man who was smart, funny, caring, and allegedly very generous in the bedroom. Wasn’t that every girl’s dream? How many women went to bed every night with hopes of finding such a man? Millions, and Annie was lucky enough to join that exclusive group.


But it still didn’t make any of this right. As happy as Joy was for her girlfriend, she simply couldn’t allow their relationship to proceed. She just wouldn’t stand for it.


“You need to find another guy,” she said to Annie, officially putting her foot down.


Annie reached for her pillow, only to find intense resistance awaiting her.


“What are you doing?” Sean asked, refusing to concede his only source of dignity. Otherwise, he would be naked in front of his mother!


“Show your mom your dick.”


He almost fainted. “What!?”


“Show her your dick,” Annie encouraged him again. “She’ll completely change her mind after she sees it. Come on, give me my pillow.”


“Holy shit, I’m not showing her my dick!” he shouted, attempting to push her away while maintaining his hold on her pillow. “Are you crazy!?”


Joy was too stunned to react. This really happened? Her girlfriend fought her son in an effort to reveal his most personal possession; meanwhile, Sean resisted with every ounce of his being. She couldn’t believe what unfolded in front of her.


Annie moved her mouth to his ear, keeping her voice hidden from Joy. “I’m not someone who makes threats. I mean that too. However, I’ll literally never suck your dick again if you don’t give me my pillow.”


He froze.


Years of impending fun hung in the balance. Fantasies of endless nights consisting of wild sex would slip from his grasp before he ever properly enjoyed himself. He didn’t want to mess around with Annie for a few weeks or even a few months. He yearned for years of her undivided attention and sexual lust, but he would be back at square one if he didn’t grant her request. Tomorrow, he would be looking for an eighteen-year-old girlfriend again.


And he refused to do that after getting a taste of the good life.


He knew that he would severely regret his decision, but he conceded control of her pillow.


Annie wasted little time exposing his towering erection to the third member of the party, and watching his mother’s eyes bulge caught him by surprise. Shouldn’t she be horrified? Why didn’t she scream? He couldn’t believe it, but Mom almost looked impressed. It was the absolute last response that he ever expected.


“I’m right, aren’t I?” Annie asked, tossing her pillow to the floor. “Good family genetics?”


Joy shook her head in a state of shock, unable to tear her eyes away from the stunning sight at the end of the bed. “Um…Scott didn’t have that.”


Things kept getting better for Annie. “So, he’s bigger than his father?”


Joy was trapped in a simultaneous dream and nightmare while she nodded to answer Annie’s inquiry. Was Sean bigger than his father? How about way bigger than his father! No wonder why Annie refused to change her mind. Sean’s dick was huge!


She hated herself for being wet. Why were her nipples erect while an unmistakable warmth consumed her flustered body? He wasn’t some stud from the gym. He wasn’t a character from one of her romance novels either. Sean was her son, and she couldn’t believe how good he looked as she admired every spectacular inch of him!


Annie’s mouth returned to Sean’s ear.


“Holy shit, really?” Sean asked.


“Mm-hmm,” Annie giggled before giving him another kiss on the cheek. Joy may be hesitant, but Annie knew exactly what she wanted, and she refused to torture herself for another second.


She moved next to Sean—on her knees—and wrapped her lips around his cock after diving down into his lap.


His heaven returned. He crossed his fingers that Annie wasn’t the vindictive type, because he would do pretty much anything to experience her mouth on a consistent basis. His sense of dread was replaced by a world of wet warmth. He helped himself to a handful of one of her big boobs before giving her a smack on the ass, but his priorities soon returned to her heavenly mouth. He belonged between her lips. It was where he felt at peace.


And then he remembered who else was in the room with them.


Mom watched as her best friend sucked his dick like a dog in heat. Did he just catch her bite her lip for a brief moment? He couldn’t shake the feeling that Mom wasn’t actually as upset as she portrayed herself as, but something prevented him from pondering his hunch further.


His eyes rolled back as Annie took him all the way down to the base. His cock fit perfectly in her tight throat, swarming every pulsating inch of his member in her slick saliva. He wasn’t tasked with a single burden other than moving her hair out of her face. Annie knew exactly what he loved, and nothing stopped her from making him happy—his own mother included.


Mom took a step in his direction.


He did his best to maintain his composure as Annie continued to work her magic. Her neck bobbed up and down, worshiping his manhood with ease. It was amazing that he no longer focused on what may as well have been his porn star girlfriend, though. Annie could make a dead man cum with something as innocent as a blowjob, but his eyes were on a different prize.


His mother.


Mom’s second step toward the bed sent chills down his spine. She watched curiously, not shying away from observing the manner in which Annie showered his throbbing cock in affection. It was the most unforeseen event in an evening full of improbable moments, but he wouldn’t dare put a stop to it. In fact, it stiffened his cock like nothing ever had.


Annie took a break from her blowjob to smile at her bestie. “Looks fun, doesn’t it?”


Joy didn’t respond, but her eyes never left the scene on the bed as she took another step closer.


“It looks fun because it is fun,” Annie said while stroking his erection. “It’s so big and thick. You want to wrap your lips around, don’t you?”


He watched his mother fail to answer Annie’s question as his feet remained on the hardwood floor while Annie’s soft hands massaged his slick pole. Was he a bad person for wanting her to say yes? Why did he desire her approval so badly? He knew it was wrong, but he wished nothing more than for Mom to be equally as hungry for his cock as Annie.


“Come on, admit it. You want some dick,” Annie tittered playfully.


Mom took another step toward his spot on the end of the bed. Her lips remained sealed, but her actions spoke a million words. It was obvious what she wanted—whether she was ready to confess it or not.


Annie looked at him with a wicked grin. “Why don’t you show your mother what a gentleman you are? Maybe she needs to see that you know exactly how to treat a lady?”


A quick glance in Mom’s directions revealed that she clearly didn’t understand Annie’s words. The possibility of Mom truly being innocent crossed his mind, and that thought seemed even funnier to him when he considered who her best friend was. They may have been alike in plenty of ways—looks included—but he wasn’t so sure about their tendencies in bed.


He was ready to find out, though.


He secured two handfuls of Annie’s blonde hair, locked eyes with his mother, and slammed his girlfriend’s mouth down on his cock.


It was all the proof he needed. Mom gasped as his hips rocketed off the bed repeatedly, allowing his meat to probe every inch of Annie’s tight throat. Watching her bestie be dominated orally from only a few feet away unarguably served as quite a shock to his virtuous mother. She’d obviously never experienced anything of the sort, and her naivety sent him into overdrive. He yearned to watch her act as dirty as the blonde goddess in his grasp.


“GUH-GUH-GUH-GUH-GUH.”


Joy placed her hand over her mouth to hide her stunned expression. What in the world was she watching? While no one would argue the fact that Annie was kinkier than her, it shocked her to witness her best friend of sixteen years completely submit to her son. Sean was roughing Annie up! And her bestie loved it!


“Fuck yeah, bitch,” he grunted, holding her head down to make her swallow the length of his girthy manhood.


Joy’s hands dropped to her sides as her eyes bulged. “Sean!”


Everything stopped. His hands ceased their hold on Annie’s head, Annie’s mouth retreated from his cock, and Mom looked like she’d just seen a ghost. It quickly brought all three of them back to reality.


“Oh my God, don’t call her that!” Joy chastised him. “Apologize!”


Annie rushed to speak up. “He can call me whatever he wants.”


“No, Annie, he can’t call you—”


“But that’s what I am,” Annie interrupted Joy. “I’m my boyfriend’s bitch in bed.”


Joy didn’t even know where to start. She had so many problems with everything happening around her. Sean shouldn’t disrespect her best friend, he definitely shouldn’t be so aggressive with her, and by no means should he treat her like a piece of meat. However, it was Annie’s latest proclamation that gave Joy the greatest trouble. It was also the most outlandish claim of the entire evening.


“Boyfriend?”


“Yeah, I forgot to tell you that we’re dating,” Annie answered her question. “Isn’t that right, Sean?”


“Yep,” he verified confidently. He didn’t hesitate for a moment either. This was the life for him.


As ridiculous as it was for these two to fool around, Joy was absolutely dumbfounded by the idea of them pursuing a real relationship. “You’re dating my son?”


“Sorry if you don’t like it, but I’m not changing my mind,” Annie told her.


What happened next caused Joy to take a step back. Her methodical path closer to the bed encountered a roadblock when she watched Annie pull Sean off the bed with her. She dropped to her knees to resume her blowjob, but everything appeared different from her new perspective. Surprisingly, the moment seemed more real.


“I want you to get the full picture,” Annie said, turning back to Joy as she stroked the big dick that had been between her lips moments ago. “He looks even better when he stands, doesn’t he? Just look at all of his big muscles. And his huge cock! Stop playing dumb!”


“I’m not playing dumb,” Joy argued while she struggled to not admire her son’s impressive physique. He really did look more spectacular when he towered above Annie—not that she was proud to admit it. Unfortunately, it was the truth.


“You’re soooooo playing dumb. I know that you want to play with this cock. Every girl does,” Annie said before focusing on her main priority.


Sean rested his hand on top of Annie’s head, allowing her to display her greatest talent for his unexpected audience. He knew better than to push his luck. Somehow, the hottest thirty-nine-year-old blonde on the planet seemed fairly infatuated with his dick, and he dreaded the possibility of jeopardizing his good fortune. There was only one problem.


He loved the idea of bringing the hottest thirty-nine-year-old brunette in the world into the fun.


Was he greedy? For sure. Every guy would be happy to settle for only Annie, but Mom’s incredible body easily rivaled all of his girlfriend’s best physical traits. What was better than one fat ass? How about two? And why should he accept two big tits when he could potentially play with four? Annie may have been the one to sail the ship out of the harbor, but it was his turn to play captain.


With both of his hands on Annie’s head, he took control of the moment and pumped her mouth slowly.


His eyes never ventured from Mom as he watched her immediately bite her lower lip, and the way that her hand played with the sensitive spot behind her ear reinforced his notion. Mom was turned on from this! Even she wouldn’t be able to argue that fact. His sexually deprived mother stood only five feet from what she secretly craved to have in her own life, but he knew that he couldn’t outright invite her to join them. She was still his mother.


His thrusts turned more vigorous.


Mom stepped closer as the intense sounds increased from the manner in which he fucked Annie’s throat. It was his special invitation. While he lacked the courage to come right out and ask Mom to join them, he could seduce her through his actions. He was on a mission to show her exactly what she could have in her own life.


Annie had different plans, however.


She pushed Sean’s hands away and pulled off his cock, turning to look back at Joy in the process. “Why don’t you drop the act?”


Joy’s eyebrows perked up curiously. “What?”


“You know what I’m talking about,” Annie cut to the chase. “I know you want to suck this dick.”


Even if she did, Joy couldn’t actually admit to anything of the sort. Sean was her son! It was outrageous that she was even in the same room as him while he was naked!


Annie looked up at her boyfriend. “You’ve never had two girls suck your cock at the same time, have you?”


He shook his head, unable to process how much his life had changed in only a few days.


“Is that something you want?” Annie asked.


He nodded excitedly, making no effort to hide his growing lust. Frankly, it was his dream.


“Well, I got some good news for you then, handsome,” Annie giggled as she admired his recently shaven cock and balls. “You have the best girlfriend ever.”


He wouldn’t argue that.


She turned back to Joy. “Get your butt over here.”


Joy wasn’t so quick to jump on board.


Annie’s hands went to work while her eyes never strayed from her bestie, bouncing his nuts in her palm. “His balls are so big and heavy, and his cock is so long and thick. He isn’t a little boy anymore, Joy. He’s a man.”


Joy could see that.


“Look at how sexy his muscles are,” Annie encouraged Joy to help herself to another look at the impressive specimen in their presence. “And that handsome face? God, he turns me on. But I know what you want more than anything. I know what you crave.”


Joy’s eyes settled on exactly what her girlfriend referred to.


“Come down here and help me play with this big thing,” Annie said as her hand left his balls and stroked his throbbing manhood. She’d never felt anything so hard in her life. “He’ll let you do anything you want. Isn’t that right, sweetheart?”


“Absolutely,” he answered.


“Did you hear that?” Annie questioned with a deviant smile. “You can kiss his thick cock, or lick his heavy balls, or see how far you can take this monster down your throat. You can have as much fun as you want with him.”


Her indecision caused Annie to speak up again. “Trust me, it’s way better than wine.”


Joy stepped forward before freezing. The honest truth was that she wholeheartedly missed the touch of a man in her life, and as terrible as it sounded, she may have craved a hard cock more than anything. She was well-aware that her new vibrator couldn’t replicate a fraction of the fun that Sean’s remarkable manhood could, but she stumbled each and every time she remembered that he was her son. This would be so much easier if she’d caught Annie with a hot college guy from the gym!


She was a woman with needs who unfortunately approached a decade without sexual fulfillment. Why couldn’t she treat herself for just one night? Maybe a little taste was all she needed? What if a quick blowjob satisfied all of her cravings, and kept her happy for years to come?


Joy took those four daunting steps until she stood directly next to her kneeling friend. Looking up at her tall son didn’t help to settle her nerves. Common sense told her it was wrong. Every fiber of her being screamed at her to get back in her car and drive home, but an expensive vibrator and a good book faded from her list of desires. Instead, she wanted to spoil herself.


“No one can ever find out about this, understand?” Joy said, staring into Sean’s eyes.


He nodded, doing his best to prevent himself from passing out. Holy shit, that was actually happening!


Her attention shifted away from her son’s face and returned to the one part of him that she still struggled to comprehend. “God, that thing looks big.”


“It is big,” Annie giggled, yet to stop massaging his member with her hands. “Wait until you get down here, though. It looks huge then.”


The greatest moment of Sean’s life occurred when he watched his mother sink to her knees next to her bestie. Now, two knockouts knelt before him, gazing in awe at his stiff erection. How powerful did he feel? How confident did his new reality make him? He was moments away from not only experiencing his first threesome, but from messing around with his own mother! It was unreal!


“Open up, bitch,” Annie joked as she placed her hand on the back of Joy’s head. She guided the mother of one to her own son’s cock.


Mom’s mouth felt different. It wasn’t her texture or even her noticeably more reserved style—which he couldn’t fault her for when Annie’s spectacular ability served as the gold standard—but more so her appetite to please that stood out the most. Her steady pace reflected a woman who surely missed having a man in her life. The way that her hands stroked him in unison with her mouth reinforced her motherly instinct to always put him first. He no longer only had one angel in his life, because one perfect ten verbally encouraged another perfect ten to keep him happy.


“What a good girl,” Annie praised her girlfriend. “I told you that he was yummy, didn’t I?”


Joy was in too deep of a trance to respond. She didn’t even bother to acknowledge Annie’s attempt to spice up their evening with a little risque dirty talk. She was far too preoccupied with the big piece of meat in her mouth to break from her fun, and hearing her son moan discouraged her from holding back. She wouldn’t stop until he squirmed.


Annie was right: Sean definitely qualified as a stud. Joy never would’ve argued against such a declaration when she considered his handsome face, muscular body, and masculine personality, but the proof was certainly in the pudding now that she was exposed to every beautiful inch of him. Was this her dream cock? She liked to think so, because it absolutely felt like it. She hadn’t experienced such an urgency to please in quite some time.


“Let’s see how deep you can take him,” Annie said, placing her hand on the back of her head once again. She pushed forward as Joy’s arms willingly dropped to her sides to allow herself to be controlled.


Inch after inch of his steel rod pushed into Mom’s throat. The stunning realization that she shared Annie’s incredible oral abilities brought a smile to his smitten face, and noting the fashion in which Annie continued to push her forward caused him to question if any other man had ever experienced anything like this. His new hot girlfriend—who was twenty-one years older than him and armed with a sky-high sex drive—forced his mother to the base of his cock! It was surreal!


“Look at me, Mom,” he demanded.


“Oh my God, that’s so fuckin’ hot,” Annie remarked as she watched her girlfriend’s big brown eyes open exclusively for her son.


One final push cemented his status as the ruler of the universe. Mom’s pretty brown eyes gazed up at him, his cock remained comfortably down her throat, and Annie did her best to bring all of his fantasies to life. He wouldn’t trade places with anyone else. He was king.




Annie released her hold, causing Joy to pull back urgently for air. “You never told me that you could do that!”


Joy’s frantic gasps soon turned to giggles. “I keep some things secret.”


“I mean, you’re not on my level or anything, but that was fairly impressive nonetheless,” the ever-competitive Annie noted.


Joy was always up for a challenge. “You think you can do better than me?”


Annie rolled her eyes and pointed at the floor in front of her, causing Sean to immediately shift his placement. His hard, saliva-covered cock aimed directly at Annie’s mouth.


“Do I think I can do better than you?” Annie chuckled under her breath. “Joy, I love your spirit, but let me show you how it’s done.”


The following thirty seconds consisted of Joy attempting to control her jealousy as she watched her best friend give the type of blowjob that she could only dream of; meanwhile, Sean struggled to prevent himself from blowing his load already. Annie truly was a magician. Her unparalleled and completely effortless gift to make his cock repeatedly disappear made his toes curl and his body tingle. Mom had barely managed to take all of him after receiving a helpful push from her bestie, but Annie didn’t need similar aid. She was well-equipped to handle the job all on her own.


Annie pulled off his cock and smiled at her BFF, a healthy dose of slime dangling from her chin. The unexpected competition playing out in front of him set off alarm bells. Best friends or not, both Mom and Annie were women, and he was experienced enough to know how cutthroat girls could be with each other. He needed to do something before his current paradise potentially devolved into chaos.


But Mom had other plans.


Mom pointed down at the floor in front of her, causing him to step to his left to fulfill her demand. She was still his mother at the end of the day. If she wanted something, then she got it.


Determination swept across Joy’s face. Who cared if her girlfriend was apparently a deepthroat queen? She could suck dick with the best of them, and she refused to treat her perfect angel to anything but the best. If he liked having his cock swallowed whole, then she would be a good little slut for him and make his manhood vanish right before his eyes.


Joy locked her hands around the back of his legs, took a deep breath, and wrapped her lips around his shiny meat.


The room had severely misread Annie’s intention. She wasn’t an overly-competitive woman full of jealousy and contempt. On the contrary, to be honest. In fact, she was the definition of a dream girlfriend, and she planned to show Sean and Joy how fun she could be.


“Good girl,” she encouraged Joy to take all of Sean’s big cock.


Annie planted a loving kiss on Joy’s cheek after she reached the base, and her helping hand clenched onto the back of her friend’s head to keep her in place. As fun as it was to be submissive, it was equally as exciting to dominate someone, and she got a rush from bossing Joy around. It allowed her to embrace her alter ego.


With Sean’s cock lodged down Joy’s throat for the foreseeable future thanks to her aggressive decision, Annie used her free hand to cup her boyfriend’s balls and lift them toward Joy’s bottom lip. What was the first step to being a fantasy girlfriend? To do fantasy stuff, of course!


“Lick his balls,” Annie ordered.


Joy’s tongue slipped out and slithered along her son’s heavy nutsack while she enjoyed her final few moments of complete submission. Fantasies of being able to let loose and act as some cute hunk’s plaything had become all too familiar over the years, but she never expected to find fulfillment courtesy of her son and best friend. She didn’t plan to complain, though. How many other women had a pair of playmates as sexy as hers?


“Your mother is such a good little slut.”


“Fuck yeah, she is,” he agreed with Annie, moaning from how Mom’s tongue continued to slide along his balls. Maybe she could give Annie a run for her money, after all?


Joy slapped her son’s naked thigh urgently, causing Annie to release her hold on the back of her head.


“I have some good news for you, handsome,” Annie spoke up while Joy inhaled wildly in an attempt to catch her breath.


His mother had just licked his nuts while deepthroating his cock at his girlfriend’s insistence. What could possibly be better than that?


Annie looked up at him with a wicked grin. “I like girls.”


He was wrong. Very, very, very wrong. Sloppy blowjobs, dirty talk, and even fat asses couldn’t compare to her latest reveal, and he smiled as the perfect idea came to mind. Forget about having his cock sucked. Now, this was what he really needed.


“I want to see you two kiss.”


Annie instantly turned her attention to a surprised Joy. The man of the hour had made a request, and she wouldn’t dream of turning down any of her boyfriend’s demands. Besides, what she said moments ago was true. She really did like girls.


“Um…I’m not so sure about that,” Joy hesitated after fully regaining her bearings. “I mean, we—”


Her indecision was cut short when Annie decided to take matters into her own hands. She lunged at her girlfriend, kissing her on the lips before she thoroughly assessed the situation. Did Joy like girls? Had she ever experimented in college? Annie didn’t have the answers to any of those questions, and she honestly didn’t care either. Her primary concern involved making Sean happy.


And if watching Annie kiss his mother didn’t surprise him enough, then he almost screamed when Mom kissed her back.


How did life continue to keep getting better? His two favorite women in the world made out in front of him like a horny high school couple, and he was allowed to stroke his cock while he watched the show. Actually, Annie would probably be mad at him if he didn’t play with himself!


But what if he fully immersed himself in his new celebrity lifestyle? Having a threesome with two voluptuous angels pretty much made him a rock star, didn’t it? And if he was truly a rock star, then he was entitled to anything and everything that he wanted.


With one hand on the back of Annie’s blonde head and another on the back of Mom’s brunette head, he pushed his cock between their pouty lips, breaking apart their kiss in a moment of total self-centered pleasure. It was a selfish act aimed to not only bring him joy, but to primarily send his confidence into the heavens. This was it. He’d officially reached the pinnacle of life. Nothing would ever compete with what he looked down upon.


Mom and Annie’s plump lips dragged along the sides of his manhood as he gradually pushed forward, and his smile grew as he pulled back, allowing them to meet at the tip of his cock. What would they say? Hell, what would they do? One of them would have to speak up. He’d obviously crossed the line, and he expected to be reprimanded for his decision.


But instead of negativity, the girls decided to resume their kiss.


Their tongues tangled over his cockhead as playful titter flowed through the air. They were both giddy from what had unfolded! Anger or even disbelief was nowhere to be found as he tightened his handfuls of their hair and prepared himself for his next move.


He pumped between their mouths once more, separating their kiss yet again as their soft lips massaged the sides of his dick like pillows. This time, he didn’t provide them the opportunity to rekindle their affection. Instead, he used their mouths to his liking.


“This is so fuckin’ hottttt…” Annie moaned while his moving dick dragged her parted lips with it, momentarily slurring her speech.


Mom opted to giggle cutely as he continued to treat her like one of his eighteen-year-old girlfriends.


The intensity of their smooch increased tenfold when he finally pulled back far enough to allow their lips to meet. Screw a simple kiss. Having these two make out over the head of his throbbing cock cemented his status as a god. There was control, authority, and even kingship, but they all paled in comparison to his unmatchable power.


Annie chose to end their kiss earlier than either Sean or Joy expected, but for a very good reason. She pushed her girlfriend’s head under Sean’s cock and right into his testicles. She didn’t have to, but she decided to verbalize herself anyway.


“Suck his fuckin’ balls.”


Joy licked and lapped at her son’s heavy nuts without second thought regarding what fueled her actions. She was motivated by pure sexual lust, but she knew better than to think that she would behave the same way for some random hunk. Her baby was special, and he deserved to be treated as such.


Annie took him inside her mouth and bobbed on half of his dick, unable to go deeper due to Joy’s placement. It wasn’t the end of the world, though. She would gladly deepthroat her man later. After all, she wouldn’t be able to suck his cock and properly lick his balls by herself, so she needed to capitalize on having a partner to help her out.


“Let me see your eyes.”


His question wasn’t directed at anyone in particular, but both of his girls granted his wish anyway. Innocent brown eyes and striking blue eyes gazed up at him as his dick and balls were groped by two loving mouths. It almost felt comical to complain about anything, but he just couldn’t move past a certain detail. It drove him absolutely crazy.


“You’re way overdressed,” he told his mother.


“You can say that again,” Annie commented, already pulling at Joy’s shirt.


Joy gave her baby’s big balls one last kiss before raising her arms in the air to allow Annie to lift her shirt over her head. Meanwhile, Sean was already busy unhooking her black bra. Once again, the new couple showed how well they worked together as a team.


Seeing Mom’s big tits for the first time in his adult life wasn’t enough after everything he’d experienced. He needed more. His expectations had been raised. Annie caused him to dream higher, so he took the reins and established his place in their new relationship.


“Stand up.”


He quickly turned Mom so that she faced away from both himself and Annie. Her tight black yoga pants had teased him for years. Fantasies involving what hid behind them were responsible for thousands of inappropriate thoughts over the past decade, but he didn’t have to wonder any longer. He finally had access to the crown jewel.


And one glorious tug answered his question.


Her big ass bounced out after he knelt on the floor and pulled her yoga pants down to her thighs. A black thong? Really? While Annie’s thong didn’t catch him off guard earlier, he never expected to see Mom in something so scandalous. How was her butt so perky as well? It was almost as if these two angels were figments of his imagination.


“Her butt is great, isn’t it?”


It wasn’t easy, but his eyes left Mom’s backside to look over at Annie. “What?”


“She has an amazing ass,” Annie reinforced her stance concisely.


It took a moment, but he suddenly realized that these two had seen each other naked countless number of times over the years in the gym locker room. An endless amount of curves dominated his attention as he turned his focus back to Mom’s rump. It was round, plump, and oh-so big, and he salivated at the idea of playing with it. There was so much that he could do with her fat ass.


Annie jiggled one of Mom’s perky cheeks before giving it a kiss.


He couldn’t take another second of torture. Eagerly, he lowered her thong as he braced himself for the most anticipated moment of his young life. He was man enough to handle two women. Well, at least he liked to think he could. The honest truth was that he’d never experienced anything remotely close to his current reality.


But even he didn’t expect what awaited him.


“Oh my God, you little slut!” Annie noted, grinning from ear-to-ear.


He didn’t know what he liked more. As incredible as it was to have a bisexual girlfriend who loved to get dirty, he was downright smitten from the several sticky strings of natural juices that formed a bridge between Mom’s pussy and thong. She was so turned on that he could see it!


Annie may have loved what she saw even more than he did. “That big dick got you all wet, didn’t it?”


“Mm-hmm,” Joy giggled, facing away from the pair of deviants on their knees behind her.


“Whose dick got you all wet?” Annie urged her to get nasty.


Joy took a big step into her friend’s perverted world. Sometimes, it was fun to be bad. “My son’s big cock got me all wet and messy.”


“Let me taste her.”


He didn’t need to ask Annie to repeat herself. He tugged Mom’s thong down to her ankles and slipped it through her little feet after she stepped up for him. The mixture of black nylon and spandex in his hands represented his dreams, but the girl next to him was the key to all his fantasies. She was the spark that lit his fire.


He raised Mom’s underwear to Annie’s face and watched her lick it clean.


His girlfriend raised the bar yet again after she opened her mouth. He could see Mom’s pussy juices on her extended tongue. Everything he craved so badly could be found only feet away, and he was done waiting his turn. It was time to take what he wanted.


He reached out and grabbed the back of Annie’s blonde head, pulled her to him, and kissed her passionately.


Mom’s sweet juices acted as the ideal complement to Annie’s exquisite mouth. Their tongues tangled, swapping fluids with each other as they lost themselves in their own little world. The moment proved too intense for either of them to remember that they were no longer alone, but neither particularly cared. They were too caught up in one another.


“Am I no longer part of the fun?”


He broke off his kiss at the sound of Mom’s blissful voice, and he quickly realized that he may have gotten carried away when he observed her face for the first time in recent memory. Mom had turned around to question his intentions. It wasn’t an irrational decision by any stretch of the imagination, but he had other plans than answering her question.


His eyes drifted south along her big tits, journeyed her cute tummy, and settled on her neat landing strip.


It was a nice change of pace from Annie’s hairless pussy. It served as a reminder that his girls had plenty of differences to counter their many similarities. Staring directly at his own mother’s pussy should have rattled him, but rather it was something else that snapped him out of his trance—something that he was extremely familiar with.


Annie stroked his cock frantically. “I want you inside me.”


Joy cleared her throat, causing both of them to immediately look up at her from their knees. “Mom outranks girlfriend.”


“You’re kidding me, right?” Annie asked, tightening her grip on his thick meat.


“Nope, me first,” Joy said with glee, breezing past them on her way to her bestie’s bed. “Sweetheart, I need to get fucked.”


He was behind his mother before she knew it. A rough push sent her sprawling over the end of the bed, but her feet remained on the hardwood floor below as he admired his spectacular view. How good did Mom look bent over for him? Her yummy stomach, big tits, and gorgeous face could remain buried in the sheets until next year for all he cared, because his primary target presented itself without a hint of obstruction.


Her fat ass.


And as quickly as he made his way behind Mom, Angie joined his side with even more speed. She refused to miss the moment when her new boyfriend claimed her longtime BFF. She was such an awesome girlfriend, wasn’t she? By no means would this be her last threesome with Sean, but nothing compared to the first time, and she deserved to witness every incredible second of their fun.


“Beg for it,” Annie announced.


With the side of her face resting in her girlfriend’s comfortable bed sheets, Joy dropped her voice to a childlike titter. “Baby, I need that big cock.”


He rubbed the head of his manhood against her inviting pussy lips.


“Make me cum hard and I’ll be your girlfriend too,” Joy whined, fully ready to spoil her son regardless of his capabilities, but desperate to experience his best performance nonetheless.


“That’s up to me,” Annie reminded her.


“Mom outranks girlfriend,” Joy pointed out for the second time. “You better pray that I don’t start sending him over here completely worn out.”


Annie seriously doubted the likelihood of that ever happening. Could an eighteen-year-old boy even be overwhelmed sexually? Especially an eighteen-year-old stud? Looking past Joy’s obvious sarcasm, the notion that Sean would stroll into her house too tired to fuck caused her to roll her eyes and smile. He would be hard as a rock after thirty seconds inside her mouth!


Annie looked up at the hunk next to her with a wicked twinkle in her eyes. “I want to hear her scream.”


He rubbed his cock along her pussy more aggressively.


“Show her how much better you are than your father,” Annie encouraged him, kissing his chiseled bicep. “Make her take that big cock like a good little slut.”


He pushed inside his mother for the very first time.


Tight, wet, and warm: it was exactly what he’d always imagined. One simple pump destroyed any potential comparisons to wild and sloppy blowjobs. A constricting throat couldn’t compete with the way that Mom’s snug walls hugged his dick from all sides, and her beautiful face didn’t rival her big backside. It was his own personal paradise.


He listened to the godly sounds of her high-pitched moans as he escalated his pace. Both of his hands sank into her fat ass as he exposed her to every inch of his throbbing rod. Nothing compared to making her writhe in pleasure. Little boys showed their love with thoughtful hugs and spectacular report cards, but real men took care of their mothers in ways that other guys simply couldn’t.


“Jesus, she’s so wet,” Annie said, staring down at the action. If the unmistakable sounds of a hard dick stretching a wet pussy didn’t prove it, then the shiny glisten that coated his cock served as the final verdict.


But he didn’t enjoy exposing his manhood to the mild bedroom air often. Life was okay when only his cockhead bathed in Mom’s warm embrace, but he saw stars when he filled her snug hole. There wouldn’t be anymore boyfriends or potential dating prospects. It didn’t even matter if he continued his relationship with Annie, to be honest. Regardless of his status, Mom belonged to him and only him. It was his promise.


Annie egged him on, enjoying the preview of what she had to come. “Harder.”


He slammed into his mother, causing her big ass to ripple as his fingers sank deeper into her plump backside. She was built for a pounding. The skinny girls at school would beg him to stop if he attempted something even half as intense, but Mom took it all like a good girl. She really was an angel.


Annie wasn’t satisfied. “Harder. Make this bitch take it.”


Her obscene wish resulted in him fucking Mom harder than he ever imagined. His hips operated at a stunning pace, a lifetime of sports and training paying major dividends. His heavy balls slammed into her clit while his pelvis hammered against her butt, but he knew better than to think that he was solely responsible for his actions, because the girl squeezing his bicep brought out the best in him.


“Break her in half.”


Mom’s intense whimpers turned to screams when he granted Annie her latest request. Her shaky hands flailed in front of her, desperate for something to hold onto. It was the type of pounding that Mom had spent a decade fantasizing about and a lifetime hoping for, but she didn’t have to dream any longer. Now, she had a real man to turn to.


“Je-Je-Je fuck-fucking Ch-Christ, swe-swe-sweeeeeeeeeetheart!” Joy cried, unable to control her sloppy stammer. She never knew that sex could feel so intense and personal. This wasn’t some guy going through the motions. Her son was trying to reach her stomach with his cock! “I’m gon-gon-gon-gonna cum!”




Things took a strange turn after his most recent brutal thrust into the woman he loved more than life itself. Just how wet was she? She was so soaked that he calmed his frantic pace for fear of sliding out of her, but even his reduced thrusts didn’t solve his dilemma. It was a problem he’d never encountered before.


He attempted to pull back slightly but mistakenly exited his mother altogether, and it wasn’t until that very moment when he realized just how crazy tonight could get.


Fluids gushed from Mom’s pussy, covering his groin and thighs in juices as she convulsed on the bed in front of him. It single-handedly qualified as the most insane moment of his life. As outrageous as it was to ever imagine making Mom cum, it filled him with accomplishment to watch her squirt. He’d pummeled her into complete submission!


His perfect mother remained sprawled over the end of the bed, his handprints indented on her buttcheeks while liquids dripped from her little pussy. It was the greatest reward a son could have. He needed to claim her. He had to give her what no other man could. He desperately sought her unwavering sexual loyalty.


A stunned Annie finally managed to find her voice. “I need that. Now!”


He pushed back inside Mom, causing her to screech after he helped himself to another trip inside his favorite place in the world.


Annie tugged on his arm passionately. “I need you to fuck me!”


Another slow and methodical pump inside Mom permanently marked his territory. She wouldn’t dream of seeking satisfaction elsewhere. He showed her what he could do, and she would come to him whenever she craved another taste. He was certain of it.


But that didn’t prevent him from teasing Annie.


“Oh my God, I need you inside of me!” Annie whined like a girl half her age. The way that she repeatedly tugged on his arm made him laugh. “It’s not faaaaaaair!”


He couldn’t torment her any longer. She was too cute and sexy to resist. “You know what I want.”


While no one could deny that he shared a special connection with his mother, it was extremely obvious that he had something unique with Annie as well. She bent over the bed—inches from Mom—just like he wanted. In fact, her turned head allowed her to stare directly into Mom’s exhausted and lovestruck eyes. She’d yet to recover from the most overwhelming orgasm of her life.


What was better than one big ass bent over a bed for him? Two, of course! It was paradise.


He took one step to his left, grabbed his cock, and pushed inside Annie’s little hole.


Mom’s juices—which coated every inch of his steel pole—acted as the ideal addition to Annie’s immense wetness. For the second time in only a matter of moments, he was treated to a big ass, tight pussy, and sexually frustrated older woman. Annie had so much in common with his mother. Even the way that she gripped his cock reminded him of Mom, but there was one major difference.


While he’d assumed that Mom wanted to be fucked hard, he was absolutely positive that Annie desired nothing more than to be broken in half.


The bar had been set rather high. He’d just made Mom squirt, for fuck’s sake! He couldn’t drop the ball now. Annie wouldn’t let him stop until he gave her an earth-shattering orgasm, and he locked his hands on her hips to prepare himself. It was time to see if he could actually handle a wild older woman.


He briskly found a familiar rhythm. The truth was that Annie intimidated him. She wasn’t like Mom. She was more confident and direct. She would be more likely to speak her mind and voice her disappointment if he didn’t live up to his end of the bargain, but he didn’t allow the added pressure to hinder his performance.


Instead, it motivated him.


He fucked Annie harder than he’d fucked Mom. Her plump ass bounced with every rough pump forward, and his aggression rose each time she begged for more. She was relentless. His girlfriend possessed the innocent appeal of a blonde-haired, blue-eyes angel; the dangerous curves of a woman with a history of making men bust in seconds; and the sex drive of a vixen who stole souls. He knew that he would never meet anyone else like her—Mom included—and his confidence grew as her moans became increasingly more jumbled. It was the recognizable sounds of a woman on the cusp of an orgasm.


“God, you’re so much better than your father.”


His eyes darted to where he’d last left her mother, happy to find her finally regaining her bearings. Her compliment warmed his heart as well. Actually, he may have enjoyed her words even more than her inability to move a muscle. He’d fucked her so hard that she was stuck in mud!


“I-I-I love him,” Annie sputtered, staring at her girlfriend while the pummeling continued. “He-he’s moving in.”


Joy burst into laughter. “No, he isn’t!”


“Yes-yes-yes, he-he is,” Annie argued despite her stupefied state. No one had ever made her feel anything like this before.


Joy allowed her bestie to lose herself in the fantasy of living with Sean, but such insanity would never happen under her watch. Sean was her son! And he was the only man in her life! He would live at home for at least the duration of college, and she started to open up to the idea of inviting him into her bedroom a few nights a week as well. Why should Annie be the only one who got to enjoy him?


And then Joy’s mindset changed completely.


She could worry about the future later. There was so much time in daily life to dwell about impending plans and outlandish declarations, but moments like these were few and far between. For the first time in her life, she watched orgasmic bliss overcome Annie’s joyous face, and she couldn’t possibly be happier for her girlfriend. She deserved it!


Annie’s gripping pussy clamped around him like a glove while she quivered with delight. There was a power in making a woman cum. It boosted his ego and increased his libido, but more importantly, it guaranteed their return. Mom and Annie would both knock down his door for more after what he’d brought to their lives. He was certain of it.


His strong hand had little effect on his ecstatic girlfriend after he pulled out and cracked her on the ass. All was right in the world as he stepped back to admire his work. Two big asses stared back at him, attached to a pair of satisfied women who could barely move as a result of his impressive performance. It was more approval than he would ever need.


But as happy as Annie was, something still rubbed her the wrong way. “Why didn’t I squirt?”


“What did I tell you earlier?” Joy chuckled, gazing into Annie’s blue eyes while neither of them had yet to find the energy to move an inch. “Mom outranks girlfriend. I have a connection with him.”


It hurt Annie to admit it, but Joy was most likely right. Sean and Joy shared a bond that she could never replicate. It was a unique part of being a mother that she couldn’t understand.


Sean jumped up onto the bed and laid flat on his back. “Who’s next?”


The girls grinned at each other. They still struggled to believe they had access to a young hunk who could pass for the Energizer Bunny. How did they end up so lucky?


“You can go first,” Joy told Annie. “Besides, I have something else in mind.”


The girls climbed up onto the bed, Annie wasting little time taking a seat on his towering erection, while Joy opted for a different approach. Dick was a dime a dozen, and she could find sex easier than a reliable morning coffee. There was something that was in short supply, however.


She sat on her son’s face.


The girls faced each other as the fun resumed after only a brief break. Annie bounced on Sean’s cock while treating herself to the show in front of her, and Joy admired her girlfriend’s curves as her son ate her pussy like his life depended on it. It was the Holy Grail for the curvy friends. Annie got some good dick, while Joy finally found a loving tongue.


He would gladly die in a similar position. The God’s honest truth was that he didn’t even need Annie to ride him at the moment. Actually, he didn’t need to eat Mom’s pussy either. Just one or the other would be fine, but he didn’t have to settle. Instead, he was spoiled with the best of both worlds!


He was on a mission that few men had ever embarked on. It was tough enough to handle one woman, but he was hellbent on simultaneously pleasing two. Who deserved it more than Mom and Annie? He would give Mom the world if he had the opportunity, and he felt equally as passionate when it came to Annie’s situation.


Annie’s velvet pussy engulfed his cock while he enjoyed Mom’s distinctively pleasant pussy juices. His impending orgasm taunted him at every turn. He wasn’t Superman. The clock ticked on how much longer he could hold out, but he was determined to make both of his girls cum again before he eventually conceded to nature.


“You definitely didn’t inherit this from your father either,” Joy noted, jubilant to discover his enthusiasm for oral sex.


Annie was a happy girl in her own right. She’d yet to stop bouncing on his stiff pole. “He’s a natural.”


He still couldn’t believe how sexually impoverished these two were. There should be a line of guys waiting to eat his mother’s pussy! And why didn’t every man on the planet jump at the opportunity to allow Annie to ride them? He wanted this twenty-four seven!


He reached out blindly and found both of Annie’s curvy hips as Mom grinded on his mouth. What could be better than this? Fifty million dollars? Or maybe forty Playboy bunnies? Who was he kidding? He wouldn’t trade his place for anything in the world!


Annie had some very important information to relay to her girlfriend, and she was far too giddy to joke around. “You’re crazy if you don’t think he’s moving in with me.”


“I might let him sleep over once a week, but he absolutely isn’t moving in,” Joy said for the second time tonight. She wouldn’t entertain the possibility of losing him after discovering his talented tongue. She needed his mouth in her life!


Annie would be the decider of that. Best friend or not, she didn’t really need Joy’s approval, did she? Sean was eighteen. That made him a man the last time she checked. He decided where he wanted to spend his nights, and she made it her mission to provide him with a tempting alternative.


Annie swirled her hips, causing him to let out a deep moan while his mouth remained buried in his mother’s pussy. What was the best and easiest way to a man’s heart? Through his cock, of course!


She grinded her boyfriend into submission. It was a change of pace from her typical style of being on the receiving end of Sean’s aggression, but most importantly, it helped to prove her status as his number one girl. A mother could only do so much. It took a girlfriend to truly satisfy a man in all aspects of his life, and his deepening grunts provided adequate feedback for her naughty deeds.


“Sllloooo donnnn!”


Joy lifted herself slightly with a smile. “What’s that, honey?”


“Slow down!” he repeated, clearly this time. It was a hell of a lot easier to speak without Mom’s pussy in his mouth. Although, he preferred tasting her to anything else.


Joy sat back down on his face, but horror promptly replaced her carefree attitude. “Hey, he said to slow down!”


Annie continued to grind away with nothing but mischief on her mind.


“Annie!” Joy shouted.


Even Sean’s strong hands couldn’t halt Annie. Sure, she could bribe him to move in with delicious dinners, zero responsibilities, and an onslaught of oral sex, but she decided to take the simpler approach. It was a tried-and-true method, after all.


“Annie, stop!” Joy yelled once more, flustered after she picked up on her BFF’s plan. Their night couldn’t end already! She needed to cum again!


Annie paused her moving hips. “Sean stays with me three nights a week.”


Joy’s indecision showed that she wasn’t so quick to hop on board. “I don’t know…”


It was all the motivation Annie needed to finish off her stud. Sometimes, she could be a bitch, and Joy unfortunately got to experience her bad side firsthand in her bedroom. So what if she felt possessive of Sean? He was her boyfriend! She was entitled to his time!


Absolutely nothing could slow Annie down. She wasn’t a little girl. She was a grown woman, and she knew exactly what she desired at the ripe age of thirty-nine. She also refused to take no for an answer.


Joy knew that she watched her orgasm slip away. Even eighteen-year-old jocks needed time to recover after cumming, and she had no idea how long it would take to return to the brink of orgasm if she didn’t cave to Annie’s demands. While she wanted Sean safely in his bed seven nights a week, it looked like she wasn’t afforded the opportunity to get her way. She would have to make some concessions in order to find happiness.


“Two nights a week,” Joy countered Annie’s offer.


Annie wasn’t picky. Plus, she felt extra easygoing with a big cock inside her. It was a win-win for everyone involved.


“Deal,” Annie accepted, carefully grinding on his thick dick. She knew exactly how to get what she wanted without making him cum early. “Well, under one agreement. I want a kiss.”


Sean brought his mother to orgasm as he listened to the tantalizing sound of his dream girls making out above him. His senses operated like never before. He could see without using his eyes. He could feel without needing his hands. Everything around him was enhanced thanks to the two angels in bed, and he warmed-up to the idea of Mom joining his sleepovers at Annie’s. Her bed was plenty big enough for all three of them.


“Jesus, he’s gonna me cum again!” Annie grunted, breaking off her kiss as a wave of warmth overtook her body.


Maybe he really was a god? What else could explain his innate ability to make Mom and Annie orgasm over and over without any real effort? He didn’t even do anything to make Annie cum on his dick just moments ago! She erupted all on her own!


But he had something particularly deviant on his mind.


Was he ready to officially make Annie his girlfriend? For sure. Did a different girl still outrank his favorite blonde in the world? Without a doubt. It wasn’t Annie’s fault. She was sexy, funny, and phenomenal in bed, but she just couldn’t compete with his mother.


He slipped out of Annie and gently pushed Mom off of him. In an instant, he flipped Mom over onto her hands and knees and knelt behind her. He didn’t see the need for flash and style when the basics got the job done. He also didn’t want his mother in any other position. She was built specifically for doggy style.


Everything felt right when he returned home. He belonged in Mom’s pristine pussy. A decade without much of a love life kept her nice and tight for when a real man finally came along, and he knew that he would never allow her back on the dating scene after tonight. She was his girlfriend now too.


Annie made her way to his side, admiring the view while she massaged his shoulders. “Have I mentioned that I like to share?”


“I kind of figured that out,” he laughed while enjoying the way that Mom’s big ass rippled with every thrust forward.


“I’ll be bringing you home girls from the gym, ones who I meet through work, and even a few off Tinder,” Annie told him, kissing his bicep. “We’ll have to invite your mother over too. Not too many guys ever get to experience a foursome, you know?”


Would the addition of some cute blonde from the gym be too much for him to handle? While he loved to tell himself that he could satisfy three women at the same time, he knew better than to think it would be easy. Fortunately, he was always up for a challenge, and something told him that Annie loved that about him.


Suddenly, a mouth pressed against his ear. “I like it when you fuck her hard.”


He pumped his mother more aggressively.


“I like hearing her moan,” Annie whispered, her big tits pressed against his shoulder while he hammered into Mom with even more force than before.


His hands locked onto Mom’s hips to make her feel every inch of his love. Annie was the fuel for his engine, but Mom was the spark. She was the girl who sent him into overdrive, and she was the woman who made him lose control. She was simply too much.


With his left hand comfortably on Mom’s thick hip, his right hand grabbed Annie by her blonde hair and moved her face directly to the side of Mom’s big ass. He had a fantasy that didn’t involve romantic dates and long walks on the beach. Selfishly, the moment became all about him. His desire to please his two fantasy girls took a back seat to his primal urges.


One last electric stroke inside Mom was more than he needed. He pulled out and pointed his cock at Annie’s pretty face, not surprised in the least to find her wagging her tongue at him. Her naughtiness was well-established.


Cum rocketed from the tip of his dick and sailed directly down Annie’s throat, causing her to gag for a brief moment before she quickly collected herself. A woman like her wasn’t deterred by unexpected surprises. The stronger the cumshot, the better the job. She’d worked hard for his load, so she would enjoy every sweet drop of it.


His next blast slammed into her upper lip as she refamiliarized herself with everything that accompanied dating a real man. Poor excuses for cumshots were part of her past life. Now, she had a hunk who shot ropes, and she couldn’t get enough of it. She wanted to be filthy for him.


But a never-ending facial shower evaded Annie on this Friday night. Thick white streaks of yummy seed didn’t cover her hair, eyes, or even her nose like she so desperately craved. She simply wanted to feel like a slut. To be used by a man worth submitting to. It was an unforeseen twist in a night already full of wild surprises, but what she saw after opening her eyes made everything worth it. She couldn’t even hold a grudge.


Sean had pushed back inside his mother and emptied every remaining drop of cum inside her.


The eruptions were endless. Every prior orgasm throughout the course of his life cumulated in one intense period of euphoria, and his shaky legs felt the incredible effects. He could barely keep himself upright as Mom’s tight pussy continued to suck the cum out of his cock.


Annie didn’t have time to dwell over the past. She was already on to bigger and better things. “Joy, you know that I’ve always wanted a child of my own,” she said in her most polite voice.


Joy could barely comprehend the past hour of her life, let alone whatever Annie had on her mind. Her own son just came inside her! How could she possibly think about anything else?


“Sooooo, what if Sean gets me pregnant?”


And just like that, Joy snapped back to reality.


Joy no longer thought about the big cock that had yet to leave her pussy. She didn’t even feel his warm load inside her. Instead, she focused solely on her bestie’s outlandish words.


“What did you just say?”


“I’m thirty-nine,” Annie said despite her desire to make Sean think she was younger. “I don’t have a lot of time left.”


Joy couldn’t wrap her head around what she was hearing.


Annie decided to lay it all out in the open. “Let’s say that I find a guy. It’ll take years before we have a kid. I can’t wait that long! My biological clock is ticking!”


“You want my…son…to get you pregnant?” Joy asked, dumbfounded.


“Mm-hmm,” Annie verified without a moment of hesitation. “I want him to give me a baby.”


Sean didn’t need to be convinced further. In fact, he never needed to be convinced at all. There were two women who he wouldn’t balk at the idea of impregnating, and they were both in bed with him. Like usual, Mom sat on top of his list, but Annie came in at a close second, and she wasn’t too bad of a consolation prize.


He withdrew from his mother to allow his cum to leak slowly from her warm hole. His plan was simple yet wild. It was the type of thing that he would only see in porn—and never experience in real life—but that didn’t appear to be the case at the moment, because Annie didn’t even allow him to set the wheels in motion. Instead, she took complete control of the situation.




Annie clamped her mouth against Mom’s little hole and sucked his cum from her pussy. It was his ultimate fantasy come to life. He lived something that no other man would ever experience, but greedily, he wanted more. He needed something special.


He wouldn’t be happy until Mom tasted him too.


Annie collected the rest of his cum from Mom’s pussy, looked up at him, and swallowed.


This wasn’t how things played out in his fantasies. Mom and Annie would swap his cum, kissing while they took turns treasuring the taste of his seed. They would giggle as they explored each other’s bodies for his enjoyment. They would smile at plans of future threesomes and occasional foursomes.


But they didn’t do any of that.


“Whoops,” Annie remarked sarcastically as her smile turned to a grin. “Darn it, I forgot to share with your mother. It looks like you’ll just have to give us another load.”


He envisioned the rest of his night as he watched Mom and Annie kiss. Another load? How about five more? He had a mom to take care of, a girlfriend to impregnate, and a life of sexual bliss to look forward to. He had plenty on his plate, but hey, someone had to keep these angels happy.
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Date Night with Mom





Chapter 1 — That Guy?








Friday Evening.





A look of curiosity swept across Jake’s face while he stared at the black Infiniti parked in his driveway. The eighteen-year-old high school senior walked up the asphalt, his eyes peering sharply at the slick car that sat idle. He gently knocked on the driver side window and watched it promptly lower, revealing a man in his late-forties or early-fifties, mostly bald, and with the unfortunate honor of owning a large stomach that appeared on the verge of bursting through his dress shirt at any moment. His large black framed glasses didn’t exactly help to aid his appearance either.


“Hi.”


“Hey, can I help you?” Jake greeted him back.


“I’m picking up Alice,” the strange man replied.


“Alice?” Jake asked. “For what?”


The man looked up at him, his jittery hands yet to leave the steering wheel. “We’re going out to dinner.”


Jake responded with a steady nod as he continued to observe the man.


“Dale, by the way,” the driver introduced himself, moving his hand out the window.


The young man shook it. “Jake.”


A few moments of awkward silence passed before Jake headed up the rest of the driveway and made his way into his house. He jogged upstairs and tossed his gym bag on his bed, but his main priority couldn’t be found inside his own room. He walked down the hallway and knocked on his mother’s door.


“Come in!”


He opened the door and strolled the length of her bedroom until he reached the door in the corner that led to Mom’s bathroom. He knocked again.


The door opened, revealing his mother in a beautiful red dress. “Hey, baby.”


“Hey, Mom,” he greeted her as he watched his brunette mom turn her attention back to the mirror, where she focused on the dark eyeliner she was applying before he’d interrupted. “You know there’s a guy in the driveway waiting for you, right?”


“I know,” she groaned. “I’m running late. There was so much traffic on the way home and I got caught up in it.”


“So…you two are…going out?”


She collected her red lipstick after tossing her eyeliner back into her makeup bag. “Yep.”


He had so many questions. “How’d you meet this guy?”


“He’s a friend of the brother of a girl I work with. She told me to send him a message on Facebook because he was looking to date, so I did. We talked for a few days and decided to go out.”


No one could mistake his inquisitive look for anything else. “So, you know what he looks like, right?”


“Yep.”


“That guy?” he questioned again, unable to conceal his slight smirk. “You’re going out with that guy?”


She shot him a glare in the mirror with a fresh pair of rosy red lips.


“I’m just saying,” Jake laughed. “What does he do?”


“He works in real estate,” she said.


Things still didn’t add up for him. “You’re positive that you know what he looks like, correct?”


“Looks aren’t everything,” she told him, rolling her eyes.


“I know, but that guy?”


She stared at her son’s reflection in the bathroom mirror. He leaned against the doorframe, only four feet away. “My friend said that he’s a very nice guy. He went through divorce a couple years ago and took it really hard, and now he’s looking to get back out there. I mean, Jake, I haven’t been on a date in three years. Three years! And before that it was five years!”


“You can date whoever you want,” he reassured his mother. “I’m just trying to get some info here. I’m looking out for you, okay?”


“And I appreciate that,” she smiled, deciding to apply one last coat of lipstick.


A few moments of silence passed before Jake muttered under his breath, “That guy?”


Alice laughed, causing her red lipstick to run down her chin. She shook her head with a big smile and reached for a towel to clean it off.


“And why’d you tell him to wait in the car?”


“I didn’t,” she responded while leaning in to fix her makeup.


“So, why’s he out there?”


“He’s waiting,” she pointed out the obvious.


“I know that, but why isn’t he at the door? Or waiting downstairs?”


She leaned back and puckered her lips in the mirror. “Because he texted me letting me know that he’s here.”


He couldn’t possibly be more surprised. “He texted you? Wait, he didn’t come to the door?”


She shook her head, making a few final adjustments to her hair.


“Are you serious?” he laughed. “He’s been sitting out there the entire time? He never came in?”


“It’s not the fifties, baby,” she laughed. “I think I can manage the grueling journey down the driveway on my own.”


“That’s messed up. What kind of guy sits in the car and waits?”


She couldn’t help but come to her date’s defense. “Will you cut him some slack?”


He immediately raised his hands in the air defensively. “My bad. I just…you know what? Have fun tonight, Mom.”


That was more like it. She loved how protective Jake was of her, but it wasn’t fair to judge Dale so harshly based on meeting him briefly in the driveway. Besides, she had more important matters to attend to.


She turned and faced her son. “So, how do I look?”


He started at her sexy black high heels before moving up her exposed legs. Her red long-sleeve dress descended just below her knees, and the high neckline thankfully didn’t show any of her sizable bust. The outfit complemented his forty-year-old mother’s shapely figure to a tee, and her shoulder-length wavy brown hair and brown eyes accentuated her pretty face perfectly.


“You look so far out of this guy’s league it’s ridiculous.”


Her skeptical look showed that she didn’t agree. “I don’t know about that.”


“Do you want me out of the house tonight?”


“Give me a break, Jake,” she huffed, disgusted.


“What?” he laughed. “I’m probably going to a party that Mike’s having tonight. I’m just curious if you want me out until a certain time or something. I can give you two some privacy.”


“We’re going on a date,” she groaned again, rolling her eyes. “I’ve heard plenty about how your generation is, but people my age don’t have sex an hour after meeting each other.”


“Neither do we,” he told her. “Well, some do, but they’re definitely in the minority.”


“If you drink tonight—”


“I’ll call you,” he jumped in, finishing the sentence that he must’ve heard a thousand times.


She strolled next to him with a big smile. Her tall heels brought the five-foot-six mom significantly closer to her six-foot-one son than usual. She planted a big kiss on his cheek before wetting her thumb to wipe the red remnants from her lipstick off his skin. “Have fun, baby.”


“You too,” he told her before listening to her leave the bathroom, the sound of high heels clicking across the hardwood floor of her bedroom fading with each passing second. He looked at the bathroom mirror and shook his head. Mom was seriously going out with that guy?





Chapter 2 — Dessert








10:30 PM.





Jake unlocked the front door to be greeted by a dark house. He had no idea if his mother was home or not since he chose to not enter through the garage. He’d been hassled relentlessly by his friends on this Friday night and was ready for bed, because he wasn’t in the mood for more bullshit.


First, it was because he didn’t want to play beer pong. Next, he took endless amounts of shit for not wanting to drink in general. Then his drunk friends—and even people he barely knew—complained when he decided to bail early. He just wasn’t in the mood to hang out tonight, let alone party. Knowing that his mother was out on a date had driven him crazy.


His parents had divorced when he was only three years old, and his dad soon disappeared to the other side of the country. At the beginning, he looked at Mom’s dates as potential fathers. What boy didn’t want a dad in his life? His real father made absolutely no effort to keep in touch with him, so maybe a stepdad would be the next best thing?


But his mom never found a guy, and as he grew older, he found himself more and more protective of her. He never discouraged her from dating, but he struggled to hide his disgust for her potential suitors once he reached middle school. It just didn’t feel right to him.


Then something happened and she stopped dating in general, and he wasn’t sure what caused her change of heart. He’d never asked either. As far as he was concerned, the fewer dates she went on the better. He obviously wanted her to be happy. If she found a man who she truly loved, then he would put on a smile and accept his new reality, but he knew the unfortunate truth. No guy would ever be good enough for his mother—especially not the dud in the driveway earlier.


Mom was a registered nurse whose erratic schedule and sixteen-hour shifts caused him to become the man of the house at an early age. Chores like yard work, basic home repairs, and general dad tasks fell into his lap, and he stepped up to meet the challenge. He loved being the guy who Mom relied on.


He was the man in her life and he was perfectly fine retaining such a title forever, but at the same time, he wasn’t delusional. His mother was a woman with needs. She didn’t date much and she definitely didn’t hook-up—at least as far as he knew—and if she wanted a man in her life to satisfy her physically, then he couldn’t stop that from happening. However, he was her man. Sure, he couldn’t help her in the bedroom, but he refused to allow some random guy to move in on his territory.


The sound of footsteps making their way down the stairs caught his attention while he poured himself a glass of water in the kitchen. Moments later, he was met by the sight of Mom dressed in a black silk bathrobe, and her damp hair reflected a woman who’d recently stepped out of the shower.


“Hey,” she said with a smile.


“Hey,” he replied before taking a sip from his glass. “So, how’d it go?”


She snickered.


He wasn’t exactly surprised by her revelation. “Not good?”


“Want to know the best part?”


He waited for the answer.


“It’s in the fridge.”


He set his glass down on the counter and opened the refrigerator door. He retrieved a small white take-out container and popped the lid. “Jackpot!”


She took a seat at the kitchen table, smiling thanks to her angel’s happiness. “I’d thought you’d like that. The pieces were huge so I made sure to bring some home for you.”


He grabbed two forks and joined his mother at the table with a half-eaten piece of cheesecake.


“So, no good?” he asked, placing one of the forks next to her.


“The cheesecake was great,” she said. “Dale? Not so much.”


Jake laughed before digging into the dessert. “I don’t want to say that I told you so…”


“He was just…I don’t know…boring?” she admitted, almost as if it was a question. She cut a tiny sliver of the tasty treat with her fork.


“Boring?”


“Yeah, he pretty much only talked about work, and every time I tried to steer the conversation in a different direction, he would bring it back to work again. He sells houses. That’s cool, I guess. An hour of hearing about it, though?”


“You didn’t talk about anything else?” he inquired.


She took a moment to reflect on her night before she said, “He wanted to know about my job before he went back to his. Work, work, work. Is that all people my age talk about?”


“How would I know?” he laughed.


“I work with a lot of younger people, I don’t have a husband, and I never really date, so I guess I don’t interact much with people my age. Like, there’s never an awkward moment between us. We can talk about anything. I can always talk to your friends when they come over, and I love talking to the girls at work too. Maybe it’s me?”


He shook his head while slicing off another chunk of cheesecake. “It’s not you. Lots of girls are hard to talk to. I go to school with seven hundred of them, but you definitely don’t fall into that category. You didn’t bring up football or anything? Guys love talking about sports. He probably would’ve been over the moon to find out that you’re a sports girl.”


“I tried, but he doesn’t follow football.”


“Hockey?”


“He’s not into sports,” she told him, picking at the creamy topping with her fork. “At all.”


His confusion reached an all-time high. “What guy isn’t into sports?”


“Dale, apparently,” she answered. “He’s definitely into real estate, though.”


“I have to be honest with you, Mom. This guy sounds boring as shit.”


She smirked, dropping her fork into the container to allow him to finish the remainder of his treat. “Yeah, that’s kind of the vibe I got. He invited me out for drinks after but I told him I was tired. I felt bad turning him down, but I just couldn’t do it anymore.”


“That was probably a good decision,” Jake noted.


She let out a defeated sigh. “I don’t know. Maybe I’m too old to be dating anyway?”


“Excuse me?”


“Well, I’m not exactly anyone’s dream girl at this point,” she pointed out.


A genuine look of confusion covered his face. “Are you being serious?”


She nodded.


“Mom, that guy was lucky you even looked at him, let alone went out with him. Are you out of your mind?”


“Seriously?” she asked with her eyebrows raised. “Sweetheart, I’m not twenty-two, you know?”


“Yeah, I know that,” he told her. “You’re way better than some college chick. Do you seriously think that you’re not a catch?”


“I appreciate you trying to make me feel good—”


“That’s not what I’m doing,” he interrupted. “You know me. I don’t kiss people’s asses to make them feel better. I’m honestly telling you that you’re a total catch, regardless of your age. And you’re forty. Don’t act like you’re seventy or something.”


“I mean…maybe I’m coming off as entitled or something? All I’m saying is there are so many beautiful women in their twenties who are single. The idea of running into a great guy is probably a fantasy. They’re interested in girls twenty years younger than me. I just—”


He let out a frustrated huff which derailed her train of thought. “Mom, you have a great career. You’re funny, smart, and super easy to talk too as well. Plus, you’re extremely beautiful. You’re crazy if you don’t think that you’re better than ninety-nine percent of the female population.”


“I know what you’re doing and it’s flattering. It really is, but I’m a grown woman, honey. I’m not one of your girlfriends. I don’t need ridiculous compliments to make me feel good.”


He tossed his fork into the container, annoyed. “Stop calling me a liar.”


“What?”


“I’m not lying, and being accused of making stuff up is getting on my nerves,” he disclosed.


“I don’t think you’re a liar. I just think you’re exaggerating. Big time.”


He let out another irritated huff. “So, what’s your version of a great guy then?”


“Well, someone who’s funny for starters,” she began her description of her dream guy. “Someone I like being around and talking to is very attractive to me as well. He doesn’t need a high-paying job or anything, but I would like a guy who works. That way I know he at least has his act together. And I know how hypocritical this will sound based on how I look, but I wouldn’t mind a guy in decent shape either.”


He stared at his mother in disbelief. “You think that a guy who works, isn’t a pig, and who’s enjoyable to be around is out of your league? Are you insane?”


“Well…”


“Do you want the truth?” he asked.


“So, you were lying to me?”


“No, I wasn’t lying to you, but I wasn’t being one hundred percent honest either. I’ll give you the complete truth if you want to hear it.”


She was somewhat hesitant to proceed, but perhaps a big dose of reality was what she needed?


“Okay, first off, what did you mean when you said that you didn’t want to sound hypocritical because of the way you look?” he asked after she gave him the go-ahead to continue with her eyes.


“About wanting a guy in decent shape?” she questioned.


He nodded.


“Well, I’m not exactly in shape,” Alice said. “I need to lose some weight and—”


He shook his head back and forth repeatedly. “Why in the world would you think that?”


“That I need to lose weight?” she asked. “Um…because I’m overweight.”


“You’re not overweight. Mom, what are you talking about?”


“I’m definitely overweight,” she argued.


“What do you weigh?”


She wouldn’t dream of disclosing that information to anyone—especially her son! “There’s no way I’m telling you that.”


“How much weight do you think you need to lose?”


“Let’s see here,” she pondered his question. “Probably like twenty or thirty pounds?”


He stared at his mother with his mouth agape.


“What?” she asked.


“You think that you need to lose thirty pounds?”


She nodded.


“Where are you getting this from?”


She struggled to understand why her son appeared so dumbfounded. “Fitness magazines and the internet mostly. I’ve also looked at those websites where you track your weight. They have pictures of girls my height who weigh around one-twenty, and I would absolutely kill for their bodies.”


“So, you weigh one hundred and fifty pounds?” he asked.


She slapped herself on the forehead gently after she realized how stupid she was. She’d just revealed her weight by mistake! “Yeah, around that…”


“And how tall are you?”


“Five-six,” she said, still kicking herself for admitting to the more intimate details of her life.


“You want to be five-six and weigh one-twenty?” he laughed. “Are you out of your mind?”


“Baby, I—”


Jake jumped in and cut her off. “See, this is the problem with all of those dumb magazines and weight-loss programs. Numbers don’t mean anything. Two people can be the same height and weight, but look significantly different. Do you want to know who comes up with all these stupids charts and ideal size crap?”


She waited for the answer.


“Nerds.”


“Nerds?” she laughed.


“Yeah, nerds,” he repeated, his voice lacking the humor of his mother’s. “A bunch of nerds in a lab somewhere decided what everyone’s ideal weight should be. Who the hell are they to decide anything? They’re the same nerds who came up with the two thousand daily caloric intake bullshit too. Guess what? Not everyone’s the same. Do I look like Dale?”


The absolute last guy that her hunky son resembled was Dale. “Definitely not.”


“Exactly, so why in the world would we both be expected to eat the same? I have an active lifestyle. I play sports, work out, and try to eat healthy. I can’t imagine that he does any of that. So, I would need to take in more calories than him to replace what I’m burning off and build muscle, but people think that everyone’s on the same scale. They aren’t! Especially women! Girls are so obsessed with being skinny and they stress over the useless numbers they see when they step on a scale. Mom, those numbers don’t mean a thing. You’ve been going to the gym and you can totally see a difference already. And it’s only been a few months! Why in the world would you value random numbers on a scale over what you see in the mirror?”


“Oh, I know what I look like, and that’s why I want to lose weight.”


His puzzled expression returned.


“Are you kidding me?” she asked, chuckling to herself. “Jake, I have a big, fat ass. I have these love handles too. I used to have a flat stomach back in college. A flat stomach! Now, I’m like a pig.”


He ran his hand through his hair, shaking his head the entire time. “I don’t understand how two people can see things so differently. You’re not fat. At all!”


“I’m definitely not skinny,” she debated.


“Who do you want to look good for?”


“Me,” she told her son. “And well…I mean…men too…I guess.”


“Do you know what most men don’t like?”


“What’s that?” she asked.


“Skinny girls.”


Her eyebrows immediately perked up. “What are you talking about? Yes, they do! Every guy wants a skinny girl.”


“No, they don’t,” he argued.


“Jake, every guy wants a runway model. They dream about skinny girls with long legs and—”




“I don’t,” he interjected. “What did my last two girlfriends look like?”


“They weren’t fat.”


“But were they skinny?”


“Compared to me?” she asked. “Yeah, they were.”


He let out an annoyed huff. Why couldn’t he get through to her? “God, this is so frustrating. You know, I think I’m having a hard time making my point because I’m trying to sugarcoat things. With you being my mom and all.”


She didn’t follow. “Sugarcoat things?”


“Yeah, I’m not saying what I mean. I’m trying not to get graphic or anything.”


She stared directly into her son’s handsome eyes. “If you have something to say, then say it. You won’t offend me.”


It was exactly what he needed to hear. “Okay, I’ll lay out my dilemma for the past few years. I’ve noticed that most high school and college girls have two kinds of body types. They’re either skinny or fat. Now, lots of girls at my gym are older. The women in their thirties and forties are there every time I workout. Most younger girls skate by on their youthfulness, but do you know what? The moms at the gym are the best-looking women I see on a regular basis. I go to school with seven hundred girls. Next year, I’ll be on campus with thousands of them. These girls are supposed to be in the prime of their lives, but they don’t compare to the older women I see at the gym.”


She waited for him to make some kind of point.


“Do you want to know why I broke up with Kate?”


“Why?” she asked, genuinely interested. She’d grown rather fond of Kate before things ended between her and Jake.


“Because she was obsessed with losing weight. She was convinced that she was fat no matter what I told her, and she started crash dieting and compulsively doing cardio. I kept reminding her that she looked amazing as is, but she didn’t listen. Honestly, I don’t want to tell a girl how to live her life, so I broke up with her to let her do her own thing. Kate had an amazing body in my opinion. It was so different from the other girls at school. She was thick, sexy, and had curves in all the right places. That’s such a rarity, but then she lost all of that because she got this idea in her head that she was fat. Now, does that sound familiar?”


“I’m not crash dieting,” she said.


“I know you aren’t, but you’re skipping meals and most likely not eating as much as you should. Mom, I know that you’ve lost weight over the past few months and you look amazing. You really do! But to want to drop thirty pounds is insane! You fall into that Kate category of bodies before she started dieting, except you’re older, and in my experience, those women look the best. They’re the ones who take care of themselves and stay at a healthy weight. An actual healthy weight. Not some bullshit that a magazine says.”


“Well, what do you think I should weigh?” she asked honestly.


“At least what you weigh now,” Jake replied. “You’ll probably gain a little weight if you keep doing weight training. Especially lower body stuff.”


Her entire world turned into a panic. “What!? I thought that lifting weights would help me lose weight! Not gain it!”


“It’s good weight,” he hurried to calm his frazzled mother. “Muscle weighs more than fat. You lose some fat, replace it with muscle, and the numbers on the scale go up, but everyone else on the planet thinks you look better. See how it works? Those numbers don’t mean anything.”


“I know what I should weigh and I’m going to get back down to it. I want to be back at my college weight again.”


He let out a deep, frustrated sigh. “I’m just not getting through. Okay, Mom, you have one of the ten best bodies I’ve ever seen.”


Alice stared at her son blankly. He stared back, stone-faced. Slowly but surely, she began to crack. It wasn’t long before she burst into laughter at the table.


“I’m serious,” he stated firmly over the sounds of her guffaw.


“You’re a great son, you know that?” she said, continuing to laugh. “You really know how to make an old lady’s night.”


“Why don’t you take anything I say seriously?” he asked with an annoyed tone. “Why would I sit here and lie to you?”


“I have one of the ten best bodies you’ve ever seen? I mean, come on! I don’t even have one of the ten best bodies on our street!”


“Name a sexier neighbor,” he demanded.


“What about Mrs. Davis?”


This time, it was Jake who laughed. “Mrs. Davis? Are you serious?”


“I would trade bodies with her in a second,” she said.


“I would break Mrs. Davis in half.”


Alice’s eyes bulged while her jaw dropped. She couldn’t have heard him correctly. “What!?”


“Yeah, I’m obviously not getting through to you, so I’m going to be completely honest. Maybe you’ll finally understand what I’m trying to say then? Mrs. Davis is rail thin. She looks like one of those runway models you were talking about. No dude wants that kind of girl. At least any real dude.”


“Jake, that’s not appropriate.”


“Do I want some non-existent ass when I’m behind a girl?” he asked, lost in his own world. “Do I want to see her tailbone, or her spine, or some shit? That’s fuckin’ gross. I want to see a big ass. I want something to grab onto and feel. I want a girl who can take a pounding.”


“Jacob!” she shouted, appalled.


“But it’s the truth!” he declared defiantly. “Two types of guys like girls who resemble Mrs. Davis. Timid guys and dudes who don’t know what they’re doing. Any guy who actually fucks the right way wouldn’t want anything to do with a girl like that.”


She dropped her head into her hands as she continued to listen to the most inappropriate conversation of her life. Her son had seriously just told her how much he loved rough sex with curvy girls? Her son!


“I’m just being honest, Mom. If we got a hundred guys and asked them if they preferred you or Mrs. Davis, at least ninety-five would say you.”


Her head remained in her hands.


“Throw your beautiful face into the picture and it’s almost not even fair. And then when people find out that you’re hilarious and have an amazing personality? I mean, shit, Mom. Give me a break!”


She finally looked up to see him staring at her. She didn’t know what to say.


“Give me a second,” Jake said before he hopped to his feet and scurried off into the family room. He returned with one of his mother’s fitness magazines in hand. “Okay, so these are models at the absolute peak of physical fitness. At least according to you. Now, most of these girls have been airbrushed and stuff, but it’s probably close to what they look like.”


She watched him toss the magazine onto the table and move his chair just a few inches next to her. He took a seat.


“Okay, right off the bat, look at this broad on the cover,” he said, wasting little time starting his critique. “She has her back to the camera and it says in big letters, ‘Get a Sexy Bum.’ What!? She doesn’t even have an ass! Look at this girl! And this is with Photoshop and everything. That’s not an ass!”


She shook her head, unsure of what really happened in her kitchen.


He flipped through the pages. “Nope. Nope. Nope. Jesus Christ, look at these girls. This is what you want to look like? Are you kidding me?”


“What about her?” she asked, pointing at a busty girl in a red bikini.


He turned to his mother, bewildered.


“She’s gorgeous!” Alice shouted.


“Gorgeous?” he laughed. “Mom, this chick has fake boobs and her rib cage is sticking out! She looks disgusting!”


“Men love that stuff,” she argued.


“I gotta be honest here,” he told her, turning through the rest of the pages. “I don’t think you have the slightest clue as to what men really want.”


She rolled her eyes.


He pushed the magazine away, disgusted. “I saw maybe one bangable girl in there. This is what women strive to look like? Really? Do you see my point? Guys don’t want that stuff. And if you think that I’m some kind of anomaly or something, I’ll get a few of my friends over here tomorrow and they’ll give you their opinions.”


“Don’t tell your friends about any of this!” she yelled. “Oh my God! It’s bad enough that we’re having this conversation.”


He didn’t agree whatsoever. “How’s it bad? We’re just talking. Plus, you told me that I wouldn’t offend you.”


“I was wrong,” she told him while reflecting on the single craziest five minutes of her life.


“My point is that your body’s incredible. It’s borderline perfect. If you want to make it even more perfect, then keep going to the gym and stick to eating healthy, but don’t stop eating! And don’t pay attention to a stupid scale! I would kill for a girl who looks like you. I don’t think you realize just how rare your body type is.”


Her distant stare moved to the oven. She simply didn’t know where else to look. Her son had simultaneously flattered her while bringing an unimaginable amount of anxiety to her world, and she responded the only way she knew how.


With stunned silence.


“Do you have any idea how much shit I take from my friends because of the way you look?”


Her attention quickly shifted back to him. “Me?”


“Listen, we all give one another shit about our moms. We just do, but I get the worst of it by far.”


“Why would you take shit because of me?” she asked bluntly.


“Because you’re really attractive,” he told her. “It’s not like other people don’t see what I see, so it annoys me when you talk about being too old or not being good enough for certain guys.”


She peeked down at the gorgeous Asian cover model on the front of her fitness magazine and laughed to herself in disbelief.


“Did I clear things up for you?” he asked.


She stared at the magazine, speechless.


“Awesome,” he told her before sliding out of his chair. “I’m gonna call it a night.”


“Good night, baby,” she said while listening to his footsteps gradually fade as he made his way to the stairs. “One of the top ten best bodies he’s ever seen…” she muttered faintly, her eyes yet to leave the cover of her magazine. “That kid’s on drugs.”





Chapter 3 — Hotter Than Who?








Saturday. 2 PM.





Alice hustled downstairs with her head on a swivel, eager to find her son. She eventually located him in the family room where he was sprawled on the sofa on this unusually humid spring day. The playoff basketball game on the television couldn’t deter her for a moment. She was ready to address her biggest concern.


“Busted!” she shouted.


“Excuse me?” he asked, yet to roll over from his position flat on his back. He was greeted by the sight of his mother standing five feet away from him with one of her hands behind her back.


“Busted!” she repeated, pointing at him.


He gave the room a quick once-over before turning his attention back to her. “Um…I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


“Remember all that crap you told me last night?” she asked as she stared at him.


“About you?”


“You’re so full of it!” she laughed loudly. “I can’t believe that I didn’t remember until this morning!”


His puzzled expression grew with each passing second. He couldn’t recall the last time he’d felt so confused. “Remember what?”


“So busted,” she grinned.


“Am I missing something here?”


She unveiled her hidden hand. “What’s this?”


“Um…it looks like a rolled-up poster or something.”


“Of what?” she asked.


His eyes peered sharply while he continued to look on, dumbfounded by the situation. “How would I know?”


“Hmmmmm,” she pondered dramatically. “You know, I was thinking about our conversation last night and how ridiculous you sounded.”


He rolled his eyes in disgust. This again? Really? Last night should’ve cleared the air regarding Mom’s low self-esteem, and he kicked himself for obviously not accomplishing his mission at the kitchen table less than twenty-four hours ago.


“And it suddenly clicked for me,” she continued. “Guess what? You’re a giant liar! You don’t believe any of the stuff that you told me last night! Obviously!”


“This is like the tenth time you’ve called me a liar in the past sixteen hours. It’s getting old.”


She unrolled the poster in her hands and displayed it for him.


Few things brought a smile to his face like what his eyes had the good fortune of observing. “Oh, it’s my Jessica Alba poster.”


“It sure is,” she verified after taking a quick peek for herself. “Do you want to tell me what you see?”


“On the poster?”


She nodded.


“Okay, well, she’s at the beach. She’s wearing a brownish tank top that looks like it’s about to fall off,” he grinned, unable to display proper manners when discussing his celebrity crush. “She has on little green bikini bottoms too.”


“She sure does,” Alice chimed in. “But tell me what you really see.”


“I just did.”


She obviously didn’t agree. “No, tell me what you really see.”


He decided to be extremely honest. What did he have to lose after last night? “She’s hot as shit.”


“No argument here,” she agreed after helping herself to another look at the gorgeous blonde in her hands. “She’s definitely sexy.”


He remained flat on his back—along the couch—with his head turned toward his mother. She clearly waited for him to say something, but couldn’t begin to guess what. She just stared at him.


“What type of body does Jessica Alba have?” she asked.


“She’s fit,” he replied.


Her eyebrows immediately perked up. “Fit?”


“Super fit,” he nodded.


Her eyes squinted sharply in confusion.


“What?” Jake inquired.


“What did you tell me at the kitchen table last night? You said that you don’t like fit girls.”


He couldn’t shake his head fast enough. “No, I said that I don’t like skinny girls. I like fit girls.”


“You flipped through an entire fitness magazine and turned them all down!” she shouted. “What are you talking about!?”


He let out an annoyed huff due to his mother’s inability to understand his opinions. “Mom, there are five types of girls. Skinny, fit, average, thick, and fat. I said that I don’t like skinny girls. Jessica Alba is fit. Those girls last night were skinny.”


“How does she look any different from the girls in the magazine?” she asked as she glanced down at the poster once again. “They have the same bodies!”


“No, they don’t,” he rebuffed. “Have you ever seen Jessica Alba’s ass? It’s crazy. None of those girls in that magazine have an ass like hers. That Chinese girl on the cover definitely doesn’t.”


“But—”


“Make a fuckin’ jump shot!” he yelled after turning his attention back to the TV. “The first quarter is almost over and they have fourteen points. Fourteen points, Mom!”


“Jake, the magazine—”


“I bet Craig twenty bucks that Boston would cover, and they have fourteen points!” he cut her off once more. “They’re two of eight from the foul line. Two of eight! I shot ninety percent from the line last season, and these guys all make like fifteen million a year!”


She attempted to capture his focus again. What they needed to discuss qualified as significantly more important than basketball. “You told me that guys don’t like thin girls, or fit, or whatever. You said they like bigger girls.”


“Thick,” he said, turning back at her. “We like thick girls.”


“But she isn’t thick,” she told him, prominently displaying the celebrity’s image even higher. “She’s fit.”


“I know. So?”


“So, you like fit girls?” Alice asked.


“Yeah.”


“But you prefer thick girls?”


He gave her a thumbs up. “You got it.”


“Why don’t you have a poster of a thick girl on your wall instead? You know, if that’s what you really prefer?”


“Because I’ve had a thing for Jessica Alba since I was a kid,” he chuckled. “Hey, if you want to go buy the outfit she’s wearing and let me take a picture of you, then I’ll blow it up and put it on my wall instead.”


…


…


“I’m joking,” he smirked as a result of the silence. Mom’s baffled expression certainly contributed to his words as well.


“Joking about what? About preferring thick girls?”


He took a deep breath. “What’s going on here? Why is this so hard for you to grasp?


“I’m just confused,” she told him. “Last night you told me how most guys—including yourself—aren’t into skinny girls. So, I pull down a poster of Jessica Alba from your wall, and then you tell me that you like fit girls, but you’re more into thick girls. Do I have that right?”


“Yep.”


“So, most guys prefer thick girls, they still like fit and average girls, but they don’t like skinny or fat girls?” she checked.


“We have a winner!” Jake cheered sarcastically.


She stared at the poster in her hands. “Who would you pick if you could date Jessica Alba or a thick girl?”


“Who’s the thick girl?”


“Um…” she tried to think. “Maybe—”


“Let’s say this,” Jake jumped in. “For the next thirty seconds, you aren’t my mom and I’m not your son. Deal?”


She would agree to anything if it guaranteed her an honest answer. “Deal.”


“I would absolutely date you over Jessica Alba.”


She burst into laughter


“What?” he asked, stoic. “I would.”


She rubbed her forehead while continuing to shake her head. “You know, it’s pretty cruel if this is all some kind of joke or something. There’s no reason to do this.”


“A joke?” he questioned.


“Yeah, a joke. I don’t appreciate you messing with me like this. What did I do to you?”


“I’m not messing with you,” he told her before glancing back at the TV to check the score quickly. “I’m being honest.”


“You would date me over Jessica Alba?”


He didn’t need to take a long look at his mother to answer her question, but he decided to anyway. “If you weren’t my mom? For sure. How’s that even a question? I mean, look at you.”


Alice glanced down to observe her loose-fitting black sweatpants and baggy white t-shirt. She’d only caught her reflection in the bathroom mirror for a few moments earlier, but it was long enough to see her makeup-less face and unkempt hair going in a million different directions. She looked like a mess.


Her eyes drifted back to the poster she continued to hold. The movie star appeared flawless while waves crashed behind her on a tropical beach. If a genie granted her three wishes, then she would absolutely use one of them to resemble the stunner that brought joy to eighteen-year-old boys everywhere.


Her focus shifted over to her son. “This girl is perfect.”


“According to some people.”


Her ears perked up from him not fully jumping on board. “She’s not perfect to you?”


“She’s pretty close to perfect,” he answered, watching the game. “I’ve always been a little biased toward her, though. I’ve had a crush on her forever.”


“She’s regarded as one of the most beautiful women in the world,” Mom reminded him. “Especially when she took this photo.”


“Agreed,” he nodded.


“And I’m—”


“Better looking than her?” he finished her sentence. “Absolutely.”


Alice sat in the loveseat across the room from him.


Mom’s perplexed expression caused him to speak up. “Look at the poster for a second.”


She looked down at the image of the celebrity sitting in her lap.


“Yeah, she’s hot, but that’s it. She’s just hot. Now, look at you. You’re basically flawless.”


She shook her head in obvious disagreement.


“I don’t understand this at all,” he told her. “Every girl I know who has a crazy ego about the way they look, has no right feeling that way. They either look like a thirteen-year-old boy or they’re fat. But then all the girls who should feel super confident about their appearances never do. Like Kate. She might’ve been the most insecure girl I’ve ever met. For a while, I thought she was just begging for compliments, but then I realized that all the negative comments she made about her body was how she truly felt. It’s crazy to me. Girls like you and Kate should look in the mirror and feel on top of the world, but you don’t. Meanwhile, some goofy-looking girl thinks that her shit doesn’t stink. It doesn’t make sense.”


She barely managed to stand up. Her incredible sense of disarray had turned her legs wobbly. “I have to take a shower and then run some errands. I’ll be home later.”




“Okay, Mom,” he acknowledged her nonchalantly with his attention already back on the game.


Somehow, she headed upstairs even more baffled than she had last night.


Did Jake really believe that his mother was one of the hottest women on the planet? Of course not. He wasn’t delusional. But did he view her as an extremely sexy woman? Absolutely.


No one could fault him for being biased since he’d spent an astronomical amount of time as the only man in Mom’s life, but she really was flawless in his eyes. Everything from her personality to her sense of humor was perfect, but what annoyed him the most was his mother’s personal opinion of herself. He was tired of hearing her talk down about her body and appearance. She acted like being forty was some kind of death sentence, for God’s sake! It was ridiculous!


The one thing that he didn’t exaggerate was his attraction to her. Yes, she was his mother, but their relation didn’t discredit her from being a woman. Unexplainable emotions stirred around inside him every time he saw her in something tight or revealing. Her thick and curvy frame drove him absolutely crazy, and her recent routine of hitting the gym only added to her phenomenal body.


He’d be lying if he didn’t admit to allowing her to slip into his fantasies from time to time. Was such a decision really wrong, though? He didn’t hurt anyone—either with his fantasies or his verbal reassurance. At the end of the day, he just wanted his mother to feel good about herself, and he was willing to risk being labeled a liar if slightly exaggerating her beauty resulted in her viewing her reflection with some much-needed confidence.





–





Alice’s confused expression had yet to dissipate while she stood in front of her bathroom mirror. What if her son wasn’t lying? He certainly had one hell of a poker face if he’d fibbed regarding his personal opinion, and she couldn’t recall him ever being dishonest with her in the past.


A smile replaced her flabbergasted look when she turned and observed herself from the side. Maybe the gym was helping? She raised her t-shirt to observe a significantly flatter stomach than she’d seen back in winter, and now that she thought about it, perhaps her butt wasn’t so bad? Sure, it was big, but what if Jake was right? Maybe guys really did like big butts? And what man didn’t love big boobs? She absolutely didn’t lack in the chest department, after all.


She didn’t necessarily hate what she saw when she soaked in her reflection. She was curvy, energetic, and more youthful than most girls her age, but there was something that she wasn’t necessarily proud of.


It all started two years ago. The changes in Jake’s body during his sophomore year became extremely noticeable to her. Her skinny, scrawny son seemed to transform into a muscly stud overnight. It wasn’t magic, though. The school’s football program had them on a rigorous weightlifting program that lasted the entirety of the season, and his schedule was followed by four months of basketball. On top of that, he always seemed to be at the gym or playing pickup basketball with his friends. He was just so active!


He’d never been a fan of wearing shirts around the house either, but she found herself doing double takes over the past few years. His physique was actually what inspired her to get into better shape herself. She felt motivated to keep up with the handsome teenager. Besides, it wouldn’t be right to not better herself when her son constantly improved his own life.


And then it happened right around his eighteenth birthday.


Jake would occasionally sneak into her private time. Movie stars and famous musicians became a thing of the past, and ripped college studs swiftly faded as well. In fact, the high school hunk who slept down the hallway stole the show more times than not, and she refused to kick him out of her fantasies. What kind of mom could ever tell her son no?


Jake’s body and loving personality brought more orgasms to her life than she could count. The noticeable guilt she felt couldn’t compare to the pleasure that her baby provided her, but everything changed after last night. Now, she knew how he truly saw her.


He clearly found her attractive, and while she wasn’t sure if his opinion was skewed by their close relationship or not, part of her really didn’t care. The awesome guy that she lived with—who could get pretty much any girl he wanted—seemed to be enamored with her appearance. He compared her to Jessica Alba! Jessica Alba! How couldn’t she be smitten?


But she knew better than to take things too far. Fantasies were one thing, but it would be completely unimaginable to actually act on her urges. Being a responsible mother would always take priority to her sexual needs—no matter what.





Chapter 4 — A Conservative Fashion Show








The Following Day. Sunday. 5:30 PM.





Alice strolled inside the house and journeyed into the family room to find her son in the exact same spot as the day before. Had he moved at all since yesterday? If basketball was on TV, then apparently Jake would spend his day watching it on the sofa.


“Have you moved since yesterday?”


Jake looked over to see his mother for the first time today. “Oh, hey. Actually, I have. Did you notice the grass?”


She shot him a smile. He could spend the next twenty years on the couch and she would accept his decision with open arms. “I’m joking, baby. Thanks for cutting it.”


“No problem,” he said. “Do you need help bringing the groceries in?”


“I don’t have any groceries.”


He couldn’t pretend to not be disappointed. He’d gotten his hopes up that Mom would return with some awesome snacks. “Your text said that you were going shopping.”


“I actually went to the mall to get some stuff, and I might’ve overdid it.”


His focus quickly moved back to her. “Huh?”


She decided to confess to her rather uncharacteristic afternoon. “I went a little crazy.”


“Crazy with what?” he asked. “Shopping?”


She nodded sheepishly.


“Whatcha get?”


“I kinda bought…a lot of clothes,” she admitted, staring down at the floor.


“You never buy yourself anything so you’re entitled to treat yourself. So, you went on what? Like, a shopping spree?”


She nodded again.


“What’s the harm in that?”


“Well, the bags kept piling up and I had to make four trips out to the car,” she said. “I couldn’t keep carrying all of them around with me, and…um…I ended up spending over a thousand dollars.”


Jake’s jaw dropped. “What!?”


She smiled timidly.


“You know what, Mom? Good for you. You work hard and never spend anything on yourself. You deserve it!”


“I can’t believe I spent so much,” she groaned under her breath.


“Are we having money problems?” he asked.


She shook her head.


“Did you have fun?”


She nodded.


He struggled to see the problem. “It sounds like a well-deserved shopping spree to me then.”


“I guess there isn’t a problem,” she smiled. “Yeah, I should treat myself once in a while.”


“Totally,” he agreed. “Do you need help bringing the bags in?”


“If you have a second,” she told him. She watched him immediately hop off the couch and follow her into the garage.


“Jesus, you weren’t kidding,” he laughed, observing the seemingly endless number of bags stuffed into her back seat.


“There’s more in the trunk too,” she said with a grin.


Ten minutes later, the two carried the last of the bags up to her bedroom.


“So, what kind of stuff did you buy?”


Alice dug into the nearest bag and pulled out a light blue striped blouse. She held it in front of herself to model for him. “I bought a little bit of everything. You like?”


“Let’s see it on you,” he said.


“You want me to put it on?”


That sounded good to him. “Sure, let’s see everything.”


“You want…like…a fashion show?” she asked, surprised but undeniably flattered.


“I would love a fashion show,” he confirmed with a smile. “I used to love going shopping with Kate.”


She couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. “Are you serious? I thought that guys hate shopping.”


“I don’t. I love clothes on women. I couldn’t care less about my own. I think the same five outfits I wear over and over shows that,” he laughed in his typical basketball shorts and tank top getup. “I love how clothes look on girls, though. The different styles, and looks, and combinations.”


“Never in a million years would I have guessed that you were a fashion guy,” Alice laughed with a hint of astonishment to her voice. “Yeah, I could go for that. Actually, it sounds fun!”


“Cool,” he smiled, walking over to her bed to take a seat.


“I want your honest opinion on everything, though, okay?”


He nodded.


“I’m serious, sweetheart. You need to tell me if something looks ridiculous or whatever. I don’t want to embarrass myself in public.”


“Everything will look great on you,” he assured her.


“That’s exactly what I’m talking about,” she huffed. “I need your complete honesty. Don’t tell me that something looks good just to be nice. Tell me if it doesn’t so I can take it back. Promise?”


“You got it.”


Alice retrieved a trio of bags and carried them into the bathroom attached to her bedroom. Jake sat on his mother’s bed with his leg hanging over the edge and his feet resting on the hardwood floor below. His spot on the mattress was about ten or so feet directly in front of the closed door that Mom had disappeared into. A few minutes later, he heard her voice.


“Close your eyes!”


“Why?” he asked.


“Because I want you to be surprised! Just close ‘em!”


He followed her orders before hearing the door open. Footsteps on the floor soon followed. “Can I open ‘em?”


“Go ahead,” she instructed.


He opened his eyes and instantly smiled. “Whoa!”


Her heart warmed after seeing his reaction. He was clearly a fan of her new bright yellow summer dress. The halterneck design covered her lower throat, and the sleeveless arms allowed her to display her many hours of hard work in the gym. He didn’t shy away from checking out how the hem ended a hand’s length above her knees either! She felt so gorgeous!


She gave a playful spin to allow him to see the entirety of her new outfit.


“That’s a keeper,” he commented. “Big time.”


“It’s not too flashy? Being sleeveless and everything?”


He couldn’t answer fast enough. “Not at all. Your arms look great. The entire dress does. I love it.”


“Awesome,” she voiced jubilantly. “I would probably wear some heels with it too. If I’m feeling brave.”


“Heels, sneakers, flip flops: you can’t lose with that dress. I definitely want to see you wear it come summer.”


She nodded, smiling from ear-to-ear. “Will do! Okay, ready for the next one?”


“Eagerly waiting,” he smiled as he watched her hurry into the bathroom.


Jake loved this. Not only did he get to see his gorgeous mother model all kinds of dresses and outfits for him, but her reaction was priceless. She was excited! She acted like a little girl giving her parents a fashion show, but she wasn’t a little girl—she was his forty-year-old mom—and her playful side drove him wild. Watching her skip into the bathroom to change into her next outfit brought him so much joy. He just wanted to make her happy, and watching her model cute dresses wasn’t exactly the hardest job in the world. In fact, it was pretty fucking awesome.


“Close ‘em!”


Jake shut his eyes and awaited outfit number two.


The sounds of footsteps soon gave way to Mom’s voice. “Open.”


If he was lustful after outfit number one, then outfit number left him lovestruck. His voluptuous mother stood in front of him in a black cocktail dress. The lace design covered her shoulders and ran down three-fourths of her arms, and the hem of the dress ended slightly higher than her previous number. It allowed her to show off her thick, toned legs. Despite displaying no cleavage, the tight dress hugged her impressive bust to a tee, and he salivated at the way it accentuated every incredible curve of her body.


She gave her son a spin and awaited his feedback anxiously.


He opened his mouth but nothing came out.


“So?” she asked, crossing her fingers that she wasn’t too old for such an outfit.


He took a deep breath to collect himself. He could do this. “Unbelievable.”


“Really?” she questioned, smiling.


“You look stunning,” he said, shaking his head in amazement.


“You think I look stunning?”


“Listen, if it takes a date to wear this dress, then you need to call Dale for round two,” he said, unable to look anywhere other than at the perfect ten in front of him. “You owe the world a favor by wearing that.”


She giggled sheepishly before giving him another spin. “I loved how it looked on me at the store, to be honest. I don’t think it’ll get a lot of wear, but whatever. I couldn’t pass it up.”


“That’s another winner. I love it,” he announced.


She smiled and headed into the bathroom to change into her next outfit. Alice wasn’t entirely sure what she was doing. She fed off her son’s praise and compliments, and she didn’t make any effort to hide her emotions. No one could mistake her excitement for anything else.


Over the years, Jake had gone from her amazing son; to her amazing, handsome son; to her amazing, hunky son who she’d grown somewhat infatuated with. Was her change of heart a result of the lack of men in her life? Or was she too reliant on him? She knew better than to look at him as anything other than her child, but she just couldn’t help herself.


The past few days served as quite the eye-opener for her. Her son found her sexy and she couldn’t get enough of it. He’d come right out and told her that she was sexier than Jessica Alba. Jessica freakin’ Alba! Dale could’ve showered her with compliments for hours on Friday night, but his words wouldn’t have been worth a fraction of what her son had brought to her world. Jake truly didn’t have an equal.


She knew that she couldn’t push things too far, however. She didn’t want the situation to turn flirty, but she still desired his approval. It was a fine line and she was prepared to walk it.


“Close your eyes!”


Jake sat on the edge of his mother’s bed like a kid on Christmas morning. A million different outfit combinations ran through his head as he braced himself for more footsteps. Did she only have bags of dresses? Maybe there were sexier things? And what if she’d not only purchased some risque apparel, but planned to model it for him as well? His feet tapped on the floor as the magical sounds of footsteps filled the room. God, he loved this!


“Open ‘em,” she said.


His brain misfired after he opened his eyes. He simply stared straight-ahead, unable to process what he saw. It almost didn’t seem real.


“Baby?” she spoke, doing her best to snap him out of his funk with her soft voice.


He blinked rapidly in an effort to clear his head.


“Baby?” she tried once more.


He finally freed his mind as he soaked in the sight in front of him. Black, stunning, skin-tight nylon spandex yoga pants. An oversized long-sleeve white top ended at her thighs, creating a look which typically belonged to a girl half his mother’s age. The elegance of the most amazing dress in the world couldn’t replicate what he currently felt.


“Jake?” she asked for his opinion, posing with her hands on her hips.


He didn’t know what to say.


“Jake?”


He cleared his throat and looked at his mother. He could only nod.


“Thoughts?” she asked.


“Good,” he finally managed to spit out. “You-you-you look good.”


“I’ve never owned a pair of yoga pants before,” she told him. “Be honest with me. Do they look ridiculous?”


He shook his head slowly, his eyes yet to leave the knockout in front of him.


She raised her shirt to her waist, and turned to show him her backside. “Is it too much? I mean, I don’t want to get laughed at if I wear these in public.”


His heart was on the verge of bursting through his chest. Only five feet away, posing with her back to him as if she were his high school girlfriend, was Mom with her big ass in skin-tight nylon.


“Jake?”


“Yeah…” he muttered in a daze.


“Do they look ridiculous?” she asked again.


“Um…ridiculous isn’t exactly the word that I would use for them.”


“So, they look okay?” she questioned with a fair amount of concern to her voice.


It was time to be completely honest. Mom needed to hear his true thoughts. “You look incredible.”


Her hand slipped down to her butt cheek where she gave it a slight jiggle. “I don’t know…they just feel like…there’s nothing even there. These are supposed to be for college girls, right?”


That brief bounce of her ass may have only lasted a second or two in reality, but it played repeatedly in his head. God, did he want to see her out of those pants. He wanted to bend her over the end of the bed and make her question why she would ever bother wasting even five minutes of her time with a guy like Dale. Why did she look for a guy when the real man of her life was right at home? But then again, she was his mother. He was in her bedroom to provide his feedback regarding her shopping choices. It was his job to make her feel good about herself without crossing the line, and he needed to control himself before he did something stupid.


“No, Mom, those pants are made for women with your body type. Trust me, they look amazing.”


She spun around to face him again. “And my legs? They look okay? It’s not too tight?”


He took a deep gulp while his eyes ran the length of his mother’s thick, toned legs. He finally moved to her upper body where he observed her large breasts hidden behind the loose-fitting white top. Could he seriously maintain his composure for much longer? How could he when his sexy mother continued to model incredible outfits for him?


“Baby?”


He moved to her pretty face with a smile. Once again, he told himself to get his shit together. “You look really great, Mom.”


“Thanks, sweetheart,” she smiled, picking up another three bags and heading into the bathroom. “I have a lot more stuff to show you.”


He returned her smile before she slipped inside the bathroom. He immediately repositioned his rock-hard erection which had been trapped between his legs for the past few minutes. He tucked it under the waistband of his basketball shorts, relieved to finally gain a much-desired sense of comfort. Unfortunately, he wasn’t sure if he would escape so easily next time. Something told him that Mom was just getting started.





Chapter 5 — A Not So Conservative Fashion Show





A variety of outfits followed as Jake watched bag after bag disappear into his mother’s bathroom. The light blue striped blouse from before made an appearance, followed by a few sexy and rather short skirts, and next came several pairs of jeans—including one extremely tight pair—which caused him to let out an audible moan. Somehow, her ass looked ever more magnificent than when she’d posed for him in yoga pants.


Mom had also purchased an array of tops and a few v-neck shirts that displayed significantly more cleavage than he’d been privy to before. Then came her new gym clothes that would undoubtedly drive every red-blooded male in her presence absolutely crazy. He couldn’t believe it, but her outfits grew more risque every time she stepped out of her bathroom, and there wasn’t a happier person on the planet than the guy sitting on her bed.


“Close your eyes!”


He was very familiar with their routine by now. “Close your eyes!” resulted in the bathroom door opening, followed by the inevitable sound of footsteps, and that would give way to his new favorite phrase in the world: “open ‘em.” Then he would drool over his most beloved person on Earth. It was a tough job, but hey, someone had to do it.


He closed his eyes and smiled. He would be on top of the world in a matter of moments. Maybe it was time to confess his true feelings? Perhaps he needed to explain to Mom that she didn’t need a man? The best part—




His train of thought was derailed. Something was different. Something sounded off. The door opened but he didn’t hear footsteps. This time, he heard the unmistakable sound of high heels on the hardwood floor. He grabbed two handfuls of the bed comforter and squeezed tightly. Things were about to be so awesome!


“Keep your eyes closed,” she demanded. “I need to preface this first.”


His heart raced.


“Now, I know how this will look. It’s just always kind of been a fantasy of mine.”


He couldn’t conceal his grin as he continued to wait for her go-ahead to open his eyes. “A fantasy?”


“Yeah, a fantasy,” she repeated, her tone sheepish and timid. “It’s something I’ve always seen in movies and advertisements. Just listen to me. I’ve always wanted to wear this, but I could never actually do it in real life. I trust you, though. I trust you more than anyone. So, I just want to try it once.”


“Can I open my eyes?” he asked impatiently.


She needed to clear a few things up first. “Not yet. I need you to promise that you won’t laugh.”


His legs shook. His heart pounded. He’d never been more ready for anything in his life. “I would never laugh at you.”


“Sweetheart, it’s going to look ridiculous. You have to promise me that you won’t laugh.”


“I promise,” he told her. “And how could you possibly look ridiculous in high heels? Give me a break, Mom.”


Common sense suddenly got the better of her. “I can’t believe I’m actually wearing this. You know what? This was a mistake. Actually, yeah, I need to change.”


“No!” he protested urgently while his eyes remained shut. “It’s fine. I’m just here for my opinion, remember? I swear to God that I won’t laugh at you. You have my word. Hey, it’s your fantasy. I’m just here to help you live it out, remember?”


Deep down, she knew that it was a mistake. She wasn’t in her bedroom with her boyfriend or her husband. Jake was her son! And he was the only man in her life! Was that why she trusted him so much? She didn’t know for sure, but she couldn’t deny the electricity buzzing through her courtesy of their unexpected fashion show. It was a particular feeling of excitement that had been lacking in recent memory. Men like Dale certainly couldn’t make her feel this way.


She needed his word. “One more time. I won’t laugh at you. Say it.”


“I swear on my life that I won’t laugh at you,” he promised.


She let out a deep breath and said a quick prayer. It was now or never. “Okay, you can open ‘em.”


He would say that he’d been fairly reserved over the previous forty minutes. The unexpected sight of her in tight yoga pants was probably the closest he’d come to actually saying something out of line. The last thing he wanted was for another reenactment of Friday night, after all. He may have gone a step too far at the kitchen table with Mom after her disappointing date, but he did a decent job of not saying anything too provocative when she confronted him regarding his Jessica Alba poster the following afternoon. The gradual reveal of gorgeous outfits followed by more revealing attire had brought him right to the edge, and when he finally opened his eyes at the instruction of Mom’s angelic voice, he lost control.


“Holy fucking shit!”


“Jacob!” she scolded him, stunned.


He dug deep to find something appropriate to say. He’d given her his word, after all. However, all he could do was laugh. It was the only thing that prevented him from shouting more obscenities.


“You said that you wouldn’t laugh!” Alice whined, embarrassed and clearly self-conscious. “Oh my God, I knew this was a dumb idea! I—”


“No!” he rushed to put an end to her doubt. “I’m not laughing at you. I just honestly don’t know what to say. Mom, like holy shit!”


He started at what he assumed would be a normal pair of high heels, but he couldn’t believe how wrong he was. His mother stood in front of him in a pair of four-inch black stiletto pumps! He’d seen her in heels before—including what she wore for her date on Friday night—but never in anything like these. Her already amazing legs looked even more unbelievable as he ventured further north to the sight he’d only dreamed of.


But as uncharacteristic as her heels were, they paled in comparison to the rest of her outfit. Mom sported a black bikini! Her creamy thighs, toned legs, and cute tummy were all admirable traits, but then his lustful eyes reached her breasts. He thought that he’d experienced cleavage earlier courtesy of some of her v-neck shirt, but once again, he was wrong. Now, this was cleavage! Her big tits possessed the perk of girls his own age, and her cleavage resembled a swimsuit model on a tropical Caribbean beach. It was heaven.


But something had been on his mind for as long as he could remember. His busty mother was the proud owner of countless exquisite physical traits, and he was ready to treat himself to the entire package.


He raised his index finger in the air and rotated it slowly. “Can I get a spin?”


She rolled her eyes playfully before spinning for him, doing her best to not lose her balance in the process. Her heels were just so tall! And she was so anxious too! His dumbfounded expression didn’t help to settle her nerves after she completed her turn either.


Mom didn’t wear a thong, but her bikini bottoms didn’t exactly cover her entire butt either. Most of her backside was hidden behind the mixture of polyester and spandex fabric, but a faint hint of the bottom and sides of her ass remained uncovered. He couldn’t believe the lift that her ass had! How could her entire body be so perky?


He didn’t want to be greedy, but part of him desired nothing more than to watch his mother change into a bikini half the size of her current one. And if he was completely honest, then he wouldn’t mind no bikini at all. Just her sexy high heels would be preferred. The entire situation was so surreal.


He raised his index finger in the air again and signaled for her to spin once more, and she happily obliged his request.


“I’m running out of adjectives,” he smiled as she completed her turn and looked at him once more. “Amazing, unbelievable, spectacular, sensational.”


“Give me a break…” she giggled, rolling her eyes.


“I’m serious. You look like a model.”


Her giggle turned into full-blown guffaw. “A model?”


“Yeah, a model,” he confirmed firmly. “Listen, we need a pool.”


She shook her head with a snicker. “Will you stop?”


“I’m serious. That bikini needs to be commonplace in this house. Heels included. I say that we build an inground pool.”


“This is a one-time thing,” she reminded him. “It’s outrageous that I even wore it once”


“No, no, no, no, no,” he objected vehemently. “Completely disagree, Mom. Okay—” he suddenly stopped and peered his eyes sharply as an idea came to mind. “Can I make a request?”


“A request?”


“Yeah, just a quick request,” he nodded.


“Um…well, I guess it all depends on what you want.”


He pointed at the wall behind her. “Walk over there.”


She turned and trekked the few feet to the wall he’d directed her to. Of course, in her uncharacteristically sultry heels, those few feet felt like a mile.


“I want you to face the wall and press your chest up against it.”


“What?” she asked, confused. “Why?”


“Just do it. Press against the wall.”


She didn’t know what he had in mind, but she seriously regretted her inability to ever tell him no. What was he up to? Son or not, he was still an eighteen-year-old boy, and she had little doubt that he thought like one as well.


He couldn’t believe his luck after watching her follow his instructions. Mom was modeling a sexy bikini for him! “Put your palms flat against the wall.”


She did as told.


“Now, slide your hands as far up the wall as you possibly can,” he continued to direct his fantasy.


“Really?” she asked, her tone resembling a girl who was rather unamused. Jake couldn’t see with her back turned to him, but she wasn’t actually unamused. In fact, she loved every second of his attention.


“It’ll look amazing,” he told her. “Just slide your hands up along the wall really slowly.”


She played out his request, inching her hands along the white wall until she was fully stretched. She seriously acted promiscuously for her son? Really? She couldn’t explain why, but demanding his attention filled her heart with joy. His praise meant so much more to her than any other man.


And then without realizing it, she pushed her chest away from the wall and stuck her butt out toward him. Her right knee bent in the process to really strike a pose. She felt like a model for a sexy men’s magazine. She loved it! She also realized why she lusted for his approval the way she did. Guys like Dale were a dime a dozen, but Jake was a hunky young man with the attention of millions of eighteen-year-old cuties. But he spent his afternoon with her instead! It was such a compliment!


Jake’s response wasn’t expected, however. Honestly, it was the polar opposite of what she’d planned for. Complete and utter silence resonated from the bed behind her, and she needed to look back to solve the mystery.


And then she lost her mind.


“Oh my God, what are you doing!?” she shouted, covering her bikini top with her arms.


“Taking a few pictures,” he responded nonchalantly from the bed with his phone pointed at her. “Well, I was. Can you get back over there?”


“Are you out of your mind!?” she continued to berate him. “Pictures? You’re taking pictures!?”


He didn’t share his mother’s concerns. “Is that a problem?”


“A problem!? Jake, this is a one-time thing! I don’t want any proof that I ever wore this! It’s a huge problem!”


“It’s not like I’m going to post ‘em online or anything,” he said, dismissing her concerns with a wave of his hand. “I would never show them to anyone. You said that this was your fantasy, right? So, don’t you want to remember this occasion? Especially if it’s the only time you ever do it?”


She opened her mouth but was swiftly steamrolled by her son.


“What if you develop Alzheimer’s or something later in life? And someday when I’m talking to you, you look me in the eyes and say, ‘Jake, all I ever wanted to do was wear a bikini in high heels.’”


She looked on, legitimately unamused this time.


“And do you know what I would do?” he asked. “I would pull out my phone and show you the time that you wore a bikini in high heels, and then what if the photos knock something loose in your head? And then suddenly your Alzheimer’s disappears? Mom, these pictures could potentially save your life!”


“Change of plans for the fall,” she rolled her eyes, unable to hide her laugh. Her baby definitely had the gift of gab. “You’re going to law school.”


Jake smiled as he continued to admire her body. Suddenly, his look turned serious. “Oh, I got it! Okay, we shoot a video instead of pictures.”


Her eyebrows perked up.


“Now, what I’m thinking is we kind of get you bent over a bit. Then real slowly, we’ll have you reach for your left foot with both your hands to get you in a pose. I want your head as low as you can go before you flip your hair dramatically. We could put it in slow-motion! It’d look crazy!”


“Maybe we could get some oil too?” she asked sarcastically.


He was far too excited to decipher her satire. “Oil is an amazing idea! Okay, stay right there and I’ll go get—”


“I’m joking!” she cut him off. “Are you crazy? I’m not shooting a video!”


He ran his hand through his hair, more frustrated than ever before. “Mom, this is for you. I’m telling ya, you might end up regretting this someday.”


“I think I’ll live,” she told him, shaking her head. “But did those pictures turn out okay?”


“Okay?” he questioned. “Just okay? Incredible is more like it.”


“Can I see how they look?”


He held out his phone with a big smile. He watched her walk over to the bed and retrieve the device from his hand. As good as she looked from five feet away, his new up close and personal view was even better.


“Wow, these do look pretty good.”


“They certainly do…” he moaned faintly, treating himself to every dip and curve of her unbelievable body. “Really good…”


She tossed his phone onto his lap and made her way back to the bathroom. “Time for the next outfit.”


As desperate as he was for her next outfit, the sight of her strutting away in her tall heels crushed him. Why couldn’t he put her on a treadmill and sit in a chair behind her? At least he would have longer to stare in awe at her flawless backside. It almost didn’t seem fair. It was such a tease!


And with that, the bathroom door closed, and he became just another guy who would never see his mother in a bikini and high heels. Well, at least not in person.


He looked down at his phone to admire his pictures, but it didn’t take long before he found himself in a panic. “Wait a minute. What? No! Noooooooooo!”


Alice laughed loudly from behind the bathroom door. “That’s right. I deleted ‘em.”


“Why!? What the fuck, Mom!”


“Because I don’t want pictures of me dressed that way,” she told him. “Don’t bother checking the recently deleted folder either because I cleared that out.”


“Oh, come on, Mom!”


She smiled as she observed her reflection in the bathroom mirror. While she didn’t mind her appearance, she definitely didn’t see whatever her son saw in her. It wouldn’t be truthful to deny that she adored his positive feedback, though. In fact, it meant the world to her.


She knew what she was doing. Sure, prancing around in a bikini and heels had been a lifetime fantasy, but it wasn’t something that she necessarily had to do. It was Jake’s acclaim that made her want to be a bit naughty. Surprisingly, she was in the mood to be bad.


Maybe it would be fun to shoot a video? She obviously trusted that it would stay with Jake, but part of her enjoyed being a tease. It was the very reason why she’d deleted the pictures of herself, after all. In a strange way, she wanted to see how far he would push things.


“This is bullshit, Mom!” he yelled at the closed bathroom door from his seat on her bed. “You owe me!”


“I don’t owe you anything,” she laughed, changing into her next outfit.


“Yeah, you do!” he argued. “You know what? Keep the heels on for the rest of your outfits and I’ll forgive you.”


“They don’t go with my next outfit.”


He shook his head while he continued to scroll through his phone, desperately hoping that the pictures somehow saved to another folder. “Those heels go with everything! Just keep ‘em on!”


“Fine,” she huffed with a big grin on her face. She didn’t want him to know how much she loved modeling for him. “Close your eyes!”


He shut his eyes and waited anxiously. The amazing sound of high heels on the hardwood became audible again, perfectly reflecting how Mom almost always granted his every wish. More times than not, she was putty in his hands.


“Open ‘em.”


He smiled before he even opened his eyes. He couldn’t explain how, but he knew that her next outfit would leave him speechless, and she absolutely didn’t disappoint. He placed his hand on his cheek and simply shook his head.


“What?” she smiled, her face suddenly flushed.


He continued to gaze at the red satin nightie that she modeled for him. It may have been significantly less revealing than her new bikini, but he couldn’t mistake its immense sex appeal. Maybe it was the fact that it wasn’t outlandish or unrealistic? It was an actual nightie that she would wear to bed, and knowing that made it more sensual to him.


Slight hints of cleavage demanded his attention as thin spaghetti straps ran over her sexy shoulders. The hem of the gown settled at her mid-thighs. The nightwear was elegant, classy, and made her provocative high heels look even more out of place.


“What?” she asked shyly, smirking at her son who continued to shake his head.


“You’re just…really…just…” he struggled to find the words. He took a deep breath and collected himself. It was time to stop being disingenuous. “You know what? I’m not sugarcoating things any longer. You’re really fucking hot.”


Her jaw dropped. “Jacob!”


“No, you are, and you don’t have anyone in your life to tell you that, so I’m going to from now on.”


“You’re going to what?” she inquired, still stunned.


“I’m going to tell you how good you look,” he confirmed, confident as could be. “You don’t have a husband or a boyfriend to tell you how sexy you are, so I’m gonna.”


“Do you think that’s appropriate?”


“I don’t care,” he responded. “You deserve to hear it.”


Why couldn’t she act like a responsible mother? Any decent parent would reprimand their son for speaking to them in such a manner, but she was more concerned with hiding how smitten she felt. “Well, feel free to keep your comments to yourself. I’m your mother.”


“Can I get a spin?” he asked with a grin.


She spun, laughing at the overwhelmed expression on his face. “Will you cut it out? I get it. You’re trying to boost my confidence.”


“Feel free to wear this around the house whenever,” he told her, pointing at her nightie. “Heels too.”


She rolled her eyes and disappeared into the bathroom. Minutes later, she reemerged in her black yoga pants and comfortable white long-sleeve top from earlier, and she could safely say that she’d discovered her new favorite outfit. It was so cozy!


His eyes peer sharply, reflecting his confusion to a tee. “What’s this?”


“That’s it. Show’s over.”


“Show’s over?” he asked. But how? Even her heels were missing! “What about…you know?”


She stared at her son curiously.


“You know…” he grinned.


Her bewilderment doubled. “Um…I know what?”


“Come on, Mom…” he said, his grin growing larger.


“Do you want to tell me what’s on your mind?”


He seriously had to say it? “Where’s the final outfit?”


“That was my final outfit,” she told him.


Things didn’t add up for him. “Let’s look at the facts. We started with the yellow sundress, the unbelievable black cocktail dress, and then the yoga pants and white top that you’re currently wearing. Then you wore that light blue striped blouse, those skirts, the four pairs of jeans that you matched with the cute blouses and v-neck shirts, and then you had those two workout outfits for the gym. Finally, you revealed the bikini and nightie that you wore your amazing heels with.”


Alice stared at him—dumbfounded—not only because he remembered every outfit that she’d modeled for him, but because he recalled the exact order as well.


“So…” he said.


She looked on, confused.


“Mom…” he encouraged her to answer.


She held out her hands while she waited for some kind of hint.


“Really?” he asked. “We started with conservative dresses. I mean, they looked amazing, but they were pretty reserved. Things gradually became tighter, sexier, and showed more skin. And where did we end up? In a bikini and a satin nightie with heels. Don’t you see a pattern?”


She didn’t follow.


“Mom, everything kept getting sexier. So, what outfit would be the next?”


“I have no idea what you’re talking about, sweetheart,” she said.


“Lingerie,” he grinned.


She burst into laughter. “What!? Get out of here!”


“Are you telling me that there isn’t any lingerie in the bathroom?”


Her guffaw grew louder with every passing second. “No, there isn’t any lingerie in the bathroom!”


He struggled to understand the reason for her laughter. He’d never been more serious in his life. “I want to see some receipts.”


“Why in the world would I buy lingerie?”


“Why wouldn’t you?” he asked. “It’s next in line. Bikini, nightie, lingerie.”


“You’re such a guy,” she giggled. “You really are, you know that? Women don’t buy lingerie for themselves. We don’t even like it!”


“Yeah, you do!” he argued passionately.


“Oh my God, no, we don’t! Men buy lingerie because they want to see women in it, and women buy lingerie to impress men. And who am I trying to impress, Jake? My nonexistent husband or my fictional boyfriend?”




He gazed at her dresser, frustrated by the possibility of their fashion show indeed being over. He quickly turned back to lock eyes with her after an idea came to mind. “What time is the mall open until?”


“I don’t know? Why?”


He pulled out his phone and started navigating.


“Why, honey?” she asked again, puzzled from his silence.


His eyes lit up with excitement. “Seven o’clock! Awesome! Okay, let’s go.”


“Go where?” she questioned. “To the mall?”


He nodded.


“For what?”


“So I can buy you some lingerie,” he told her, hopping off the bed nonchalantly. “I’ll drive.”


“You’re not buying me lingerie!” she shouted. “Oh my God!”


He hadn’t planned for her to protest his offer. “Why not?”


“Why not?” she laughed, perplexed that she needed to explain her stance. “Is that a serious question?”


“You said that men buy lingerie because they want to see women in it, right?”


“Well…yeah,” she answered.


“So, I’m going to buy you some lingerie.”


“No, you aren’t,” she told him firmly.


“Yes, I am,” he countered. “It’s a gift.”


“Okay, you know what? Feel free to go to the mall and buy whatever you want, but I can guarantee that I’ll never wear it. It’ll just be a waste of your money.”


He huffed in frustration. Why couldn’t his mother see things his way? “This is disappointing, Mom. There’s more in the bathroom, isn’t there?”


“I told you that the nightie was the last outfit.”


“Outfit?” he asked, her choice of words causing his ears to perk up. “The nightie was the last outfit? What does that mean?”


“It was the last outfit,” she repeated.


“But is it the last thing? Like, is there more stuff in there? Perhaps items that don’t qualify as outfits?”


She grew bashful as she stared down at the floor.


“Mom, come on now. You know me. I can’t half-ass something. If you showed me ninety-five percent of your clothes, then I have to see the last five percent. I can’t just give up and walk away from a job that’s not finished.”


Her jaw dropped. “What!? You’re the biggest procrastinator I know!”


“No, I turned over a new leaf.”


“Starting when?” she asked.


“Forty seconds ago,” he smirked. “I have to see what else you have.”


“Jesus Christ…” she groaned while rolling her eyes. “They aren’t even outfits. It’s just a few undergarments.”


He liked the sound of that. “Undergarments? Like, underwear?”


“Yeah…”


He looked at her curiously. “What kind?”


“What kind of underwear did I buy?” she asked, chuckling in amazement. “You’ve certainly stopped being subtle, haven’t you?”


He waited for an answer.


She looked back down at the hardwood floor. She couldn’t believe what she was about to admit. “Like, a few thongs…and stuff.”


“You bought thongs!?” he yelled, almost jumping in excitement.


“Yeah, and there’s no way you’re seeing them!” she declared before he got any crazy ideas.


“Don’t you want my opinion on how they look?”


“Why would I need your opinion?” she inquired. “No one’s going to see me in them. Plus, they feel fine.”


“Wait a minute. Are you…” he grinned as all the pieces came together. Somehow, today kept getting better. “Are you wearing one right now?”


She let out a deep exhale of pure frustration. Did she subconsciously continue to let these things slip, or was she really a monumental dumbass? “Maybe…”


“I’d love to give you my opinion.”


“Show’s over,” she told him, pointing at her bedroom door. “Out.”


“Do you know what I was up to while you were out on your lavish shopping spree? I was slaving away at home cutting the grass. After I finished, I unloaded the dishwasher and folded the laundry, and do you want to know something? Sometimes, I don’t feel appreciated around here.”


She couldn’t believe what he’d just said. “Excuse me?”


“Yeah, you heard me,” he told her. “It’s like everything I do is taken for granted. Like it’s all expected from me.”


“I thank you all the time!”


“A thank you is a thank you, but what does it really mean?” he asked. “Actions speak louder than words, am I right?”


“Actions speak louder than words?”


“They most certainly do. So, you know, maybe a little non-verbal thank you is in order?”


“A non-verbal thank you?” she asked, her brow furrowed. “What does that even mean?”


“Well—”


“And you know that I appreciate everything you do around here,” she interjected.


“It doesn’t always feel like it to me.”


The situation turned extremely serious for her. This wasn’t a game. “Honey, cut the shit for a minute. I need to know that you’re being a smartass. I’m extremely grateful for everything you do, and every thank you I say is from the heart. You know that, right?”


A soft smile signaled the end of his sarcastic persona. “I know. I’m just busting your balls, Mom.”


“Good, because I don’t think I could function without you around here,” she admitted honestly after letting out a deep sigh of relief.


“So, back to my point,” he smirked. “Sure, I appreciate when you say thank you, but do you know what I would appreciate even more?”


She should’ve known better. Her son could be the most persistent person in the world when he wanted to be. “We’ve already gone way past the line. You can’t seriously think it’s appropriate to ask to see your mom’s butt.”


“I saw you in a bikini and a nightie,” he pointed out with an enamored smile. “Is a thong really all that different?”


“Boys see their mothers in bikinis and nighties all the time. They don’t see them in thongs, though.”


“Well, how many of them have a mom like you?” he asked. “Not many. Listen, I never ask for money or anything. I never bug you for stuff either, so how about just one time? Like, for five seconds?”


She hated what he did to her. He was her son! Not her boyfriend! But there was only one man in her life who truly loved her, and that guy appeared hellbent to take their relationship to unimaginable places after a rather inappropriate fashion show. It didn’t necessarily feel right to turn him down.


“Forget about how ridiculous all of this is for a second. Jake, I have a big, fat, out-of-shape ass. Why in the world would you want to see it?”


“You’re partially correct,” he told her. “You do have a big ass, but it’s not out-of-shape. It’s the perfect shape. It’s amazing. What did I tell you Friday night? You need to stop paying attention to those dumb magazines and disgusting anorexic models on TV. Guys don’t want that stuff. They want girls like you.”


“No, they want a skinny girl with big boobs,” she voiced.


“We already went over this the other day,” he reminded her. “That’s not what most guys actually like.”


She rolled her eyes.


“Alright, you know what? Real talk.”


“Real talk?” she laughed, placing her hands on her hips once again.


“Yeah, real talk. Here’s what I see when I look at you. A gorgeous brunette with a breathtaking smile.”


Her heart melted. How had she raised such an angel? Sweet, kind, caring, and even more thoughtful than she sometimes remembered. He truly was a sweetheart.


“With an amazing rack.”


A significantly less lovestruck expression washed across her face. It only took four words to remind her that she dealt with an eighteen-year-old boy. He may have been a gentleman most of the time, but he was still a guy at the end of the day.


“What?” he laughed. “I said real talk.”


“That might be a little too real,” she said.


He’d moved past any of his prior concerns. Now, he planned to bring joy to his incredible mother’s life. “Nope, no more. I’m being honest from now on. I see a pretty, busty, gorgeous brunette with a curvy figure and amazing hips.”


“Amazing hips?” she chuckled. “Jesus, my hips are even bigger than my butt!”


“I love hips like yours. And if all of your other phenomenal traits aren’t enough, then we get to your incredible butt. I mean, your ass could heal racial tension, stop world wars, and unify religions.”


She rolled her eyes again.


“You know, sometimes it’s distracting living here,” he continued. “I’ll sit at the kitchen table to do my homework, and then you’ll start cooking at the stove or something.”


“What?”


He nodded from several feet away. “Yeah, how am I supposed to concentrate on my math homework? There I am, trying to multiply and divide rational expressions, but I have a perfect ten distracting me the entire time. It’s torture!”


She opened her mouth but was immediately cut off by her son.


“Listen, Mom, I’m not an idiot. Women love attention and they love showing off. There’s a reason why social media is like porn to girls. Part of you has to love showing yourself off, even if for some bizarre reason you seem to lack confidence in your body. Coming out here in a swimsuit and heels wasn’t hot to you? It was crazy! You had to love flaunting your body like that, and part of me—maybe a little selfishly—doesn’t see why I can’t be the guy who’s here to receive it. You get to feel good about yourself, I love it, and everyone’s happy. It’s a win-win!”


“I did like how I felt in some of those outfits,” she confessed in a moment of complete honesty. “And yeah, I do like your reactions…and approval…I guess. I don’t know. All I’m saying is that a bikini and heels is crazy enough, but a thong seems super extreme.”


“It’s not like you’re naked or anything.”


“I’m not far from it,” she argued. “Listen, I could show you…like…the very top of it.”


He struggled to hide his disappointment. “The top of a thong isn’t really that indistinguishable from underwear. How about halfway?”


“Halfway down my butt?”


He nodded.


“I don’t think so,” she told him.


He huffed.


Here we go again. Why did she feel so devastated when she rejected his absurd request? Hunk or not, Jake was her son! And she was his mother! It was time for both of them to start acting like it!


But she lived to make him happy. “I’ll go a couple inches down. Take it or leave it.”


“I’ll take it,” he replied instantly. “Okay, now, I’m thinking that we—”


“Quiet,” she interrupted, causing him to immediately stop talking. “Go sit on the bed.”


He hurried to retake his seat on her bed. He couldn’t believe it. They were seriously about to do this? Somehow, he’d actually talked his way into seeing Mom’s big ass!


He watched his mother turn her back to him and move both of her hands to the top of her yoga pants.


“Wait!” he shouted.


“What now!?” Alice complained as she turned her head to look back at him. “It’s always something!”


He refused to allow anything to ruin his good fortune. “My concern is with your shirt. It might block my view because of how long it is. Mom, we can’t have that happen. So, maybe you can change into a different top or something?”


She grabbed the bottom of her long-sleeve shirt, wrapped it around two of her fingers, and tied it off into a knot—just above her belly button.


“Or that,” he smiled, more lovestruck than ever. How sexy was his mother? “That definitely works. You always have the answers, you know that?”


She shook her head before facing forward again with her back to him. She still couldn’t believe what she was about to do as her hands found the top of her pants. “Ready?”


“I’ve never been more ready,” he replied, bracing himself for the greatest moment of his life.


Her son was most likely under the impression that she’d purchased a few reserved thongs that resembled underwear, but Alice had felt particularly confident during her many hours shopping earlier. She could credit her sky-high self-esteem to Jake’s praise over the past few days, couldn’t she? So, while she may have decided to take the more conservative approach if she’d shopped last week, her newfound pride fueled her decision to purchase three g-strings, and her baby was in for one hell of a surprise as a result.


Jake watched as the first inch of her black yoga pants swiftly gave way to the top of a black thong that ran horizontal along her lower waist. His eyes locked on the center of her backside, eager for the moment when the thin vertical material would appear. What if Mom didn’t reveal enough, though? What if he wasn’t treated to a healthy dose of the very ass that had teased him since puberty? What if he never found himself in a similar situation again?


Something was off, however. Something different from what he’d expected grabbed his attention, and as her pants dropped another inch, he came to the realization that his mother had bought a different kind of thong altogether. There was no distinct underwear style, no wide fabric that eventually narrowed, or no special thongs for older women. Nope, a thin vertical strip of fabric was all that covered her.


And as her pants dropped yet another inch, his hands gripped the bedspread and squeezed.


Alice said a couple of inches. Such a promise was ridiculous enough, after all. However, she found herself caught up in the moment as the energy in her bedroom continued to build. Jake was right. Just like all women, she loved the praise of a man.


It’d been so long since a guy fawned over her body—especially in person—that she forgot all about the rush that accompanied masculine approval. Had her son exaggerated his opinion of her? Maybe? But was he enamored with her body? It sure seemed like it, and his lust drove her absolutely insane.


Knowing that she could make him lose his mind by wearing something as simple as a nightie made her feel desired, lusted after, and wanted. Something was different about her current situation, though. She wasn’t craved by a dud like Dale. A handsome, funny, charming eighteen-year-old hunk viewed her like a goddess, and every part of the woman in her wanted nothing more than to pull her yoga pants all the way down.


But knew better than to make that mistake. Teasing him would leave him wanting more. In a way, the chase was more fun than the actual prize, and she enjoyed being a young stud’s prey for the first time in decades. Plus, it wasn’t like either of them would ever reach the prize together, but she didn’t see the harm in a little innocent flirting.


Jake watched the thin black material disappear between Mom’s plump ass cheeks. Each additional inch cemented that he currently experienced the pinnacle of his life, and every passing second exposed even more of her unbelievable butt. And he’d yet to see half of it! Her g-string was completely swallowed by her big, creamy, perky backside, and he thought long and hard about what would happen to their relationship if he walked behind her and bent her over. Why couldn’t he show her things that guys like Dale could only dream of? Why couldn’t he prove his love? He just wanted to make Mom his!


Suddenly, everything turned dark. Her big ass was replaced by a black horror as she pulled her yoga pants back up.


Alice couldn’t help but laugh to herself when she turned around. Her son appeared on the verge of tears. “Alrighty, kiddo. Show’s over.”


“But—”


“No!” she cut him off before he had a chance to convince her otherwise. She pointed at her bedroom door. “No more negotiating or bargaining. We went way too far to begin with. So, out.”


“What’s it going to take to get you out of those yoga pants?”


“What’s it going to take to get me out of my yoga pants?” she laughed. “Are you a car salesman now?”


“Mom, it’s just—”


“Jesus, it’s like I’m a piece of meat or something,” she cut him off.


His demeanor immediately turned serious. “Excuse me?”


“Enough, alright?” she told him. “I get it. You like making me feel good about myself, but enough already.”


“A piece of meat?” he asked, offended and flabbergasted. “A piece of meat!?”


“Honey, it’s just on and on and on.”


“You think that I see you as a piece of meat? Are you serious?” he asked.


“No, I—”


“I love you more than anyone on the planet,” he said, interrupting her. “More than everyone in the world combined. I couldn’t even enjoy myself at Mike’s house on Friday night because I was worried about you being out on a date with a guy I didn’t even know. What if he was a pervert, or a creep, or wanted to take advantage of you? I wouldn’t be there to protect you. Mom, that terrified me.”


“Baby, I—”


“It crushes me to be accused of objectifying you,” he interjected once more. “I love everything about you. Your looks don’t even come close to who you are as a person. You’re the most special woman in the world. A piece of meat? I would never look at you that way.”


“Please, just let me—”


He didn’t allow her an opportunity to explain herself. Instead, he cut her off yet again. “I can’t believe this. I need some time to think.”


She hurried after him as he made his way to her bedroom door, and she successfully managed to grab his arm before he escaped from her presence. She spun him around and held him in place by two handfuls of his tank top. She refused to allow him to leave without speaking her mind.


“Baby, I know that you don’t look at me like that,” she said. “I don’t know why I said that. I’m sorry.”


“What kind of person do you think I am?” he asked. “Some chauvinist asshole? I love you more than you’ll ever understand. I can’t believe you said that to me.”


“Baby, please, I didn’t mean it! I’m sorry!” she begged, gazing up into his eyes.


He pondered her apology before finally speaking up. “Well, I mean…I guess I could forgive you if you showed me the rest of your thong…”


“Oh, I knew that you were full of shit!” she laughed, pushing him out into the hallway. “Oh my God!”


He didn’t believe her for a second. “No, you didn’t! I totally had you. That was some Academy Award caliber acting.”


“I was just playing along, dumbass! I knew that you were full of it!”


“You’re such a liar,” he said with a smile. “I totally had you! Now, if you really do want to say sorry…”


She started to close her door before pausing midway. She made sure to leave enough space to maintain eye contact with him. “Dinner’s going to be late tonight. I’m going to light a few candles, play some relaxing music, and pour some bubbles into my steaming hot bath.”


She shut her door with a big grin—much to Jake’s chagrin. How wild was the last hour of her life? Could she even look at Jake as her son any longer? He saw her in a bikini and high heels, for God’s sake! And she’d flashed part of her thong too! She’d never acted so promiscuous before!


She strutted into her bathroom with an unfamiliar confident bounce in her step. Yes, Jake would always be her son, but he was more than that now. Dale couldn’t bring excitement into her life, guys who her friends attempted to set her up with lacked a certain flair, and the younger guys from dating apps didn’t truly care about her. She only had one guy in her world who viewed her as the woman she wanted to be, and he just so happened to be her own flesh and blood.


Alice knew how wrong it was. She was aware enough to recognize the error of her ways. The hunk in the hallway shouldn’t be the star of the show as she hustled back into her bedroom to collect her vibrator, but she had little doubt that he would once she returned to the bathroom to draw a bath. The rest of the male population couldn’t compete with his handsome face, sexy body, and especially the way that he loved her, but she knew that their undeniable sexual energy needed to be contained to dreams and fantasies. She couldn’t actually act on her desires, could she?





Chapter 6 — Date Night








Friday.





Alice arrived home at five o’clock to find a note on the kitchen counter.


Mom,


I’m at the gym.


I made us dinner reservations for 7 PM. You’ll get to see what a real date looks like.


Wear the cocktail dress and heels from Sunday. Be ready to leave at 6:30.


- Jake


She heard her son jump into the shower after he arrived home at quarter past six, and she smiled at his perfect timing as she put the finishing touches on her makeup in her bathroom. She made sure to be ready on time for her baby. It wasn’t the end of the world to run a little behind for a guy like Dale, but it was a different story when it came to her son. She would never make him wait!




She made her way downstairs and awaited his arrival.


“Oh my God, baby,” she smiled at the sight of him entering the family room ten minutes later. He was dressed in a pair of sharp black dress shoes, black dress pants, a black belt, and a baby blue dress shirt with the sleeves rolled halfway up his arms.


“I clean up pretty well, huh?” he asked sarcastically.


She nodded as she approached him in his requested dress and tall heels. “You certainly do. So, where are we going?”


“I felt bad about your date Friday night. From you not liking the guy, to him not acting like a gentleman, to being bored out of your mind. You deserve a real date. So, I booked reservations at a nice steakhouse.”


Had she raised the greatest son in the world or what? “Really?”


“Yep,” he answered. “Ready to go?”


She nodded and followed him to the front door, where he opened it for her and held his arm out. She smiled and stepped down onto the path that led to the driveway. How many women would trade places with her right now? She felt like the luckiest girl in the world!


Jake locked the door behind him and whistled as he noticed his mother attempt to open the passenger-side door of his car. Her head instantly bolted in his direction.


“Really?” she asked, watching him stroll down the driveway and use his keyless entry remote to unlock the door.


“Yeah, really,” he said, opening the door for her. “This is how things are going to work tonight. Got it?”


“Got it,” she smiled before sliding into her seat.





Ninety Minutes Later.





Alice stepped inside their house—happy as could be—after allowing Jake to open the front door for her. The entire night operated in similar fashion. Doors were opened, chairs were pulled out, she almost drowned in compliments, and there wasn’t one minute of awkwardness between the two. Should there have been? Maybe? It wasn’t exactly normal for a son to take his mother on a date night at an expensive steakhouse, but she honestly couldn’t remember a more enjoyable evening in her life. Don’t even get her started on his refusal to allow her to pay either! He was such a gentleman!


“You need to let me give you some money,” she told him, her heels crackling on the hardwood floor in the entranceway.


He shut and locked the front door behind him. “Nope, I took you out, so I pay. That’s how it works in my world. If I invite a girl out, then I pay. If we’re dating, then we split it. I would never expect a girl to pick up half the check if I invite her out.”


“Well, I very much appreciate your generosity. Tonight was amazing.”


He nodded in agreement while leading her into the family room. “Now, I remember you telling me that Dale invited you out for drinks. Unfortunately, I can’t do the same, so I was thinking that maybe we stay in for drinks?”


Her eyebrows hastily perked up. “Drinks?”


“How about a little wine?” he offered with a grin.


“Actually, yeah, I could go for some wine.”


Surprise replaced his formerly smooth expression. “Really?”


“Sure, wine sounds great.”


“Awesome,” he smiled. “Take a seat and I’ll go pour us a couple glasses.”


He soon returned with two glasses in hand, each half full of red wine. He gave one to his mother and sat next to her on the sofa. She rested against the arm of the couch with her legs curled on the cushion, and her sexy heels unfortunately occupied a spot on the floor below.


“Make sure that your parents don’t find out you’re drinking,” she giggled jokingly.


He smiled before taking a sip of his drink. “We should do this more often. You know, go out to dinner. It’s fun. I like taking you out.”


“I’m going to pay you back,” she told him, setting her glass down on the coffee table in front of them. “I’ll buy you something, or take you out, or whatever. Sweetheart, I can’t let you pay for me.”


“Why not? I like it.”


“Because I’m your Mom, not your girlfriend,” she reminded him.


“Think of me as your date then. Instead of that awful date with Dale last week, pretend that you had a great time with a younger guy instead.”


His words definitely caught her attention. “I went out on a date with a younger guy?”


“What?” he laughed. “Not literally, but—”


“And how do your dates usually end up?” she interrupted, eager to hear his thoughts. “I know that your generation probably messes around in the car on the ride home from dinner.”


“Why do you always say that?”


“Say what?” she asked


“That all we do is have sex? Are you telling me that your generation didn’t meet people at bars and places like that when you guys were younger? Mom, most of us don’t bang each other right away.”


She rolled her eyes. “That’s not what I hear.”


“From who?”


“A few of the younger girls I work with use Tinder, and let’s just say that some of their stories are a bit crazy,” she said, reflecting on the countless number of entertaining recaps that she’d been privy to during her lunch breaks over the years.


He couldn’t help but laugh. “Believe me, they’re rarities. Promiscuous girls have existed forever. They’re no different than they were seventy years ago. I don’t know one guy who’s messing around with a bunch of girls. That stuff happens in the movies, not real life.”


“But what if you had the chance? Let’s say that you got something to eat with a girl, you guys had a great time together, and then she invited you back to her place. Maybe for some wine or something?”


“I don’t know,” Jake groaned, pondering such a situation. “I mean, if she’s messing around with me right away, then how many other guys has she done that with too?”


“She doesn’t see a lot of guys. In fact, she’s been abstinent for quite a while.”


He sent a curious look his mother’s way. “How would I know that?”


“You just do,” she answered.


“And we really hit it off?”


“Big time,” she verified with a smile.


“I don’t see why not if I was into her. I’m definitely using protection, though. I’m probably the fifth guy that week.”


“Believe me, you’re not,” she said, shaking her head.


He helped himself to a long swig of his wine. “You don’t know that. Listen, hookup culture is way overblown by the media, but there are definitely chicks out there banging different dudes every week, and no girl is worth a disease. At least not to me.”


She reached out to retrieve her glass before taking a sip. “You know, you’re so sharp and smart, but sometimes you’re unbelievably oblivious.”


He didn’t follow “Huh?”


“Yeah, sometimes you’re a bit of a dumbass.”


“A dumbass?” he laughed. “How am I a dumbass?”


She gazed into her son’s eyes. “You went out on a date with a girl, had a great time, and went back to her place for wine.”


He continued to stare at her blankly.


“You found out that she’s been lonely for quite some time and isn’t looking for different guys. She’s only interested in one.”


“Again, how would I know any of this?” he questioned. “Don’t get me wrong, it’d be fantastic to be able to read women like that, but it’s not possible.”


She took a deep breath, unable to comprehend how her savvy son could be so unaware. “Oh my God. Okay, you went out to dinner—maybe a steakhouse—and hit it off with a girl.”


His eyes squinted, confused.


“And you’re drinking wine back at her place. Probably on her sofa.”


It suddenly clicked for him. “Oh…”


“Did you fall and hit your head on your way to the kitchen?” she chuckled, rolling her eyes after taking another swig of her wine. “Jesus, sweetheart.”


“I didn’t realize you were talking about us,” he said, shaking his head at how stupid he must’ve seemed. “Um, I mean, if we went out and weren’t related or anything…then yeah, I’d be all over you.”


“All over me?”


He knew that he should lie, but he simply couldn’t be anything other than honest when Mom asked him such a question. “Are you serious? Yeah, I’d be all over you.”


She was in the mood for details. “Like how?”


“Come on, Mom,” he groaned, not willing to go there. He may have been honest, but he wasn’t crazy.


“What?” she said with a smirk. “How is that different from wanting to see my butt? You weren’t so subtle on Sunday.”


“I crossed the line on Sunday and I apologize for that. I said and did some things that were extremely inappropriate. I’ve been wanting to apologize but I wasn’t sure how to bring it up, but now seems like as good of a time as any.”


“You have nothing to apologize for.”


“Yeah, I do,” he disagreed. “I shouldn’t have gawked at you like that. You’re right about what you said. You’re my mom, not my girlfriend.”


“But what if I liked it?”


His throat abruptly grew dry. His heart stopped and his head spun. He couldn’t have just heard what he thought he did. “What if you liked it?”


“Yeah, what if I liked it?” she repeated.


“Well, um…I mean, I—”


“What if I like getting attention from you?” she cut off his hesitation. “What if I enjoy when you tell me how great you think I look? What if I love listening to you compare me to other women, only to tell me how much sexier you find me? Is that so bad?”


“Mom—”


“I don’t have a husband and you don’t have a dad,” she plowed over his attempt to talk some sense into her. “He left a long time ago and he isn’t coming back. Jake, something changed a few years ago. Suddenly, I started to see you differently. You were always the most important person in my life and I couldn’t get enough of you, but watching you grow into a man altered how I saw you. If something breaks, you fix it. If I can’t figure something out, you solve it. Yardwork, fixing leaks, checking the oil in my car. You just started doing all the manly things. In a way, you stopped being my son, and started acting like my husband.”


He had no idea what to say.


She took a long gulp of wine before setting her glass back down on the table and looking into her son’s unusually timid eyes. “I don’t know if I’m bad with men, or if my lack of success has been some kind of subconscious self-sabotage because deep down, I think that I already have a man. God, I must sound so pathetic right now. I’m sure that you don’t want to spend your night listening to some old woman make an ass out of herself.”


“That’s nonsense,” he said firmly, eager to correct her outlandish proclamation. “You’re not old and I’m sick of hearing that. You’re smart, beautiful, and quite frankly, you’re a knockout.”


She glanced down at the sofa gingerly with a smile.


“And you will never, ever, ever be alone as long as I’m alive,” he promised. “Do you understand that?”


“Jake—”


“It’s a yes or no question. Tell me that you understand,” he demanded, his tone suddenly confident.


“You don’t know what the future holds. No one does.”


He gazed lovingly into his mother’s eyes. “I’ll never move away from you, bail on you, or leave you by yourself. You better realize that. I’ll always be here for you. Always! I won’t be like Dad and move across the country. I would never abandon you.”


Despite his guarantee, she couldn’t deny the sense of dread that had lingered inside of her for years. What would she do when her angel eventually found a woman and started his own life? She would be an afterthought—the same way that her ex-husband treated her after he’d found a different woman. It would be her divorce all over again, but this time, with a million times more pain and loneliness.


Jake couldn’t listen to another minute of her negativity. Eighteen years of societal pressure told him to never confess his feelings, but tonight was about change. It was about finally taking what he knew was rightfully his. He’d admitted to his lust Sunday in her bedroom, took Mom out on a long overdue date tonight, and now decided to act on what he wanted more than life itself.


He leaned in, placed both of his hands on the sides of her face, and passionately kissed her. Her lips were so soft. Her taste was so sweet. His spectacular mom continued to impress him at every turn, and the electricity buzzing through his body reaffirmed that he’d found his dream girl.


He opened his eyes to be met by his stunned mother after he regretfully broke off their embrace to gauge her reaction.


“Wha-wha-what are you-you doing,” she stammered, flabbergasted. “Oh my God, honey, what—”


He kissed her again before she could complete her question. This time, her lips parted slightly and his tongue slipped inside her mouth. It was a sense of heaven that he needed in his life on a daily basis, but his state of bliss ended before he could fully appreciate it.


“We can’t do this!” she yelled, pushing him away in a moment of panic.


A pair of jumper cables may as well have been hooked directly to his heart. He’d never felt more alive in his life. His body buzzed and his skin tingled as he gazed at the stunning brunette seated next to him.


“Why not?” he asked.


“I-I-I don’t know why I told you all of that stuff earlier!” she panicked. “And what we did Sunday was wrong too! I’m-I’m-I’m so sorry! I’m your mom! This is wrong!”


“You said that you liked me gawking at you two minutes ago. Literally two minutes ago.”


She shook her head repeatedly, deeply regretting her decisions over the past week. “I don’t know. Maybe my fantasies made me say those things? Or perhaps that’s why I wore those outfits for you? I know for sure that we can’t do this, though. Oh my God, I wore a bikini and high heels in front of you!”


“And you looked unbelievable.”


“Stop saying that!” she shouted. “Stop complimenting me! It’s making me do stupid things!”


Despite his unprecedented level of sexual lust, priority number one involved Mom’s happiness. If she demanded that he stop praising her, then he would do exactly that. And if she didn’t want to be kissed, then he wouldn’t seek her physical affection either. He couldn’t jeopardize her happiness.


“Fine, I’ll stop,” he told her. “I never want to make you uncomfortable. Just know that I love you, I haven’t exaggerated a single thing I’ve said over the past week, and I would do anything to make you happy.”


Alice sat in silence with only her thoughts. She knew better than to even consider what was on her mind. Jake was her son! Yes, he was handsome and extremely masculine, but he was still her son. It was wrong!


But what if she allowed herself a pass for just one night? It’d been three excruciatingly long years since she’d last been intimate, and she owned the unfortunate honor of closing in on a decade without great sex. She didn’t own a crystal ball. She didn’t have a way to know if her son was any good in bed, what remained hidden underneath his sharp dress pants, or if tonight would qualify as the biggest mistake of her life. The one thing she did know was that she adored him, and love could offset plenty of potential negatives that would arise from an intimate relationship.


Her ex-husband was incredibly selfish in bed—despite his rather impressive manhood—but her love for him negated his narcissistic attitude. It wasn’t until everything unraveled in their marriage when she realized how greedy he’d been between the sheets. He’d never even gone down on her! Ever!


She’d spent over ten years missing out on all the great sex happening around her! And she lived under the same roof as a muscly hunk! The girls at work definitely didn’t mess around with guys of Jake’s caliber. How could they? How many guys were on her son’s level? Maybe only a handful?


Where would she find a guy who loved and respected her the way her son did? Where would she meet a man who adored more than just her body? And how many guys would respect her wishes like Jake just had? Her dream guy sat on the sofa with her whether she admitted it or not. She couldn’t possibly do better than the stud who reached for his glass of wine, so she decided to finally stop fighting herself.


“Promise me that this won’t change anything.”


His hand froze just inches from his glass. “What?”


“Promise me that this won’t change anything,” she repeated.


“What won’t change anything?” he asked.


“Just say that you promise,” she pleaded, struggling to control her emotions. “Please.”


He didn’t know she wanted him to agree to, but if Mom desired something, then he would give it to her. “I promise.”


Alice lunged at her son.


His back slammed against the sofa cushions. Suddenly, he found himself flat on his back on his favorite piece of furniture, but there wasn’t a basketball game on TV this time. Instead, Mom’s unexpected decision to attack him resulted in his new position, but even a fourth quarter tie in an action-packed game couldn’t distract him. Now, he had his favorite girl in the world all to himself.


Every ounce of his mother pressed down on him as they swapped fluids like animals in heat. Hands wandered everywhere, passionate moans escaped from both of their mouths while they made up for years of sexual tension, and his rapidly-growing cock pressed against her thigh while he grabbed a handful of her plump ass. He sure as hell had never watched a basketball game this good.


Suddenly, her weight shifted to his groin as her lips broke away from his. He grew giddy from the way that she sat on his lap like his girlfriend. Her knees rested to the sides of his legs, and her perfect backside suffocated his hardening cock. Her body was motionless with the one exception being her hands, and her fingers certainly seemed to be on a serious mission.


“This stupid button is stuck,” she muttered under her breath, frustrated. “Come on!”


This seriously happened. Mom’s fingers attempted to undo the top button on his dress shirt! Years of fantasies came to fruition in a moment of complete insanity, and he couldn’t believe that the world’s most perfect woman was angry because she couldn’t get his shirt off fast enough!


“Let me do it.”


She immediately pulled her hands back at the sound of his voice. It would be much easier for him to undo the pesky button which gave her shaky hands so much trouble. God, she could barely control herself! She wanted his mouth, she lusted for his body, and she desperately needed the big thing trapped under her butt. He belonged to her!


Mom looked like a little girl waiting for her father to reveal her birthday presents. Could he drag the moment out a little longer? Her look of lust was indescribable, and he felt like a rock star being worshipped by his biggest groupie. And he definitely saw that too! Mom just licked her lips!


He refused to prolong the intensity for another second. He slipped the top button out of the hole and moved down to the next. Her butt wiggled more noticeably against his groin each time an additional inch of his chest became exposed to the cool family room air, and his eager fingers moved in a blur after he watched her bite her lower lip. He needed her so badly!


Her son’s hands couldn’t possibly move fast enough. She wanted to rip his shirt off! Everything that she yearned for was so close. Her drool turned her mouth into a swimming pool as the last button escaped from its home. She’d never salivated over something this way, but she’d never loved someone as much as her baby either.


She reached down and roughly separated the halves of his shirt—finally revealing the midsection that her eyes were so desperate to see—and she definitely wasn’t disappointed.


Her look of admiration didn’t last long, however. Moments later, she slid down to allow herself to lie on him. Her tongue met his midsection, officially signaling the first step in her long journey of worship. His sexy stomach would have a glisten to it when she was done with him. She’d never been with a guy who even remotely resembled her son’s physique, and she didn’t plan to waste her opportunity to familiarize herself with every masculine inch of him.


He gazed up at the white ceiling with a smile. Mom’s wet tongue slipped and slid all over his stomach, only briefly pausing to allow her lips to plant kisses on his abs. Her long brunette locks tickled his skin but he wasn’t crazy enough to push them away. No, he invited every part of her on his body.




“This body drives me insane,” she purred, showering his midsection in affection.


She worked her way down to his defined Adonis belt—which poked out from his pants—and covered it in kisses as well. Somewhere along the line, she’d turned into a lustful high school girl instead of a responsible forty-year-old single mother, but she didn’t particularly care at the moment. For the first time in her life, she had a hunky stud all to herself.


“How many girls would kill to be me right now?”


He looked down at his mom with a grin. She was talking dirty now? Somehow, she continued to blow away his expectations.


“Maybe a few,” he answered. “There’s like four billion guys who want to be me, though.”


She smiled before running her tongue along the length of his shredded midsection again. “And how many of the moms who watch you play football and basketball want you too?”


Her latest remark caught him off guard. She was really getting dirty now.


“Jealous that their husbands aren’t anything like you,” she went on, his stomach now a shiny mess courtesy of her mouth. “And what keeps poking me down here?”


They exchanged grins before she pulled back to get her an up close and personal view of the throbbing erection trapped under his pants. The head of his cock had poked her throughout the entirety of her time worshiping his abs. She had one last kiss in store, and she had little doubt that it would make someone a very happy guy.


She dropped her voice to an innocent whimper. “I think that he wants a kiss too.”


He wasn’t sure if he would survive more than a few kisses before exploding. This was his mother? Dirty and perverted? She was perfect!


He watched her lower her lips to his groin and plant a big kiss on the head of his dick. Sure, a pair of pants and boxer shorts prevented his manhood from feeling her wet, seductive, pouty lips, but he could still feel her. Her mouth was just as magical as every other magnificent inch of her.


She giggled at the faint hint of lipstick on his black pants. “I got you a little messy.”


He couldn’t take it any longer. “Stand up.”


“I’m not done though…” she whined.


“I don’t care. Stand up.”


She reluctantly slid off his body and moved to her feet, but not before allowing her fingers to explore his chiseled midsection one last time. Suddenly, Jake sat up straight and spun her around after his hands locked onto her hips. Her back now faced him and it didn’t take long to discover what he was up to.


He unzipped the back of her dress, exposing the black bra that she wore under her gown. His fingers delicately explored the terrain of her toned back. He needed to soak up every minute that she spent in the gym. Mom would finally realize how much he appreciated her flawless body after he got through with her, and he planned to treat himself to some fun in the process.


His strong hands moved to her shoulders and she pulled her arms in instinctively, allowing him to lower the straps of her cocktail dress. She was helpless around him. Every soft graze against her skin made her feel alive. Every warm embrace reinforced his love. She was a queen in his eyes, and she wouldn’t dream of curtailing his affection.


And then it happened. Her straps fell from her shoulders, exposing all of her back to his hungry eyes before a pair of warm lips pressed against her kidneys.


“That feels so good, baby,” she moaned, savoring his decision to return the favor. No one had ever kissed her like this before!


The bottom half of her dress was all that covered her most prized possession from his hands and mouth. A lifetime of staring at her amazing ass would finally be realized. He didn’t have to wonder what she looked like any longer, because he would know in a matter of moments.


He inched her dress down at a snail’s pace. The revelation that she wore a thong put a big smile on his face, and catching the first glimpse of that tiny black strand of fabric caused his cock to twitch. And it quickly disappeared between her fat ass cheeks as he continued to lower her dress!


It was never-ending. Her big, creamy, perky butt went on forever. One firm tug would unveil the crown jewel. His days of curiosity would officially be over with something as simple as a yank. His boyhood would be left in the past, and he would take his first step in the shoes of a real man.


He pulled her dress down and his jaw immediately dropped to the floor. “Oh…my…God…”


Alice felt like royalty. How many women her age could make a young hunk gasp by simply wearing a thong? Probably not many, and she loved being in such an exclusive group. It made her feel so young!


He held her dress tightly in his hands and positioned it under the curve of her plump butt. He knew how outrageous his idea was. She was still his mom, after all! But he just didn’t care. Mom owned a body that deserved to be worshiped, and he had the privilege of being the only guy capable of winning her heart. They belonged together.


He bounced her fat ass with a little help from her beautiful black cocktail dress. Years of fantasies came to fruition while he admired the way that it jiggled mere inches from his enamored eyes. Why had he waited so long? This should’ve been his life for years! Mom never would’ve wasted her time with guys like Dale if she had a man at home who couldn’t wait to satisfy her, and he wouldn’t even entertain the idea of her going on a date with a man other than him in the future. She was his now.


“Having fun back there?” Mom giggled while he continued to play with her big backside.


Was he having fun? No, he was having the time of his life, but using her dress as an aid lacked the personal touch that he so desperately sought. It was time to turn things up a notch.


“Sweetheart!” Alice exclaimed, surprised by how aggressively her son kissed her bare butt.


It didn’t take long for her to become adjusted to her newfound heaven. Kisses covered her backside, two big hands bounced and squeezed her plump butt, and she promptly discovered exactly how her baby thought of her by the way he dragged his tongue along her ass. He truly made her feel like one of the girls on the posters in his bedroom.


He bounced her left ass cheek in his hand before giving it a firm crack. The loud echo that rang throughout the room caused him to spank her again, and her whimper filled his soul with lust. It took eighteen long years to make his mother moan, and he enjoyed every glorious second of her pleasure.


“You’re so fuckin’ hot,” he grunted, smacking her ass yet again. Her creamy cheek possessed a slight redness thanks to his hand. “God, you drive me crazy.”


Alice knew better. She was a mother. It was her duty to bring her baby happiness, not torture. Yet, for some inexplicable reason that she couldn’t explain, she was in the mood to tease.


She slithered out of his hold.


“Where are you going?” he asked.


She could only laugh. It took one step for him to frantically inquire about her decision. One step! Twelve inches apart was far too many in her son’s eyes, and she couldn’t get enough of the way he cherished her.


Tonight was about more than just lust though. It was about memories, fantasies, and moments that her son would never experience with girls his age—or any age—for that matter. It was an opportunity to embrace her wild side that she would never show to guys like Dale. It was a chance to truly be herself.


Jake died. The incredible view of watching his mother walk away in only a black thong and bra didn’t accurately reflect his misery. Where was she going!? He needed three more hours to play with her big ass, and he never even got a chance to get her bra off!


Did she want him to follow her? Was that the game they played? His head spun as he contemplated his next move. While he didn’t want to do something that turned her off, he also needed to behave like the man that she needed. Grown women don’t get dressed up to go on fancy dates with boys. They only act that way for real men, and he had to remind Mom that he could handle her.


The sound of footsteps solved his dilemma. Mom’s return freed him from the difficulties of making a decision, but what she held in her hands surprisingly caused his confusion to grow. He’d never expected this.


Alice placed a wooden chair ten feet in front of her son.


She made her way back to the sofa, doing a poor job of concealing her grin as a result of the way that Jake’s eyes never left her. How would he feel about her after she unveiled her plan? Would he scream? Or maybe he would ask her to marry him? She would put her money on the latter based on the manner in which he stared at her. He really did love her body!


Tense silence replaced their moans and aggressive smacks from earlier as she stepped into her high heels. His masculine stare multiplied tenfold from her four-inch lift, and his deep grunt after she strutted back to her chair confirmed how nasty she desired to be for him. Her perfect angel wouldn’t be able to control herself once she set the wheels in motion.


With her back turned to him, she placed both of her hands on the top of the chair, arched her back, secured her hold, and did the one thing that she never would’ve deemed possible only a week earlier.


She shook her ass.


Jake’s mouth hung open while he sat on the sofa like a deer in the headlights. What had he done to deserve this? Somehow, an inappropriate fashion show had led to an awesome dinner at an expensive steakhouse, but he’d never planned for an end result like the one he watched. Mom was twerking for him! And in high heels! His own fuckin’ mother!


A million different thoughts occupied his mind as he watched Mom make her ass clap. Her thong disappeared deep inside the place where he wanted to be, and her sexy heels reflected the type of girl that he yearned to come home to each and every day. Why couldn’t Mom save her soft-spoken personality for everyone else? The rest of society could continue to view his mother as someone who baked cookies and offered to drive his teammates home after football practice, but he wanted to see her as a woman who strutted around the house in a sexy maid uniform after deepthroating his cock during breakfast. Why couldn’t she be his girl?


Not a lot made sense while his eyes refused to leave the baffling sight in front of him. Fantasies had turned into reality, but one thing never swayed as Mom treated him to his very own private show. He’d done it a million times while thinking of his mother, after all. So, why change now?


Alice froze after taking a quick peek over her shoulder. She wasn’t sure why she was surprised regarding what awaited her, but she was.


“Keep shaking that fat ass,” he demanded as his hands raced to unbuckle his belt.


She looked forward again—away from Jake—with an ear-to-ear grin. Her little angel didn’t sound so innocent while ordering her to resume twerking, did he? She may have only shook her butt once or twice in her bathroom mirror before to see if she could indeed twerk, but the most important person in her life appeared extremely impressed with her effort. In fact, he looked rather infatuated.


God, she wanted to scream. Her innocent, gentle, kindhearted son didn’t meekly ask her to shake her butt. He didn’t raise his hand or request a favor either. Nope, he’d decided to give her a firm order, and he referred to her backside as “that fat ass.” It was so sexy!


Hearing the ring from his belt buckle hit the hardwood floor caused her head to bolt around once again, but it was his decision to unzip his sharp dress pants that sent her into overdrive. This was it. The moment was finally here. It was now or never, and she was ready to see if he had what it took to be the only man in her life.


“We need to work on your listening skills.”


“My listening skills?” she asked, staring into his aggressive eyes.


“Yeah, I might have to put you in timeout for a little while,” he said, sliding his pants down to his knees. “I don’t remember telling you to stop twerking.”


She struggled to comprehend how wet she was. Her son—who was twenty-two years younger than her—just threatened to put her in timeout for not listening! It was sexy, demanding, and a sense of control that she’d so badly craved for well over a decade. It was also a reminder that the stud on the sofa wouldn’t have a problem handling her. Truthfully, she started to wonder if she could handle him.


“You like when I shake my butt, don’t you?” she asked with a giggle. She obviously knew the answer to her question, but it wouldn’t hurt anyone to hear his positive feedback.


“I love when you shake your fat fuckin’ ass,” he grunted, squeezing his cock through his boxers.


He’d easily trimmed twenty years off her life. She still had what it took to make a young stud lose control of himself, and she knew that she looked at the only man who would ever take her on a date night for the rest of her life. It’s simply how the rest of her days would be spent. Her son owned her, and she refused to entertain any other possibilities.


“I’ll make a deal with you, pumpkin. I’ll shake my ass for you, but you need to pull out that big cock and stroke it for me,” she purred.


He pretended to ponder her offer for a moment. “I guess I can do that. You know, I really do spoil you, don’t I?”


“Oh, you spoil me sooooooooo much,” she laughed sarcastically, bouncing her ass for the hunk behind me.


She knew better than to be surprised by what he revealed after he lowered his boxers. His personality, confidence, and athletic body all hinted at what she’d fantasized about plenty of times during one of her long baths, and their time on the sofa together earlier confirmed it. Her ex-husband didn’t have many qualities that she would label desirable, but Jake had the good fortune of inheriting perhaps his father’s best attribute. It was yet another aspect of her perfect son that she could fall in love with.


Watching Mom’s pretty eyes lock on his rock-hard erection sent his self-esteem soaring. He wasn’t positive about much anymore with how tonight had unfolded, but he was positive that he’d never been harder or bigger than he was at this very moment, and the stunning brunette gazing back at him certainly seemed to appreciate that. He wasn’t some fifty-year-old dud. He was an eighteen-year-old jock, and he finally had his dream girl all to himself. It was a recipe for success.


“You know, honey, it’s pretty amazing when you think about it,” she told him, unable to look anywhere other than at his impressive manhood. “Some guys are smart, some are funny, and others are loving. Then there are guys like your father who were blessed with particularly desirable physical traits. It’s not often that you find a guy who has two or even three great qualities, but somehow, you have about a dozen different things that every woman on the planet would kill for their man to possess.”


Mom really was the sweetest woman in the world, wasn’t she? Just look at the way that she continued to rave about him while doing something as wild as shake her ass. It was exactly what he loved so much about her, but he wasn’t in the mood to discuss his personality or sense of humor. Rather, he had something else in mind instead.


“Friday is our new date night.”


Her ears perked up at the sound of his announcement. “It is?”


He gripped the base of his meat and stroked his steel pole slowly. “You’ll put on a sexy dress, we’ll go out and enjoy a great dinner together, and then you’ll put on a little show for me when we get home.”


“What kind of show?” she asked innocently.


He grinned, stroking his cock for her adoring eyes.


“What if I buy a couple new outfits?” she proposed, motionless while she lost herself in the heaven that was her new life. “A nice dress for our dinner, and then some sexy lingerie for when we get home? I mean, it’s Friday night, after all. My man’s had a long week, so he’ll want me to look my best when I’m gagging on his big dick.”


She heard him growl. Not sigh or even moan, but growl. The thought of treating him like her husband inspired an animalistic reaction from her son, and she responded by reaching behind her to unhook her bra.


She used her arm to cover her breasts while tossing her bra to him. He immediately rubbed the material on the head of his dick, staring at her the entire time. Sometimes, she stopped and reminded herself how lucky she was. She was the proud mother of a son that every mom wanted, but now she had a man that every girl dreamed of. It was the best of both worlds.


“Get over here.”


His firm words cemented their relationship. She wasn’t just his mom any longer. Now, she had a young stud to take care of, and she couldn’t wait to start the fun.


But a loud whistle prevented her from taking a step in his direction.


It was just another compliment in his week-long mission to shower her with praise. Every time she thought that her baby couldn’t treat her better, he did something to prove her wrong. She’d basically offered him a blowjob, but he wanted something else before feeling her lips wrap around his cock, and it flattered her like little else could.


She moved her arm to reveal her boobs.


Something didn’t seem right. She noticed him squeeze his dick harder and his stare turned firmer, but his mind wasn’t focused solely on her chest like she desired. Was she not perky enough? Or maybe she didn’t live up to the unrealistic standards of the porn stars he watched? Whatever the case, she couldn’t help but feel disappointed by his lack of enthusiasm.


He pointed down at the floor.


Everything abruptly made sense for her. His aggressive gaze reaffirmed his lust, and his slow strokes showed that he did his best to prevent himself from cumming before the fun got underway. Her baby idolized every single inch of her, but instead of verbalizing his thoughts, he instead directed her to play the part of his ultimate fantasy woman.


And she wouldn’t dare disappoint him.


She dropped to her knees and began the slow crawl across the family room floor. The unforgiving hardwood would linger on her delicate knees for days, but she ignored her discomfort. Besides, her son’s joy was on the line, and she didn’t know a mother alive who wouldn’t risk their own well-being for the betterment of their child’s life. It just so happened that her son demanded that she crawl across the floor to suck his dick.


Her hands extended and her knees swiftly followed as she watched him reposition himself on the sofa. He wiggled down slightly, allowing his heavy sack to dangle off the couch rather than rest on the sofa cushion. It was just another demand, but they didn’t need to communicate verbally to be on the same page. She knew exactly what her man wanted.


She slithered low along the floor while maintaining eye contact with him. She watched his focus shift from her face, to her breasts, to her ass which remained high in the air as she embraced her sultry side. Most girls would hurry to move things along. They would view crawling across the floor as degrading, but she saw it as submissive. It was a show of respect for the man of the house.


His cock pointed straight-up at the ceiling when she finally arrived at his undeniably impressive manhood. He looked even bigger now that she was only inches away! His dick twitched from her presence, reflecting his eagerness for what only she could bring to his world. His cute classmates wouldn’t act slutty for him. Neither would college girls on Tinder. It took a real woman to make a guy like him feel like a man, and she refused to waste her chance to cement her place in his life.


Mom’s first soft kiss on his balls sent a wave of electricity through his body, and the many that followed possessed a similar intensity to her initial embrace. Her mouth was magical. Her lips filled him with energy. Only a handful of seconds spent with his nuts proved that she truly knew what was best for him, and he planned to enjoy every precious second of her attention.




She took a deep inhale, helping herself to the distinct aroma that only occupied a real man. “You might even taste better than you smell, sweetheart.”


The manner in which she lapped at his heavy balls caused him to think that she didn’t exaggerate. So, this was his life now? While his classmates spent their Friday nights playing video games and occasionally attending house parties, he would have a perfect ten sucking his nuts like it was her job. It was a utopia he’d only dreamt of. His friends went to bed every night fantasizing about meeting a girl who couldn’t get enough of them, but he’d lived under the same roof as such a woman for his entire life.


He leaned forward and grabbed a big handful of Mom’s butt. Cracking her fat ass again felt right, but doing so while she sucked his balls put the finishing touches on his love life. He would never experience a high school sweetheart, friends with benefits in college, or random sexual experiences throughout adulthood, because he owned the only woman he’d ever wanted. His soulmate was right in front of him.


She pushed him back against the sofa before running her tongue along the length of his towering pole. He may have loved spanking her, but she had bigger priorities than basking in his rough affection. Primarily, like introducing him to his new life with an experienced woman.


A golden crown on his head would properly complete his situation. How could he possibly feel more like a king? The warm, wet, and loving mouth wrapped around his cock put him on top of the world, and Mom’s steady eye contact caused his dick to throb like never before. The red lipstick ring circling his thick meat marked her territory. Her messy spit claimed what was hers. Mom’s actions announced her newfound status as his girlfriend, and he thoroughly looked forward to being reminded of his prominence—daily.


“That feels so fuckin’ good, Mom,” he moaned, resting his hand on top of her brunette head.


She took a short break to express her appreciation. “Thank you, baby. I live to make you happy.”


And he lived to receive her affection.


“I almost wish that I saw Dale’s dick now,” she giggled after allowing a healthy amount of drool to fall from between her lips. She wrapped her hand around his meat and rubbed her spit in. “It turns me on to know how much bigger you are than other guys. It makes me really wet.”


He’d never been harder.


She was really up to no good, but that was the effect that her son had on her. “I should’ve invited him in after our date. I’d keep him around until you came home from your party, only to walk in on us kissing on this very sofa while he felt me up.”


He grew tense. Dirty talk or not, he didn’t enjoy entertaining the possibility of another soul even laying a finger on his perfect mother. She was his.


“Then I’d watch you yank him off of me, punch him as hard as you can right in the face, and knock him out with a single punch,” she said with a wicked twinkle in her eye. “Dale would eventually wake up on the floor to see me gagging on your huge cock.”


He grabbed two handfuls of her hair and pushed down, causing her tight throat to descend the length of his slick member. His behavior was fueled by an entirely fictional scenario where he put a relatively unknown man in his place, but he didn’t care. Mom made it clear that she shared his mentality. She understood how possessive he felt of her. There wouldn’t be any guys like Dale in Mom’s life anymore, but she obviously enjoyed getting off to the idea of him putting her suitors in their place anyway, and he couldn’t deny how hot it would be to get his dick sucked after knocking out one of her dates.


Inch by inch, she swallowed more of his meat while she struggled to hold eye contact with him. “Maybe you should call Dale for a date tomorrow? I’ll kick the shit out of him, and he’ll come to just in time to watch me blow my fuckin’ load all over your gorgeous face.”


Her hands bolted behind her back. Five fingers locked around her left wrist as she held her hands just above her butt. She was a dog showing its belly. She was a little girl looking to her daddy. The power dynamic in their household had been established, and it involved her answering to her incredible son.


“You’re mine,” he grunted, her little nose meeting his trimmed pubic hair thanks to one final rough push courtesy of his hands. “You only go on dates with me, you only dress sexy for me, and you only act like a slut for me. Understood?”


She frantically pulled back for air after Jake released his hold on her head. His cock possessed a shiny glisten from its time spent down her throat, but she gasped for oxygen in a significantly less sexy fashion. How was she supposed to look cute, though? She just had a huge dick lodged down her throat, for God’s sake!


“I’m-I’m-I’m you-yours,” she struggled to acknowledge, her breaths labored as she inhaled wildly. “Oh my God, baby, I’m yours.”


“Get my balls back in your mouth.”


She didn’t need to be told twice. She would never tell her son no to begin with, but she wouldn’t make him wait a single second when he displayed his dominant side. The man of the house demanded that she accept his heavy nuts back in her mouth, so she would be a good girl and fulfill his order. It wasn’t exactly a chore either. In fact, she was happy to oblige his request.


He stroked his cock while Mom held his balls in her hand. She ran her tongue across his sensitive sack, eager to spend some quality time with each of his nuts. Would life ever get better than this? A brunette angel knelt in front of him—dressed in a thong and four-inch heels—and played with his balls like his girlfriend. It was a sense of accomplishment that didn’t come along often in a man’s life. He knew that he owned the only woman that mattered to him.


“That’s a good girl,” he said, slapping his throbbing meat against her cheek playfully after she pushed the entirety of his left nut into her mouth.


“Baby!” she laughed, causing his ball to escape from between her lips as a result of her guffaw. “Oh my God!”


He grinned down at her.


“It’s soooooo hard,” she giggled. Her lustful eyes fell into a trance from the towering pole twitching in front of her. “And you’re bad!”


His grin grew wider.


“Slapping me with your big cock,” she smiled, rolling her eyes.


“Stick your tongue out.”


His firm tone caused her to grant his request without a moment of hesitation. She hadn’t planned to be so nasty, but then again, her son didn’t resemble any guy she’d ever been with. Even his father didn’t share his level of confidence. Her baby had quickly adjusted to his new position as her man, and she couldn’t wait to show how badly she craved to be his girl.


Thud. Thud. Thud.


His hard cock crashed down onto the surface of her soft, wet tongue. The world became such a simple place when he asserted his dominance. Mom belonged down on her knees, he felt entitled to use her as he pleased, and he didn’t see a reason for things to ever change. Why couldn’t he show his dream girl just how much he loved her?


Alice’s giggles grew louder after he whacked her cheek again. This seriously happened? Her little angel—who’d never been anything other than a perfect gentleman—treated her face like a piñata. It was the first time that she’d ever seen someone use their cock as a bat, and she knew better than to expect candy as her reward when he finally exploded. Don’t get her wrong, her baby would have a treat for her, but it wouldn’t come in the form of chocolate or sugar.


She pushed him back against the sofa and wrapped her hand around his slick meat. Sometimes, it was fun to take control. A lifetime of bliss awaited her thanks to her dominant son’s magnificent personality, but he wouldn’t be able to act on his natural urges for the next few minutes. Instead, he could sit back and enjoy the show.


She crawled up onto the sofa and leaned over his manhood from her new position on her knees next to him. A big hand grabbed her ass—which remained high in the air for his enjoyment—while she rubbed his stiff cock against every inch of her face. Her skin absorbed his essence, her tongue showered his most prized possession in affection, and an unrivaled energy consumed her as she prepared herself for the inevitable. It was time for the grand finale.


“You know, we never had dessert tonight,” she said, jerking his cock frantically with both her hands.


He helped himself to a firm squeeze of her plump backside. “I didn’t think that dessert was part of your diet.”


“It can be,” she told him before hawking a thick wad of spit at his dick. She swiftly rubbed her fluids into his girthy cock. “To be honest, sweetheart, I’m in the mood for something rather healthy.”


He struggled to comprehend how much he loved his mother.


“My baby has a creamy treat for me, doesn’t he?” she asked, dropping her voice to a cute purr.


“Just like that, Mom,” he moaned, encouraging her to maintain her hectic pace.


“It’s the only type of dessert I want,” she giggled as she felt him tense up in her grasp. “You can spray it all over my face or on my ass next time, but I want it in my mouth tonight.”


He removed his hand from butt and retrieved a big handful of her brunette hair. In one swift motion, he slammed her mouth down on his dick, sending every inch of his throbbing cock into her tight throat. It was the closest to home that he’d ever felt. It was the love that he’d never been able to show in the past. It was a brief moment of chaos in an otherwise calm world of routines, and he would never consider the possibility of entertaining another woman’s advances for the rest of his life. Mom was the only girl for him.


Rope after rope of cum exploded from the tip of his dick and shot down her throat. He held her firmly in place while an endless number of thick bursts transferred to his soulmate. It was an aggressive act of tenderness. The woman in his hold had the ability to make him lose control of himself, but owned the title of the only girl that he would sacrifice himself for. It was a position that already felt second nature to him.


Her throat seemed to tighten while his legs twitched. His orgasm flared throughout his body, causing him to consider the likelihood of blacking out. Nothing had ever made him feel this way before. No one could drain his energy in the manner that his mother had. He couldn’t explain how, but he resembled a man forty years his senior as his explosive orgasm finally subsided. Mom had completely wiped him out.


A warm breath moved to his ear after he eventually managed to partially regain his bearings. “Best. Night. Ever.”


He turned his head to his left to find a pair of dazzling brown eyes waiting for him. How did she always look so radiant? How could she appear more full of life than ever before after he’d just blew his load down her throat? Mom honestly proclaimed the past two hours as the best night of her life? Really? If it wasn’t proof that they were meant for each other, then he didn’t know what was.


He smiled at the sight of a small wad of his cum dangling on the outside of her lower lip. It was a reminder of what they’d done. It reinforced who Mom belonged to. She was his girl.


And he loved proving exactly that.


He collected his cum from her lip with his index finger and stared into her eyes. “Eat it.”


She wrapped her lips around his finger and swallowed the last of him.


He felt like a god as she took his drained cock back inside her mouth to clean him off. Mom never hesitated, rolled her eyes, or questioned his motive for a single second. Why would she? She enjoyed tasting him as much as he loved giving her something to swallow, and something told him that Fridays would become his new favorite day of the week.





Chapter 7 — Every Son’s Ideal Fashion Show








Ten Minutes Later.





He could grow accustomed to finding himself on Mom’s bed. Actually, he preferred her bedroom to his own. It was more spacious and the large windows allowed in plenty of light during the daytime, but most importantly, it was where his favorite person on the planet spent a minimum of seven hours each and every night. His sexy mother needed her beauty sleep, after all.


But sleep wouldn’t be in the cards for the foreseeable future.


So, this is what déjà vu felt like? Here he was, seated in the same exact spot from Sunday—on Mom’s bed while he stared straight-ahead at her closed bathroom door—but a few things had changed from that fateful afternoon. One, any awkward sexual tension between them disappeared after he came down her throat ten minutes ago. Two, he didn’t need to dream about what Mom looked like in sexy outfits any longer. Three, he called the shots now.


Mom had followed him up to her bedroom after the best blowjob of his life, but she didn’t have any idea of what he had in store for her. Truthfully, it wouldn’t be fair to expect anything different either. How could Mom possibly guess what bounced around in his perverted head? He didn’t even always know!


But his decision to search through her closet answered her question regarding his intentions, and now, it was time to sit back and enjoy the show.


He couldn’t deny the obvious as he watched the bathroom door open. He’d died and gone to heaven, because the angel joining him could only have descended from the skies above. How would he decide to enjoy his new normal? By dressing his mother to his liking, of course.


Finding a mink fur coat in her closet came as a surprise to begin with, but he didn’t officially discover his happy place until Mom told him that it was a gift from Dad fifteen years ago. It felt right to erase the last memory of his father. Mom belonged to him, and watching her model the full-length brown fur—in nothing but her sexy four-inch black heels and thong—caused his already hard dick to stiffen further. Mom may have drained his cock earlier, but it didn’t take long for him to bounce back.


His buddies could continue to chase after girls their own age, because he would be busy with his angelic mother. Besides, would an eighteen-year-old girl dress like a slut for him after swallowing his cum? He didn’t think so.


Mom’s reaction also confirmed that it’d been quite a while since she had a real man.


“Seriously?” she asked, staring at his rock-hard cock.


He stroked his dick slowly as she spun for him. Someday, he would be the guy who spoiled his mother with presents. Sexy lingerie, exotic furs, and flashy jewelry would just be the start. Yes, the majority of his love would come courtesy of his time and affection, but he planned to shower her materialistically as well. Why not? Mom had given her soul to him for the past eighteen years, so it only seemed proper to return the favor.


“How are you hard again already?” she laughed, completing another turn for his enamored eyes.


He didn’t need to think very long to answer her question. “Because you’re so sexy.”


She felt sexy. Her son’s big dick reminded her of his honest feelings, and the fur wrapped around her body reinforced that she couldn’t be bought. Her ex-husband had tried to apologize for his affair with money, but what she truly needed couldn’t be purchased. Her heart could only be won through love.


“How about another blowjob?” she asked with a naughty grin, eager to drop to her knees once again for him. Round two would be so much hotter with the addition of his father’s expensive gift.


He motioned her closer with his finger.


Step by step, she approached him with an energetic bounce in her stride. Everything felt right. Jake belonged naked on her bed, high heels and fur coats would be commonplace during their fun time, and her baby’s manhood should take permanent residency in her throat. She wouldn’t dream of acting so sultry for a guy like Dale, but she would be whatever the love of her life demanded of her.


She finally arrived at his feet, eager for his instructions. Would he fuck her mouth again? Or maybe he wanted to dress her in a litany of outfits? Or what if he planned to cum all over her face like he’d mentioned earlier? The possibilities were endless!


“Take your coat off and lay it on the bed.”


She hadn’t expected to hear anything like that. But she liked wearing her fur coat for him! It made her feel sexy!


“Let’s go,” he ordered, not a fan of her indecision.


She hustled to fulfill his request. She wiggled out of her coat and laid it along her mattress, leaving her in only her thong and high heels. Sadly, she felt less racy. There was a power in that fur—regardless if it was gifted from her lackluster ex or not—that caused her to feel like the seductress she loved to be. In a strange way, it allowed her to live out her fantasy.


But her attitude changed in an instant.


Two big hands grabbed her by her hips and tossed her onto the bed. The addition of a particular stud brought unlimited potential to her world as she basked in the enjoyment of being treated like a rag doll. She desired nothing more than for her son to display his strength and aggression, and she’d prefer to not have to relay her desires either. It would be nice if he just knew what she wanted.


“Get that fat ass up in the air.”


They appeared to be on the same page.


She never would’ve imagined finding herself in such a provocative manner on her own bed, let alone while the soft feel of fur acted as the ideal blanket for her mattress. Not to mention that the presence of the hunk behind her elevated her excitement to unprecedented levels. Sinking down to smother her face and chest in her fur coat brought a never before felt sense of submission to her life. Here she was, face down and ass up in her bed, while her son tugged down her thong aggressively. It was a position that no mother ever expected to be in, but one that most would welcome with open arms.


Jake smiled to himself. Mom’s ass remained high in the air for him, her thong stayed down around her thick thighs, and he was only moments away from his ultimate dream. Was Mom’s mouth incredible? For sure. Was her throat even better? Absolutely. But would he bypass a lifetime of potential blowjobs for one night inside her pussy? Without a doubt.


Her vagina resembled a sliver. That tiny slice of heaven represented his endgame. No one loved her the way that he did. No one else looked forward to hearing about her day, or held their breath in anticipation of what she would wear to the breakfast table each and every morning. It was his reward for eighteen years of infatuation with his unbelievable mother.


He was overtaken by a world of warmth after he pushed inside her. The fat head of his cock sank into her tight, warm, wet hole while her intense moans encouraged him to probe deeper. He needed to prove himself. Mom would love and adore him no matter what, but he desired to give her what no man ever had. It was his responsibility to make her feel like the angel she truly was.


“Slow, baby,” she gasped, by no means adjusted to someone his size. “You’re so big.”


Ever so slowly, he grabbed her by the hips and pushed deeper. Every inch further engulfed his cock in an unimaginable state of warmth. Mom’s immense wetness allowed for his girthy meat to work its way into her tight hole, and her stunned moans provided the fuel to his youthful engine. He needed to leave her pussy sore come morning. He wanted her to brag to her girlfriends about the new stud in her life. He planned to leave a lasting impact on her little hole, and he wouldn’t stop until they were both satisfied and happy.


“You like that big cock, don’t you?” he asked.


“It’s my favorite cock,” she told him, attempting to giggle but failing immensely. He was too big for her to think coherently.


He pulled out of her tight pussy with a grin.




“Nooooooooo, give it back,” Mom whined, her voice portraying a girl thirty years her junior.


“Give what back?”


“Your fat cock,” she said, smiling from the way that he rubbed his manhood against her yearning slit. “I want it in my little pussy.”


He still couldn’t believe that he had his mother face down and ass up in a pair of sexy high heels. And she didn’t seem to care that her thong was down around her thighs either. She was far too horny to worry about the little things, and he loved being the guy who made her lose her mind. Actually, it caused him to act a little brave.


“You’re gonna have to beg better than that.”


She wiggled her ass at the hunk behind her. “I’m your little bitch.”


His cock throbbed.


“I never acted this way for your father,” she giggled while reflecting on her married sex life. Hung or not, Jake’s dad never drove her crazy the way that her son did, and she especially would never agree to be fucked on a fur coat for him. “I hope that you won’t look at me differently if I act like a slut for you.”


He wasn’t sure how much more he could take. His plan to tease Mom backfired big time, because he had to use every remaining ounce of his self-control to not push back inside her welcoming hole.


She was just getting started. “And I really hope that your friends won’t think I’m nasty when I send them home. I mean, I like having them around, but I don’t want them to see me being a whore for my man.”


“You’re going to model all the sexy outfits that I buy for you,” he said, pushing the head of his cock inside her once again. “Right before you gag on my dick.”


A mere inch of her son filled her in ways that no man ever had. Was it his love? Or maybe his youthful energy was responsible for her excitement? Whatever the case, she couldn’t wait for a daily dose of her baby’s love. She had an eighteen-year-old stud in her life who wanted to buy her lingerie before bending her over in her own bed! It was every woman’s dream!


It didn’t take long for him to develop a steady rhythm. All of Mom’s bumps and ridges hugged his cock like only she could. Her shrieks aided his increased tempo, while her submission warmed his heart. No girl had ever given themselves to him the way that she had.


And he couldn’t wait another second to make her feel every inch of his love.


His pelvis thudded against her plump backside repeatedly while the gushy sounds of his cock pummeling her soaked pussy sent him into overdrive. What Mom said only moments ago was true. She was his bitch. She was a respected woman in her career, a queen in his eyes throughout their day, and the only girl that he desired to spoil with dinners and thoughtful gifts, but his views changed once things turned sexual. He called the shots inside the bedroom. Mom belonged on her hands and knees, and it was his job to bring all of her fantasies to life. He wouldn’t stop until he made the only important woman in the world scream in ecstasy.


He moved to his feet—squatting behind her—while refusing to make the mistake of pulling out of her heavenly pussy again. His hands sank into her soft hips as his previously moderate strokes turned rough and aggressive. It was the pounding that he’d always dreamed of giving her. It was his stamp of dominance on their formerly cordial relationship. Mom would never look at him as a little boy ever again, because he fucked her like only a man could.


A puddle of drool collected on Alice’s fur coat as she struggled to comprehend her reality. This was her son? This!? Yes, he’d shown glimpses of his dominant personality earlier; and yes, he was certainly properly equipped to rock her world like most guys could only dream of. However, she’d never expected to find herself in a situation like this.


She was fucked harder than she even knew was possible. Her son’s strong muscles, powerful lower-body, and impressive manhood reminded her that he was no longer a little boy, and his masculine grunts sent a cool chill down her spine. Was it wrong to be turned on from the way he roughed her up? Was it inappropriate that her cries couldn’t be credited to discomfort, but to years of pent-up sexual frustration finally being attended to? Tonight, she was the lucky recipient of her baby’s unique physical aggression.


“Why don’t you give Dale a call after I get done with you?” he grunted, hammering into his helpless mother as he admired the way that her big ass rippled with every thrust.


She couldn’t play along. She couldn’t even think. No, Alice could only drool.


“I’ll let him have a little fun with you,” he chuckled before slamming into her, causing her to shriek in response. “His little dick won’t feel a thing after I get done stretching you out.”


She could do it. She could join in on his dirty talk. The idea of Dale being invited over in mockery caused her to shiver in excitement, and knowing that her son got off on cuckolding her date turned up the heat inside of her stomach. Her pending orgasm bubbled whether she was prepared for it or not. Sooner or later, Jake would do the impossible and make her cum without stimulating her clit.


She couldn’t believe how much she loved the idea of giving Dale a call after she undoubtedly erupted all over her perfect angel’s thick cock. Maybe she would have Jake answer the door without his shirt on? And perhaps she would gag on Jake’s dick while Dale watched in bewilderment? Her son could do whatever he wanted as long as he cemented his authority in front of her mediocre date from Friday night, and she could only laugh at how different next Friday would be from the last. She hadn’t even considered kissing Dale, but she would swallow her son’s entire cock after their next dinner date. She couldn’t wait to be naughty for him!


“I’m just kidding. I’ll kill that dickhead if he ever tries to touch you,” he told her firmly.


“But-but-but Dale’s kind-kinda cute,” she stuttered from the roughest pounding of her life.


He drove into her harder.


“May-maybe I’ll wear my cock-cock-cocktail dress for him too,” she struggled to spit out, grinning from her son’s response to fuck her senseless after hearing her words.


He attempted to break her in two.


Her outlandish proposal of a second date with Dale resulted in a manhandling that only a few women alive had the privilege of experiencing. It was a swift reminder of how protective her son felt of her. The mere idea of wearing her sexy cocktail dress for someone other than him resulted in the best sex of her life, but his actions weren’t all that reinforced his stance.


Because his latest words proved how owned she truly was.


“My fuckin’ bitch.”


Her orgasm ripped through her insides. A powerful young stud, a rather large cock, and three simple words caused her to erupt like never before. She’d expected an explosion similar to the ones brought on from her vibrator, but her son left her crippled as she shook helplessly on his steel pole. It was the feeling of pleasure that she’d so desperately sought for the past fifteen years, but from the last guy she’d ever planned to receive it from.


Mom’s vagina squeezed his cock tighter while she resembled a woman experiencing a series of seizures. The question would never be up for debate—not like it ever had been to begin with. She was his property. She was his incredible mother, the love of his life, and his little slut to manhandle in bed, and he wouldn’t have things any other way.


He pulled out of her gripping pussy and gave her big ass a rough crack, causing her to collapse onto the bed after what felt like hours of orgasm-induced fucking. He’d never let up for a single second throughout the entirety of her eruption. His girl came first, after all. No one could make her feel the way he did, and it was his duty to show his love as often as possible.


“Oh-oh-oh my-my God,” she stammered, her tone dripping with stunned elation.


The good news was that Mom was still alive.


Alice struggled to open her eyes, and a particularly phenomenal image awaited her after she completed that monumental task. Jake had taken a seat on her bed where her pillow usually was. His back rested against the wooden headboard behind him, while his long legs ran along both sides of her disheveled body. No part of him looked overwhelmed by the moment. She may have resembled a distraught woman—overwhelmed from the best sex of her life—but her stud son appeared exactly in his element.


“You wouldn’t believe how much better you are than your father,” she said, admiring the manner in which his hand stroked his towering erection.


He surprisingly enjoyed the sight of his mother sprawled along her bed. Well, he did when he knew that he was responsible for her exhaustion.


“What did you expect?” he laughed. “Mom, Dad didn’t love you half as much as I do.”


She was enamored with her angel.


He motioned her closer with his index finger. “No one could ever fuck you like I do, because no one loves you the way I do. Now, get your sexy ass over here.”


She wiggled her way to the imposing dick that was responsible for the tingles that covered her body. She admired the hard meat which left a long-lasting heat in the depths of her stomach, and salivated at the hunk who truly adored her in ways that no other man could. While her son was sweeter, handsomer, and more aggressive than the rest of the male population, his unparalleled love was what separated him most from his peers.


Her head was jerked skyward before she could manage to wrap her lips around his perfect dick. Without warming, Jake grabbed a handful of her hair, leaned down, and kissed her. A single kiss sent life back into her drained body. Her legs grew strong and her energy levels peaked. His cock held the capability to make her lose her mind, while his mouth possessed the secret to everlasting youth, and she wouldn’t let a day pass without experiencing such a state of zen.


He broke off their embrace to disclose maybe the most important announcement of his life. “I want you to ride my dick.”


She grinned at him while rolling over to remove her heels. Her soaked thong joined her shoes on her bedroom floor, allowing her the opportunity to free herself from any possible restraints. She needed to be free to rock her son’s world. The best orgasm of her life came courtesy of his decision to hammer into her like a desperate slut, so she would embrace her naughty side to return the favor.


Suddenly, she stopped.


Something didn’t feel right as she positioned herself just in front of his cock. She stared into his eyes, confused from her own sense of disorientation. What was she missing? Why did she feel lost?


And then it all made sense.


She spun around to face away from him.


“Attagirl,” he remarked as she sat on his throbbing cock. He would familiarize himself with her teardrop tits later, because Mom’s best physical attribute demanded his attention for the foreseeable future.


Her big, fat, juicy ass.


“Remember what you did downstairs earlier?” he said after letting out a deep grunt. He wasn’t sure if he would ever be in complete control of himself while inside his mother. “Do that shit again.”


She dropped to her knees to allow herself to grant his request. Well, it looked like tonight was all about firsts. Her son got to see her act like a slut for the very first time, she orgasmed from sex, and now she would act like a girl from the porn scenes that she occasionally watched. If she could take a pounding like one of the hot moms from those X-rated movies, then why couldn’t she do all their moves as well?


She twerked on his cock.


Nothing about it made sense. How was it possible? How could Mom’s ass be so big and fat, but her pussy so tight? Every motion temporarily parted her big cheeks, allowing him a perfect view of her pussy that gripped him so tightly. He watched it stretch to accommodate his size. He saw it squeeze him like no other girl could. He looked at his own personal view of heaven, before two plump ass-cheeks crashed together to somehow turn things up a notch. He never wanted to move.


“You like when I shake my ass?” she asked, staring ahead at her television. She didn’t need to see him to know how happy he was, but she wouldn’t mind hearing his sexy voice.


“I love when you shake your fat ass,” he told her before cracking her bouncing butt with his hand. “Who’s my bitch?”


She wanted him to hold open doors for her on their way to dinner, and then call her names and fuck her senselessly when they returned home. “I’m your bitch.”


“Yeah, you are. My sexy bitch,” he grunted, smacking her ass again. He hurried to put his dick back inside her after it momentarily slid out.


A handful of bounces followed before he popped out of her again.


“I’m so wet that you keep sliding out of me,” she giggled, slowly sinking onto his pole again.


He could barely think straight while she rode him. Reverse cowgirl with a woman built like his mother acted as the ultimate truth serum, and he couldn’t do anything other than express his honest opinion. It was about the only thing that made sense at the moment.


“Your pussy is so fuckin’ good.”


She took a peek behind her with a wicked smirk. “Well, you did quite the job beating it up tonight, big boy.”


His lovestruck eyes refused to venture from her bouncing backside.


“You know, sweetheart, I’ve never let anyone cum on my face before.”


That certainly caught his attention.


“Do you want to be my first?” she asked, watching her son finally look away from her butt. She waited for him with a grin as she continued to shake her ass on his hard cock. “You mentioned wanting to do it earlier. Or maybe you want to cum all over the floor and make me lick it up? Or perhaps you’d prefer to cum in a glass and watch me drink it?”


He was ready to marry his mother.


“You see, pumpkin, this is how it works around here from now on. You keep making me cum all over your perfect cock, and I’ll do literally anything you want. Do you understand? Anything.”


He’d never wanted to hear it more than right now. “Who’s my bitch?”


“I’m your bitch, baby,” she purred back at him, bouncing her ass harder after another rough smack. “I’m your little—”


“I want to cum inside you.”


His surprising announcement brought her to her feet. What kind of mom would ever dream of denying their son of something? Definitely not her, and if Jake wanted to cum inside her after all he’d done for her, then she would grant her baby his wish.


It was time to see if the gym had paid off. Her previously simple twerks were replaced by bouncing from her newly acquired squatting position. Her movements weren’t for show, and Jake definitely wouldn’t be able to enjoy watching her twerk any longer. She slammed down on his manhood repeatedly, perfectly reflecting her mission to drain every drop of his cum. The time for show was over.


Mom’s ass thudded down on his thighs, sending ripples throughout her big cheeks before she rocketed north on his pole. Moments later, the blissful action would repeat in front of his bewildered eyes. Every inch of him was covered in her juices. The entirety of his cock was treated to her motherly heat and love, and his pulsating meat foreshadowed the greatest three minutes of his life coming to an unfortunate end. It was almost as if Mom attempted to suck his soul out through her pussy.


“Thirty more seconds, baby,” she told him, feeling a second orgasm on the horizon for herself. “Please, just give me thirty more seconds.”


He took a deep breath and closed his eyes, but it didn’t come as much of a surprise to not find any relief. He was a goner. “You better hurry up.”


His eyes parted just in time to feel Mom ride herself to her second explosive orgasm of the evening. Her pussy squeezed tightly on his dick, pulling his first rope of cum directly out of the slit of his cock. It wasn’t an orgasm as much as it was an exorcism. He felt his seed sucked out of him. He’d claimed his mother earlier, but now she did her part to mark her territory as well.


Everything turned black as an intense pleasure consumed him from head-to-toe. Titfucking would be fun, blowjobs were great, but he belonged deep inside Mom’s snug hole. It was home. It was heaven. It was what he lived for.





Chapter 8 — Back to Basics





“Sweetheart.”


His world abruptly turned vivid.


“About time,” Mom giggled, placing her head on his bare chest. “I think you blacked out for a minute.”


He looked past his mother—who’d curled up with him while his back remained against her bed headboard—to find his cock limp and drained. It didn’t happen often, but he felt exhausted. Something told him that only one woman was capable of achieving such a feat as well.


“So, wanna do a little online shopping?”


He glanced down, confused. “What?”


“Do you wanna do a little online shopping?” Mom repeated, obviously still attempting to recover from her pair of earth-shattering orgasms. “I’ll set the budget at one thousand dollars.”


He didn’t follow.


She turned her head to allow herself to gaze up into his tired eyes. “I want you to buy me a bunch of new outfits. Stuff that I’ll only wear for you.”


His eyes filled with life. “Holy shit, really?”


“Mm-hmm,” she confirmed.


He couldn’t help but note the mess they’d made. “Um…I think I owe you a new fur coat.”


She absolutely agreed. Her ex-husband’s expensive gift was covered in cum and juices. She still liked the idea of incorporating the coat into their future sex life, though. “Save those types of presents for when you graduate college and get a real job. For now, I’m buying.”


His mind filled with ideas. Sexy lingerie? For sure. A nurse costume? Definitely. Handcuffs and a ball gag? Oh, he planned to try everything. Mom was his girl now, and he had years of fantasies to play out with her.
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John let out a loud moan as the boiling hot tub water engulfed his body. Maybe he was too old to be doing this? The forty-three-year-old father of one had just returned home from the gym to an empty house, thanks to his wife’s decision to help her parents move into their new home. His in-laws had purchased a cabin on a lake in a small Vermont town just a few hours east as part of their decision to downsize. Judging by the pictures, it was the exact kind of place that he would love to retire to someday, but he had other things on his mind at the moment.


“Ahhhh, shit…”


A small pain shot through his right arm as he raised it above his head. He’d decided to get back into shape three years ago, and he fully committed to his new lifestyle—just like everything else in his life. His days of eating fast food and bumming around on the sofa all weekend were behind him. He’d signed up for a gym membership and revamped his diet, and now he had a completely new body to show for all his hard work.


And while he’d felt better physically in his early-twenties, he looked significantly more fit now in his early-forties. His frame was muscular and lean, but also mature. His body contained the chiseled and defined features that younger guys often weren’t able to achieve.


The little nags and pains he felt were justified by the reflection he saw in the mirror. Any aches were validated by the glances he caught from both older and younger women alike in day-to-day life. He quickly learned one thing: the older you got, the more in demand you were if you kept yourself in shape. Good-looking, fit men in their forties were a rarity, and he found himself being swarmed with attention wherever he went.


“Fuuuuuuuuuuuck……”


The knot in his shoulder had returned.


Life was pretty good for John. His wife was still sexy and their relationship was okay for the most part. Sure, she wasn’t as fun and exciting as she was when they married twenty years ago, but he could have it worse judging from some of the stories he heard from his coworkers. And what guy didn’t want more sex? That wasn’t exactly a problem exclusive to him.


His eighteen-year-old daughter had just started her senior year of high school and everything was on track with her. She was a smart girl with good grades and her mother’s looks. Life wouldn’t be too hard for a girl like Jessica.


“Hey, Dad!”


He turned to see his daughter standing on the deck just a few feet to his left. The lights he’d installed last week illuminated the backyard perfectly. The deck wasn’t bright, but it wasn’t dark either. It set just the right mood on a cool night in the Adirondack Mountains.


“Hey, honey,” he smiled back. “Just get home?”


“Like, two minutes ago,” the perky brunette answered.


He readjusted his position on the tub bench due to a cramp in his leg. Perhaps it was time to consider easing up in the weight room a bit? Either that, or finally retire from the pickup basketball circuit for good? Even at his age, he could still show those twenty-year-old punks a thing or two on the court. The looks on their faces after he hit them with an “up and under” move was too priceless to pass up. Nope, he would be the guy in the gym until he physically couldn’t do it anymore. The highs he got from it were far too strong to pass up.


He wasn’t sure what time it was, but it couldn’t have been later than eight o’clock, and eight may as well have been noon to an eighteen-year-old girl on a Friday night. “Calling it an early night?”


Jessica shook her head as she dipped her naked toes into the water to test the temperature. “Not exactly. Mia and Julia came over and I told them they could spend the night. I assume that’s okay?”


“Totally fine,” he confirmed with a nod.


His daughter’s friends had never been anything other than extremely nice and friendly. Having them around wasn’t a problem for him whatsoever. His wife had made a few negative remarks about how many nights they’d spent over the house during this past summer, though, but then again, she didn’t seem to be a big fan of a lot of things these days.


“Awesome!” she replied enthusiastically. “I made some brownies earlier too. Did you see ‘em?”


Had he seen them? He’d done more than just seen them. He caved and ate four large rectangular pieces of chocolaty goodness before heading off to the gym. His daughter’s newfound love of baking made it a daily struggle to stick to his healthy diet.


“They were great, but you really need to stop leaving that stuff around. Give them to your boyfriend or something.”


He hated those words coming out of his mouth. “Her boyfriend.” Yuck. No boy would ever be good enough for his perfect little girl, but especially not that Jared guy she’d brought over for dinner last week.


“There might not be a boyfriend for much longer…” she muttered under her breath while looking off at the dark woods that ran along the edge of their property.


That was music to his ears. The sooner that punk was out of her life, the better. He would never mention that to her, though. He just wanted her to be happy, and if dating some obnoxious shithead brought her joy, then he would swallow his pride and put on a fake smile around him. He wouldn’t lose any sleep over the idea of her kicking Jared to the curb, however.


She quickly changed the subject. “We might get pizza. Do you want some?”


“No thanks,” he shook his head, his blue eyes now closed as the pulsation from the jet behind him hummed against his back. It hit just the right spot. “Taaaaaaake some monnnnnnnney from my walllllllet if you neeeeeeeeeed it.” His words had become stretched due to the overwhelming sensations against his sore joints.


“Okay, Dad,” she giggled.


He listened to her feet tread lightly toward the house before the sliding glass door closed. He couldn’t help but feel somewhat depressed every time he saw Jessica’s friends. The idea of being eighteen again was something that everyone in their forties most likely fantasized about, but it really hit home for him. He didn’t reflect back on his youth and think about how he could’ve tried harder in sports or put more effort into his studies. No, he kicked himself for an entirely different reason.


He looked back and regretted the amount of girls he’d missed out on.


He’d managed his fair share of girlfriends back in high school and college, but he should’ve crushed it. He would kill for the opportunity to go back to his senior year of high school with his current amount of experience and game. School was a place where large numbers of single women all gathered together in the prime of their lives. It was the ultimate opportunity for a single man, but like most guys that age, he had a fear of rejection and a lack of understanding when it came to the female mindset.


Was that why he loved attention from younger girls at the gym? Maybe it was his way to make up for what he saw as his wasted youth? Or perhaps he needed to grow up and stop with his schoolboy fantasies? The girls at the gym didn’t care about him. They were probably wondering why a guy his age was working out at all.


“Hey, Mr. K.”


And with that, his jaw dropped the moment he opened his eyes.


She bounced as she walked, gravity struggling to contain her endless number of curves. Curvy? Yeah, that was certainly one way to label her. Actually, calling this beauty curvy felt like an injustice, because Julia had a specific trait that so many women desired, but so few possessed.


Julia was thick.


Her long curly blonde hair and deep blue eyes sent him into a trance. They were features that most men would appreciate in a woman, but he was fairly certain that the boys at school were after her for an entirely different reason. She didn’t exactly resemble a typical eighteen-year-old girl.


Julia was built like a woman that a horny thirteen-year-old boy created in a science lab.


Her bust was unbelievable. He would label her as an E-cup if he had to guess. There definitely weren’t any girls back in his high school days who were stacked like the pretty blonde standing on his wood deck, and her tiny red bikini top didn’t leave much to the imagination. He couldn’t necessarily blame her for not covering up, to be honest. He wasn’t sure how many stores actually carried bikinis for girls with her body type. If she’d been alive in the early 1940’s, then she would’ve been the perfect pin-up girl to go on the side of a B-52 Bomber.


She tested the piping hot water with her toes gingerly. Her matching pair of red bikini bottoms quickly disappeared as she braved the heat and slid into the water.


“Hey, Julia,” he greeted her. His smile wasn’t as big as it’d been just moments ago. Her incredible chest was now hidden under the dark water.


“Jessica said that you wouldn’t mind if we joined you.”


“We?” he asked, confused.


The sliding glass door opened again to reveal the sight of his daughter and her friend Mia heading his way in their own bikinis.


John began moving toward the edge of the tub. “I was just leaving.”


“Oh no, Mr. K!” Julia exclaimed loudly. “We don’t want to kick you out! We want to join you!”


“We actually need your help with something,” Mia said with a smile as she stepped into the tub and slid next to her friend.


Butterflies fluttered in his stomach—just like they had when he grew nervous as a little kid. He couldn’t explain it either. He never found himself giddy around his wife, the girls at the gym, or anyone else in his life.


He only became nervous around Mia.


He’d never seen a prettier face in his forty-three years on the planet. Mia wasn’t built anything like Julia. She was the shortest of the three girls—coming in at just over five-feet tall—and possessed small breasts and a little butt. But what she didn’t have body-wise, the good Lord had more than blessed her with facially.


Her jet black hair and stunning green eyes always gave him goosebumps. She owned eyes that demanded everyone’s attention no matter what happened around her. Her upper cheeks contained pockets of freckles which frequently showed due to her lack of makeup, and her little button nose perfectly complemented her pouty lips.


He’d caught himself drifting into a daydream while staring at her on more than one occasion. When she came over for dinner, on the soccer field at his daughter’s games, or when she would ask for a ride home when he picked Jessica up from school: it was hard to not stop and stare. Hell, she could’ve requested a ride across the country and he would happily oblige. He’d never seen a woman in person who remotely resembled Mia’s beauty.


Last but not least, was the one woman who he by no means should ever think about in a sexual manner. Was it inappropriate to gawk at a pair of eighteen-year-old knockouts? Sure. Was it immoral? Absolutely not. Julia and Mia left behind a trail of drooling men wherever they went, for God’s sake! It was only natural!


On the other hand, checking out his daughter was anything but right.


What was he supposed to do? Lie to himself? Jessica was beautiful! She possessed her mother’s long brown hair and brown eyes, and carried quite a fit figure to match. Her perky little breasts and sizable bubble butt were qualities that every girl with her frame would kill for, and he couldn’t help but notice how much she’d changed over the years. His daughter had turned into a stunner!


He looked across the hot tub to see three faces. From right to left it went Julia, Mia, and then Jessica. Their bodies were obscured by the water, and his eyes naturally drifted to Mia.


“Need my help with what?” he inquired.


He’d shown Mia how to change a tire after she left his house to discover a small leak that had rendered her with a flat a few weeks ago. He would be more than happy to help her with anything she needed.


“You guys aren’t really going to ask him those questions, are you?” Jessica groaned.


“Why not?” Julia asked. “We need an answer from someone and one of the questions involves him, after all. So, he’s perfect!”


Jessica couldn’t possibly be more uncomfortable. She was living a nightmare. “God, this is going to be so awkward.”


“Will you relax?” Julia huffed at her friend. “Your dad is cool as shit. I doubt he’ll care.”


John’s eyes had been glued to Mia’s face for the entirety of their conversation. The only thing he heard was Julia call him “cool as shit,” and it was more than enough to make him smile. He really was cool as shit, wasn’t he?


“First question,” Mia said.


“First?” John asked.


“Yeah, we have a few things we need settled,” Julia chimed in.


He braced himself for anything. Who knew what these girls had on their minds? “Alrighty, ask away.”


“JFK,” Mia started.


“John F. Kennedy?” he asked to make sure he’d heard her correctly. Why in the world were eighteen-year-old girls discussing JFK?


“Yeah,” nodded Mia. “Good-looking or not?”


Julia rolled her eyes, letting out a loud huff to show her disgust with their choice of topics. “How this is even a question is mind-boggling.”


“No,” he answered.


Julia’s bulging eyes locked on him like a hawk. She was stunned. “What!?”


“The Kennedy family being considered good-looking is one of the most baffling things ever,” he gave his two cents. “They’re weird-looking people.”


Julia looked around the hot tub—baffled—before her eyes moved back to John again. “Weird-looking people? The Kennedy’s? Are you crazy?”


“They’re really weird,” he reaffirmed his stance. “They all have giant heads and huge teeth. It’s no wonder that Oswald hit his target.”


His joke got a laugh out of Mia and Jessica, but Julia still seemed dumbfounded from what she’d heard.


“JFK…President Kennedy…was a weird-looking guy?” she questioned one final time.


“I stand by my opinion,” he told the busty blonde. “This is a major womanly thing. You girls see a man in a position of power and authority, and you relate that to looks. You wouldn’t think he was sexy if he was a mechanic or something. Plus, most of the Kennedy’s died fairly young, so you never got to see them age. A seventy-year-old JFK would’ve been a mess.”


“I’ll say it right now,” Mia quickly followed. “Mr. K is better-looking than JFK ever was.”


He was all smiles.


“I don’t know if I would argue that,” Julia agreed with a grin. “Stand up so I can get the whole picture, Mr. K.”


“I don’t think so,” he chuckled, shaking his head.


“Come, Mr. K,” Julia whined this time. “Just for like two seconds.”


He may have pretended to be annoyed, but deep down, he loved every second of attention from his daughter’s friends. “Okay, for like two seconds.”


He stood up and paused for a few moments before sitting back down into the water.


Julia did her best not to jump out of her seat and scream for joy. Where should she start? How about with all of his big muscles? Or maybe with his abs? Her friend’s forty-three-year-old dad had abs! His thick head of brown hair and striking blue eyes only enhanced his chiseled face and sexy five o’clock shadow. Not to mention that his personality always caused her to melt. He was handsome, funny, and treated her girlfriend like a queen. What wasn’t there to love?


Mia leaned over to Jessica and grabbed onto her arm with a big smile. “Your dad is so sexy!”


Jessica rolled her eyes as she pushed her away. “Maybe we should go to your house so I can gawk at your dad?”


“Mia’s dad doesn’t look like yours,” Julia smiled, still smitten. “Neither does mine. You know what those big muscles do to me!”


He lifted his bicep above the water and gave a sarcastic flex, showing off his veiny bicep to the high school senior. Julia’s reaction wasn’t one of humor or irony. She had a genuinely lovestruck look on her face and he enjoyed every second of it. What guy didn’t like attention? Especially from younger girls.


“Question number two,” Mia spoke up as his focus moved back to her at the sound of her voice. “And this one is actually about you.”


Jessica jumped in, trying to talk some sense into her friends. “Do you guys really think we should ask him this? I mean, he’s my dad.”


“God, stop making such a big deal about it,” Julia huffed. “And don’t think of him as your dad tonight. Instead, pretend that he’s just an older stud who we’re in a hot tub with.”


He could go for that.


“So, Julia and I had an argument yesterday that your daughter wouldn’t get involved in,” Mia said, rolling her eyes at Jessica before looking back in front of her.


“About what?” he asked curiously.


“About what kind of guy you are,” Mia answered.


He didn’t follow. “About what kind of guy I am? What does that mean?”


“I think you’re a boob guy,” Julia said, her voice sounding of confidence, per usual.


Mia rushed in with her thoughts before John could react. “And I think you’re a face guy. I mean, just look at Mrs. K. She’s super pretty!”


His stunned eyes shifted back and forth between his daughter’s two friends. He didn’t have a clue what to say. “Um…”


“There’s also the possibility that you’re into butts too,” Mia said, her innocent tone not properly reflecting her sexual inquiry. “So, are you a boob, face, or butt guy, Mr. K?”


He’d always been under the impression that he wasn’t a boob guy. Every woman he’d ever dated—and even the one he eventually married—were all small-chested girls. He would be lying if he didn’t admit to finding himself attracted to big tits as the years went by, though. All the proof of his fetish could be found in his internet porn search history.


And then something caught his eye in his peripheral as he pondered the question.


“You can’t do that!” Mia shouted, genuinely annoyed. “That’s cheating!”


Julia had propped herself up so that her large chest sat slightly above the steaming hot water. His eyes suddenly had a new place to become transfixed on.


“What?” Julia asked innocently. “I was uncomfortable.”


Mia made no attempt to hide her competitive side. How was this fair? Mr. K stared right at Julia’s boobs while he decided on an answer! It would totally sway his opinion!


“Um…I uh…I like every part of a woman…” he finally managed to spit out.


“Seriously?” Mia huffed, wiggling her little nose in an effort to convince him that pretty faces were indeed the way to go. “What kind of answer is that?”


John took a deep breath and quietly admitted, “I would probably label myself a boob guy.”


Julia slipped back under the water, happy as a clam. “Told you! I know these things!”


Jessica finally snapped out of her embarrassed funk. She couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. “A boob guy, Dad? What? Did you forget what Mom looks like?”


“I know,” he laughed in disbelief. He never would’ve imagined having such a conversation in front of his daughter and her friends. “Honestly, I’ve never actually been with a woman who had a large chest. The girls I was with before your mother all pretty much looked like her. God, I can’t believe I’m telling you girls this. We have to stop.”


“You’ve never been with a girl who had big boobs?” inquired Julia.


Hearing such perverse words come from her mouth caused his insides to stir. He’d already been shockingly honest with them. What would be the point in stopping now?


He shook his head no.


“Really?” she asked again.


He nodded.


“Wow,” Julia reacted. Her look was almost one of pity. “Okay, last question.”


“I can’t be here for this,” Jessica said as she stood up to make her way for the edge of the tub. Mia reached out and grabbed her bikini bottoms before she could get away, causing Jessica to yell out as she was pulled back to her seat.


Julia laughed at her friends before capturing John’s attention once again. “Okay, so who do you think gives the best head out of the three of us?”


He glanced over at Jessica to find her with her head in her hands. The expressions on her friends’ faces didn’t even remotely resemble his daughter’s look of horror. They both had grins of anticipation as they waited for an answer.




“I uh…I-I-I don’t know…how I’m expected to-to-to know that,” he stammered.


“Gut feeling,” Mia said, fluttering her long eyelashes. She refused to lose to Julia again. “Who do you think?”


What was he doing? What kind of grown man answered sexually related questions in a hot tub with a trio of eighteen-year-old girls? Perhaps he needed a reminder that he was forty-three years old? These girls were twenty-five years his junior! Nights like tonight should’ve taken place back in his high school days, not now!


But common sense wasn’t anywhere to be found in his backyard.


“Honestly?” he asked.


“We want your honest opinion,” Mia verified.


His daughter’s petrified expression didn’t help his confidence, but he was in the mood to be a little bad. “Julia.”


“What!?” Mia shouted, drastically louder than Julia had after John told her JFK wasn’t good-looking. “Based on what!?”


Julia had never been more pleased with herself as she soaked in the glory of being crowned the hot tub’s oral queen.


“Gut feeling,” he said. “That’s what you wanted me to base my answer on, right?”


“But what caused your gut feeling?” Mia asked him while her vivid green eyes swarmed with bewilderment. His silence caused her to turn her attention back to Julia. “God, there’s no way you give better head than me.”


Julia immediately rolled her eyes. Her girlfriend had to be crazy. “Mr. K knows because he’s a man. Men can sense these things.”


He couldn’t believe the argument taking place in front of him. Five minutes ago, he looked at these two girls as his daughter’s cute, innocent friends—one rather adorable and one rather busty. Now, he started to see them in an entirely different light.


“You’re so wrong,” Mia chuckled, shaking her head. “Like, you have no idea.”


“Let’s just say I have a little something that always tilts the tables in my favor,” Julia said with a proud smirk.


Mia waited stoically for her to finish her point.


Julia raised her positioning again on the tub bench so that her bikini top showed. “These.”


“And what do those have to do with giving head?” Mia asked, pointing her index finger at Julia’s impressive cleavage.


“They can be a part of it,” she grinned, pleased and unmistakably devious.


“It’s called giving head, dumbass,” Mia reminded her. “Not giving boobs.”


“God, you’re such a rookie,” Julia laughed at Mia before looking back at John. “Mr. K knows what I’m talking about.”


Boy, did he ever. The world of porn had opened his eyes to many things over the years, and the seemingly endless amount of fun that could be had with a pair of big tits sat at the top of his list of fantasies. Unfortunately, it was something he would never be able to enjoy personally.


“Any questions for us?” Julia asked, slipping back under the water.


The past sixty seconds had put him in a daze. “Excuse me?”


“Do you have any questions for us?” Julia repeated. “We asked you three. The least we could do is answer a few if you have any.”


He pretended not to hear the audible sigh that came from his daughter’s end of the tub. He’d always deemed himself a great dad. He never missed a soccer game, spoiled Jessica materialistically, and showered her with real love. Her current actions, however, wouldn’t make his list of fatherly achievements any time soon.


“Have you ever?” he asked Julia while pointing at her chest. “You know…”


Julia nodded her head excitedly. It was almost as if she fed off his excitement. “Once, and it was super hot.”


“When?” he inquired, finding himself becoming caught up in the girls’ games and gossip.


“I dated a guy last year who was somewhat obsessed with my boobs,” she revealed.


He certainly couldn’t blame that lucky kid. It would’ve been a waste not to have been.


“So, for his birthday, I decided to give him a small box that contained just one item.”


He waited anxiously for Julia’s reveal.


Julia’s smile turned to a wicked smirk. “A bottle of baby oil.”


“A bottle of…” he started before it clicked for him. Where were girls like Julia back when he was in high school?


“She’s so bad, isn’t she?” laughed Mia.


“It’s not like I had the football team lined up behind him. It was just him and I only let him do it once. It was a special thing. Mr. K knows how awesome it is,” Julia said before catching herself. “Wait, you said that you’ve never been with a busty girl before, right?”


He didn’t want to, but he nodded.


Julia asked, “When’s your birthday?”


“Last month,” he answered.


“Happy belated Birthday!” Julia shouted cheerfully.


“Yeah, Happy Birthday, Mr. K!” Mia added her own verbal celebration. “We didn’t know.”


“I don’t like to make a big deal about it,” he told them.


A light bulb suddenly lit up inside Julia’s head. It may have been one of her better ideas as well. “Well, what if…”


He couldn’t tell if he was nervous or excited about what would come out of Julia’s mouth. In fact, all he knew for sure was that he hadn’t experienced an energy so strong in a long time. Wild times nowadays consisted of his wife wanting to have sex in a position other than missionary, or perhaps surprising him with one of the four blowjobs he received each year. It certainly didn’t involve sitting in a hot tub with three gorgeous eighteen-year-old girls.


“…I give you a birthday present?” Julia finished.


The sound of her proposal was more than enough to knock Jessica out of her fog. “Wait, what?”


Mia instantly turned to her busty friend. “Oh my God, yes!”


“Wait, guys, I don’t think this is a good idea,” Jessica stated firmly. She had to put her foot down at some point. Her friends were acting crazy!


“Your dad labeled himself a boob guy but he’s never been with a busty girl before. We just found out that we missed his birthday too, so how isn’t giving him a present a good idea?” Julia asked with a snooty tone. “It seems perfect to me.”


“Because he’s my dad, and watching you flirt with him is weird and uncomfortable!”


“I told you not to look at him as your dad tonight,” replied Julia. “You’re supposed to think of him as an older stud who we’re in a hot tub with. And besides, are you really telling me you’ve never thought about him that way before?”


An appalled expression swept across Jessica’s shocked face. “Oh my God, no!”


“I can tell you one thing, “Julia said, smiling at Mr. K. “If that was my dad, then you would have to pry me off of him with a crowbar.”


Mia’s cute, high-pitched laugh filled the quiet backyard. Jessica stood up to leave but was once again pulled back to her seat by a still giggling Mia.


“What happened to us having a girls’ night?” Julia asked her annoyed friend. “Remember that?”


Jessica couldn’t believe what the situation had turned into. “Yeah, that was before you offered to do whatever with my dad!”


“She’s just upset about Jared,” Mia groaned, rolling her eyes in the process.


“Upset?” he asked. His carefree demeanor immediately changed as he sat up straight in the tub. “What did that fuckin’ kid do to you!?”


His protective nature caused Julia to touch her neck instinctively. She didn’t realize it, but her attraction to her friend’s father grew with each passing second. Her own dad certainly didn’t display such strong emotions regarding her dating life.


“He didn’t do anything, Dad!” Jessica shouted while looking off toward the house.


Mia decided to fill him in on the situation. “He cheated on her.”


“Mia!” Jessica shouted as she turned back to scold her. “What the hell!?”


His left eye twitched with rage. “That fuckin’ kid cheated on you!?”


Jessica stared down into the water, humiliated.


“Don’t even tell me that you’re thinking about taking him back,” he questioned his daughter’s intentions. “That little piece of shit didn’t deserve you in the first place! I’ll fuckin’ kill him if I ever see him again!”


Julia felt a warm tingle deep inside her stomach. Was it jealousy? She couldn’t help but desire a dad who loved her the way that Mr. K cherished Jessica, but he also possessed all of the qualities she sought in a man. He was her dream guy.


Jessica took a deep breath in an effort to calm herself. “Can we just pretend that this discussion never happened? I want to forget that Jared even exists tonight.”


“Do you know how you move on?” Julia asked. “You find a new man.”


“Or a new girl,” Mia giggled, sliding closer to her depressed friend.


John struggled to comprehend what happened next. He’d always been under the impression that craziness like this only happened in porn, and four years of college parties further reiterated his feelings. Real girls didn’t behave in such a manner unless they were being paid to.


Well, that had always been his mindset until about eight seconds ago.


Because eight seconds ago, he witnessed Mia place her hand on his daughter’s face, turn it to her, and plant a soft kiss directly on her lips. And if the inconceivability of the situation wasn’t ridiculous enough already, then his daughter’s lips parted and accepted her friend’s tongue inside.


His mouth opened but no words came out. He barely breathed as he sat and watched the impossible. His daughter was making out with her sexy friend!


Gradually, their hands began to explore each other’s hair as their kisses increased in ferocity. They resembled two long-lost lovers who’d finally reconnected after years of excruciating separation—except nothing of the sort applied to them. They were two eighteen-year-old high school seniors!


“I’m just as surprised as you are.”


A quick glance to his right revealed that Julia had made her way next to him. She was just as surprised as he was? He highly doubted that. This was the single most absurd moment of his life!


“Hey, Jessica!” Julia called out.


Jessica looked over at Julia after breaking off her kiss with Mia.


“What was Jared hung like?” asked Julia.


“Julia!” Jessica shouted with an embarrassed smile.


“What?” Julia giggled, her look resembling a girl up to no good. “Because I bet that he didn’t have anything close to what I’m feeling right now.”


John did his best to maintain his composure. He was a grown man with a job and responsibilities, after all. He wasn’t a high school boy.


So, he probably should’ve pushed Julia’s hand away when she placed it on his groin after sitting next to him. Actually, a real man would’ve left the tub altogether, but he didn’t. Instead, he continued to watch his daughter make out with her sexy friend while Julia rubbed his cock through his swim trunks, and now he was harder than he’d ever been in his life.


“Wait…” Jessica hesitated, her brow furrowing as she observed Julia and her father. “Where’s your hand?”


“On something really big and fat,” Julia revealed with a sly grin.


He’d been taken back to his high school days, but he wasn’t his shy eighteen-year-old self. No, he was the confident man of present day as his back leaned against the hot tub wall while his arms stretched along the top paneling. Julia had slithered against his right side and her chest pushed on his obliques. It was about as good as life could get.


Or not.


Her cleavage appeared to be on the verge of bursting through her nylon bikini top at any moment, and he had no plans of waiting for such an event to happen on its own. He found the string that held up her top with his right hand and gave it a slight pull. It was more than enough to send the red fabric falling into the boiling water below.


Jessica had officially reached her limit. Things had gotten way, way, way too crazy. “Dad!”


Mia didn’t share her girlfriend’s concerns. In fact, her grin showed how on board she was with Julia’s plan. Tonight had swiftly become the hottest occasion of her young life.


Julia gazed up into John’s blue eyes. “Still think you’re a boob guy?”


He responded by taking a hold of her left breast and lowering his mouth to her nipple.


“Dad!!!” Jessica almost screamed. This couldn’t be happening! “Oh my God!!!”


“That’s so hot,” Mia moaned, her breaths turning short and labored.


The feeling of his warm mouth suckling her sensitive nipple caused Julia to close her eyes and throw her head back in pleasure. His touch was gentle, yet masculine. His lips were capable of taking her to places that no younger man could. His callused, rugged, working hands were the perfect counter to her youthful, unblemished skin. It was the ultimate taboo.


Jessica watched in shock as her father moved his mouth to Julia’s ear. Why did they both look at her? What in the world could he whisper to someone twenty-five years younger than him, and even more importantly, why did Julia now grin at her as well?


“What do you think he’s saying?” Mia asked quietly.


“I don’t want to know,” Jessica answered, horrified.


Mia gulped to conceal her frantic breathing the best she could. By no means was it an easy task either. The way that her fingers rubbed her pussy under the steaming water definitely had something to do with her mood.


“I-I want to-to know,” Mia stuttered, struggling to recall a time when she’d been more turned on.


His big hand found Julia’s left breast and gave it a rough squeeze, resulting in a feminine whimper from the blonde as he continued to speak into her ear. Her already mischievous look turned downright wicked. She couldn’t hide her delight with whatever she’d been told.


“You never answered my question, Jessica,” Julia smiled across the water.


Jessica could barely see straight at the moment, let alone recall Julia’s question. Forget about the fact that she watched her father feel up her friend. She’d made out with Mia! What had gotten into her?


“About Jared,” Julia clarified herself as a result of Jessica’s silence. “What’s he packing?”


“He’s fine, alright?” Jessica answered bluntly, eager to move on from discussing her boyfriend. She wanted to get out of the tub altogether! “He’s average.”


“Do you want to know who isn’t average?” Julia asked with a giggle.


John hopped his butt up onto the edge of the tub. His legs dangled into the water, exposing the rest of his body to the cool night air. The sight of his red and black swim trunks emerging on the surface of the water would’ve been humorous if not for how monumentally inappropriate it was. They floated next to the bikini top of a busty eighteen-year-old high schooler, after all.


“Jesus Christ, Dad!” Jessica yelled, rushing to look away.


Mia was busy wondering how one man could be so perfect. “Holy shit, Mr. K!”


Julia had joyfully played with her friend’s dad’s cock under the water for the past minute. She’d managed to tug his swimming trunks down and wrap her hand around his exposed erection, but actually seeing his manhood with her own two eyes changed everything. It was even bigger than she thought! It dwarfed the two guys she’d been with, and judging from Jessica and Mia’s reactions, they’d never seen anything like him either.


He leaned back—his hands resting on the wooden deck behind him—as his rock-hard cock stood at full attention. When was the last time he received a reaction like this from his wife? Twenty years was a long time to keep the magic alive, but in the dark wilderness of his hazy memory, he recalled a similar expression on his wife’s face during the early stages of their relationship. It’d been a long time since he last had his cock fawned over, and it didn’t take long for him to remember how much he missed being praised.


Julia’s vivid blue eyes locked onto his face. “When was the last time you got a really good blowjob?”


“A really, really, really good one?” Mia added.


Jessica groaned again while continuing to look away.


Mia’s words caused Julia to immediately change her priority. They still had an argument to settle, didn’t they? “A really, really, really good one? Do you honestly think you give better head than me?”


“We’re about to find out,” Mia told her from across the tub.


Julia turned her attention back to John. “So, when was the last time?”


“Um…it’s been a while,” he answered honestly. “Let’s just say that it isn’t Mrs. K’s favorite thing in the world.”


Things had gone from bad to worse for Jessica. She didn’t want to hear about her parents’ sex life! “Oh my God, Dad!”


Mia’s jealousy of Mrs. K reached an all-time high. As if her friend’s mom wasn’t blessed enough to be married to such an amazing guy, now she had twenty-four seven access to a big dick too? “Mrs. K is so lucky. I mean, look at that thing!”


“You wouldn’t know the first thing to do with it,” Julia reminded her as she attempted to wrap her hand around his thick, veiny cock. “But I do.”


“Will you tell her how wrong she is?” Mia said to John. “You can’t really believe her.”


The sensation of Julia’s soft hand tightly running the length of his wet shaft made it awfully difficult to concentrate on the squabble these two were still having, but he tried his best. “I don’t know, Mia, she might have a point.”


Mia’s brow furrowed in obvious misunderstanding. “What?”


“She might have a point. You’re too cute to envision doing dirty stuff,” he explained himself.


“Exactly!” Julia agreed with an ear-to-ear smile. “She’s like a puppy or something!”


John chuckled along with Julia as she continued to stroke his hard meat. “I can picture her sleeping with a pile of stuffed animals before she uses her Easy-Bake Oven.”


The busty blonde let out a loud laugh before she leaned over his cock and allowed a trail of spit to drool onto his stiff erection. She quickly slid in front of him, eager to get the fun underway. “That cute little thing has never gotten dirty before. Just leave this to me.”


Mia hurried in their direction before Julia could wrap her lips around his dick. The speed in which she zipped across the water was far from the most surprising moment of the night, though. Watching her shove Julia out of the way roughly took the cake in that regard. It was a competitiveness that didn’t typically exist between longtime friends.


Mia immediately wrapped her lips around the throbbing head of his cock and took him inside.


“Excuse me!” Julia yelled as she watched her pretty friend begin to bob up and down on his manhood. “That’s mine!”


Mia never broke focus from her blowjob as she pushed Julia away again with her hand. She was on a mission to prove that she was more than just some adorable little girl. Everyone always treated her like a child! It was insulting!


Julia moved in again and attempted to shove her friend out of the way, resulting in Mia to push back.


“Hey! Hey! Hey!” John yelled, doing his best to put an end to the unexpected skirmish that had broken out in front of him. The girls ceased fighting and gazed up at him. “Are you two serious?”


They both looked down into the steaming water, ashamed of their childish behavior.


“Listen, I’m flattered, but come on,” he laughed. An idea suddenly came to him. It was a fantasy out of every man’s dream. Truthfully, it belonged more in a frat guy’s fictional recollection of his crazy college days, but he wouldn’t pass up his chance at an opportunity like the one before him. “Now, I want you girls to kiss and make up.”


Mia and Julia both smiled at each other before leaning in and resolving their differences with a quick peck on the lips. A loud whistle caused the two girls to look up, and when they did, they quickly discovered how dirty their friend’s father could get. He was pointing at the head of his cock!


Mia slid to his right while Julia slithered to his left. Their faces moved to the sides of his throbbing pole, eager to put an end to their argument. It didn’t hurt matters that both of them knew how hot this had to be for him. They wanted to be his dream girls!


He smiled as he watched their lips come together over the tip of his manhood. Mia’s tongue slipped out and dragged over his sensitive head before finding her way into Julia’s mouth. The two settled their differences by kissing and making up—right on the end of his dick.




This certainly wasn’t the first time that either girl had thought about having a little fun with their friend’s dad. Well, it definitely was when it came to having a threesome, but both of them had experienced their fair share of orgasms thanks to the stud towering above them. How couldn’t they? He was ripped! And he treated them like his own daughters!


Was it really so out of line for Mia to have officially fallen in love with Mr. K after he changed her flat tire? Don’t get her wrong, she’d been in love with him for years, but her feelings weren’t permanently cemented until that magical night several weeks ago. And he took the time to make sure that she knew how to operate a jack and a lug wrench too! It was incredible. It was like he always had her best intentions in mind!


Julia had been smitten for as long as she could remember. What wasn’t there to love? Mr. K spoiled Jessica rotten, kept himself in amazing shape, and he loved when she hung out at his house. Seriously, he really did! She’d experienced parents of other girls roll their eyes after realizing that she would be spending time at their houses, but never with Mr. K. He always seemed elated to have her over.


So, Mia and Julia both decided to act a little out of character. Mia had never expected to kiss Julia prior to this very moment, and Julia hadn’t planned on ever locking lips with a girl. She wasn’t even bisexual, but it didn’t matter now. The only thing they cared about was taking this amazing man to cloud nine. He deserved to have a night all about him.


The two girls took a break from the task at hand to exchange a giggle as they locked eyes. How bad were they right now? While their friends and classmates spent their Friday night out at the movies or watching Netflix, they were busy playing out a scene straight from a porno with a forty-three-year-old dad!


His pole resembled a steel beam. They grinned at each other from across the long, thick, wet piece of meat that separated their excited faces. Who would want an eighteen-year-old boy in their life when they could have an experienced stud instead? Tonight, they would both share the same boyfriend, and their only concern involved being everything that Mrs. K wasn’t.


But then reality slapped John upside the head.


What was he doing? How could he put his personal pleasure ahead of his own daughter’s discomfort? He was single-handedly responsible for the horrified expression on Jessica’s face as she gazed off at the back of the house, and it was time to put an end to the madness.


“We can’t do this,” he announced.


“No, it’s fine, Mr. K,” Julia reassured him. “Is it because of Jessica?”


He nodded, still struggling to fathom how out of control things had gotten. He had two high school girls sucking his dick, for fuck’s sake!


“Get your ass over here!” Julia snapped at Jessica.


Jessica didn’t respond.


“Jess, nothing that happens tonight will ever leave this backyard, got it?” Julia addressed her troubled girlfriend. “We just want to have some fun, okay? And we want you to have fun too. Are you honestly telling me that this doesn’t look awesome?”


Jessica turned her attention to the scene unfolding across from her for the first time since her father had lost his swim trunks unexpectedly. Dad had himself propped up on the edge of the tub with a hard-on significantly larger than her boyfriend, meanwhile, Julia was topless and Mia rubbed her father’s muscular thigh. Was this real life or a porn set? Her friends weren’t normally like this at all!


None of them were sluts who messed around with the guys at school. Sure, Julia loved to think of herself as some kind of sexual know-it-all, but that had more to do with her personality than anything. The bizarre argument that had arisen the other day over who gave better head surprised her enough to begin with, so she almost lost her mind when Mia and Julia decided to put their plan into action tonight.


And what about when Mia kissed her earlier? Where the hell had that come from? And she kind of kissed her back, didn’t she?


What if her friends were right, though? Jared was a jerk, and she started to seriously question why she’d ever dated him in the first place. What if the cure to her relationship blues involved a little fun with someone new? And while Dad was the last person she ever expected to consider for a rebound, she could’ve done a lot worse judging by what her father had going on.


“Real talk for a minute, Jess.”


Jessica’s focus left her naked father and shifted to Julia. “Real talk?”


“Yeah, real talk,” Julia said as she grabbed the fat cock next to her and gave it a little shake to emphasize what she referred to. “Sit there with a straight face and tell me that this doesn’t look good.”


Jessica’s eyes traced along Julia’s curvy body until she finally landed on her father’s manhood. “Good” would definitely qualify as an understatement based on what she observed. Dad had always been an attractive guy, but his recent obsession with working out and eating healthy had completely changed his body for the better. She didn’t know anyone else his age who looked as good as he did. Hell, she didn’t know anyone at all who resembled his level of fitness! He just so happened to also be funny, smart, hardworking, and extremely masculine.


Her head suddenly perked up as she had an epiphany.


She’d been thinking about her father for years.


How had she missed it? It was so obvious! It was all right there! She always had a type in mind whenever she read her erotic novels. If the male protagonist was blond, then she changed his hair to brown; if he worked a white-collar job, then she imagined him as a blue-collar guy instead; and if he didn’t have a good relationship with his daughter, then she pictured him as a great father.


Was that why she went against her instincts by dating Jared? Her boyfriend was lazy, somewhat chubby, and lacked all the qualities she loved in a man—all the qualities that her dad effortlessly possessed. Was dating him her attempt to subconsciously move past her obvious feelings toward her father? All these years, and it took her friends seducing her dad in a hot tub for her to understand how she really felt.


But actually admitting her true feelings was an entirely different story. “Well, I mean…”


Mia’s mouth had yet to stop watering. Mr. K could be having second thoughts, Jessica might be struggling with her true feelings, and Julia seemed busy attempting to convince their friend that it wouldn’t be a big deal to mess around with her own father, but the only thing she cared about was wrapping her lips around the beautiful piece of meat that she missed so much.


Mr. K had been a major crush for Mia for years. The strong sense of masculinity that radiated from her friend’s father was unlike anything in her own life. To be honest, one defining moment really explained everything.


She still recalled a Thursday night six years ago like it happened yesterday. Mom and Dad were in the front seat while they returned home from Thanksgiving dinner at her grandparents’ house. A loud pop resulted in them pulling over to the side of the road to discover a flat tire. She held a flashlight for her father while he fiddled around with a handful of tools for a few minutes, struggled to make any progress, and then eventually decided to call AAA. And what was his reason for quitting? That it didn’t make sense to pay for a service and not use it, but it couldn’t have been more obvious that he didn’t know how to change a tire.


Mr. K’s blue-collar vibe was the polar opposite of her own father’s office worker mentality. The naked man next to her didn’t pay people to complete simple services for him. Instead, he accomplished them himself. There was something incredibly sexy about his rugged personality, and his amazing physique only added to her lust. He took care of himself and handled everything around him, and the woman in her couldn’t get enough of it.


Mia leaned forward and took him back inside her mouth. His thick girth made even the simplest movements a challenge. She found herself engaged in a game of pleasure where her teeth were the bad guys, but she was keen on making him feel ecstatic. He’d done nothing but treat her like his own daughter for years, after all. It was time to show just how much she appreciated having him in her life.


She relaxed her throat and slowly crept closer to his defined V-line which had been on her mind from the moment their fun had gotten underway. That chiseled path where his lower abs and obliques met may as well have been a fantasy. She’d never seen him naked before! His body was even more toned and built than she’d fantasized about. She was so small and meek under his imposing shadow, but the whimpers sounding from above disregarded logic. Her little self could completely control a man twice her size with only her mouth! What could be more powerful than that?


Half of his cock disappeared inside her mouth as she wrapped her petite arms around his muscular thighs and pulled herself down on him. Inch by inch, his big dick pushed deeper into her tight throat. The urge to gag had been offset by more important desires. She’d never been more determined in her life.


She would have the stud sitting on the edge of the tub overwhelmed by bliss. He would never forget his night with her, Julia would finally admit that she wasn’t just some cute girl—but instead a real woman who could get dirty with the best of them—and more than anything, she planned to treat herself to a little fun.


After what felt like an eternity, her little button nose pressed into his pubic bone as she swallowed him whole.


“Jesus…” Julia gasped, baffled.


Mia’s hands sprung from their self-imposed lock, allowing her throat to free itself and desperately collect the oxygen that her famished lungs begged for. Her eyes quickly darted around the tub to soak in her surroundings. Mr. K appeared smitten and somewhat in love, Julia looked astonished, and Jessica may have been even more blown away than anyone.


Mia used her forearm to wipe away the spit from the sides of her mouth before smirking at Julia arrogantly. She couldn’t turn off her competitive side no matter how hard she tried. “Your turn.”


Julia hadn’t expected that. Where in the world had Mia put that thing? Did her adorable friend actually deepthroat the biggest cock she’d ever seen like some porn slut? And then did she seriously challenge her to display her skills right after?


Well, the bar was set rather high, but Julia was never one to back down from an opportunity to prove herself. The voluptuous blonde took her turn in front of Mr. K and wrapped her arms around the back of his thighs in similar fashion to her friend, and plunged her throat onto his towering pole after she readied herself.


The fat head of his cock hit her gag reflex and prevented her from matching Mia’s efforts. Her best attempts to limit her choking and focus on the daunting task at hand went for naught, and her lack of progress showed further after she realized that she’d yet to pass the halfway point of his dick. She didn’t look forward to what she had in store for her after she came up for air.


“Ha!” Mia immediately taunted her. “Oh my God, that wasn’t even close!”


Julia rolled her eyes.


“Too cute, huh? And what was that about being like a puppy or something?” Mia continued to bask in her victory. Her attention left her friend and shifted to the stud sitting just to her right. “I think that you owe me an apology.”


John wasn’t one who typically enjoyed admitting defeat, but he absolutely didn’t have a problem with it this time. “I take back what I said.”


“Who’s the blowjob queen?” Mia asked, looking back at Julia with a big grin to rub it in.


“I have to go with you,” he announced.


An idea came to Julia. She still had a chance to knock Mia off her perch. If she couldn’t match her friend’s amazing oral abilities, then maybe someone else could?


“What about Jessica?” she asked.


Six eyes darted to the brunette who remained seated as far away as possible from the action at hand.


“She didn’t get a chance,” Julia went on. “Mia can’t be the blowjob queen if she hasn’t taken on all competitors. So, let’s go, Jess.”


Jessica quickly reverted back to her natural instincts, shaking her head no.


Julia looked up at Mr. K and said, “Say something sweet about your daughter.”


He didn’t follow. “What?”


“Say something sweet about your daughter,” Julia repeated. “Tell her how pretty she is.”


“Um…uh…I—”


“Don’t you think she’s sexy?” Julia interrupted him.


He didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t pretend that his daughter was anything other than gorgeous. Soft skin, beautiful brown hair, and those warm chestnut eyes that she’d received from her mother: she was quite the stunner, alright.


“I mean…she’s…um…very…um…very…beautiful,” he struggled to convey his thoughts appropriately.


Julia decided to express herself more candidly. “She’s hot.”


“You can say that again,” Mia added.


Jessica and John exchanged nervous glances.


“I have an idea that I know Mia is already on board with,” Julia said. “I want to watch Jessica wrap her pretty lips around her dad’s big dick. You two would look so hot together.”


Mia’s hand drifted under the water and slipped inside her bikini bottoms. “Oh my God, that would be so sexy.”


As ridiculous as it was for his daughter to watch him mess around with her friends, her actual participation in their perversion was completely absurd. “That can’t happen.”


Mia’s euphoric expression quickly dissipated as she snapped out of her fantasy. She wanted to see these two go at it! “Why not?”


“Why not?” he asked, bewildered that he needed to explain the situation. “How about because she’s my daughter?”


“How many times do I have to explain this?” Julia questioned while letting out a frustrated huff. “You aren’t her dad tonight, and she isn’t your daughter either! You’re just two sexy people in a hot tub who want to have some fun.” She’d just about reached her limit as her blue eyes moved to Jessica. “Let’s go, Jess! I’m not asking you again! Get over here!”


Jessica crossed her arms and turned away defiantly. Suddenly, the sounds of water splashing caused her to look back, where she found Mia on a beeline straight for her. Her petite girlfriend’s little hand wrapped around her forearm and pulled her in her father’s direction roughly.


“Let go of me!” Jessica shouted.


Mia pushed Jessica directly in front of John, shooting her a firm glare in the process. Much like Julia, she’d had it with her friend’s bullshit. What better way was there for Jessica to get her lame boyfriend off her mind than by giving her something new to think about?


Julia swiftly captured the attention of everyone in the hot tub. “Listen, we’ve all known each other since middle school, so you guys are well-aware of how much I love you. Jess, stop fighting us on this. Mr. K too. We’re all going to have some fun tonight. Jess is bummed that her boyfriend is a douchebag, and Mr. K clearly doesn’t get the amount of sexual attention that he deserves, so what’s the problem with you two helping each other out?”


The undeniable level of awkwardness between Jessica and John couldn’t be mistaken for anything else. How many girls ever saw their fathers naked? And how many dads spent a night messing around with their daughter’s friends? It was uncharted territory for the both of them.


But what if Julia was right? Perhaps tonight was about letting loose and having fun? Mom wouldn’t be home until tomorrow, Jared wasn’t anywhere to be seen, and Mia and Julia would never tell a soul. Would it really be so wrong to get a little crazy?


And with that, Jessica let go of all her troubles. “I don’t know if I can beat Mia, but I can definitely top Julia.”


John watched in amazement as his daughter leaned forward and wrapped her pouty lips around the head of his sensitive cock. Every part of him knew that he should protest her decision. His cock wasn’t in the mouth of some random girl from the gym! It was his own daughter who was sucking his dick!


But he couldn’t fight his true feelings.


He bit his lip and allowed the man in him to enjoy what no father should. The brunette stunner bobbing up and down on his dick briskly took him to places that his wife never had. Her mouth effortlessly glided the length of his manhood, rivaling Mia’s unbelievable oral display from earlier. Wet spit trickled down his meat as her tight throat expanded in an attempt to swallow him whole. It was heaven.


Julia couldn’t believe what she was seeing. “I suck at giving head.”


The naughtiness of Jessica messing around with her own dad stirred around all kinds of things inside Mia. She needed to get in on it. “This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”


Jessica waved her girlfriend closer, her mouth never leaving this previously unimaginable part of her father. His thickness was a completely new experience. Giving Dad oral was fun! It was definitely a challenge, but at the same time, it was easier. He possessed so much more room to work with than Jared did!


Every seemingly endless inch represented a daunting task, but the rewards were endless. Dad really was her rock. He was kind, caring, loyal, and funny. She wasn’t ignorant to how good she had it, and the man between her lips was the reason why. He worked so hard to provide her with an amazing life. The only thing he cared about was her joy.


So, hearing even a faint moan escape from his mouth felt wondrous. All of her past reservations vanished the moment she accepted him inside her mouth, and now, her only concern involved properly thanking him for everything he’d given her. He deserved a night all about him.


Mia slid next to Jessica and began planting kisses on the muscular thigh of the handsome man in front of her. Her soft lips journeyed his weathered skin until she arrived at his heavy balls. Even his testicles screamed of masculinity. They dangled low, reminding her that they weren’t playing with one of their classmates. No, they had their very own stud all to themselves.


It didn’t take long for Julia to follow a similar path as Mia. Her lips slowly ascended his muscular body until her young mouth properly worshipped the right testicle of the man twenty-five years her senior. She’d never experienced the powerful aroma which poured from his skin. It was an odor of dominance and authority. It was a scent that she could certainly familiarize herself with.


The world’s most perfect brunette bobbed up and down on his rock hard cock; a stunning black-haired, green-eyed beauty peered up at him as she sucked his left nut; and a voluptuous blonde flashed her sparkling blue eyes just to his right while she worshipped his other ball. Three beauties licked and sucked every inch of his manhood. The entirety of his groin found itself lusted after and praised by a trio of girls who were constantly on the minds of countless numbers of men, but while those horny high school boys jerked-off at home to the idea of receiving a simple kiss from any of these stunners, he had them playing out every perverted fantasy he could think of, and it was time to turn up the filth.


“Kiss.”


Jessica lifted her mouth off her father’s cock as her two friends curiously glanced up with her.


“Kiss who?” Julia asked.


John’s lustful look turned to a wicked grin. “All of you kiss.”


Smiles washed over their faces as they picked up on his request, and Mia wasted no time getting the raunchiness underway. She placed her petite hands on the sides of Jessica’s face and turned her friend in her direction. Moments later, they made out again. Lips on lips were soon replaced by eager tongues exploring each other’s mouth, but something caused the party to come to a halt.




Mia’s bikini top fell to the water below.


His grin couldn’t possibly be wider as he leaned back, his left arm still extended to reflect his most recent mischievous deed. It was the perfect amount of sexiness to cause Jessica’s top to come off as well as a result of Julia’s wandering fingers. Two tight bodies with small, perky breasts created quite the contrast to Julia’s large bust and never-ending curves. It was the best of both worlds.


He wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked it slowly as Julia collected the mess of floating bikini tops and tossed them onto the deck. “I don’t recall telling anyone to stop.”


Girlish titter fluttered through the air as Mia and Jessica became reacquainted once again. Was this still completely about him? Mia had quickly fallen in love with the cherry flavor of Jessica’s ChapStick, while Jessica couldn’t be more smitten by the softness of Mia’s lips. Their delicate fingers surveyed the pristine landscapes of their physiques, creating an aura of silent praise for their flawless skin.


“Don’t forget about Julia,” he added with a smirk.


Jessica caught a glimpse of her father after she broke off her kiss with Mia. His hand stroked his cock—his motions long and deliberate. Had Mom ever allowed him to mess around with other girls? She couldn’t imagine that her mother would, and that further showed how much more she loved Dad than Mom did. Only a girl like herself would allow her father to have fun with her friends. She just wanted him to be happy!


Julia lunged at Jessica the moment she turned to face her. Okay, so she couldn’t compete orally with her girlfriends. That wasn’t the end of the world. There were still plenty of titles that she would claim tonight—like best kisser.


A light tap on the shoulder caused Mia to look up at Mr. K, and his masculine blue eyes said a million words without the trouble of needing to speak. They shared a connection. They operated on the same wavelength. They were perfect for each other.


Without verbal instruction, she followed his request and took his cock back inside her mouth.


You couldn’t find a happier man on the planet than the stud seated on the edge of the tub while his legs dangled into the water below. He had his dick between the lips of the cutest girl alive, his perfect daughter and her knockout friend continued to make out solely for his pleasure, and all felt right with the world. Tonight couldn’t have been further from a typical evening with his wife.


And he was ready to live out each and every one of his fantasies.


He gripped the sides of Mia’s head and began to pump into her mouth roughly. Nothing could prevent him from making this cutie his own. Years of inappropriate thoughts flooded his mind as he face-fucked a girl who belonged on the cover of a magazine about puppies and lollipops, and he planned to enjoy every second of his bliss.


How could someone so pretty also be so dirty? Her hands rested calmly on his bucking thighs as spit and drool poured from her mouth, falling into the scalding water below. The urge to see how filthy this angel could get overtook his better judgment, and he found himself temporarily sent back to his younger days of sexual recklessness.


He didn’t want to act his age. He needed to take the most pure thing he could find and dirty it up. It was time to put this little angel in her rightful place.


His hips came to a stop as he pushed down on her head, causing his big cock to slide down her throat an inch at a time.


The first thick wad of spit escaped from her mouth after she gagged. Seconds later, another clump followed, but he refused to release his hold. The stunner choking on his cock wasn’t going anywhere if he had anything to say about it.


Julia and Jessica had ended their kiss after the first deafening choking noise. Bewilderment would best describe their reactions to what they witnessed. Their tiny friend was being completely dominated! Mr. K’s eyes were closed and his face almost appeared distant. He remained lost in a far away world of pleasure, but the culprit of stealing their attention could be credited to Mia’s next decision.


She placed her hands behind her back.


Julia had officially conceded the blowjob crown to her girlfriend. She wouldn’t be able to handle a cock as big as Mr. K’s pumping into her throat, let alone while her hands rested casually on her lower back! It tooks years, but she no longer viewed Mia as the naive little girl she thought she knew. Instead, her friend was a dirty girl. A very, very, very dirty girl.


“Good girl…”


Julia squeezed Jessica’s arm, barely able to contain her excitement. Mr. K just called Mia a good girl while he had his cock lodged down her throat! As if tonight couldn’t get any hotter!


“Let Daddy see those eyes,” he told her.


Mia struggled to follow his command as her natural instincts demanded that her eyes remain closed. She had to open them. Mr. K referred to himself as Daddy! Daddy! How could she not oblige all of his requests now?


She finally managed to part her eyelids and promptly felt him push down harder as a result. The little flash of green was more than enough to send him over the edge. He wanted to own her soul.


“Did you hear that?” Julia whispered to Jessica, hysteric with elation. “Your dad just referred to himself as Daddy to Mia! Oh my God, Jess, this is so hot!”


Julia wasn’t lying. So, this was the real version of her father? Yes, he’d always been strong and athletic, but such a level of aggression hadn’t exactly been expected. Maybe it wasn’t Mom’s fault? Perhaps it wasn’t possible for one woman to keep a stud like him satisfied? What if her mother had given up on taking care of Dad’s sexual needs out of pure exhaustion?


But Jessica knew better. Mom seemed to have an attitude about everything lately, and Dad was no exception. Chances were that her mother didn’t appreciate her amazing husband, and Jessica made it her new mission to make sure that Dad received the proper treatment in his own house.


Despite her best efforts, Mia couldn’t go another second without air. She tapped frantically on his thigh to signal her desperate need for oxygen. Was tonight about making Mr. K happy? Absolutely. She would be lying if she didn’t admit to having just visited heaven herself, however. Being forced to choke on the big dick of her longtime crush was about as good as things could get.


Mia looked at her two friends, wildly sucking as much air into her oxygen-deprived lungs as possible after being released from Mr. K’s hold. “I’m in love.”


Julia smiled while Jessica raised her eyebrows, not a fan of her revelation.


Mia wasn’t done. “I want to date your dad.”


“Will you stop!” Jessica laughed, her smile containing a mix of disbelief and a slight hint of jealousy. “Oh my God…”


“I’m serious!” Mia proclaimed. “I—”


Her pleas were cut short by the sudden arrival of a big hand in her hair. He spun her around roughly, bringing her face-to-face with the wet cock that had just been buried down her throat. She quickly discovered that Mr. K had different plans than the ones she’d expected, though.


He leaned down and kissed her.


Watching Mia and Mr. K make out caused Julia’s already excited body to shake. “Oh my God, you two totally need to date!”


“He’s married!” Jessica protested. Not that Mia nor her father heard a single word she said. They were busy making out like a horny high school couple. “She’s not dating my dad!”


Julia wasn’t having it. “But they look so good together!”


Jessica didn’t necessarily disagree as she soaked in the scene unfolding before her. Dad’s big, muscular frame smothered her girlfriend’s petite body. And what about his hands? They dwarfed her little head! They really did look like a sexy couple. Actually, on second thought, they would probably pass more as models for a fitness photo shoot—a rather X-rated photo shoot.


Mia would never think about another boy her own age again. Why would she? None of them possessed a body like Mr. K’s! They certainly didn’t own his cock either! But more importantly, they couldn’t compete with his confidence.


His hands explored her body. A soft squeeze of her right breast sent an equal amount of electricity throughout her veins as when his hand clutched her neck. He could pick her up and launch her across the backyard if he desired, and his immense strength turned her on even more. Not only did she want to be his dream girl, but she yearned to be his little plaything as well, and she needed to be a bit of a tease in order to pull that off.


Mia broke off her kiss and moved away from him, never breaking eye contact as they continued to stare at each other. “Let’s go, Julia. It’s time to give Mr. K his birthday present.”


The busty blonde wasted little time taking her turn in front of her own crush. The past fifteen minutes had resulted in her growing rather enamored with her friend’s father. While he’d always been hot, this ultra-masculine side of him was what really did it for her. He was an alpha male in her eyes.


Julia had a sudden change of heart. Mia could get in line as far as she was concerned. Did it really matter if she couldn’t give a blowjob like her petite friend? She had other things going for her, and if Mr. K would date either of them, then she would be the girl on his arm.


Julia did her best to keep her cool as she wrapped her wet breasts around his towering erection. Watching him respond by throwing his head back in jubilation caused her to wonder if she could somehow kick Mrs. K to the curb as well. Taking care of this stud needed to be a nightly occurrence.


She had a duty—a responsibility—if you will. No one else in his life could provide him with an experience such as this. Only she could give him the ultimate belated birthday gift. He wouldn’t even remember that Mia had deepthroated him like a porn star after she got done with him.


She pushed her breasts together with her hands, sliding up and down the length of his magnificent manhood. The warm, hard piece of meat hidden deep in her cleavage gave her the leg up on the competition. Mrs. K couldn’t make his big dick disappear between her breasts. Neither could Jessica or Mia. Nope, she was the only girl in his world capable of playing out his wildest fantasy, and he deserved to use her tits to his liking whenever he desired.


A particular idea popped into her perverted mind as her soft breasts continued to massage the thick cock smothered between her chest. Perhaps it would seal her position as the winner in the battle for his affection? Either way, it certainly wouldn’t hurt her case.


Mia hadn’t talked dirty, and she was about to get filthy.


“You like that?” she purred while gazing up into his eyes.


Julia could get used to this sight. Chiseled abs, a muscular chest, and bulging biceps created the ideal backdrop to the cock trapped between her wet tits. His sculpted body didn’t compare to his handsome face, however.


His look of pleasure was unparalleled. The way he moaned when she squeezed tighter sent a chill down her spine. The swollen head of his cock faintly emerged whenever she lowered her boobs, only to vanish as she brought them higher. Her erect nipples could cut glass. She’d never been so turned on.


Julia sent a wad of spit flying at the head of his cock when it poked out from her cleavage. It briskly returned to the comforts of her big breasts with an additional layer of moisture.


“How’s that feel?” she asked, suffocating his cock between her tits.


“So fuckin’ good,” he answered with a moan.


“Does Daddy like it when I fuck him with my big tits?” Julia inquired in a childish cadence.


He locked eyes with her, their grins matching each other’s naughty intentions. “Daddy loves it.”


“I just want to make Daddy happy,” she purred. “I want to give you something that your wife, your daughter, and Mia can’t.”


Both Mia and Jessica—but specifically Mia—weren’t pleased.


“I’m giving you my number before I leave,” Julia informed him as she began to bounce up and down. She did her best to make him feel like he was inside of her. “We’re going to start texting each other.”


He may as well have been a little kid on Christmas morning.


“I’m going to start each and every one of your mornings with a dirty picture!” Julia giggled, biting her lower lip. “And I want pictures back!”


“I want to text him toooooooo…” Mia whined.


“Neither of you are texting my dad! He’s married!” Jessica shouted. She had to establish some much-needed boundaries.


Julia was lost in her own world. She’d already planned out her life with her new boyfriend. “And I want you to text me whenever you’re horny. I’ll come right over and play with you.”


Mia wasn’t so sure about that. “No, you won’t, because I’ll already be over here taking care of him!”


Julia froze, completely smothering his throbbing cock between her now motionless breasts. She locked eyes with him and grinned. “I want to see what you would do to me, Daddy.”


He hoisted himself up slightly with his hands, hurrying to pump between her tits. The head of his cock rocketed out from her soft chest, met the cool air, and slipped back into her cleavage after Julia’s tongue greeted it with a loving lick. Her alluring blue eyes encouraged him to thrust faster.


Mia’s hand dipped beneath the hot water once again. So, this was how Mr. K fucked? Like an animal? Could she handle a cock that size hammering into her at such a frantic pace? She wasn’t sure, but the fingers rubbing her clit were more than willing to find out.


“You wouldn’t be walking right after I got done with you,” he grunted, his hips moving at a feverish pace. “Daddy’s little fuckin’ slut.”


Julia gazed up into the hypnotizing blue eyes of the man she was ready to marry. “Oh… My… God…”


Mia was anything but happy. “But I want to be Daddy’s little slut!”


“If anyone is going to be his slut, then it’s going to be me!!!”


Everything stopped.


John’s rapid pumping came to an abrupt end, Mia’s fingers froze on her clit, and Julia lost her breath. Everyone stared at the one girl who’d finally decided to speak her mind.


All eyes were on Jessica.


“Move, Julia!” Mia shouted.


Julia looked over at Mia and asked, “Why?”


“Just move!” Mia demanded again urgently. “Now!”


Julia released Mr. K from her hold and slid off to the side, exchanging smirks with Mia after she eventually realized what was about to happen.


Watching Jessica move directly in front of her father was an overdue sight for everyone involved. It was clear who he really belonged to. Dating Dad could be an outlandish fantasy for her friends, but she would be the girl taking care of him from now on.


It didn’t take long for Jessica to discover her happy place. Spending time with her father brought her joy, the manner in which he took a genuine interest in her life made her the happiest girl in the world, but the way that his thick cock stretched her mouth felt right. She didn’t possess big boobs or a complete lack of a gag reflex, but no one could compete with her love. She cherished her father unlike anyone else in the world.


She continued to bob on the head of his dick while both her hands stroked his thick meat simultaneously. Sure, Dad could have the occasional fun with her friends—especially during nights like tonight—but this was her dick. She owned this part of him.


“God, you’re amazing, sweetheart.”


Jessica’s hands came to a stop while she glanced up at him, leaving her lips locked around the tip of his cock. Dad just claimed that she was amazing? Had her fantasy been proven correct? Did her father’s immense love cause him to look past her rather pedestrian oral skills? What if her blowjob truly felt better than what Mia and Julia had done to him?


“I love you so much,” he said, smiling down at her with a twinkle of adoration in his eye.


Her hands and mouth began to move once again, but at a hurried pace this time. She knew it! Dad talked dirty with her friends, but he had nothing but love and respect when he spoke to her. He saw her as a queen! As his queen!


“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he moaned.


“I want your cum, Daddy,” Mia said as she moved to the left of Jessica, her fingers playing with her clit wildly under the water.


“I want it too!” Julia said while hurrying to Jessica’s right. “All over my face!”


Common sense told him that he was living every man’s fantasy. Two stunning eighteen-year-old girls had just begged him to cum on their faces. On their faces! That didn’t happen in real life, and his wife definitely never allowed him to get this dirty with her.


So, why did his focus remain one hundred percent locked on his daughter?


Jessica’s hands and mouth continued to work his cock unlike anything he’d ever experienced. Neither Mia’s bottomless throat or Julia’s perfect tits could compete with his little girl. Her touch electrified his body. Her mouth weakened his knees. Everything about her drove him absolutely insane, and he couldn’t hold back any longer.


“Fuck!” he grunted passionately, sending a burst of his thick seed into his daughter’s mouth.


Jessica didn’t hesitate for a single second. Her hands stroked faster as explosions of semen erupted one after another between her lips. His cum was her source of life. It was her purpose. It was all that consumed her.


“Not fair!” Mia whined, her look resembling a little girl who watched her older sister hog a treat intended for them to share. “I want some too!”


“We’re gonna get some,” Julia said, grinning at Jessica as she watched her friend receive a mouthful of her father. “You better share with us, slut.”


Jessica was far too concerned with staring up into her dad’s eyes to listen. She couldn’t get enough of his face. He looked ravenous!


Her mouth was filled to the brim while her stud father had yet to break eye contact with her. There was little question that this was how things would work from now on. Dad was hers, and Mom could take a hike as far as she was concerned.


Julia tilted her head to the side and moved below Jessica after she heard the last of his moans die down. She was ready to join in on the finale. She’d worked for it too, after all! “Give me!”


Jessica flashed her father a smile with a full mouth before allowing a river of cum to pour between Julia’s accepting lips. The busty blonde savored his taste on her tongue before realizing that he was sweet! How? Her two ex-boyfriends had never tasted good!


But her desire to swallow had been interrupted by Mia rushing next to her. The petite brunette didn’t need to tilt her head to collect her share. She was already at the perfect height.


“Gimme! Gimme! Gimme!” Mia demanded.


Julia barely managed to open her full mouth and giggle, “Ask nicely.”


“Please, give me!” Mia continued to plead.


Julia placed her hands on the sides of her friend’s face to keep her still, transferring a seemingly never-ending supply of seed into her mouth. Mia enjoyed his surprisingly enjoyable taste before showing just how dirty she could get. She gargled his thick load playfully, much to the enjoyment of her girlfriends.


“Give it back to Jessica,” Julia instructed.


Mia flashed her a disappointed glance.


“Give it to her,” Julia ordered again. “Jess is going to swallow her dad.”


John’s cock twitched at the sound of Julia’s words. His wife never swallowed, and now he had three girls fighting over his cum? But the one place it would end up seemed very fitting. His cum only belonged with one woman.


Mia reluctantly emptied her mouth between Jessica’s lips. There was no teasing, taunting, or any dragging out of the moment. She needed to swallow her father.


Jessica took a deep gulp, smiled, and opened her mouth to show the rest of the tub. “All gone!”


Mia grabbed Jessica by the hair and kissed her. If she didn’t get to swallow, then she would find some more cum deep inside her friend’s mouth. It wasn’t fair! They should’ve shared!




Julia moved back to the source and cleaned Mr. K off, desperate in search for more of his seed.


“Are you ready for some real fun?”


Julia pulled back from his cock to find him staring down at her. “What?”


“Are you ready for some real fun?” he asked again. “I’m gonna bend you over the side of my bed and unload on that fat ass.”


Three simultaneous gasps filled the quiet backyard.


Was Julia ready for some real fun? Absolutely, she was! “Does Mrs. K have any sexy high heels?”


“What?” he asked, confused.


“I want to wear her heels when you fuck me,” Julia proclaimed boldly. “Does she have any?”


He loved the sound of that. “I’m sure we can find some.”


“I want to wear heels too!” Mia shouted, taking a break from kissing her girlfriend to inform Mr. K of her intentions. He would bend her over his bed right after Julia!


“Your feet are too small,” Jessica told her. “My mom doesn’t have anything that will fit you.”


The look of disappointment on Mia’s face nearly broke John’s heart. This adorable little angel was on the verge of tears. If she wanted heels, then he would get her heels.


“What time is the mall open till?” he asked.


Julia may not have known a lot in life, but she was very familiar with the hours of operation of their local shopping mall. “Ten o’clock.”


“Well, you girls better get moving then,” he said.


They stared up at him blankly, clearly not understanding whatever it was that he had on his mind.


“My wallet is on the kitchen counter,” he filled them in on his plan. “Go buy Mia a pair of heels.”


Mia’s face lit up with excitement. “Really!?”


“Sexy heels,” he nodded. “Six-inch pumps.”


Mia couldn’t be happier. “Oh my God, are you serious!? Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”


“Can I get something too?” Julia asked.


His eyes moved to each of the three girls. “You’re all getting something for me. Lingerie, or heels, or—”


“I literally love you,” Julia cut him off. “Like, I’m not exaggerating either. I want to date you.”


“My girlfriends better not keep me waiting. Get a move on, ladies.”


The trio of friends hustled out of the tub, topless. Tonight wouldn’t be spent with high school boys. No, tonight, they had an older stud who knew exactly what to do. The days of inexperienced guys who couldn’t even remove their bras were over. They finally had a man who knew all the right buttons to push.


“Make sure that Mia puts her hair in pigtails!” he shouted before they disappeared from his sight.


Jessica decided to peek her head back outside after her friends vanished into the house. “Pigtails, Dad? Getting a little greedy, don’t you think?”


He grinned at his daughter who had an ear-to-ear smile on her face. “You’re putting your hair in pigtails too, and don’t buy any shoes either. Your mother has a pair of black stilettos that would look amazing on you.”


She bit her lower lip in anticipation of what was to come. Not only did Dad plan to claim her for his own tonight, but he would do so while she wore her mother’s sexy high heels? How insane would that be?


“Tonight is going to be so awesome!” she smiled. “We’ll be back in a little.”


“Get some baby oil too.”


As if her smile couldn’t get bigger. “Oh my God, you’re so bad! How much?”


How much baby oil would he need for the three sexiest girls in the world? The answer was obvious. “The biggest bottle that you can find.”


Jessica couldn’t wait another minute. “Love you, Dad!” she yelled before closing the door and running upstairs to get changed.


“Love you too, sweetheart!” he shouted back.


Tonight, he would burn off each and every one of the calories from the brownies he’d inhaled earlier. He would make sure of it.
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Chapter 1 — People Change





Jen sat at the kitchen table with an unmistakable look of disgust on her face. Her contempt was seventeen years in the making. What happened to her husband after their three-year anniversary? It was like he suddenly stopped giving a shit about everything in his life.


Tom was a handsome, fit guy when the two first started dating. He possessed a thick head of brown hair, muscles everywhere, and a very low body fat percentage to match. Not only did the twenty-five-year-old stud have stamina for days, but he could get her going just by taking his shirt off. Things slowly began to change, however.


His healthy diet was replaced by fast food, his gym routine was ousted by video games and hours of watching TV, his sexy five o’clock shadow was swapped out for a ragged-looking beard, and his thick hair was now thin and straggly. Sure, some things were out of his control. She couldn’t fault him for his thinning hair, but it was more a combination of everything. The current forty-seven-year-old version of her husband didn’t even slightly resemble the twenty-five-year-old man she’d fallen in love with.


Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


God, it was so gross. The way that he ate drove her insane. His mouth was always open, and it felt like a lack of common courtesy to her. Nobody wants to hear you chew your food! Close your goddamn mouth! She just wanted to scream!


Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


Why was he eating cereal? Didn’t she show him how to make smoothies in her blender years ago? All the ingredients were in the refrigerator, and they were so easy to make. Kale, tomatoes, celery, throw in some fruit, add a little water, and blend it all up. It was a perfectly nutritious breakfast, but no, Tom decided to eat junk food cereal which he’d specifically bought for himself—just like he did every morning.


Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


It was like he chewed loud on purpose just to bug her, but his disgusting eating habits weren’t even the worst part about her morning. There was milk in his already repulsive beard! She turned her attention to her coffee to hide her disgust. She never would’ve imagined calling this man her husband two decades ago.


Tom worked in construction, and his job didn’t exactly bring home the big bucks—not that his lack of income was a problem. She valued personality, loyalty, and how a man made her feel over finances. Tom had all those traits in the beginning. Not only was he once responsible and enjoyable to talk to, but a brief glance at his chiseled body could make her melt.


He was by far the most mature and loyal of her post-college boyfriends, despite his lack of creativity and adventure. She knew that his looks wouldn’t necessarily stay the same twenty years down the road, but she’d never expected his personality to change the way it had. He just wasn’t enjoyable to be around anymore. He never made time to talk or ask about her day, he put off real responsibilities for selfish pleasures, and he spent his days glued to his phone and playing Xbox down in the basement. He was even busy fidgeting with his iPhone on the oak kitchen table at this very second! Twenty years ago they would’ve at least had a conversation over breakfast. Now, they didn’t even look at each other.


“Hey, Mom.”


The brunette mother of one had no qualms about being the family’s primary breadwinner. She was a registered nurse who made close to double her husband’s salary, but there wasn’t any resentment or loss of respect over their financial differences. She never looked at it as “her money” or “his money.” She saw it as “their money.” They were a team. The entire point of a marriage was to help each other, but Tom didn’t do his part. There was no sex or stimulation, and nothing he did resulted in her desiring to be in his presence.


“Hey, Mom!”


She loved giving head and she loved to please, but the thought of wrapping her lips around his dick disgusted her. Where to start? There was his gross beer belly, his general lack of grooming downstairs, and the awful winded sucking-sound he made whenever they attempted something sexual. Receiving a blowjob was exhausting for him thanks to his incredibly low stamina, and his borderline nonexistent sex drive made those encounters few and far between. The most bizarre part of everything was that she still tried. She still attempted to give him oral sex because she wanted to make him happy, but it was like he wasn’t interested.


Jen worked hard to keep herself together, even if she didn’t exactly look like she did back in college. Her toned legs, slim figure, and impressive bust weren’t anything to scoff at, though. She was proud of her appearance. Healthy eating, a solid gym-going habit, and plenty of hiking and yoga served as her recipe for success.


She was very fit and noticed plenty of guys checking her out wherever she went—especially at the gym. Young hunks, older guys, married men, single players: it didn’t matter. They all made time to at least look at her, if not go out of their way to make small talk. It’d gotten to the point where she was embarrassed to be seen in public with Tom. It wasn’t like that was a major problem or anything. He would never leave the house if it was up to him.


“Mom!”


Her eyes snapped to the left to find her eighteen-year-old daughter sitting at the table with a meal replacement bar in hand.


“Oh, hey,” Jen smiled. “I didn’t see you there.”


Ashley observed her mother curiously while unwrapping her breakfast. “What’s going on with you?”


“Nothing,” Jen smiled again. “Just thinking.”


“Dad,” Ashley acknowledged her father.


“Hey,” Tom responded, his eyes still glued on his phone.


Just like her mother, Ashley had been blessed with long brown hair and striking chestnut eyes. The busty brunette was quite the looker and received her fair share of attention from the boys at her high school, and unfortunately, she also shared something else in common with her mom. It wasn’t something that she was particularly happy about either.


Ashley’s relationship with her mom resembled more of a best friends type of vibe than a typical mother-daughter rapport, but that wasn’t necessarily her choice. She had to go to Mom with her problems and needs since Dad didn’t take much of an interest in her personal life. Maybe things would be different if she was a boy? She really didn’t have too much in common with her father, but she didn’t allow their lack of a relationship to bother her like she had in the past. Honestly, she’d grown to accept how things were.


“My soccer game is at five,” Ashley announced. “You guys are coming, right?”


“I’ll be there,” Jen nodded.


Tom continued to play with his phone while noting, “Me too.”


“Okay, cool,” Ashley said with a smile. “I’m gonna to get going to school. See ya later!”


“Have a good day, sweetheart!” Jen told her daughter as she watched her walk away.


Tom raised his hand in the air and gave a quick wave, never breaking stride from the game he played on his smartphone.


“Mom! Come here!”


Jen left her seat and hustled toward Ashley’s frantic voice. She found the front door open, and Ashley standing on the concrete pathway after she arrived. “What is it?”


Ashley pointed next door.


“Holy shit,” Jen remarked, stunned. “Wow, they actually sold it.”


“Didn’t you say that it would be for sale forever? That it’s way overpriced?”


“I thought it would be,” Jen confessed. “I wonder if they got the asking price?”


Their neighbors put their house up for sale fourteen long months ago. She couldn’t believe how much they asked for it even in this extremely hot seller’s market, and to be completely honest, she didn’t want them to move either. The Tappins were perfect neighbors. The older couple mostly kept to themselves. There was no noise, no disturbances, and the sixty-something-year-old Italian couple was extremely friendly whenever they encountered one another. Part of her dreaded potential screaming kids or some rich kid who constant partied since his parents covered all of his bills. She wasn’t sure about a lot of things these days, but there was no denying that their new neighbors wouldn’t be anywhere near as great as the Tappins.


“Who do you think is moving in?”


“No idea,” answered Jen, still curious if they’d received the asking price.


Ashley had different concerns. “Hopefully it’s someone cute.”


“Is Mike aware of your boy-crazy ways?” she asked, plenty jealous of her daughter. She would kill to be a carefree eighteen-year-old girl again.


“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with looking,” Ashley grinned. Her boyfriend couldn’t get mad at her for taking a peak at some sexy stud next door. That wasn’t cheating!


Jen wouldn’t argue against having some eye candy around. There definitely wasn’t anything to look at in her own house. Maybe some cute high school boy wouldn’t be the world’s worst neighbor?


“Oh my God!” Ashley shouted dramatically. “What if Ryan Gosling moved in?”


Jen burst out into laughter. “What?”


“How awesome would that be?” Ashley smiled, staring at their neighbor’s house.


“Why would Ryan Gosling buy a house in Upstate New York?”


“I don’t know. Maybe he likes the mountains and the wilderness? Or maybe he’s in love with me?”


Jen continued to laugh.


“And he needs to be in my presence so he bought the house next door,” Ashley went on with her biggest fantasy. “And we’ll start dating, and fall in love, and get married…”


“Quite the imagination there, kiddo.”


“Hey, a girl can dream,” Ashley said, smirking. “Okay, so I have permission to date Ryan Gosling if he moves in next door, right?”


Jen nodded with a sarcastic smile. “Sure, I think I’ll take my chances with that one…”


“So, who’s your guy?”


Her eyebrows perked up at the sound of Ashley’s question. “What?”


“You have one guy to be able to do anything with if he moves in next door,” her daughter explained. “Who’s it gonna be?”


There was little question of who held the sacred title of being her all-time celebrity crush. “Pierce Brosnan.”


Ashley’s brow swiftly furrowed, confusion replacing her former grin. “Who?”


She questioned if she’d actually given birth to the brunette standing next to her. “What!? Are you serious?”


“Never heard of him,” the teen admitted. “Is he an actor or something?”


“Oh my God…” Jen groaned, reaching into her pocket to retrieve her phone. “He was super popular in the nineties.”


“Jesus,” Ashley chuckled. “What is he like, sixty?”


Jen held out her phone for Ashley to see for herself. “Sixty-eight. Here, take a look.”


Ashley’s eyes lit up the moment that she saw the hunk on the screen. “Whoa! This guy is sixty-eight!? Um…yeah, I’d get some of that.”


“Oh my God!” Jen laughed, positive that she had in fact carried her favorite person in the world in her womb for nine months. No daughter of hers could possibly hate Pierce Bronsan. “You’d get some of that?”


The young brunette was all business. “Absolutely. He was James Bond?”


“Yep, and he was the best one too.”


“Oh yeah, I’m all over that” Ashley whistled as she scrolled through the pictures with her finger. “Oh wait, I’m sorry. I forgot that he’s yours. I get Ryan Gosling and you get Pierce Brosnan. Deal?” she proposed with her hand extended.


Jen accepted her handshake with a smirk. “You got yourself a deal.”


“Alright, I gotta get going,” said Ashley. “I’ll see you at my game later.”


“Have a good day, baby!” she shouted, watching Ashley hustle to her car. She turned back to her neighbor’s house and grinned. Ryan Gosling, Pierce Brosnan, or just someone who put at least a little effort into his personal appearance would be a godsend at this point. She had no intention of cheating, but Ashley was absolutely right.


There wasn’t anything wrong with looking.





Chapter 2 — Meet the New Neighbor








Forty-Two Days Later. October 27th. 5:43 PM.





Jen enjoyed a novel on her Kindle while she relaxed on the swing in the backyard. There was an undeniable urge to savor every second of the remaining fall weather before an early winter storm rolled through next week. The forecasters already called for six to eight inches of snow, and it wasn’t even November!


But there wasn’t any snow in the forecast on this sixty-two degree day. Nope, she was dressed comfortably in a pair of black yoga pants and a purple tank top, and the entire backyard was hers. That wasn’t much of a surprise, though. Tom immediately ran downstairs after work to play a new video game that he’d picked up on his way home, per usual.


Her contempt for her husband grew by the day for the last decade, but it’d become exponentially worse over the past week. Why couldn’t she find any redeeming qualities when she looked at him? Why couldn’t she think of anything that she respected or admired? In fact, she found herself growing jealous of her friends’ relationships.


Yes, some of her girlfriends were with assholes, but at least their men had their shit together. The idea of Tom being a fit jerk with a high sex drive had become a fantasy. She didn’t even need him to be in good shape at this point! She would kill for the sliding glass door that led to the backyard to open, and for Tom to waddle in her direction before he grabbed a handful of her hair and dragged her upstairs to their bedroom for a long overdue pounding.


She didn’t even ask to be seduced or talked to. She just needed to be fucked properly! And as unappealing as he was to her physically, she would be more than willing to let him have his way with her if it resulted in some great sex. She desperately needed it.


The sliding glass door opened, but it certainly wasn’t her dream guy.


It was Ashley.


“Mom!”


“Hey,” Jen acknowledged Ashley with a significantly less enthused than the tone she’d been greeted with.


The teen pointed over at their neighbor’s house. “The movers are here!”


Jen jumped to her feet, visibly excited. This moment had been on her mind for over a month. The mystery of who was moving in next door would be answered in moments!


She followed Ashley into the house, through the kitchen and living room, and out the front door. There, the two of them were met by a moving truck with what appeared to be college-aged boys unloading furniture and boxes.


“Did you get a look at anyone?”


“Just the guys from the moving place,” Ashley said. “There’s a black BMW parked in the street, though.”


Jen attempted to look but couldn’t see anything.


“The truck is blocking your view,” Ashley told her. “You know who would drive a BMW, though? I’ll give you a hint. His name starts with an R.”


“I’ll tell you what. I’ll buy you a BMW if Ryan Gosling is our new neighbor,” Jen proposed sarcastically.


Ashley was lost in another fantasy. “Me and Ryan… Cruisin’ in my BMW…”


Jen glanced down at the ground shyly after one of the twenty-something-year-old hunks smiled in their direction.


“I think that one was for you,” Ashley teased her mother. “Do you want me to introduce you?”


Jen rolled her eyes.


“That’s all!” one of the movers shouted. Minutes later, several men piled into the moving truck, while three others loaded themselves into a car parked behind the black BMV in the street.


“Come on,” Jen spoke up. “Let’s go say hi.”


The two girls walked over the grass and onto their neighbor’s driveway, before journeying the pathway that led to the front door. Ashley turned and caught her mom’s attention just before Jen reached out to ring the doorbell.


“Should we have brought something? Like, a housewarming gift?”


“Crap,” Jen groaned. “Um…maybe…ah…it’s too late now. I’ll make cookies or something tomorrow.”


The door opened suddenly before either girl could ring the doorbell, revealing a man with a particularly curious expression on his handsome face.


“Hi,” he greeted them.


“Hello,” Ashley smiled. “We came over to say hi.”


Ashley’s welcoming didn’t help to solve their new neighbor’s confusion.


“We-we live ne-next door,” Jen struggled to expound on what they were up to. “The white house.”


She couldn’t believe that she was nervous. She didn’t feel anxiety from meeting their neighbor either. The truth was that his appearance was the culprit of why she had butterflies fluttering around in her stomach.


The mystery man’s brown hair was styled in a falling quiff cut, his face was chiseled and defined with the start of a five o’clock shadow, and his blue eyes were striking. She felt her Ashley reach out and elbow her lightly, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out what she referred to. Their new neighbor had a striking resemblance to a forty-something-year-old Pierce Brosnan.


“Hey, I’m Ryan,” he said.


Ashley turned to her mother and smiled. Jen shot her a quick grin back before looking straight-ahead at the remarkably handsome man once again. Ryan certainly qualified as eye candy, alright.


“I’m Jen,” she introduced herself, finally gaining her composure. “And this is my daughter, Ashley. We just wanted to come over and say hi. You probably have a lot of work to do so we don’t want to be a bother.”


He stepped aside to reveal dozens of large boxes behind him in a mostly empty living room. “It’s nice to meet you two. Fortunately, I have some time off over the next few days, but I still have a lot to take care of.”


“What do you do for work? If you don’t mind me asking,” Jen asked before trying to correct herself from sounding nosy.


“I’m a financial adviser,” he answered, his deep voice ripping through the cool late-October air with ease. He promptly turned his attention to Ashley. “But the real question is, what do you do for work?”


“Me?” Ashley questioned, surprised.


He nodded.


“I sometimes help out at my friend’s mom’s dog grooming business on the weekends, but I don’t have a lot of time with school, and soccer, and stuff.”


Ryan’s eyes remained on the eighteen-year-old brunette. “Do you want to make some money?”


Ashley was never one to pass up an opportunity to get paid. Chances to make spending money at her age were few and far between. “Um…sure. How?”


He pointed at the stacks of boxes to his rear. “I could use some help unpacking.”


“Totally,” Ashley smiled before looking at Jen. “Is that okay?”


“Sure, I don’t see why not,” Jen answered, wondering why she was so quick to agree. She didn’t know the first thing about this man! “Do you want her to help you now?”


Ryan nodded again.


“Let’s get started!” Ashley announced cheerfully as she squeezed past their new neighbor and let herself into his house.





Five Hours Later.





Jen sprawled along the sofa with her Kindle as she compulsively checked her phone for the hundredth time. She texted Ashley every thirty minutes to make sure that everything was okay, but she started to wonder if she’d been too trusting. She didn’t know this Ryan guy. She didn’t even know his last name! And while Ashley immediately responded to all of her texts, five hours had passed since she’d last seen her daughter, so perhaps it was time to check on the two of them?


The sound of the front door opening put an end to her worries.


“Hey, Mom!” Ashley greeted her mother with a big smile as she strolled into the living room. “Guess how much I made?”


“How much?” asked Jen.


The young girl held up two crisp one hundred dollar bills. “Two hundred dollars!”


“Two hundred dollars!” Jen shouted, stunned. “Are you serious? Jeez, I should’ve offered to help.”


Ashley took a seat in the recliner next to the sofa. “We seriously need to talk about our new neighbor.”




Jen sat up with a smirk before looking at Ashley. There wasn’t any need to keep their voices quiet with Tom having gone to sleep almost an hour ago. Playing video games for four straight hours was quite an exhausting lifestyle, after all. She sometimes wondered if she was married to a forty-seven-year-old man, or to one of her daughter’s boyfriends. Although, at least those high school studs wouldn’t deprive her of sexual attention.


She opened her mouth to give her thoughts on Ryan, but Ashley quickly cut her off.


“Oh my fuckin’ God!”


“Ashley!” Jen reacted, her eyebrows raised in shock. Her voice contained a mixture of horror and surprise. “Language!”


“Mom!” Ashley exclaimed again as she dismissed all of her mom’s concerns. “He’s so sexy!”


Jen glanced away, doing her best not to smile. She definitely couldn’t call Ashley a liar.


Ashley had waited five long hours to have this discussion. “Okay, he looks just like Pierce Brosnan, but his name is Ryan! Ryan! Isn’t that crazy? He’s like a combination of our dream guys. Oh my God, I didn’t tell you that he took off his sweatshirt once we got inside either! You wouldn’t believe the body he has!”


Jen quickly turned back to her. “Really?”


“His sweatshirt was bulky, but you could tell that he was in good shape even with it on,” Ashley said, biting her lower lip. “But when it came off…”


Jen had plenty of girl talks with her daughter. They discussed boyfriends, random guys, and sexual questions, but this was new. They’d never gawked over the same man before.


“Lots of muscles?”


Ashley wasted no time nodding. “Muscles, veins, and when he lifted a box over his head, I saw abs. Abs, Mom!”


“Abs?”


“Sexy, yummy, glorious abs,” the young brunette purred. “He’s forty-five and he has abs! And hair like that! I’m going to be completely honest with you. I think I’m in love.”


Jen shot her an unamused look.


“I’m just kidding, but not about how sexy he is,” the high school senior confessed. “He’s crazy good-looking and super nice, and he told me that he’s single and has never been married. How’s that possible?”


It was during times like these when Jen remembered how much older she was than Ashley. Her daughter had yet to be introduced to the world of ladies’ men. “He sounds like a playboy to me. You want to avoid those types of guys, sweetheart. They’re just looking to use girls.”


“He could use me all he wants…”


“Ashley!” Jen raised her voice. “Seriously? Do I need to worry about this?”


She sent a smile her mother’s way. “Relax, Mom! I’m just kidding. Anyway, I think you’re the one I need to worry about.”


Jen didn’t follow. “Me?”


“Yeah, you,” said Ashley. “Your dream guy’s twin is living next door.”


“I’m a married woman,” she announced before turning her attention to whatever show played on the television. She hadn’t glanced at the TV in hours, but was desperate to prevent Ashley from seeing any potential cracks on her face. “I don’t think about stuff like that.”


“I know, but there’s nothing wrong with looking,” Ashley giggled.


“There certainly isn’t,” Jen said with a smile as she slowly turned back to her. “And I plan to do a lot of looking!”


Now, this was the version of her mom that Ashley was familiar with. “You and me both! He actually offered me a cleaning job too.”


She couldn’t have heard that correctly. Who in the world would pay her daughter to clean? “Cleaning?”


“Yeah, I’d go over there and clean his house once a week.”


“You? Cleaning?” Jen laughed, beyond amused. “Does this guy have any idea how messy your room always is?”


Ashley rolled her eyes dramatically. “I know, but if he paid me forty bucks an hour to unpack his stuff, then imagine what I’d get for vacuuming and doing his laundry?”


“Wait, you’re going to do it?”


“Absolutely,” Ashley answered. “It’s an easy gig, and where else can I make that kind of money in cash?”


A few moments of silence passed before Jen broke the ice. “Abs and muscles?”


Ashley stood up with a chuckle before giving her a hug. “Lots and lots of muscles. Good night, Mom.”


“Good night, baby,” Jen bid her daughter farewell. Suddenly, she was in the mood for some action.





Five Minutes Later.





“Tom… Tom… Tom!”


The thunderous sound of snoring acted as the only response.


She pinched her husband’s nose shut and waited a few seconds. It was a rather cruel way to wake him, but it may have been the only thing that actually worked. Dumping a glass of ice cold water on him probably wouldn’t even do the trick.


Tom shot up in bed and quickly looked around the room in a panic. “Jen?”


“Yeah,” she answered.


“Is everything okay?” he asked.


“I need Daddy to take care of me,” she purred into his ear seductively.


That was the last thing the overweight husband wanted to hear. His sleep was disturbed for this nonsense? “Jesus Christ, Jen. Really? With the daddy stuff again?”


“What? It’s hot.”


He shook his head once more. “No, it’s not. It’s weird.”


“Come on…” she whined. “Daddy’s little girl has been very bad.”


“You’re my forty-four-year-old wife,” Tom reminded her. “You’re not a little girl.”


She bit her lower lip, shooting him an innocent look.


“Just go to bed, alright?” he huffed, fed up with her juvenile behavior. “I’ve had a long day and I just want to sleep.”


She leaned in closer and pressed her mouth directly against his ear. “You can do whatever you want to me.”


Her offer piqued his interest slightly. “Whatever?”


“Whatever,” she grinned.


“Whatever” was her answer because she had no intention of having sex with Tom tonight. Well, physically, Tom would be the one in the room; but in her mind, Ryan would be the one doing the deed. His gorgeous face, his deep voice, and his body that Ashley had described to her lingered in her mind. Tonight, she intended to share her bed with the stud next door.


She watched him throw the blankets off himself and position his body over hers. The pressure of his heavy weight already caused her to second-guess her decision. Missionary sex with Ryan sure the hell wouldn’t feel like have a truck dropped on her chest.


“How about you get behind me?” she suggested, struggling for breath.


“I thought you said whatever I want?”


She rolled her eyes and attempted to push his body up slightly to give herself room to breathe. Everything about missionary sex sucked from how vanilla it was, to the lack of surprises, to the fact that she had to stare directly into Tom’s face. The latter undoubtedly qualified as the least charming part of the entire ordeal.


“I’m gonna give it to you real good,” Tom grunted, laboring to pull down his boxer shorts. He finally completed the task and slid inside her.


She’d never had a problem with Tom’s penis size. He wasn’t necessarily big, but he was more than adequate to get the job done. Other than his appearance, her biggest issue since his substantial weight gain involved his performance in bed. It was slow, boring, and usually over in less than thirty seconds. She yearned to be ravished. She craved for a strong man to slam her against the wall and slap her ass so hard it stung. She wanted to be forced to crawl on her hands and knees with a leash around her neck. She just needed a man to use and dominate her in the bedroom.


Did she really ask for that much? Don’t guys love porn? Why couldn’t he just do some X-rated stuff to her? Pull her hair, spit in her face, make her drink his cum out of a glass—her list of kinks and fetishes had exploded since she turned forty—but she didn’t have anyone to explore them with. Maybe Tom needed to be led? Perhaps she had to take charge of the situation?


“Fuck your little girl.”


He pretended to ignore her as he gave her another light pump.


“God!” she let out an exaggerated moan. “Your cock is so big, Daddy!”


He responded with an annoyed huff. Her role-playing clearly didn’t turn him on.


She gazed up into his brown eyes and purred, “I want you to cum on my face.”


“Stop,” Tom demanded.


“What?”


“Stop,” he repeated. “Just stop talking, okay?”


“But—”


“But nothing!” he cut her off. “I’m not your daddy, you aren’t my little girl, and I’m not cumming on your face! Just stop!”


“Nooooooo…” she whined. “Come on!”


He pulled out of her and rolled back over to his side of the bed. He’d reached his limit in regards to his wife’s absurd fantasies. Ashley was the only person who should refer to him as daddy.


“One time!” she begged. “Please! Just give me what I want and I won’t ask for it again!”


“One time of doing what?”


“I want you to get behind me and pull my hair while you fuck me as hard as you can,” she started. “I want you to call me names, and to slap me around, and to use me! Anything you’ve ever seen in porn that you want to try is fair game! I’m literally up for anything! Do you want to cum on the floor, grab me by my hair, and make me slurp it up? Go ahead and do it!”


Tom couldn’t hide his disgust with what he’d just heard. “Oh my God!”


“What?” she asked.


“What? What!? Are you serious?” he reacted, offended by her proposed level of perversion. “What kind of disgusting stuff are you talking about? I would never make you do anything like that!”


“But I want to do it!” she shouted.


“Maybe you should talk to someone?” he noted, still shaking his head in disbelief.


“What? Talk to who?”


“Like a therapist or something. This isn’t normal.”


Her sexual frustration turned to anger. How could two people have desires so far apart? “Not normal? Not normal!? Not normal is barely having sex, and when we do, doing it in missionary. God, I hate missionary!!!”


“Keep your voice down,” Tom whispered. “And since when do you hate missionary? You’ve never said anything.”


“Why do I have to say something?” she asked with an aggravated tone to her voice. “Why can’t you just know? Why can’t you be a man?”


“Be a man? I am a man, Jen. What I wasn’t aware of is the fact that I’m married to a fuckin’ slut.”


Her eyes bulged at his last comment. Tom never swore, and he especially never called her names. “A fuckin’ slut?” Maybe she had something going here? There was a fire in his eyes that she hadn’t seen in a long time. Questioning his masculinity had bothered him, and it allowed her to explore an opportunity to receive what she needed.


“I’m a dirty little slut,” she said.


She watched his lips part as she braced herself for what he would say.


Demand that I suck your cock. No, don’t demand it! Grab my hair and fuck my face until I can’t breathe! Cum in your hand and make me lick it clean! Just do something kinky for once in your life!!!


“Fine,” he huffed, pointing at the mattress. “If you want me behind you…then okay…I guess.”


Yes! Oh my God, finally! Something other than missionary!


She would get spanked, have her neck snapped back, and do all the things that those sexy porn girls did in the X-rated movies that she’d become all too familiar with over the past decade. And the amateur videos she watched of couples filming wild stuff? She wanted in on it! Tom would never look like the man she wanted to fuck, but he could still fuck her like a man.


This was it! This was the turning point in her miserable marriage! She wouldn’t be sexually deprived any longer!


She quickly positioned herself on her hands and knees and felt him carefully push inside her before taking a short, quick pump. It was followed by another weak thrust. It certainly wasn’t the rough pounding that she had in mind.


“Fuck me,” she said.


His pace didn’t change.


“Fuck me, Tom!” she demanded.


“I am,” he said.


“No, you’re not,” she huffed. “Just fuckin’ give it to me!!!”


Tom responded by smacking her plump butt lightly. She barely felt it. In fact, the thuds from his big stomach thumping against her backside were far harsher.


She remained on her knees with her butt in the air and her chin resting against her hands, bored out of her mind as her husband did his best to play out her fantasy. Why did she continue to lie to herself? She would never get what she needed from him.


Jen waited in silence for him to finish before her misery was mercifully ended from the warmth of several spurts of cum landing on her butt and lower back. She climbed out of bed and shuffled to the hallway bathroom to clean herself off.


She was strong enough to handle her situation. Plenty of men and women were stuck in crappy marriages. There was no reason to feel sorry for herself. She—


She started to cry.


She rushed to turn on the bathroom wall fan to drown out the sound of her sobs. Why was she like this? Why couldn’t she just be happy? She had a beautiful daughter, an enjoyable career, a nice home, friends, and a husband who didn’t cheat or abuse her. She should be thankful for all that she’d been blessed with, but deep down, she knew that she would never get the one thing that she truly desired.


Maybe it was time to look elsewhere? Even during all the awful years of being trapped in a dead-bedroom marriage, she’d only ever tried to change herself and Tom. She’d never considered attempting to find what she needed elsewhere.


There were so many options. She was surrounded by millions of men who would give her what she wanted, but it still didn’t feel right. Cheating on the man who she’d promised to stay loyal to wasn’t something she could do on a whim. This wasn’t a game.


She seriously needed to think.





Chapter 3 — Finding Out About Mr. M





Jen sat alone at the kitchen table while a familiar noise rang in her ears. The sound was straight from her nightmares. She couldn’t escape it. Wherever she went, whatever she did, and no matter what she attempted to think about, that enraging commotion refused to leave her head.


Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


Tom had traded shifts with his coworker and didn’t have to be at work until two in the afternoon today, so why could she still feel his presence at the table? There wasn’t an overweight, antisocial recluse sitting across from her on this fall morning. And not only could she still hear him; she could sense him.


The timid and passionless sex from hours ago lingered. She was never even granted the opportunity to allow Ryan to seep into her mind last night, and her fantasy evening was rather lackluster as a result without the main attraction making an appearance. There was no successful businessman, no ripped stud, and no real man who took what he wanted. It was merely another boring night with her mediocre husband.


Why did she feel a connection to Ryan? She didn’t know anything about him, but there was a sense of chemistry in their brief interaction on his front step. It was an impression that she couldn’t easily move on from.


She could picture the way that he moved and operated in the bedroom. She could visualize his love for rough sex and endless kinks. There was a certain vibe which resonated from the good-looking man next door. His presence created a powerful energy.


She’d occasionally encountered these types of mysterious men at the gym or while out running errands. They were the kind of guys who not only knew what they wanted, but went for it too. Those same studs hit on her despite the wedding ring on her finger. And why wouldn’t they? They saw a woman they wanted, so they made their intentions perfectly clear, and receiving attention from high-status men was the highest compliment possible to her at this point in her life.


“Hey, Mom.”


“Hey, sweetheart,” Jen greeted Ashley. “Someone’s up early for once.”


The young girl momentarily disappeared behind the refrigerator door to dig around inside for ingredients. She soon re-emerged with two handfuls of fruits and vegetables in assorted bags for a morning smoothie. “I know. Couldn’t really sleep. Where’s Dad?”


“He’s working late today. How are things going with your boyfriend, by the way? I feel like we haven’t talked about Mike in a while.”


Ashley piled kale into the blender before dropping several frozen strawberries in as well. “Um…good…I guess.”


“Uh-oh.”


She shot her mother a look. “Uh-oh? What’s that supposed to mean?”


“‘I guess’ is never good,” Jen remarked before taking a sip of coffee. “At least in my experience.”


“Well…I just…I don’t know,” Ashley debated with herself. “Maybe we shouldn’t talk about it?”


Jen was blown away. Where in the world did this lack of openness come from? “Excuse me?”


Ashley tossed a small pile of carrots, tomatoes, and blueberries into the blender and fastened the lid after adding some water. “I know that we talk about pretty much everything, but this is kind of personal.”


“That’s what I’m here for,” Jen said before pausing to allow the blender to run. She waited for Ashley to finish liquefying her breakfast before continuing. “I’m here to talk about anything with you—anything at all. I’m your mother. That’s my job.”


Ashley carried her smoothie over to the kitchen table and sat in her father’s usual seat, directly across from Jen. “I know, but…it’s…I don’t know…”


“Baby, you can tell me anything. I’ve been around the block a time or two. I can help.”


The eighteen-year-old took a sip of her drink before looking at her mother. “Okay, but you can’t say a word to anyone.”


“Who am I going to tell?”


Ashley took a deep breath before admitting to her less-than-stellar situation. “Mike is just so…I don’t know…passive.”


“Passive?”


“Yeah, passive,” Ashley went on. “He never initiates anything.”


“Like how?”


Ashley took another deep breath. It felt good to discuss her burdens with someone. “Let’s say that we go for a walk. He never holds my hand. I mean, he’ll hold it, but I have to be the one to reach out and take his hand. Once I do, he’ll hold it, but he never just takes it.”


She listened intently.


“And if we want to go somewhere to eat—oh!” Ashley shouted as the perfect example suddenly came to mind. “This just happened last weekend! So, I asked him what restaurant he wanted to go to and he told me—”


“That he didn’t care?” Jen asked, interrupting her.


Ashley’s jaw dropped. “Yeah! How’d you know that!?”


Jen let out a light laugh and motioned with her finger for Ashley to continue her story.


“Okay, so he told me that he didn’t care, but that definitely wasn’t the only time. He’s like that with everything. He’s always fine just doing whatever I want. At first, I thought it was a good thing. You know, that way we can always go to the places I want, and do the things I like to do.”


“But sometimes you want him to lead you?” Jen asked.


“Exactly!” Ashley confirmed.


“Honey, he’s never going to change.”


“He isn’t?” her daughter questioned.


She was about to admit to something extremely personal. “You can never repeat this to your father.”


“I swear,” Ashley promised.


“I still care about your dad and I always will, but there were a few signs that I look back on and realize I missed,” Jen confessed. “Either that, or I just refused to see them when they were right in front of me.”


It was no secret to Ashley that her parents’ marriage wasn’t exactly smooth sailing. They rarely talked or even made eye contact with each other, but at least they were still together, and that was better than most of her friends’ parents who had all seemingly divorced over the past five or so years.


“Dad’s a laid back guy,” Jen continued. “You know that. He pretty much just goes with the flow, and while that’s nice in a lot of aspects, it really sucks in others. He was the same as your boyfriend back when we started dating. Sure, we clicked; and yes, he had his shit together unlike most of the guys his age—or any age really—but I always had to take the lead. And I’m not talking financially either. The whole men need to outearn women thing is nonsense and outdated. That was your grandparents’ biggest concern when we started dating, and especially when we decided to get married. They wanted me to marry a wealthy guy with a prestigious job.”




“I don’t care about money,” Ashley chimed in after taking another sip of her breakfast. “I plan on being more than capable of supporting myself, and I don’t expect a guy to provide for me. I’m fine as long as he’s doing something to contribute.”


Jen pointed her finger at the young brunette who was wise far beyond her years. “Exactly! And that’s how you should feel, but there are certain things you can’t fight.”


“Like what?”


Jen briefly debated with herself about how to word what she wanted to say. “We’re women, and as women, we gravitate to men who know what they want.”


“Who know what they want?”


“Yeah, men who know what they want, and men who keep us on our toes,” Jen revealed. “It’s part of human nature.”


Ashley obviously didn’t understand. Her look was one of downright bewilderment. This wasn’t the simple solution that she’d hoped for her relationship woes.


“Okay, I’ll give you an example,” Jen said as she noticed her daughter’s lack of understanding. “Before your father, I dated a guy in college named Bill. Now, Bill was a bit of an asshole.”


The teen chuckled.


“He really was,” she went on. “He cheated on me, I took him back, and then he cheated again. But Bill had some qualities that separated him from almost every man I’ve ever met.”


The two girls both took sips of their respective drinks before Jen proceeded. “He was really unique.”


“Unique?”


“Very unique,” Jen reiterated, thinking back to those days over twenty years ago. “Now, Bill was against the idea of gifts, jewelry, and really spending money on anything. He would buy some stuff here and there, but never anything crazy. I’ll be honest too. It bugged me at first. I would see girls around me getting chocolate and flowers on Valentine’s Day, and I’d listen to their stories about how they went out to fancy restaurants and received two thousand dollar necklaces, and it would make me jealous. I thought I was missing out.”


“You kind of were, weren’t you?”


Jen shook her head with a big smile. “Not at all, because Bill realized something. He was hilarious, fun to be around, spontaneous, exciting, assertive, and the sex was amazing. I seriously couldn’t get enough of him.”


Ashley was lost.


“He figured out the game. Gifts, lavish vacations, and expensive dinners are for men who need to impress women that way. Those guys don’t think they have any other worthwhile qualities, so they shower their girlfriends and wives with money, and in return, they expect love and affection.”


Ashley had never been privy to such a level of brutal honesty. It was interesting. “What did you guys do for Valentine’s Day then?”


“He set up a scavenger hunt that started in his dorm, took me to his car, then to my car, then to the campus library, and finally ended in my dorm. Each clue had a little present or something that only we would understand because it was an inside joke between the two of us. None of the gifts were expensive, but they were thoughtful. They meant something. And then the last gift—


…


…


“What, Mom?” Ashley asked at the sight of her mother avoiding eye contact.


Jen shook her head with a sheepish smile.


“You have to tell me!” demanded Ashley.


“The last gift,” Jen laughed. “The last gift was…a…”


It sounded like her mother had the greatest relationship ever back in college, and Ashley was eager to hear every juicy detail. “Tell me, Mom!”


Jen took a sip of coffee in an attempt to compose herself. She couldn’t believe what she was about to admit. “The last gift was one of those sexy cupid costumes that I ended up wearing for him that night.”


“Mom!!!” Ashley yelled, stunned.


Jen’s cheeks turned bright red with embarrassment. “I know, but out of every Valentine’s Day I’ve ever had, that one sticks out to me the most. And it was like that with my birthday, Christmas, and random days too. He always had fun things planned. It was so out of the box that every moment around him felt exciting. I’ve had guys spend so much money on me for dates and gifts, but the things that Bill did are what I still remember. To tell you the truth, my friends used to say that he would ruin me for the next guy I dated.”


“Did he?” Ashley asked.


She stared down into her half empty coffee mug, unable to conceal her regret. “I wouldn’t say that he ruined me, but dates and holidays never seemed as fun after him. Everything always felt kind of boring. Instead of going out for my birthday, I’d rather go on a fun hike, have my man cook me a surprise dinner, and then interrogate him in order to find out where my present is…if you know what I mean.”


“Mom!” Ashley reacted loudly. “Interrogate him to find your present? You’re so bad!”


“I was a bit wilder back in the day,” Jen laughed. “Bill brought that out in me.”


“And Dad doesn’t?”


She let out a frustrated exhale. “I don’t know, honey. He certainly doesn’t bring out my wild side like Bill did, but your dad has some good qualities that Bill didn’t possess. Like, he doesn’t stick his dick in everything with a pulse.”


A laugh sounded from Ashley’s end of the table.


“And he isn’t constantly in debt or always lying,” Jen added to the slim list of Tom’s positive traits. “He doesn’t turn into an asshole when he drinks either.”


Ashley did her best to smile, but her mother’s revelation was eye-opening. Mom chose what she thought was a responsible guy, but still clearly missed the fun and excitement that her former boyfriend had brought to her life over two decades ago. Honestly, it was sad to hear.


“You don’t regret marrying Dad, do you?”


Jen took a moment to think before shaking her head. “No, I don’t. I wouldn’t have you if I didn’t.”


Ashley smiled.


“It’s just that sometimes I wish your father had a little Bill in him, you know? Listen, honey, the longer you’re in a relationship, the more that sparks need to fly. The honeymoon phase will wear off and then it’s just you and him, and if he can’t push your buttons six months into dating, then what will it be like in twenty years?”


The high schooler finished the last of her breakfast.


“I’m happy that I didn’t end up with Bill,” Jen said. “He wasn’t a loyal guy and there’s no way I could stay married to a man who constantly cheated on me, but at the same time, I often wish that your dad had more of a take-charge attitude. It would be nice if he was the kind of guy who’d just grab my hand and lead me somewhere for a night because he felt like it. Bill and I did things I never would’ve dreamed of doing, and I still think about them all these years later. That’s the kind of man you want. Find yourself a creative, fun guy who knows what he wants, and someone who can make memories with you that will last a lifetime. Because sex drives change, emotions change, jobs change, and looks change, but two things don’t change: creativity and an assertive attitude—and those two qualities will make endless memories. Don’t get me wrong, gifts and presents are nice, but real memories are so much more important than diamond bracelets and expensive dinners.”


Ashley had a few questions after her unexpected conversation with her mother, but one far and away took priority to the others. Mom had briefly mentioned something that she couldn’t shake. She needed to know.


“What was Bill like in bed?”


Jen smiled before looking down at the table.


“Hey!” Ashley spoke up. “I thought we discussed everything?”


“Okay, okay,” Jen laughed, conceding to the inevitable. It was only fair to be completely honest. “He was…fun. He was unpredictable and aggressive, and his take-charge attitude carried over into the bedroom. I honestly didn’t realize how important that was until I no longer had it.”


“With Dad?” Ashley asked.


“Listen, no guy’s perfect. I’m also sure that your father has a list of things I do that drives him nuts. Everyone has flaws. I just want you to find a guy who checks off your most important needs, because you won’t be able to change a guy into the man you want no matter how hard you try. Bill was a cheater. I tried to change him into a loyal guy but I couldn’t, so I eventually moved on. Loyalty was too high on my list of needs to sacrifice. So, if an assertive attitude is important to you, then you shouldn’t waste your time with a guy who needs to be led.”


“I wish Mike was like that,” Ashley said. “You know, sexually. I always have to be the one to initiate things. I wish he would take control more often.”


Jen took another sip of her coffee.


“Do you think I should find a different guy?”


“I would never tell you who to date, but really think about if Mike can give you what you need. If he can’t, then find someone who can.”


“Oh my God!” Ashley shouted dramatically, in a style almost exclusive to herself. “Speaking of sex! I can’t believe I didn’t tell you!”


“Tell me what?” Jen asked.


“Okay, so while I was over at Mr. M’s—”


“Mr. M’s?” Jen interrupted.


“Yeah, that’s Ryan’s name,” she told her mother. “It felt strange to call a guy so much older than me by his first name, you know?”


“What about him?”


A big smile grew on Ashley’s face. “So, I carried one of the boxes labeled ‘bedroom’ upstairs to his room, and guess what I saw after I opened it up?”


She waited.


“Guess,” Ashley requested.


“I have no idea.”


“Come on, guess,” whined Ashley.


“Clothes?” Jen speculated.


Ashley shook her head.


“Was it sex related?” Jen asked.


Her daughter nodded.


“Porn?”


Ashley shook her head again.


“I have no idea,” Jen finally conceded. “What was it?”


Ashley’s smile couldn’t be bigger at the moment. How had she forgotten to reveal such vital information? “It was full of sex toys.”


“Sex toys!?” Jen shouted, her eyes instinctively looking to the ceiling after she remembered that Tom was still asleep.


“Mm-hmm,” the eighteen-year-old brunette nodded. “And not just sex toys, but kinky sex toys!”


Jen’s ear-to-ear smile now resembled that of Ashley’s. “Like what?”


“Belts, paddles, blindfolds, leashes, collars, ball gags, rope, handcuffs, and I saw something that looked like nipple clamps.”


“How do you know what nipple clamps look like?” Jen asked, laughing.


“I guess I wouldn’t, but…I uh…a few years ago…kind of started reading erotica.”


“What!?” a stunned Jen yelled, forgetting about Tom. “Are you serious?”


It looked like everything was open for discussion now. Ashley was ready to admit to it all. “Heather shares an Amazon account with her mom and she reads that kind of stuff. Heather ended up downloading some of the books and got into it, I tried reading a few of them, and well, I liked it…a lot.”


Stunned would best describe Jen’s current mood. Her daughter read erotica? Erotica!? Wasn’t that reserved for older women with horrible sex lives? Gorgeous girls still years from the legal drinking age were the last demographic that she’d expected to read smut.


“What kind?”


“Um…I uh…I like a lot of the rougher stuff,” Ashley admitted, still slightly embarrassed. “Do you know what BDSM is?”


Jen’s jaw dropped.


“You do!?” a surprised Ashley laughed.


“Sweetheart, I’ve read more erotic novels than you could possibly imagine. I’m well-versed in the world of BDSM. Well, not in real life, but I’m an expert when it comes to fantasy. Believe me, I could give you a long list of recommendations if you want.”


Ashley could barely contain her excitement. “You can!?”


“Absolutely, I—”


Suddenly, Ashley shot out of her seat and hurried to grab her backpack. “Shit! I’m going be late! I want a list of those books later! Thanks for the talk, Mom!”


“Anytime, honey,” Jen said as the sound of her daughter’s rapid footsteps quickly faded, swiftly giving way to the thud of the front door slamming shut.


She sat alone at the table and reflected on what she’d just heard. Ball gags and nipple clamps? Who exactly was this Mr. M?





Chapter 4 — Temptation








One Week Later. 8:45 PM.





Tom’s occasional shift changes had turned into his new schedule over the past week, and as bad as it may have sounded, Jen kind of liked it. Her husband’s 8-4 hours had been replaced by 2-10, and that resulted in her rarely encountering him these days. And not feeling even a hint of sadness over seeing less of him had to be a sign, right? That things were officially dead?


She’d also reflected on the conversation that she had with Ashley last week. It was time to finally accept her responsibility for the way that her life turned out. As much as she loved Tom at the beginning of their relationship, he still lacked the vital qualities she required. Unfortunately, she wasn’t aware of how important those traits were at the time.


Her biggest regret in life involved not marrying someone who possessed the mentality she desired, and Ryan’s arrival certainly didn’t help to curb her frustration. Suddenly, every guy at the gym was sexier to her as well. She saw men everywhere she looked—real men. Men with muscles, passions, and dominant personalities. Forty-seven-year-old married fathers shouldn’t play video games and overindulge in fast food, and it was unbelievable that Tom didn’t feel the same way.


And then she almost slipped.


It all started three days ago at the gym. She was midway through her leg and butt workout when she headed over to the water fountain to grab a drink. It was an opportunity to allow her body a few minutes to cool down as well.


“What are you doing tonight?”


She reached out to retrieve a paper towel from the dispenser on the wall, using it to wipe away the sweat from her brow. The dreaded Bulgarian split squats were next on her list. It was an exercise that she knew not to skip, but was awfully tempted to anyway. They were just so difficult!


But someone blocked her path back to the barbells.


This Italian-looking kid had come out of nowhere. Why was her route obstructed by a college-aged hunk in a red tank top and black basketball shorts? And more importantly, why couldn’t she tear her eyes away from him?


His arms were chiseled with visible veins bulging all the way from his biceps to his forearms. His shoulders were thick and wide, but his body was lean. His face possessed a rough scruff that perfectly complemented his dark, curly hair. It wasn’t his looks that captured her attention most, however. No, her inability to look away came courtesy of the unmistakable confidence which oozed from him.


“Excuse me?” she asked.


“What are you doing tonight?” the young stud repeated.


She flashed him a polite smile before tossing her paper towel into the garbage can. “Um…I’ll be at home.”


“At home?” he questioned, his grin oozing of self-assurance. “That doesn’t sound very fun to me.”


She took a step to her right, but it was matched by the young man who continued to stand in front of her. He had some rather choice words for her as well.


“I’m going to take you out.”


She couldn’t help but laugh as she looked up into his brown eyes. “You’re going to what?”


“I’m going to take you out,” he repeated coolly. “We’ll grab a coffee and then go back to my place. Hang out for a while.”


She responded by raising her left hand into the air to flash her wedding ring.


“And?” he asked, not deterred in the slightest.


How couldn’t he see that she was taken? “And?”


“Yeah. And?”


“I’m married, sweetheart,” she smiled before attempting to take another step to her right. He once again matched it.


“Is your husband out there?” he questioned, glancing toward the weights.


She responded with a chuckle.


“Not a gym guy, huh?” he asked. “How does that work? You work hard to take care of your body, but your husband doesn’t?”


“My marriage is fine,” she answered, doing her best to hide any hint of a lie. She never had the best poker face.


The muscular college student had a clear mission, and he decided to inform her of his plan. “You seem like a real straightforward kind of woman to me. I get the impression that you aren’t someone who has time for games and bullshit, so I’m going to be straightforward with you too.”


She couldn’t deny that she was caught off guard by the boldness of his words. This wasn’t how men behaved in her life.


“I’m going to give to you whatever you’re not getting at home,” he said.


Her jaw dropped.


“And you won’t remember your husband’s name after I get done with you,” he finished, his focus never straying from her timid eyes.


“You’ve got some balls, you know that?” she remarked, blown away by his brashness.


“Oh, you have no idea,” he told her with a grin.


She took a step back, only to be matched with a step forward from this younger man. This repeated until she found herself with her back against the wall as his large frame towered over her petite body. She couldn’t believe that she’d spent years wishing for a man who took what he wanted, but now didn’t have any clue how to react to the arrival of that exact kind of guy in her life.


“Anthony,” he finally introduced himself from only a foot away.


“Jen,” she said quietly. She had a pressing issue that she needed to address as well. “And I’m old enough to be your mother.”


His eyes meticulously moved along her body before settling on her face. “You don’t look like any mom I’ve ever seen.”


She instinctively bit her lower lip before glancing down at the floor. What was she doing? Why was she tempting herself like this? What good could possibly come from flirting with someone more than twenty years her junior?


“When was the last time you got what you wanted?” Anthony asked.


“I have everything I need,” she answered with her eyes still positioned on the black tile floor below.


She felt his presence draw closer as he reached his arm out and pressed it against the wall to her rear. She was trapped, but she wasn’t sure if she would be in a hurry to escape even if she had a way out. Her situation was fun in an extremely inappropriate way.


“I’m talking about what you really want.”


“And you can give me what I want?” she asked, finally glancing up at the stud standing mere inches in front of her.


A confident smirk appeared on his handsome face as he shook his head lightly. “No, I’m going to give you things you had no idea you wanted. Things that have never even crossed your mind before.”


“And how do you know what I want?” she inquired.


His grin turned to a smile before he divulged his mindset. “Every woman wants the same thing, but unfortunately, there aren’t a lot of guys out there who can give it to them.”


“And what exactly is it I want?”


The college student leaned in even closer until his mouth hovered beside her ear. “To get fucked within an inch of your life.”


A wave of electricity burst through her body. It’d been over two decades since she had a man speak to her in such a manner. She wanted to get fucked within an inch of her life? Who said something like that? Confident guys, that’s who. Guys who can actually fuck a girl within an inch of their lives, guys who know exactly what women want, and guys who give it to them.


This kid was at least twenty-five years younger than Tom, but their vast difference in tenacity and self-assurance was staggering. She couldn’t deny that she was interested to see if he could back up the game he talked, but every part of her knew that she couldn’t entertain his act. Her days of flirting with young hunks were well in the past! A guy Anthony’s age should be busy hitting on someone like Ashley!


He reached into his pocket to retrieve with his phone. “Give me your number.”


“I don’t think so.”


“You know what?” he said. “I’ll give you my number.”


Her hesitant look was impossible to miss.


“Maybe you’re not feeling it at the moment, but that might not be the case two days from now,” he said. “Just take my number and shoot me a text when you decide it’s time for a change in your life.”




She hesitantly grabbed her phone from her yoga pants and handed it to the imposing stud who continued to tower above her. Was she really doing this? Did this qualify as cheating? Married women shouldn’t accept phone numbers from nineteen-year-old kids!


He created a contact for himself and handed her phone back to her.


“Have a good night, Jen,” he told her before making his way to the locker room.


Bulgarian split squats, stiff-legged deadlifts, and walking lunges: she crushed the rest of her workout. Personal records were shattered, and a glow resonated from her rosy cheeks every time she took a peek at her reflection in the mirror. The second half of her workout was the best of her life.





*****





But as Jen sat on the sofa with her Kindle and the TV playing in the background, her mind continued to gravitate to the phone number that she’d received three days ago. Anthony was a college kid. He didn’t have responsibilities, commitments, or any real concerns. He had one priority just like most college boys, and that was to fuck.


Wasn’t that what she really needed, though? Just to be fucked? She always had an elaborate event planned in her mind whenever she fantasized about cheating. The guy would call her the exact names she wanted, her desire to be tied up and slapped around would be second nature to the stud, and she would leave his place feeling used but satisfied. But what were the chances that would actually happen?


The more she thought about it, the more she imagined it going horribly wrong. What if the sex sucked? Then she would just be another cheater who’d broken her loyalty to her husband for a mediocre fling. What if she wasn’t satisfied when it was over? What if she felt violated and dirty? What if that feeling never went away? What if cheating and fantasizing in the erotica she read was significantly better than experiencing an affair in reality? God, she had so many questions!


She needed a connection with someone to fool around. She wanted a guy she desired on more than just a sexual or physical level. She required a man who could get inside her head and make her explore herself, but at this very moment, she would settle for a good pounding.


She would give one last shot. Unfortunately, she didn’t have any idea what to do if this didn’t work.





10:17 PM.





The basement door opened just as expected. Heavy footsteps trudged down the steps as Tom made his way to the couch for another long night of video games. Her eyes sharpened from the dark corner of the room to watch him plop down in his seat, giddy to waste countless hours of his life accomplishing absolutely nothing.


The sound of the Xbox powering on filled the room. This was it. This was her Hail Mary attempt, and Anthony’s number would look a whole lot more appealing if it didn’t work.


“Hey, stud.”


Tom’s head quickly turned as his large body attempted to spin in his seat. “Jen?”


She slowly and sexily emerged from the shadows, dressed in a rather uncharacteristic outfit. A pair of cowgirl boots, ripped blue jean shorts, one of Tom’s old plaid shirts which she’d tied off under her breasts to expose her stomach, a backwards baseball cap, and a toy shotgun that she’d picked up at Walmart completed her sultry look. She’d googled “Call of Duty cosplay” and copied the sexiest girl she could find. She even went the extra mile with fake blood on her waist and light dirt on her cheeks. She was a sexy survivor in a post-apocalyptic wasteland that had been overrun by zombies, and the look in Tom’s eyes was one that she hadn’t seen in a long, long, long time.


He remarked, “Whoa!”


“Excuse me, stranger,” she said shyly as she strutted in his direction. She spun her plastic shotgun with each and every step she took. “Do you know where a lonely, desperate girl could spend the night?”


“This is no place for a girl like you to be all alone in the dark.”


Okay, so this wasn’t exactly her fantasy. There wouldn’t be any leashes, ball gags, or ropes; but for the first time in years, Tom appeared to at least be attracted to her. And if she could turn him on through a goofy video game fantasy, then maybe he would be more open to exploring her desires and fantasies? It was worth a shot.


“Thank you so much,” she smiled before taking a seat on his knee. “How could I ever repay you for your generosity?”


“You can get on your knees.”


Her brain nearly exploded. “What?”


“Get on your knees,” he told her again.


She slid off his lap eagerly and sank to her knees. He’d just told her to get on her knees? He never said anything like that! He was never dominant or controlling at all! Maybe he was changing? Maybe he was changing for her!?


She hurried to unbuckle his pants as he struggled to prop his hips up—allowing her to pull his jeans down. Moments later, she bobbed up and down on his cock.


She didn’t care that he hadn’t trimmed his pubic hair in God knows how long, that his disgusting wheezing noises filled the quiet basement, or that she had to dress in this ridiculous getup to turn him on. At this very second, she simply craved to pleasure a man, and that was exactly what she did.


“I’m gonna cum.”


She pulled her mouth off his cock and looked up at him, confused from what she’d just heard. “You’re going to what?”


“Cum,” Tom grunted before a spurt of semen exploded from his dick and slammed into her cheek.


She hurried to wrap her lips around his manhood to allow the rest to empty inside her mouth. How did that happen so fast? This was supposed to be a fantasy night, and it was all over in a matter of seconds!


He slouched back into the sofa, visibly exhausted. It was like they’d just finished an all-night sex marathon—except they hadn’t. A twenty-second blowjob had rendered him tired and limp.


She couldn’t even swallow. The taste from his awful diet made his semen unbearable. It was so bitter and gross. She retrieved a cup from the table next to her and spit into it before wiping her cheek with a napkin.


She’d officially reached her limit. Almost sixty minutes were spent dressing up, going to the store to get that dumb toy shotgun, and finding fake blood—all for twenty seconds. Twenty seconds which left her unsatisfied and unfulfilled once again, and she could already hear him snoring on the sofa. The insults just kept coming!


She couldn’t do this anymore. She had to look elsewhere. Jen marched up the stairs and headed to her room. She didn’t even change out of her costume before pulling out her phone to find Anthony on her contact list. She took a deep breath and texted him from her seat on her marital bed.


She typed, “Hey, it’s Jen from the gym,” and hit send.


What was her game plan? Actually, she didn’t have one, and that’s what made everything so exciting. For the first time in over twenty years, she found herself in a position for a man to lead her. She had no idea how Anthony would respond. Maybe he wouldn’t reply at all? What if he hit on dozens of girls every day? Their interaction might be nothing special in his eyes for all she knew.


But she wasn’t necessarily looking for an emotional connection either. Forming a real bond with an early-twenties musclehead at the gym was an outlandish fantasy. She just wanted to feel sexually satisfied for the first time in forever, and part of her needed to feel wanted. Nothing Tom did caused her to feel sexy or desired, but the way that Anthony approached her the other day made her feel special. She had an undeniable desire for more of that spark in her life.


Her phone buzzed. “Hey, Jen.”


Now what? Was it on her? Did she have to steer the conversation in the direction she wanted? Did she have—


Her phone vibrated again, putting a stop to her spinning mind. “Send me something sexy.”


Her face lit up before her excitement quickly dissipated. Cell phones barely existed the last time she was in a situation like this! This kid was used to girls his age who grew up flirting with phones and the internet.


Send him something sexy… Send him something sexy… Think. Think!


She typed, “I guess it all depends on what you find sexy,” and sent it his way.


Is that flirty? Or smooth? Or anything? Girl, you’re so in over your head!


Her phone buzzed. “You can start with that perfect ass of yours.”


An audible gasp escaped from her previously sealed lips. Perfect ass! When was the last time that Tom complimented her body? While she wasn’t needy, what girl didn’t like to feel appreciated? She worked so hard to stay in shape, and sometimes she wondered why she did it, but this simple validation justified all her hours of hard work. The many times she’d passed on pizza for a salad swiftly became worth it.


Should I send a picture of my butt in jeans? Or maybe in yoga pants? I do love how my butt looks in them. Or…no…well, maybe in a thong? Or is that too much? Actually, there is someone who would know…


She immediately laughed at herself. Had she really just considered that? Had she actually contemplated asking her daughter for advice on how to flirt via texting? She really was a dumbass sometimes.


She slid off the bed and strutted over to her dresser where she collected a black thong, black yoga pants, and a pair of red boyshorts. She rushed back to the upstairs bathroom with her hands full. She needed plenty of options.


Five minutes later, she stood in front of the bathroom mirror, completely clean of the fake blood and dirt that she’d gone out of her way to wear for Tom. She felt just as ridiculous scrubbing it off as she had putting it on. And it was all for nothing! But enough about Tom. Tonight would be about her for a change.


She picked up her phone and started typing again. “Option 1, 2, or 3?”


She loved how flirty she felt. Maybe attention was all she needed? Perhaps she didn’t actually have to go through with anything, but some praise and approval once in a while would make up for what she lacked at home?


Her phone vibrated on the bathroom counter. “Option 4.”


A curious smile washed across her face as she typed. She found herself picking up on flirting through text faster than she’d expected. “What’s option 4?”


Her phone buzzed. “Your sexy ass in a thong…with my name written on it.”


There wasn’t a single second of hesitation or debate on her end. She immediately changed out of her costume and slid into her black thong—the thin cotton providing the only layer of clothing on her otherwise naked frame. She dug through her makeup bag and found her red lipstick before turning her body so she could see her reflection in the mirror. Thirty seconds later, she had a college kid’s name written on her ass.


She couldn’t believe it, but she felt owned for the first time in two decades. She felt satisfied and validated. She finally belonged to someone.


Anthony was probably just some asshole kid who had dozens of girls do the same thing for him, but that only egged her on. There was an undeniable urge to outdo those other girls. She wanted him to think about her instead of those twenty-year-old coeds with their perfect bodies. She looked just as good as any of them, so why couldn’t she feel as confident as they did? A cute college girl would leave a bad relationship, but for some reason, she refused to do just that. She wasn’t ready to leave yet. No, but at this very moment, she was ready to cheat.


She opened her camera and hit the forward-facing button before finding the perfect position in the mirror. She looked good—really good. Her ass was perky and toned, but she wasn’t a stick figure. In fact, her current angle showed how hard she worked on every part of her body at the gym. Her back and shoulders looked amazing!


She made sure to cover her right breast with her arm. There was nothing wrong with keeping this kid wanting more.


She struck a perfect pose with her back turned to the bathroom mirror at a slight angle, excluded her face from being captured, and took the picture.


Something didn’t feel right.


Do something more. How many girls have sent him a picture like this? Stand out. Be memorable.


She switched the camera to video mode, raised it over her shoulder so it recorded her reflection in the mirror once again, and began twerking.


This wasn’t her first time attempting to twerk. Years ago, one of the younger girls at work told her how much her boyfriend loved it when she did it for him. So, like countless other times over the years, she ran home thinking that she’d found the solution to her dead-bedroom problem.


Her attempt to spice up her lack of a love life was meant with anything but lust, however. Actually, Tom seemed turned off by the whole ordeal when he told her to stop acting like a tramp. But she didn’t care anymore. Tonight, she would be a tramp. Tonight, she would twerk her ass in the mirror with a college stud’s name written on it. Tonight, she would be bad.


She stopped the recording and watched the video back as a big smile covered her proud face. She looked unbelievable. All the hours doing squats and reverse hip raises had done wonders to her backside, and she was on top of the world as she surveyed the way that her ass bounced in the video. The word “Anthony” jumped around with every movement!


This hunk got her to push her limits, just like Bill did back in her college days. He created a memory for her. She would never forget the time she recorded herself twerking in the mirror with a college boy’s name on her butt.


She added the video to their text conversation and sent it.


A minute later, her phone vibrated. “Good girl.”


She wanted to fuck this kid’s brains out. She wanted to gag on his cock. She wanted him to record it all and show it to his buddies. She wanted them to see how naughty she was, and she wanted them to realize that they wasted their time with those stupid college girls. They needed to understand the unmatchable energy of a sexually deprived woman.


Her phone buzzed again. “4033 Deer Meadow Ave. Apt 3C.”


She went to her maps app to discover that he lived eleven minutes away. She was six hundred and sixty seconds from her fantasy. A mere four and a half miles was all that separated her from a dominant, muscular young stud who could give her exactly what she needed. The only problem was instead of getting dressed and telling Tom that she had to go to her parents’ house for a while, she powered her phone off.


For the six thousandth consecutive night, she went to bed frustrated.





Chapter 5 — Cleaning Service








5:07 AM. The following morning.





Jen had stared at her bedroom ceiling for hours. It was slightly illuminated from the moonlight penetrating through the window, but she would be awake regardless of how much glow snuck its way in. She’d finally figured out her problem.


She was a wimp.


Women left marriages all the time for seemingly minuscule reasons. Little fights and minor turn-offs resulted in brutal divorces on a regular basis throughout the world, yet here she was, afraid to leave her marriage despite having not been sexually satisfied in seventeen years. It wasn’t her morals. She wouldn’t have flirted with Anthony last night if it was. She was afraid of the unknown. She was terrified of having to start a new life all on her own. It scared her.


Tom wasn’t very reliable, but at least he was there. That was better than having no one, right? And what about Ashley? Her own parents’ divorce had devastated her when she was twelve-years-old, and she’d made a promise to herself that she would never put her child through the pain and hardship that she’d endured as a teenager.


All she desired was to roll over and snuggle into the arms of a strong man. She longed for the hold of a guy who loved and cherished her. She needed someone who she craved emotionally, mentally, and physically; but when she looked over to her left, the spot on the bed was vacant. Tom had fallen asleep in the basement instead of coming up to bed.


She couldn’t leave him. She knew that. She simply needed to not only accept her situation for what it was, but to stop feeling sorry for herself as well.


She closed her eyes and attempted to fall asleep.





Later That Same Day. 5:15 PM.





She stood at the kitchen counter—chopping up celery for the soup she was making—when two strong hands slammed down on the granite countertop to her sides. A strong body pressed against her back gently as a pair of warm lips caressed her neck.


“How was your day, sexy?”


A smile washed across her face while she continued to slice vegetables on the wooden cutting board. The arms that had been to her sides, now made their way along her body. They moved from her shoulders, down to her hips, and eventually grabbed her butt. Why should she have expected anything different? Even after twenty years, her husband just couldn’t keep his hands off her backside.


His hands regained their place on the counter. The bulge poking against her butt made her husband’s intentions perfectly clear. Morning, afternoon, or night: he couldn’t get enough of her.


She set the sharp knife down on the counter and spun to face her spouse. When she did, two hands grabbed her butt and lifted her body into the air. Her hubby picked her up and carried her upstairs to their bedroom, making out with her the entire way.


Dinner could wait and Ashley would understand. Their daughter was well-used to her parents’ ways by this point. Mom and Dad just couldn’t keep their hands off each other, and the young brunette found it romantic. She dreamed of marrying a man who would adore her the way that her father worshipped her mother.


Her yoga pants and panties were yanked down after she landed on the bedroom mattress. It didn’t take long before her husband had his head in his favorite spot, and she responded by grabbing a handful of his thick hair. The physical bliss palled in comparison to the powerful voice which resonated throughout the bedroom, though.


“I heard that someone’s been a bad girl.”


She smiled as she pulled his face back to her vagina, allowing his wet tongue to flow over her throbbing clit. “I can’t help it, Daddy.”


Her world of pleasure was suddenly ripped away from her, but for a very good reason. Nothing did it for her like the sight of him meticulously unbuckle the belt on his dress pants. Her heart raced while she watched it slide from the loops, and hang from his masculine hand.


“On all fours, slut.”


She obeyed his order and eagerly awaited her man to do what he did best. Every week there was something different: new places, unique scenarios, amazing toys, and compelling head games—but some things stayed the same. Like the way he made her feel. She was vulnerable, yet completely protected. She knew that her hubby would take care of her, but she had no idea how far he would push her limits, and that constant excitement drove her absolutely crazy.


His leather belt dropping around her neck was a clear sign that she would be taken to heaven in a matter of moments. She braced herself. Three…two…one…


It tightened.


Her attempt to breathe failed miserably. His thick, fat cock stretched her tight pussy before her head was snapped back by the leash around her neck. The heavenly view of her man’s gorgeous face hovering over her as the ferocious pounding intensified was a welcoming one. She wouldn’t dream ask for anything more.


Her lips wasted little time parting to accept the long string of spit that fell from his mouth. Every fluid, every body part, and every single ounce of him was a treasure. She just wanted more. She needed to consume him.


The world around her started to darken as the hammering continued. She was being fucked so roughly that the room spun. It was like watching clothes in a washing machine. Around, and around, and around they went. Everything spinning, and spinning, and spinning.




Buzz.


The load of laundry finished.


She opened the washing machine door and piled the wet clothes into a basket, laughing to herself as she realized what had happened. She’d actually fantasized about being married to a completely different man—who fucked her properly—all from staring at a washing machine door. It looked like she’d officially gone crazy.


She tossed the garments into the dryer and headed back upstairs, eager to check on Ashley. Today was day one of her daughter’s weekly cleaning job at Ryan’s house. She still couldn’t get over that! Someone was paying Ashley to clean! She could barely find a passable route through her room most of the time, for God’s sake! There were clothes, bags, and boxes scattered everywhere, but perhaps cleaning for someone else would be different? Maybe it would be good for her?


She pulled out her phone and texted her daughter. “Everything good?”


The unmistakable sound of a text message being received in the kitchen caught her attention. She wandered into the room to find a green case face down on the counter. Ashley had forgotten her phone.


You know that everything’s fine. Just relax. Ashley is a grown woman who can take care of herself. Stop being overprotective.


But she had to be overprotective. Who else would look out for Ashley if she didn’t? Certainly not Tom.


She grabbed her daughter’s phone and slid it into her pocket, threw on her fleece, and headed out the front door. It was chilly on this early November evening. Not cold, but chilly. The snowstorm prediction wasn’t accurate, but the sun had already started to descend despite daylight savings not starting until tomorrow. She journeyed across the grass and to her neighbor’s front door where she rang the bell.


The door opened.


“Hi, Ryan,” she greeted him.


“Hey, Jen,” the handsome businessman responded. “Come on in.”


She smiled as she stepped into his house and slipped off her shoes on the entryway rug. “Wow, look at this place!”


“Yeah, it’s coming along,” he noted, closing the door behind her. “Thanks to your daughter.”


She smiled again while watching him stroll back to the kitchen table, looking spectacular as ever in his black dress pants and partially unbuttoned light blue dress shirt with the sleeves rolled hallway up his muscular arms. There was a cup of either coffee or tea on the oak surface next to an open newspaper.


“Tea?” he offered.


“No thanks, I’m good,” she declined. “Where’s Ashley? She left her phone at home.”


Ryan shrugged his shoulders after taking a seat, raising the newspaper to his face to resume reading. “She’s around here somewhere.”


She shot him a curious glance before heading into the hallway, noting the layout of the impressive house as she went. The paintings on the walls screamed of class. The beautiful oak table in the passageway reflected a man with phenomenal taste. Nothing looked overly expensive, but his residency was stylish. Tasteful, if you will.


She soon found herself in the living room where she was met by gorgeous leather furniture. A large television sat in the middle of a beautiful entertainment center, but the amazing setup wasn’t what captured her attention. No, she was flabbergasted by how clean everything appeared.


Maybe Ashley had actually done a good job? Perhaps her daughter had a knack for cleaning that she was unaware of?


“Hey, Mom.”


Jen turned around at the sound of her daughter’s voice, and her jaw immediately dropped after she did.


Ashley strutted into the room in a French maid outfit that appeared fitted for a girl half her size. The black one-piece ended in a mini skirt—fancy white lace running along the bottom. The outfit barely covered her butt, and showed plenty of skin above the fishnet stockings that ran up to her mid-thighs. Her black high heels cracked with each step on the hardwood floor, and the cute white and black headpiece in her brunette hair bounced with every stride.


It was the exact type of outfit that Jen imagined wearing for her fictional husband. The only problem was that her eighteen-year-old daughter had completely stolen her fantasy! The top of the one-piece left the upper-halves of Ashley’s breasts exposed, for God’s sake!


She still couldn’t get over what she was seeing. Ashley casually held a feather duster in her hands, which just so happened to be covered by fingerless white lace gloves. She merely cleaned around the television like nothing out of the ordinary was taking place.


“Ashley…”


The teen stopped and turned to her mother.


“What are you wearing?” Jen asked.


“It’s my cleaning outfit,” Ashley answered with a proud smile.


Jen did her best to control herself. It was an awfully difficult task to achieve. “Did Ryan make you put that on?”


Ashley quickly shook her head. “No.”


“So, why are you wearing it?” Jen asked. Her blood pressure rose with each passing second.


“Mr. M told me there was a cleaning outfit in his closet. He didn’t make me put it on or anything.”


“Then why are you wearing it?” she repeated.


Ashley glanced off to the side, fairly positive of how her mother would respond to her reasoning. “Because it makes me feel sexy…”


“Go change.”


“But, Mom…” Ashley whined.


“Go change!” Jen demanded, her tone turning cold and sharp.


She watched Ashley storm to the stairs and ascend the steps angrily as her hands began to shake. She was on the verge of losing it. She took a deep breath and stomped down the hallway, back into the kitchen.


“What the hell is that!?”


Ryan glanced up from his paper.


“Seriously?” Jen asked, furious. “Like you don’t know what I’m talking about!”


He shot her a dismissive look before turning his attention back to the newspaper.


“Hey, dickhead!” she snapped.


He didn’t react.


She rushed over to the table and yanked his newspaper down aggressively. “Hey, I’m talking to you!”


Ryan only stared at her.


“Why do you have my daughter dressed like a whore?” she asked.


“I didn’t make her do anything,” he responded before bringing his paper back to eye level.


“She’s a child,” she reminded him.


“No, she’s not,” he spoke, his voice calm and deep. “She’s eighteen. She’s a woman.”


“You’re a predator. You’re probably thirty years older than her, you disgusting pig!”


Ryan chuckled to himself while his eyes continued to descend the newspaper column in front of him. His condescending attitude enraged her. This asshole had some nerve!


“When my—” Jen cut herself off.


“When my husband finds out about this,” is what she really wanted to say. Yeah, she could say it. Tom would definitely lose his mind after hearing about this. He wasn’t passionate about too many things these days, but what father wasn’t protective of his little girl? Especially when they were dressed the way Ashley was!


“When my husband finds out about this, he’s going lose his shit!” she said.


Ryan’s eyes didn’t leave his paper.


“Do you get off on this?” she continued to berate him. “Paying teenagers to clean your house while they dress like sluts? You sicken me! You wealthy assholes are all the same! Thinking you can do whatever you want as long as you pay people. Well, guess what, Ryan? My daughter isn’t for sale!”


“You need guidance.”


She took a step back, stunned by his choice of words. “What did you just say to me?”


“Guidance,” he repeated extremely slowly and clearly. “You need it.”


The left side of her face twitched. She desperately fought the urge to pick up his cup of tea and smash it over his head. How dare he speak to her in such a manner!


“I happen to be a successful woman—”


“I’m not talking about your career,” he interrupted. “I’m talking about your personal life.”


She was tired of talking to a newspaper. She took a few steps forward and forcibly lowered the business section down to the table while glaring at him. Her next words were cut short by the sound of footsteps growing closer in the hallway behind her. She turned to see Ashley dressed in a pair of jeans and a hoodie.


“Home!” Jen demanded. “Now!”


“I have to finish cleaning,” Ashley told her mother.


“Now!!!” Jen shouted.


“I’m not done yet,” Ashley glared at her.


Jen turned back to the table to find Ryan retrieving his wallet from the back of his dress pants. This guy just wouldn’t stop. It was one insult after another.


“She’s not taking your money,” she scowled at him before turning back to Ashley. “We’re leaving!”


“But, Mom,” Ashley grunted, embarrassed by her mother’s behavior.


She stormed over to Ashley and grabbed her by the arm before leading her out the front door. This was the man she’d fantasized about? This was the guy she’d dreamt of having in her life? Ryan was an asshole!


“Mom, stop! Stop!”


It was like she couldn’t even hear Ashley. She was too flabbergasted from what she’d witnessed to think straight. This environment was toxic, and they both needed to escape its bad energy.


She dragged the annoyed eighteen-year-old across the grass and into their house.


“What’s wrong with you!?” Ashley shouted.


Jen couldn’t believe what her daughter just said to her. “What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with me!? What the hell is wrong with you!?”


“I was trying to do my job!” Ashley huffed, rolling her eyes in the living room entrance.


“It’s your job to prance around some pervert’s house dressed like a slut?”


“God, this is so unfair!” Ashley huffed.


“Grounded!” she announced. “One week!”


Ashley’s jaw dropped. “For what!? This is such bullshit!”


“Two weeks!” Jen exclaimed.


Ashley was stunned. “I didn’t even do anything!”


“You swore. Keep it up and it’ll be three weeks.”


“But you swear all the time!” Ashley shouted, throwing her hands into the air in frustration. “What the hell, Mom!?”


Jen took a step closer to her daughter, lowering her voice to a growl. “I can swear all I want because this is my fuckin’ house, and you’ll live by my fuckin’ rules. And if you have a fuckin’ problem with that, then you can spend the rest of the fuckin’ year in your fuckin’ room.”


Ashley turned her head to the side and screamed, “Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!”


“Three weeks!” Jen announced as Ashley hiked into the kitchen and stomped toward the stairs. “Go ahead and say something else! I’ll make it a month!”


She listened to Ashley’s angry footsteps climb the steps, the sound of her bedroom door slamming shut soon ending the chaos that had just ensued. She couldn’t believe it, but she needed her husband. She desperately needed Tom.





10:22 PM.





Headlights appeared through the windows while she sat at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee. For the first time in at least a decade, she impatiently anticipated the arrival of the man she once loved. Heavy footsteps trudged into the kitchen a minute later.


“Oh, hey,” Tom said.


“Sit down,” Jen told him, not in the mood for small talk. “There’s something you need to hear.”


Tom took a seat across the table from her. “Is something wrong?”


Something was wrong, alright. Something was wrong with their sex life, their marriage, and their lack of love for each other, but she didn’t see the point to have that discussion now. It was time to talk about Ashley.


“Our new neighbor hired Ashley to clean his house.”


“Okay,” Tom nodded.


“And I went over there today to check on her,” Jen said.


Tom looked on, confused from what he was listening to.


“She was dressed like a French maid,” she revealed.


He didn’t react.


“Like a slutty french maid,” she clarified herself, expecting a more passionate reaction from him. “Her butt was practically hanging out, and half her breasts were exposed. It was ridiculous!”


“He made her wear this?”


“Not exactly…” she muttered under her breath.


“Not exactly?” he asked. “What does that mean?”


“He didn’t make her wear it,” she huffed. “But he told her there was a cleaning outfit upstairs. He pretty much coerced her!”


“How’d he coerced her?”


“By implying that a maid costume was part of the job!” she yelled.


His confusion had yet to dissipate. “But he never said that it was, right?”


She was stunned. He seriously wouldn’t come to her defense on this? Weren’t husbands always supposed to have their wife’s backs? She couldn’t even receive support on the issue of Ashley dressing like a slut for their dickhead neighbor?


“Honey, Ashley’s a grown woman,” he said. “She isn’t a child. If she decides to dress a certain way, then that’s her decision.”


“Why are you siding with him?”


“Siding with who?” he asked.


“With our asshole neighbor!” she shouted, having completely lost her patience. Why wasn’t he just as mad as she was? “You’re taking his side!”


“I’m not taking anyone’s side,” Tom told her calmly. “I just don’t think it’s right to get mad at our daughter for making her own decisions.”


“She’s your daughter, Thomas!” she tried to point out the obvious, running her hands through her hair in frustration. “You’re supposed to protect her!”


“She isn’t a kid anymore,” he rebutted. “She’s eighteen.”


“Unfuckinbelievable…”


“Do you have to swear all the time?” he asked. “It comes off so trashy.”


She seethed. Out of everything that her useless husband could take a stance on, he’d decided to pick a bone with her sailor’s mouth? “Trashy? Trashy!? Our neighbor had Ashley parading around his house like a fuckin’ slut, but I’m the trashy one!?”


“What do you want me to do, Jen? Go fight the guy?” he asked sarcastically.


“Do something!” she begged. “Protect your daughter!”


“We aren’t cavemen,” Tom said, rolling his eyes. “We live in a civilized society. Our daughter made a decision, and it’s really none of our business.”


She couldn’t find the words to respond. How could she be so wrong? She was positive that Tom would come to his family’s defense, but once again, he’d let her down.


“Are we done here?”


She nodded, depressed and defeated.


He hopped out of his seat and disappeared into the basement.


She sat in her chair and stared at the oven for what felt like hours. She couldn’t even receive her husband’s support on this. Not only did she run their household and take care of everything, but now it was her sole responsibility to look out for their daughter as well. What exactly was the point of her marriage? He couldn’t even make her cum! The least he should be able to do was look after his own child! God, she just wanted to scream!


Well, it was all on her now. She had to play the role of dad as well. She needed to go confront this piece of shit who’d moved in next door before he did something else to Ashley.





Chapter 6 — Guidance








One Week Later. 6:24 PM.





Jen was a mess. She had no idea how to approach her new neighbor, and to make matters worse, Ashley had decided to not speak to her for the entire a week. A divorce would most likely be in her future if this was a sign of things to come after her daughter went off to college. She was so lonely. She had no one to talk to or gossip with. Her life had been reduced to a boring routine consisting of going to work, hitting the gym a few days a week, and finally coming home to an empty house.


She’d almost texted Anthony a handful of times over the past seven days—including sending him a picture of her taking the majority of her long purple dildo down her throat. Sure, it looked ridiculous when she viewed the image, but she just wanted to impress someone. Was it wrong to crave to be on a man’s mind? What was so taboo about desiring a powerful stud to call her a good girl after she followed an order? She didn’t see the problem with wanting to be submissive.


Not only were none of her personal desires being met, but she still had to go next door and tell Ryan what the deal was. That was the job of a man! It was something that her husband already should’ve taken care of! God, everything was so frustrating!


It finally came to her. She would keep it simple. She would go next door and ring the doorbell, tell Ryan that she’d call the cops if he ever talked to Ashley again, and come back home. Oh, and she would receive an apology too. That’s for damn sure!


She grabbed her winter coat and headed out the door.


Be firm. Be demanding. Tell this asshole how it’s going to be! You’re the one in charge; not this creepy pervert. You’re a strong, brave, independent woman. Show this dickhead that you deserve just as much respect as any man!


She rang the doorbell and her heart swiftly fluttered.


Ryan answered the door in only a pair of orange athletic shorts. A noticeable sweat dripped down his shirtless body—his lean, yet muscular physique sending her into a trance—as he used a towel to dry off his thick brown hair. Ashley was right about him having abs—abs and veins. Thick, prominent veins ran down his arms and biceps, only emphasized by his chiseled and powerful chest. He was perfect.


“Jen?”


She snapped to attention, flustered and blushing. “Um…h-hi-hey.”


The businessman smiled and took a step to the side. “Come on in. It’s cold out there.”


She scurried into his house and stood on the gray entryway rug.


“I just finished a workout downstairs,” he told her, shutting the door and making his way into the kitchen to pour himself a glass of water.


She kicked off her shoes and followed him into the kitchen. “I wanted to talk to you.”


He filled a clear glass with water and leaned against the edge of the marble countertop, waiting for her to divulge whatever was on her mind.


“I would like an apology.”


Ryan finished his long sip before glancing in her direction. “An apology?”


“Yes, an apology.”


“For what?” he asked, unmistakably amused from her request.


“For the way that you took advantage of my daughter,” she told him.


He walked over to the table and took a seat. He pointed to the chair next to him for her to sit as well. “Take a seat.”


Jen followed his order.


“How about you tell me what’s really going on?”


“Excuse me?” she asked.


“With you,” he specified. “What’s really going on with you?”


“This isn’t about me,” she said. “It’s about my daughter.”


“When was the last time someone talked about you?”


This wasn’t the conversation that she’d expected to have. In fact, it didn’t even remotely resemble what she’d played through in her mind. “What?”


“With your husband, or your daughter, or your friends,” he said. His hand rested calmly next to his glass of water. “When was the last time that the conversation was about you?”


She thought to herself for a few moments before shrugging her shoulders.


“Remember last week when I told you that you needed guidance?”


She nodded, unable to hide her disgust after hearing his words. This man possessed an arrogance that she’d never been privy to before, but there was something warm and captivating about him at the same time. He caused her to experience a cavalcade of emotions.


“Here we are, a week after you stormed out of my house, furious at me over what your daughter was wearing,” he said. “Yet, your husband never confronted me and now you’re here, sitting at my kitchen table, asking for an apology.”


“Which I still want,” she said, not shying away from looking at the stud whose body still had her smitten. Fortunately, she managed to conceal her lust.


He let out a soft, almost arrogant laugh after taking another sip of water. “I’m not going to apologize to you.”


“Why not?”


“Do you think you want an apology?” he asked with a slight grin.


“I know that I want one,” she nodded confidently.


Ryan shook his head slowly with a smile. “Jen, you don’t have the slightest clue as to what you really want.”


Her eyebrows perked up.


“And do you want to know why?” he asked.


She waited for him to reveal the answer.


“Because you don’t have anyone guiding you,” he said. “Are you familiar with the concept of hypergamy?”




She shook her head no.


“Hypergamy is the notion that people are always in pursuit of the wealthiest, best-looking, highest status person they can attain, whether they’re married or not,” he filled her in. “It can be wealth, looks, status, or power, but people are always looking to trade up. Especially women.”


“That’s ridiculous,” she replied dismissively, rolling her eyes in the process.


“Is it?”


“Yeah, what about love, loyalty, respect, and children?” she voiced her thoughts. “Those mean a lot more than money and looks.”


“Absolutely. It’s a rather outdated concept, isn’t it? You’re a working woman with a good job,” he stated, holding his hand out to acknowledge her presence. “You’re not a housewife without an education or the ability to support herself.”


“So, what’s your point then?” she questioned harshly.


“My point is while women have shifted their desires and what they value in men as we’ve progressed as a society, some things can’t be changed.”


Her brow furrowed. “Like what?”


“Your primal urges.”


“My primal urges?” she laughed. Why did she still sit here and entertain his nonsense?


Ryan took another sip of water before setting his glass down on the table again, still shirtless. “You see, Jen, all women want the same thing.”


“And what’s that, Mr. Know-It-All?” she inquired.


“To submit to a man who she deems better than herself.”


She gasped audibly. What in the world did he just say to her? “That’s the most sexist thing I’ve ever heard!”


“Is it?” he asked, his calm tone never swaying. “You’re not attracted to men who you deem better than you?”


“Better than me? And what qualifies a man as better than me?”


“It’s different for every woman,” he said. “For some it’s success. For others it’s power, intelligence, sense of humor, or physical prowess. No woman has the same list of things that makes her tick, but every woman has something that gets her going. Every woman gets off on the idea of submitting to a man whom she looks up to.”


“This is asinine,” she huffed, flabbergasted. “I don’t even know what to say.”


“What type of man do you fantasize about?”


She had no intention to answer such a question. “That’s none of your business.”


He pointed his finger at her with an arrogant smirk. “My point exactly.”


“What point?” she asked, not following.


“The answer wasn’t your husband,” he remarked. “Because like most women, you aren’t with a man you look up to.”


She shook her head, doing her best to show that he hadn’t gotten under her skin. “You don’t know the first thing about my husband.”


“Is he unpredictable? Does he keep you guessing? Do you feed off his drive and ambition?”


She looked down at the table.


“Not everyone can make six-figures,” he went on. “Not everyone can have seven percent body fat or an amazing personality. Some men are just men. Average Joe’s, if you will. They aren’t particularly creative or intelligent, but every man—every real man—has drive. He wants to better himself. He desires to push himself. Whether it be his career, in the gym, with his hobbies, or whatever motivates him. Women see that, and they want a piece of it. They want part of a man who will take them along on a ride. They want to feed off his intensity and motivation. Jen, every woman wants a man like that. A man she can brag to her friends about. A man she looks up to the same way that she looked up to her father when she was a little girl.


“You’re delusional,” she said with a dismissive chuckle, glancing back toward the entranceway.


He looked at her as he leaned back in his chair with a confident smile. “The first door on your right when you walk upstairs is my bedroom. You’ll find a maid outfit in the closet.”


Her head snapped back to the table in an instant. She stared at him stone-faced for close to thirty seconds. Slowly but surely, she began to crack until her roaring laughter filled the kitchen. “Oh my God, you can’t be serious!”


Ryan continued to gaze at her with the same self-assured look that he had from the moment she first stepped inside his house.


“You think—” she laughed, barely able to speak. “You think I’m going to clean your house!? Oh my God!”


He took another sip of water, tranquil as ever.


“You’re too much!” she remarked before standing up and starting for the door. Suddenly, she stopped.





Eight Minutes Later.





She found herself standing in front of her neighbor’s upstairs bathroom mirror, adjusting her french maid outfit to show as much cleavage as possible. As good as she looked, the appearance of disbelief was vividly planted on her face. How did this happen? Why didn’t she just walk out the front door? Why didn’t she leave his house and forget all about their ridiculous conversation? Why did she stop, journey upstairs without saying a word, and retrieve the maid outfit from his closet? And it was the same outfit that she’d scolded Ashley for wearing last week! It was the very reason why her daughter was still grounded! She was such a hypocrite, but more importantly, why did all of this make her feel so good?


Was Ryan right? Were her primal urges something that she couldn’t control? Her neighbor was correct about one thing, and that was the fact that she didn’t look up to her husband in the least. In fact, she looked down on Tom, and she’d beaten herself up for years for being married to a man like him.


Her alleged soulmate behaved like a child. He didn’t even remotely resemble the type of guy who she used to dream of being with. Wasn’t that what every woman wished for? For a strong male figure to love and rely on. Someone who could lead and protect them. Someone to look up to and respect. Someone who pushed them to better their own lives. Tom didn’t do any of that, but Ryan did.


Was it his house? Or maybe it was his success? Or what about his body? Yeah, his body definitely had something to do with her lust. She respected men who cared about their own health and well-being, but there was something more—something she couldn’t quite put her finger on.


It was his confidence. She fed off it. The way that he’d explained his thought process in such a calm and efficient demeanor was charming. He didn’t talk down to her, but he never showed any hint of weakness either. Every speed bump she tossed in his way was smoothly bypassed. It was like his voice had a hold over her, and she finally realized something as she gazed at her reflection in the mirror.


She was desperate for his approval.





One Hour Later.





She placed the last of her neighbor’s workout clothes in a basket next to the dryer after folding them. Over the past sixty minutes, she’d vacuumed, swept, dusted, ironed Ryan’s work clothes, and folded the large load of laundry in the dryer machine. And each time she completed a task, she strutted toward the next one with a bounce in her step.


She wanted Ryan to look at her with a sense of approval and to see her as an equal, but at the same time, she didn’t desire to be his peer. She needed him to be better than her. He was right. She sought the approval of a real man.


She carried the basket of clothes up the basement stairs before heading up even more steps on her way to Ryan’s bedroom. She decided to take a peek inside his closet after putting his garments away into their respective dresser drawers. Dress pants, dress shirts, ties, belts, suits, and dress shoes made up the right half, while casual shirts and athletic shoes filled the left side. The top shelf was for folded jeans and sweaters. It was the closet of an organized man who had his shit together. It was the polar opposite of what her husband’s closet looked like.


First off, Tom didn’t own any dress shirts or pants other than the one pair of khakis and that awful gray polo he would wear if he absolutely had to. Instead, his closet was full of childish t-shirts and scattered clothes on the floor. It was so messy and unorganized. She’d occasionally cleaned and organized it every few months throughout the first decade of their marriage, but she eventually scrapped that sporadic task due to a lack of appreciation.


A medium-size black wooden box jumped out at her as she took a peek in the lower left corner of his closet. She slid it out and looked inside, and her eyes instantly lit up. She couldn’t believe it.


It was full of the toys that Ashley told her about!


“Like anything you see?”


She turned and looked in the direction of a particular deep voice. Ryan leaned against his bedroom wall, staring at her with a t-shirt on this time. Clothed or not, she was enamored.


She lifted a ball gag from the top of the pile with a shaky hand.


“That’s a favorite,” he noted.


“Of yours?” she asked.


Ryan shook his head slowly.


“What’s your favorite?” she questioned, gazing back down into the box of toys. An unmistakable energy crawled along her skin.


“What do you think my favorite is?”


She moved a blindfold to the side to reveal a pair of steel handcuffs. Seconds later, she held them in the air. She prayed that her guess was correct.


Ryan smirked.


She was wet.


“The house looks nice,” he told her.


She didn’t have a chance to hide her smile. Honestly, she glowed with excitement. Was that all it took to bring her satisfaction? A simple compliment? It brought her so much happiness to just have someone appreciate her work. Tom always seemed to take everything she did for granted: the cooking, cleaning, and her sexual advances—it was all just expected. Married or not, she still liked validation.


“Good job,” he added.


She was six years old again. She was taken back to the days when a “good job” from her father was the highlight of her week. Male appreciation was so important to her, yet she had a complete lack of it in her life. She didn’t desire for Tom to make more money or to become an amazing conversationalist. What she truly needed was someone who made her feel like a woman, and appreciating the work a woman puts in—especially inside the home—was worthy of praise.


Her fingers trailed the length of a rugged black leather paddle inside the box of toys. She held it in the air and turned to the door to ask, “What about this one?”


Ryan was gone.


She felt his presence vanish from the room. His strong, powerful, dominant aura disappeared, and she already longed for its return. Life was so empty without him around.


She hung her outfit back in his closet after changing, and made sure to return the box of toys into the corner. One last smile was all she needed. Another “good job” would leave her with eternal joy. His appreciation would get her through another week with Tom.


She made a quick trip around the house to receive a much sought-after final pat on the head, but Ryan was nowhere to be found.





Chapter 7 — A Second Hail Mary








10:13 PM.





This wasn’t how Hail Mary’s worked. You don’t get two shots at them. A Hail Mary was supposed to be a last ditch effort. It was a heave that you prayed would be caught, and Jen was taking that heave…for a second time.


She’d spent the last two hours diligently working after arriving home at eight o’clock. So what if she couldn’t have a fit and sexually insatiable a husband? There were other options. She could still make her marriage work.


She decided to do something very basic. She would satisfy Tom, and in return, he would praise her. It was as simple as that. She desired for someone to notice all of the work and effort she put into making her household operate. She needed to be appreciated.


The house was completely clean, her homemade cheesecake waited in the refrigerator, and the basement where Tom spent the majority of his free time had received a makeover. As if taking out the overflowing garbage and restocking his mini-fridge with an array of beverages wasn’t enough, then she went and picked up the hottest new video game on top of everything else. She’d even removed the mess of cups and plates that always covered the coffee table.


She took a step back and smiled. She was an amazing wife. How many other full-time working mothers would do something like this for their husbands? Not many. And all she needed was for him to praise her. It was that easy. Not to mention that she wore her sexiest black lace nightie.


The basement door opened and footsteps scurried down the stairs.


“Hey, Jen,” Tom acknowledged her as he made his way to the sofa. “What’s going—whoa!”


She smiled.


“Did you do this?” he asked, soaking in the sight of his spotless man cave.


She answered with a nod.


“Wow! Thanks, honey!” he smiled before taking a seat on the couch.


She ran upstairs and sliced a big piece of cheesecake onto a plate. Moments later, she returned with his favorite treat on a white plate.


“Is that what I think it is!?” Tom asked excitedly while reaching for his own personal slice of heaven. “Awesome!”


She sat next to him and rubbed his back, watching him wolf down his dessert.


“And it’s homemade!” he almost yelled. “This is amazing!”


She pointed at the coffee table in front of them. Tom squinted his eyes in the relative darkness before turning to her with an even bigger smile.


His excited hands placed his empty plate on the table. It didn’t take long before he held his new gift in his grasp. “This is incredible! What did I do to deserve all this?”


“Just for being you,” she answered, continuing to run her hand along his back. She noticed cheesecake crumbs in his beard as he struggled to open the plastic wrapping on the video game case.


Stop! Don’t do it! He thanked and praised you for what you did. Don’t let contempt seep back into your blood. Respect him! He’s your husband!


“Need scissors, honey?” she asked.


“No, I got it,” he answered, finally breaking through the seal. “This game is so cool. The multiplayer is sixteen versus sixteen matches! That’s how big the maps are! They can easily fit thirty-two people!”


She did her best to stay interested.


“Hey, you wanna watch me play? Or I can teach you how to play! You wanna give it a shot?”


She took a deep breath. Unfortunately, she wasn’t sure how much longer she could maintain her forced smile. “I’ll just watch.”


He labored to get out of his seat before placing the disc in the gaming console. “Thirty-two person multiplayer is going to be insane! And there isn’t even any lag!”


“What’s lag?” she asked.


Do you care what lag is? Do you care about any of this? And why is he so excited to play a video game when you’re sitting next to him in a nightie? Shouldn’t his hands be all over you? No, stop! Stop being a bitch! Just try to take an interest in what he enjoys!


“Lag is when the game jumps and delays because the servers are overloaded,” he explained while sitting back down. “Sometimes it’s hard for the servers to keep up when a lot of people are playing, but not with this one! I read that it’s completely smooth. Well, the gaming reviews sites always say that, but I believe…”


She noticed herself zoning out. Was she a bad person? Was it wrong to be turned off by her husband’s childish hobby? There was nothing bad about playing video games, but she couldn’t help but feel that he shared the same passion for them as a teenager. And she sat right next to him in a sexy nightie too!


Her left hand went about rubbing his back as her right hand moved to his groin. She saw him grin and raise his video game controller, allowing her access to his lap. She unzipped his jeans and attempted to stroke his cock to life.


Eventually, his manhood hardened in her hand. “Can you try to last a little longer this time?”


“You want me to last longer?” he asked, surprised.


Unbelievable! Twenty years of marriage and he still doesn’t know what you like!


“Yeah, I like doing it, so can you please try to hold back from cumming right away?” she asked.


He nodded as his eyes moved back to the TV. She slid off the sofa and knelt in front of him, parting her lips to accept him inside her mouth. This wasn’t the man she craved, but at the end of the day, she still yearned for a man. Tom would just have to do.


“Oh, shit…” he groaned.


You’ve got to be kidding me.


Her mouth filled with his semen.


“Fuck…” he moaned as the last of his cum shot out. “I’m sorry.”


She sat up and looked for a cup to spit his bitter seed into, but there weren’t any around. She’d thrown them all away while cleaning earlier. She was left with no other chance but to hustle upstairs and spit his cum into the kitchen sink. She hurried to position her lips under the faucet to fill her mouth with water, rinsing and spitting in an attempt to cleanse her gums and tongue of his awful taste.


Fuck this.


She jogged up to her room, grabbed her phone, and texted Anthony. “Send me a picture of your cock.”


It didn’t take long for her phone to buzz in her hand, and it certainly wasn’t a surprise to discover that the hunk from the gym possessed a rather impressive dick. Her phone vibrated again while she fantasized about kneeling in front of Anthony instead of Tom. This time, a sexy eighteen or nineteen-year-old blonde had three inches of his cock in her mouth. The picture was taken from the college stud’s point of view.


She sent him a text. “Looks like she could use some help.”


Her phone instantly buzzed. “Think you could do better?”


She opened her camera roll and found the picture of her with her purple dildo lodged down her throat. She’d decided against sending it to him before, but she didn’t care anymore. She just wanted to impress someone worthy of her attention.


She sent it to him.


It didn’t take long for her phone to vibrate again. “Get your sexy ass over here. Briana could use some lessons.”


A mere eleven minutes was all that separated her from a confident college stud with a big cock. Kneeling in front of him was a lucky blonde girl with the privilege of playing with the very toy that she so desperately craved. She’d never been with a woman before, but the idea of playing with one—especially a younger girl—made her wet. And what if Anthony invited a friend over? What if she could have two big cocks? Maybe they would take turns with her? Or what if they ravished her at the same time? Oh my God, she could barely contain her excitement!


She slipped out of her nightie and hopped into a pair of jeans, threw on a hoodie over the t-shirt she’d just changed into, and headed downstairs. The cold brass of her keys pressed against her hand as she scooped them off the table and hustled out the front door. She didn’t feel a hint of hesitation as she opened her car door and slid inside. The key found its way into the ignition and—


She stopped.


Turn it! Turn it and you can actually get what you want! Stop depriving yourself!


She stared at her dashboard for the next ninety seconds.


Sexy, young, fit people want to fuck your brains out! Isn’t that what you want? Why are you making this so hard on yourself?


She pulled the key out of the ignition, exited her car, and stood alone in the driveway. She slammed the door shut behind her.


“YOU’RE SUCH A WIMP!” she screamed before storming up the blacktop and back into the house. She ran to her room and hurried to grab her vibrator. Sadly, she had yet another night of mediocre self-pleasure ahead of herself.





Chapter 8 — Sherbet








One Week Later. 5:59 PM.





The kitchen hummed a chaotic symphony of roaring blender blades tearing through ice. She removed the cup and unfastened the lid—her finger dipping into the cold, tasty treat below—and raised it to her lips. It wasn’t too icy, but it wasn’t too watery either. It was the perfect consistency. She retrieved a container and dumped the pink substance inside before using a lid to seal it shut.




She grabbed her coat and headed over to her neighbor’s house on this chilly and dark evening. A particular man had been on her mind for the past week. Her biggest struggle involved the seven long days since she’d last seen him, and she couldn’t go another hour without being in his presence. It was a little unsettling how much she missed him.


Ryan answered the door dressed in a pair of black dress pants, a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up his thick forearms, and a loosened baby blue tie around his neck. His choice in attire always caused her to melt.


“Hey, Jen. Come on in.”


She quickly stepped inside out of the cold, and raised a plastic container with a red lid to him. “I made you something.”


He motioned her to follow him further into his house.


She kicked off her shoes and trailed behind him to the kitchen. An open laptop and a cup of what appeared to be green tea were the only items on the table. How refreshing was it to observe a man do something other than play video games? Ryan appeared to always be working or bettering himself, unlike Tom who spent all of his free time on childish activities.


“I made you some sherbet.”


“I don’t eat ice cream,” he told her.


“Oh, it’s not ice cream,” she rebuffed. “It’s watermelon-coconut sherbet. All organic without any added sugar. It’s just watermelon and coconut milk!”


“And you made sherbet from that?” he asked.


She nodded excitedly. “I did. Want to try some?”


“Sure,” he said, walking over to the cabinet. He returned with two small bowls and a pair of spoons.


Set the container down on the table and dished a generous amount into each bowl. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so nervous. What if he hated it? What if he thought it was gross? What if he laughed at her idea of dessert?


Relax…


She watched him gather a small amount of the creamy substance with his spoon and raise it to his mouth. Her heart pounded as he wrapped his lips around the steel eating utensil. She couldn’t deny the obvious any longer.


She needed his approval.


He looked at her again, this time furrowing his brow. “You made this?”


She nodded, nervous.


A few moments of silence passed before he said three monumentally important words. “This is amazing.”


She almost shouted with excitement. He thought it was amazing! Every part of her wanted to hug him, but she did her best to control herself. “Really?”


“How’d you get it so smooth?”


“Well, after I initially blend it, I freeze it, then run it through a blender again, freeze it, and then blend it one last time,” she revealed her secret. “The more times it goes through the blender, the creamier it gets.”


He took another big spoonful and slipped it inside his mouth. “This tastes exactly like sherbet, but it’s healthy?”


“One hundred percent,” she smiled, indulging in a spoonful from her own bowl.


“This is phenomenal,” he said, helping himself to a big helping.


She blushed and pointed at the container on the table. “That’s yours to keep, and just let me know if you want more!” She picked up the Tupperware and carried it over to the freezer to place it inside. “Is there anything else you need?”


He gave his kitchen a quick once-over. “There’s always something that needs to be done around here…”





Thirty Minutes Later.





She feverishly scrubbed his hardwood kitchen floor with a sponge, dressed head to toe in the same maid outfit from last week. Next to her was a yellow bucket containing a mixture of water and vinegar. Ryan had walked through the kitchen and caught her eye a few times, but he never stopped to look or talk to her. Was she really doing this for his approval at this point? Or was it her way of trying to submit to him? She was so confused.


She was a registered nurse who spent forty hours a week caring for the sick and elderly without much appreciation. She then came home to a husband she didn’t respect, took care of all the household chores, and handled the cooking every night as well. Her schedule was busy enough without playing maid for her neighbor.


Nothing added up. Why was she doing this?


Did you ever think that maybe you aren’t capable of being happy? There are people out there like that, you know. People who feel like they’re always missing out on something no matter what happens. Look in the mirror, sister. That’s you.


No, I’ve been happy before! I was happy with Bill. Well, at least I was most of the time. And I was happy with Tom at the beginning…kind of. Shit! I’m not one of those people, am I? I can be happy! I’m happy now! Wait, why am I happy now? Because I’m cleaning my neighbor’s kitchen floor? What’s wrong with me?


“I think you got that spot.”


Her head perked up to see Ryan standing just a few feet from her. “Huh?”


“That spot,” he repeated, pointing at the floor. “I think you got it.”


She glanced down and giggled girlishly. She’d scrubbed the same three-inch space for God knows how long while she attempted to understand exactly what she was doing. Her seductive attempt to expose her cleavage in Ryan’s direction went for naught as well. He simply filled up his glass, and headed back into the living room without acknowledging her outfit.


Shit!





Fifteen Minutes Later.





The dirty water disappeared down the drain, signaling the end of a job well done. An undeniable sense of disbelief lingered when it came to what she’d spent the past forty-five minutes of her life doing. Not only had she willingly put on a maid outfit again, but she’d skipped upstairs with a childlike excitement to get dressed. Just being in the same house as Ryan was enough to bring an unrivaled energy into her world.


She made her way into the living room to find him working on his laptop.


“All done,” she announced.


He nodded, his eyes not venturing from the computer screen as he sat on the sofa.


“Is there anything else you need?” she asked.


He didn’t respond.


She made her way to the side of the sofa, running her fingers along the firm leather when she arrived. “Anything at all…”


A pen flew through her peripheral and landed on the floor only a few feet to her right. This was it. Her life could change at this very moment. The past forty-four years of her existence felt like a blimp on the radar. She could either ignore his most recent action and return home, or give into her deepest and darkest desires. What was so fun about being good all the time anyway?


She sank to her knees and crawled to his pen.


Ryan moved his laptop out of the way, and leaned back against the exotic leather comfortably. He eyed her as she positioned herself in front of him—on her knees. She reached out and handed the pen to him.


He took it from her, observed it for a moment, and held it back out. She moved forward and wrapped her lips around the plastic, her focus never straying from his dazzling blue eyes. The pen was promptly discarded and sent sailing to the other side of the room as he sprawled his arms along the top of the sofa, but she knew better than to crawl after it again.


She scurried forward as her hands raced for his belt buckle. Her husband, daughter, career, and priorities didn’t matter at the moment. This was her story. She was the star of her own erotic novel. She was an unmarried girl whose only concern involved seducing her unrealistically perfect neighbor. It was time for things to be about her for a change.


She finally managed to unlock the steel of his belt after an annoying struggle, and her attention quickly shifted to the button on his dress pants. Seconds separated her from everything she desired. Who needed a stud husband when the world’s most perfect man lived next door?


Ring.


Ryan raised his index finger in the air and tilted his body to the side to retrieve his roaring cell phone from his pants pocket. She sat back on her knees patiently, waiting to recapture his attention as he accepted the call. The brief delay built the tension in the room. She had no plans of being naughty. Behaving badly was child’s play compared to what she had in mind. The deepest, wettest, filthiest blowjob in the history of humanity would take place inside a man’s house who she barely knew, and she couldn’t possibly be more excited.


Ryan answered the call. “Hey, Hank.”


…


“He did what? Did someone tell him to do that?”


…


“Hank, relax.”


…


“Relax.”


…


“He’s new. He’s only been on board for a few weeks. Mistakes happen.”


…


“He’s at the client’s house now?”


…


“Okay, I’m heading over there.”


…


“Yeah, now. Send me the address. I’m on my way.”


…


“No problem. Remember, he’s part of the team, Hank. Losing your shit over something like this isn’t good for anyone. I need you to set a better example than acting this way.”


…


“There’s no need to apologize. I just need you to be more of a leader.”


…


Okay, good. I’m leaving my house now.”


…


“Bye.”


Ryan slid his phone back into his pocket before revealing his change of plans. “I have to go.”


“Now?” she asked, her voice full of disappointment. Her eyes possessed an even more devastated reaction. Her fantasy was about to happen before his stupid phone rang!


He sat up and headed into the kitchen. “Yeah, now. Make sure to lock the front door when you leave. The kitchen looks great, by the way.”


She hurried to retrieve his ballpoint pen after he slammed the front door shut behind him, and quickly placed it inside her mouth. She needed to bask in the praise and approval of the man who lived next door. She wasn’t sure how or when, but Ryan would restore order in her life. She finally had a man worthy of behaving like a woman for.





Chapter 9 — Like Mother, Like Daughter








8:12 PM.





Dinner was late tonight for two reasons. One, she’d spent forty-five minutes cleaning Ryan’s kitchen floor for a wide array of bizarre reasons. Two, she didn’t exactly rushed home after he left to take care of his work-related issue. Instead, she’d decided to make herself rather comfortable.


“Sorry dinner’s late, honey,” Jen apologized to her daughter from across the table.


Ashley didn’t respond.


She was still riding high from Ryan’s compliment after he left to handle his business affairs, and like a horny teenage girl with an oral fixation, she ran upstairs with his pen in her mouth. He could still help her without being in the room. Her imagination had done the job for well over a decade, after all. Her situation wasn’t exactly anything new.


A minute later, she introduced herself to his king-size bed, completely naked with one of Ryan’s dress shirt that she’d retrieved from the laundry pressed against her face. It smelled so manly. There wasn’t a hint of cologne or deodorant permeating from the cotton. The scent radiated pure testosterone.


She didn’t need any help from a dildo or vibrator this time. Her only requirements were his dress shirt, and her fingers that rubbed her clit frantically. The fantasy of what Ryan could do to her was more than enough fuel to help her cross the finish line in record time.


“And I’m sorry,” Jen apologized.


Ashley made eye contact with her mother for the first time in two weeks.


“I overreacted that night, and—”


“I’m so sorry, Mom!” Ashley interrupted passionately. “I acted like such a bitch!”


“No, I did,” Jen argued. “I was out of line.”


Ashley was quick to shake her head in disagreement. “No, it’s my fault. You were just looking out for me, and I don’t know why I got so mad at you. I’ve missed talking to you!”


A relief like never before consumed Jen’s body. The past two weeks had been rough for a number of reasons, but her immense loneliness absolutely took the cake. Tom and her had basically been roommates for years. They usually greeted each other with a slight nod and went about their days. She hadn’t realized how important Ashley was for her sanity until they weren’t on speaking terms.


“I broke up with Mike.”


Jen’s smile turned to shock. “What!?”


“Two days ago,” her daughter admitted.


“Why?”


“Because of you,” Ashley answered.


“Because of me!?” she reacted, stunned.


“Yeah, because of you,” nodded Ashley. “Okay, so I’ve been spending a lot of time just thinking lately. You know, there’s only so much Netflix a person can watch while they’re confined to their bedroom…”


Jen looked on, taken aback from Ashley’s surprising revelation. She should’ve kept her big mouth shut! Here she was, thinking she’d done her daughter a favor, but all her advice did was cost Ashley a relationship.


“Sure, Mike and I FaceTimed every night, but we hadn’t seen each other outside of school in two weeks,” Ashley went on. “And do you want to know the craziest part? He seemed fine with that.”


Jen set her fork down on her plate before adding her thoughts. “Oh my God, me grounding you is the reason you broke up with Mike?”


“Kind of,” Ashley responded. “Actually, no, it opened my eyes. Well, a conversation that we had a while ago was really what did it. Remember when we talked about your college boyfriend, Bill?”


Jen nodded.


“Okay, so it finally hit me when I was sitting in my room the other day. Your relationship with Bill sounded like so much fun. It wasn’t over-the-top, Hollywood movie type of stuff. I’m not delusional. I don’t expect a guy to do some amazing thing every day, but on the other hand, I don’t want a boring relationship. I couldn’t stop reflecting on the fact that Mike hadn’t made one attempt to see me for an entire week.”


“Because you were grounded,” Jen reminded her.


“Yeah, but…”


“Yeah, but?” Jen asked with a smirk. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


Ashley glanced down at the table with a giggle. “I kept waiting for him to try to sneak me out somewhere, or to show up one night and sweet-talk you into letting him hang out for a little while, or something like that. I know you, Mom. You act like a big hardass, but you’re a giant softie at heart. You totally would’ve let him in.”


“Yeah, I probably would’ve,” Jen confessed.


“And then I had a dream three days ago where a rock kept hitting my bedroom window in the middle of the night. I get out of bed to go see what it is, and Mike is sitting in our front yard in a lawn chair. It’s like twenty degrees out and lightly snowing, but he doesn’t care. He’s just waiting for me. Guess what happened after I opened my window?”


She waited for her daughter to fill her in on her dream.


“We talked for hours. We had a conversation where we shouted back and forth to each other in the middle of the freezing cold, all because he just had to see me. And then I woke up and-and-and…”


“And what, honey?” Jen asked, her interest piqued even further from Ashley’s sudden stutter.


“And I realized that would never happen,” the young brunette finally confessed. “That he would never make a moment like that with me. That he would never do the kinds of things that Bill did with you. It was at that very moment when I realized I didn’t want him in my life anymore.”


“So, now what?”


“Well, I kind of look at guys differently now,” Ashley announced. “I don’t judge them on looks, or athleticism, or whatever…at least not as much. I kind of find myself drifting toward the creative types. And maybe even some of the bad boys.”


Jen didn’t like the sound of that. “Oh, no.”


“Not like drug dealers or anything, Mom!” Ashley laughed. “Just like…I don’t know…guys who have an edge to them. Guys who I didn’t give a second look to in the past. And I can tell you this too. I’m done asking men out! If a guy wants me, then he better make a move on me, because the kind of guy I need doesn’t wait for me to make a move on him!”


She shook her head in amazement at what she’d just heard. Ashley was only eighteen years old, but she was already armed with knowledge that most women don’t acquire until their thirties or forties. This girl certainly wouldn’t have any problems when it came to dating.


“What about you?”


Jen looked up at the sound of a question being fired her way. “What?”


“You and Dad,” Ashley clarified herself. “What about you guys? Have you been working on things?”


“Some things can’t be fixed, honey.”


“It can’t be that bad, Mom,” Ashley voiced her opinion.


It can’t be that bad? She’d come unbelievably close to giving Ryan a blowjob a few hours ago. If that didn’t qualify as bad, then she didn’t know what did. “It certainly isn’t good.”


“I’m sorry,” Ashley sighed.


“It’s not your fault,” Jen told her. “You want a little advice? Try out as many guys as you can, and I’m not talking sexually either. In fact, that’s the last thing I want you to do. I’m talking about getting to know men. You want to be able to tell if a guy is reciting lines, or if his personality and conversational abilities are really naturally effortless. The key to long-term happiness in a relationship is being with someone you respect and admire. It’s finding a man who can push you to better yourself. You want someone who possesses qualities that you look up to.”


Jen couldn’t believe what she’d just said. Not only did she pretty much admit to Ashley that she didn’t respect Tom, but she’d essentially repeated what Ryan told her at his kitchen table the other day. Her neighbor was right: she needed guidance.


“Duly noted,” Ashley said with a nod. “And by the way, men kind of suck.”


“No, they don’t,” Jen chuckled, thinking back to all the times when she shared a similar view of the male race. “Men have it tough, honey. They’re raised to treat women like princesses, when in reality, nothing turns a woman off more than that kind of behavior. You wouldn’t have a problem finding a great guy if more boys were raised by real men because they would be everywhere. The problem is that the world consists of thirty and forty-year-old boys who can’t figure out why flowers and chocolate don’t gain a woman’s undying love and loyalty.”


Jen caught herself again. Holy shit. Ryan was right.


The two girls resumed enjoying their salads—Ashley pondering if any of the guys at school met her new criteria, while Jen reflected on the staggering amount of information that Ryan was correct about. The mother and daughter did share a mutual problem, though.


They both lacked a real man in their lives.


“What’s the craziest thing you’ve ever done sexually?”


Salad almost fell out of Jen’s mouth as her eyes bolted across the table. “Excuse me?”


Ashley looked up from her dinner with a wicked smirk. “You told me that you and Bill did all kinds of crazy stuff that you still think about and remember. Like what?”


“Let’s not go there,” Jen told her.


“God, why do you always do this?” Ashley huffed, rolling her eyes in the process.


“Do what?”


“Act like you don’t want to talk about sex, but then you always cave and get really into it the second we do,” Ashley said. “Can we just skip the act for once?”


Jen smiled at her daughter before digging at a carrot with her fork. “Craziest thing I’ve ever done?”


“Craziest thing you’ve ever done,” Ashley returned her mother’s smile. “Be honest too!”


It took a moment, but a particular memory eventually came back to her. “Bill and I spent Christmas at his parents’ house one year. They had a pretty big house, but it was older, and you can hear everything in older houses.”


Ashley’s growing smile showed how much she liked where her mother was headed.


“His parents, brother, both sisters, and two cousins were all there,” Jen continued her story. “So, we went up to our room for the night, and I honestly just wanted to go to bed. We’re in a strange house full of people I’d just met, after all. It wasn’t my ideal place to get romantic.”






Ashley was grinning now.


“But I start feeling hands on me,” Jen said. “I slap them away all playfully thinking that Bill’s just teasing me, when suddenly, there’s something around my neck.”


“What was it?”


“His belt,” Jen answered. “He didn’t ask or give me a heads-up that it was coming either. He just wrapped it around my neck and pulled…tight.”


A belt? Just how crazy was her mother? “Jesus…”


“Jesus is right,” Jen smirked, taking herself back to that night. “We had a safeword and everything, so it’s not like I couldn’t have put a stop to it.”


“What was it?”


“What was what?” Jen asked.


“Your safe word,” Ashley specified. “What was it?”


“Vandelay,” Jen revealed.


Ashley was lost. “Vandelay?”


“Yeah, I was dating a Seinfeld fan,” Jen said with a giggle. “Anyway, so the next thing I know, I’m on my hands and knees and he’s hammering away at me from behind.”


Ashley’s eyes almost bulged out of her head. Her mother had always been open with her in the past, but this was wild. She loved it!


“And every time he pulls back on the belt, I can’t breathe,” Jen went on, able to recall every specific detail from that memorable night. “So, there I am, reaching out for something to grab onto, and I end up knocking the lamp off the nightstand and it breaks. A minute later the alarm clock follows. And they both smashed onto the floor. Remember, it’s like three in the morning and everyone’s sleeping.”


“What happened next?” Ashley inquired excitedly.


“I’m getting kind of loud at this point. I don’t know, it’s how I’ve always been, I guess,” she divulged in sexual details that had previously been off-limits. “So, he stops, takes off one of the socks he’s wearing, and stuffs it into my mouth before getting back to business.”


“Ewwww!” Ashley reacted, placing her hand over her mouth in disgust. “That’s so gross!”


“Nothing’s gross when you’re in the moment. The actions picks up again and I’m seriously considering using our safeword for the first time in our relationship. I trusted Bill, but he was the most sexually aggressive person I’ve ever met. A bomb going off wouldn’t have stopped him when he was in the swing of things, but I knew that our safeword would bring our session to a halt. I reach out and grab the bed headboard, and it’s instant relief. Finally, I have something to hold onto, you know? But nope. Bill yanks me back and slaps my ass…hard!”


Ashley gulped.


“Like, really hard,” Jen emphasized. “I spit his sock out and yell, ‘What the fuck!’ completely forgetting that we’re in a house full of his relatives.”


“You did?” Ashley laughed, amazed that she was privy to all the juicy details from her mother’s past. Bill sounded like so much fun!


“Yeah, my ass is stinging when suddenly he snaps my neck back. I look up and Bill’s face is hovering over mine. He looks down into my eyes and says, ‘How dare you disobey Daddy!’”


Ashley’s eyebrows immediately shot up. This was incredible! “Holy shit!”


“He shoves his sock even deeper into my mouth, and yanks me back so hard that my entire body goes flying backward into his chest. Ashley, still to this day, I have no idea how he didn’t break me in half. I’d never felt anything like it. I’m literally in heaven, but something catches my eye in my peripheral.”


Ashley had never been more captivated by a story in her life. Forget about Bill. Her biggest question involved if Mom’s ex-boyfriend had a son? Now, that was a guy she would date.


“The door is opening.”


“No…” Ashley gasped.


“Uh-huh,” Jen nodded. It almost felt like that night had just happened. Every moment returned to her so vividly. “I’m screaming ‘Vandelay! Vandelay!’ at the top of my lungs, but because this freakin’ sock is lodged down my throat, it sounded like ‘Vaaaaa! Vaaaaa!’”


Ashley pounded the table in a fit of hysteria.


“Real funny, right?” Jen rolled her eyes. “What’s even funnier was who opened the door.”


“Who was it?”


“His dad,” Jen confessed.


“His dad!?” Ashley shouted, stunned.


Even the lack of surprise on Bill’s father’s face was clear as day in her memory. “He just shook his head, turned around, and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him.”


“What about Bill?”


“Oh, he never stopped. I told you, a bomb wouldn’t distract him during sex. The next morning we’re all sitting at the table during breakfast, and none of his family would even look at me. Well, except his little brother. He had an ear-to-ear grin on his face until we finally left that afternoon.”


“Jesus, Mom, you were wild!” Ashley said, ready to declare this as the greatest dinner ever.


“I had some fun times,” Jen smiled. “You’re up.”


Ashley didn’t follow. “I’m up? Huh?”


“Yeah, let’s go,” Jen nodded to confirm her demand. “What’s your wildest story?”


“I can’t follow that!” Ashley laughed. “Are you crazy?”


“It’s not a competition. Come on, it’s only fair.”


Ashley only had one story that even had a chance to rival the tale she’d just heard. It was time to pull out the big guns.


“Okay, so, I went to a party with Mike at his friend’s house over the summer. The parents were out of town and everyone was playing beer pong in the basement and stuff. You know, high school crap. I really try not to be an old lady, but I just hate that stuff. I’d rather go on a hike, or watch a movie, or really do anything else…but I’m getting off track. So, one of Mike’s idiot friends gets the idea to have the girls play strip beer bong, and of course, no one agrees to it. Well, one girl did. Stacy Moretti. But Stacy would make out with Grandpa John if you asked her to.”


Jen laughed before digging into more of her salad.


“Mike’s dumbass friend won’t stop running his mouth, and then Mike starts taunting me too. He keeps telling me that I’m scared I’ll embarrass myself if I play. I guess he thought that he could get under my skin to the point I would want to prove something to him. Like I’m a little kid or something.”


“Did you play?” Jen asked.


“Yes and no,” answered Ashley. “I decided to make a bet with him.”


“A bet?”


“Yeah, a bet,” Ashley said, twirling a piece of lettuce with her fork. “Mike was really getting on my nerves like he always did when he was around his friends, so I told him that I would make out with Stacy Moretti for thirty seconds if he could make a shot from fifteen feet away.”


Jen’s jaw dropped. “What!?”


“Mom, it was an impossible shot,” Ashley told her. “Not only was it from the other side of the couch, but there were only three cups left on the table. It would literally be a once-in-a-lifetime make.”


One of the biggest perks of her close relationship with her daughter was their girl talks. Sometimes, she felt like she was back in high school again. Living vicariously through Ashley provided her a chance to escape from her boring life, and conversations like these were as good as it gets.


“What happened if he didn’t make it?”


“Then he would have to kiss his friend Dave on the lips for five seconds,” Ashley said.


Jen smiled, proud of Ashley for coming up with such an awesome idea. “I like that.”


“I know, so did I,” Ashley smiled back. “Until he made the shot.”


“He made it!?”


“The craziest part was that I knew it was going in from the moment it left his hand,” Ashley said, glancing off to the side as she replayed the shot in her head. “It had a perfect trajectory to it, bounced off the table, flew into the air, and landed right in the center of the middle cup…splash.”


“So, you had to make out with this Stacy girl?” Jen asked, stunned from the twist in the story. “Really?”


Ashley had a few more details to reveal first. “Mike’s jumping around—high-fiving everyone—meanwhile, Stacy’s just grinning at me. She’s so bi it’s crazy.”


“I hope she’s at least cute.”


“She’s a sexy Italian girl,” Ashley told her. “Trust me, I could’ve done a lot worse.”


Jen knew that Ashley had a little bit of herself in her, but this was way more than she’d ever expected. Kissing a girl? That was something that she couldn’t even claim to have ever done! And Ashley had yet to attend college!


“All the guys started yelling and complaining after Mike announced that he wanted to do this in private. I was super happy when we went into his buddy’s bedroom because everyone had their phones out. So, I sit on the edge of the bed, and Stacy sits down right next to me. Again, she’s all smiles. It was like someone just told her that she won the lottery or something. I know I’m cute, but I’m not that cute. At this point, I realize that Stacy Moretti has a thing for me.”


Jen couldn’t believe that Ashley had actually gone through with her bet. How wild was this story about to get?


“Mike’s standing there all excited, and I’m just happy he isn’t recording anything, you know?” Ashley said with a mouthful of lettuce before helping herself to more of her salad. “Because there’s no way he would’ve kept it to himself. I kind of take a sigh of relief, turn to Stacy, and she’s literally an inch from my mouth, already leaning in to kiss me.”


“You two really kissed?” Jen asked, still struggling to comprehend such a promiscuous moment happening.


“We didn’t kiss, Mom,” Ashley said, shaking her head. “We made out. I have no idea what got into me either. Maybe I’m a little bi too, or maybe I had a thing for Stacy in that moment, but whatever it was, I was really into it. But something felt off. It wasn’t just us two. It was different.”


“What was it?”


Ashley looked down at the table, searching for the best way to word what she wanted to say. Yes, her tale was a bit on the crazy side, but it would make significantly more sense with the proper context. The difficult part involved finding the perfect words.


“What was it, honey?” Jen repeated.


Ashley attempted to open her mouth, but only a sigh escaped.


Worry filled a suddenly concerned Jen. “Ashley, baby, something didn’t happen to you, did it?”


The young girl instantly shook her head. “No, nothing like that. I kind of felt something, though. I just knew that something was up, and when I opened my eyes and glanced to my right while still kissing Stacy, I couldn’t believe what I saw.”


Jen eagerly awaited her daughter’s reveal.


“Mike had his dick out.”


“He had what out?” Jen questioned, beyond stunned. There was absolutely no way that she’d heard Ashley correctly.


“His dick,” Ashley repeated. “And he pressed it against the edge of our mouths while we kissed.”


Jen had expected to hear that perhaps Ashley kissed Stacy for longer than the required thirty seconds. Making out with another girl was wild enough to begin with. What in the world were these kids doing? They were in high school!


“I jump back and I’m on the verge of losing my shit,” Ashley said. “Not only did he press his dick against my mouth, but it was against Stacy’s mouth too! Like, without even asking for my permission! Right in front of me! I’m his girlfriend!”


“What did he say?”


Ashley’s loud huff perfectly reflected her displeasure with what had taken place in that bedroom. “He told me this was his ultimate fantasy, and that he didn’t know if he would ever have a chance to do something like this again. I’m fuming as I look at him. It was so unbelievably disrespectful. I’m ranting and raving when suddenly, his face changes.”


Jen wasn’t sure if she could handle the rest of her daughter’s story, to be completely honest. Making out with a cute classmate while her now ex-boyfriend had his dick out? And she’d always viewed herself as the most sexually-liberal one in the family!


“I didn’t know what was going on at first, but it only took me a few seconds to take an accurate guess,” Ashley said. “That fuckin’ slut had slid off the bed, and was on her knees in front of Mike, giving him head.”


A major detail didn’t add up for Jen. “This happened back in the summer, right? I thought you two just broke up?”


“We just did.”


“This didn’t end it?” Jen asked. It abruptly hit her as a slight smile formed across her shocked mouth. “Ashley, you didn’t—”


“I can’t explain why I did it,” her daughter cut in. “The next thing I know, I’m down next to Stacy, trying to prove that I can give Mike a better blowjob than her.”


“Ashley…” a stunned Jen gasped.


“And do you want to know something, Mom?” she asked. “It was the single hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. We ended up making out over the head of his dick. I can’t even describe how sexy I felt.”


Jen used her hand to cover her mouth in a state of shock.


“Mike said he has one more fantasy and tells us to ‘open up,’” Ashley revealed the really dirty details. She decided to not hide a single recollection either. “Of course, Stacy, the slut that she is, immediately opens her mouth and sticks her tongue out. And I don’t want to be outdone in front of my boyfriend, so I position myself next to her, lean my face over until it’s resting against hers, and stick my tongue out too. He came on both of our faces.”


Jen couldn’t even open her mouth. She was stupefied.


“Now, here I am, thinking that I just did the craziest thing ever, when Stacy grabs my head and starts licking my face clean, like a dog or something!” Ashley disclosed her classmate’s wildness, still surprised to this day herself. “She completely cleans off my right cheek before taking Mike’s dick back in her mouth. And of course he starts reaching for his phone, but I snatched it away from him before he could get it. The last thing I wanted was for any evidence of this to exist.”


“Is this what you kids are doing in high school now!?” Jen asked, dumbfounded.


Ashley could only laugh. That little event was the furthest thing from the norm. “No, I honestly don’t think most of our high school is doing anything. It’s pretty much just the guys with girlfriends who are getting something. Well, that, and the guys who Stacy Moretti takes a personal interest in.”


Jen’s hands made their way to the top of her head. “Can’t follow me?” she laughed. “Can’t follow me!?”


Ashley jumped in, and soon, the two laughed hysterically at the kitchen table.


“I think I have a bit of you in me, Mom,” Ashley said with a grin.


Jen wasn’t so sure of that anymore. “Honey, I’ve never done anything like that!”


“There’s a package for you on the counter, by the way,” Ashley mentioned.


“For me?” Jen asked.


“Yeah, it was with the mail,” Ashley said while digging into the rest of her dinner.


Jen looked over at the counter and noticed a small manila envelope sitting on the marble surface. She sat up and approached it. “There’s no mailing address?”


“No,” Ashley responded. “Just your name.”


The only marking on the envelope came courtesy of a messy “Jen” scribbled in black marker. There wasn’t any postage, mailing address, or any sign that it’d been processed through the mail.


“What if it’s anthrax or something?” Ashley asked.


“Anthrax?” Jen laughed. “I think someone’s been watching too much Netflix. Anthrax…” she continued to shake her head as she tore open the self-adhesive package.


Her guffaw came to an sudden stop.


“Is anthrax really that crazy?” Ashley questioned. “I remember reading about people receiving them in the mail after 9/11 or something.”


…


“Yeah, but I do like my Netflix,” Ashley said to herself before lifting a forkful of lettuce to her mouth.


…


“Oh, Mom, guess what movie I watched last week!? Okay, so there’s this supernatural entity that follows you after you have sex. It’s kind of like a paranormal STD. No one else can see it except the person it’s hunting down, and it won’t stop until it kills them! Once they die, the entity immediately starts hunting the previous person. So, the guy or girl who gave the STD to the person who was just killed, is the next to be followed. I know, it sounds kind of far-fetched; but, Mom, it was amazing! And I know how much you love horror movies! It might be the best I’ve ever seen! I left it in my queue for you.”


…


“Mom?”


…


“Mom!?” Ashley shouted, turning around in her seat.


Jen looked up at her daughter, her face pale and her eyes distant.


“Are you okay?” Ashley questioned.


“I’ll be back…in a bit…” she struggled to spit out, audibly rattled. “Don’t…don’t wait for me!”


“Um…okay,” Ashley said with a hint of confusion to her voice.


Jen hurried upstairs to her room and locked the door behind her. She sat down on her bed and reached inside the package, her hand emerging with a black leather collar. A large metal loop hung from the middle with the word “Daddy’s” on the left side, and “Girl” on the right of the rugged leather.


She instantly wrapped it around her neck—finding the closest snap buckle to make it as tight as possible—and fell back onto her bed. The feel of the leather strap choking her throat brought a smile to her face. She finally found the feeling that she’d so desperately search for. She finally felt like Daddy’s girl.





Chapter 10 — The Shirt








The Next Day. 4:54 PM.





Jen had fastened her new collar around her neck the moment she arrived home from work, and made sure to put on a turtleneck sweater to avoid any questions from her daughter. “Hey, honey, do you remember our neighbor who I got mad at you over a few weeks ago? Well, I’m wearing a collar that he got me that says Daddy’s Girl, but don’t worry, I still love your father.” She couldn’t imagine a situation in which that conversation went over well at the dinner table.


But then again, perhaps Ashley would understand? The more the two of them divulged in sexy gossip, the more in common they seemed to have. Her mind had wandered throughout her day at work, and every time it did, she found herself staring down at her wedding ring.


You tried to suck Ryan’s cock yesterday! That wasn’t a fantasy or emotional cheating. You really tried to cheat! And you would’ve if not for him receiving a phone call! So, this is it? Twenty years and it’s over? You’ve finally thrown in the towel and conceded? Congrats, you’re officially a quitter!


What other choice did she have, though? She refused to put Ashley through the devastation that would come from a divorce, but divorce would devastate herself as well. It would act as an admission to an unsuccessful marriage. Everyone in her life would view her as a failure. Why couldn’t she keep her mediocre home life, but have her needs taken care of somewhere else?


Because that’s not how life works, princess! Are you serious with that shit? So, you want to come home to a nice house every day, but mosey on over next door for your sexual urges to be taken care of? You live in a dream world, you know that?


But what if she could have her cake and eat it too? Without really even cheating? There were still ways around infidelity. The time she’d spent alone in Ryan’s bed last week was proof that she could still get by without physically cheating. It was the hardest she’d cum in God knows how long, and it was purely a mental thing.


She suddenly dropped the shirt she was folding in front of the dryer and smiled. Bingo! That would hold her over for weeks! Or maybe even months! God, it was perfect! She scrambled to finish folding the laundry and hurried upstairs as she grabbed her coat on her way out of the door.


Please be home… Please be home… Please be home…


She rang Ryan’s doorbell.


Come on! Be home!


The door opened and she was greeted by Ryan dressed in a dark black suit, a white dress shirt underneath, a smooth black tie that was completely exposed due to his jacket being unbuttoned, and white french cuffs poking out from his wrists. If he asked her to marry him at this exact moment, her answer would be yes.


“Come in,” he smiled before turning and walking toward the kitchen, his black dress shoes tapping on the hardwood floor as he moved. “I just got home.”




She shut the door behind her and looked in the direction of the kitchen from her spot in the hallway. “Sorry to bug you, but I’m just going to be a second. I lost something and I think it might be in the basement.”


Ryan poured himself a glass of water. “What did you lose?”


“Um…” she stalled for time.


Oh, shit. You didn’t think this through, did ya?


“I uh…I lost my uh…my bracelet. I looked all over my house but couldn’t find it, so I think it might be here.”


He nodded as she disappeared downstairs. It wasn’t long before she re-emerged.


“Got it!” she yelled, rushing toward the door.


“Jen.”


She froze.


Just say you’re in a hurry and that you have to go!


She attempted to step forward but couldn’t. It was like his voice froze her. She turned her head slowly and looked the fifteen or so feet into the kitchen, making sure to keep her shoulders parallel with the front door that was just feet away.


“Where was it?”


“Where was what?” she asked.


“Your bracelet.”


“Um…on-on…um…on the floor,” she spit out, her words hectic and messy.


He nodded again before taking a sip of water from his spot at the table. “What’s in your hand, Jen?”


“Huh?”


“Your left hand,” he said. “What’s in it?”


She clenched her left hand around the item that she thought was hidden from his view. “Nothing.”


“It doesn’t look like nothing to me,” he spoke, his tone cool and calculated.


You’re so pathetic.


She took a deep gulp but only felt dryness in her mouth and throat. The situation was mortifying. “I uh…I…”


Ryan took another sip of water.


She dropped her head in shame as she exposed her hand. This would most likely go down as the most embarrassing moment of her life. She wasn’t a teenager. She was in her forties! She had a family and bills to worry about!


“What are you doing with that?” he asked.


She closed her eyes and tried to think. How could she explain attempting to steal one of his dirty dress shirts without coming off as crazy? She wasn’t sure there was a way.


“Come over here and take a seat,” he instructed.


She shuffled into the kitchen dejectedly and sat in the chair next to Ryan. As disgraced as she was, her priorities remained intact, and that was evident by her left hand still clenching the red dress shirt that was now draped across her lap.


“I love that shirt.”


She looked up at his gorgeous face. That perfect hair, his amazing jaw, and those dazzling blue eyes were more than enough to destroy her marriage. She was helpless in his presence.


“What?” she asked.


“That shirt,” Ryan reiterated with a smirk. “I love it.”


“You-you do?” she stuttered, tense and nervous.


His smirk morphed into a warm smile. “Good things always happen whenever I wear it.”


She was desperate to discover every detail. “Like what?”


“I wore that shirt to a meeting with a client earlier this week. Well, a potential client. We’ve been trying to get this guy for a while. Things went well, and I accepted his invite to join him at a bar. I noticed a girl a few tables away who kept looking at me while we were there. I would guess that she was in her early-twenties. Blonde and fit. You know, your stereotypical little gym bunny. So, after my guy decided to call it a night, I went over to her table.”


She listened intently to her neighbor reminisce about his night at the bar while she continued to hold his shirt. The soft cotton that tangled with her fingers easily trimmed twenty years off her life. Somehow, she’d transformed into that cute blonde at the bar. She was the girl on Ryan’s mind.


“We got to talking, and thirty minutes later, I pulled into my driveway with her in the passenger seat,” he said.


“Just like that?” she asked.


“Just like that,” Ryan repeated confidently. “You see, Jen, there are four kinds of guys in the world. The first kind of guy is all physicality. I’m sure you’ve run into these types at the gym. They’re usually brash, confident, and almost arrogant at times. This guy believes he can get any woman he wants, because he has the body he wants. He thinks he can fuck a girl into wanting more. And do you want to know something? Sometimes he can, but she’ll eventually walk.”


“Why?”


“Well, that leads us to guy number two,” he continued. “Now, guy number two is a self-proclaimed ladies’ man. He has hundreds and maybe even thousands of lines and witty comebacks for every situation. He’s what most people refer to as a ‘PUA.’”


“A PUA?”


“A pickup artist,” he explained. “He thinks that he can get into a woman’s head and control her mentally, but he can’t. It’s an act. Most of these guys come from a history of failure with the opposite sex, so they read a bunch of books and watch some videos, and suddenly, they think they possess a magical spell that they can cast onto women.”


She was very familiar with guy number two from her single days. There was a day and night difference between real and manufactured confidence. What she currently listened to were the words of a genuinely confident man.


“These guys can usually keep a woman around for a while, but they always see past the act and bolt, because it’s not natural,” he said. “Now, guy number three doesn’t have any of those qualities. He simply exists. He’ll never wow a girl, he’ll never fuck her properly, and he sure as shit won’t get into her head. He’s just…there.”


Ryan had described Tom to a tee.


“What about guy number four?” she asked, squeezing the shirt in her grasp. She never wanted to let it go.


He took a long sip of water before setting his now empty glass down on the table. “There aren’t a lot of number fours out there, Jen. Guy number four has the physical prowess to fuck a girl the right way: when she tries to look up but her eyes just roll into the back of her head, when she attempts to speak but coherent words don’t come out of her mouth, when she wouldn’t be able to pick her own mother out of a lineup because she feels like she’s about to be broken in half, and when she tries to walk to the bathroom after you’re done with her but she can’t because her legs are weak. Newborn baby deer legs…” he added with a chuckle.


She opened her mouth to add her thoughts, but Ryan wasn’t done.


“But sex is only ten percent physical.”


“Ten percent?” she questioned, surprised.


“Ten percent,” he repeated. “You see, sex is ninety percent mental. A guy who can get into a woman’s head can do things that a guy who’s all brute force can’t dream of, but no woman will be completely satisfied unless she’s being stimulated on both a physical and mental level. I always laugh when I hear men talk about how their wives or girlfriends suddenly lost interest in them out of nowhere. They’ll reference the expensive jewelry they bought or the exotic vacations they took them on, but that stuff is meaningless. Women don’t want gifts.”


“Most women do,” she disagreed.


“No, they don’t. Women may think they want material things, but deep down, they don’t. If a woman isn’t with a man she truly craves, then she’ll settle for what he has to offer, and in most cases, that’s jewelry and gifts. He works twenty hours to make five hundred dollars, and then he goes and buys her a five hundred dollar necklace. That’s his way of showing his value, right? I love you twenty-hours worth. But what does that really mean? Will a necklace or a bracelet stimulate her on any level? Will she go to bed dreaming of waking up to see her man, or her necklace? For most women, the answer is her necklace, and for those men, she was long gone before they ever had her.”


“Most women still like gifts,” she said. The one under her turtleneck was a perfect example.


“Show me how many guys are getting laid on Valentine’s Day with a five dollar bouquet of flowers,” he said. “Do you want to know the few who are?”


“Who?” she asked.


“The ones who stimulate their woman’s mind,” he disclosed. “You see, real men are gifts. Every day around them is special. A truly happy woman doesn’t care about material things, because her man can’t be replaced like a flashy piece of jewelry. If she loses that man, then she’s losing that stimulating part of her life. Sure, she’ll attempt to replace it with some average Joe who’ll pay her bills, but she’ll never get that stimulation back. Guess how much that collar you’re wearing cost me.”


She couldn’t believe he’d just said that.


“I know it’s under there,” he grinned, pointing at her turtleneck which showed through her unzipped coat. “Ten bucks.”


“Ten bucks?” she asked, surprised.


“Ten dollars. And I guarantee that ten dollar collar means more to you than a ten thousand dollar necklace would from your husband.”


She slipped her hand under the neck of her sweater to play with her present. He was right. She wouldn’t trade her collar for anything in the world—a ten thousand dollar necklace included.


“It’s the same reason why I didn’t offer to buy that blonde a drink at the bar the other night,” he went on. “Because I didn’t need to. You never truly have a girl if you can’t take her home without buying her a drink. You’re simply renting her for the night. And before I fucked her physically in my bed, I fucked her mentally in that bar.”


So many different emotions consumed her being. She was enamored, stunned, and captivated, but her biggest surprise was how intrigued she felt. She was desperate to find out more. “How?”


“I gave her what she needed,” Ryan explained. “Girls who are physically deprived are easy to spot, but girls who are mentally deprived stick out like sore thumbs. I’m sure that she had some college jock boyfriend who was fucking her right, but he wasn’t in her mind. If he was, then she wouldn’t have been in that bar, she wouldn’t have looked in my direction all night, she wouldn’t have smiled when I sat down at her table, and she certainly wouldn’t have made me breakfast when I walked into my kitchen the next morning. I gave her what she needed. I connected with her mentally and carried that into the bedroom. Before I ever fucked her, I’d already marked her mind. She was mine. I could’ve given her the worst lay of her life and she still would’ve loved it, but I didn’t. I fucked her brains out. And you know what? I ruined her for her boyfriend.”


“But what about if things just get stale?” she asked brazenly. “Like, in a long marriage?”


“Relationships shouldn’t be work. They shouldn’t be stressful. It should be effortless if two people really desire each other. The problem is that people settle for partners who they aren’t devoted to, and when year two or three rolls around, they’re sitting there wondering why they don’t want to fuck their husband or wife anymore. They don’t understand why the sight of their spouse makes them sick. It’s because their disdain for that person was hidden by naiveness. You need to look past a person’s outer shell and see who they really are. Do you know what I saw the day you introduced yourself at my front door?”


She gazed at her neighbor curiously. “What did you see?”


“A woman who deserved more,” Ryan answered.


“More?”


“It was your body language,” he expounded on his thoughts. “Your shoulders were slumped and your eyes appeared tired. You just looked defeated. And a woman like you with a beautiful daughter and a nice house should never look that way, but you did. And the reason you did is because there isn’t a man in your life—a real man anyway.”


She was baffled. Not so much by his words, but rather by his ability to correctly assess every part of her life. “You got all of that from me standing there?”


“And it was really evident when you came over to give your daughter her phone,” he continued without answering her question. “The way you snapped at me, the way you tried to show your dominance, and the way you took it out on Ashley when you felt helpless. Jen, you were lost. You’re lost because you don’t have anyone to rely on. It’s just you and you alone. You have a daughter, but she’s a young woman, and women need strong men to be there for them. To guide them. To make them better. So, go ahead and keep that shirt, because you need it a lot more than I do.”





Chapter 11 — A Little Convincing








One Week Later. 8:03 PM.





She’d spent the previous week wearing her neighbor’s dress shirt to bed. She made no attempt to hide her new wardrobe choice either. An awkward conversation would’ve undoubtedly ensued if Tom had decided to come upstairs instead of sleeping in the basement, but she didn’t care anymore. It was time to look in the mirror and realize what she was dealing with. She was finally ready to accept her situation.


Tom would never be the man she needed.


The past few weeks resulted in numerous near slip-ups, and her already dwindling self-control was now at an all-time low. But what if she went next door and Ryan wasn’t what she expected? What if he was all talk? Was there a chance that he could actually be timid once they got down to business? And then what? She would be a cheater for nothing. Her sexual needs wouldn’t be met, her vows would be broken, and she would be right back where she started.


The idea of giving Anthony a shot was a possibility, but what Ryan told her at his kitchen table last week was true. She needed a guy who she looked up to. She didn’t admire Anthony. He was just some college punk with a good body and a big dick, and while she’d gotten pretty wild in the videos she’d sent him, he never actually stimulated her mind on any real level. She could replace Anthony with a dozen other guys from the gym, but Ryan was different. Ryan was special.


But something felt desperate and pathetic about constantly throwing herself at her neighbor like the way she had. She’d originally gone next door to chew him out over his part in Ashley dressing like a slutty maid, and in the end, she wore that exact same outfit while cleaning his house. And then trying to steal one of his dress shirts? And actually accepting it after he’d busted her? Or what about the blowjob she’d almost given him? Who was she kidding? She still wanted to suck his dick!


She needed to make a decision. It was time to either go next door and get it over with, or to stop fantasizing about Ryan. The constant inner-struggle began to take its toll on her. This past week had been the first good night’s sleep in forever—all thanks to his shirt—but everything else felt off. She was sloppy at work, she constantly felt distant and distracted, and even her cooking wasn’t as sharp as usual. She was just drained. At least she did until she put on Ryan’s dress shirt and went to bed. That simple piece of cotton brought her joy like nothing else. It was heaven.


She found herself alone in bed on this bitterly cold November night. Ashley worked on an assignment for school in her bedroom while Tom was at his job. Normally, she would read or ask Ashley for a movie recommendation on an evening like this. The house was clean, the bills were paid, and she was relatively bored, but she couldn’t get one thing off her mind.


The sight of another small manila envelope in the mailbox after arriving home from work earlier was enough to stop her heart for what felt like a lifetime. Part of her was relieved that she found it this time instead of Ashley. Too many suspicious packages would certainly raise some questions, but a bigger part of her debated if she should throw it in the garbage like a responsible married woman.


It was obviously from Ryan. The package was identical to the one her collar had arrived in, and while her neighbor spent the entirety of the the past seven days on her mind, she never actually saw him. She’d skipped her weekly cleaning gig and tried her best to not find a reason to swing by, but that seemingly simple task grew increasingly more difficult by the hour. And opening this package would only make her crave him so much more.


Every part of her knew what a mistake it would be to look inside the envelope, and it was time to finally start behaving like an adult. She was done tempting herself. That package would be buried in the bottom of the garbage can in thirty seconds. Her days of fantasizing about the mysterious stud next door would be in her past before she knew it.


She opened the envelope anyway.


Thick, firm, black leather flowed along her hand as the sensation of cold metal stimulated her fingers. She continued to unwind her new present before eventually resting it on top of her satin bed sheets.


It was a dog leash—a dog leash with her name stitched into the leather with white linen thread. She pulled her collar out of her nightstand and hurried to put it on. That tight, tense, controlled sensation swiftly returned, and it made her feel alive in the process. She raised the leashes’ steel buckle to her neck, and clipped it around the metal loop which hung from the middle of her collar, snapping it shut.


A tingle shot through her body. How did Ryan know that she wanted this? Not only the collar, but the leash. Was he that perfect? Was he that deep inside her head? She had all the supplies to play out her fantasy, but there was still a key component missing.


A man.


Tom certainly didn’t fit the bill. He wouldn’t be on board anyway, but even if he was, the idea of him dictating the situation repulsed her. She needed someone she desired and lusted after. She needed someone who was strong and wouldn’t hesitate. She needed Ryan.


She rushed downstairs and wrapped herself in her winter jacket. She slipped her new leash into her pocket while her collar remained around her neck. Her feet carried her across the snow-covered grass and to her neighbor’s completely dark house. The lack of light certainly wasn’t a good sign, but she rang the doorbell anyway.


Nothing.


She rang it again.


Nothing.


Feverish pounding on the door replaced the sound of the bell as she desperately attempted to will Ryan to answer. There was no use. He obviously wasn’t home. She sulked back across the yard, more frustrated than ever. Here she was, finally ready to confront the giant elephant in the room, but he wasn’t there when she needed him.


Desperate times called for desperate measures, and her immense destitute resulted in her acting very out of character. She’d never had a conversation with Ashley like the one she planned on having. Either she’d completely lost her mind, or this was her one chance to regain her sanity. She walked upstairs and opened her daughter’s door.


Ashley had her headphones in as she worked on her computer, oblivious to the fact that her distraught mother stood behind her. A gentle tap on her shoulder caused her to spin around and let out a surprised yelp.


“It’s just me,” Jen said.


Ashley let out a deep exhale of relief before removing her earbuds. “Jesus, Mom, you scared me to death!”


“I’m sorry,” Jen apologized. “I need to talk to you.”


Ashley had never seen her mother in this manner before. Her hands shook and her face was full of panic and confusion. It was an unsettling sight to see.


“Sit,” Ashley directed her, pointing at her bed. “What’s going on?”


Jen was done hiding what she’d been up to. She was desperate to spill her guts to someone. She needed to shed the burden that she’d carried on her back since that October day when she first met Ryan, and Ashley was her most trusted confidant in life.


“I’ve been flirting with Ryan.”


Ashley’s jaw dropped from her seat in her computer chair. Her mother was only a few feet away, sitting on the edge of her bed. Mom had been flirting with Ryan? Ryan!?


“I know…” Jen groaned. “It’s—”


Ashley interrupted, “For how long?”


“Remember when I got mad at you for cleaning his house dressed as a maid?”


Ashley nodded.


“Well, a week later, I went next door to bitch him out,” she admitted. “Um…except, I kind of ended up cleaning his house.”




Ashley was flabbergasted. “Mom…”


“In the same maid outfit that you wore,” Jen finished while looking away. “I’m such a hypocrite.”


“Holy shit, has that been it?” Ashley asked after taking a deep breath.


Was she ready to confess everything that she’d been up to over the past few months? There was no denying the relief that she currently experienced. Simply admitting to her flirtatious behavior with Ryan had made her feel like an entirely different person. She was somewhat back to herself. There were a few more details to disclose, however.


The look on her mother’s face told Ashley that there was more to the story. “What else, Mom?”


“I’ve gone over there pretty much on a weekly basis to clean, I’ve thought about him constantly, and I’ve worn this collar that he gave me,” she said, unzipping her coat and pulling down the neck of her shirt to expose her favorite piece of jewelry. Ashley’s eyes squinted in stunned disbelief to read ‘Daddy’s Girl’ written on the black leather. “I’ve done his laundry, made him ice cream, and I kind of…tried… to…uh…seduce him.”


Ashley’s head almost exploded. “You did what?”


“I may have tried to give him…” Jen gulped. “Oral sex…”


“Jesus Christ, Mom!”


“And I tried stealing one of his dress shirts but he caught me,” she continued to unload all of her guilt. “He let me have it anyway, and I’ve been wearing it to bed every night for the past week.”


The high school senior ran her hand through her long dark hair. She was beyond stunned. “Is this a joke?”


“No, and you have no idea how good it feels to finally tell someone this.” She reached into her jacket pocket and tossed the dog leash to her daughter. “He gave me this too.”


“Wow,” gasped Ashley.


“I know,” Jen groaned in agreement. “I don’t know what to do. He isn’t even paying me to clean but I do it anyway. I don’t know him, but honestly, he feels like everything I’ve ever wanted. And I’m not stupid. I know that we won’t have some courtship or anything. I’m not delusional enough to think that he’ll want to date me either. He can probably have any woman he wants. I’m just so confused.”


“You should go for it.”


Jen’s ears perked up. “What?”


“You should go for it,” Ashley repeated.


“But what about Dad?” she questioned. “I’m married.”


“You have no idea how much better I feel without Mike,” Ashley told her. “And it’s not even like I replaced him with someone. It’s just nice to have that weight gone, you know? It’s freeing. You and Dad don’t get along. Mom, it’s so obvious, and it’s been that way for years. Remember the talk we had a while ago? Actually, remember the last couple of talks we’ve had? You aren’t happy with him. I’m not a little girl anymore, okay? I’m eighteen. I don’t want you to sacrifice your happiness for me. I’ll always love Dad, but if you decide that leaving him would be the best decision for yourself, then you should do it. And who’s to say that you have to take things to that extent? Maybe you go do something with Ryan and decide it wasn’t what you wanted? It might make you realize that the life you have now isn’t so bad. How will you ever know unless you find out?”


“Ashley, it doesn’t work that way. You can’t go mess around with someone, and then come back if it isn’t what you want.”


Ashley didn’t agree with that. “Why not? You aren’t newlyweds. You’ve been married for twenty years. Dad doesn’t have any of the qualities that you value in a man. You said it yourself. Mom, you can’t possibly be happy.”


Ashley’s advice didn’t help to clear her mind. Truthfully, the situation had become even trickier to understand. “But what if he just wants to use me? Like, I don’t know if that’s what I want. Sometimes it is, but sometimes it isn’t.”


Ashley pointed at her mother’s jacket and asked, “Where did you just come from?”


Her eyes darted down to the floor with a sense of embarrassment. “Ryan’s house.”


“And?”


“He wasn’t home,” Jen answered quietly under her breath. “I have no idea what I would’ve done if he was either. Part of me wants to throw this collar at him and demand that he leave me alone, but another part wants to hand him that leash and tell him to use it on me.”


“You’re positive that you can’t get what you want from Dad?”


“Beyond positive,” Jen reaffirmed her helpless situation of a marriage. “I’ve literally tried everything. You would laugh at half the stuff I’ve done.”


“I still say to go for it,” Ashley said. “Trust me, I’ll never think differently of you. I can’t imagine being with Mike for twenty years, so I have no idea how you feel. Are you caught up in some kind of fantasy? Maybe, but maybe not? Maybe everything you need is right next door?”


“He told me a story about how he fucked some young blonde who he picked up at a bar the other week,” Jen told her. “I can’t compete with that, honey. I’m not some college girl.”


“You don’t look your age,” Ashley said honestly. “And who cares how old you are? He’s obviously flirting with you. Just go for it. And while there’s a decent chance that you two won’t end up together, it could give you the kick in the ass to go for what you really want. Like how the talk that we had gave me the motivation to leave Mike!”


“I don’t know. I mean, it doesn’t seem right…”


Ashley’s eyes tracked a sudden light in her bedroom room, causing her to spin in her chair and look out the window at their neighbor’s house. Ryan’s black BMW pulled into his garage.


“…and it could end up being awful,” Jen continued, her focus yet to leave the floor. “I—”


“He’s home,” Ashley cut her off.


She glanced up from the floor. “What?”


“Ryan’s home. I just saw his car pull into his garage,” Ashley repeated. She tossed the leash back to her mother and smiled. “Go get him.”


“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Jen muttered meekly.


“This is like something out of an erotic novel,” Ashley giggled. “A sexually deprived wife falls for her mysterious neighbor, who may or may not have a dark side. Juicy.”


“This isn’t a joke,” Jen said before a faint smile overtook her lips. “But, yeah, I would probably read that…”


“So would I!” Ashley laughed again. “Come on, go have some fun for the first time in how long?”


“Like, almost twenty years.”


“Go,” Ashley encouraged her. “Go!!!”


Jen grabbed her leash and slipped it back into her jacket pocket. She quickly hurried out of Ashley’s room, down the stairs, and out of the house to be greeted by the sight of a black BMV pulling out of her neighbor’s garage. The passenger window rolled down as she approached it.


“Hey, Jen,” Ryan said.


She leaned in and smiled at Ryan who was dressed in a black trench coat. The briefcase on the seat foreshadowed how their conversation would likely end. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise either. Nothing in her life ever worked out.


“Hey,” she greeted him back. “Sorry, are you leaving?”


“Yeah, I just had to grab a few papers real quick. I’m flying to California for some meetings.”


Her heart promptly sank. “Oh, for how long?”


“A week,” he answered. “Do you need something?”


Yeah, she needed something, alright. She’d waited, and waited, and waited, and when she finally decided to go for it, he was leaving. It was like everything over the past month was for nothing.


“No, I’m okay,” she told him. “Do you want us to grab your mail while you’re gone?”


“That would be great,” he said with a smile. “I have to get going. Bye, Jen.”


She waved as he backed out into the street, his black car shrinking with each passing second. Her fantasy zipped away in a sexy sports car, and her reality would return home later with his beer gut and disgusting hygiene habits. Tom with her man, and it was time she finally accepted it.





Chapter 12 — Baby Steps








One Week Later. Early December. 2:17 PM.





Jen had gone back and forth with herself all week. She’d even tried giving Tom another shot for some reason. To be honest, as embarrassing as it was to admit, she gave him multiple opportunities. She was rejected all but once, and that rather unfortunate encounter would’ve been better off not taking place at all. It was twenty-three seconds of missionary sex, with a horrific grunting noise during his orgasm that still rang in her head. There wasn’t even any foreplay. In fact, Ryan being on her mind was the only reason that she was wet during the miserable encounter.


Everything always came back to her neighbor. She felt like a teenage girl who’d been rejected by her crush after he pulled out of his driveway seven days ago. Ashley told her to wait—to hold guard until he came back and then to go for it again—but more and more doubt crept into her mind as the days passed.


She could picture herself standing in front of a judge in a divorce court, being labeled as a whore and a cheater for her despicable actions. How could a wife and mother allow herself to give into such unfaithful temptation? What kind of example had she set for her child? But that judge wouldn’t understand. He wouldn’t know what it was like to feel undesired for so long. He couldn’t relate to never receiving the proper sexual attention. Men couldn’t possibly understand her pain!


Orgasms from sex were almost guaranteed for guys, and if they didn’t cum, then it was a problem on their end. Women were so often an afterthought in bed, and it felt like she was expected to worry about her own satisfaction. Well, she was tired of playing with herself like a horny schoolgirl. She was ready to be taken care of.


Perhaps Ashley was correct? Maybe she had to go get what she wanted? What if she had to act aggressively in order to be submissive? The sudden revelation that she may have taken the incorrect approach over the past few weeks was her reasoning for staring out the living room window on this snowy afternoon.


She was off from work and could only pray that Ryan would return home early. There had to be a decent chance of that happening, right? Seven-day business trips were usually rewarded by heading home a few hours before the norm—at least in her world. Ryan didn’t seem like the kind of guy to take shortcuts, though. There was a chance that today wouldn’t be any different from a typical weekday for the man next door. She didn’t know for sure, but she refused to take the chance to miss him again, and the fact that she’d spent the past ninety minutes in front of her window proved how committed she was. She was ready to cheat.





Three Hours Later.





His black BMV may as well have been Elijah in a chariot of fire. The view of Ryan’s car pulling into his driveway grabbed her attention like nothing ever had. She threw on her coat and bolted out the door.


Seconds later, she stood on Ryan’s front step and rang the doorbell while her foot tapped rapidly on the frozen stone below. The wait was over. She was done depriving herself from what she really wanted. The sexy hunk who lived next door would play out all of her wildest and craziest fantasies—today.


There wasn’t an answer at the door. She rang the bell again impatiently, and followed her frantic greeting with three firm knocks on the cold wooden frame. Finally, it opened.


“Hey, Jen.”


She reached into her coat pocket before holding out her hand. The leather leash dangled from her grasp. “I want this.”


Ryan stared at her, his lack of emotion causing her to repeat herself.


“This. I want this,” she demanded once again. “Now.”


He stepped aside silently, allowing her access to his warm house.


“So, how do we do this?” she asked as she joined him inside.


He shut the front door and turned to his neighbor, his stoic expression unchanged. He removed the leash from her grip and walked methodically into the kitchen—still dressed in his winter trench coat—before setting a teapot on the stove.


“Do you want me to go upstairs or what?” she questioned, ready to get the fun underway.


She watched him find a mug and a tea bag in the cupboard, and place them down on the counter before taking a seat at the kitchen table. Was she a ghost? Why didn’t he respond to her?


“Hello?” she asked again.


He didn’t react. He didn’t even look in her direction. The leash now sprawled across the oak surface of the table as he waited for his water to boil.


What was going on? Was he not on board with this? Maybe her worst nightmare had come true, and he was nothing but a phony exactly as she’d feared? Was there a chance that the cute blonde from the bar was actually fictional? What if he buckled under the pressure? What if he loved to talk a big game, but folded when a girl finally took him up on one of his offers?


But maybe it wasn’t any of that? He may have waited for something else. What if they were reading the same book, but she was a few pages behind? In her mind, he was a dominant alpha male who’d just arrived home after being out of town for the past week, and she craved to be his submissive plaything. Barging into his home and demanding sex most likely wasn’t the best approach when she reconsidered her actions. He had a million different options and she couldn’t even get her own husband to fuck her properly, so she wasn’t exactly in any position to make demands. She had to earn what she wanted, but how?


A small layer of dust on the end table caught her attention. Bingo.





An Hour Later.





She finished the last of the laundry and carried the full basket of clothes upstairs to Ryan’s bedroom. She’d already cleaned the entire downstairs without being acknowledged. He merely sipped his tea while working on his laptop at the kitchen table.


She started to consider the possibility of never living out her fantasy. It seemed far more likely that he wasn’t interested in her. Yes, the way that she approached him today may not have been her best idea, but what guy turned down sex? Well, Tom for one, but Tom was different than Ryan. Her husband was lazy and unmotivated while Ryan was sexy and driven.


What if he had some twenty-year-old hottie fucking his brains in California all last week, though? That definitely wasn’t out of the realm of possibility, and if that was indeed the case, then the sight of her throwing herself at him might not be so appealing.


But none of that stopped her from strutting through his house in her maid uniform with her “Daddy’s Girl” collar wrapped tightly around her neck. Desperate, pathetic, woeful: the adjectives that described her behavior over the past month no longer bothered her. She was determined to stick this out until she got what she wanted.


She ran through possible scenarios in case he didn’t make a move after she finished cleaning the upstairs. She would absolutely initiate things if need be. Would her fantasy take a hit? She couldn’t lie and say no. He wouldn’t appear as dominant and controlling if he needed to be led, but it wouldn’t ruin things for her. It could still turn out how she wanted.


She snapped around courtesy of a loud whistle sounding from her rear. There, she was greeted by Ryan leaning against his bedroom doorframe, clothed in black dress pants and a white dress shirt which was partially unbuttoned. A hint of dark hair on his muscular upper chest was visible, his usual five o’clock shadow appeared slightly darker and more pronounced than normal, and his dazzling blue eyes were as piercing as ever. She nervously fumbled the pair of athletic shorts in her hold before quickly kneeling to retrieve them.


Another whistle caused her attention to shoot back to her neighbor. His right hand slowly moved away from his body as he gave her a come hither motion with his index finger. She stood to her feet, and placed his shorts into his dresser drawer before taking a step in his direction.


There wasn’t a whistle, words, or even a hand signal. It was his eyes. His powerful and irresistible blue eyes demanded she stop. They silently scolded her for being a bad girl. They punished her for misbehaving.


She didn’t waste a second dropping to her knees after he pointed at the floor. She wasn’t sure how, but she knew exactly what he desired. It was like they communicated with each other telepathically.


Her right hand found the floor as her left hand followed. The thin layer of nylon covering her knees thanks to her stockings didn’t do much to ease the roughness of the hardwood on her skin, but she didn’t care. Broken glass littered throughout the room wouldn’t halt her journey.


Ever so slowly, she crawled toward her neighbor, her head never more than a few inches off the floor. Her eyes never left his face as she continued her journey. As much as she lusted after Ryan while she stood, her spot on the floor caused her to crave him so much more.


She finally reached his feet which were covered in black socks, and gazed down at the floor obediently. What was next? More instructions? Or maybe she would be dragged over to his bed for the pounding of her life? But before more lavish fantasies could rifle through her head, the sound of steel snapping around metal filled her ears. Her eyes caught up a moment later as she noticed her leash now locked around the loop on her collar.


She looked up and asked, “Where are we going?”


His stern glare returned. It was the same expression that had mutely called her a bad girl mere moments ago. A slight pain burst through her body as a result of his reaction. She never wanted to experience a similar moment again.


“Two rules,” Ryan said. “One, you speak when spoken to. Understood?”


She nodded.


“Two, you will address me as Daddy from now on. Are we clear?” he asked, his words firm and demanding.


Her arms shook. Her breaths turned short and rapid. It was finally happening! “Yes, Daddy.”


“Good girl,” he praised with a comforting smile. “The downstairs looks nice. You did a very good job.”


She was glowing.


“I have a little treat for you,” he informed her as he choked up on the leash, causing her head to jolt forward slightly due to his strength.


She willingly allowed herself to be moved out of the room as she crawled behind the man who led her with a leather leash. They took a right in the upstairs hallway, and made their way in the direction of his office. If a stranger peeked out of the bathroom and was asked for their thoughts on the situation, a few choice words would probably come to mind: demeaning, humiliating, or even embarrassing. But she wouldn’t use any of those descriptions. Words like comforting, soothing, and reassuring would be those of her choosing.


She was a grown woman with a husband and a daughter. She worked full-time, ran a household by herself, and dealt with all the problems that Tom refused to tackle. When was the last time she left the house without her cell phone? Sadly, she would probably have a panic attack if she did.


A desire to recreate her childhood consumed her—to return to the days when she ran around outside after school, and didn’t return home until the sun went down. She didn’t possess a phone, ID, or even money when she was a kid; yet, she was fearless adventuring out into the real world empty-handed. Why was the ten-year-old version of herself more comfortable than the forty-four-year-old version? She possessed a hunger for a lack of stress and responsibility, and that was her exact experience at this very moment.


She was innocent and helpless. She felt youthful and naive. Her emotions resembled those of a child, but a child struggles to achieve such a sense of safety unless they’re aware that someone’s looking out for them, and she absolutely had a protector. She had a master. She had a daddy.


Every foot crawled forward sent a chill down her spine. Her world resembled having her outfit discarded while an open window allowed the frigid polar air to tear through her skin. Each inch closer to his office made her feel alive. It exposed how powerless and vulnerable she truly was. She was in the mood to be bad—very, very, very bad—and punishment was the only remedy for a girl as devious as herself.




Daddy turned the handle after they arrived at the door. Everything appeared similar to when she’d cleaned his office earlier. A desk was in the far back in front of the window, a bookshelf with an array of paperback novels occupied the spot to her left, and stacks of boxes containing paperwork and files lined the wall on the right. One thing was different, though. A certain something was very out of place. Well, out of place for most people. Not for her. For her, it couldn’t have been more perfect.


A stainless steel dog bowl sat in the middle of the floor. Daddy pulled on the leash and led her to her treat. It was her reward for doing such a great job cleaning the downstairs. In reality, it was a bowl full of water, but deep down, it was so much more than that.


It was the beginning stages of showing her submission and accepting Daddy’s dominance. She wanted to be treated like a pet. Masters love and care for their animals, but they don’t respect them on the same level as a spouse or a partner, and that’s exactly what she needed from him. She wanted to impress him, but she desired to be seen as less than an equal.


Masters don’t ask their animals for their thoughts and opinions, and that was the very thing she yearned to receive from their relationship. She finally had a man in her life who would allow her to shut off her brain and act on her most primal instincts. She could please him without having to think, and as she crept closer to her dog bowl, her mouth began to salivate. She was frantic to show her new master just how much she lusted after him.


“Go ahead,” Ryan gave the green light. “You’ve earned it.”


She lapped at the water with her tongue. The sense of humility was indescribable. No part of her was thirsty, but she continued to drink anyway. Something about her position was natural to her. A shock of electricity burst through her blood from the sound of the metal loop on her collar hitting the steel bowl. Nothing about her situation even slightly resembled her time with Bill. Her old college boyfriend had dominated her with physicality—not psychology—and knowing that she was outmatched by a superior man made her tingle.


She drank her fill before looking to him for direction.


A firm hand dropped onto her head and softly tousled her wavy brown hair. “You can finish cleaning the upstairs now,” he told her before unhooking the leash. And just like that, he walked out into the hallway and vanished.


She immediately found her clit as she feverishly rubbed herself through her soft cotton panties. She could cum within seconds if she wanted to, but she would wait. Nothing would happen until Daddy told her it was okay, but more importantly, he would watch her cum. The days of enjoying orgasms by herself were over.





Chapter 13 — How Rough Is Too Rough?





She saved Ryan’s bedroom for last as the cloth in her hand removed any remnants of dust from his nightstand. Her mind remained woozy while she did her best to control her anticipation. Honestly, she would come over every day just to be led around on a dog leash. There was little doubt what her biggest fetish was now. It fed her insatiable desire to be dominated. But now what? She did best to clean as fast as possible. The sooner she was done, the sooner they would pick up right where they’d left off—or at least she hoped.


Her hand halted as she froze and listened.


The unmistakable sound of heavy tread ascending the stairs captured her attention. Slowly and powerfully, those loud footsteps clomped closer to the bedroom at a snail’s pace. She turned back to the nightstand in a hurry to resume her cleaning.


Softer, more attentive steps sounded in the hallway before entering the room. She took a peek back at the door out of the corner of her eye, only to come up empty. There wasn’t anyone there.


“Oh!” she shouted in surprise.


A calloused hand grasped the back of her neck. Warm breath tickled her eardrum as a smile formed on her face. She could feel him. Daddy’s touch was impossible to imitate. There was only one Ryan, and he was positioned directly behind her.


“I’m not going to go easy on you,” his deep, dominant voice whispered. “If at any moment this is too much, you say the word ‘Apple,’ and we’ll stop. But if I don’t hear that word, then my little girl is gonna get it.”


Her body shook while her legs tingled. Apple may as well have been erased from her vocabulary. Countless numbers of words would be said over the next however many minutes, but she could guarantee that apple wouldn’t be one of them.


“Tell me you understand,” he whispered again as the strong grip on her neck tightened.


“I understand, Daddy,” she hurried to say.


“Good girl,” he said. “Now, go find your toys.”


His hold on the back of her neck loosened, and a forceful push on her upper back sent her moving in the direction of his closet. Her pace didn’t abate as she opened the door excitedly and dug into the back for the box of sex toys, still dressed in her black high heels and maid outfit. Or better yet, her toys. Were they hers now? Were the days of them being used on cute college girls over? She wanted them all for herself. She wasn’t in the mood to share.


Her hands clasped around the wooden box and she carried it over to him, placing it at his feet.


He pointed at the bed.


She did her best to hide her excitement as she took a seat on the edge of his mattress, processing the touch of the smooth red silk sheets against her skin. The man of her dreams stood just five feet in front of her. Tall, dark, and handsome. Dominant, authoritative, and athletic. He was everything her husband wasn’t. He was everything the rest of the men in the world weren’t. He was everything she’d ever dreamt of, and at this moment, she was all his.


He bent at the knee and opened the box. The sounds of metal, steel, and plastic rattled and clanged against each other, creating a paralyzing harmony. She was the star of her very own story. Living vicariously through the protagonist in a steamy romance novel was for women who didn’t live next to Mr. M. The possibilities were endless. The memories would be unforgettable. She’d never been so ready to give herself to anyone.


His hand re-emerged with a black blindfold. Every step he moved in her direction felt like it was in slow-motion. Every inch closer was a painful reminder of the dozens more that needed to be traveled. Finally, he came to a stop as the cotton from his dress pants grazed against the razor-thin nylon covering her legs. Her eyes traveled the length of his clothed body until she arrived at his chiseled face.


Suddenly, her world turned black. She was surrounded by darkness as the feeling of the blindfold being tied at the back of her head caused her body to shiver. A finger gradually traveled down her smooth cheek before pressing against her soft lips tenderly.


She opened her mouth.


The firmness of his nail was soon replaced by the sleekness of his finger. Deeper and deeper it traveled until it hit her gag reflex and caused her to flinch, but his gentleness was quick to return. The tip of his finger explored the lining of her tongue.


She was so innocent—eager and excited to accept every part of him inside all of her openings. She was completely willing to allow Daddy to push her boundaries, because he knew best, after all. His finger slid along her tongue before tracing her lips, and then that comforting touch vanished.


Slap!


There wasn’t any time to prepare herself for the roughness of his open hand firmly making contact with the side of her cheek. A stinging sensation overtook her pain receptors. She’d never been hit before. It wasn’t hard, but it was rough—just rough enough to send a message. His hand contained the perfect amount of aggression to make sure that she was really up for this.


“You can speak,” Ryan announced.


He could read her mind. One word begged to escape from her lips, but she remembered rule number one: speak when spoken to. Somehow, he knew exactly what she wanted.


A smile formed across her moist lips. The female protagonist in her last read recent novel didn’t have anything on her. Ana, a shy and timid twenty-one-year-old virgin, would be appalled by what would come out of her month. She wasn’t some princess searching for her prince. She was an average suburban mom—seeking a man worthy of being submissive for—and Ryan brought out every filthy fantasy in her dirty mind.


“Harder,” she giggled.


A harsh crack propelled her body to the left, her hands pressing against the mattress below to keep herself from falling back onto the sheets. It was a painful stinging that reminded her she was alive. That she had feelings. That she liked a little pain to go along with her pleasure.


But before she could process more of her emotions, her body was roughly flipped and bent over the edge of the bed. Her heels locked on the hardwood floor below as her legs towered over the side of the mattress. Strong hands explored her thighs, slipping under the skirt of her costume to find a mixture of her skin and cotton panties underneath.


She was silently worshiped. Her body was mutely admired. Rough, masculine skin pressed against the surface of her feminine body, and the results were evident in her soaking wet panties.


The feeling of protection was replaced by cold and worry as his warm hands left her body, and the sound of footsteps took their place. His aura vanished along with his physical presence. The desperation to be near him overwhelmed her. The bedroom now resembled that of an unexplored tropical island, and she was its sole inhabitant.


Thud. Thud. Thud.


He was coming back.


A rumbling resonated from the box of toys behind her before a large bulge pressed against her backside. His powerful hands returned on her body. The top of her maid outfit was yanked down, revealing her bare breasts to the mild bedroom air as her costume continued to descend. Her nipples were sharp and erect. Goosebumps covered her pale skin. This was everything she’d ever imagined, and they’d yet to begin.


The black polyester material trailed down her legs before a guiding hand on her calves told her to step up. He pulled her outfit off and tossed it to the side, thoroughly exposing her frame to his eyes. A pair of black high heels, thin white nylon stockings, and black cotton panties were all that covered her from the world, but as vulnerable as she was, the comforting sensation of his strong hands on her skin resembled being wrapped in a fluffy blanket.


His hands were always on her. Her legs, thighs, and perky butt received the majority of the attention, but her back and shoulders were praised as well. She felt like a goddess—like a virgin moments before losing her purity. This soft, gentle side of Daddy wouldn’t last long, though. She was sure of it.


His hands ran the length of her toned back, eventually moving south to settle on her panties. She expected them to be lowered. Maybe he would continue to be gentle with her? Or perhaps he would yank them down roughly to reaffirm his authority? She wasn’t sure how he would lower them, but there was little doubt that he would.


She was wrong again.


His fingers sank into the cotton—his hands separating to the sides—and took the material with him. Her underwear was ripped in half and disappeared from her skin. The time for tenderness was over. She was about to find out if she was truly up for this or not.


The rattle of his belt buckle filled her ears. She was submissively bent over his king-size bed with her butt arched high in the air, blindfolded, and eagerly awaiting to be taught a lesson. A lesson about sex. A lesson about lust, passion, and devotion. A lesson about pleasure, and a lesson about pain.


His belt dropped onto the silk sheets beside her, causing a light thud to echo off the walls. She anxiously awaited the sound that she craved more than life itself. It was a noise that meant more to her than her own safety or well-being. It was a clamoring that her personal joy and happiness couldn’t compete with.


Zip.


It was the sound of his zipper descending.


The tension was excruciating as she awaited that feeling. Suddenly, it was there, the head of his manhood rubbing against her glistening vaginal lips. It was enough to make her forget all her worries in the world. What was for dinner, the cable bill that she may not have paid, and what would happen with Tom: none of it existed any longer. The only thing that mattered was what Daddy had planned for her.


The electricity of their most intimate areas finally touching faded as she heard more footsteps in the darkness. While she’d prefer to be able to see her surroundings, the thrill of being helpless was even more rewarding when the prize would lastly be unveiled. It was the ultimate game.


Her right arm was snapped behind her back, cold steel clamping around her tender skin. Her left arm soon followed and her wrists were locked together tightly. A pair of handcuffs raised the stakes to an entirely different level. She was no longer just blindfolded over her master’s bed. She was now blindfolded and handcuffed. Even the previously simple task of touching the firm leather of her collar was now rendered impossible thanks to Daddy’s latest deed. The right side of her face continued to press into his silk sheets as she waited patiently.


“I know what you want, Princess.”


Princess? Princess!? She had a pet name! She’d begged Tom for years to give her a pet name. Heck, she’d begged Bill and the boyfriends before him as well, but none of them liked the idea of calling her anything other than Jen. But now she was Princess. And what could be more fitting? What else would a girl like her prefer? It was exactly what she wanted to be at heart. She was finally a princess.


There wasn’t any further exploration of her body with his hands, no teasing of her damp pussy lips, or any kinky dirty talk. There was simply an overwhelming fullness.


His long, thick girth sank inside of her, and the sensation of wholeness caused her mind to blank. Her eyes—hidden deep behind the silk of her blindfold—instantly rolled back in her head. The ten-inch dildo that her friend bought her as a gag gift for her birthday may as well have been pushed inside her.


The very dildo that she’d messed around with—curious to see how it’d feel on a boring Thursday night in May—was now alive and moving behind her. Every time she thought that she’d taken all of him, another forceful inch burrowed deeper. Her previously tight pussy was stretched and worked in ways it never had. Parts of her were touched for the first time. All this, and he’d yet to take a stroke. He’d only started to work his way in.


His tender movements soon morphed into long, deep pumps as his pace increased. A wetness against the side of her cheek caused her to realize that she was drooling. She felt dumb. She felt stupid. She salivated uncontrollably and wasn’t able to shut her mouth despite her best efforts.


Louder cries and moans escaped from her lips as her insides did their best to adjust to his size. Her howls fell silent to a loud yelp as Daddy slapped her backside roughly. The stinging sensation shot down her body and ran through her undoubtedly red butt-cheek. The ferocity of his slap resulted in her to experience real pain for the first time in her life. This wasn’t a case of little stings or minor bumps and bruises. It was real, legitimate pain, and she did the only thing her mind could process.


She begged for more.


“Again!”


The pounding, the fullness, and the domination all stopped. Everything came to a halt as his cock slipped out of her wet hole and caused her to once again be vacant. She immediately panicked.


She’d spoken out of turn.


As rough as the slap against her right butt-cheek was, the brutality of what happened next was tenfold. His open palm slammed against her left cheek and propelled her entire body into the air. Her heels lifted several inches off the ground before finally touching back down on the hardwood surface.


The entire bottom left side of her body was numb, but she wasn’t in pain. No, she was thankful. Thankful to have learned what would happen if she stepped out of line, thankful to have been taught her lesson sooner rather than later, and thankful to finally have someone call her out on something she’d done wrong. There wasn’t a husband kowtowing to her this time. Now, she had a man who refused to take a single second of her bullshit. She messed up, and as a result, she paid the price. It was exactly the way she wanted things.


The leather of her collar was soon joined by more leather as she felt something tighten around her neck. It was his belt. The sexy, masculine, seductive black belt of his stiffened around her throat, and soon a voice sounded in her ear.


“If you want to act like a slut, then I’m going to treat you like a slut. Tell me what you are.”


She drooled mindlessly. A large puddle of saliva had collected on the sheets, causing the side of her face to soak in her own personal swimming pool. She gathered every ounce of her remaining energy and took a deep breath.


“A little slut,” she said.


The belt clamped even tighter around her neck, letting her know that she’d answered incorrectly.


“Daddy’s little slut!” she quickly corrected herself.


The belt temporarily relaxed, allowing her to breathe. “Never forget it either.”


“Temporarily” was the keyword because that’s exactly what it was. Suddenly, something pushed against her head and drove the side of her face deep into the bed sheets roughly. It wasn’t his hand. As strong as his arms were, this was different. It was almost as if the entirety of his muscular body smothered her, and she quickly connected the dots.


It was his foot.


Daddy’s foot was now placed on the side of her face, and he was back inside her as well. His rock-hard meat took its rightful place where it belonged. And that’s what she yearned to be for Daddy: a little hole for him to get off in. Because when she boiled herself down to her truest state, she wasn’t a mom, a nurse, or even a human being—she was just a collection of holes. She was three holes for someone better than herself to take pleasure in, and in turn, that brought her satisfaction. Knowing that she made Daddy happy was more than enough.


He pulled back on the belt while pressing his foot against her face, cutting off all oxygen to her lungs.


Was this how it would end? Getting fucked to death on her neighbor’s bed? Maybe it wasn’t all fun and games? Maybe there were consequences to her actions? Maybe she’d found someone who didn’t have a line?


Every second that passed resulted in more life being drained from her essence. The harsh pounding didn’t even register to her anymore. It was funny how quickly her priorities changed after the simplest human needs was taken away. The already dark world she’d lived in for the past several minutes began to fade. It was—


She gasped.


He eased his grip and she urgently scrambled to collect every bit of precious air that her mouth could inhale. She’d never been so desperate. Her tight chest was finally able to expand as her oxygen-deprived lungs began to fill. Daddy had temporarily removed one of her vital necessities, and showed her how she’d taken something as simple as breathing for granted.


Her relief disappeared in favor of panic. It was back. He choked up on the leash even more, and now she didn’t receive the slightest bit of air.


“Do you want to know something, Princess?” Daddy addressed her while continuing to stretch her pussy in unimaginable ways. “I love seeing that.”


Her mind attempted to focus on his words as that deep darkness started to sink in yet again.


“The way the human body twitches and shudders when it’s deprived of a basic necessity,” he spoke. “It’s beautiful in a cruel way.”




Her lungs tried their best to open, but there was nothing to expand for. And now that suffocating feeling engulfed her once again as the majority of his weight shifted to his foot on her face.


“But it’s the simple things that make us feel alive. It causes us appreciate how exquisite life truly is, don’t you think?”


Moments away from having her brain shut off for good, Daddy relaxed his grip, and her black world swiftly filled with color. Reds, yellows, and purples danced and darted under her blindfold. She saw scenic landscapes and snow-capped mountain tops. Majestic lions and glowing jellyfish sparkled in her eyes as he allowed precious air to dash into her lungs. All the things she’d seen and shrugged off in her time on this beautiful planet flooded her now thriving mind.


“Cum for Daddy,” he demanded.


She’d never been more alive and alert. Her mind was clear and operating on all cylinders. She needed this. She needed it all the time. The way that he made her feel was incomparable, but she couldn’t cum from intercourse. She never had before, but Daddy was different. He was special.


But she needed to rub her clit to have any chance of getting off, and that would be quite an accomplishment with her hands locked behind her back.


“Cum for me, Princess.”


She pushed away the sounds of his balls slapping against her pussy while his pelvis hammered into her plump backside. She had to focus. She needed to focus on this feeling. And it didn’t have anything to do with how large and girthy he was, or how roughly he treated her either. It was something else.


She felt loved. She felt desired and coveted. She felt appreciated. Why? She couldn’t explain it. Why did almost being choked to death make her feel special? Maybe it was because she knew that he did it for her? Yes, it felt good for him, but he was giving her what she wanted, and she owed it to him to give him what he desired in return.


She cleared her mind and allowed her world to go dark again, and just like that, Daddy knew exactly how to give her a hand.


He pulled back on the leash once more, causing her air supply to vanish. The violent pounding created a warm, buzzing sensation deep inside her body which expanded gradually. Her thighs and stomach tingled as her lifeless frame continued to take everything that he had to give. And then for the first time in her life, she orgasmed during sex.


New windows were opened. New possibilities were explored. The combination of fullness and warmth resulted in ripples along her skin and inside her blood. A pair of jumper cables may as well have been hooked up to her skin as that powerful sensation left her an exhausted mess.


But Daddy wasn’t done.


She was unexpectedly flipped over and thrown onto the bed. She struggled for air from her new position on the bed with her back resting along the silk mattress sheets and her arms trapped behind her. Her fight for oxygen was made easier from the presence of Daddy joining her up on the bed, though. His aura created a natural sense of security, and now there was a different feeling inside her. It wasn’t his large manhood that gave her tingles this time.


It was his fingers.


The belt around her neck loosened as two fingers slipped inside her and curled, causing her hips to buck wildly. What was this? She no longer felt comfortable. Something was off. Whatever he did caused her to feel uneasy.


“Relax.”


Everything calmed thanks to his smooth voice in her ear. The fear and worry that she saw in the darkness was replaced by a light—the light of her daddy. The reassuring feeling that he wouldn’t allow anything bad to happen comforted her. He would protect and guide her. He would make everything okay.


“Let yourself go. Don’t hold anything back.”


Whatever he touched inside her caused the bottom half of her body to shake as his free hand found her throbbing clit. He began to rub it frantically as a new sensation boiled to the surface. She desperately needed to pee, but Daddy had told her to let herself go. He demanded that she not hold anything back. She was just an innocent princess. Little girls don’t know what’s best for them, but do you know who does? Their daddies.


She kicked down the last of her barriers and was immediately overcome by wetness. Everything was soaked. Her vagina, her skin, and her mind turned into a world of water. Her pussy contracted as a pressure built deep inside her. Her normal, dry orgasms were always satisfying and relaxing. Cumming typically resembled that of a strong man snuggling with her beside a roaring fireplace, but this was different.


The pressure that built, and built, and built deep inside of her was finally let out. Only, it didn’t seep or drip. It exploded out of her being. It was a regular orgasm on speed. Every bit of tension and anxiety poured out of her. Her mind convulsed at the same rate as her body before finally descending from her high minutes later.


“Wh-what did-did you just do to-to me?” she asked, struggling to speak due to her frantic panting.


Her mind slipped and she’d forgotten the rules. She’d spoken out of turn. She braced herself for her punishment. She was a bad girl and Daddy would show her what happened when bad girls stepped out of line.


A hand slid along the skin of her cheek—calculated in its route to the side of her face—before her world was brightened again. The blindfold came off and the belt was removed to reveal Daddy’s face hovering over hers with a comforting smile that told her she wouldn’t be punished. No, she would have her question answered instead.


“You squirted, princess,” he said.


As if an orgasm from intercourse wasn’t enough, now he’d made her squirt as well! He really was perfect. Every word that flowed from his mouth had purpose. There was no wasted energy or nonsense. Everything possessed meaning with this incredible man, and she had little doubt of her new greatest purpose.


To give him the ultimate pleasure.


He moved off the bed and wrapped his dominant hands around her legs, pulling her with him before flipping her over. Once again, she was bent over the side of the mattress as the fat head of his big cock pushed inside her. Rough thrust after thrust resulted in loud yelps and moans to pour from her lips. The strong hands locked on her hips were her new home. She needed him to feel what she’d felt—for him to experience the utopia that her mind and body had been sent to during their time together. She was ready to be marked. She was ready to be claimed. She was ready to officially be his.


His thunderous roar sent a chill down her spine. Her head was pushed into the sheets as he came deep inside her. His warmth returned, but it was different. It wasn’t her own orgasm that raised her temperature, but his. And that was more important to her. The needs and desires of Daddy far outweighed those of her own, and all she desired was for him to experience heaven.


“Stay there,” he ordered before sliding out.


Silence filled the room for the next half-minute as she basked the feel of his warm semen leaking out of her with her face still buried in his bed sheets. She wouldn’t dare move a muscle until she was instructed. She knew better by now. He’d let her off the hook once, and she by no means wanted to push her luck.


Footsteps sounded as his presence left the room. He returned moments later, and snapped the leash around her collar before removing the handcuffs from her wrists.


“Come on,” he ordered.


She allowed herself to be pulled off the bed obediently, sinking to her knees and crawling behind him once again. Nothing in her life compared to being led around this way. It was stronger than sex. It was more passionate than the most chaotic orgasm. There wasn’t anything like being dominated to the extent that she felt like his pet. It was beyond words.


They took a right out of the bedroom and headed toward his study for the second time today. What now? More treats for being such a good girl? Or maybe he had new toys to show her for next time? Wait, would there be a next time? There had to be a next time! She couldn’t possibly return to regular sex or even masturbation. Even the idea of fantasizing seemed like an impossibility at this point. She finally had the real thing, and they’d just scratched the surface of what could be.


Stop! Just stop thinking! You’re doing it again! Turn your brain off and allow yourself to be led. It’s better that way.


Her eyes instantly lit up the second he opened the door. Her dog bowl remained in the middle of the room, and Daddy was obviously leading her to a much-needed drink. Both her mouth and throat were parched and she was in great need of water, but as she crawled closer, she quickly realized that water wasn’t on the menu. The bowl held something else instead.


It was full of Daddy.


It suddenly clicked for her. Of course! He’d told her to stay where she was because he was collecting his DNA that dripped out of her while she was bent over his bed. He’d already marked his territory by cumming inside her, but now he wanted her to submit to him again. And how would she show her unmatched loyalty and love? By being his little pet, of course.


She lapped at his semen with her tongue, quickly swallowing the first layer that coated the inside of her mouth. His seed was sweet with a slight hint of saltiness. It was the opposite of the way her husband tasted. That was undoubtedly due to Daddy’s clean diet and healthy living.


Her soft licks were soon replaced by pressing her lips against the bottom of the bowl and sucking. She moved her mouth along each inch of the steel surface, eager to collect every drop. She took a deep swallow before staring down at the dish. It was sparkling clean.


Daddy unbuckled her leash and left the room, leaving her to collapse on the floor out of exhaustion. She stared up at the white ceiling, stunned, but undeniably satisfied. She did it. She actually did it, and it was everything she’d imagined…and then some.





Chapter 14 — Daddy’s Girl





She managed to scrape herself off the office floor ten minutes later. She made her way into his empty bedroom, slipped into her clothes—minus her ruined panties—and pulled the wet sheets off his bed before carrying them into the basement to be washed. She eventually found herself back in the living room, her eyes and ears peeled for Ryan as she trekked along.


His mysterious tendency to disappear made her both giddy and sad at the same time. She needed to see him again. She couldn’t simply return home after something like this. There was a connection between the two of them. Or maybe it was her hopefulness? This was the exact thing that she’d discussed with Ashley last week, wasn’t it? That she would end up wanting something more from their relationship than Ryan did, and it would result in her being hurt.


She journeyed the length of the hallway until she arrived in the kitchen. There, she was greeted by the sight of her neighbor dressed in only a pair of sharp black pants. He stood next to the stove, waiting for the teapot to whistle.


She opened her mouth but immediately caught herself.


“It doesn’t work that way outside the bedroom,” Ryan laughed. “You’re free to say what’s on your mind.”


Relief instantly shot through her. He really was perfect, wasn’t he?


“Okay,” she giggled. “Um…I just…wanted to say—”


“I’m picking you up at eight,” he interrupted.


“What?” she asked.


The suddenly screeching teapot caught both of their attention before Ryan turned off the stove. He filled his mug and dropped a tea bag into the piping hot water, approaching her while her legs wiggled anxiously in the middle of the kitchen.


“I’m picking you up at eight,” he repeated.


“For-for-for what?” she inquired with a stammer.


“We’re going to dinner. Black dress, black heels.”


Her eyebrows perked up. “You want me to wear a black dress and black heels…to dinner with you?”


“That’s what I said. Be ready at eight.”


She wasn’t completely sure what was going on. “Are we…like…um. Ryan, are we like—”


He blew into the mug lightly, causing the rising steam to instantly dissipate. A slight grin grew on his handsome face before he revealed his intentions.


“You’re mine now.”


She gulped. She finally had what she wanted. She finally had a master. She finally had a daddy.


She was finally owned.
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A few of you may recognize this story from several years ago. It’s been updated and rewritten since then.
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Chapter 1 — The Talk





“Come on, Megan.”


Greg watched his wife continue to ignore him in bed while she read her tablet. She appeared to have little interest in him tonight.


“Megan.”


He didn’t hear a response.


“You can’t just stop having sex with me.”


She finally decided to speak up. “Actually, I’m pretty sure I can.”


“Did I do something?”


“Nope,” Megan responded coldly.


“We need to talk about this.”


“Aren’t we talking now?” she asked with her face still buried in the screen.


He climbed up onto the bed, lied down next to his wife, and reached over to turn off her Kindle. She let out an annoyed huff before setting the electronic reader down and looking at him.


“We haven’t had sex in a year,” he said, gazing into her green eyes. “A year!”


“And?”


“And?” Greg chuckled in disbelief. “And!?”


“Yeah, I haven’t been in the mood, Greg.”


“For a year!?” he yelled. “How can you not be in the mood for an entire year?”


“I’m just not. I told you that I went to the doctor and she said this sometimes happens when you get older. That people can just lose interest in sex.”


His eyebrows promptly perked up. “She? Of course…”


“What’s that supposed to mean?”


“How about going to a male doctor?”


She couldn’t shake her head fast enough. “I’m not going to a male doctor!”


“How about a blowjob then?”


“We just did that,” she said.


“Excuse me?” Greg asked.


“I just gave you one a while ago.”


The frustrated dad couldn’t hide his flabbergasted expression. “Honey, you gave me a blowjob on Halloween night.”


“And?”


“It’s fuckin’ April!!!” he exclaimed.


“Keep your voice down!” she scolded him. “Do you want Mia to hear her father whining like some teenage boy?”


“Whining? This is fuckin’ ridiculous! You can’t just deprive me of basic sexual needs and act like it’s no big deal.”


“It isn’t a big deal. Just go masturbate or something.”


He couldn’t help but smile. Here he was, a forty-one-year-old married father of one, playing with his own dick more than he ever had as a teenager. “I’m done with that.”


“Oh, you are?” Megan asked with a look of surprise.


“Yeah, no more. We’re having sex. Either that, or you’re giving me head.”


She put an end to his demands rather bluntly. “I don’t think so.”


“Well…what about…if I—”


“Don’t,” she interrupted.


“You don’t even know what I was going to say!”


“Yes, I do,” she glared at him. “Let me go ahead and put an end to your delusions. The answer is no!”


“It wouldn’t be emotional. Just a physical thing. A need!”


“We’re done if I ever find out that you fucked some other woman!” Megan raised her voice. “I’m taking the house, our daughter, everything! You made a vow!”


“And so did you!” he grunted through clenched teeth. “What happened to that shit?”


She swiftly rolled her eyes. “I must’ve missed that vow. The one where I’m supposed to be your personal sex toy.”


Greg looked off to the side and stared at the white bedroom wall, just as sexually frustrated as he’d been for close to twelve months. He had no idea what was the cause of Megan’s issues. It really didn’t make sense. He was so much better looking than most guys in their forties. He still had a full head of brown hair, a defined face, and he possessed the body of a twenty-five-year-old gym rat. He was a catch, for God’s sake!


He’d jumped headfirst into the fitness lifestyle, working out and eating healthy in a major way over the years, and the results showed in spades. He received plenty of attention from married and single women alike, but had never broken his marriage vows. And Megan wasn’t exactly a ten anymore. She’d let herself go physically over the years and looked like a shell of her twenty-year-old self. Still, he loved her. Why? He wasn’t completely sure.


She wasn’t very nice these days, had zero spontaneity, and her sex drive was null. He’d tried all kinds of things from helping her out more around the house, to not helping her at all, to attempting to change her diet, to paying more attention to her needs, to completely ignoring her needs. He gave literally everything a shot, but nothing worked. Megan always seemed happier to just read her Kindle than to spend time with him. He wasn’t some asshole who just wanted to cum and be done with her either. He missed the fun that they used to have together, but all of that was a distant memory.


Megan picked up her tablet.


“Give me that fuckin’ thing!” Greg demanded as he reached out and yanked it away from her. He placed it to the side of him—away from his wife—and leaned over to plant a kiss on her lips.


She immediately pulled back.


He leaned in a second time and found her left breast with his hand as he tried to kiss her again.


“Stop!” she protested, pushing him away.


He obliged her request before placing his head in his hands. “Please.”


“What?” she asked.


“Please,” he repeated. It took twelve months. Twelve long, grueling, excruciating months, but he finally broke down. He was begging.


She stared at him, visibly annoyed. “Fine!”


His head shot up. “Fine!?”


“Yeah, fine. I’ll give you a handjob.”


His excitement vanished in a heartbeat. “A handjob?”


“That’s what I said. A handjob.”


“No, no, no, no,” he whined. “Sex! Let’s have sex!”


She replied with several shakes of her head. “I don’t want to.”


He rolled over aggressively, turned off his light, and shut his eyes to go to sleep.


“Really?” Megan laughed. “Well, don’t complain that I never offer then.”


A handjob was an offer for sex? Bullshit. He was more than capable of rubbing his own dick. In fact, he’d become quite an expert at it over the past year. He had no clue what to do. Cheating became a more realistic possibility with each passing day, but he hated the idea of their daughter, Mia, being involved in the fallout. Maybe this was his life from now on? No more sex, no more love, and a whole lot of playing with himself.


Fifteen feet away, Mia stood in the hallway with her ear pressed to her parents’ bedroom door.





Chapter 2 — Red





Greg’s vivid dreams had become recurring events. There weren’t any fantasies of banging supermodels on Caribbean beaches or touring the country in a rock band and sleeping with a different girl every night. His dreams weren’t far-fetched. Actually, they were quite realistic. He consistently dreamt about the girl he’d dated before Megan. He dreamt about Kathy.


He was quite the player back in his time—player, manwhore, whatever you want to call him really. Greg’s sole mission was to fuck as many women as possible up until the age of twenty-one. Despite just being in average physical shape at the time, he’d been blessed with two captivating traits, and his success with the opposite sex further proved how lucky he truly was.


One, he had a natural charisma about him. He was capable of having an entire table of complete strangers vying for his attention within minutes, and it wasn’t just with women. Men naturally gravitated towards him too. It was something that he learned to use to his advantage as the years passed. He quickly found how attractive such a trait was to women. How their interest immediately piqued after seeing him as the life of the party. It was like they wanted to know what was so interesting and attractive about him that caused so many people to seek his approval.


His other blessing was his ability in bed. Honestly, he was great, and there was no reason for him not to be. He absolutely got enough practice, after all. Girls would tell their friends, those friends would seek him out, and he would have an entire new rotation of women ready to go. How he ever made it out of the nineties without an STD or a lovechild was truly astonishing.


Yep, he would live the bachelor lifestyle until the day he died. No wife, no kids, and no commitments: it was just the way he liked it. But that all changed when he met Kathy after his twenty-first birthday. Well, he rarely called her Kathy. He referred to her as Red. Why? It wasn’t exactly creative. Kathy had long, curly red hair, and a red landing strip to match. Hey, sometimes it’s the simple things that catch on, right?


He met Red at a bar, in similar fashion to how he met the majority of his girls, but she was different. Sure, they fucked in his apartment an hour after introducing themselves to each other, but Greg immediately fell for her. It was her energy. It was constant. He never saw Red in a bad mood. Whether it was while she was on her period, struggling with something at work, or listening to her mother curse her out on the phone—she always had a smile on her face—and that positivity was met by an even more overwhelming sexual energy.


Truthfully, he didn’t know that women like Red even existed until they started dating. It was more rare to not receive roadhead while driving than it was to get it. His alarm clock was replaced by her mouth which almost always woke him up with a blowjob. Waiting for dinner to finish cooking in the oven? No problem. Just bend her over the kitchen counter and pass the time with some fun. She was absolutely insatiable sexually, and everything in his life was perfect because of it.


Until he met Megan.


Megan was probably the cutest woman he’d ever laid his eyes on. The brunette was twenty-years-old when he bumped into her at the grocery store. It was her eyes that wrapped a stranglehold around his attention. They were green. A deep green. Her face was one thing but her body was something else. She was a tiny little thing, barely over five-feet-tall and extremely petite, but with a perky butt that drove him crazy. At six-foot-two, he towered over the vibrant bundle of cuteness looking for the perfect watermelon in the fruit aisle. He asked her for advice on how to pick the best fruit, they hit it off, and the next day he met her for coffee. That was when she really stood out to him. That was when he knew that things with Red were over.


She made him wait.


They didn’t bang the next night or sleep together the following week. No, Megan made him wait five months before they had sex.


Greg knew that he’d found the one. She was the only girl who’d ever made him wait and he happily stood by her side until she was ready. There was no interest in cheating and no temptation to pressure her into sex or blowjobs. He was content with waiting because he knew he loved her. They married four months after their first night being intimate together, and eleven months later, the greatest moment in his life occurred. It took place on an ungodly muggy day in August when he held his little baby girl for the first time. Five pounds and two ounces, but her size wasn’t what caught everyone’s attention. It was her eyes. They looked just like her mother’s. Just like Megan’s. Just like the woman he’d used to be head over heels in love with. Just like the woman he’d shared special moments and made memories he would never forget with. Just like the woman who was now disgusted by the idea of kissing him.


That was the woman he was married to. That was the woman he was committed to. That was the woman he shared a bed with every night.


He turned his head as his dream of Red continued. He was forty-one and still living in his house, except he wasn’t married to Megan. He was married to Red, and Red was in a familiar position on this Tuesday morning. She was lying on the bed in front of him, on her stomach, waking him up with one of her trademark morning blowjobs. And once she finished, he planned to flip her over and really go to town on her. She would still have that little landing strip that drove him crazy, she would still be the wildest thing in his world, and she would still give him that same look when he hit her spot. It was a grin with her eyes. God, he missed her.


His eyes slowly opened as he looked to the right. Unsurprisingly, Megan was already out of bed. She drove their daughter to school every morning and they left about an hour before he did for work, but something felt different today. Something felt better. His eyes drifted to the end of the bed…


He immediately shut them.


What the hell kind of dream is this you dirty, old pervert!? Dreaming about Red is one thing, but dreaming about this is something completely different! Now, open your eyes and never allow that to slip into your mind again!


He opened his eyes, but what he thought was a dream was in fact reality. He blinked three times in rapid succession in an effort to make this ungodly visual go away.


It didn’t.


His daughter had woken him up with a blowjob.


He immediately panicked.


“Mia!” he shouted before scrambling back against the bed headboard, pulling sheets and blankets with him in an attempt to cover himself. “What the fuck are you doing!?”


She didn’t respond. Instead, the five-foot-two, one hundred pound brunette with deep green eyes and light freckles along her upper cheeks and nose, crawled toward him. She looked so much like a younger version of his wife that he sometimes had to do a double take. Although, that wasn’t the case now, because Megan had never done anything like this even back in her heyday.


The teen yanked at the sheets with a devilish smile.


“Mia!”


She stopped.


“Where’s your mother!?”


“In the shower,” she smiled. “We have time.”


“Time? Time! Time for fuckin’ what!? Get out of here! Now!!!”


“But, Daddy…” she whined.


Greg responded with a stern look. “Don’t pull that Daddy shit with me! What the hell do you think you’re doing!?”


She used her eyes to demand his attention. She had a long history of getting her way doing a similar act in the past. “Okay, don’t get mad, but I may have eavesdropped on you and Mom last night.”


He gulped. “You eavesdropped?”


Mia nodded.


“On how much?”


She thought for a moment before biting her pouty bottom lip. “Um…probably…like…all of it.”


“So, you heard…?” he groaned, not wanting to finish his question.


She nodded again, although excitedly this time. “And I totally want to help out!”


“Oh my God, Mia…”


“I’m totally up for taking care of you if Mom won’t! I’d love to!” she said with a genuine desire to please.


“You need to get out of here immediately,” he told her, trying to maintain composure. “Your mother would kill me if she walked in on this.”


“Dad…”


“I’m not joking, Mia. She’d literally kill me. This never happened, understood?”


“Just let me finish,” she begged him. “I mean, six months? You seriously haven’t gotten a blowjob in six months?”


He closed his eyes before reopening them, once again trying to somehow wake up from his nightmare. Unfortunately, it didn’t work.


“Out! Now!”


Mia huffed before hopping off the bed and shuffling out of his room. She sported a pair of ripped designer jeans and a long-sleeve black top. Apparently, she’d decided to stop off in his bedroom after getting dressed for school.


He would wait it out in his room. It was 7:07 AM and they always left by 7:15. Eight minutes. All he had to do was make it eight minutes. But maybe he shouldn’t? Maybe he should go talk to her before she sat in the car with Megan? Megan worked at her father’s plant nursery and always dropped Mia off at school before she went to work, but he didn’t have a clue regarding what they talked about on their morning ride. Shit! He had to get to her first!


He jumped out of bed, threw on a pair of sweatpants and an old sleeveless shirt, tucked his throbbing erection into the waistband of his sweats, and rushed into the kitchen. He found his daughter sitting at the table, eating a bowl of cereal like it was any other morning. He took a seat in the chair across from her.


“What in the world was that about?”


She responded with a confused look as she continued to munch on her breakfast.


He raised his eyebrows.


“I was trying to help,” she finally answered.


“Do you think that’s appropriate?” he whispered, concerned that Megan could potentially barge into the room at any moment.


“I’m just trying to take care of you, Dad,” she said before raising another spoonful of cereal to her mouth.


He stood up and stared at his daughter. “You know what? We’re going to redo this morning.”


“Redo?”


“Yep, this morning never happened,” he clarified himself. “I’m going to walk out of the kitchen, turn around, and come back in. And that will be the first time we see each other today!”


“But, Dad…”


“Nope!” he said before walking out of the room, only to re-emerge seconds later. “Hey, sweetheart!” he greeted her with a big smile. “How’d you sleep last night?”


Mia watched her father pour himself a bowl of cereal before joining her at the table.


“Cat got your tongue?” he laughed before glancing toward the window. “Looks like it’s finally warming up outside!”


“Dad…”


“Ohhhhh man,” he let out a loud yawn. “Just woke up!”


“Dad…”


Greg lifted a spoonful of cereal to his lips before he looked into her green eyes. “Anything going on at school today?”


“Dad, I want to help you out!”


“With what?” he asked with a smile. “There’s nothing I need help with! Ah man, what a beautiful day outside! I might leave early and drive the long way to work. Get a nice view of the snow melting on the mountains.”


“Let me suck your dick!”


Greg almost choked on his breakfast. He barely managed to get it down after several unsuccessful attempts. “Never say that again!”


“But I want to…” she whined with the same promiscuous grin from earlier. “Can I tell you something?”


He didn’t answer. He was fairly certain that she would tell him regardless of his response.


“Your dick is big,” she smirked. “Like, really big.”


He dropped his head into his left hand as he closed his eyes. This couldn’t really be happening.


“Hey, Mia!”


Greg’s head shot up at the sound of his wife’s voice. Megan walked into the kitchen, all dressed and ready for work.


“Greg?” she asked curiously. “What are you doing up already?”


“Couldn’t sleep,” he responded.


“We weren’t too loud, were we?” Megan questioned. “I hope that one of us didn’t wake you up.”


“No! I mean…no. Neither of you two woke me up.”


Megan tilted her head with a slightly confused expression.


Mia smirked.


“Okay…” Megan muttered under her breath. “Well, you ready, Mia?”


“All set, Mom,” the little brunette responded, standing up and walking across the kitchen to place her bowl inside the dishwasher.


Greg watched his daughter follow his wife toward the door, finally allowing him time to regroup and collect himself. But then Mia suddenly stopped. He couldn’t mistake the look on her face for anything else as she slowly walked over to his chair.


“Have a good day at work,” she said in a voice audible to her mother. She then leaned in closer and whispered into his ear, “Daddy…” before planting a big kiss on his cheek.


“Let’s go, Mia!” Megan shouted from the door. “We’re gonna be late!”


Greg finally heard the door shut. He immediately shot out of his seat and scrambled into the living room to find his laptop.


“Jesus fuck!” he yelled, typing in the wrong password multiple. His hands shook so badly that he couldn’t hit the right keys. Eventually, after what felt like a lifetime, he managed to enter the appropriate letters and unlock his computer before navigating to his favorite porn site which had become all too familiar over the past year.


He went to the search bar and started to type.


“D”


“A”


There’s no coming back from this. You do realize that, don’t you? You’re officially a pervert if you type this in. Really think about it.


“D”


“D”


“A”


Maybe having an affair with someone at the gym or a dating site isn’t a bad idea, after all. Hey. Hey! Listen to me! Stop typing!!!




“U”


“G”


“H”


“T”


“E”


“R”


He moved his cursor to the search bar.


Good decision, fucko. Delete that shit and rub one out to some amateur porn like a normal person. Look! There’s even a blowjob scene right on the front page! It’s like a higher power wants you to watch it! Click it! Click it!!!


Greg moved the cursor to the second ‘D’ and added a ‘D’ and a ‘Y’ after it.


He sat back and stared at the search bar.


DADDY DAUGHTER.


He hit enter.


1709 results. 1709! What the hell? Maybe he wasn’t alone?


No, he couldn’t do this. He closed the browser, shut down his computer, and headed in the direction of the upstairs bathroom. He was in need of a cold shower.





Chapter 3 — Older Men





It was sixth-period and Mia couldn’t focus at all. Her father’s excruciating pain and discomfort consumed her mind. Six months without a blowjob and a year without sex. For a man! A forty-one-year-old man! That was crazy to her. And why in the world wasn’t Mom taking care of him? Dad was hot! Really hot! Her friends didn’t have a problem reminding her of that whatsoever. He was handsome, super fit, and hilarious and awesome to be around, so what else could a woman want? Mom must’ve loved him at some point, right? And she couldn’t recall one instance of Dad being upset with Mom either. Twelve months without sex. God, his sexual frustration must be unbearable.


The eighteen-year-old brunette was fairly inexperienced sexually. She’d recently broken up with her first and only boyfriend Tom. Yes, she went to parties like other high school girls, but unlike the majority of her peers, she didn’t mess around with random guys. Doing such never appealed to her. She was supposed to let some guy stick his dick in her mouth just because he was hot? No way! And her friend Kate even told her that she always swallowed. She swallowed random guys! It was so insane to her!


She’d never even swallowed Tom. Swallowing was intimate. It should be reserved for someone you truly love, and that was Mia’s dilemma on this Tuesday afternoon. She was a good girl. She always had been. She didn’t ask guys out; they approached her. So, she was fairly clueless in the art of seduction, but she knew someone who wasn’t.


“Hey, Samantha.”


Samantha closed her locker and her face immediately lit up. “Hey, Trips!”


Mia laughed as she looked up at her classmate. The nickname Trips had been given to her after she recorded the first ever triple-double in the history of their school’s varsity girls basketball team. Ten points, twelve assists, and eleven steals. There was no way she could ever collect ten rebounds, after all. No, rebounds were reserved for Samantha.


Samantha was a tad over a foot taller than the petite brunette. Sammy, as she usually went by, was six-foot-two and had legs for days. She’d earned a fairly promiscuous reputation over the years and Mia originally allowed that to influence her opinion when it came to her rather tall teammate. It was an unfair judgment and one she eventually came to regret during a long bus ride to a playoff game during their junior year. While everyone on the team listened to music, Sammy was reading The Master and Margarita. It was a story about the devil visiting twentieth century Moscow. It was an entirely different side of her teammate from the one she thought she knew.


That led to a long discussion about their favorite books, which led to the realization that they both possessed a large collection of paperback novels, which led to weekly swaps and constant recommendations. It was the polar opposite of every discussion that she’d ever had with her peers. The rest of her teammates discussed reality television and fashion; they talked about classic novels, life, and their mutual interests in traveling and nature. It was strange, though. The two teammates rarely hung out together. They each had separate groups of friends who they chose to spend their time with. It was almost like both girls knew what they had was special, and decided not to overexpose themselves to one another. Sometimes, the best things in life come in small doses, but Mia wasn’t looking for advice on literature today. Instead, she sought advice on men.


“You have open this period, right?” Mia asked.


“Sure do,” Samantha nodded with a smile.


“Can we talk for a minute?”


“For sure,” Samantha answered. She recognized the worried look on her classmate’s face. “Is something wrong?”


“No, but can we talk in private?”


Samantha closed her locker and followed Mia outside. Their school had a special policy for seniors which allowed them to leave campus on their study hall periods. These were referred to as ‘open periods,’ and Mia planned to use her open period to get some much-needed advice from her more experienced friend. They walked toward the parking lot together but veered right to make their way down the path that led to the soccer fields.


“So, what’s up?” Samantha asked.


Mia cleared her throat. She wanted to get right to the point. “Have you ever been with an older man?”


“Like, a college guy?”


“Um…not exactly,” Mia answered. “Older than that.”


“Thirties?”


Mia shook her head. “What’s the oldest guy you’ve been with?”


“Forty-six.”


The little brunette paused and stared at her friend. “Forty-six!?”


“Mm-hmm,” Samantha confirmed.


“How’d that happen!?” Mia asked, stunned.


Samantha took a deep breath as they resumed walking. “You know, I kind of got fed up with guys our age a few months ago. Like, it’s constant nonsense with them. I’m not trying to sound like some kind of elitist snob or anything, but they’re all so stupid.”


Mia laughed.


“I’m serious. Okay, so guess what Mike wanted to do every day when we dated?”


“Hang out?”


“Exactly,” Samantha confirmed, rolling her eyes. “And you know what that means. Listen, I love sex. I love pleasing. Honestly, I really do, but I can’t stand when people only look at me for my body. I have a brain too, and chances are it’s bigger than the guy I’m with!”


Mia laughed again.


“Mike’s dream day consisted of me making him food, giving him head before we had sex, and then sitting around and watching him play Call of Duty for who the hell knows how long. I mean, seriously?”


Mia was all too familiar with that routine. It sounded a lot like her ex-boyfriend Tom’s ideal evening together.


“I want to discuss your thoughts on life, the places you want to go and explore, the novels you’ve read, and the things you’ve created. You should know what I’m talking about better than anyone, Mia! You’re a writer!”


Mia was by no means a writer, but she’d dipped her toe into the world of fiction a few years ago by attempting to write a short story. It was a tale about a young man who’d received custody of his godson after his sister and brother-in-law were killed in a car accident. Things soon unravel once the man realizes that the child is evil. She’d liked how it turned out so she continued writing. After months of debating, she finally caved and asked Sammy to read some of her stuff and provide feedback. Only two people in the world knew that she was a writer—Dad and Samantha—and despite Dad’s constant nagging to let him read her work, she refused. Yes, he would tell her that it was great, but he might not actually feel that way, and the idea of her father not liking something she did was devastating. So devastating that she decided to not take the risk at all.


“And you get a deeper connection with older men?” Mia asked.


Samantha swiftly nodded. “Absolutely.”


“So, how’d you meet this guy?”


“On a dating site,” Samantha answered. “I listed my wanted age range from twenty-eight to forty, but he messaged me anyway. I’m always skeptical anytime a guy pretends to be interested in me. I’ve been keen to men’s bullshit for far too long. They all pretend to care about what I’m saying, but most of them just want their dick in my mouth.”


Mia chuckled.


“But this guy seemed genuine,” she went on. “So, we agreed to meet up at the park one day. I’m sitting on the bench waiting and this older man suddenly sits next to me. He’s short, thin, balding, and he didn’t look as good as his pictures. Not that he necessarily looked good in them to begin with. I would guess that he used photos from about a decade ago.”


“And then what?”


“We talked,” Samantha told her. “For two hours.”


Mia’s eyebrows perked up. “Two hours?”


“Yeah, and it just flew by. He wasn’t some world traveler or anything, but he’d been around, opened a few businesses, had some crazy experiences, and just had so much more to offer than guys our age. You know, real life stuff. He’s lived it. His experiences aren’t based on movies and TV shows. They’re based on life. That’s sexy to me.”


The brunette continued to listen to her much taller friend as they looped around the soccer field on the concrete path.


“And we had real discussions about things. Deep things. Novels, politics, the universe. I couldn’t imagine discussing any of that stuff with guys in our grade.”


“So, you guys just talked and then went your separate ways?” Mia asked.


“Not exactly. I ended up asking him about his wife toward the end of our conversation. I kept finding myself glancing at his wedding ring while we talked.”


Mia was surprised to hear that little detail. “This guy was married?”


“He never mentioned it in his dating profile, but I kind of assumed he was. He eventually told me that he was stuck in a loveless marriage. That his wife was basically a roommate and she couldn’t stand the sight of him.”


“Oh my God…” Mia groaned.


“I know, right?” Samantha said. “How horrible is that?”


Mia didn’t groan over this unknown older man’s situation. She groaned over how similar it sounded to her own father’s ordeal.


“Were they not having sex?” Mia asked.


Samantha stopped on the path and gazed into her friend’s green eyes. “You’re not going to believe this one.”


“Believe what?”


Samantha shook her head before opening her mouth. She still couldn’t get over it. “He hadn’t had sex in eight years!”


Mia’s jaw dropped.


“The last time was on his thirty-eighth birthday. He’s forty-six now. Forty-six! Isn’t that insane?”


Mia looked up at her favorite teammate. “Why’d they stop?”


“He told me that one day his wife just lost interest in him. That the sight of him seemed to repel her.”


Mia’s stomach churned. This sounded exactly like what was happening in her house. Except her dad was only in year one.


“And he told me that he’s never cheated,” Samantha continued as they started down the path once again. “And I believed him. But who knows? Maybe this is his thing? Maybe he meets up with younger girls and tells them a sob story in an attempt for sympathy or something? It’s obviously a possibility, but I honestly believed him. I don’t know if that makes me naive or what, but he seemed so genuine to me.”


“How’d it end?”


“We both walked to our cars and waved goodbye to each other, but something just didn’t feel right. I felt too strong of a connection to him somehow. So, before he drove away, I went up to his passenger door and knocked on the window.”


Samantha proceeded before Mia got the chance to part her lips to speak.


“I got into his car, yanked his pants down, and gave him the best blowjob I’ve ever given anyone.”


Mia gulped, completely stunned.


“I know…” Samantha groaned, sure that she sounded crazy. “But he deserved it! I mean, eight years! This amazing, interesting, charming man hadn’t had sex in eight freakin’ years! I just wanted to show him that someone appreciates him. That someone appreciates him for who he is. So, we meet in the park once a week. Sometimes, things get busy and one of us has to cancel, but I really make it a priority to spend time with him.”


“And you give him a blowjob every time?”


Samantha shook her head. “No, I usually don’t. We just talk. He’s never pressured me into anything sexual or asked for something. We just enjoy spending time with each other, and when I really want to thank him for being special in my life, I give him something that I know his wife isn’t.”


The two girls arrived back in front of the school.


“This stays between us,” Samantha stated the obvious.


“Totally. That goes without saying,” Mia nodded.


“Sammy!!!”


The girls looked at the parking lot to see a small group of their classmates gathered around an SUV.


“You wanna get something to eat!?” one of the girls shouted.


“Sure!” Samantha yelled back before turning to Mia. “Wanna come with?”


Mia shook her head with a smile. “I think I’ll just stick around here.”


“Okay,” Samantha smiled, giving her friend a hug. “Talk to ya later, Trips!”


“See ya, Sammy!” Mia smiled back before watching her classmate skip toward the parking lot. She had a lot to think about.





Chapter 4 — The Salad





Greg had a rough day at work. He managed the floor of a shipping warehouse and was usually the ideal boss: easy-going and always understanding. Except today, that is. Today, he lost his shit at three different employees over fairly minor things. He was just so rattled and frustrated about what happened this morning. He made sure to apologize to his workers before heading home, but he still felt like an asshole nonetheless. He needed to get everything under control, and fortunately for him, he had a game plan.


He would act like this morning never happened. If he was lucky, he could avoid his daughter for the majority of the day and let things fizzle out on their own. If not, he would pretend like that moment in his bed this morning was all a dream.


He pulled into the driveway and walked through the kitchen entrance of their home. Of course, much to his luck, Mia stood right at the counter.


“Hey, sweetheart,” Greg smiled, setting his work bag down on the kitchen table.


Mia turned toward him with a smile of her own. “Hey, Dad! Want a salad?”


He debated with himself as he approached the counter. “Chicken salad?”


“Yep,” she replied, perky as ever.


“Sure, I could go for that.”


She reached into the cupboard and pulled out another plate. She began chopping up lettuce to make him dinner.


“Where’s Mom?”


“Taking a bath upstairs,” she answered.


He nodded as he reached for the tomatoes.


“I can do it,” Mia told him.


He responded with a nod before heading over to the kitchen table and taking a seat. “Good day at school?”


“It was alright,” she told him. “You weren’t lying about the snow melting on the mountains either. We should go hiking this weekend!”


“It’s going to be so wet. I think we’ll have to wait a few weeks until we can go.”


“It’s just mud, Dad,” she teased him.


“Yeah, mud on a mountain. Not exactly a good combination.”


She rolled her eyes dramatically. “That time of the month for you?”


“You really want to go?”


Mia nodded as she finished slicing up the tomatoes. “Sure do. I wasn’t planning on my dad being such a wimp, though.”


“Alright, tough guy,” he laughed. “Saturday.”


“Awesome!” Mia smiled, carrying two plates to the kitchen table. “Here ya go.”


Greg stared at his daughter, stone-faced. “Aren’t we missing something here?”


She shook her head as she sat down across from him.


“Mia, I’m looking at a salad—”


“That’s perfect,” she interrupted.


He decided to start over. “I’m looking at a salad that’s rather dry.”


“Dad…”


“Come on…” he grinned at her. He got up and started for the fridge.


“Don’t!” she protested.


“Mia, a salad without dressing isn’t a salad at all. It’s just a bunch of lettuce,” he told her with a laugh.


“I put chicken, tomatoes, and even a little cheese on it!” she argued.


Greg opened the refrigerator door. “But there’s no creamy goodness, sweetheart.”


“You may as well eat a bowl of ice cream if you’re going to pour dressing on it. I made it healthy. You’re going to ruin it!”


He returned to the table with a bottle of ranch dressing in hand. “I’ll go light.”


Mia rolled her eyes. “I bet…”


“Hey, your old man is in pretty good shape,” he defended his impressive physique to the girl across the table. “I don’t think a little dressing will kill me.”


“What are the nutritional facts?” she asked.


Greg turned the bottle over. “Let’s see here. There are seventy-three calories in one tablespoon. All from fat.”


Mia’s jaw dropped. “Seventy-three! And how many tablespoons do you plan to use?”


“I don’t know. Two? Maybe three?”


She immediately burst into laughter. “Two or three!? I’m thinking more like ten.”


“Please,” Greg shook his head. He undid the top of the bottle and locked eyes with her. “Watch. I’ll go nice and easy.”


He slowly poured a small amount before pretending to fumble the bottle. It tipped over and dressing briskly drenched his previously healthy dinner.


“Dad… Dad!”


“Oh my God!” he gasped sarcastically before finally turning the bottle right-side up again. “I can’t believe that happened!”


“Look at it!” she pointed at his plate. “You can’t even see any lettuce!”


“Just the way I like it,” Greg laughed, much to the chagrin of the little brunette staring at him. He raised his fork to her and smiled. “Bon appétit.”


She couldn’t roll her eyes fast enough. “Yeah, eat up, Dad…”


A few minutes passed with Mia just staring at him. “God, that’s so gross.”


“What?”


She watched him stab his fork into the lettuce before lifting it into the air. Thick, creamy dressing poured from the leafy greens, down onto his plate.


“That,” she answered, pointing at his fork.


“He slid it into his mouth and let out an exaggerated moan. “Mmmmmm…”


“Please,” she shook her head.


“You know, I’m pretty sure I could drink an entire bottle of ranch dressing.”


Mia raised her hand to her mouth. “Oh my God, I’m gonna be sick.”


“I’m serious. It’s delicious.”


“That’s so gross,” she groaned.


“I think I could eat an entire jar of mayo too.”


Mia hastily closed her eyes. This wasn’t dinner conversation in her mind. “Dad, seriously! Stop! I’m gonna throw up!”


“Who do you think you’re fooling?” Greg laughed. “You inhale everything I make whenever I use the grill!”


“So?” she raised her eyebrows. “I like hot dogs. Sue me!”


“And buns, and ketchup, and mustard,” he teased her. “God, it’s so unhealthy!” he said in his best impression of his daughter’s cute voice.


“Okay. Whipped cream.”


“Whipped cream?” he asked.


“Yeah, I could eat an entire container of whipped cream,” she smiled.


“So could I!” he smiled back. “We should do it!”


She shook her head with a chuckle.


“I’m serious. You and me. Two spoons and a container of whipped cream. We can have a real fat girls’ night!”


“You know, now that I’m thinking about it, that dressing does look pretty good,” said Mia.


“You want the bottle?” he asked, digging his fork into a piece of chicken.


“I only want a real little bit.”


Greg looked up at his daughter. “Okay, so, just pour a little.”


Mia got out of her seat and picked up her plate with her right hand and her chair with her left. She brought everything over next to her dad and sat down just inches away from him.


He glanced at her, slightly confused. “You want some of mine?”


She nodded. He responded by sliding his plate in her direction. Mia softly shook her head and pointed at the fork he was holding in his hand.


“What?” Greg asked.


“Your fork,” she said. “That’s just the right amount.”


He glanced down at his fork. The only thing he saw was a light coat of smeared dressing from the mouthful of salad he’d just eaten. “You want my fork?”


She nodded.


“Um…oh…okay…” he said uncomfortably, reaching it out toward her, handle first.


The teen shook her head with a grin. “Feed it to me.”


He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. “Feed it to you?”


Mia nodded again.






The sooner he got this nonsense over with, the better. His daughter seemed hellbent on playing games with him for some reason, so why not just entertain her? Play her silly games, act like it didn’t bother him, and then move on with his day. It was simple.


He turned his fork around and stuck it out to her. She locked eyes with him and slowly wrapped her lips around the points of the eating utensil, sensually taking it deeper as she continued to gaze into his brown eyes.


Greg had yet to turn away. Her green eyes had him in a trance, and when he finally broke from their spell, he was met by her pouty lips which were wrapped around his fork. It didn’t look all that different from this morning. She pulled back and finally slid her mouth off of his silverware.


Hey, that wasn’t hard. Look, you didn’t overreact, you let her get it out of her system, and nothing happened. Congratulations! You’re finally maturing at forty-one years of age!


She stuck her tongue out and gave the fork one last lick. His attention moved to the silver utensil. There wasn’t a hint of white to be seen. It was completely spotless. It was over. He’d survived.


Or had he?


He suddenly felt a hand on his knee.


“Mia.”


The hand gradually inched up the thigh of his jeans.


“Stop..”


It was now on his upper-thigh, only a few inches from his bulge.


“Mia! Stop!”


His daughter’s hand shot higher and squeezed his flaccid cock through the rough denim fabric.


“WHAT DID I JUST SAY!?” he screamed. “FUCKIN’ STOP!!!”


An unbelievable jolt of regret immediately rocketed through his body. He didn’t firmly tell her to stop or even shout at her. Rather, he screamed. He screamed at her unlike he’d ever screamed at anyone before, and if Megan didn’t take her baths with earbuds in and music playing, then she would absolutely be running into the kitchen to see what the commotion was about. He didn’t want to look at Mia, but he knew he had to. He also couldn’t be more positive that it wouldn’t be a pretty sight.


His eyes moved to her face.


She looked terrified.


“Mia.”


His daughter trembled.


“Sweetheart, I didn’t mean to yell at you,” he tried to apologize.


Her shakes were joined by sniffles which grew more intense as the seconds ticked by. He hadn’t seen this in a long time, but as a dad, he knew what was coming. He also hated it more than anything in the world.


“Baby, please don’t.”


He watched his daughter blink. A single tear fell from her right eye.


“No…no, no, no, no!” he pleaded.


She closed her eyes for a brief moment before reopening them. When she did, tears streamed down her face and she began to weep loudly.


“I-I-I,” the teen stammered, her shaking and sobbing making the simple task of forming a coherent sentence impossible.


“Oh my God, I’m so sorry!” he did his best to express his remorse, reaching out and placing his hand on her shoulder. “Please, just don’t cry.”


She lunged at him, attempting to wrap her petite arms around his body as she buried her face into his chest. He felt the wetness from her tears soak through his cotton shirt and touch his skin.


“I just-I just want-wanted to help!” she wept into his body.


“I know, sweetheart, and I’m so sorry for yelling at you.”


“I ju-just wanted…to-to take care of you,” she continued to sob. “And-and I thought you would want it be-be-because I’m special to you.”


“No, baby, not like that.”


She pulled from his chest and gazed up into his eyes. It was as if she’d just seen a ghost. “I’m-I’m-I’m not special to you?”


“No, no, no, oh my God, no, I didn’t mean it like that!” he told her, reaching out and pulling her back into his chest. “Sweetheart, you’re the most special person in the world to me! Just not in that way!”


Her sobbing grew in strength as he continued to hold her. Much like those nights eighteen years ago when he couldn’t figure out how to stop her crying, he felt just as helpless now.


“Mia? Oh my God, what happened?”


Greg looked up. As if the situation couldn’t get any worse, Megan now stood in the doorway, wearing a bathrobe with a towel around her hair.


“Nothing,” he answered immediately.


“But, she’s crying!” Megan said as she moved in their direction with an extremely concerned look on her face. “Baby, what’s wrong?”


He stood up out of his chair with his daughter still wrapping herself around his body. “Um…she uh…she cut her finger.”


“With what?” Megan asked, trying to look at their daughter’s hand. “A knife?”


He quickly escorted his little girl through the kitchen and toward the downstairs bathroom. “Yeah, I’ll take care of it!”


Megan was hot on their trail.


He shut the door behind them and locked it once they entered the bathroom. The sound of the handle trying to turn soon followed.


“Why’s this locked?”


“She wants privacy, honey,” Greg told his wife through the wooden door.


“Oh…okay. Do we need to take her to the emergency room?”


“No, it’s not that bad,” he answered.


“She doesn’t need stitches or anything?”


“No, it doesn’t look that deep,” he answered through the door once more.


There was a brief moment of silence before Megan spoke up again. “I have to get ready to go but I can stay home if she’s hurt.”


“No!” he shouted. “No, we got it. Just go get ready, honey!”


Greg finally turned away from the door and toward the openness of the bathroom. There, he was greeted by his five-foot-two daughter, stretched as far as she possibly could on her tippy-toes. She reached up, grabbed two handfuls of his shirt, and pulled him down to her.


Mia locked lips with her dad.


Greg immediately broke it off. “No!”


“What?” Megan yelled, attempting to turn the locked handle once again. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing,” Greg answered as he carefully stepped backward. Every time he did, Mia matched him with a step forward. “I just spilled the peroxide is all.”


“Are you sure that she doesn’t need my help?” his wife asked again.


He felt his back press up against the bathroom door. He was out of room. Mia closed in on him with a grin, her face red and puffy, and her usually vivid green eyes still glassy from crying. It was over. He couldn’t hold out any longer. He watched her drop to her knees in front of him and he didn’t put up any resistance. It was time to admit that he needed this. Before he knew it, his jeans and boxers were down around his ankles, and his dick was back in the forbidden place where it was when he awoke this morning. He closed his eyes and rested his head back against the door.


“Greg!?” Megan yelled. “I asked if she needs my help!”


He let out a deep groan before trying to compose himself. He had no idea where his daughter learned how to do this, but it felt ten times better than anything his wife had ever done to him in their nineteen years of marriage. Her mouth bobbed on the first few inches of his cock while her right hand was wrapped around his dick and simultaneously stroking it. Well, she was attempting to. Her tiny fingers didn’t meet around his decent girth. He was fairly certain that he’d never been bigger or harder than he was at this very moment, and if it didn’t already feel good enough, then her left hand was cupping and playing with his balls. It was heaven.


“No,” Greg finally answered. “You’re definitely not needed in here, honey.”


“Okay,” Megan responded. “Let me know if you change your mind.”


Greg pulled his cock out of his daughter’s mouth, kicked off his pants, and walked to the other end of the bathroom. He turned on the fan to create some noise in case Megan listened through the door. He then leaned against the wall, raised his index finger to Mia, gave her a come hither motion, and watched her crawl across the bathroom floor until his dick was back in that warm, wet, and surprisingly familiar spot of his daughter’s.


Her mouth.


He most likely wouldn’t last too long if blowjobs like these were regular occurrences. It felt unbelievable. The pace, the technique, the ferocity—it was amazing—but this wasn’t a regular thing. He hadn’t received head in six months, and he hadn’t gotten blown like this in over twenty years. He wouldn’t last too much longer. In fact, he could feel his balls tighten as a tingle shot through his rock-hard dick.


“I’m gonna cum.”


Mia didn’t slow down, she didn’t change her technique, and she didn’t hesitate. She just kept going at it.


Greg could justify this entire ordeal as a blowjob of necessity. He needed a release and his daughter was simply providing that. It was nothing more. But a certain urge grew inside him. Five simple words and this experience would go from one of necessity, to one of pleasure, and that was a dangerous thing. He would cross a line that he wasn’t sure he could come back from. He only had a few seconds left in him. It was now or never.


“Let me see those eyes.”


Mia immediately gazed up at him.


The first intense burst of cum rocketed out of his dick and straight into his daughter’s welcoming mouth.


Mia could’ve slowed down. All guys love slow and sloppy blowjobs, and Dad hadn’t received one in over six months! And who knows how long before that? He probably wanted to enjoy it. A nice fifteen-minute blowjob would’ve been just the thing, but she couldn’t do that. As much as she wanted to help him, selfishly, she needed to bring him to orgasm as soon as possible. Why? Because Mia craved her father’s cum.


She didn’t like the taste of semen. In fact, it’d always turned her off. A cup or a sink always had to be around so she could spit it out, but this was different. Not the taste. She knew that her dad would probably taste similar to her ex-boyfriend. He wouldn’t shoot a pumpkin spice latte into her mouth or anything, but she wanted to swallow him. She felt herself desire it. And it wasn’t even for him. She had no idea if swallowing served as a fetish for her father or not, and she honestly didn’t care. This moment was for her.


And as she felt that first rope slam into the back of her throat, it only made her want him so much more.


Greg had never experienced an orgasm such as the one in his bathroom. Blowjobs, sex, Megan, Kathy, anyone or anything. Nothing or no one had ever made him feel this way before. It was just unbelievably powerful sensation after sensation exploding from the tip of his cock as Mia’s green eyes never strayed from him for a single moment. His left hand found the sink and he used it to prop himself up. He would be on the floor right now without it, to be honest. Everything was too intense.


When he finally regrouped, he looked back down at his daughter who was still on her knees, staring up at him.


With her mouth shut.


She took a deep gulp and opened her mouth.


It was empty.


“Did you swallow that?”


She nodded, biting her bottom lip.


“Holy shit…” he moaned.


Mia leaned forward and attempted to take his cock back inside her mouth, but he quickly pulled it away after she briefly cleaned it off with her tongue.


“Sensitive?” she smirked.


“You have no idea,” he laughed.


Reality quickly set in for the father. Megan would want to see Mia’s finger. He hurried to the other end of the bathroom and put his jeans back on. He then searched through the cabinets in an attempt to find a Band-Aid.


“Top right,” Mia told him, knowing what he was up to.


Greg opened the top right drawer and pulled out a box of Band-Aids before turning to his daughter. “Let me see your finger.”


Mia walked over to him and reached out her index finger. He tightly wrapped the adhesive bandage around her soft skin, gazing into her eyes. “You can’t let your mother see you without this on for at least a few days.”


“I know, Dad, I’m not stupid.”


“I know you’re not,” he said, tossing the medical package back into the drawer. “And this never happened.”


“What didn’t?”


Greg looked at her again. “This. This whole thing. It didn’t happen and it can never happen again. It was wrong and I apologize for allowing it to take place.”


“But, Dad, I wanted to do it.”


“Come on, let’s go,” he told her, urgently changing the subject. “Your mom will want to see you before she leaves.”


When Mia approached the bathroom door, Greg reached out and placed his hand on the white wooden frame, preventing her from leaving. He leaned down and whispered into her ear, “thank you,” before planting a loving kiss on her cheek.


He opened the door and let her out.


Mia was all smiles.





Chapter 5 — The Deal








7:35 PM.





Greg sat on the couch in the living room, watching a hockey game on the television. There was a euphoric, almost drug-induced look on his face as he stared ahead. The level of relaxation and comfort that he felt at this exact moment was foreign to him. It’d been a long time since he felt so good, and it was all due to…no…no, he needed to forget about what happened. He had to move on from the massive mistake he’d made in the bathroom two hours ago.


“Hey, Dad!”


He turned his head to see Mia taking a seat on the other end of the sofa.


“Hey,” he smiled.


“They’re down two already?” Mia asked as she glanced at the score.


Greg let out a loud exhale. “Yeah, they suck.” Their city’s professional hockey team was forty-five seconds into a power play, and had yet to attempt a shot on net. Instead, they passively passed the puck around with no sense of urgency. “Will someone shoot the goddamn puck?” he asked no one in particular.


Maybe he wasn’t as relaxed as he thought?


“Where did Mom go, by the way?”


“She went to a concert with her friend,” he answered as a defenseman finally fired a shot toward the net, only for it to be blocked and easily cleared down the ice. “These fuckin’ bums…”


“Dad, do you ever think about life?”


“Life?” he asked, turning his attention away from the TV and focusing on his daughter. “What about it?”


“Like, what’s the point of all this?” she specified.


“Almost every day.”


“Every day?”


“I think most people probably do,” he continued. “I mean, it’s really the only thing that actually matters, you know? Why we’re here and what we’re doing.”


“And what do you think?” the little brunette asked.


“I have no idea,” he answered honestly. “No one does. Sure, lots of people will tell you what’s the meaning of all this and what our true purpose is, but those people are full of shit. None of us know anything.”


Mia had meaningful conversations with her dad all the time, but they always eventually turned goofy and playful. They both liked to laugh and keep things light, but on this surprisingly warm April night on the sofa with her father, she wanted to see just how deep she could connect with him. She needed to know if Sammy’s perspective of older men really being able to provide a stronger understanding of issues that she wanted to discuss was true or not.


“So, what do you think happens when we die?”


“What do I think happens, or what do I want to happen?” he asked.


“What do you think happens?”


“Nothing,” he answered.


“Nothing?”


“Yeah, nothing,” he repeated. “You know that feeling when you get a really good night’s sleep and you don’t remember a thing?”


Mia nodded.


“Like that,” he said. “Just darkness. A permanent good night’s sleep that you never awake from.”


“Well, what about your soul?” she questioned.


“I don’t think we have souls, sweetheart. That’s something a lot of people like to believe in, but there’s no proof we actually have them. It’s a religious thing.”


“So, we die…and then it’s over…and our entire lives are for nothing?” Mia asked, somewhat cautiously.


He shrugged his shoulders, unsure of how to not sound sinister. “I know it sounds depressing when you say it out loud, but yeah, that’s what I think. Listen, the impact you have while you’re on this planet is the meaning of your life. The way you influence people around you. That’s the real legacy you’re creating.”


“Well, what do you want to happen?”


“I would love for there to be some sort of afterlife,” he confessed to the most important person in his world. “A place where we can all be together forever. I just have a hard time believing that exists. I want to, but I don’t let my desires influence my rationale.”


“I believe there is,” Mia said with a hopeful smile. “Whether it be heaven or some kind of version of it. We can’t just be here by chance. There has to be more than this, and the idea of spending eternity with the people you love just makes sense to me.”


“I hope you’re right,” Greg smiled back at her. “We have a lot of time left together regardless. I’m not going anywhere anytime soon.”


“You better not,” she laughed.


He shook his head dramatically. “Nope! Not me! You’re going to be stuck with your old man for a long, long time. You’re going to get married someday and give me a few grandkids, we’ll all get old together, and everything will be perfect!”


She shot him a quick smile before turning away. She did her best to prevent herself from crying again.


“So, you believe in heaven?” he asked.


Mia took a few moments to collect herself before looking back at him. “Maybe? I guess I do. I’m not sure I believe in it in the biblical sense, though.”


“Can you get into heaven if you don’t believe in God?”


She debated with herself, a visibly strained look overtaking face. “Honestly? I don’t know.”


“That was always my issue with religion,” he told her. “That you have to believe in this idea of God without a shred of proof, and if you don’t, you go to hell for all of eternity. What kind of sense does that make? It’s ridiculous!”


“Let’s say there is a heaven,” Mia said. “Where would you go if you don’t believe in God?”


“I’m not sure. The idea of burning in hell is comical to me. If it’s real, that type of punishment should be reserved for truly awful people. And what about terrible people who find God before they die? They get into heaven but a good person who doesn’t believe in God is locked out? I can’t accept or believe in something when that’s how it works. I know a lot of people who are religious, but they’re absolute pieces of garbage. They’re better than caring, selfless, kind people who aren’t religious? Bullshit if you ask me. If heaven and hell are real, then there has to be something in the middle for good people who don’t believe in God.”


Greg couldn’t help but laugh to himself. Listen to him talk about good and bad people after what he did in the bathroom with his own daughter two hours ago. He really was crazy.


“Well…” Mia started, unsure of how she wanted to word her next question. “If you don’t believe in God or any type of meaning to life, then what’s the point of living for you?”


“You,” he answered immediately.


“Me?” she asked, surprised.


“Yeah, you. Listen, I was never depressed or anything like that, but you know what I was like in my younger days. We’ve talked about it. It just seemed pointless, you know? All I did was work to pay my bills, and then attempt to date as many women as I could. Is that the point of life? To never have a real connection with anyone? To just kind of float through your days until you eventually die and someone finds you rotting two weeks later in your house all alone?”


Mia listened intently to her father.


“But then you came along, and my life suddenly had meaning,” he continued. “It was more than just working hard to make money so I could provide for you. Sure, that was part of it, but only a fraction. It was coming home every day to this unbelievable person who couldn’t wait to see me. It was watching you grow and develop your amazing and unique personality. It was having more than just a wonderful daughter. It was having a best friend.”


Mia was in tears for the second time in the past two hours. She crawled across the couch and rested the side of her head on her father’s lap as he slowly ran his fingers through her dark hair.




“This is the last time you’re crying for the foreseeable future, got it?” Greg joked.


She wiped her eyes as she turned her head and looked up at him. “Stop making me then!” she laughed.


“When did this happen!?”


She had no idea what he referred to, but his eyes were aimed straight-ahead. She turned her head in the direction he was looking at, but remained rested against his body. Their hockey team was now leading three to two.


“I gotta rewind this,” he said, picking up the remote to journey back through the hockey game he’d missed.


That was her dad, alright. Capable of discussing life one second, and then concerned with the score of a hockey game the next. She didn’t need proof, but sought it out for some reason anyway, and their discussion quickly confirmed what she’d already known for years. Dad was the greatest person alive and deserved to be treated like a king, and if Mom wasn’t up to the task, then she was more than happy to be his queen.


Mia spoke up while he continued to rewind the game. “Oh yeah, my one vent isn’t working in my room.”


“Which one?” Greg asked as he finally found the spot where his team scored their first goal.


“The one by my desk.”


“Not working? Like, no air is coming out?” he asked.


“Yeah, there’s kind of a weird smell lofting from it too.”


“Oh, you gotta me fuckin’ kidding me! Are you serious?”


Mia sat up on the couch and nodded again at her father. “Yeah, I just noticed it earlier.”


Greg let out an annoyed huff before standing up and heading toward the stairs. Mia jumped out of her seat and followed him.


“This fuckin’ house…” he muttered while ascending the steps. “It’s always something. A smell? Like an animal?”


“I have no idea,” she replied, just a few steps behind him.


“Maybe someone killed your mother and stuffed her in the vent?”


“Dad!” Mia yelled, shocked yet smiling.


He finally cleared the last step and turned down the hallway toward Mia’s room. He glanced back at her with a smile. “Just kidding…”


As her father got closer to her bedroom door, she heard him murmur, “but not really,” which caused her to giggle like only he could make her.


Greg opened her door and sped to the vent closest to her desk. “This one?”


“Yep,” she answered.


He knelt down in front of it and lowered his head. “I don’t smell anything.”


“Wait…actually, it’s the one by my bed.”


He looked up at his daughter, his eyes peering sharply. “By your bed?”


“Yeah, I got ‘em mixed up.”


“Okay…” he remarked, shooting her a strange look. He moved over to the other vent and knelt in front of it. “Huh? I don’t smell anything in this one either.”


“You sure?” she asked while he continued to try to identify some kind of odor.


“I’m going to turn the heat on and see if this thing is working. I have to grab a flashlight and a screwdriver anyway.” He stood up and turned toward her door.


When he did, he was met by his daughter. For the second time in the past two hours, she grabbed two fistfuls of his shirt and pulled him down to her level before planting a big kiss on his lips. He immediately pushed her away.


“No! Mia! Are you kidding me? Again!?”


“Come on,” she grinned. “Mom won’t be home for a while!”


He shook his head repeatedly. “No! Never! We just went over this. That can never happen again!”


Her grin grew more devious by the second. “When was the last time you got two blowjobs in one day?”


Greg paused for a moment to think. When was the last time that happened? Had Megan ever done that for him? Maybe once? And if she had, it definitely wasn’t memorable. Kathy had for sure. Two blowjobs in one day was child’s play for the fiery redhead. He could distinctly remember getting roadhead on the drive to and from Thanksgiving at her parents’ house one year, and then two hours of crazy sex when they arrived back at his apartment. So, that would’ve been at least three blowjobs. God, that woman was amazing. The things she used to do…


Wait, why was he pondering her question?


“It certainly won’t be today,” he told her, heading in the direction of her bedroom exit.


Mia hustled in front of him and blocked his path. She gazed up at him seductively for what felt like an eternity before finally speaking up. “Please?”


“Are you out of your mind?” He gently pushed her to the side before continuing his journey to her now closed bedroom door. She must’ve shut it after they entered the room.


Mia slid in between her dad and the door as he reached out to turn the handle.


“Move,” he demanded with an annoyed tone to his voice.


She shook her head, grinning


Greg let out a soft chuckle. He could barely comprehend the situation “What do you weigh? A hundred pounds?”


“One hundred and two pounds,” she corrected him with a proud smirk.


“I could throw you across the room if I wanted to, so how about you get out of my way?”


“Do it.”


He didn’t follow. “Do what?”


“Throw me across the room,” she said, gazing lovingly into the brown eyes of the man she adored. “You want to get rough with me?”


“Mia, cut it out with this shit.”


She bit her lower lip before locking her greens eyes onto her dad’s masculine face once again. “Maybe I need to be slapped around a little bit?”


He responded by dropping his head into his hands. “Why do you keep doing this?”


“I’ve been a very bad girl, Daddy,” she giggled innocently. “Maybe I need to be punished?”


Greg’s head perked up. “Yes! Yes you do!”


“I do!?” Mia asked, shocked that he was finally on board with her game.


“You do! And I know just the thing!”


She could barely contain her excitement. “What is it!?”


“Mia,” he leaned down and smiled at his daughter. “You’re grounded.”


Her face immediately dropped. “I’m what?”


“Grounded,” he repeated with a laugh. “Punishing you is a brilliant idea. That’s the perfect way to put an end to all of this nonsense. To ground you!”


“That’s not what I meant, though!”


“Too bad! Hmmmm… Now, what to take away from you…” he debated with himself.


“No, Dad, this isn’t what I meant!”


The perfect idea came to him. “I got it! For one week…”


Mia waited nervously with her back still pressed against her bedroom door.


“…I’m going to keep…”


He loved every second of turning the tables on her.


“…your cellphone!”


“No!!!” she shouted. “No, I need that!”


His laugh showed how much he loved this. “I didn’t have a phone when I was your age. You can get a little taste of what it was like to be eighteen in the nineties. You know, back when the dinosaurs roamed the earth!”


“But what about emergencies or if my car breaks down or something?” she questioned with a still distraught tone to her voice.


“Luckily for you, everyone else has a phone. So, I’m sure you could borrow one.”


“But what if I’m on a backroad and my car breaks down? And no one’s around?” she asked, digging deep for a reason to keep her phone.


Greg pointed at her. “You can have my old flip phone.”


“Dad, this isn’t fair!”


“That’s life, kiddo,” he pointed out. “Now, give me your phone.”


“Let’s compromise!”


“Compromise? This is my house, sister. What we just did is called a compromise. I tell you how it’s going to be, and you deal with it.”


“For one week,” she said, raising her finger into the air. “I’ll be your slave.”


“Phone,” he demanded with his hand out.


“No, just hear me out!” she pleaded. “It doesn’t have to be anything sexual. Like, tomorrow for instance. Let’s say you come home and you’re craving a turkey BLT. All you have to say is, ‘Mia, go make me a turkey BLT.’ And guess what?”


“You’ll make me a turkey BLT?” he asked.


“I will make you a turkey BLT,” she repeated with a smile. “‘Hey, Mia, the garbage needs to go out.’”


“And you’ll take the garbage out?”


“You got it!” she declared.


He knew what she was doing. His daughter banked on the idea that he wouldn’t be able to control himself. That having anything he wanted sexually at his fingertips for a week would cause him to snap and eventually cave to her, but this girl didn’t seem to realize just how sexually deprived he’d been for the past year. And he’d functioned fairly well throughout that stretch. A week would be a cakewalk.


He reached his hand out. She followed suit and the two shook on the deal.


“Demand number one,” he told his daughter while looking at her. “Get out of my way.”


Mia stepped aside to allow her dad to leave her bedroom.


Greg opened the door and paused, looking back at her. “Did you make up all that stuff about the vents?”


She nodded.


“There’s no smell?”


She shook her head.


He let out a soft chuckle. This girl was too much. “Goodnight, sweetheart.”


“Goodnight, Dad!” she replied with a big smile before watching the door close behind him.


There was no way that Dad would be able to last an entire week without things turning sexual. A blowjob? Maybe even sex!? And as bizarre as it may sound, Mia really wanted to make out with him. Seven whole days of having her at his disposal would be impossible to resist. Not only did she keep her phone, but she was able to get everything she wanted at the same time. She knew what was best for her father, and she would give it to him whether he ever got around to admitting to wanting it or not. There was no way that he would last more than three days. She was sure of it.





Chapter 5 — Day 6








Monday. 2:02 PM.





Mia’s plan backfired big time. Laundry, vacuuming, sweeping, dusting, and cooking for her father: the list of daily chores was endless. And guess how much sexual contact they had? None! How was that possible? She gave him an amazing blowjob in the bathroom six days ago, so how could he not want that again? She was willing to do anything for him. Any kink, anything he wouldn’t dare ask her mom for, and anything he was too embarrassed to admit. Anything at all! But all he had her do was clean and cook his meals. It just didn’t make sense!


The brunette teen unlocked the front door of her house on this beautiful day in late April. Her mother didn’t get home until 4 PM and Dad usually didn’t until 5:30 PM, so she had her typical two hours to herself. The one upside today was that she hadn’t received a text from Dad with a list of chores or demands. Maybe he cut their slave agreement short? Maybe he decided to give her a break?


A note on the counter captured her attention when she walked into the kitchen. Mia’s heart instantly skipped a beat. Last night, she had a dream that now gave her a spooky feeling. In her dream, she walked into the kitchen and saw a note on the counter. She slowly approached it, dreading a list of chores and undesirable tasks, but her jaw dropped once she read it.


Mia,


Mom won’t be home until late tonight and I’m leaving work early. I’ll be home at 4. I want you in your room waiting for me, dressed like a naughty schoolgirl. Daddy’s in the mood to teach his little angel a lesson.


Don’t be late!


Love, Dad.


P.S. - Make sure you throw this note away.


The note had been left on yellow legal paper. In the history of their household leaving notes for one another (and a lot of notes had been left) she’d never seen yellow paper. It was always white. But back in reality, what was the color of the paper she was looking at on the kitchen counter? Yellow.


She ran over to the granite countertop to see if her dream had come true.


It hadn’t.


Mia,


Super windy last night. TONS of branches all over the backyard. I was planning to drag them out to the road when I got home from work, but then I remembered, I have you!


Make sure you wear gloves and a pair of crappy sneakers. It’s awfully muddy out there, but you’ll find that out pretty soon!


Love ya, sweetheart!


- Dad


P.S. - I bet you wish you gave me your cellphone now!





***





Greg pulled into the driveway at 5:37 PM to one of the most beautiful sights he’d ever seen. A long, deep pile of branches was stacked across their front yard out by the road. It must’ve taken hours to do, and when he glanced to his right, he was treated to the visual of his muddy daughter pulling what had to be the last of the mess toward the street on a blue tarp. He made sure to roll down his window and give her an exaggerated wave.


She responded with the middle finger. Greg laughed all the way into the house.


“Hey, honey,” he said to his wife as he continued to laugh.


Megan sat at the kitchen table, looking through the weekly sales ads with a pair of scissors next to her. “Hey,” she responded, never glancing up.


Greg looked out the window at the backyard. It was spotless. “I can’t believe she cleared the entire yard.”


Megan finally decided to look his way. “Yeah, why is she doing that?”


“Because I asked her,” he responded, pouring himself a glass of water.


“You just asked?” she questioned him. “Really?”


“We raised a helpful girl,” he chuckled.


Megan shook her head before focusing down at the ads. She quickly glanced back up. “Oh yeah, my sister is having dinner at her house tonight. 6:30.”


“I’ll pass.”


She raised her eyebrows. “Why?”


“Because I don’t want to go,” he answered.


“Fine,” she rolled her eyes, looking back down.


“Is she making cheesecake?”


She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. Probably.”


“Can you bring me home a piece if she does?”


“Why don’t you just come?” Megan asked. “Then you can get some for sure.”


“I’m tired…” Greg whined. “Can’t you just grab me one?”


Megan huffed, annoyed like usual. “I can try. You know it usually goes pretty fast, though.”


“Just ask your sister to set a piece aside for me. She’ll do it.”


“Fine…”


“Awesome. Thanks, honey!” Greg smiled.


There wasn’t a response.


The kitchen door opened.


“Hey!” Greg greeted his daughter with a big smile.


Mia kicked off her muddy sneakers before glaring at her dad. “I started at 2:30.”


He checked his phone. It was 5:41. “Three hours,” he laughed. “Not bad!”


She stomped across the kitchen floor and went right up to him, snatched the glass of water out of his hand, and chugged it down.


“Help yourself,” he said, grinning down at her.


“Thanks for doing all of that, baby,” Megan told her daughter.


“No problem, Mom,” Mia answered, continuing to glare at him. “This is real funny, isn’t it?” she whispered to her father who’d been giggling like a little kid from the moment she stepped foot inside the house.


“It’s hilarious,” he snickered.


Mia roughly handed his glass back, empty, before peering her eyes sharply at him. “I’m gonna get you back for this.”


“Oh, are you?” he laughed.


“What are you two talking about?” Megan asked as she retrieved her scissors to cut a coupon out of the paper.


“Nothing, Mom,” Mia responded, yet to look away from his eyes. “You’re dead,” she whispered.


Greg kept on laughing.


Megan caught her daughter’s attention. “Mia, we’re having dinner at Aunt Cindy’s tonight. 6:30.”


The teen shook her head. “I’m not going.”


“Why?” Megan asked.


“I just want to take a bath and go to bed,” she answered. “My feet are killing me.”


Megan huffed before turning her attention back to the sales paper.


Mia walked behind Mom while continuing to glare at her father. She gave him the middle finger again.


He responded by slapping his right bicep with his left hand while bending his arm up, better known as a ‘Bras d’honneur.’ Or an Italian way of saying ‘go fuck yourself.’


“I saw that,” Megan announced with her eyes still locked on her sales ads.


Mia stuck out her tongue and taunted her dad before disappearing into the hallway. She quickly reappeared. “Is Aunt Cindy making cheesecake?”


“I don’t know.” Megan said.


“Can you bring me home a piece if she is?”


Megan nodded, cutting another coupon. “I’ll see what I can do.”


“Thanks, Mom!” Mia yelled out before disappearing again and loudly trudging up the stairs.


“No problem, baby!” she shouted back. The brunette mom looked up at her husband and rolled her eyes. “God, you two are like twins.”





7:35 PM.





Greg sat down on the couch, readying himself for a night of playoff hockey that was already underway. Of course, their city’s team wasn’t in it. They rarely were. But that didn’t deter him from still enjoying the next few months of action. There were few things better in life than playoff hockey.


“You’re an asshole.”


His head immediately shot to the left to see his daughter leaning against the wall. He raised his eyebrows at her. “Excuse me?”


“You heard me.”


“Would you like to have this slavery deal extended a few more weeks?” he asked.


Mia groaned before walking over to the couch to join him. After sitting down, she positioned her right foot on her left knee so he could see it. “Look at my feet!”


Greg leaned in closer to see what she was referring to. While her foot did appear tired and sore, it also wasn’t anything severe. “God, you’re such a baby.”


“They’re killing me!” she whined. “Thanks to you!”


“They’re wrinkled because you just took a two-hour bath! Not because you dragged some branches around! You’re a basketball player, Mia. Not English royalty. Stop acting like you’ve never done hard work before.”


“They hurt!” she pouted, rubbing her right foot with her left hand. She then gazed at her dad with puppy dog eyes.


“I thought you were my slave?” he chuckled to himself. “Fine, let me see ‘em.”


She smiled before lying back on the sofa and placing her feet in her dad’s lap. He started to rub and massage them.


“How does that feel?”


She let out a loud, over-the-top moan. “Fannnnnnntastic!”


“I’ll be honest with you. I do feel kind of bad. I mean, that was a lot of work.”


“You ain’t kidding,” she told him with her eyes closed.


“Maybe we can end our agreement early? You’re officially a free woman from this moment forward.”


She opened her eyes and immediately turned her attention to her father. “What if we work something else out?”


“Jesus Christ…” he groaned. “Does everything have to be some sort of deal with you?”


“Me!?” she asked with a shocked tone to her voice. “You’re kidding me, right? You’re the one who turns everything into a bartering session!”


He certainly couldn’t call her a liar.


“You want to keep being my slave?”


She gave him a quick nod with her back still sprawled along the couch. “Yeah, through tomorrow. Seven days. That was our agreement.”


“So, what’s your proposal then?”


“Well, I think we can both agree that I went above and beyond today, and that you owe me big time,” the little brunette said.


“I owe you?” he asked.


“Three hours of dragging branches out to the street, Dad!”


He laughed, unable to deny her cuteness. “Okay, what do you have in mind?”


“I get to wear whatever I want for the next hour.”


He couldn’t shake his head fast enough. “Absolutely not.”


“How’s that not fair?” she asked. “I just did the equivalent of like five hundred dollars of work.”


“Oh, give me a break!” he remarked. “I’m thinking more like forty bucks.”


“Forty bucks? It definitely wasn’t forty bucks! Whatever it was, I think me getting to wear whatever I want for an hour is more than fair.”


He shook his head again before checking the score of the hockey game on the TV. “That’s an impossibility, Mia.”


“Come on, Dad!” she voiced, annoyed and pouting.


“Do you want to wear a pair of jeans and a hoodie?”


Her eyes moved down to the floor. “No…”


“Then I don’t want to see it,” he told her.


“God, this is so unfair,” she huffed, rolling her eyes. “Three hours of dragging stupid branches for nothing.”


“Maybe…”


She instantly sat up and smiled at her dad as he continued to rub her feet. “Maybe?”




He took a deep breath and started over. He knew that he would come to regret this. “Maybe we can work something out?”


“Here we go…” she groaned.


“Okay, you know what? You can wear whatever you want for one hour, but—”


His voice trailed off when he watched her stick out her hand to shake on his proposal.


“You don’t want to hear your end of the deal?” he asked.


“Nope,” she smiled, happy as could be. She always got her way. “Don’t need to.”


“Okay,” he grinned before accepting her handshake.


She jumped off the sofa, making no attempt to conceal her excitement. “Awesome! I’m gonna get changed!”


“Elders first.”


She froze, turning to look at him. Her brow furrowed. “Ladies first.”


“Nope, not today. Me first.”


She walked back to the couch and sat down. “Okay, so, what do you want?”


“I want to read one of your stories.”


The terrified look that she had after he screamed at her in the kitchen last week may as well have been a smile compared to her current expression. She opened her mouth to respond but couldn’t find the words. She only shook her head back and forth.


“You agreed,” Greg reminded her.


She continued to shake her head, petrified.


“Mia.”


“Anything else!” she finally managed to spit out.


“Nope, I want to read one of your stories.”


“I’ll be your slave for a month!”


He stared at her.


“A year! I’ll do whatever you want for a year!”


“Go get your laptop,” he demanded.


“Dad!” she pleaded, desperate to change his mind.


“Go get it, Mia,” he told her firmly. “You shook on it. We made a deal.”


He hated the distraught look on his daughter’s face, but he refused to cave to her like he had a tendency to do. Honestly, he felt somewhat insulted when Mia admitted to him a while ago that she’d been writing for years. Why wouldn’t she have told him sooner? And more importantly, why wouldn’t she allow him to read any of her work? Despite his asking, however, she refused to let him even glance at any of her writings.


His daughter was smart, creative, and uber-talented in all aspects of life. All he wanted to see was what her ideas looked like. A big chunk of her paperback novel collection consisted of his hand-me-downs. He’d turned into quite a reader over the past fifteen years and was more than happy to watch her follow in his footsteps. He was partially responsible for her love of reading, so selfishly, he felt entitled to see what her writing looked like.


Mia had yet to move from the sofa.


Greg stood up, walked to the stairs, and jogged up the steps. He retrieved her laptop from her bedroom desk before returning to the living room. He set it down on the sofa and took a seat.


She’d yet to look up from the floor.


“Hey. Hey!”


Her eyes didn’t move.


“I know I’ll love it,” he assured her.


“You’ll say that regardless,” she said under her breath, still looking down at the oak hardwood. “But what if you actually hate it?”


“Not possible,” he replied.


Mia finally lifted her head and looked at her dad. “But you wouldn’t tell me if you did.”


“Yeah, I don’t think I would, but that doesn’t matter because I know I’ll love it.”


“But you just said that you wouldn’t tell me,” she told him. “So you might hate it, and then every time you look at me, you’ll think about how much you hate my writing and I’ll never even know!”


Greg watched his daughter start to get herself worked up. He couldn’t possibly handle seeing her cry again, but he also couldn’t deny how badly he wanted to read her stories. “Sweetheart, it’ll be great. I know it will. Okay?”


Eventually, after more convincing, she opened her laptop and unlocked it. She navigated to the word processor and picked out a story, nervously handing her computer to him.


“Twelve pages?” he asked. A quick glance at the document showed that it was mostly dialogue-driven. He wanted something longer, but the girl next to him wasn’t responding. He turned his eyes to the first line of the story.


Mia experienced second thoughts. She’d chosen this story solely due to its length and not its quality. She had better stuff—much better—and Dad had to love what she picked for him. She had to show him her best work.


“Wait!”


His head snapped toward the sound of her voice as he watched her pull the computer from his lap.


“I have better ones, but some of them are kind of long.”


“I would love to read everything you’ve ever written,” he said.


“That’s not happening!”


He could only sigh in response. Why would his unbelievable daughter ever doubt her abilities? “Unfortunately, I know that, but my point is that length isn’t a concern at all. The longer, the better.”


She opened a different story and took a deep breath. This one involved a thirteen-year-old-girl who watched an older man in the woods stuff a cat into a garbage bag before lighting it on fire. The girl begins to unravel as she finds herself tortured by the sounds of the cat’s screams that constantly play in her head. Her fear eventually turns to an urge to kill as she explores her newly-discovered sadistic side. The twist? The old man in the woods is her grandfather—who she’d always been told was dead—and this sinister side of hers is actually ingrained in her blood.


She handed her laptop to her dad.


“Ninety-eight pages!” he nearly shouted. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about!”





Sixty Minutes Later.





Greg placed the laptop down on the coffee table in front of him and turned to his daughter. She stared ahead at the TV with a distraught look all over her face.


“Sweetheart,” he said, trying to get her attention.


She didn’t move.


“Mia!”


She slowly turned and looked at him.


“That was amazing.”


“You already said that you were going to say that.”


“No, I mean it,” he promised. “Where did you learn how to write like that?”


Her eyes drifted down to the hardwood floor.


“Mia!” Greg called out, trying to get her attention again. “Where?”


“I don’t know,” she answered quietly. “I read a lot, so…”


“I didn’t know that you had those kinds of ideas.”


She dropped her head into her left hand and let out a deep exhale. “It’s embarrassing.”


“No, it’s really not! It’s just…surprising.” He pointed at her computer. “Sweetheart, this is your gift.”


She looked up. “What?”


“Remember the talk we had last week about the meaning of life and what our purpose is?”


She nodded.


“Family is always number one. That’s always your priority. But this is your gift. You need to share this with the world.”


She quickly shook her head. “Noooooo, no, no, no! This stays private!”


“It’s too good,” he told her. “I’ve paid to read a ton of stuff that doesn’t compare to what you wrote. I don’t think you’re getting what I’m telling you.”


“I get it, Dad!” she huffed aggressively. “And whether you actually like it or not, you’re not going to tell me you don’t. It’s just a dumb story! It’s not a gift!”


“You’re wrong, sweetheart. I had no idea I was living with the female Stephen King. Mia King!”


The brunette rolled her eyes. “God, please don’t insult me like that.”


“Watch it!” Greg said, pointing his finger at her.


“That overrated hack.”


“Do you want to be grounded for the rest of your life?” he asked with a grin. “There will be no disrespecting Stephen King in this house!”


Out of all the debates and arguments they had with each other, none got as heated as those involving Stephen King. He was Greg’s favorite author and Mia’s most hated.


“How many of his stories is that sellout going to let Hollywood turn into movies this year?” Mia asked. “Twenty?”


“Stop judging his books by the movies.”


“Oh, God, and do we need to have another discussion about that garbage we watched last week?” she questioned.


Mia had ranted about her hatred of It from the moment they left the theater, until the second they arrived home. The lack of story and buildup, the constant jump scares, and Stephen King’s bizarre obsession with turtles. Everything about the film annoyed her.


“The book is a masterpiece.”


“Masterpiece my ass…” she groaned in obvious disagreement. “I lasted thirty pages. And the movie was awful!”


It wasn’t great, but Greg wouldn’t call it awful either. Although, it didn’t really matter, did it? If he didn’t end their irrelevant argument, then his daughter would spend the next twenty minutes berating his taste in favorite authors.


“Again, it’s your decision and I don’t want to pressure you into something that you don’t want to, but I would love to read more of your stuff.”


“It’s my turn now, right?” Mia asked.


“Um…yeah…I guess,” he laughed at the abruptness in which she’d dismissed his last statement.


She jumped out of her seat and dashed upstairs.


Minutes passed as Greg sat on the couch and reflected on what he’d just read. He’d never felt so proud of anyone in his life. The story was amazing. It was dark, twisted, and to be honest, it was very creepy. Mia had taken him to a fictional land of horror in which he lost himself in for sixty minutes. That wasn’t an easy thing to do. He’d read enough throughout the course of his life to know that.


He never got up to use the bathroom or glance up to check the score of the hockey game. In fact, he didn’t do anything other than read. He’d focused solely on exploring the world which had spawned in his daughter’s creative mind. Mia was part of him. They shared the same blood. He loved reading all kinds of authors, but something about a story from his own relation was different. It was special. It was—


Click-clack. Click-clack. Click-clack.


His eyes squinted at the television. The hockey game was all tied at three midway through the third period, but why was there a clicking noise coming from the TV?


Click-clack. Click-clack. Click-clack.


And then he realized that it didn’t. It came from somewhere in the house.


He turned to the right to hear the sound more clearly. It was getting closer.


Click-clack. Click-clack. Click-clack.


The noise finally stopped, and for a second, so did his heart.


The sound had been caused by a pair of black high heels. As his eyes journeyed upward, he observed two black knee-high socks that ran the length of his daughter’s toned legs. From that point on, he took in Mia’s creamy thighs for what felt like an eternity before he finally hit a tiny green and red plaid skirt with a black trim. He continued climbing to see two matching plaid suspenders running over her exposed midsection, encountering a white crop top which was tied off just below her breasts along the way. Her top was opened as far as possible to expose her small cleavage. The outfit finished with a red plaid necktie around her throat.


Mia was dressed like a naughty schoolgirl.


“Dad?”


He’d been staring at her for God knows how long, completely at a loss for words.


“Dad?”


He finally looked up.


“You like it?” she smiled, giving him a playful spin.


Greg watched her tiny skirt fly up when she spun and expose the bottom half of her toned and plump butt. It was amazing how a girl so petite could have such an unbelievable ass, and the only thing under her skirt was a red thong that flashed at him while she completed her turn. It mesmerized him.


“You look lovely, sweetheart,” he told her before turning away uncomfortably. “I think I’m going to call it a night. I’m feeling kind of tired.”


“What?”


“Yeah, I’m beat,” he said, standing up while still not looking anywhere near her. He was on a beeline for the stairs. “Alrighty, goodnight.”


Click-clack. Click-clack. Click-clack.


Uh-oh.


Mia jumped in front of him just before he reached the bottom step. “One hour!” she yelled with her index finger in the air.


Greg didn’t look at her finger. Truthfully, he didn’t look at any part of her body. His eyes were locked on the ceiling above him.


“Feel free to wear that for as long as you’d like, sweetheart. I’ll be in bed, though.”


Mia wasn’t hearing it. “But I let you read one of my stories!”


“And it was amazing,” he told her.


“You read it for an hour!” she shouted. “An hour!”


“I sure did,” he said, still looking at the white paint on the ceiling above him.


“And I’ve been wearing this for like a minute! Besides, I have something you need to see.”


He finally peered down into his daughter’s green eyes. “What?”


A folded piece of paper was trapped between Mia’s plaid skirt and her right hip. When Greg originally observed her outfit, he was so distracted by what she was wearing that he never noticed it. He watched her pull the paper out and unfold it before handing it to him.


“It’s my report card.”


“Your report card?” he asked. What was she doing with a report card in April? And why would she wait until this moment to show it to him? Nothing about it made sense.


He looked down at the paper and immediately felt like an idiot.


“I don’t know what happened last semester,” Mia told him. She’d decided to speak in a voice exclusive to ditzier girls.


Greg rolled his eyes while observing this ridiculous version of a report card. It was a generic printout from some website with fictional classes listed. And of course, she had an F in every one of them.


“You can’t show it to Mom!” she begged. “She’ll kill me!”


He wasn’t in the mood for her games. “Mia…”


“I’ll do anything! Anything!”


Greg felt a hand on his arm and immediately took a step back.


“You know what, sweetheart? I think I’m going to give you a pass on this one,” he said.


“What?”


“Your report cards are always great so there’s no reason for your mother to see this one,” he told her, still unable to look at her outfit. “I’m sure the next one will be better.”


This wasn’t what Mia planned for.


He quickly stepped around his daughter and hurried up the stairs. “Goodnight, sweetheart!”


Click-clack. Click-clack. Click-clack.


She wasn’t giving up that easily.


Greg ran up the steps before reaching the hallway and sprinting toward his bedroom.


Click-clack. Click-clack. Click-clack.


He slammed the door shut behind him and quickly locked it. Seconds later, he heard his daughter attempt to turn the knob.


“Let me in!” she demanded loudly, pounding on the wooden door with her fist.


“It’s late!” he shouted back. “Let’s just call it a night!”


“What are you talking about!? It’s not even ten o’clock!”


“Big day tomorrow,” he responded. “I have to get some sleep.”


“I let you read one of my stories!”


That was true. He wasn’t exactly being fair about things, but what was he supposed to do? Look at his daughter dressed like something he’d only seen in porn?


“You’re an asshole!” she yelled before Greg heard the familiar sound of her clicking heels head down the hallway toward her room.


He walked over to his bed and plopped down on the mattress. His phone rang before he could process what had just happened. He pulled it out of his pocket and did a double take. It was his sister-in-law Cindy.


“Hey, Cindy,” he answered.


“Hey, Greg! Um…we have a bit of a problem over here.”


“A problem?”


“Yeah,” she laughed. “Megan is pretty hammered.”


He wasn’t sure if he’d heard her correctly. “Megan?”


“Yeah,” she giggled.


Greg hadn’t seen his wife drunk in years. Actually, come to think of it, it may have been over a decade since her last alcoholic binge. She wasn’t a drinker whatsoever.


“She decided to play cards with the guys and they were playing for shots. And, well, my sister isn’t the greatest poker player in the world,” she revealed.


“Do you want me to come pick her up?”


“If you want,” Cindy told him. “I took her keys. Or she can stay here tonight. That wouldn’t be a problem at all. Actually, Dad gave her the day off tomorrow, so she can sleep it off here if that’s easier for you.”


“Um—”


“Of course, you should’ve given her tomorrow off!” Cindy yelled, presumably to her father. “You’re the reason she’s drunk!”


He listened to the sounds of laughter and rowdiness coming through the phone. If there was one thing that Megan’s family was good at, it was having fun. Oh, and drinking. Lots and lots of drinking.


“Yeah, it would probably be best if she just slept it off at your house,” he told his sister-in-law. “That way she can drive home tomorrow.”


“Sounds good, Greg,” Cindy told him. “By the way, I put two big pieces of cheesecake in the refrigerator for you and Mia. I’ll make sure that Megan remembers to take them with her tomorrow.”


“Awesome! Thanks for calling, Cindy.”


“No problem! Talk to you later!”


He ended the call.





Chapter 6 — Decisions, Decisions





Greg tossed his cellphone on his bed and fell back onto the soft mattress. What was he going to do? Mia wouldn’t stop. That had become extremely clear to him, and while he’d done a pretty decent job of controlling himself over the past six days, the simple expectation to keep his hands off of her grew increasingly harder by the day. And now his wife wouldn’t be home tonight. Seriously? Tonight? Out of all the days for her to get drunk at her sister’s house! It was a nightmare!


Not to mention that he wouldn’t make it another day with this flirty vibe surrounding them. He needed to have a real talk with his daughter.


He left his bedroom and walked down the hallway, knocking on Mia’s door after he arrived. “Can I come in?”


There wasn’t an answer.


“Mia?” he asked again.


“Go away!”


He sighed to himself. “Come on, sweetheart, I just want to talk for a minute.”


He only heard silence. Greg let himself in anyway. The room was black so he flicked the light switch up and looked at his daughter’s bed. She was lying face down, completely covered by a blanket.


“Mia…”


No response.


Greg walked over to her and took a seat on the edge of her bed. He slid his hands under the blanket and found her foot. He massaged it softly for the second time tonight.


“Those heels killed my feet,” she whined.


He smiled while continuing to look at his daughter who had her face and body buried under her covers. “Why’d you wear ‘em then?”


“For you,” she answered. “I thought you’d like them.”


“I did,” he told her.


“Is that why you ran away?”


“I ran away because I was about to make a massive mistake. We’ve already made one before. It just isn’t right. We can’t be doing stuff like that.”


Mia rolled over as her face emerged from the blankets. Her eyes were red and swollen. It was obvious that she’d been crying.


“Why?”


“Why what?” he asked.


“Why can’t we?”


He raised his eyebrows at her. “Really? How about because I’m your father?”


“So?” she responded. “Who cares?”


“I do. And your mother does. And pretty much everyone else.”


“I just don’t understand why you keep fighting me,” she told him. “Like, what do you think is going to happen? That Mom will just become infatuated with you again? Out of the blue?”


That seemed unlikely even to him.


“My one friend from school talked to a guy whose situation sounds a lot like yours, and guess how long it’s been since he had sex?”


“I don’t know,” said Greg.


“Guess.”


“Two years?”


Mia shook her head. “Eight.”


Greg audibly gulped while his stomach dropped. He couldn’t imagine such a life. “Eight years!?”


“Yep, and what makes you think you’re any different? Sure, this guy isn’t as handsome as you and he probably isn’t as funny or charismatic, but his wife never came around. Dad, you’ll eventually slip, and when you do, you’ll cheat on Mom with some girl from the gym or something. You don’t think that’s risky? And what will happen when Mom finds out? She’ll divorce you. She told you herself! I listened to the conversation you two had last week! I don’t want you guys to divorce!”


He opened his mouth to speak but Mia wasn’t done.


“So, why is this such a bad idea? You can get your release from me. It doesn’t have to be daily or anything. I mean, it could if you want, but we probably wouldn’t be able to do it every day with Mom around. I can help you out when she isn’t around or she’s busy doing something and you’re in the mood. You’ll feel so much happier. So much more relaxed. It’s not like it’ll take hours or anything. It’ll just take a few minutes!”




“This doesn’t seem wrong to you?” he asked her. “This whole thing. Forget that I’m your father for a second. You’re eighteen. I’m forty-one. That doesn’t weird you out?”


She immediately shook her head.


“I don’t know,” he debated with himself, rubbing her feet. “Maybe we can do something?”


Mia quickly sat up as her feet slipped out of his hold.


“But we would obviously have to establish a set of rules,” he said.


The depressed look that had previously occupied his daughter’s face disappeared. It was replaced by lust and eagerness.


“Rule number one. Your mother can’t be home.”


Mia nodded.


“I’m serious!” he told her, firm with his demand. “Not in the shower, not in the backyard, and not folding laundry. She can’t be home! What we did in the bathroom the other day with her in the hallway was crazy. I have no idea how we didn’t get caught.”


The petite brunette grinned. Listening to Mom talk to Dad through the door while she had his dick in her mouth was the hottest moment of her life, but she respected his boundaries.


“Deal,” she agreed.


“Okay, and your mother is staying over Aunt Cindy’s house tonight too.”


Mia immediately lunged at him. Her hands wasted no time finding his big biceps as she locked lips with him.


“Hey! Hey, hey, hey!” he protested, pushing her off. “Rules!”


“But Mom’s not going to be home!” she said with the biggest smile of her life.


“No, I’m not done with the rules!”


Mia huffed before sitting Indian style, a foot away from him and waiting patiently. She was still dressed in her little schoolgirl outfit.


“Rule number two. You need to be honest with me.”


“When am I not?” she asked.


“You always are that I’m aware of,” he told her. “But if you aren’t in the mood, or you’re feeling pressured to do something, or anything like that—you have to tell me. I don’t want you to feel like you need to do something if you don’t want to.”


“Deal,” she agreed.


“Rule number three,” he continued. “No sex.”


“But, Dad…”


“No,” he shook his head, not budging. “Sex is totally out of the question. It’s like ten steps too far.”


Mia rolled her eyes at him. “But you need sex, Dad! You’re a man!”


“Oral works for me, and obviously, I’ll return the favor on you.”


Her heart stopped beating. “What?”


“I’ll return the favor on you,” he repeated casually.


“You’ll…you’ll go down on me?” she asked, stunned.


“Absolutely.”


Mia’s green eyes swiftly lit up. “Deal! Deal! Oh my God, super deal!”


“Alright,” Greg laughed. “Rule number four—”


“How many rules are there?” Mia interrupted with a huff.


“This is the last one,” he said. “How about a little fuckin’ patience?”


She smirked. Dad had just promised to give her oral! She still couldn’t believe it! Of course, she was excited!


“You can’t call me Dad.”


“What?”


“You can’t call me Dad,” he told her again. “While we’re doing…you know…stuff.”


“So, I can call you like, Daddy, instead?”


“What? No, you can’t call me any version of Dad. Dad, Daddy, Father, or any of that. It’s all off-limits.”


“Why?” Mia inquired.


“Because it’s weird to me,” he said. “We can’t do this if that’s something you can’t agree to.”


“I won’t call you Dad then. What do you want me to call you, though?”


“Greg,” he answered.


“Greg?” she repeated in a slightly disgusted tone.


“Gee, don’t sound so enthusiastic, Mia. It’s my name, after all.”


“Yeah, I know,” she groaned. “It just makes me feel…kind of like…Mom.”


He reached out his hand. “Those are my four rules. We have a deal?”


Mia accepted his handshake and moved even closer to her father. “We can kiss, right?”


“Um…yeah, I guess.”


“Do you not like kissing?” she asked.


He thought for a moment. “It’s not that. It’s just funny how things change. I hated kissing when I was your age. I just wanted to get to the good stuff—or to the stuff I thought was the good stuff. Now that I’m married to a woman who doesn’t want my lips anywhere near her mouth, I sometimes feel like I would rather kiss than have sex.”


Mia smiled at her dad. “Well, I want to kiss you.”


Greg leaned in and locked lips with his daughter. While it felt unbelievably strange, he couldn’t deny how amazing it was for him either. And when their lips parted and Mia’s tongue slipped into his mouth, the juvenile electricity that he hadn’t felt in decades flowed through his veins once again. Suddenly, he returned to his youth. He was back to the days of being parked on a side street in his beat-up Honda Accord with some girl in the passenger seat next to him. He’d grown jaded over the years. A blowjob wasn’t even that great anymore. He needed sex to really get off. Sometimes, you need to lose something before you can really appreciate what you had, and he was ready to appreciate every second of his current reality.


Mia broke away from her dad’s mouth and gazed into his eyes. “You’re a good kisser.”


Greg leaned in to continue but Mia pulled back slightly with a grin. “Take your shirt off.”


He raised his t-shirt over his head and tossed it to the floor below. He immediately resumed his teenage make out session with his eighteen-year-old daughter.


Mia’s hands wandered all over his defined upper-body. It was odd to her. She’d lived with him for eighteen years. Puberty kicked in long ago for the cute brunette, and an admiration of her father quickly turned into an obsession. He was no longer just her awesome dad. He was her awesome dad who was also an extremely sexy older man, and in those years since she started her journey to become a woman, Mia had done plenty with her father. She’d snuggled with him, she’d hugged him, she’d kissed him, and she’d even given him a blowjob in their downstairs bathroom, but one thing that she’d never done was rub her hands all along his shirtless body.


And she was about to make up for lost time.


It’d been ages since Greg felt a woman slid her soft hands all over his skin, and it’d been even longer since he last felt a girl do what his daughter was doing now. Mia broke off their kiss again, but this time, she planted her pouty lips all along his body. She started at his neck before working her way down to his chest and abs. It was surreal. It was a sense of appreciation in a world of destitute. It was heaven.


But as amazing as her kisses felt, her tied-off crop top had been on his mind the entire time. One little tug would open her shirt right up. He wiggled his hand to the edge of the white fabric and gave it a pull.


Mia leaned back with a grin.


In a matter of seconds, she was pushed back onto the bed, now sprawled across the soft mattress sheets as he towered over her, kissing and licking every part of her body. His mouth moved from her flat stomach, to the sensitive area right below her armpit, and eventually to her extremely receptive nipples. He seemed to enjoy spending plenty of time with the latter, and she wouldn’t dream of stopping him.


Or would she?


“Hey,” Mia called out as she fought off her moans in an attempt to get Dad’s attention.


He didn’t respond. He simply continued to suckle on her pink nipples. He finally moved on from her perky little breasts and worked his way south, leaving wet kisses on his daughter’s stomach before turning his attention to her thighs. He dragged her plaid skirt and suspenders down with him.


“Hey!” she tried to capture his attention once again.


Greg was lost in his own world. His mouth moved to Mia’s little feet as he gave them a different kind of massage with his mouth. He quickly moved back north as he found himself face to face with her red thong.


“Dad!”


His head perked up. “You can’t call me that!”


“I’ve been trying to get your attention…Greg.”


He gave her his complete focus. “Sorry, sweetheart. Whaddya need?”


Mia slipped out of his grip, grabbed her pillow, and tossed it to the floor. “Off the bed,” she ordered him.


Now, it was Greg’s turn to whine. “Noooooo, I want to—”


“Later,” she interrupted. “I’ve waited six long days. Let’s go!”


He jumped off the bed and stood in front of the pillow on the hardwood floor. Moments later, his daughter knelt on that very cushion. It wasn’t exactly a bad consolation prize for not getting his way.


She tugged his jeans down and shook her head. “Mom’s crazy.”


“Hey, no mentioning your mother.”


Mia wrapped her little hand around his rapidly-growing cock and felt it harden in her grasp. “Can I call you…you know…one time?”


“I’d prefer if you didn’t.”


“Just one time,” she begged. “It’s kind of a fantasy of mine.”


He closed his eyes for a moment before reopening them. He didn’t see the harm in it. “Fine. Once.”


Mia slid under her dad’s now rock-hard shaft and let it rest the length of her face. “Your cock is as big as my head, Daddy!”


Greg stared down at his daughter with a wicked twinkle in his eye. She may have wiggled back and took hold of his manhood with her hand, but he wasn’t ready to move on as quickly. “Say that again.”


Mia looked up. “Say what?”


“That,” he told her.


“But I thought I wasn’t supposed to.”


“Just say it,” he said, grinning down into her green eyes.


“The exact quote or—”


“Whatever you want.” he cut her off, his testosterone calling the shots now. “Just include it in there. One more time.”


Mia released her father’s hard cock from her hands and leaned back slightly to admire it with a smirk. “Your cock is so big, and fat, and long, and perfect. It’s my most favorite cock in the whole wide world…Daddy!”


It all came back to him now. Kathy used to call him Daddy. It’d been twenty years but those memories returned. The deeper he explored his daughter’s sexuality, the more in common she appeared to have with his favorite ex-girlfriend.


“Suck my cock.”


Mia immediately followed his order and wrapped her lips around the head of his meat.


He shook his head in disbelief as he watched his daughter bob up and down on his manhood. She’d obediently obeyed his demand just like Kathy always had. In fact, Red couldn’t get enough of being bossed around.


“Deeper.”


Mia attempted to go as far as she could, gagging a few inches away from the base of his dick. He’d never noticed it before. Even when they were in the bathroom it hadn’t occurred to him. He’d been dreaming of Red for so long, all the while, he had his own version of her right in his own house. No, he had something so much better.


He had Mia.


He parted his lips to say something but his daughter’s actions caught his attention. She’d moved her arms behind her back, wrapping her left hand around her right wrist. She pulled back and opened her mouth, gazing up at him submissively. “Feed it to me.”


He placed his hands on her head and guided his throbbing member back between her lips. He watched it gradually disappear as he continued to push deeper and deeper. He quickly pulled out when she started to choke.


“No!” she whined. “Make me gag on it!”


The only thing she wore was a red thong. Well, that and the plaid necktie from her schoolgirl costume. Neckties were so pointless. Especially on women. In fact, the only time he’d ever seen a proper use for one was at this very moment. Because on this Monday night in his daughter’s bedroom, Greg wrapped his hand around that small red necktie and yanked her petite body toward him.


He pumped his hips as his right arm pulled his little girl into him.


Greg face-fucked his daughter.


Mia’s hands never moved. They didn’t push him away or wrap around his legs. They didn’t panic and search for something to hold onto. They made no aggressive movements whatsoever. No, they remained calmly behind her back, allowing her dad to do whatever he wanted to her mouth for however long he desired. She knew that this would be a regular thing from this moment forward. The face-fucking? Maybe not? But her position on her knees in front of him? That was something the two of them would become very accustomed to. She would make sure of it.


She looked up at him with a smile once he relaxed his grip to allow her to breath. “I want—”


Whatever was on her mind was interrupted. Instead of being allowed to speak, she felt two big hands pick her up underneath her armpits, and send her flying back onto her bed.


“I wasn’t done!” she complained.


“Too bad,” Greg told her, taking control of the moment. “I can’t wait any longer.”


In an ideal world, he would’ve dragged the next moment out. Make it longer, make it more sensual, and make it more seductive for his daughter—but it just wasn’t possible. There was no slow kissing or no intense buildup. Rather, he pulled Mia’s thong down like it was on fire. It needed to come off. Now.


“Jesus Christ…”


“What?” Mia asked with a mix of curiosity and concern.


He continued to stare at her vagina.


“Dad?”


“Don’t call me that…” he told her, staring down in a daze.


“Um…are you okay?”


He struggled to comprehend what he looked at. “You’re just so perfect.”


Mia smiled. “Am I?”


“So, so, so perfect, baby,” he answered as his tongue instinctively wet his lips. “You have no idea how perfect you are.”


In his twenty-seven years of sexual experience, Greg had never seen a prettier-looking pussy than the one he currently stared. That must’ve been dozens of women. Who are we kidding? It was a lot more than that, and that only made what he gazed at so much more unbelievable. Her lips were small and trim. It was just pink. An overwhelming, mouthwatering, unbelievably inviting pinkness that he yearned to introduce himself to on a regular basis. And there wasn’t a single hair to be seen. Not only was she completely shaven, but she looked more than ready for his tongue.


He didn’t make her wait.


Four minutes later, Mia was on the cusp of perhaps the ultimate taboo pleasure. Dad had her right there. She never came this fast. Her ex-boyfriend had never been able to get her off at all, and it took forever to cum when she was alone regardless if she used her toys or her fingers. But in only four minutes, her father had her on the brink of an orgasm, and when she reached out and grabbed a handful of his thick brown hair, she had no intention to reach minute number five.


Greg heard the heavenly symphony that were his daughter’s moans as he moved his tongue away from her clit, down along her little vagina, until he reached her inner thighs.


“Noooooo!” she complained. Her head shot up from the pillow it was resting on. “Go back!”


“Quiet,” he laughed between the kisses that he planted along her legs.


“Please!” she begged. “Oh my God, I was so close!”


He moved his mouth back to her pussy but hovered over her lips, allowing her to feel his warm breath. He felt a hand reach out and grab hold of his hair again. He promptly slapped it away.


“Dad!”


“Hey!” he shouted.


“Greg…” she pouted.


“Hands behind your back.”


She looked at him, confused. “What?”


“Hands behind your back,” he repeated.


Mia moved her hands underneath her body so they were now trapped under her small frame. As soon as she completed her task, Dad’s loving tongue found her clit once again. She closed her eyes and let out a soft exhale as she rested her head back on her pillow. “Yessssssssssss…”


Greg gently rubbed his daughter’s little pussy with a trio of fingers as his tongue remained focused on her clit. Ever so slowly, his middle finger pushed inside her, swiftly swallowed by her warmth and wetness. Moments later, he increased his tempo.


Her hips began to buck.


“Don’t you dare stop!” she moaned as her legs and abdomen shook and shivered with her hands buried against the mattress under her back.


He wouldn’t dream of it this time.


Seconds later, Mia let out a loud squeal as Greg licked and lapped at her most intimate area like it was his job, sending her over the edge. Her hands had wiggled out from under her back and once again secured two fistfuls of his hair as she erupted on his tongue. The warmth flooded her body. It engulfed her mind. For the first time in her young life, Mia discovered indescribable sexual happiness.


He gave her glistening slit one last long lick before sitting up and breaking away from her hold. “Hey! Who told you to move?”


Mia’s hands still reached out, grasping at the air that her father’s hair had previously occupied. She bit her lip innocently.


“I asked you a question!”


The worried look on her face quickly turned to a smirk. “No one.”


“Then why did you move?” he asked with a scowl.


“Because I’m a bad girl,” she grinned up at him. “And bad girls do what they want.”


His pretend outrage turned to a laugh. He couldn’t even fake being mad at her, even if they were just role-playing. “How’d that feel?”


“Amazing,” she answered with a look of jubilation all over her smitten face. “I’ve never cum like that.”


“Well, your old man is a pro, after all. So, how about you finish me and we call it a night?”


“No!” Mia shouted.


“No?” he asked. It took a moment, but his perverted smile eventually showed. “Oh, you want some more? I’ll get back down there.”


“No, what if we—”


“Don’t even!” he cut her off, already ahead of her. He knew exactly what was on her mind.


She let out a deep huff. “Just real slow and easy. It won’t even count!”


“Mia, that’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.”


“What’s dumb?” she asked, playful as ever.


“Slow and easy doesn’t count?” he asked, unimpressed and somewhat insulted. “Do I look stupid to you?”


Mia pondered her next move before it came to her. “Okay, so, what if you rub yourself on me?”


He sent a curious look her way. “I’ll just use my tongue again. Sweetheart, I’m not some high school boy. I love doing that shit.”


“I wanna feel you, though…” she whined.


“You want me—”


“To rub your cock on my clit,” she interjected, finishing his sentence in her own special way.


He debated with himself—he debated much, much, much longer than he should have. “I…um…I can’t.”


“For thirty seconds!” she pleaded.


He took a deep breath. He knew that he would regret it, but the allure was far too strong. “Twenty seconds.”


“Deal!” she smiled.


“Set the timer on your phone,” he told her, gazing at the taboo temptation that he was about to tease himself with. “Lord knows I’m going to need it.”


Mia reached out and retrieved her phone off the nightstand before setting the timer. She placed it down on the bed sheets and looked at her dad. “Let me know when to start it.”


“Let me see it first.”


“I set it,” she told him, still looking into his eyes.


“I want to see it. Hold it up,” he demanded.


“It’s set, Dad. Let’s go!”


“Mia,” he said, using his deep and demanding fatherly voice.


The eighteen-year-old high school senior rolled her eyes before reaching for her phone and holding it up. She turned her face away from her father, knowing what awaited her.


“Oh, come on!” he yelled. “You set it for two minutes!”


“Whoops…” she giggled, staring off at her bedroom wall.


“Give me that fuckin’ thing,” he grinned before snatching the phone out of her hand. “Okay, twenty seconds. You ready?”


She turned back to him and locked onto his eyes. She spread her legs in anticipation. “So ready.”


Greg positioned himself closer to her on his knees and took control of his cock with his right hand. He instinctively gave it a few unnecessary strokes. It was pointless since he’d never been harder, but he did it anyway. He reached out with his left hand and hit ‘start’ on her phone.


The countdown was on.


He moved his stiff pole towards his daughter’s pink pussy and allowed it to slide along her wet lips. He pulled his dick away slightly, watching a trail of juices come along with it. A visible string of fluids ran several inches from his hard meat to Mia’s perfect vagina.


“Slap me with it,” Mia moaned with her eyes closed and her head back in her pillows.




He obliged her request and the sounds of wet, heavy, firm thuds rang throughout the bedroom.


Mia was so close to the exact thing she wanted. Dad’s thick and powerful cock slapped against her little pussy just like she’d fantasized about so many times. She felt so small and vulnerable. She was a submissive girl, while her daddy was a dominant man. Together, they were a perfect pair.


She just wanted to feel him inside her. She craved nothing else than for one man she trusted more than anyone in the world to be able to experience her in the most intimate manner possible. No matter how much she made him laugh or how deeply they connected on a mental level, there was no closer state of being than two lovers taking that unbreakable plunge together, and he was right there. He was so close. All he had to do was push inside her and she would be his forever.


The thuds stopped, Greg moving his cock to his daughter’s throbbing clit. He used his swollen head to rub and tease her little love-button.


“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned as her right hand reached out to feel his body.


The blaring sounds of an alarm blasted from the phone. He turned it off with his free hand.


His cock never moved.


“Just the tip,” he whispered.


“Just the tip,” Mia echoed with a purr, her eyes remaining closed.


Greg slowly pushed the head of his cock through his daughter’s natural resistance until her warmth and wetness engulfed his manhood. He moaned deeply, watching Mia attempt to adjust to his size. They were a perfect match in theory. A big dick and a tight pussy went together like peanut butter and jelly in everyone’s fantasy, but reality presented a few unforeseen complications. They were far from an ideal fit at the moment.


Suddenly, her face tilted up as she looked at him, her green eyes locking on her dream guy. “A little more.”


His hips moved a fraction of an inch forward and her eyes responded by rolling back. He watched his daughter’s head fall back onto the pillows below.


He knew that he never should’ve done this. His situation was the ultimate Kobayashi Maru. There was truly no way to win. What would he do? Pull out? But he promised just the tip. He promised it to himself, but more importantly, he promised it to Mia. He was a responsible adult with bills and a mortgage. He knew how to say no to things. He did it every time he went to the store or out to eat, after all. Temptations are for children; not for men. He could say with absolute certainty that nothing could get him to cave. He was positive of it.


But that’s when Mia lifted her head once again and stared at him with her green eyes that he adored so much.


“Fuck me,” she whispered.


Greg immediately buried his dick inside his little girl.


There was no easing in, no gentleness, and no tenderness. No, Greg was a man possessed. His girthy meat hit the walls of her little pink box, causing her to squeal as he stretched her to his liking. The sloppy sounds of her immense wetness sent him into overdrive. Every inch of his dick that had disappeared inside his little angel was covered in her juices. Her warmth, her wetness, and her love enveloped him.


And he just wanted more.


“Slow, slow, slow,” she begged with her hands pressed against his stomach.


He immediately reduced his pace, quick to apologize. “I’m sorry, sweetheart.”


She smiled up at him. “It’s okay. Just slower for a second. God, you’re so big.”


His rapid and powerful strokes were replaced by long, slow, loving ones. Every thrust resulted in the feeling of her unique love firing from her vaginal walls and landing on his throbbing shaft. He absorbed every perfect ridge and bump inside her little hole that gripped his meat, reminding him of how she labored to accommodate his size. He was currently inside the most immaculate place on the planet, and he never wanted to leave.


“A little faster,” she spoke, her tone one of a girl who was still overwhelmed physically, but unspeakably comfortable in her situation thanks to her sense of love. “Dad.”


Greg leaned down and locked lips with his daughter before increasing his tempo. The adorable sounds of her moans were muted by the dancing of their tongues as he pressed down upon her. His muscular body dwarfed her petite frame, and neither could possibly appear more in their element as the heat from their bodies connected. They weren’t just lovers. Now, they were one.


Mia softly pushed his head back with her hand before smiling up at him. “Daddy.”


His pace increased.


“Fuck me with your big dick, Dad!” Mia demanded as her smile turned to a look of passionate lust.


His strokes became deep and powerful. His wife had never felt like this. She was never so tight and wet. Her pussy had never hugged his dick, squeezing him in a way that demanded his orgasm. The world’s most perfect girl just so happened to be obsessed with him, and he was lucky enough to reap every spectacular benefit that came with such a privilege.


Mia cried out as an orgasm ripped through her, far more intense than her previous explosion courtesy of her father’s generous tongue. This one was deeper. More personal. It brought abandoned parts of her to life for the very first time, while taking those previously touched areas of her tingling insides further into heaven than she ever could’ve imagined. Everything quivered and shook. Everything made sense despite her fuzzy mind barely being able to function. Mia finally found her true happy place.


He bottomed out in his perfect little angel’s snug hole, her pussy expanding to accept every thick inch of his throbbing meat. He didn’t want his wife. He didn’t want those sexy college girls at the gym either. And honestly, as unimaginable as it would’ve been to admit only a few days ago, he didn’t even want his ex-girlfriend Kathy. He simply desired exactly what he had. The only person he truly cared for remained comfortably underneath his imposing frame like the good girl she was, and he struggled to envision a future where nights like tonight weren’t common occurrences.


He wasn’t a controlling guy. He wasn’t a dad who didn’t allow his daughter to date or to go out to parties with her friends. Yet, at this very moment, everything changed. Mia belonged to him and only him. There would be no boyfriends or drunken college one-night stands in her future. Her beautiful mind belonged to him, her flawless body belonged to him, and her immaculate little pussy belonged to him.


And if she needed a reminder of that, then he drove even deeper into her, his heavy balls pressing against her tiny asshole. It was a message—a message that she belonged to him and only him. No one would ever experience her in this manner as long as his heart kept beating. She was his.


He pulled back, leaving just the head of his cock inside her. He didn’t need his eyes to know that his steel pole was coated in her fluids. He also didn’t need his vision to see how her pussy gripped his member. He preferred to not be able to see the action as a result of smothering her with his heavy body, and he planned to make her feel every inch of his love in a few short seconds. He had plans to take another trip deep inside his little girl.


Mia looked up, using her eyes to put a temporary pause on the action. “Oh my God, Daddy, I love your huge cock.”


Greg couldn’t believe that he’d lasted as long as he did. He should’ve exploded in seconds from a combination of how good she felt and how long it’d been since the last time he had sex, but he’d somehow managed to last the short time that he did. Unfortunately, he couldn’t hold out any longer, but he was prepared to take one last euphoric trip inside his favorite place in the world. A thick cock was about to reintroduce itself to a tight pussy, and he would deal with what happened next when he reached that point, because he was focused solely on the present right now.


She dropped her voice to a cute whisper, never shying away from his lovestruck eyes. “Are you close?”


He nodded, on the verge of propelling his hips forward and sending her eyes rolling back in her head.


“Good, she said with a big smile. She waited for him to look her way again before making her reveal. “Because I want all your cum inside me.”


The first jolt of cum fired from the tip of his dick as a result of her unbelievable request.


Uh-oh.


Well, there’s nothing that he could do about it now, so he might as well act on his instincts.


Greg pushed as far into his daughter as he could as his cock exploded like it hadn’t in over two decades. It was like she had a clamp on his cock—a tight, wet, velvet grip which demanded to absorb every living part of him. It was a love that he hadn’t felt in forever, an acceptance he’d always longed for, and a happiness that he never knew existed. And when he finally finished, he looked down to find a pair of loving green eyes staring up at him.


“I love you, Dad.”


“I love you too, sweetheart,” he replied before giving her a long kiss. After a few moments, he started the awful task of pulling out of her warm hole.


“No!”


He instantly stopped.


“Don’t move!”


“What’s the problem?” he asked, concerned.


The joy dancing in her eyes told him that she was fine. She just had a simple request. “Leave it in me. Just a little longer.”


He always had a hard time saying no to his little girl.


He leaned down again and met his daughter’s lips with his own. He’d never shared a deeper or more meaningful kiss with anyone in his life.





Chapter 7 — A New Beginning








The Morning After.





Greg slept like a baby. Like a big, well-fed, well-taken cared of baby, and that’s exactly how he felt. He was satisfied for the first time in ages. Red hadn’t crept into his dreams for a single second. In fact, Greg had no idea what he’d dreamt about. Or maybe he hadn’t dreamt at all? It was just darkness. It was happiness. It was zen.


He’d spent so much time longing for a woman who no longer existed in his life. She hadn’t for two decades. Who knew what Kathy had been up to for the last twenty years? Maybe she was married with a daughter of her own? Or maybe she’d never found the right man and decided to live a life as a single woman? Whatever path she’d chosen, it didn’t matter to him, because she wasn’t his and he wasn’t hers.


They’d shared something a long time ago but it was gone. The feelings he had for the sexy redhead vanished once he met Megan, and they stayed in her for years before she forcibly rejected his love from her body. But someone else had absorbed those lost and wandering feelings of his. The feelings that just wanted someone to love, to appreciate, and to care for.


And that someone was Mia.


It almost hurt him that it took a forbidden sexual act to realize what he had with his daughter. He knew that he loved her. He knew that he cared about her. He knew that he would do absolutely anything if it meant providing his angel with a better future. She’d given his life meaning. She’d given him a reason to wake up and look forward to each and every day, but during their unforgettable time together in her bedroom last night, he realized so much more than that. He didn’t just love her; he adored her. She wasn’t just his world; she was the only thing that mattered. She deserved everything. He would never be able to look at her the same way again. She wasn’t just his daughter anymore. She was so much more than that.


This Tuesday morning was the start of his new life. He had a new woman. A new soulmate. Twenty-four hours ago, Greg didn’t believe in the concept of souls. Now, he could safely say that he did. What else could possibly connect him to Mia this way? It wasn’t love. It was deeper than that. Stronger than that. People spent their entire lives searching for a bond like the one he shared with his little angel, and he was happy to say that he’d finally found it. He found it inside the person he smiled at every single day for the past eighteen years. She’d been right in front of him the entire time but he looked everywhere else. He would never make that mistake again because there was nowhere else to look now. Mia was the only woman he saw.





7:02 AM.





Greg parted his heavy eyelids. A smile formed on his face as he raised his right hand a few inches into the air and gave a wave.


“Hey, Dad!” Mia greeted him with an even bigger smile. She’d taken his cock out of her mouth and now stroked it with her hands. “I know that you don’t have to wake up for another hour, but I thought you wouldn’t mind.”


Greg laughed to himself as he rested his head back on his pillow. Things would never be the same.
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Chapter 1 — Post-Divorce Checklist








Sunday Night. June 21st.





Tiffany smiled at her reflection in the bathroom mirror. The brunette mother of two liked what she saw for the first time in years, and part of her credited that to her recent decisions. Filing for divorce was long overdue. She may have loved Brad twenty years ago, but plenty had changed since their original courtship, and she grew to hate the man she once adored.


It wasn’t as if her ex-husband didn’t hate her either. They fought constantly, never had sex, and genuinely disliked each other’s company. The last ten years of misery was more than enough for them to finally call it quits, and she thoroughly enjoyed being a single woman for the first time in over two decades.


Her twenty-two-year-old daughter split her time between the apartment that she shared with her two best friends, and her father’s new place. That didn’t come as much of a surprise to Tiffany either. Laura had always been a daddy’s girl, and Brad clearly preferred their daughter’s company to anyone else. They really were a perfect match for each other.


Her eighteen-year-old son was a much different story, however.


She’d always viewed Owen as her best friend, and she was overjoyed when he informed her that he would be living at home and commuting to college for his first semester in the fall. Actually, he’d asked if it would be a problem to continue living at home—presumably experiencing guilt because his older sister had moved out at nineteen—and she answered his question with a resounding no. Her incredible son could live with her for the rest of his life if he wanted! She loved having him around!


Her life had certainly improved after Brad moved out back in January. She remained in their suburban home, joined a gym and consistently worked out four times a week, and received both alimony and child support payments from her now ex-husband as well. Did she feel guilty taking a chunk of his paycheck every month? Maybe a little? Truthfully, she felt as though she deserved financial compensation for over twenty years of being Brad’s personal chef, maid, and nanny. He never came close to carrying his own weight throughout the course of their relationship.


The gym had absolutely paid major dividends as well. Like most mothers, Tiffany had let herself go a little bit over the years. Her formerly fit body was a thing of the past, and had been replaced by a more voluptuous figure. Her hips had grown wider, her butt bigger, and her stomach unfortunately followed suit, but she saw a noticeable change in the latter after improving her lifestyle. Her tummy actually looked sexy now!


There was one part of her that hadn’t changed, though.


Whether she gained weight, lost weight, or never shifted a single pound, her C-cup breasts always disappointed her. They just didn’t fit her body! Plus, noticeable sag accompanied her rather lackluster assets now that she was forty-three, but she never considered doing anything about it. Why would she? It really didn’t matter that much. She wasn’t a Hollywood starlet.


But it still bugged her.


The influx of new money into her life provided an opportunity to do the unimaginable. Plastic surgery was something for younger girls and trophy wives. Divorced moms shouldn’t concern themselves with superficial worries, but she was tired of always hating her bust whenever she observed her reflection or saw a picture of herself. Maybe it was time to do something about it?





Chapter 2 — Life Without Dad








The Following Morning. Monday. June 22nd.





Owen smiled to himself as he looked out the kitchen window. Was this a sign? Maybe he was meant to lounge around his ass for the next two and a half months, because his first day of work ended before it ever started.


His phone promptly dinged, and the text message from his buddy confirmed his hunch. His friend’s older brother’s landscaping business didn’t operate on rainy days, and it poured outside his house on this Monday morning. It looked like today would be spent playing Xbox before eventually hitting the gym later.


As awful as it sounded, he actually enjoyed life without his father. Mom seemed a million times happier without Dad around, and that was what mattered most to him. Dad was gone, Laura had moved out, and he savored the many benefits of living all alone with his mother.


Did Mom spoil him? It wouldn’t be truthful to say no. Not to mention that she constantly bought him gifts ever since the divorced was finalized. It was almost as if she went above and beyond to make him happy now that he was the only one left in the house, but he didn’t need lavish presents to treasure his spectacular mother. No, her mere presence was more than enough.


Maybe he would never move out? Why would he? He was the lucky son of an incredible mom who loved to cook for him, buy him all kinds of gadgets, and hear about his day when they sat down for dinner. Not to mention that she adored him more than anyone else in the world. It was a particularly enjoyable situation to come home to every night.


“Good morning.”


He looked to his right to find his mother in a black bathrobe, her long brown hair and pretty chestnut eyes demanding his undivided attention—per usual.


“Hey, Mom,” he returned her greeting.


“It looks like someone’s off today,” she noted after taking a peek out the kitchen window.


“You can say that again,” he nodded in agreement. In fact, he was ready to go back to bed for a few hours. What was the only thing better than video games? Sleeping late, of course!


She turned on the coffee maker and rubbed her brown-haired son’s muscular shoulder softly. It was her go-to move whenever she wanted to butter him up. “Can you do me a big favor today, sweetheart? Since you don’t have to work.”


He didn’t like the sound of that. “What do you need?”


“Can you give the house a real good cleaning?” she asked, smiling up at his six-foot tall frame. “I have to stay late today for a meeting, and I haven’t had a chance to tidy up around here in a while. It would be very much appreciated if you could do it for me.”


He let out a deep exhale while turning back to the window. Unfortunately, heavy thunderstorms wouldn’t bail him out today, because he simply couldn’t say no to Mom. If she wanted something, then he did it.


“Sure,” he grunted, not a particularly happy-camper at the moment. So much for an entire day of playing Call of Duty online with his friends.


“Thanks so much,” she thanked him again.


“I’m happy to help.”


She didn’t believe him for a second. What eighteen-year-old guy wanted to clean? Hell, what guy of any age liked cleaning? Her ex-husband definitely never chipped in when it came to picking up around the house, but Owen never told her no when she asked for a favor. It was the number one difference between him and his father.


But as thankful as she was for his acceptance to do her job around the house while she was gone today, she also needed him for another daunting matter. She did a little thinking last night while trying to fall asleep. He may have been her son, but he was also the most important—and pretty much only—man in her life, and his opinion meant more than anyone’s.


“Can we talk for a minute?”


“He poured himself a bowl of cereal while he watched Mom take a seat at their oak kitchen table. “Sure, what’s up?”


“Listen, you’re eighteen now,” she reminded him.


His body immediately filled with terror. Uh-oh. Was this the precursor to a talk regarding their living arrangement? What if Mom wanted him to move out? What if she was ready to rejoin the dating scene, and didn’t want the burden of living with her son while she looked for a new man? Or what if she just didn’t want him around anymore?


He nodded nervously as he joined her at the table.


“So, you’re old enough to have an adult discussion with me,” she said.


This was it. Everything would officially change on the first real day of summer vacation. Mom may have loved him, but he’d clearly overstayed his welcome, and she was ready to express her honest opinion loud and clear.


“Right?” she asked, encouraging her stoic son to acknowledge her statement.


He nodded.


“You’re also not a little boy anymore,” she continued with her thoughts. “You’re a man now.”


“I’ll start looking for my own place.”


Her groggy eyes squinted in confusion. His bizarre declaration certainly helped to wake her up completely. “What did you just say?”


“I’ll start looking for my own place,” he repeated himself. “Craig and Jesse just moved into an apartment together, and I know that they have an extra room. I’ll talk to them about renting it.”


She hastily shook her head, horrified by the idea of him moving out. “Where is this coming from?”


“That’s what you want to talk about, right?” he questioned. “How I’m not a little boy anymore. How I’m a man who’s old enough to have an adult discussion with you.”


“Oh my God, sweetheart, I don’t want you to move out!”


Relief flooded his body from head-to-toe. “You don’t?”


“Of course not!” she reacted passionately. “Honey, that’s my worst nightmare! Please, please, please don’t ever feel in a rush to move out. I would love to have you live with me forever.”


He wasn’t sure about living with Mom forever, but it sure felt nice to know that he was wanted. Why had he jumped to the worst-case scenario? When did Mom ever show him anything other than affection? Of course, she would always want him in her life! She loved him!


“Did I do something to make you think that I don’t want you around?” she questioned, her voice unusually shaky. “Because that couldn’t be further from the truth. I absolutely love having you live here. I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.”


“I don’t know why my mind went there, to be honest. Maybe with Dad moving out and Laura having already moved out a while ago? So, I just kind of assumed that’s what you were addressing when you reminded me that I’m eighteen.”


She needed to make one thing extremely clear. “Promise me that you won’t move out anytime soon.”


Thirty seconds ago, he’d dreaded the possibility that his mother wanted him out of the house. Now, she requested that he guaranteed to stick around for the foreseeable future. It was an awesome turn of events.


“I would love to live here until I finish college.”


“At least until you finish college,” she added her two cents. “You should give yourself some time to save money for a house after you get a real job too.”


He liked the sound of that.


“So, you can move out after your fortieth birthday, deal?” she proposed with a slightly sarcastic smirk.


She laughed along with her son, but she honestly wasn’t joking. Ideally, her baby would live with her forever. He was the only man that she ever felt such strong emotions for, so she would savor every remaining second with her angel. Oh, and she would do her absolute best to give him plenty of motivation to stay by treating him like a king.


“Are you done terrifying me with thoughts of moving out?”


He nodded with a smile.


“Okay, so let me get back on track,” she started again. “Now, I want to discuss something with you, and I’m fairly certain that it will make you extremely uncomfortable.”


He prepared himself for anything.


“I also wanted to wait until you finished high school. That way none of your friends would tease you or anything.”


Her strange choice of words definitely captured his attention. She didn’t want his friends to tease him? What in the world was she talking about?


Tiffany took a deep breath and went for it. She’d made an effort to work on her confidence lately, after all. If she wanted something, then she went for it. Her days of holding back were over.


“I’m thinking about getting a boob job.”


His spoon fell from his hand and crashed to the wood below, the sharp sound amplified by the lack of noise in the kitchen. Owen was far too stunned to properly express himself, while Tiffany wouldn’t dare make a move until her son verbalized his thoughts. Confident or not, she couldn’t help but value the opinion of the man seated across the table.


“Bo-bo-boob job?” he inquired with a flabbergasted stammer. “You want to get a…boob job?”


She decided to let her baby into her personal life. “I’ve never liked my boobs. Even back when I was younger. I always thought that bigger boobs would fit my body better, and I started to wonder why I never did anything about it. Why not make myself happy, you know?”


He couldn’t argue the fact that big boobs would be the perfect addition to his mother’s curvy frame. At five-foot-three, her big ass and juicy hips demanded the attention of every man she came into contact with on a daily basis, and he couldn’t even begin to imagine how unbelievable she would look with a big set of tits to match. Maybe she was onto something with her wild announcement?


“Well, you should be happy,” he voiced his honest thoughts.


She smiled from ear-to-ear. He was so much different from his mediocre father. “You wouldn’t have a problem with me doing something like that?”


“Mom, it’s your body, so it’s your decision. No one’s opinion should matter other than yours.”


She fought the urge to get up and give him a big hug. It was the exact support that she’d always craved in her life! Her ex-husband constantly let her down, but her angelic son always made her feel like she could take on the world.


“I’ve actually done a little research about the doctors around us.”


“You’re that serious about this?” he asked, collecting his spoon and helping himself to a bite of his cereal.


She headed over to the counter to pour herself a cup of coffee before soon returning to her seat. “I am. I’ve really been thinking about it for a few weeks. You know, about what size and stuff like that.”


His eyebrows perked up.


“What’s that look for?” she asked.


“Um…what size were you thinking?”


She blushed, unable to hide her smile as she looked down at the kitchen table. She couldn’t believe what she was about to discuss with her favorite child—as inappropriate as that was to admit. She loved Laura, but she absolutely adored Owen.


She looked up and locked eyes with him. “You honestly want to know?”


“Yeah, I do,” he nodded, his nervous energy fading away. He loved that Mom felt comfortable enough with him to talk about such personal matters.


“I want big boobs.”


His cock twitched under the table. “You do?”


“Mm-hmm,” she confirmed before taking a sip of coffee. “I always have. I think they would really complement my body if they were larger than average.”


How could life keep getting better? Not only did he have Mom to himself, but now she wanted a boob job. And not just a minor upgrade, but big boobs! It was his ultimate turn on!


Was he sexually attracted to his mother? Absolutely. Something would be wrong with him if he wasn’t. She was beautiful, sweet, and simultaneously bubbly, and he loved her beyond words. If she possessed a flaw—and he would argue intensely against such an absurd notion—then her underwhelming bust would qualify as the one less-than-stellar part of her. Mom was right. Big boobs would serve as the perfect addition to her thick body.


And he planned to tell her exactly that. After double-checking, of course. She was still his mother at the end of the day.


“You want my opinion, right? I assume that’s why you brought this up to me.”


“Yes, I want your opinion,” she verified, her gaze swarming with anxiety. She couldn’t help but worry that he would view her negatively after what they discussed. They were talking about a boob job, for God’s sake!


“Listen, Mom, you’re gorgeous. You really are. I think you’re beautiful just the way you are.”


Her stomach dropped. As flattering as she found his compliment, his lack of support disappointed her. Or maybe she had unrealistic expectations? She’d seriously thought that her son would encourage her to get plastic surgery? Really?


“Now, with that being said, I think that you would look absolutely unreal if you went through with this,” he finished.


Her eyes lit up with excitement.


“Truthfully, my biggest concern is all the attention you’ll get,” he said. “Men will be drooling over you more than they already are now, and I really don’t like that.”


Had she ever felt better about herself? Owen had just told her that she was beautiful, commented about how many men loved her body, and also managed to reaffirm how protective he felt of her. If a better son existed somewhere in the world, then she wanted to be introduced to him, because her perfect angel really was the greatest.


“Sweetheart, I’m not interested in dating anytime soon,” she calmed his worries. “I need a long break from men after dealing with your father for twenty-two years. Trust me, I’m not doing this for attention.”


That was music to his ears. “I say to go for it then if it makes you happy.”


“I love you so much,” she reminded him, basking in his onslaught of praise over the past few minutes. “Never forget that.”


“I’ll try not to,” he laughed.


She watched him eat his cereal like only a truly smitten mother could. She knew that she would never love anyone else even a fraction as much as she loved him, and she honestly didn’t want him to leave her either. She would gladly sit at the kitchen table with him every morning for the next twenty years.


“I’m going to make you super uncomfortable one more time, okay?”


He looked up from his breakfast, unsure if Mom could pull off such a feat after their conversation so far. He’d just suggested that she get a boob job. How much wilder could their morning get?


“Now, you’re a very fit guy,” she pointed out, observing his athletic frame and many muscles. “You’re also very active and energetic, so I’m sure that you have a high sex drive.”


Owen gulped.


“I’m saying this because I’m sure that you watch porn.”


Mom was right about making him uncomfortable. Somehow, she’d taken things to an entirely different level.


“Well…um…I mean—”


“Sweetheart, it’s fine,” she cut him off, encouraging him to move past how awkward he behaved when they discussed sex. “You’re a healthy young man, so I’m sure that you watch it all the time. Hell, your father watched a ton of porn and he isn’t in half as good of shape as you are!”


Dad watched porn? The shocking revelations truly never stopped.


“I’m saying this because I know how incredible some of those girls’ boobs are,” she said, reflecting on the many times she’d looked through her ex-husband’s browser history.


He definitely couldn’t call Mom a liar.


“So, do you know of any girls with my type of body that had boob jobs? It would really help if I could see some examples. It would help me to put things in perspective.”


While a few girls immediately came to mind, only one stood above the rest. She also just so happened to be his favorite porn star of all-time. Now, he possessed the ability to influence his mother’s decision. It may have seemed outlandish only fifteen minutes ago, but he could turn Mom into his ultimate dream woman.


He retrieved his phone from his athletic shorts and did the unimaginable. A quick search resulted in thousands of images of his go-to porn star, but sliding his phone across the table was what he still struggled to comprehend. He never would’ve imagined showing his mother porn.


Mom’s eyebrows perked up when she observed the numerous images on the screen. “Whoa.”


He crossed his fingers that he didn’t step over the line. The last thing he desired was to ruin their relationship.




“Sweetheart, this girl’s boobs are incredible!”


And what that, he smiled.


He watched with glee as Mom scrolled through the numerous images of one of the sexiest women in the world. His bias prevented him from placing anyone above his thick mother, but it was hard to deny the desirability of the girl on his phone. Apparently, Mom agreed as well.


“Ava Addams,” she noted the knockout’s name while continuing to scroll through the many topless pictures. This girl looked like a mom herself! “This is exactly what I want. I—”


Everything grew silent.


Mom looked more confused than anything as she stared down at his smartphone. What just happened? His mother acted so overjoyed only moments ago, but now he labored to read her reaction from his seat at the table.


“Are…um…you okay?” he checked cautiously.


“What’s this?”


An unfamiliar sense of horror consumed him as his mind began to reel. What did he really expect? He’d handed his mother his phone after searching for one of the most popular girls in porn, so she would obviously be greeted by a plethora of vulgar images the further she scrolled through the results. Obviously he made a mistake!


He took a deep breath and asked a very important question. “What’s what?”


She picked up his phone and held it out to show him. “This.”


His cock twitched while his heart stopped. It was a GIF he’d seen plenty of times before—and jerked-off to as well—but he’d never watched it with his mother in the room, let alone while she held his phone. It was a situation he’d never expected to find himself in either.


A big cock slid between the oiled tits of the busty brunette. How many times had he masturbated to the idea of fucking Ava Addams’ incredible tits? How many loads had he blown to her scenes over the years? If he could create a girl in a lab, then she would come out with brown hair, brown eyes, huge tits, and a fat ass, and that’s exactly what his favorite porn star possessed.


And it was what Mom wanted as well.


“You’ve…uh…never seen that before?”


She immediately shook her head. “Is this something that people do?”


He wasn’t sure, to be honest. His one-and-only girlfriend was a rather petite girl, but then again, everyone was petite if Ava Addams was the standard. He’d definitely never been with a woman who had big tits.


“I mean, it-it…um…can be.” Despite Mom’s wishes, he wasn’t sure if he would ever feel comfortable discussing sex with her.


She turned the phone back to her and read the GIF’s description. “‘Hung stud titfucks a busty brunette.’ Titfuck? Is that what this is called?”


He nodded hesitantly, unsure if he was actually dreaming.


“Hmm…looks fun,” she commented under her breath.


He could cum right now if he squeezed his dick. Mom just said that titfucking looked fun! Not only did his sexy mother want a big set of tits, but it sounded like she desired a hard cock between them too, and he liked the idea of being the guy who made her wish come true.


Crap, he couldn’t think of her that way. Mom would always be Mom, and nothing more. So what if she shared a striking resemblance to the hottest porn star ever? It didn’t make it right to fantasize about her.


“There’s one more thing that I want to discuss,” she told him after sliding his phone back across the table to him. “I’ve done some research about the recovery time for this type of surgery, and it really seems to vary for every woman. Some girls feel fine after a week, while others can take up to six weeks to completely heal.”


He hated the idea of Mom suffering for six weeks. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, after all?


“I won’t be able to do this without your help.”


He may have been skeptical of plenty so far this morning, but he would never question his loyalty to the woman across the table. He would do absolutely anything for his incredible mother.


“Of course, I’ll be here for you,” he gave his word.


“I know that it’s your summer vacation, and you’ll be working, and—”


“Mom, please,” he cut her off, insulted by the notion that he wouldn’t drop everything to help her. “I’ll do whatever you need.”


She smiled as she reflected on the numerous pictures she’d just viewed. She wanted a change, didn’t she? She wanted to leave her past behind her and start fresh, and she couldn’t think of a better way to do exactly that than to treat herself to a makeover.





Chapter 3 — Bright and Early








Two Weeks Later. Monday. July 6th.





Owen rolled out of bed at seven o’clock sharp. He hustled out of his room and headed down the hallway, eager to begin his normal routine. Today was day number seven of Mom’s recovery from her breast enhancement surgery, and he still couldn’t believe that she actually went through with it.


He’d learned all the facts when she sat him down to discuss the details eight days ago—on the eve of her surgery. She’d decided on silicone implants that went over the muscle, and the end results upgraded her from a C-cup to a DDD. That’s right. His mother now had DDD tits!


The difference was unbelievably noticeable despite only seeing her in baggy t-shirts. Unfortunately, Mom was in pretty rough shape for the first seventy-two hours following her operation, but she definitely started to seem better over the past few days. He could feel it too. Her cheery personality gradually returned more and more with each passing morning, and he couldn’t wait to see how she felt today.


He’d managed to take all of last week off in order to help Mom however she needed. He walked her to the bathroom, cooked her meals, and took care of the house, but he still felt like a piece of shit despite waiting on her every need. He couldn’t help it, though! What was he supposed to do? Not admire her boobs? They were huge now!


It wasn’t like he got a good look at them either. What would he do the first time that he saw her in something tight or sexy? Would his head explode? He didn’t know for sure, but he was certain that he lived with the hottest woman on the planet now.


He didn’t hear a response after knocking on her door. He knocked again, only to be met by more silence. While he didn’t wait to wake her, he also needed to check on her before heading off to work for the first time in a week.


He cracked open her bedroom door to find a truly odd sight.


Mom wasn’t in bed.


“Hey, sweetheart.”


He turned to see his mother walking along the upstairs hallway with a glass of water in hand. She passed by him and settled into her bed with a smile, dressed in black sweatpants and a matching baggy black t-shirt. Loose clothes or not, her bust was unbelievable.


“Hey,” he greeted her back. “What are you doing walking downstairs by yourself?”


“I feel great,” she said, reaching for the remote to turn on her television.


He didn’t expect such spectacular news this morning. Not only did Mom claim that she felt better—but she looked especially spry—and a huge burden fell from his back as a result. He loved seeing her act more like herself.


“I can’t thank you enough for all that you’ve done over the past week.”


“It’s not a big deal,” he brushed off her praise. She was his mother. It was his responsibility to look after her.


“No, it’s a very big deal,” she corrected him. “I also want to apologize if I acted like a bitch during the first few days.”


He knew exactly what she referred to. Mom got unusually snippy with him when he made her macaroni and cheese for dinner—after he forgot that she’d asked for soup earlier in the day—causing her dinner to be late after he had to go back downstairs and make her tomato soup. He didn’t hold a grudge, though. Mom had surgery twenty-four hours prior! And she was taking pills to manage her pain! Obviously she would be grumpy!


He put her worries to rest. “You never acted like a bitch.”


“About the macaroni and cheese—”


“Mom, seriously, it’s fine,” he laughed, interrupting her attempt to explain herself. “You just had major surgery at the time. It’s completely understandable.”


“No, it’s not. I’m extremely sorry for getting snippy with you,” she apologized.


It definitely appeared that Mom was back to normal. Kind and caring? That was his mother, alright. It was nice to have her back.


“You can go to work too.”


He needed to make sure that she wouldn’t have any problems being left alone. “Are you positive?”


“Completely positive,” she confirmed. “Sweetheart, I feel back to normal. I started to feel a lot better over the weekend, but I woke up feeling incredible today. I really do!”


“You’re sure? I can stay home if you need me to.”


She was ready to allow her son to live his life once again. “I’m totally sure. Actually, I’m thinking about doing a little shopping today. I need some new tops, after all.


“Online, right?”


“I’m fine to drive,” she pointed out.


“Mom, you—”


She shook her head in disagreement. “My doctor said that I’m fine to drive as long as I feel good and I’m not on painkillers, and I haven’t taken any pills since Wednesday.”


Could anyone fault him for being overprotective? He would be devastated if anything happened to her, but he also couldn’t keep her cooped up forever. Plus, selfishly, he looked forward to her new wardrobe. It also made sense why she wore loose fitting dark t-shirts throughout her recovery—for reasons other than comfort, that is. She most likely didn’t have any bras that fit!


“What do you want for dinner tonight?”


“Excuse me?” he asked.


“What do you want for dinner tonight?” she repeated. “It’s my treat for everything you’ve done for me. You can pick anything in the world and I’ll make it for you.”


What did he want for dinner? How about whipped cream that he could lick off her body an inch at a time? But he had plenty of realistic options too. Not to mention that Mom was a fantastic cook.


“Steak?”


“I’m going to make you a big steak dinner then,” she promised. “What time should I have everything ready?”


“How about six o’clock?”


“Six o’clock it is.”


He smiled before checking that she was all set one last time. She gave him his word, he made his way downstairs to grab a bowl of cereal, and he prepared himself for the longest day of his life. Eleven hours from now, he would finally get to thoroughly appreciate Mom’s new body. Six hundred and sixty minutes were all that separated him from the sight of her DDD boobs in something other than a baggy t-shirt. He didn’t know how today would play out, but he knew one thing for sure.


He’d never looked forward to dinner more in his life.





Chapter 4 — Better Than Expected








Eleven Hours Later. 5:58 PM.





He parked in the driveway and hustled into the house. What did he look forward to more? A juicy steak dinner, or spending the next hour in his busty mother’s presence? Was that a serious question?


The dining room table was set for dinner, and he plopped down in his usual seat to officially signal the end of a long day. Ten hours of cutting lawns was no easy chore. Not to mention that the thermometer approached triple digits during the afternoon. It was hot, windless, and fairly muggy during his tiring day at work, but he would walk straight through hell itself for what he had in store for him.


And then he almost fainted.


He recognized Mom’s cute jean shorts immediately. The blue denim showed off her thick legs, while safely staying on the right side of classy. In fact, it was his absolute favorite article of clothing to see her in. Did anything hug her plump ass better than those shorts? Not that he could think of.


But as familiar as he was with her jean shorts, her pink v-neck t-shirt was anything other than ordinary.


Mom showed cleavage for the very first time in his life! Her t-shirt dipped just enough to display hints of both of her creamy breasts, and he questioned how much trouble he would get in if he grabbed a pair of scissors and restyled her top to his liking. And they bounced slightly with every step! It was insane!


“Hey!”


“Hey, Mom,” he smiled back, struggling to look her in the eyes. Her new figure was just so distracting. “How was your day?”


“Great, how was yours?” she asked, placing a glass of ice water on the table for him.


He had more important issues to concern himself with than reminiscing about his day. “You felt okay, right? You didn’t have any problems or anything?”


She already made her way back to the kitchen, and decided to hold off on answering his question until she returned with his dinner. “I felt great, honey. No problems at all.”


Maybe he was wrong? Somehow, the plate that she set in front of him may have rivaled her new huge tits. A big steak, baked potato, broccoli with cheese melted on top of it, and a buttered roll completed his heavenly dinner. If this was his reward for taking care of her, then he would do whatever she wanted for the rest of his life.


She briefly disappeared before returning with a smaller cut of steak for herself. She took a seat across the table from him, smiled, and told him to enjoy his meal. He deserved it!


“Do you end up going shopping?”


“I did,” she answered. She knew that most mothers probably experienced something similar, but she could watch him eat her cooking for hours. It brought her so much joy to see him love one of her dinners. “Kate actually came along with me since she was off today. We went shopping together.”


He liked hearing that. Not only would Mom’s best friend keep her company, but she would help to shoo most men away as well. Mom would be significantly less approachable if she wasn’t alone.


Owen found himself struggling to follow along as she recapped her afternoon. The truth was that he failed to hold eye contact with her. Why couldn’t he stop staring at her boobs? Yes, they were huge; and yes, they were unbelievably perky now too. It still wasn’t right, though. She was his mother, for God’s sake! He needed to respect her!


“Honey?”


Why couldn’t he control his animalistic urges? They were just boobs! Half the population has them! But only a handful of girls had tits that resembled Mom’s new bust, and his cock began to grow as he visualized how good she must look without her shirt blocking his view.


“Honey?”


He was in big trouble, wasn’t he? As beautiful as his mother was, she could now pass for a world famous swimsuit model after her substantial physical upgrade. Businessmen would approach her regularly. Professional athletes would want to date her. Mom just became the target of every man on the planet, and he helped to increase the flow of attention directed to her. What had he done!?


“Honey!”


He finally snapped to attention at the sound of Mom yelling.


“Are you okay?” she asked. “You kind of zoned-out while I was talking to you.”


“Yeah, I’m just a little tired,” he fibbed, helping himself to another delicious piece of his steak.


“I can’t blame you. It was so hot out today!”


The two chatted about anything and everything—like they usually did—while enjoying their dinners. Sure, he caught himself staring at her chest occasionally, but he was positive that she didn’t notice. He still had to do better, though. Mom wasn’t a piece of meat for him to ogle at.


“So, when are you planning to go back to work?”


“Monday,” she answered. “I figured that it would be best to give myself two entire weeks off even if I feel great. Just to be safe.”


He smiled to himself as he imagined all of the wild looks that she would receive when she returned to her office. How jealous would her female coworkers be? And the guys? He didn’t even want to think about them. He could only pray that what she’d told him two weeks ago was true, because he didn’t want her dating anyone. Hopefully she really did need a break from men for a while.


“Remember when I made you uncomfortable a few weeks ago? When we talked about my idea to get a boob job?”


He chuckled, taking himself back to that moment at the kitchen table. “Yeah, uncomfortable is quite the understatement.”


Tiffany grinned from ear-to-ear. “Well, are you ready to feel super uncomfortable?”


He gulped. Oh boy.


She looked her son directly in his eyes. “Sweetheart, you keep staring at my boobs.”


“What!? No, I don’t!”


She could only laugh at his pretend outrage. “I’m not offended or anything. Listen, I know that I look different, and I also know how much guys love big boobs. It’s natural for you to look. I’m just saying that—”


“I’m not staring at your boobs,” he cut her off, finishing the last of his steak. “I’m actually pretty insulted that you would suggest that too.”


She rolled her eyes.


“I am!” he shouted. “You’re my mom!”


“Are you a guy?”


“What?” he asked, not understanding why she would ask him such a ridiculous question.


“Are you a guy?” she inquired once more.


“Yeah, I’m a guy.”


“Then you like big boobs,” she pointed out the obvious. “I’m just saying that it’s not polite to stare. Once again, I’m not offended by you looking, but it’s something to keep in mind with other girls.”


“I can’t stress this enough. I wasn’t looking at your boobs.”


“You’ve yet to stop staring at them since we sat down to eat,” she noted.


“Am I looking at them now?”


“No, because I caught you!” she smiled.


“No, because I was never looking at them in the first place,” he continued to lie. He couldn’t confess to drooling over his own mother’s huge tits!


“I must be seeing things then…” she muttered sarcastically under her breath. “Oh, Kate wants you to text her, by the way. She wants to hire you guys to cut her lawn. I’ll give you her number.”


Come to think of it, he wouldn’t mind watching Mom having a little fun with her blonde best friend. Kate’s petite body would serve as the ideal contrast to his mother’s endless number of curves, and he would thoroughly enjoy treating himself to every guy’s dream of watching two girls together. How crazy would it be to witness Kate play with Mom’s huge tits? Her big, round, perky, incredible tits…


He immediately moved his eyes away from Mom’s chest and up to her face, where she waited for him with a knowing smile. They both knew that he was busted.


“I…um…I—”


“How many times do I have to tell you?” she laughed, the little cleavage that she showed bouncing slightly from her guffaw. “It’s not a big deal. I just don’t like you lying to me.”


“I—”


“Imagine that you shaved your head,” she proposed, interrupting him yet again. “Don’t you think that I would stare at your head constantly if you did? I mean, you’ve had a thick head of hair your entire life, and then it would suddenly be gone. It would be a big change.”


He needed to explain himself properly. He wasn’t a little boy, and it was time to show it. “I’m not looking at you to be creepy or anything. Honestly, I’m really not! It’s just…you know…you’re right. It’s a drastic change. They’re just so…so….so…fuckin’ big!”


He wanted to die.


How could he be so goddamn stupid? How could he completely lose control of his verbal filter? Regardless of how he felt about Mom’s spectacular decision to increase her bust, he should keep it to himself unless she asked for his honest opinion. Under no circumstances should he blurt out that her tits were big! What the hell was wrong with him!?


Tiffany’s motherly instincts kicked into high gear. One, it killed her to see her son ashamed of himself. She preferred the confident, charismatic version of Owen. Two, she wasn’t necessarily honest regarding her reveal that she noticed him staring at her boobs. Truthfully, she was flattered by his decision.


Doesn’t every mom seek their son’s approval on some sort of level? Why wouldn’t a mother want to be on the receiving end of their child’s lust? It wasn’t like Owen was a kid anymore. He was eighteen! And he obviously found her attractive! It was the biggest compliment a woman could receive!




“Finish your dinner.”


He glanced down at his plate to find a half-eaten baked potato. “Now?”


“Yeah, now,” she confirmed. “I have a surprise for you.”


He scarfed down the rest of his meal, unsure of what he had in store for him. Did Mom want to wait until she had his undivided attention to set him straight? Or perhaps she planned to take him to a psychiatrist to figure out what was wrong with him? She had to be disgusted with his behavior. He’d gawked at her breasts! He was sick!


“Follow me,” she said, leaving her seat and heading for the kitchen.


He trailed behind her until he found himself in the family room. Mom pointed at the sofa, encouraging him to sit.


He plopped down on the middle cushion before looking at her. “So, what’s up?”


She took a seat next to him with a loving smile. “Let’s get it out of your system.”


“Get what out of my system?” he asked, confused.


She took control of his hand and placed it on her breast.


“Whoa!” Owen exclaimed, immediately pulling away from his mother. “What are you doing!?”


“Sweetheart, it’s fine,” she told him, attempting to grab his hand again.


He scurried away to the opposing end of the sofa, but Mom wasted little time moving next to him. It was the absolute last thing he’d ever expected. He thought that he would be scolded! Not rewarded! And he couldn’t admit that he wanted nothing more than to feel her boobs. She was his mother!


“Mom, what are you doing?” he tried once more to receive an answer.


She waited for her son’s uncharacteristically shy eyes to look at her face. “We’re going to put this awkwardness behind us, okay? Let’s just get it all out of your system tonight. I want my funny, smart, charming son back, instead of this guy who struggles to look me in the eye.”


He couldn’t believe what he’d heard. Mom seriously offered to let him touch her boobs in order to move past his lust? He didn’t know if her offer would work, but he knew that he couldn’t possibly reject her proposal, because something told him that it would be his only opportunity to experience heaven.


“You’re sure that you’re okay with this?”


“I wouldn’t have offered if I wasn’t,” she nodded.


He soaked in the sight of her incredible bust. Part of him couldn’t believe that he’d actually protested her original proposal. He lived with a girl who possessed porn star curves, and it was time to familiarize himself with them—even if for just a few moments.


“Okay, let’s do this just to get it out of my system,” he said, concealing how excited he truly felt.


In one swift moment, Mom grabbed his hand and placed it on her boob, but he didn’t withdraw this time. Instead, he did his best to relax himself and savor his limited time with her big tits. They were just so huge! His hand didn’t even come close to matching their size!


“Better?” she asked.


He thought long and hard before deciding to go for it. What did he really have to lose at the end of the day? The worst Mom could say was no.


“Honestly?”


She waited, using her chestnut eyes to encourage him to proceed.


“This definitely helped, but your…um…bra is kind of in the way,” he told her, laboring in his efforts to look into her brown eyes. “I mean, it’s just—”


He cut himself off after she jumped off the sofa and left the room. A million different thoughts rifled through his chaotic mind. What if he disgusted her? What if he humiliated himself? What if Mom would never look at him the same way again?


He sat in silence as the seconds ticked by painfully slow. The world would crash down around him at any moment. He just knew it. Not only had he touched his own mother’s breast, but he hadn’t properly appreciated her most extraordinary physical assets. In fact, he acted somewhat unimpressed.


And then he realized just how wild things could get when Mom returned into the family room.


With a pink bra in her hand.


She tossed her brassiere to the far end of the sofa and retook her seat next to him. “Hey, if we’re going to do this, then we may as well do it right, don’t you think?”


He didn’t know what to say. DDD tits awaited his anxious hands, and only a thin cotton t-shirt stood in his way now. Her bra was gone!


She took control of his hand, smiled, and placed it on her boob.


He instinctively squeezed ever so slightly. The natural feel jumped out at him immediately, resembling the many times he’d played with his ex-girlfriend’s perky breasts. The main difference was that his petite ex wasn’t built anything close to his knockout mother. This seriously happened! He held one of Mom’s huge tits in his right hand!


“They feel so soft,” he noted, helping himself to a big handful before squeezing more firmly than before. A slight whimper from Mom caused him to find her eyes to gauge her reaction, and he absolutely wasn’t disappointed by what he saw.


Her pouty lips formed a smile.


Mom clearly enjoyed being treated to a little male attention. That much was obvious. It’d been years since she last seemed happy around Dad, she wasn’t the type of girl to have an affair, and she definitely didn’t have a boyfriend. That left him as her only source of true masculinity. Only he had the privilege of playing with a set of tits typically reserved for the most popular porn stars in the world, and he decided to take a risk after sensing her delight.


Mom sat just to his left while his right hand remained clamped on her right breast. His left hand gradually slid behind her back until it wrapped around her body and took hold of her left boob. He walked a slippery slope. She could panic, snap back to reality, or accuse him of taking advantage of her at any moment, and she wouldn’t necessarily be wrong either. Somehow, what started as simply touching her boob with her bra on, had evolved to the point where he held both of her tits in his hands with only a cotton t-shirt preventing him from feeling her skin.


He heard her whimper again as he wiggled even closer to her, allowing himself complete access to her chest. His basketball shorts rubbed against the outside of her bare thigh.


“God, these are so incredible,” he remarked, bouncing her busty globes carefully in his hands before sinking his fingers into them. “They feel so real too.”


“Tha-tha-that’s what my doctor said they wou-would feel like,” she stammered.


He’d never felt more powerful. His angelic mother—who never behaved in a sexual manner around him—resembled a nervous eighteen-year-old girl from her spot next to him on the couch. What happened to his own shyness? How did he suddenly feel so assured of himself? It was almost as if merely feeling her spectacular tits filled him with confidence, and he relished all of the positive effects of their time together.


“This doesn’t hurt, right? They aren’t tender or anything?”


She swiftly shook her head. “It doesn’t hurt. It actually feels kind of…nice.”


He bounced them again before squeezing them roughly. Her erect nipples pressed against his palms, evading his eyes courtesy of the curtain that was her pink v-neck. His stiff cock faded from his mind. His growing excitement took a back seat to more pressing matters. Two big boobs became the center of his universe, and he could spend hours in this exact position if his mother allowed it.


Mom was such a short girl. At only five-foot-three, he easily towered above her regardless of their position—like when they sat together on the sofa—and even her big ass and many curves couldn’t prevent him from throwing her around the bedroom if he desired. Why couldn’t he be the dominant man in her life? Why couldn’t he be the guy who she called daddy in bed? Hundreds of men would shoot their shot over the next several weeks for the opportunity to play with the very boobs that he refused to drop from his hold, and he didn’t see why he needed to stop at simple foreplay.


Actually, his desperation to claim her had never been stronger.


She was his girl. Yes, she was his mother, but no one would ever value her as much as him. Men would want to use her body. College kids would dream of spending a night playing with her perfect tits. Guys from coast-to-coast would see her as just a piece of ass, but he loved her for who she was. Honestly, he may have been a little infatuated with her.


And Mom certainly didn’t seem to be bothered by his passion this evening.


He continued to bounce and jiggle her melons like a kid in a candy shop, only taking occasional breaks to clench her ample breasts. He wasn’t sure what he enjoyed more. Playing with her tits, or the way that she happily allowed him to control her body. Who was he kidding? It was definitely the former!


“Your hands are so strong.”


If his cock could possibly grow another inch, then it did exactly that after her latest comment. He knew it! Mom loved how he fondled her body!


“Can I be honest with you for a second?” he asked.


She gazed up at him, her big brown eyes swarming with admiration. “Sure, sweetheart.”


His eyes returned to her chest. “You have the greatest tits ever.”


Mom burst into laughter, causing her big boobs to bounce along with her guffaw as she pulled away from him. It was the single most conflicting moment of his life. While bringing her joy always qualified as unbelievably fulfilling, watching her slide out of his reach devastated him at an unprecedented level. He just wanted to hold her forever!


“Close your eyes.”


That was the last thing he wanted to do. “Why?”


“Because I told you to,” she said. “Just close ‘em.”


Regretfully, he closed his eyes, causing a world of darkness to replace his dream girl. He would stare at her for hours if he could. He didn’t even need to touch her. Honestly! Just sitting next to her on the sofa was enough to make him the happiest guy alive.


And then something hit his head.


He immediately noted the softness, but he refused to part his closed eyelids to discover what it was. The potential downfall from breaking the rules was too severe to jeopardize. He needed to keep Mom happy in order to spend more time with her, and eighteen years of experience reinforced how much she valued being listened to. She didn’t like to be ignored.


Suddenly, a familiar aroma flowed into his nose, and only one girl in his life reminded him of vanilla.


The cloth draped over his head possessed the scent of Mom’s vanilla perfume, and he promptly put two and two together. Somehow, his cock grew harder and bigger. His heart stopped beating, his excitement peaked, and his testosterone surged. Everything came together like never before as he deeply inhaled his mother’s pink v-neck shirt that covered his face.


“We’re going to make sure that you get it all out of your system,” Mom giggled.


Maybe he didn’t want to open his eyes? Perhaps it would be best to never reach the pinnacle of his life? Besides, he could only go down from here. If Mom actually sat on the sofa topless—and all signs pointed to her doing exactly that—then he seriously considered declining her invitation for fear of climaxing too early. He was only eighteen! He still had so much life to live!


Who was he kidding? He tossed her shirt to the floor and immediately opened his eyes.


Sitting on the sofa in only a pair of little jean shorts, facing forward to provide him with a perfect profile-view of her shirtless body, was the sexiest woman he’d ever seen.


Her tits defied physics, but not in a bad way. Nothing appeared fake about her incredible implants. He could see the softness that he’d previously felt. They were so round and full, but possessed a slight hint of natural-looking sag due to their vast size. And they lacked tan lines too! They perfectly matched her creamy skin!


Rigid nipples blossomed from her small areolas, further emphasizing the size of the absolute best pair of tits he’d ever seen—either in porn or real life. Women from every corner of the planet dreamed of possessing Mom’s chest. Men on every continent drifted asleep to fantasies of their girlfriends and wives transforming into busty goddesses. Seven billion people harbored an immense jealousy of his spectacular mother, and he couldn’t deny that he felt helpless to her magical allure.


He decided to take a big step in their relationship. Mom had always been his main priority—coming before his friends, family, and even girlfriends—and he gave precedence to her feelings as a result. His life revolved around keeping her happy. He always considered her before he made a decision. Mom was his world, and he treated her as such.


Except now.


He moved directly next to her, leaving no room between them on the sofa. Did Mom want him so close? He assumed so, but he didn’t bother to check. Why would he? He was ready to be the man in her life, and real men never second-guessed themselves. Instead, they took action.


If he was a kid in a candy shop before, then he was an eighteen-year-old stud at the Playboy Mansion now. With both hands—his left on top and his right on the bottom—he squeezed her exposed right tit with glee. Solidity evaded his fingers. The feel of silicone implants eluded his touch. He would bet every dollar to his name that her boobs were real—if he didn’t already know about her surgery—because they couldn’t possibly feel more natural. He didn’t even see any scars! They were pristine!


His left hand slipped away, allowing his right hand to bounce her boob from the underside of her round jug. The heaviness turned his dick to diamonds. They were so fuckin’ big! His smart, savvy, sophisticated mother resembled a porn star physically, and he was partially responsible for it. He was the one who’d suggested her boob size, after all! It showed how much she valued his opinion!


“How can they be so perfect?” he asked no one in particular as his left hand joined the party once again. He needed two hands to play with just one of her huge tits!


“You certainly seem to like ‘em,” Mom noted with a chuckle.


“You do understand that you’re pretty much the hottest woman to ever live now, right?”


Her laughter caused her boobs to bounce like before, except his view wasn’t blocked by her pesky shirt this time. He could enjoy how they jiggled! And her cheeks were flushed when he took a quick peek up at her beautiful face!


“I’m definitely not the hottest woman to ever live,” she argued.


He didn’t agree with that whatsoever. “Smother me with ‘em.”


“Excuse me?”


He leaned forward and lowered his face to chest level. “Smother me with ‘em,” he repeated.


She rolled her eyes, getting a kick out of his juvenile request. Actually, she wasn’t sure if grown men would behave any differently than her son, because she’d encountered her fair share of flustered guys while shopping earlier. Maybe big boobs really did give her power over the male species?


She turned to face him and granted her son his ultimate fantasy. Was it inappropriate? She couldn’t argue that. Was it justified? She certainly thought so. Not only did she desire to live with a guy who didn’t drool every time he saw her body, but she wanted to thank him for nursing her back to health after her surgery. He deserved a reward for being so unbelievably helpful.


Owen could die at this very moment. In fact, maybe that’s how he wanted to end his life? Would it really be so bad to be suffocated by the best pair of tits on the planet, because that’s exactly what Mom did at the moment. It was surreal.


They were so soft and bouncy, yet big enough to catch him off guard when Mom accidentally smacked him with one of her tits. Her cute giggles fueled his lust. Her playfulness severely escalated the challenge to keep his hand off his cock. He loved being the receiver of her goofy side, but he craved to watch her submit. Merely playing with her amazing boobs wasn’t enough anymore.


He pulled back and observed the perfect ten facing him. While he could squeeze, bounce, and bury his face in her incredible chest, the animal in him yearned for something significantly more basic. It was instinctual, if you will. His mind drifted to the one task that came natural to every person on the planet, and he planned to reintroduce himself to the one place he hadn’t visited in quite some time.


He moved his mouth to her breast and took her nipple between his lips.


“Honey!” Mom reacted, stunned yet accepting. She never made any effort to stop him. “Oh my!”


He cupped her bountiful breast in his hands while he suckled from her nipple like a calf. Right or wrong, he knew better than to doubt his aggressive decision. What better way was there to move past his irrefutable lust than to act on his truest urges? Mom had opened herself to him—however temporary it would be—so he decided to treat himself fully.


All ten of his fingers sank into her soft bust as he pulled back with such force that his mouth made an audible “pop” after he released her nipple from his grasp, but he didn’t stop to bask in the glory of his accomplishment. A real man wouldn’t smile like a smitten child. He wouldn’t be overwhelmed by the moment either. No, Mom had two nipples to attend to, and he refused to play favorites.


Back and forth he went, showering both of her big tits with equal amounts of praise as her nipples spent their fair share of time inside his mouth. He would use her boobs as his pillow each and every night if he could. Mom deserved a man who appreciated her for the incredible woman that she was, and he’d earned fifteen minutes to play with her endless number of curves after a lifetime of treating her like a queen.


With a hand on each of her tits, he jiggled them around, admiring how naturally they moved in front of his hungry eyes. They collided together but not a ripple was seen, reflecting how real they not only felt, but looked. He really did live with a girl who would take the world of porn by storm, didn’t he? Especially the MILF genre.


Mom was long overdue to receive a compliment. After all, it’d been a whopping ninety seconds since he last told her how sexy she was, and he didn’t want her to think that he only loved her boobs. She possessed so many other amazing traits! What about her thick legs? Or her fat ass? Or even her sexy hips? And God only knows how much he adored her gorgeous face. Every part of her was more spectacular than the last, and he opened himself to the possibility of spending some quality time with the rest of her.


He looked up at her face for what felt like the first time in ages, but he didn’t find horror or even surprise. Instead, Mom appeared as inviting as ever. Her soft smile and innocent eyes augmented her immense love. Their previously strong relationship intensified from his decision to look at her as his girlfriend tonight—rather than his mother—and the rewards from acting like a man were endless. Somehow, in a moment of complete insanity, he knew that she answered to him and only him.


“Enjoying yourself?” she asked sarcastically with a cute giggle. She took a peek down at his erection trapped under his basketball shorts before looking him in the eyes again with a smile.


He knew what he wanted. Years of lust culminated in him finally speaking his mind, and he prayed that Mom wouldn’t come to her senses before he managed to pull off his intended feat. He much preferred this version of her that allowed him to treat her body like his own personal amusement park.


“Flat on your back.”


She didn’t hesitate, speak up, or protest for a single second. An overjoyed Owen watched with delight as his mother laid flat on her back along the sofa—per his instructions. A sexy pair of little jean shorts were all that covered the angel on the couch, and he moved past her unbelievable tits for a brief moment in order to worship her like she so rightfully deserved.


An onslaught of youthful kisses covered her toned legs as he worked himself toward his target. How long had his mother gone without someone who appreciated her? How many years had it been since she last experienced kisses on the insides of her thighs? Tonight didn’t have to be all about him. Selfishly, he’d put his own personal desires first, but now he was determined to properly reward his favorite person in the world.




“Weren’t you just supposed to feel my boobs for a moment?” she laughed to herself as his mouth moved past her jean shorts and settled on her tummy. The many kisses that followed didn’t help her to think any clearer.


And just like that, he found himself staring at a pair of perky DDD tits.


He would return to her cute stomach later. And her toned legs? Oh, he would spend plenty of time with them in the future if he had the chance. He would dedicate an hour to thoroughly showering her body in physical affection after dinner every evening, but he simply couldn’t stop thinking about the big boobs that each rivaled the size of his head. They were so much fun to play with!


He rested on his stomach—between her legs—while his chest pressed against her tummy. His positioning provided him the perfect angle to come face-to-face with his new obsession. His friends could chase college girls with athletic bodies, because he only wanted the curvy goddess trapped under his frame.


Both of his hands seized her left boob before his eyes locked on her erect nipple, glistening from its time spent between his lips. His mouth possessed a certain power. He owned the ability to make her moan and squirm from something as simple as suckling from her breast. He knew that he could control her emotions, and the idea of further pleasing his mother filled him with excitement. He didn’t want to stop until she was his.


He flicked her nipple with his tongue repeatedly as her passionate gasps filled his ears. He didn’t need to see her face—which evaded his view while she stared up at the ceiling—because he could hear her desire. Tonight wasn’t just about him anymore. Mom couldn’t hide her lust, and neither could he.


“Have I mentioned how insane your tits are?”


She laughed as she tilted her head forward to allow herself to look at him. “Maybe once or twice…”


Her big boob served as his very own toy. His hands sank deeper into her delicate bust, massaging her bosom while they stared into each other’s eyes. Who would be the first to speak their mind? Who would officially cross the line? Each of them waited to see if the other would take matters into their own hands, and it was youthful energy that beat out experience this time.


Owen held eye contact while he licked her stiff nipple once more. He had extremely important information to relay to his mother. “Lick it.”


“You want me to…lick my nipple?” she asked, surprised.


He nodded confidently.


She leaned forward slightly while her son pushed her boob closer to her face. It wasn’t like he really had to either. Sure, it was polite of him to make sure that she didn’t strain her neck, but she was the proud owner of DDD boobs now. They were always in reach.


She wasn’t entirely sure what came over her, but she simply couldn’t tell her baby no. If he demanded something from her, then she gave it to him. It was how she’d spent the past eighteen years, after all.


She extended her tongue and licked her own nipple.


The sense of power was extraordinary. He knew it! Mom gladly granted his request, and his mind reeled with potential ideas to see how far he could push things. What else did he want to do tonight?


And then it hit him.


He moved forward and licked her breast once more. Their tongues tangled over her stiff nipple, dancing in ways that no mother and son ever had before. It was the ultimate feeling of dominance. He witnessed his mother follow his request obediently, accept his advances, and never shy away from matching his perverted ways. He was a king on his throne.


Mom pulled back to watch him continue to enjoy himself. Her cute smirk was impossible to miss. “What do I feel on my thigh?”


“Can you blame me?” he asked, acknowledging his rock-hard erection that she referred to.


Her giggle caused him to get a little wild. He found a wad of spit deep in his throat and sent it flying toward Mom’s firm nipple. His spit splattered on her tit, coating her already glistening nipple in another layer of moist saliva as he observed his masterpiece. Mom truly was a work of art.


But he wanted more.


“Spit on it,” he demanded, positioning his outstretched tongue on her breast.


She faced quite the conundrum while she debated her options. While she absolutely cherished how much her son loved her body, she also didn’t want him to view her as some kind of slut. Could she get dirty while still retaining her dignity? Owen wasn’t her husband! He was her son! He shouldn’t be the guy who she turned to in order to fulfill her sexual urges!


And how had things even gotten to this point? He was supposed to feel her up briefly to move past his boyish lust, but he instead spent the previous ten minutes slobbering all over her boobs. And she liked it too! Her pussy was so wet!


Was it because her son didn’t remind her anything of his father? Or of any guy that she’d fooled around with before Brad as well? Her new boobs helped her to feel younger and more confident about her body, but the advances of an eighteen-year-old hunk put her on cloud nine. It was so much fun!


So, she decided to get dirty.


She spit on her own nipple.


“What was that?” he laughed, observing the faint trail of drool that Mom added to her breast. “I told you to spit on it.”


She was ready to get really dirty. She gathered as much saliva as she possibly could in her throat, moved it to her lips, and launched it at her nipple, but she underestimated her own strength. Unfortunately, only half of her spittle made it to her boob, because the rest landed on her son’s extended tongue.


And if she was surprised by everything that had unfolded already tonight, then she was absolutely flabbergasted when she watched him swallow her spit without missing a beat.


He refamiliarized himself with her stiff nipple, except his tongue glided extra easily over the ridged surface thanks to a mixture of their saliva. Mom’s willingness to display her naughty side turned him on like nothing ever had. He’d always assumed that she would be wild for the right guy, and it was nice to know that he was the man for the job.


His mouth left her nipple and moved to the center of her chest where he pushed her tits together with his hands. His tongue slithered northward, savoring the feel of both of her breasts as he left a trail of saliva in his wake. Her brown eyes sparkled when he glanced at her lively face, but his following words would put their newfound relationship to the test. It was time to see if Mom had fully embraced him or not.


Everything could absolutely blow up in his face, however. He jeopardized more than just the greatest night of his life. Mom’s view of him could potentially change forever, but it felt like a risk worth taking at this very moment, so he decided to lay it all on the line.


He placed a loving kiss on her soft breast before gazing into her gentle eyes. “I want to stick my dick between ‘em.”


He watched her attempt to process his request in her undoubtedly flustered mind. Everything had been relatively civilized so far—spitting on her nipple excluded—so he understood her hesitation. Their mother/son relationship would immediately find itself in uncharted territory. Playing with her boobs was one thing, but he’d just asked permission to show her his dick, and she needed to think long and hard before granting him such a request.


The seconds ticked by while he awaited her answer anxiously. What if the perfect tits in his hands represented the extent of their rapport? What if he never got to show Mom his love in unique ways? He didn’t want to just touch and kiss her. He wanted to absorb her. He wanted to bond together. Truthfully, he wanted to prove that he could be the only man in her life.


He was about to be crushed, wasn’t he? What if Mom rejected his advances? What if she scolded him for taking things too far? He’d just spent the past fifteen minutes playing with her huge tits, for God’s sake! And he kissed all over her body before sucking her nipples like a horny teenager! That wasn’t how a real man behaved!


Or was it?


Whether it was right or wrong, he was proud of himself for not holding back. He never wanted to be a guy who looked back on his life with regret. He loved the girl pinned beneath him, he desired her as more than just his mother, and he made that much clear tonight. All he could do was cross his fingers and wait.


“Okay.”


He bolted off of her after that one simple word escaped from between her pouty lips. Sprawled flat on her back along the sofa, in only a tight pair of jean shorts, was a girl who could pass for a swimsuit model, but her dazzling looks weren’t responsible for his surging testosterone. No, he was fueled solely by her acceptance.


“Don’t move a muscle. I’ll be right back,” he said, scurrying out of the room and dashing for the stairs.


Tiffany smiled to herself as she reflected on the single wildest evening of her life. Was she horny? For sure. Had she felt lonely at times since her divorce? Certainly when it came to intimacy. While she’d honestly enjoyed her break from men after saying farewell to Brad for the last time, there was only so much that her vibrator could do to keep her happy. The inimitable touch of a man was the one thing that she severely lacked in the bedroom.


So, she turned to the one guy who meant more to her than anyone else on the planet. It was the reason that she allowed him to kiss her thighs, squeeze her breasts, and treat her nipples like his only source of oxygen. It was also why she refused to reject any of his outlandish advances after they made their way into the family room. She knew how crazy all of this was. She also knew that granting him unlimited access to her body—even under the presumption of it only being a one-time thing—wouldn’t help to solve their dilemma. If she actually didn’t want her son to stare at her new boobs, then she wouldn’t allow him to have the time of his life playing with them. Obviously!


Truthfully, she’d opened herself up to the idea of having a little fun with Owen. She saw the way that guys stared at her while she shopped earlier. A plethora of men would pursue her thanks to her new assets, but she didn’t want to be used by some unknown stranger. Why would she take such a risk when she lived under the same roof as the love of her life?


Plus, the big tent that she saw in his shorts after he jumped off her moments ago was so adorable! He really did love her! And her body drove him crazy! It made her feel so good about herself!


She would let herself go for one night. There would be plenty of time to worry about the future after they were done, so she would live in the moment until their insane post-dinner activities came to an end. Besides, did she really want to use her imagination again during her next vibrator session? She could either fantasize about the nameless jock from the gym who smiled at her last week, or think about the stud who worshiped every inch of her body. The choice was clear!


Footsteps thundered throughout the house from the urgency in which her son sprinted downstairs. What would he return with? What did he have in mind when he momentarily vanished to run up to his room? She didn’t know for sure, but if she knew Owen as well as she thought she did, then she prepared herself for anything and everything. That kid definitely had quite an imagination.


She chuckled to herself after she caught a glimpse of what he held in his hand. Of course. Why wouldn’t he introduce it to their fun? Her baby loved to indulge in his favorite pleasures, and she had little doubt that her body rivaled any of his other delights.


He set a bottle of baby oil on the hardwood floor and raised his shirt over his head.


“What was the name of the girl you showed me on your phone?” she asked, shaking her head in disbelief at how big his erection looked under his shorts. Where in the world did he get that thing from, because it definitely didn’t come from his father? “The one that I modeled my implants after?”


“Ava Addams,” he answered, stepping out of his shorts.


“Yeah, Ava Addams,” she confirmed. “I actually watched a few of her videos after you introduced me to her.”


He froze.


“All of those guys really seem to love her boobs,” she noted, her X-rated confession causing her to titter. “In fact, you remind me quite a bit of them by how you played with mine. It was really sexy.”


His dick couldn’t possibly be any harder. It was on the verge of ripping through his boxers at any moment.


She had one last detail to divulge to her excited son. “There’s something else that those guys always did with her as well. It’s kind of funny. It happened in literally every scene I watched.”


He smiled like a kid on Christmas morning. He knew exactly what she was about to say.


“And you don’t appear to be any different,” she laughed while glancing down at the bottle of baby oil on the floor. “What’s it called again?”


“Titfucking,” he answered, squeezing his dick through her boxers instinctively. He simply couldn’t take another second of torture. He needed to touch himself.


“Do you remember what I told you the first time that I saw it on your phone?”


He nodded with a wicked grin.


“What did I say?” she asked.


It was official. He’d died and gone to heaven. “That it looked fun.”


She picked up the bottle off the floor and held it out to him. “So, are you going to keep me waiting or what?”


He hurried out of his boxer shorts and accepted the bottle of oil from her hand. Nothing mattered except mounting her chest. For the first time in his life, he had a pair of DDD tits to bring his fantasies to life, and he decided to act before Mom potentially changed her mind. If this truly was a one-time thing, then he needed to enjoy every second of it.


He placed his left knee on the sofa—between the back of the couch and Mom’s warm body—while keeping his right foot on the floor as he looked down at his angelic mother. Everything just felt right. Such a position of power was natural to him. Mom belonged trapped beneath him while she awaited his next decision, and he wholeheartedly enjoyed being the guy who called the shots.


Something caught him by surprise, though. Mom seemed distracted. She also looked flustered. While he expected her to be excited and maybe even a bit nervous, the distant look in her eyes wasn’t what he planned for.


And then he realized what she stared at.


“Well, that’s something that will certainly never need to be enhanced,” Mom commented, gazing in awe at his throbbing erection.


As if playing with her amazing tits wasn’t incredible enough, now he watched her lick her lips while she stared at his rock-hard cock. Admiration swirled in her eyes. Lust oozed from her world-class body. A perfect ten gazed up at him with wicked intentions, and he responded the only way he knew how.


By popping the top off the bottle and slowly drizzling baby oil across her tits.


The lubricant seemed to sparkle on her big mounds of fun. His initial plan to sprinkle her boobs with a moderate amount of lube quickly crumbled as he found himself drenching her chest in oil. He was proud of himself for only stopping at her tits, because he wanted to shine every single inch of her exquisite body. It was how a goddess like his mother deserved to be handled.


He squirted a healthy amount of oil onto his cock before tossing the bottle down to the floor. For however long he could last—and something told him that his time would be rather quick—he got to live the life of a porn star, except he wasn’t paid to mess around with some unknown girl who didn’t care about him. Mom was the furthest thing from a stranger. She loved him to death, and he finally got to appreciate her in ways never previously imagined.


His excited hands rubbed the many ounces of baby oil into her enormous chest. What was better than a pair of DDD tits? A shiny pair of DDD tits, of course. The distinct glisten brought out their incredible size even more. The sparkle emphasized her perk. He’d never loved anything as much as he adored his mother, and he failed to contain his giddiness after he finished massaging her tits. It was time to have some real fun.


He wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked slowly, allowing the baby oil to soak into every inch of his steel pole. “Push ‘em together.”


Mom obeyed his command and pushed her tits together with her hands, preventing him from seeing any space between her round globes. He wasn’t sure what he loved more, to be honest. As spectacular as her chest was, her willingness to fulfill his every request made his cock twitch. It caused him to wonder what else she would do for him.


His cock crashed down on her tit, causing her heavy meat to bounce from the intensity of his action. Another slap resulted in her boob jumping while Mom giggled with amusement, but her nipple soon became his new focus. There was just something about that little pink tower that demanded his attention.


He rubbed the pulsating head of his cock against her nipple, circling his target like a predator stalking its prey. Mom was more than just a woman. She was his meal. She was his source of energy. She was the one girl who sent his testosterone soaring with something as simple as a glance.


“Big fuckin’ tits,” he grunted animalistically, smacking both of her heaving breasts with his member.


A quick peek at Mom’s face told him everything he needed to know. She encouraged him to continue silently. Her gentle eyes granted him permission to use her body as he pleased. The rules of society forbade him from finding such pleasure with his own blood, but Mom clearly felt differently.


“Do you want to see what I learned from watching those videos?” she asked, purring softly.


He couldn’t wait to find out.


She lowered her hands to her sides, using her eyes to encourage him to place his cock between her parted breasts. Unspoken communication was one of the many perks of bonding with her baby. A lifetime of love allowed her to read him in ways that no one else could, and she used their special relationship to her advantage. At the end of the day, her son deserved a woman who focused solely on his pleasure.


He moved his cock between her tits and was immediately swarmed by an unprecedented feeling of bliss when she pushed her boobs together once again.


Soft, warm, and tight. Her busty breasts replicated a pussy as he slid forward slightly, but even the sexiest Hollywood starlet couldn’t possibly imitate his mother’s cleavage. Maybe he didn’t need sex? What if a lifetime of sexual satisfaction awaited him from playing with Mom’s big tits? Her innocent eyes didn’t match her wicked curves, but he enjoyed the contrast nonetheless.


He reached beyond her and held onto the arm of the sofa for leverage. It was the perfect position to allow himself to pump between her tits that suffocated his cock like soft pillows, but he had to take things cautiously at first. Unfortunately, he didn’t like his chances of lasting very long, because the situation was just too surreal.


“Where did that big cock go?” she giggled.


His careful pumps turned to long strokes, causing the head of his dick to emerge from between her boobs each and every time he thrust forward.


“Oh, there it is,” she said with a big smile. “We can’t really hide that big thing, can we?”


His movements turned more aggressive as the sound of his wet cock sliding between her big boobs filled the family room. Three days ago, he watched a baseball game on this very sofa, but now he treated his mother like his own personal slut in the exact spot he’d previously sat. He didn’t know what the future had in store for him, but he was positive that baseball couldn’t compete with big, soft, slick tits.


“Fuck, you’re so incredible,” he moaned, his breaths labored. He needed to pace himself in order to last, but he couldn’t convince himself to slow down.




Her eyes immediately bolted skyward to locate her son’s handsome face, and she lost her breath when she realized what he referred to. She’d assumed that his comment was made toward her boobs. It would have to be, right? He’d yet to make any effort to conceal his lust for her new and improved chest, after all. But what she discovered after looking up almost caused her to scream with glee.


Her perfect angel stared directly into her smitten eyes.


She squeezed her tits tighter in response to his amazing remark. Her baby called her incredible while gazing into her eyes! Her eyes! It was so sweet!


His thrusts turned frantic from how Mom’s boobs hugged his fat cock like a pussy. Soft flesh massaged him on all sides, showering his meat with motherly love. Tonight perfectly described his mom. She only cared about making him happy, and that’s exactly what she did while he continued to pump away.


He hurried to pull out of her grasp after he felt himself on the verge of exploding.


“Sweetheart, you can cum,” she told him. “It’s okay.”


“I don’t want to cum yet,” he said, reaching for the bottle of baby oil on the floor.


A lustful smile washed across her face. She’d seriously thought that her son was too shy to cum in front of her? What was wrong with her? He was using her boobs like a vagina, for God’s sake! Of course, he wasn’t timid!


No, her man simply wasn’t done enjoying himself, and she couldn’t get enough of him. When was the last time that she felt so attractive? Hell, had her ex-husband ever made her this wet? She was turned on, excited, and ready for an undoubtedly big finish all from twenty minutes alone with her son, but he’d obviously yet to reach an adequate level of satisfaction.


He coated her tits in another level of oil before doing the same to his cock, but then he abruptly froze after a rather risque idea presented itself to him. He had to remember who he dealt with. Mom wasn’t a girl from a dating app. She also wasn’t a porn slut from his wildest fantasies. She was beautiful, caring, and oh-so loving, but the constant urge to dominate her lingered in the back of his mind.


How nasty would she get? How much dirtier would she act for him than Dad? He didn’t want other men in her life. Rich executives or not, no guy would ever love her more than he did, and he felt a responsibility to remind her of that. Honestly, he wanted to make his territory.


He moved the bottle forward and grinned at her. “Open up.”


He watched confusion replace her look of lust, and it swiftly confirmed just how badly his father had failed his responsibilities. Something like this shouldn’t be crazy for Mom. Any guy worth his salt would’ve introduced a wide array of kink in the bedroom with a woman as spectacular as his mother, but it wasn’t as if he was upset. The truth was that he loved being the first guy to bring out her wild side.


She looked up at him, pondered his request for a moment after finally getting on the same page with him, and then parted her lips. She just couldn’t decline his demands—no matter how ludicrous they may be.


Owen filled his mother’s mouth with baby oil.


He tossed the bottle down the floor, wiggled closer to her face, and grinned after realizing what awaited him. “Let it drool all over my dick.”


She leaned forward and allowed the oil to gradually escape from between her lips. The lubricant slithered along her baby’s thick pole before trickling down to her body, covering her chest in another coating of shine. So, this was what it felt like to be a woman? Who knew? She’d spent a lifetime with mediocre men who couldn’t dream of bringing such a sense of promiscuity to her life, but it was second nature to her marvelous son.


The taste of baby oil remained in her mouth long after she transferred the last drop of lube to Owen’s towering erection. It served as a remembrance of his masculinity. It reinforced that she was the woman in their relationship. For the first time in her life, she had a stud to answer to.


He took hold of her chin and tilted her head back as he moved directly above her. Could Mom potentially freak out? Could she put a stop to everything? While he couldn’t deny that a healthy dose of risk accompanied his risque plan, he was in the mood to take a chance today anyway.


He dropped a long trail of spit into Mom’s mouth.


She collected his fluids and launched them at his cock, adding her own personal touch to his already glistening meat. So what if she wanted to be a dirty girl? That’s what her son did to her! He made her want to act like a slut, and she didn’t have to worry about embarrassing herself in his presence, because he brought a divine sense of comfort to her world. He allowed her to be herself.


He pushed his cock back between her tits and reestablished his grip on the sofa arm. A mixture of artificial lube and natural saliva aided his mission to titfuck his mother until he exploded. Was this how things would be from now on? Could he crack her on the ass and fuck her tits after dinner if he wanted? Or maybe he could get her to dress in skimpy outfits around the house? He would reflect about the future later, because he was determined to stay in the moment for as long as he could.


“You’re better than the guys from the videos.”


He froze as his ears perked up. “What?”


“You’re better than the guys from the videos,” she repeated, squeezing him between her breasts. “Those porn guys don’t have anything on you. I mean, I didn’t see any of them spitting into that girl’s mouth!”


He wasn’t sure if he could love her more than he currently did.


She stared up at him with a twinkle in her eye. “My perfect stud.”


Her words sent him into overdrive. His slime-covered cock rocketed out of her cleavage with every pump forward, only to descend into the depths of her warm embrace before starting all over again. Her big boobs acted as a tight pussy for his yearning cock. Mom may have been the furthest thing from a slut, but she didn’t have a problem getting dirty for him, and that brought him to the brink of orgasmic euphoria whether he liked it or not. He simply couldn’t hold back any longer.


He watched Mom track his cock with her eyes after he withdrew from her glorious embrace. She knew what was coming, and he eagerly awaited to show her the fireworks that he had planned.


He stroked his cock rapidly, aiming it at the DDD melons that would be on his mind for every hour of every day. Mom had to know that her original intention failed, right? Her idea to wash away his lust qualified as extremely unsuccessful, because his attraction to her only grew.


“Cum all over ‘em, sweetheart,” she whimpered, preparing herself for the grand finale. She pushed her boobs together and bounced them lightly to encourage him to explode.


“Ahhhhhh, fuck!” he exclaimed as the first shot of cum rocketed out of his cock.


An unknown electricity burst through his body, sending his first rope of semen sailing past his intended target. Instead of landing on her boobs—in a similar distance to his usual cumshots—his seed traveled further than ever before, and he felt every bit of the incredible results. The strength of his orgasm didn’t compare to any of his prior eruptions. He’d never experienced anything like it.


Mom reacted just in time as his cum slammed into her eye. Luckily, she managed to shut it before he hit her, but she couldn’t regain her bearings before his next explosion drilled her in the nose, sending splurts of his seed flying in all directions. It was the single most intense orgasm of his young life, and the results showed all over his mother’s pretty face.


“Oh my God!” she shouted with a stunned smile.


Several more thick ropes coated her big tits as he desperately willed himself to give her more. He wanted to cover every inch of her flawless body. He wanted to glue her other eye shut. In a moment of complete brutish passion, he wanted to make her his little whore.


His orgasm finally subsidized after a handful of feeble spurts added to the mess on her boobs. It was quite the picture to take in. Mom was covered in his cum, flabbergasted by the strength of his orgasm, and at a loss for words regarding what to do next. It was a sight that he could grow accustomed to seeing on a regular basis.


“Sorry about that.”


She wiped the cum away from her eye, still dumbfounded. “Sorry for what?”


“For missing your tits,” he told her. “I’ve never cum that hard before.”


A sense of pride immediately consumed her. Cute high school girls, porn stars, and supermodels possessed the ability to make her hunky son cum, but they couldn’t make him shoot ropes like she had. It was the greatest compliment a mother could receive. Her baby loved her to death, and he showed her exactly how much she meant to him—with his seed.


“So, what do you want for dessert?”


As if today couldn’t get any better. “What are my options?”


“I picked up stuff for hot fudge sundaes when I got the steaks,” she said, giggling while exploring the entrance to her nose with her index finger. “Oh my God, honey, you got cum up my nose!”


Call him perverted, but he wanted to see his cum leaking from all of her holes.


“Let me take a quick shower first, and then I’ll make you a big hot fudge sundae when I’m done,” she told him, sliding away from him and heading for the bathroom. “I hope you had fun!”


Fun? He didn’t have fun. No, he had the time of his life. His sexy mother pranced toward the bathroom in only a pair of sexy jean shorts, and his cum covered her from the chest up as she went about her way. It was everything he’d ever dreamed of, and then some.





Chapter 5 — Every Good Son Spoils His Mother








Two Days Later. Wednesday. 6:17 PM.





Owen stared at the package in his hands, unsure of what to do with his latest Amazon delivery. Surprisingly, the wildest moment of the week may have happened yesterday. Despite Mom’s attempt to settle his sexual lust on Monday—which ended with him cumming all over her face after a lengthy titfucking session—what took place on Tuesday almost blew his mind. In fact, it sent him into high gear.


He returned home from work yesterday to find Mom sunbathing in the backyard.


And while her navy blue bikini wasn’t overly revealing, it still displayed a healthy amount of cleavage when she made her way inside to greet him. Unfortunately, she’d opted for a pool towel to wrap about butt and waist, but he always considered himself more of a boob guy anyway, and Mom definitely didn’t lack in the chest department anymore. There was something that he wasn’t quite certain of, however.


He struggled to understand where he stood with his mother. Yesterday represented a return to normalcy. Bikini excluded, nothing out of the ordinary took place during their evening together—especially nothing like Monday. Maybe their crazy session on the sofa would really be a one-time thing? Perhaps Mom actually viewed it as a single attempt to curb his lust?


But how could he be expected to see things the same way? It took every ounce of his self-control to keep his hands to himself yesterday. He desperately desired to drag Mom to the couch, push her down, and worship her spectacular tits like only he could. Why couldn’t he enjoy a daily dose of dessert courtesy of playing with Mom’s insane rack? It was the best way to show his love, after all.


The fantasy of treating Mom like his girlfriend officially felt like a pipe dream now. As disappointed as he was by the realization that their relationship would once again resemble an ordinary mother/son rapport, he always had that magical quarter-hour in the family room to relive in his fantasies. Mom would always be the star of his dreams.


“Hey, sweetheart.”


He looked toward the kitchen entrance to be greeted by the arrival of an angel dressed in a black skirt that ran past her knees, a long-sleeve purple top that didn’t show any cleavage, and black flats. Mom looked cute, but not excessively sexy. It was exactly how he wanted her to dress in public.


“Hey, Mom,” he smiled, significantly less tired from work than he was mere moments ago. His incredible mother always seemed to bring a certain level of energy into his life.


She looked around the kitchen curiously before glancing back in the direction of the hallway. While she always viewed herself as the luckiest mother in the world, even she had to stop and do a double take at what she saw—or what she thought she saw. This was too good to be true.


“Did you clean the house?” she asked, her eyes moving to the empty sink. It was full of dishes when she left for work this morning.


“Yeah, I gave it a quick cleaning when I got home,” he said.


She wanted to scream. She wanted to jump for joy. She wanted to go door-to-door down the street and brag to every woman about the perfect son she had at home, because she felt like the most fortunate woman alive. Her perfect baby cleaned the house without even needing to be asked!


“Just now?” she checked to make sure that she wasn’t lost in a dream.


“Yeah, it only took me like an hour. I thought more about what you said a few weeks ago. You know, about not having a lot of time to tidy up around here, so I decided to do it. I live here too.”


Brad had never cleaned the house once during their twenty-two years together, but her amazing son did it twice in less than a month, and the latest time included him not even having to be asked! For the first time in recent memory, she actually felt like she lived with a real man.


“Honey, that is so sweet of you,” she told him with a twinkle in her eye. “What do you want for dinner?”


“I’ll take care of that too.”


Cleaning was one thing, but dinner was a different story. She needed to take a deep breath and relax herself. Otherwise, she would be gravely disappointed when she realized that she’d misheard her angel.


“You’ll take care of dinner?” she questioned, crossing her fingers that he was indeed perfect.


Did Owen spend the last hour cleaning with the intention of making his mother’s life easier? Absolutely. Now, was there more to his actions than simply being a great son? Oh, you better believe it.


Everything always returned to Monday evening after dinner, and he expected that to be the case for the foreseeable future. He was a drug addict. Unwisely, his mother had given him a taste of heaven, and now he was hooked. Eighteen-year-old girls simply wouldn’t make the cut any longer. Neither would older women from the gym. He needed a girl who loved him, admired him, and came equipped with a porn star body, and there was only one woman in his life who checked off all of his requirements.


“Yep, I’ll take care of dinner,” he confirmed with a nod, doing his best to play it cool. His following words carried the potential to backfire. “Actually, I have a great idea.”


Her ears perked up.


He decided to go for it. “Why don’t you go in the backyard and tan for a while like yesterday? Relax while you’re waiting for dinner.”


She couldn’t pretend like she didn’t love the sound of that. Was this her life now? She’d dreamed of having a man who occasionally cooked and cleaned for years, but she never expected her son to fulfill her fantasy. She also didn’t plan to protest either. It felt right to have some time off to relax and enjoy herself.


“I think I’ll do that,” she said with a big smile. “I’m going—”


“I actually got you a present,” he interrupted.


If she was in love before, then she was downright smitten now. “You got me a present?”


He handed her the Amazon package in his hands.


“What is it?” she asked, making no attempt to hide her smile. She loved gifts!


“Go find out,” he said, smiling as well. “I’ll give you a little advice, though. Open it in the bathroom.”


He watched her head for the bathroom in a hurry. Everything would change in a matter of moments. Mom would either be upset—and maybe even a little offended—or she would accept his undeniably inappropriate gift. All he could do was hope for the best.


The minutes ticked by while he waited anxiously in the kitchen. He knew that this was a bad idea. How much more obvious could Mom have made things yesterday? Mom viewed him as just her son, he needed to stop looking at her as anything more than his mother, and a can of worms would undoubtedly be opened as a result of his actions. He should’ve quit while he was ahead!


What if his decision changed everything for the worse? What if Mom took back her request that he live at home for the foreseeable future? What if he’d allowed his lust to get the better of him, only for Mom to distance herself from him as a result of his malapropos behavior? He couldn’t help but think that he’d just ruined everything forever.


The sound of approaching footsteps from the hallway terrified him. He knew who was on her way back to the kitchen, and he also knew how badly he’d fucked up. Somehow, he’d allowed himself to look at his mother as something other than the most important person in his life.


And then he almost passed out.


His fear and regret vanished. His dread disappeared. In an instant, his once dreary world turned bright and colorful, and his heart warmed like never before. It almost didn’t seem possible after what he took part in on Monday, but he currently experienced the greatest moment of his life.


Mom had accepted his gift.


The black string bikini top showed a mesmerizing amount of cleavage. The inner halves of both her creamy breasts engulfed his eyes, his cock stirring from the way that they bounced with each and every step in his direction. Sliding the polyester fabric even an inch to the side would reveal her nipple. It showed so much skin!


She spun, showing the back of her ruched black bikini bottoms in all of their glory. The stylish material provided the top of her butt with ample coverage before turning into a thong halfway down her backside. That’s right, Mom’s big, perky, delicious ass was on full display for him!


Her tummy was toned, her legs were sexy, and he seriously considered the possibility that she’d actually descended from the heavens forty-three years ago. How could one woman be so flawless? Why weren’t there any other girls like her? It almost didn’t seem fair that he couldn’t have the only woman he truly desired.


His ludicrous decision to buy his mother a sexy bikini didn’t backfire at all. In fact, his risk paid for itself in spades. Mom definitely looked sexy in her ordinary bikini yesterday, but she resembled a swimsuit model while she sported his personal present. He couldn’t believe it, but life just kept getting better.


“Oh my God, I love it so much!” Mom exclaimed, all smiles while completing another spin. “Sweetheart, it’s incredible!”


Incredible wasn’t the adjective that he would use to describe her new attire. Honestly, he wasn’t sure if a single word could properly depict his true emotions, because he fought the pressing urge to relive Monday evening. What better way could she thank him than to let him play with her big tits again before blowing another fat load all over her face? He certainly couldn’t think of anything else.


She strutted in his direction with a purpose. “I can’t believe that you bought this for me! You have to let me pay you back!”


He accepted her hug while he pondered the many ways that she could pay him back. With money out of the question, he settled on the idea of spending another fifteen minutes with her big, round, oiled up tits. Hey, being the only man in his ridiculously sexy mother’s life wasn’t easy, but someone had to be there for her. Besides, his cock had fit rather nicely between her boobs the other day.


“Well, maybe we can—”


“This will be so perfect for my tan!” she interrupted his indecent proposal excitedly, breaking off their hug. “That’s why you got it for me, right? So I’ll be able to get more of a tan than I did in my other bikini?”




He needed to accept reality and be the son that his mother needed, because at the end of the day, he was all she had. He couldn’t break her heart like Dad had. It was his responsibility to always take care of his amazing mom, and the first step involved respecting her. It was time to stop looking at her as a piece of ass.


“Of course, that’s why I got it,” he lied for the betterment of their relationship.


“Are you sure that you can handle dinner on your own?”


“Mom, I’m eighteen,” he said, rolling his eyes dramatically. “What am I going to do? Burn the house down?”


She wouldn’t put it past him.


“Listen, you should take the rest of the day off. Go in the backyard and get some sun, relax, and I’ll let you know when dinner is ready. How does that sound?”


“I love you so much,” she reminded him, wrapping her arms around him to give him another hug.


How badly did he want to squeeze her big ass while her immaculate tits pressed against his body? She was so curvy and thick, and he could easily pick her up and carry her wherever he pleased. What if that was what she truly desired? Was there a possibility that she craved to not only be dominated, but to be the recipient of a thorough body-worshiping session?


But she slipped out of his hold before he could further imagine a life where she doubled as his girlfriend in private. Once again, he’d allowed his mind to wander to places that it never should. He needed to accept the fact that Monday would never happen again, and that the closest he would come to playing with Mom’s big tits was when she gave him a hug in her new skimpy bikini.





Chapter 6 — A Unique Gift








Twenty Minutes Later.





He made his way into the backyard, salivating at what his greedy eyes refused to look away from. Mom laid flat on her back on a beach towel in the grass, and it was during times like these when he would trade one of his legs for a swimming pool. His own personal reenactment of Fast Times at Ridgemont High? That sounded like fun to him.


As juvenile as it was, he wasn’t sure if he would ever completely move past the ridiculous body that he stared down at. It also made him realize he would be on a mission to find a girlfriend who was naturally blessed with what the medical community had provided for his mother. Or maybe he would try to find an older woman who had a boob job herself? There were definitely a few hot moms at the gym who would qualify.


Shit, he did it again. Despite his best efforts, he broke his promise to himself and forgot that his mother wasn’t his girlfriend, friend with benefits, or a sexy MILF from the gym that always caught his eye. She was Mom, and he really needed to start remembering that.


“Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes,” he informed her.


She removed her black sunglasses to look up at her son. “What’s on the menu, honey?”


“Chicken salad.”


A smile swiftly washed across her lovestruck face. As if her day couldn’t get any better. “You’re not going to believe this, but I’ve been craving chicken salad since lunch.”


It was time to face the facts. He could lie to himself and pretend that Mom was just a normal girl. He could also continue his fib that he would view her as only a good son should, but he knew that he couldn’t. He was obsessed with the angel laying at his feet.


“Why don’t you join me?”


Her unexpected invitation caught him off guard. “What?”


“Why don’t you join me?” she repeated her offer. “You know, you’ve developed quite the farmer’s tan since you started landscaping.”


His mind screamed at him to go back inside and wait for the chicken to finish baking in the oven, but both his heart and his cock had other plans.


He removed his t-shirt while making his way over to their picnic table to grab a towel, but something prevented him from completing that seemingly simple task. Something completely overtook his priorities. Something engulfed his mind.


A bottle of tanning oil sat on the table.


He decided to officially stop lying to himself. The unbelievable events from Monday evening would never leave his memory no matter how hard he tried, and his lust wouldn’t fade despite his best attempts to leave the past behind him. He wanted his mother in ways that no son ever should. He’d come to accept that.


He passed on a towel and instead retrieved the bottle of oil from the table. He made his way back to his mother with nothing but mischief flowing through his blood. He felt dirty, nasty, and rather perverted at the moment, and he was finally ready to bring Mom back into his world.


“It looks like you could use an extra layer of oil.”


Mom glanced down at her stomach before looking back at him. “I think you’re right, sweetheart.”


He decided to make his move as he watched her hand extend in his direction. She reached for the bottle in his hold—expecting to be given the oil—but he had different plans. Today, in the backyard, he would finally act like the man his mother so badly needed in her life—even if she didn’t know it yet.


“What did I tell you earlier?” he asked, his confidence growing by the second. Something about his approach felt right. “I want you to take the day off and relax.”


Her eyebrows perked up. “Is that right?”


“Yeah, that’s right,” he nodded.


“So, when are you going to join me?”


Even his vast self-assurance didn’t help him to understand her question. How could he join her when he already stood two feet away? It was a confusing turn of events in an already unusual day.


She reached out and tugged on his basketball shorts. “How about we both work on our tans?”


His heart stopped beating. His attempt to play it cool briefly dissipated, causing him to revert back to his excited behavior of yesteryear. The possibility of being on the same wavelength as Mom was almost too much to handle, but he managed to subdue his juvenile enthusiasm the best he could while he dropped the bottle in the grass. His cock wasn’t so calm, though.


Why was he worried anyway? He simply needed to recall Monday’s events in order to move past any potential awkwardness. He’d fucked Mom’s big tits until he came all over her forty-eight hours ago, for God’s sake! It wasn’t as if he couldn’t push the envelope after something so wild.


So, that’s exactly what he did.


He stepped out of his shorts and boxers without a moment of further hesitation. Their secluded backyard provided him with plenty of privacy to opt for his birthday suit, and his courage peaked as he took over the situation. Mom was a grown woman. If he truly wanted her, then he needed to stop behaving like a little boy, and start acting like a man.


“It looks like someone doesn’t want any tan lines,” she giggled, her eyes quickly finding his semi-erect manhood.


He retrieved the bottle, dropped to his knees—just inches from the top of Mom’s head—and poured a healthy amount of oil into his hands. The shadow that his now rock-hard dick cast upon his mother’s face would be sexy if it wasn’t so ridiculous. Honestly, it felt nice to finally man up and grow some balls. He wouldn’t get what he wanted if he waited around for Mom to seduce him, would he? So, he decided to take the reins and create his own path, and the rewards already showed themselves.


His hands quickly found her shoulders as he rubbed the oil into her soft skin. It set him at ease to watch her close her eyes and relax, and his confidence soared from her complete lack of protest regarding his decision to enjoy the warm sunshine naked. Just how comfortable did Mom actually feel around him? She seemed fairly unflappable by anything that he did, and her latest reaction further proved his beliefs. Maybe she didn’t mind seeing him naked at all?


It was time to find out for sure. “Sit up for a second, Mom.”


Her eyes parted to find a big cock towering above her after his strong touch left her sore shoulders. “For what?”


“Your top is in the way,” he said coolly. “And I think you’d prefer no tan lines either.”


She sat up and untied her bikini top, tossing it to the side before retaking her position flat on her back.


He felt like a king as he stared down at his topless mother. How many other men did she answer to? Perhaps only her boss, and that guy sure as shit couldn’t make a sexual request like him! Mom didn’t even question him! She never stopped to ponder his request either! Instead, she totally followed his demand!


He drenched his hands in oil before going in for the main event. Two big, round, perky, mouth-watering tits awaited his lustful touch, but he didn’t have to worry about stepping over the line anymore. Now, Mom appeared to enjoy his advances. She almost seemed to welcome it.


Just like on Monday, his fingers seemingly melted into her incredibly soft bust. Was he sure that she wasn’t actually natural? Because it didn’t make any sense how her boobs could feel so real, and the sunny glow to her heavenly bosom further accentuated his fortunate circumstances. Somehow, the hottest woman alive didn’t mind allowing him to massage her huge tits, and he wouldn’t waste another second reflecting on his luck. It was time that would be better spent worshiping her insane body.


He bounced her breasts around, causing oil to splash in all directions when they collided together. Mom’s adorable titter urged him to enjoy himself, and his stiff dick more than spoke for his true feelings. Every single inch of her needed his personal attention today.


It wouldn’t be right to bypass the rest of her figure, though. Everything from her arms, to her tummy, to her sexy legs would be the recipient of his touch. In a way, it felt like his part to prevent his mother from potentially overexposing herself to the sun. It only seemed right that the man in her life looked after her, and he liked to consider himself exactly that.


But then he stopped and thoroughly assessed the situation after dosing his hands in another healthy amount of oil.


Why did he still hold back? Just look at things! He was naked, Mom was topless, and she was perfectly fine with him rubbing oil all over her body! How much clearer of a sign did he need? When would it ever be more obvious than at this very moment?


What was the worst that Mom would do? Well, for starters, she could lose her mind, kick him out of the house, and never speak to him again. That would definitely qualify as a major backfire that he would assuredly regret for the rest of his life.


But on the other hand, she could be completely receptive to his plan. Maybe she would even accept him with open arms? Unrivaled tenacity was the only reason he ended up titfucking her on Monday, so he needed to find a similar sense of fortitude in order to take his desired step. He was ready to finally treat her like his girlfriend.


His hands started at her shoulders, sliding along her breasts as he made his way for her stomach. However, as he moved forward, he allowed his cock to travel with him. It was an undeniably risky decision, but he was in the mood to take a chance.


He rested his balls on her forehead before he moved north, dragging his nuts toward her mouth in the process. Surprisingly, even Monday couldn’t compare to his current feeling of dominance. An unparalleled sense of power accompanied his decision to introduce his shaven balls to Mom’s pretty face, and he could only cross his fingers and pray that she wouldn’t react wrongly.


His nuts glided over her little nose before rubbing against her pouty lips as he applied a layer of oil to her stomach. It took eighteen long years, but he finally established his authority in the most loving way possible. He adored his mother, the past few weeks certainly seemed to show just how much he cherished her, and displaying his lust physically proved his infatuation. It may have looked ridiculous, but it made sense at the moment.


He rubbed her shiny tummy in oil before returning to her chest, dragging his balls back to her eyes as he continued their taboo massage. His cock had never been harder. His meat throbbed from the way that the soft skin of her face met the rough underside of his ballsack, but he still needed to gauge her reaction. The world would collapse on him if he misread the situation.


Owen pulled back to find her staring up at him, stone-faced.


“You’re bad,” she told him.


“I’m bad for what?” he asked, playing dumb.


“Seriously? Like you don’t know what I’m talking about.”


Slowly but surely, a sly smirk appeared on his mother’s beautiful face. It was the silent consent that he so badly needed. Mom’s comfort would always remain his main concern, and he felt nothing but relief to verify that she wasn’t disgusted by his uncharacteristically aggressive behavior.


Mom turned her attention back to her body. “I think my legs could use a little more oil.”


His dick twitched, precum leaking from the tip and falling to the recently cut grass below. He knew what she wanted. Her latest request gave him the green light to no longer hold back, so that’s exactly what he decided to do.


How good did she look? Her flawless body glistened in the sun while she remained flat on her back, but her magnificent tits weren’t the culprit of demanding his attention for a change. Now, he had a pair of sexy legs to focus on, but he knew better than to think that Mom honestly referred to further oiling her body.


He squirted another helping of oil into his hands and took his previously trekked journey for the second time. His hands massaged her shoulders lovingly; spent plenty of quality time playing with her soft, slippery globes; and worked his way along her oily tummy. His touch was far from anyone’s biggest concern, however. In fact, it was fairly low on the list of what either of them cared about at the moment.


Because while his hands followed a familiar path, so did his heavy nuts. He dragged his balls along her forehead, over her nose, and settled them directly on her lips—just like before. Was it wrong that he so badly desired to dominate his own mother? He didn’t think so. It wasn’t like there was a better alternative. If he didn’t take care of her, then some other guy would, and he couldn’t live with himself if he allowed that.


And then it happened.


The slightest kiss to the underside of his balls brought an ear-to-ear smile to his face while he went about his mission to coat her thick thighs in oil. Her actions said a million words. While the backyard remained silent with the exception of the slick sound of his hands sliding along her legs, her decision to act on her rawest urges said more than a million words ever could. Mom wanted to be a very dirty girl for him.


An additional kiss set the wheels in motion for an endless number of smooches on his shaven sack. A million hugs couldn’t replicate the love that he felt, and a thousand homemade dinners couldn’t bring him such an indescribable happiness. It was about more than just feeling good. There was an acceptance in her actions. There was a willingness to please him on more than merely a motherly level. Mom had found the key to unlock his heart, and something told him that she didn’t plan to share it with any other girls.


He leaned back—his butt resting on the soles of his feet while his knees remained on the ground—but he didn’t dare move his balls from her mouth. Her kisses grew in intensity with each passing second. It was almost as if Mom forgot all about granting him access to her body with the intention to only apply oil, and finally conceded to what she so sorely missed in her life with Dad out of the picture.


Her lips parted as she began to shower his nuts with more affection. Passionate kisses, wet licks, and slippery slobber replaced her rather reserved pecks from mere moments ago. A wave of warmth washed over his balls from the way that Mom spoiled him with love, but he’d come to expect such behavior from her over the years. Who adored him more than his unbelievable mother, after all?


Everything stopped.


Mom slowly moved her head to the side, allowing his balls to dangle in the air while his hard cock towered for all to see. He watched a look of hesitation take the place of her former carefree attitude. It was enough to make him question everything.


“This isn’t weird for you, is it?”


He couldn’t shake his head fast enough. “Not at all.”


“Are you sure?” she asked. “I mean, um…I know what we did on Monday, but—”


“I totally love it,” he did his best to erase her doubts. “It’s amazing.”


She continued to look up at him, flat on her back. “It’s just…I um…I kind of…uh…miss doing this.”


He almost screamed with delight. “You miss doing what?”


“What do you think?” she giggled, taking a quick peek at his impressive manhood.


“Why don’t we go inside? I actually have another gift for you.”


She immediately rolled over, happy as could be. “Really?”


“Mm-hmm. In fact, I think you’re really going to like it,” he said.


She jumped to her feet and led the way into the house. Moments later, she stood in the kitchen, curious as to what she did to be so lucky. How many other mothers got spoiled by their sons? Not many!


A lovestruck Owen made his way to the oven and pulled out the chicken. He placed it on the stove, turned the oven off, and reflected on his simple ten-second walk where he trailed behind his topless mother’s plump ass while she sported only a pair of skimpy bikini bottoms. Was this heaven? Because it sure as hell felt like it.


He approached her, his tall frame easily towering over her short stature. Was oiling her up fun? Absolutely. Did he enjoy titfucking her on Monday? Without a doubt. And what about having his balls kissed? That may have been at the top of his list, to be honest. However, he had something else in mind as he smiled down at his favorite person on the planet.


She returned his smile with one of her own. “So, where’s my gift?”


“Look around,” he told her. “I’m sure you’ll find it.”


“Hmm…” she pondered his answer, her attentive brown eyes moving through the kitchen. “Is it dinner?”


“Nope, but you have two more guesses.”


She turned her attention back to her son. “What happens if I guess incorrectly two more times?”


He couldn’t hold back anymore. How much more confirmation did he need? Mom was topless, covered in tanning oil, and had just showered his balls with kisses. He knew what she craved.


So, he decided to treat her like his fantasy girlfriend, because that’s exactly what she was in his eyes.


“Two more wrong guesses and I’m going to fuck your mouth.”


Her jaw dropped as she gazed up at him. “What did you just say?”


“You heard me,” he said confidently, maintaining his composure.


She soaked in the sight of her athletic son while his cock stood at full attention just feet in front of her. Things had certainly progressed rather quickly, hadn’t they? Last week, she continued to recover from her breast enhancement surgery, but the situation had drastically changed in only a few days’ time. Now, her eighteen-year-old son declared that he would fuck her mouth if she failed to identify his gift!


And she was ready to completely immerse herself in his game, because she’d never been wetter.


She couldn’t deny how much fun she had on Monday. First, she absolutely loved cooking for her baby. Few things brought her more joy than to watch him wolf down one of her dinners, and he definitely savored every bite of his juicy steak. Second, she got to pretend that she was a girl from the many porn scenes that she’d indulged in over the past week. It was a sense of excitement sorely lacking from her life over the years.


There was a certain something that she’d kept to herself over the past few weeks as well. Despite admitting to her newfound enjoyment of X-rated smut while she played with herself at night, there was one thing in particular that she’d surprisingly grown to love more than she ever expected. It also confirmed that she had more in common with her son’s favorite porn star than only possessing a DDD-cup as well.




Those porn studs sure seemed to love roughing up their co-stars, and she found herself enjoying every single amazing second of it.


Apparently, blowjobs had changed quite a bit since her younger days. She actually dived into the world of amateur porn to confirm her hunch, and she didn’t need to look very long to be proven correct. Everything was so aggressive!


She shouldn’t have been too surprised, though. She recalled the pandemonium years ago surrounding Fifty Shades of Grey—which she absolutely got caught up in—and porn seemed to follow suit. Sure, normal people—especially eighteen-year-old guys—didn’t own penthouses, helicopters, or nine-figure bank accounts, but that didn’t stop anyone from sharing the same mentality as her favorite fictional characters.


And she couldn’t wait to see how much her son in common had with the dominant hunks from her erotic novels.


“Is the microwave new?” she asked, looking at the ten-year-old appliance.


His cock throbbed in anticipation. He knew exactly what Mom was up to, and he couldn’t get enough of it.


“Nope, one more guess,” he said with a grin.


“Hmm…let’s see here,” she pretended to thoroughly examine the kitchen visually. “Is it hard?”


“Oh, it’s hard,” he confirmed.


“Is it big?”


“I like to think that it’s pretty big,” he chuckled.


She gazed up to observe his aggressive stare. “Does it make my mouth water?”


He grinned.


“I know what it is!” she shouted, smiling. “It’s the refrigerator!”


He stepped forward, placed his hand on the top of her head, and pushed her down to her knees. Moments later, he pulled her to his cock.


Mom immediately went limp in his grasp, confirming exactly what he already knew. Her two outlandish guesses served as plenty of proof that she couldn’t wait to get nasty for him, but watching her place her hands on her thighs while he controlled her mouth cemented their relationship. Mom would always be Mom, but she was so much more as well.


The entire planet envied his mother. Long hair, soft skin, a pretty face, endless curves, and a set of tits that caused men to literally drool: she was a stunner in every sense of the word. Plenty had changed over the past few days, though. Instead of jerking-off on his phone to a girl with her incredible features, he now had one at his disposal twenty-four seven. In a way, his fantasy woman had come to life.


“Keep those sexy eyes on me,” he demanded, dictating her blowjob. He allowed her to bob on the first few inches of his cock to get back in the swing of things, because he couldn’t even imagine how long it’d been since she last had some real dick.


Her eyes swiftly found his face. Two perfectly round tits waited for him when he ventured south, and reaffirmation of the power structure caused a cool chill to sweep down his spine. Her hands rested flat on her naked thighs! His mother, dressed in only a pair of bikini bottoms, knelt submissively in front of him to allow him to do as he pleased. It was his ultimate fantasy!


She gagged as he pulled her into him, but her reaction didn’t deter him whatsoever. It was her hands that he focused on, and as long as they remained calm and relaxed, then he was determined to see how far he could push his angelic mother. He was ready to see just how naughty she would get.


Inch by inch, he pushed further into her tight throat, warmth and wetness contracting around his throbbing meat. A quick check of her gentle brown eyes reminded him that she indeed answered to him. Mom wouldn’t dare glance away after he demanded that she stare up at him, and her submission caused him to pull her even closer.


She choked violently this time, thick drool falling from between her pouty lips and landing on her big tits below. It was the first step on the journey to his happy place. Just having his mother wasn’t enough anymore. He wanted to reveal a side of her that no man had ever discovered before, and he wouldn’t stop until he accomplished his mission.


But for now, he needed to allow her to breathe.


She gasped for air after he released his hold. Disheveled, flustered, and uncharacteristically messy: Mom couldn’t possibly turn him off. He would want to fuck her senseless if she walked into the room wearing a potato sack. He just loved her so much.


“More.”


Mom continued to stare down at the ground while she panted wildly, her wavy hair preventing him from seeing her face. He must’ve misheard her. Even she couldn’t be this flawless.


“What was that?” he asked.


“I said more,” she repeated, looking up at him after she finally managed to regain her bearings. “That was so hot.”


He stopped himself after he reached out and grabbed two handfuls of her gorgeous hair. While fitting the entirety of his manhood down her throat represented years dreams and intense fantasies, the constant urge to consume her always lingered. She wasn’t like any other woman he’d ever met. She made him act unlike himself. Sometimes, he couldn’t necessarily control himself when he thought about her.


He gripped his dick with his hand and pushed it between her lips. The head of his cock quickly found the inside of her cheek before he methodically grinded it against the delicate tissue of the side of her mouth. She resembled a chipmunk with half of its mouth full. He pushed harder, further emphasizing his cock imprint that bulged from her cheek. It was sexy, crazy, and undeniably degrading, and he’d never been harder in his life.


An audible “pop” resonated throughout the kitchen after he completed his trek. She stared up at him in awe from the way that he used her, and especially from the aggressive manner in which he exited her intoxicating mouth. Mom may not have been a slut, but he certainly just treated her like one.


But their wild playtime didn’t compare to what he saw next.


Mom’s hand left her thigh and slipped inside her bikini bottoms. At what point would he wake-up from his dream? He could continue to lie to himself by pretending that his own mother had turned into the sexiest porn star on the planet, but he knew better than to actually believe it. He needed to pinch himself. He had to do something! It was cruel to tease himself this way!


“Stop making me ask you for more.”


He looked on in disbelief as she played with her hidden pussy right in front of him. “You want more?”


“Do you want daily blowjobs or not?”


Owen wasn’t sure how much more he could take.


“Keep fucking my mouth and I’ll literally suck your dick whenever you want. Deal?” she proposed, extending her free hand.


His former awestruck expression was briskly replaced by one of confidence. He could handle her. “Deal, but only if you shake with your other hand.”


She removed her hand from under her bikini bottoms with a smirk, and extended it in his direction. He wasted little time cleaning all five of her digits with his mouth. Mom’s pussy tasted just as sweet as the rest of her, and he couldn’t wait to enjoy it up close and personal.


But he needed to satisfy her oral fixation before they moved onto more intimate matters.


The smooth sensation of her inner-cheek greeted his dick after he slid between her lips once again, and the mouthfucking that followed officially elevated his self-esteem into the heavens. Truthfully, at this very moment, he felt untouchable.


He tried his best to make his dick burst through her cheek. The rougher he treated her, the more vigorously her fingers rubbed her clit. The louder the pop when he left her mouth—only to start all over—the more her eyes begged him to treat her like his personal slut. Mom not only looked like his dream girl, but she acted like it as well.


She silently begged for his return after he withdrew from her mouth. He could feel it. He could sense it. The perfect ten who patiently watched him stroke his dick screamed at him with her eyes to use her, but he liked the idea of teasing her a little bit. Besides, what harm would it really do?


“You want some more dick, don’t you?” he asked.


She licked her lips, rubbing her pussy as she admired the way that her hunky son played with himself. “What do you think? God, I couldn’t stop thinking about Monday.”


His hand froze around his manhood. “You couldn’t?”


“I kept thinking about what it would’ve been like with your father instead of you,” she admitted, her hand turning motionless while she reflected on her mentality from yesterday. “Let’s just say that your muscles aren’t the only thing bigger than Dad.”


As if today couldn’t get any crazier. Now he had a bigger dick than Dad? How much better could things get?


“There’s no way that Dad would’ve cum on my face if he played with my boobs instead of you either,” she said. “His cum just dribbles out, but your load was so huge. And it launched out of your big cock too! It was so sexy!”


He wanted to marry her.


She could spend hours raving about her son’s amazing qualities. “Don’t even get me started on earlier either. Not only would your father have never ended up naked in the backyard, but he never would’ve rubbed his balls on my face like you did. He doesn’t have that dominant side to him. He lacks the initiative to take what he wants. Over twenty years and he never understood what turned me on the most. Somehow, he never grasped the fact that I get wet when a man I love can’t keep his hands off me.”


He stepped forward and squatted slightly, bringing his hips down to Mom’s chest. Moments later, he found himself smothered between her slick tits. He didn’t need to verbalize his demands. Her hand left her pussy in order to satisfy his desires, and he could add her latest action to the long list of qualities that he adored so much about her. She really did always put him first.


“Dad’s a bitch.”


She instinctively squeezed her boobs tighter after hearing his words. Her motherly side needed to scold him, but the woman in her cherished the manner in which he defended her. She knew that he would always protect her.


“Don’t talk about your father that way,” she said, doing her best to sound like she meant it.


“He couldn’t handle these big fuckin’ tits anyway,” he grunted between pumps. He could spend the rest of his life treating her boobs like a pussy.


She definitely couldn’t call him a liar. “He certainly couldn’t handle them like you do.”


“I bet that he never fucked your mouth either.”


She couldn’t help but grin. Her perfect angel had no idea how right he was. “I never would’ve let him even if he wanted to. You see, sweetheart, there aren’t too many men who I want to act like a slut for. Just like there aren’t too many men who I would model my boob job based on their suggestion.”


He froze between her tits as a wave of bliss washed over him. The skies parted, revealing heaven in all of its glory, but it was found in a rather unexpected place. He struggled to comprehend his joy as he reflected on her words.


Mom only got huge tits because he liked them! It was insane! He always knew that Mom loved him, but he never imagined anything like this. It was more than enough to send his aggression soaring.


“Lean back,” he ordered.


Mom leaned back slightly, refusing to allow him to escape from the safety of her breasts. He pumped ferociously between her soft bust, smiling from how much she loved seeing the head of his manhood poke out from between her cleavage. He clamped onto her shoulders as he felt his orgasm on the horizon.


“You’re right. Your father is a bitch,” she admitted against her better judgment. She just couldn’t help but let him know how much better he was than the last man in her life—or any man for that matter. “You’re so much bigger than any guy I’ve ever been with. Not that I’ve been with a lot, but you put the handful of them to shame.”


He took a long stroke before pausing with the head of his cock sticking out from between her soft boobs. “Big dick for your big tits.”


She launched a wad of spit at his cock, causing it to disappear back between her globes after she wet his throbbing pole. “It was so easy to imagine myself as that Ava Addams girl after my boob job. I would watch her scenes while I played with my vibrator, but I always pictured you as the guy instead.”


He pumped faster.


“Slapping me around,” she giggled. “Treating me like a piece of ass.”


“I’m gonna tear your pussy up.”


Her eyes bulged. “What!?”


“I’m gonna tear your pussy up,” he repeated, his deep tone barely audible from his suddenly crazed demeanor.


Had things gone too far? Had she crossed the line with her baby? And most importantly, why was so excited by the possibility of experiencing something significantly more wild than kinky versions of oral sex? Her son wanted to fuck her for real!


Dirty talk or not, she was ready to fuel his wild aggression. She couldn’t get enough of his onslaught of testosterone. It’d been an awfully long time since she last enjoyed the sexual advances of a stud, after all—Monday excluded.


“Do you think this big thing would even fit in me?” she asked, biting her lower lip to appear as innocent as possible. “Your father definitely didn’t loosen me up to take something this size.”


“Tight little pussy,” he growled, squeezing her shoulders as he felt himself approaching the end.


“You might break me in half with this big dick,” she giggled. She revered his look of intense passion. “I’m not like those porn sluts. I can’t take huge cocks. Well, maybe we could see if you fit inside me if you really want to try, though? I—oh!”


His passionate howls accompanied the numerous blasts that rocketed from his dick and slammed into her chin. Cum ran down her neck and coated the very tits that he remained snuggled between. His closed eyes reflected a young man experiencing an intense orgasm that only his mother could bring to his life. She had a knack for making him cum harder—and more—than anyone or anything, and his latest eruption was further proof of her prowess.


He was met by quite the picture when he snapped back to reality. “Holy fuck.”


Mom freed his cock from between her boobs as she looked down to observe the mess. “Jesus, sweetheart.”


There was cum everywhere. On her chin, neck, tits, and even a healthy amount had dripped down onto her tummy. It was the exact way that his perfect mother should always look: covered in his seed.


“I’ll meet you in five minutes.”


“Meet me where?” she asked, rubbing his warm semen into her big boobs. She loved how it felt!


“You know where,” he told her.


She watched him walk over to the refrigerator and pull out a piece of lasagna from last night’s dinner, opting to leave the chicken on the stove. He put it in the microwave to heat it up. It was no secret that her son refueled himself for whatever he had planned next, but she couldn’t even begin to guess what he had on his mind, let alone identify where she was supposed to meet him.


That wasn’t exactly true.


She knew what he wanted. Was their dirty talk sexy? For sure. Was it realistic? She didn’t know, to be honest. It definitely wouldn’t have been only a few days ago, but things had changed in a hurry since then.


Now, she just needed to figure out where to meet him.





Chapter 7 — Where Every Mom Belongs








Five Minutes Later.





Owen placed his plate in the dishwasher after finishing his lasagna, happy as a pig in shit. He would worry about getting around to making chicken salad later. Who knew that life could be so awesome? Mom was the hottest woman alive, she sure seemed to love messing around with him, and she mentioned that he had a big dick multiple times. Honestly, the latter may have been his favorite detail about the past seventy-two hours. Nothing turned him on more than knowing that he was the biggest guy Mom had ever been with.


But as fun as it to fuck Mom’s tits, feel her soft lips kiss his balls, and treat her mouth like a pussy, nothing compared to the possibility of officially making her his. Sadly, his amazing mother still belonged to Dad—despite their divorce. He was the last man to have her, after all.


He made his way to the stairs and ascended the steps with a purpose. Why was he so confident that she would be on the same page as him? He told her to go where she belonged—without any clarification as to what he met—but he possessed little doubt that she would be waiting for him. He couldn’t explain why, but he felt connected to her on a level that he’d never shared with anyone else.


His intense gaze of anticipation was replaced by a lovestruck smile after he opened his bedroom door and looked inside. There, waiting for him—under his covers—was his radiant mother.


“So, did I guess right?” Mom asked, biting her lower lip while she fluttered her eyelashes rapidly.


Everything made sense when he observed his mother in the exact spot that he desired: his bed.


She wiggled under the blankets, concealing her deeds from his curious eyes while her back rested against the bed headboard. It was funny in a way. It took forty-three years to unleash her naughty side, but now she couldn’t wait to get down-and-dirty for the naked hunk who continued to stare at her while she worked to complete her unknown mission.


And then Owen’s smile returned when Mom’s hands appeared from under the covers.


A pair of black bikini bottoms dangled from her grasp. Two blankets were all that stood between him and his completely nude mother. Cotton and some polyester provided the only barrier from what he simply couldn’t stop obsessing over. As much as he loved her big tits, he equally desired to appreciate every inch of her endless curves, and he liked his chances of doing exactly that in only a matter of moments.


She cocked her bikini bottoms like a slingshot and fired them at him.


He caught them and raised them to his nose, his senses swiftly engulfed by her natural aroma. A cool ocean breeze met a pristine meadow in spring. A state of zen consumed him, unfamiliar to a guy with a limited sexual past. Despite his youth, he knew that he could give Mom what she needed. Arrogant or not, he never questioned if he was the man for her.


He approached his bed and grabbed a handful of his blankets, exchanging grins with her before yanking them off the mattress.


What else should he have expected? An unmistakable glisten enhanced the allure of her little pussy lips, causing his cock to stiffen like never before. Her pubic hair was styled in a narrow landing strip, almost as if it pointed to his goal. How could every part of her continue to impress him? How could her mesmerizing DDD-cup breasts not be his main priority anymore? Forty-three years old and he’d never craved a woman more in his life. She was simply incredible.


“I recall someone making a comment about tearing a certain something up,” she reminded him with a sly smirk. “I really hope that wasn’t an exaggeration, because I need to get fucked soooooooooo badly.”


He tossed her bikini bottoms to the floor.


She dropped the last resemblance of only treating him like a son. She clearly didn’t care any longer. She knew what she needed, and she required it from the only man she truly loved.


“You know how I love to spoil you?” she asked, encouraging him to come closer with her eyes. “Well, I have some good news, sweetheart. I’m going to treat you like an absolute king if you can make me cum.”


He growled instinctively under his breath.


“Because Lord knows that your father never could,” she added.


Her latest comment was all the motivation he needed to accomplish his mission. Today, in his bedroom, he would give Mom what Dad couldn’t. Mom deserved the world—and then some—and he wouldn’t stop until he gave her what she so desperately needed.


He climbed up onto his bed and immediately wrapped his hands around her petite shins. One firm tug was all it took to position her flat on her back. He could feel the heat radiating from her immaculate pussy, and her tits possessed a noticeable shin from the generous amount of cum he’d unloaded on them earlier, but it was her face that captured his attention like her body never could. It was a look that he still struggled to comprehend.




Mom’s big brown eyes begged for his cock.


He separated her legs as far as possible and knelt just inches from her sparkling vagina. While he couldn’t deny the temptation to engage in a passionate session of missionary sex while they gazed into each other’s eyes, the opportunity to simultaneously bask in Mom’s three most enthralling features was far too enticing to resist. They could get close later, because he had some fun to enjoy first.


He rubbed his cock the length of her moist slit, salivating from the manner in which she squirmed on his bed. Several firm slaps against her pussy caused her to writhe in anticipation. He couldn’t believe it, but it almost appeared as if she wanted this even more than he did.


The immediate warmth that engulfed the head of his dick would never leave his memory. Pushing into the gates of heaven caused him to reevaluate his life. This was where he belonged. Mom was the woman for him, and he would never question his desires ever again.


Her heat never diminished. Every further explored inch sent his cock to an unparalleled world of love and affection. Mom’s inviting pussy welcomed him with open arms, and he loved the idea of making regular visits to his favorite place on the planet. This was his pussy now.


She was so wet. Any expected trouble handling his impressive size was solved by something as simple as her immense natural lubricant. Each pump allowed him to see more than just the indescribable way that her tight vagina gripped his pulsating meat, however. There was so much more than simple sex to enjoy.


Her sexy hips swayed, her tummy glistened from a mixture of tanning oil and his cum, and her perfect tits bounced with every pump he took into her heavenly pussy. The mere idea of another man enjoying her impeccable body disgusted him. Mom was made for him, and he was ready to show her that he was man enough for the job.


His strokes turned long and deep as he increased his tempo. He wanted her screaming in ecstasy. He craved for her to brag to her friends about the new man who rocked her world in the bedroom nightly. He desired to prove to himself that he was capable of satisfying a woman of her stature, but most importantly, he needed to fulfill her sexual urges. Mom was too special to settle for anything less than spectacular.


“Oh my God, sweetheart!” she cried, using her fingers to rub her clit.


Nothing brought him joy quite like turning his meek mother into a ravenous nymphomaniac. “Someone loves that big cock, doesn’t she?”


“This isn’t the only time we’re doing this,” she told him, continuing to play with herself while she stared up at his bedroom ceiling.


Thirty seconds inside her and Mom already requested more? It was the ultimate compliment. She never even bothered to answer his question. Instead, she demanded regular sex, and he couldn’t possibly be happier. It was exactly what he wanted.


But he liked the idea of teasing her a bit.


His long and deep strokes subsided as he opted to leave only the head of his cock inside her snug hole. The manner in which his dick shined reinforced just how wet she was. He may have thought that she was turned on while he was inside of her, but he had no idea how much until he saw the overwhelming evidence for himself. He was covered in her juices.


“Gimme more,” she begged.


He kept only the tip inside her.


“Gimme more!” she repeated with more urgency, turning her attention to his stoic face.


“You’re going to have to ask nicer than that,” he said with a smirk.


Two could play that game. After all, she was his mother, and no one knew him better than her. “Here’s how things will work from now on. Starting tomorrow, I’ll make you a nice dinner like I do every night, but you’ll get a dessert of your choice as well. You’ll take your treat to the sofa, watch a little TV, and enjoy your sloppy post-dinner blowjob.”


He did everything in his power not to bury the length of his manhood inside her. It simply wasn’t possible to love someone more than he already loved her, but she seemed to make a case for why he could do just that. Daily blowjobs? Now, that sounded like heaven to him.


“Because I’ll have to get my man ready for the main event,” she said, moving her hand to show her soaked pussy in all its glory. “You see, honey, your father wasn’t capable of satisfying me sexually. I don’t want to just have a decent sex life either. I want to get wild in the bedroom. I hate the idea of having to worry about embarrassing myself or disgusting the guy I’m with too. I want to fulfill all of my fantasies, kinks, and crazy desires in the privacy of my own home, and I really don’t think that’s too much to ask for.”


He needed to push back inside her, but the endless possibilities of allowing Mom to finally express herself caused him to hold back.


She locked eyes with him. “It’s like how I don’t plan to show too much cleavage outside the house, but I fully intend to dress like a slut when it’s just me and you. So, pumpkin, I need you to make me cum. Do that for me, and I’ll literally do whatever you want, whenever you want. Sound good?”


Watching her eyes roll back after he gripped her thighs and bottomed out in her snug hole sent him into overdrive. Every thrust forward caused her to moan in bliss, and every movement resulted in her big tits bouncing courtesy of his aggression. He possessed the power to control the most spectacular woman alive. He was capable of reviving his own mother’s lackluster sex life, while concurrently basking in his newfound sense of authority. Mom was ready to act like a slut for him, and only him! It was a lifelong dream come true!


He pushed her hand away and took control of her clit. His overworked mother needed a vacation, and if they couldn’t fly away to an exotic beach together, then he would do the next best thing, and that involved a complete state of submission. It was time for her to enjoy being taken care of.


He rubbed her clit with his thumb while he stretched her to his liking. “You’re allowed to show some cleavage when I take you out on our date nights. I want to show you off.”


“Date nights?” she questioned, struggling to look him in the eye thanks to his perfect rhythm. She had no doubt that she would cum if he continued his pace.


“I have to take my girl out and spoil her a bit,” he revealed. “I can’t wait to see some of the looks that we get when you wear a sexy dress that shows off your insane tits. We’ll get you something tight that shows off your fat ass too.”


She slammed her head back against his mattress and closed her eyes. She couldn’t even recall her last date night, but now her son promised to take her on one! And his wardrobe description hinted at them enjoying dinner at a fancy restaurant together! She would dress as sexy as he wanted if it guaranteed her an incredible Friday night every week!


“What do you think will be going through all those other guy’s minds when they see you?” he asked, circling her clit with his thumb to keep her right on the edge. Not only did he want her to cum, but he wanted her to cum hard. “When a perfect ten passes by their mediocre wives?”


Her flustered inflection showed how close she was to erupting. “They’ll prob-prob-probably be think-thinking about the blow-blow-blowjob that you’ll be getting on-on the ride home.”


He fucked her harder as his deep grunts mixed with her adorable moans and squeals. “Are you sure they won’t be picturing the fat ropes that I’m going to blow all over your face when we get home? Or maybe the way you’ll eat all my cum? Like the little fuckin’ slut you are.”


“Oh my God, harder!” she pleaded, clutching onto the bed sheets beneath her.


His strokes turned leisurely once again as he removed his thumb from her clit.


Her head instantly shot up in horror. “No, I said harder! Not to slow down!”


“Are you sure?” he asked. “You looked a little overwhelmed there for a minute.”


Unfortunately, he couldn’t conceal his grin while Mom stared him in the eyes. It was all part of his plan. Not only did he want to make her erupt like never before, but he desired to see how dirty she would get for him. Just how wild were her fantasies?


“Do you want me to eat your cum?”


His heart nearly gave out after processing her question. Despite having the tip of his dick inside her, he never expected to hear his polite mother utter such a crude sentence. It was a side of her that he very much welcomed, though.


“Because I’ll do it,” she said, pinching her hard nipples in order to tease him. “Go ahead and cum in a glass tomorrow and leave it on the kitchen table for me. I’ll drink it like a good girl.”


Unconsciously, his hips began to move again.


Nothing brought her joy like being his fantasy girl. “Or would you prefer if I pour it on my oatmeal and eat it all up with a spoon? Because I’ll do that too. I’ll be your little fuckin’ cumslut.”


He was in heaven.


“I’ll do all the stuff that I never did for your father,” she disclosed while resting her head back on the mattress. His aggressive pumps and friendly thumb signaled the approach of an earth-shattering orgasm. “If you spoil me, then I’ll spoil you; and, sweetheart, you have no idea what it’s like to really be spoiled.”


Her latest words caused him to drive into her roughly. For the very first time in his life, he tried to fuck a girl senseless. If Mom enjoyed being fucked aggressively—and the proof was certainly in the pudding—then he would treat her like an eighteen-year-old girlfriend.


He struggled to fathom something that she said, however. Somehow, Mom claimed that she’d never actually spoiled him. Apparently, all the gifts, dinners, and tasty desserts were child’s play compared to the unwavering loyalty of a grown woman, and he couldn’t even begin to imagine how much fun he had in store for him. Something told him that they were just getting started.


He massaged her clit rapidly while he attempted to reach her stomach with his cock. Cum would come out her ears if he blew his load inside her right now, because he couldn’t possibly be deeper. His perfect mother had completely submitted to him. It was a feeling of dominance and ownership that he would never relinquish, because he intended to keep her coming back for more.


And the first step to a lifetime of incredible sex involved making his woman happy.


Mom erupted from the building blend of his thumb rubbing her clit and his manhood filling her tight hole. She howled in euphoria, squirming on his bed as she pulled his sheets skyward with her shaky hands. It was the single greatest accomplishment of his life. Mom had managed to hide her true self from him for close to two decades, but he finally unleashed her wild side. The situation was only made sweeter by the fact that Dad had never gotten the job done.


His frantic strokes calmed once again as he allowed her to descend from her high, but he refused to leave her snug pussy while she cooled off. He needed to mark his territory. It was critical for Mom to remember that it was his cock that gave her what no other man could. Her tits, ass, and pussy all belonged to him, but so did her soul, and he made it a point to establish his place in her life.


But he soon realized that he didn’t need to worry about any of that, because Mom was clearly one step ahead of him.


“Get on your back.”


His ears perked up from her unusual demand. He expected to be the one calling the shots. “What?”


“Get on your back,” she ordered once more. “I’m going to ride that big cock until I cum again.”


He hurried to position himself to her liking. Was this what she meant when she mentioned spoiling him for real? Receiving wireless headphones and video games for gifts were great, but he would prefer a pristine pussy attached to a perfect ten every day of the week.


He did his best to control himself while Mom climbed on top of him—facing him while her knees rested against his mattress—as he focused on lasting long enough to get her off yet again. This time, their roles appeared to change. In an unexpected twist, he found himself along for the ride, and he quickly learned how fantastic it could be to let her take charge.


As much as he loved being gripped by her warm, wet, tight pussy, his obsession with big tits consumed his priorities. Would he ever completely adjust to the fact that his mother possessed porn star boobs? And she got them because of him! Honestly, it made it easier to feel like he owned her. In a strange way, he viewed her as more than just a girlfriend or even mom.


He saw her as his wife.


She leaned toward him, still grinding on his cock—much to both of their delight. “Go ahead. I know you want to.”


He could only laugh at how they always operated on the same wavelength. Mom obviously knew what he wanted, and he wouldn’t dream of protesting her offer. They were his property, at the end of the day.


He clenched her right breast with both of his hands, leaned forward slightly, and sucked her nipple while she rode him.


Could anything better symbolize his current paradise? A tight pussy wrapped around his cock, a big tit in his hands, and an erect nipple between his lips: if this wasn’t heaven, then he didn’t know what was. He could spend the rest of his years savoring every inch of his mother’s immaculate body, but her love was what fueled him the most. It’s what motivated him to be a better man.


“You love my big boobs, don’t you?” she asked, giggling.


“So much,” he answered after taking a short break from his task at hand. He quickly wrapped his lips back around her nipple to suckle from her breast.


She ran her hands through his thick hair while she began to bounce on his towering erection. Her baby could have as much fun as he wanted with her body, because she planned to make a habit of enjoying every inch of him as well. He was bigger, sexier, and so much better than his father, and it was her motherly duty to keep him satisfied and happy. Other girls just wouldn’t cut it.


“And I love your big cock,” she told him honestly, surprised to feel a second orgasm on the horizon already. “Well, I love everything about you, but your dick hits all the right spots.”


He reluctantly released her boob from his hold in order to watch her chest bounce along with her moving body. He felt like a zombie. Was it wrong that he could stare at her tits for hours? Was it inappropriate to be so mesmerized by her new assets? Surprisingly, he found himself as a spectator while Mom rode him like a woman on a mission.


A mission to cum.


And then an idea snuck into his head. Yes, it was a little wild; and sure, Mom appeared to be doing fine on her own, but the urge to claim her always lingered. Either the most important person in his life could ride his cock until she experienced her second orgasm of the evening, or he could give her something that Dad—and the countless number of men who routinely hit on her—never could.


He helped himself to one last rough squeeze of her perfect tits, wrapped his arms around her midsection tightly, and pulled her down to the bed with him. The warmth from her body transferred into his blood now that they touched. Their respect and passion for each other amplified their closeness. In a day full of twists and turns, his latest decision undoubtedly took the cake, but he never second-guessed himself for a moment. Deep down, he knew that he was right.


He moved his mouth to her ear and whispered, “I love you.”


She was never given a chance to respond. Her opportunity to express her love verbally was neglected in favor of her son’s unexpected change of plans, but she wouldn’t even consider complaining. Why would she? It took twenty-five long years, but she finally experienced the type of sex that she so badly craved throughout the course of her adult life.


She gasped in disbelief as powerful hips thrusted upwards repeatedly, touching every part of her silky pussy while he squeezed her even tighter in his grasp. He was on a mission to change her life for the better. Selfishly, he needed to prove to himself that he could make her cum without the need for clitoral stimulation, and he was determined to give her the most intense orgasm of her life in the process.


“Je-Je-Je-Jesus Christ, ba-baby!” she snorted wildly as the pounding intensified.


Her lack of composure propelled him to new heights. He liked this new version of her that wasn’t always poised. Sometimes, he preferred listening to Mom stammer uncontrollably while he attempted to break her in half, and the manner in which her huge tits pressed against his chest sure felt like home to him. It was the best of all possible worlds.


“I love you so much,” he whispered into her ear again while touching parts of her pussy for the very first time.


As badly as she longed to return his incredible declaration of love—which meant the world to her—her mouth simply wouldn’t allow her to speak. The pounding was too rough for her motor skills to function properly. She wasn’t a girl who typically became flustered by her environment, but she was at a complete loss for words in regard to her situation. The only thing she could do was completely give herself to the love of her life, and he certainly did a good job taking care of the rest.


Mom’s pussy clamped even tighter around him as she erupted on his cock, bringing him to the finish line with one last passionate thrust upward. Every prior orgasm in his life paled in comparison to what ripped through his body. The jolts of cum felt endless, and the intensity remained unrivaled by even something as incredible as a blowjob. In his bedroom, on a Wednesday evening when he should be busy eating dinner, he found zen.


He momentarily blacked out, only to be brought out of his haze by a familiar voice.


“I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you. I love you.”


Mom planted a big kiss on his face between every confession of her love. His forehead, cheeks, nose, lips, and even his chin all got in on the party, and he couldn’t get enough of the fact that he was the guy who put a big smile on his mother’s pretty face. She was ecstatic to discover that he was capable of giving her a pair of robust orgasms, and he was thrilled to experience the happiest moment of his life. It was a mutual sense of adoration.


“Let me take care of dinner.”


He had no plans to entertain such an idea. “No, Mom, I told you that I would handle—”


“Nonsense,” she interrupted, sliding off of him. A trail of cum leaked from her pussy and collected on his thighs. “You aren’t lifting a finger tonight after what you did for me. I take care of the chicken and I’ll call you down when it’s ready.”


He watched her hop off his bed and head for the door before he finally spoke up again. “I love you, Mom.”


Four simple words were all it took to make her stop in her tracks. She turned and headed back in his direction, giving him a big kiss on the lips when she arrived.


She moved her mouth to his ear. “Unfortunately, we don’t have anything for dessert.”


“It’s fine,” he eased her worries. He was sure that she would make one of her fantastic homemade treats for him later.


Things had changed drastically over the past few days, and she was ready to inform him of exactly that. “No, it’s not fine. My big stud deserves a tasty snack after dinner, so we’ll just have to substitute something else instead. Actually, I seem to recall someone mentioning blowing fat ropes all over my face.”


It was official: he was madly in love.


She pulled away from his ear and gazed down into his lovestruck eyes. “I told you that you’ve never been truly spoiled before. So, let me take care of dinner, and don’t you dare worry about a thing for the rest of the night. My man needs his energy in order to keep me taken care of. Love you, sweetheart.”


He trailed her visually as she made her way out of his bedroom. This was seriously his life now? Being spoiled rotten as long as he routinely fucked the shit out of his incredibly sexy mother? He wasn’t positive how he’d ended up so lucky, but he would make sure to thoroughly enjoy the onslaught of steak, brownies, and pussy that would assuredly shower him daily.
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Chapter 1 — Losing Hope








Wednesday Evening in Late May.





“You have no idea how bad it is out there, Mom.”


Kim seriously doubted her daughter’s dramatic declaration.


“I’m serious, Mom!” Stacy raised her voice, emphasizing her words as a result of her mother’s silence. “I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy.”


“It can’t possibly be that bad.”


“It can’t be that bad?” Stacy asked from her seat at the kitchen table. Her raised eyebrows reflected her disgust with her mother’s remark. “Um…you have no idea what you’re talking about. Dating in 2021 is literally the worst thing ever.”


Kim took a quick peek back at the kitchen table before checking the chicken in the oven. What started as an uneventful decision to make homemade chicken tortilla stacks for dinner, had somehow resulted in her listening to her daughter rant about how tough her life was. The problem was that Kim didn’t have the heart to be brutally honest.


What in the world did her daughter have to complain about? Stacy was gorgeous! The blonde-haired, blue-eyed beauty possessed a naturally slim figure, and her little breasts and perky butt provided Kim with a daily reminder that her own youth was well behind her. Where did a twenty-year-old college girl find the nerve to complain about anything? It was absurd!


And what was her daughter’s biggest gripe? That the never-ending line of hunks vying for her attention didn’t live up to her ridiculous expectations? She should try being married for twenty-two years! Then, she would have something to complain about!


“Young guys tend to be a little rough around the edges,” the forty-two-year-old mom told her daughter. “It doesn’t mean they aren’t any good, though.”


“No, Mom, they’re awful,” Stacy promised. “Trust me, they really are.”


“How so?”


Stacy didn’t know where to start. She had so many problems with boys her age. “Okay, Bella started dating this guy a few months ago, and all she does is bitch about him. Guess what he does pretty much all day?”


Kim joined her daughter at the kitchen table after discovering that the chicken still needed another ten minutes in the oven. “What does he do?”


“He smokes weed and plays video games,” Stacy said, disgusted. “It’s not just him, though. Cindy’s boyfriend is the exact same, and those two have been dating since high school. Guys never change, Mom!”


“Those guys are only twenty,” Kim laughed. “I’m sure they’ll grow up.”


Stacy had her doubts regarding Mom’s confidence. “I’m fairly certain that the guys in my generation are excluded from maturity. Even some of the older ones I’ve talked to all act like they’re still in high school. It’s so frustrating, you know? Why is it so hard to find a great boyfriend?”


“What about those dating apps that all you kids use?”


Stacy immediately rolled her eyes. “Oh my God, they’re so awful. The guys on there are pigs. Pigs!”


“I’m not sure what to tell you then, honey. It’s not like you’re forty, though, okay? Being single at twenty isn’t a big deal. I’m sure you’ll find a great guy when you least expect it, and then you’ll look back and laugh at how much stress you added to your life by worrying about stuff that’s out of your control.”


Suddenly, Stacy had a realization. She couldn’t believe it either. “You’ve never told me about how you met Dad.”


“I haven’t?” Kim asked, surprised that such a topic had never come up during one of their girl talks.


“Wait a minute!” Stacy gasped, her tone dripping in drama. “What if this is the answer to everything? What if it’s exactly what I’m looking for?”


Kim couldn’t possibly be more confused.


“Okay, so we both know that Dad’s the greatest guy ever,” Stacy said, pointing out the obvious in order to get on the same page with her mother.


Surprisingly, Kim’s confusion grew. “What?”


“Dad’s the greatest guy ever,” Stacy repeated, staring across the table, stone-faced. “So, I need to know everything about how you guys met. That way, I can totally meet a guy just like Dad!”


“You think that Dad’s the greatest guy ever?”


This time, it was Stacy who appeared baffled. “Um…is even that debatable?”


“Is it debatable that your father is the greatest guy ever?” Kim laughed. “Yeah, I think so.”


Stacy didn’t laugh, grin, or even crack a smirk. No, she didn’t understand the reason for her mother’s guffaw whatsoever. “Mom, Dad is pretty much every woman’s dream guy.”


Kim burst into laughter.


“He is!” the young blonde declared passionately, raising her voice to express her thoughts in the suddenly lively kitchen. “Millions of women would leave their husbands in a heartbeat to replace you.”


“What!? No, they wouldn’t!”


“Yes, they would!” Stacy shot back, refusing to entertain her mother’s asinine opinion. “Let’s look at the facts. Dad’s handsome, super fit, smart, kind, caring, hilarious, and a total workaholic. He busts his bust at work to give us a great life, and then he comes home and takes care of stuff around the house too. He’s unbelievable!”


Kim certainly didn’t see things the same way. Yes, Peter was still good-looking and fit; and yes, he worked hard to earn a good living. Her daughter seemed to exaggerate the rest of his traits, however. Peter felt a little neurotic to her at times. He could never relax. Her husband always needed to do something, and his refusal to sit still had grown exhausting over the years. Oddly, she wouldn’t mind a hubby on the lazy side. At least she wouldn’t be bitched at for not cleaning five days a week—right before he vacuumed the house the moment he returned home from work.


“Are you seriously going to pretend otherwise?” Stacy asked with her eyebrows raised. “Come on, Mom. There’s a reason why you stay in such good shape, after all.”


Would it be safe to say that Kim felt insulted by her daughter’s latest comment? She’d quit her job as a realtor last year at Peter’s encouragement. An early promotion resulted in him earning more money than either of them ever imagined, so she was given the option to continue working or not. It wasn’t a permanent decision, though. Maybe she would take a few years off before rejoining the workforce? Or perhaps she would find a less stressful job when a desirable opportunity presented itself? The one title that she refused to be labeled as was a trophy wife, but Stacy had basically called her that moments ago.


She worked hard in the gym for herself. So what if she loved to exercise? Peter’s financial success had nothing to do with her decision to keep herself in great shape, and she didn’t appreciate her appearance substituting for her real value as both a mom and a wife.


Stacy struggled to understand why Mom looked so insulted. Wasn’t spending six days a week in the gym part of the gig? Lord knows that she was jealous of her mother’s youthful glow and perfect butt, and don’t even get her started on her boobs either. They’re so much bigger than hers! Her wavy brown hair flowed past her shoulders, her blue eyes sparkled, and her skin remained void of wrinkles or any signs of aging. Mom was a knockout!


And that was the way things should operate in Stacy’s opinion. Dad deserved to return home to a gorgeous woman each and every day. He was entitled to a king’s treatment, after all.


“Your father has plenty of flaws,” Kim disclosed.


“Is working too hard considered a flaw? Or maybe he’s too generous and loving? Actually, he probably spends too much time in the gym? Yeah, he’d be much better with a beer belly, right, Mom?”


Kim laughed to herself while reflecting on Stacy’s long-standing obsession with Peter. They really were two peas in a pod, weren’t they? Peter spoiled their daughter rotten, Stacy viewed him as Superman, and the world kept on spinning. It shouldn’t have come as much of a surprise to hear just how enamored her daughter was with him.


“Tell me how you two met,” Stacy got things back on track. “That way I know what to look for when I try to find a guy like Dad.”


She had a feeling that her daughter wouldn’t be so lovestruck after learning the details of their courtship. “I met up with my girlfriend at her parents’ house because we were planning to go out that night, when her brother returned home just before we left. He had his friend with him.”


“Was his friend Dad?”


“Yep, his friend was Dad,” Kim nodded as she took herself back to her youth. It’d been an awfully long time since she revisited anything that happened over two decades ago. “Somehow, they convinced us to tag along with them to a house party they were headed to.”


Stacy jotted down notes in her head. Apparently, spectacular men could be found in the least likely places. Dad used to party back in the day? Really? She’d never even seen him drink alcohol.


“So, we went to the house party with them,” Kim continued. “Now, things got a little rowdy as the night progressed. A bunch of the guys were extremely drunk, and some football player grabbed my butt while I made my way to the bathroom.”


This wasn’t the romantic tale that Stacy had imagined.


“I freaked out. Usually, I would just ignore a guy if he did something like that, but I think I was a little buzzed too. I ended up making a way bigger deal out of it than I should’ve.”


“Mom, some strange guy grabbed your butt,” Stacy reminded her. “It’s not out of line to freak out. Heck, I would!”


An unfamiliar sense of embarrassment consumed the forty-two-year-old mom after she recalled the way that she’d made herself the center of attention. It was a reaction she would never dream of replicating at her current age.


“Guess who stepped in when I really started screaming at this guy?”


“Who?” asked Stacy.


“Dad.”


Stacy’s heart stopped beating. “Oh my God, Dad came to your defense!?”


“Um…you could say that,” Kim chuckled. “He got in the football player’s face, and when that guy shoved him, Dad knocked him out.”


Stacy gasped.


“It was wild,” Kim told her stunned daughter. “The craziest part was how none of his teammates confronted your father. It was like they didn’t want to mess with him.”


Of course not! How couldn’t her mother see what she saw? Dad really was Superman!


“So, like twenty minutes later, I’m getting a beer when I suddenly feel someone squeeze my butt.”


Stacy currently wondered how she’d never heard about this night. It sounded insane! “Was it another football player?”


Sadly, Kim was about to shatter the mantle that Stacy placed Peter on. “Nope, it was your father.”


Stacy’s eyes bulged.


“He took the cup out of my hand, filled it for me, and said, ‘I’m the only guy who gets to grab that perfect ass,’” Kim revealed, waiting for horror to sweep across Stacy’s face.


But instead, Stacy smiled from ear-to-ear. “Oh my God, that’s so romantic!”


Kim’s jaw dropped. “What!? No, it isn’t!”


“Mom, Dad beat up a guy who grabbed your butt, took your cup out of your hand and filled your drink for you, and then said that you belong to him! That’s amazing! It’s like a Hollywood romance!”


“A Hollywood romance?” Kim questioned, baffled. “Your father grabbed my butt just like that football player did!”


“Yeah, but it’s totally different,” Stacy pointed out. “One, you owed him after what he did for you. Two, he’s Dad. It’s not inappropriate if it’s the guy you end up marrying.”


“I didn’t know that I would marry him at the time, though.”


Stacy would decide that. “Well, how did you react when Dad grabbed your butt?”


Kim immediately moved her eyes to the floor.


“You liked it, didn’t you?” Stacy shouted with a big smile. “And it’s obvious why! Because Dad’s amazing!”


“I actually tried to protest,” she said, turning her attention back to her daughter. “I had a little problem doing that, however. You see, your father kissed me before I had the chance to speak my mind.”


Stacy didn’t know what to say. How could one man be so perfect, and how could one woman be so lucky? Mom had totally hit the jackpot!


“And…we…oh my God, I can’t believe I’m about to say this.”


Stacy waited with bated breath.


“Listen, never do what I’m about to say, do you understand me? Never! We…ended up…going back to his place,” Kim finally spit out, not necessarily proud of herself.


Stacy’s smile couldn’t possibly be bigger. “You messed around with Dad on the first night that you met him!?”


Kim nodded, unable to look her daughter in the eye. “Yeah, and it was so much different from anything I’d ever experienced. He was just so…phenomenal.”


She didn’t understand why her mother acted ashamed of herself. She would totally do the same thing if she met a clone of Dad! Why bother waiting? She would get married, have his children, and then gladly be his sexy housewife who dedicated herself to making the love of her life a very happy man. It would be her honor.


And she wasn’t surprised in the least from the reveal of Dad’s prowess in the bedroom. It only made sense. He was spectacular in all facets of his life, so why wouldn’t he be incredible in bed as well? Actually, she would’ve been stunned to have learned anything different.


“Mom, your life is literally a fairytale. A guy showed up unexpectedly, saved you from trouble, told you that he wanted you, and then gave an unbelievable life. That’s exactly what I want! It’s what every girl wants too! How don’t you see how lucky you are?”


“I’ve been very fortunate with how things turned out,” Kim acknowledged what everyone around her already knew. “I know that. All I’m saying is that perfect guys don’t exist. Every man has flaws, honey. Sometimes, you need to look past a few of them in order to appreciate what he has to offer.”


“But you don’t have to look past anything with Dad. He’s literally perfect,” Stacy said, refusing to change her mind.


Kim rolled her eyes as she laughed to herself. Deep down, she knew that she couldn’t convince Stacy otherwise. Her daughter would always view Peter as a superhero, so she would keep her fingers crossed that a truly spectacular man would come into her world to give her the life that she so desperately desired.


“My last few dates have all been soooooooooo awful,” Stacy admitted, reflecting on her time at college. It was nice to be home for summer break. At least it granted her an opportunity to escape from the jerks on campus. “I’m going to be single forever. I just know it.”


“No, you won’t,” Kim laughed.


“You don’t know that. What if—”


The sound of footsteps caused Stacy to cut herself short, and the arrival of her favorite person on the planet brought a big smile to her face. Truthfully, he was the reason that she loved being back home more than anything. She’d missed him so much!


“Hey, pumpkin,” Peter greeted his daughter with a warm smile. He set his suitcase down on the kitchen table, dressed in a sharp black suit as he looked over at his wife. “How was your day, honey?”


“Pretty good,” Kim told him. “How was yours?”


“Same old,” he answered, taking a seat next to Stacy while he turned his attention back to her. “You have no idea how much I missed having you around.”


Would it be safe to say that Stacy was giddy? She just loved Dad so much! And he adored her too! “I missed you sooooooooooooooooooooooooo much too, Dad. I’m really happy to be home.”


“Maybe you should commute to school next semester?”


“Really?” she asked, surprised by her father’s proposition.


“This house isn’t the same without you around,” he told her. “It felt empty.”


Kim rolled her eyes and walked over to the oven to check the chicken. No wonder why Stacy couldn’t find a boyfriend. Peter had spoiled her with attention for the past twenty years! Of course, no guy would ever seem worthwhile after a lifetime of being treated like a princess.


“Why isn’t the grass cut?”


She pulled the chicken out of the oven before looking back at the table. “What?”


“Why isn’t the grass cut?” Peter repeated. “Nick told me that he would do it on Monday.”


“I’m sure he’ll do it,” Kim spoke in defense of their son.


“It’s Wednesday,” he said, not concealing his annoyed tone. “Do you want to know why that kid is such a procrastinator?”


“Jesus, here we go…” Kim groaned.


“It’s because you baby him,” Peter said, revisiting a frequently discussed topic in their household. “You let him get away with whatever he wants, so he does whatever he wants.”


“He’s a bum,” Stacy added her two cents.


Unfortunately, defending Nick had become commonplace for Kim over the past few years. Peter and Stacy were both always so hard on him. “He’s not a bum. He’s very helpful around here.”


“Yeah right,” Stacy chuckled.


“I don’t see you cutting the grass,” Kim said to her daughter.


Peter decided to remind the kitchen of how things worked in their family. “Stacy isn’t responsible for cutting the grass. Neither are you. That kid doesn’t have too many responsibilities around here, but he puts all of them off until we finally nag on him enough. It’s because of you, Kim! You enable him!”


Her husband never had a problem with how little Stacy did around the house over the years, but he constantly nagged on Nick for everything. Even look at their vehicles! Stacy was gifted a new Jeep for her eighteenth birthday, while Nick received a used Ford Focus with plenty of miles on it. It was yet another example of the favoritism that Peter routinely displayed.


It drove Kim crazy how Peter refused to admit his nepotism as well. Somehow, he couldn’t see how differently he treated their children, but it couldn’t have been clearer in her eyes. Stacy was Peter’s perfect princess who could do no wrong, while Nick was his underachieving son who didn’t live up to his high expectations.


Disappointment was the last word that she would use to describe Nick. Her son was smart, funny, loving, athletic, and very handsome. He also helped her around the house whenever she asked him to, but it wouldn’t exactly be honest to pretend that she didn’t have a soft spot for him either. Was it because of how much Peter favored Stacy? Or perhaps she just adored him that much? Regardless, she struggled to find fault with anything he did.


The brown-haired, brown-eyed father of two absolutely didn’t share his wife’s feelings when it came to their son. “Nick needs to grow up. Otherwise, we’ll still be telling him to clean his room when he’s forty.”


“We were actually talking about you earlier, Dad,” Stacy revealed, changing topics. She would much rather discuss Dad than her brother.


His ears perked up. “Is that right?”


“Yep, I was telling Mom about how awful the guys my own age are,” Stacy said.


His curious look swiftly turned to one of disgust. “I don’t want to hear about your dating life.”


“No, Dad, I—”


“I honestly don’t, pumpkin,” he cut off his daughter, unable to hide his overprotective nature. Unfortunately, his little girl was a twenty-year-old woman now, so he didn’t have any say regarding who she spent her time with. “Discuss that stuff with your mother.”


“Dad, just let me finish,” Stacy said, using a firm stare to demand his compliance. “I told Mom about how I want to find a guy like you, and then she told me the story of how you guys met. I can’t believe what happened! You knocked out a football player!”


Everything came to a sudden stop for the forty-five-year-old dad. The horrifying visual of his daughter’s dating life, his fear that Kim had disclosed some of the more intimate details of their first encounter, and the steady reminder that his little girl was now a woman, all took a back seat to her initial statement. It was something he’d never imagined hearing either.


“You want to find a guy like me?”


“Absolutely,” Stacy confirmed without a moment of hesitation. “Wait until you hear this! Mom seriously thinks that you aren’t every girl’s dream guy! Can you believe that?”




His heart melted. The entirety of his existence was validated with something as simple as a sentence. His angelic daughter would never have any idea how much her words meant to him, but he would never forget her seemingly innocent revelation.


“I mean, I would literally kill to find a boyfriend like you,” Stacy continued, lost in a world where she could trade places with her mother. “I explained to Mom how terrible dating is. Guys are all such jerks!”


“Pumpkin, that’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me.”


It made Stacy’s day to see her father so happy. “Well, it’s the truth. Why do you have to be so rare? Like, why can’t there be a million more of you?”


Peter grinned at his wife.


“Yeah, you’re a real dream,” Kim muttered under her breath sarcastically.


“Oh my God, I have the best idea!” Stacy shouted, nearly jumping out of her seat. “What if you take me out on a date?”


“Me?” he asked, surprised.


“Yeah, that way I can actually experience a great date. Plus, I’ll know what it’s like to be taken out by a true gentleman.”


“That sounds—” he said before abruptly cutting himself short. The arrival of the last and final member of the family caused him to quickly change his tune. “Where have you been?”


“At the gym,” Nick answered, plopping his basketball bag down on the kitchen table next to his father’s briefcase. “Hey, Mom.”


“Hey, sweetheart,” Kim returned his greeting, smiling as she observed her handsome son in a pair of basketball shorts and a tank top. His thick brown hair possessed a noticeable sweat to it.


Peter waited for his son to look his way before addressing his concern. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”


Nice looked around the kitchen, perplexed.


“Why don’t you think really hard?” Peter said. “You’re a smart guy. I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”


Kim rolled her eyes while Stacy snickered.


“I’m not sure what you’re talking about, Dad,” Nick confessed.


“The grass looks rather long, wouldn’t you say?” Peter asked.


“Oh shit.”


“Yeah, oh shit,” Peter agreed with his son’s remark. “Go cut it.”


“I will after—”


“No, go cut it now,” Peter interrupted. Unlike Kim, he refused to entertain his kid’s excuses. “You’re already two days late.”


“I can’t take a shower first?” he questioned.


“He’s dripping sweat, Peter,” Kim spoke up for her son.


“Because he’s dickin’ around at the gym instead of taking care of his responsibilities,” Peter told the room. “I’m not going to tell you again. Go cut it now.”


The eighteen-year-old high school senior huffed before digging into his gym bag to retrieve his wireless headphones. Moments later, he vanished down the hallway to take care of the lawn.


“It’s always something with him,” Peter groaned.


“Oh, give him a break,” Kim said. “Don’t act like you wanted to cut the grass either when you were eighteen.”


“Please don’t compare Nick to Dad,” Stacy told her mother. “Dad’s probably been a workaholic his entire life. Nick, on the other hand, is lazy.”


Kim turned back to the counter to start making dinner. She had no interest in listening to another second of these two speak poorly about her son. Nick was perfect, and she refused to entertain any other possibilities.


“So, about our date night,” a hopeful Stacy reminded Dad of their conservation before her brother rudely interrupted them.


“How about tonight?”


Peter’s proposal caused Kim’s head to bolt back to the kitchen table. “Tonight? I’m making dinner now.”


“Stacy deserves to enjoy a nice date,” Peter said, swiftly dismissing his wife to look at his daughter. “Isn’t that right?”


“Totally!” Stacy agreed, smiling from ear-to-ear. “A dinner date tonight would be so awesome!”


Kim should’ve known better. When didn’t Stacy get her way? Peter may have been rough on their son, but he was an absolute softie with their daughter.


“Put on a nice dress,” Peter said. “I’ll call and book us a table at Russell’s. We’ll leave when you’re ready.”


Stacy jumped out of her seat, gave Dad a big kiss on the cheek, and dashed upstairs to get ready. How could Mom possibly deny what she saw? Dad was so incredible! He dropped everything in order to make her happy, and she couldn’t wait to spend time with him tonight!


“What am I supposed to do with all this chicken?” Kim asked.


Peter left his seat and headed to the sink to fill himself a glass of water. “Put the leftovers in the refrigerator. I’ll take some to work tomorrow.”


“A little heads-up would’ve been nice. You didn’t have to—”


“Jesus Christ, look at this kid,” Peter huffed, staring out the window into the backyard. He observed Nick seated on the riding lawn mower in neutral, fiddling with his phone instead of cutting the grass like he was supposed to.


Kim watched Nick shift the mower into drive to start cutting their spacious backyard. “I don’t like how hard you are on him.”


“Someone has to be, because heaven forbid that you criticize him.”


“As opposed to what?” Kim inquired, dressed in black yoga pants and a white tank top. She retrieved the rest of the necessary ingredients from the fridge. “The way that you bend over backwards to accommodate Stacy?”


“I don’t bend over backwards for her,” Peter huffed in obvious disagreement. “I just want to treat her to the type of night that she deserves.”


She didn’t bother to argue. What would be the point? Peter could be the most hardheaded guy in the world at times, and his stubborn mindset certainly applied when Stacy was the topic of conversation. Could their daughter actually do anything wrong in his eyes? It definitely didn’t feel like it.


Peter decided to take a different approach regarding their son. “Try to talk some sense into Nick tonight. You know, when it’s just you two. He seems to respond better to you than he does to me.”


She bit her tongue to avoid speaking her mind. She just wasn’t in the mood to fight today. Nick wasn’t failing his classes, doing drugs, or disrespectful to either of them in any way. In fact, he was more than she could ever ask for from a son, and it annoyed her that Peter didn’t see what she felt. But it didn’t really matter, did it? Stacy wasn’t a perfect princess in her eyes—unlike how Peter felt about her—so maybe it wasn’t the end of the world? Nick was a tough kid, at the end of the day. He could handle his critical father.


Besides, she could use some quality one-on-one time with him.





Chapter 2 — Kim’s Dream Dinner








An Hour Later.





Nick lumbered into the house after finally finishing the grass. Cutting their huge lawn was a big enough pain in the ass to begin with, but weed whacking took the cake in regard to what he hated most in life. It was just such a hassle. Plus, he was starving! He couldn’t wait to eat!


Regrettably, he needed to take care of something before finally satisfying his appetite.


“I’m gonna take a quick shower first,” he said, hustling through the kitchen while Mom read her Kindle at the table.


“I know,” Kim nodded with a big smile. She loved how she was always on the same page with him. She’d planned for his exact announcement a half-hour ago.


Ten minutes later, he joined her in the kitchen—dressed in a clean pair of basketball shorts and a tank top—as she hopped out of her seat to retrieve dinner. She’d left the oven on low in order to keep their food hot.


“Chicken tortilla stacks!” he exclaimed, taking a seat across from his mother, all smiles. “Awesome!”


Add his love of her cooking to the long list of his qualities that she adored. It was one of those things that only a mother could understand. Bringing a smile to her son’s face warmed her heart unlike anything else.


“Um…where are Dad and Stacy?” he asked.


“They went out to dinner.”


That sounded particularly strange to him. “By themselves?”


“Yep,” she nodded.


“Why didn’t you go with them?” he asked, placing a big four-layered tortilla stack on his plate. Chicken, onions, lettuce, tomatoes, avocados, sour cream, hot sauce, and several different types of cheeses created the layers, while the fork and knife next to his plate were bypassed in favor of his hands. He was far too hungry to eat like a gentleman.


She pondered his question for a moment. Honestly, she was never invited, but she wouldn’t have accepted an invitation even if one was made. Why would she? A meal at a nice steakhouse with Peter and Stacy, or dinner at her kitchen table with her incredible son? She would take the latter every single time.


“Because I’d rather eat dinner with you,” she said.


He smiled before taking another big bite of his delicious dinner. “Well, I’d rather eat one of your homemade dinners than go out anyway. You’re the best cook ever.”


She was far from the best cook ever, but the way that he relayed his thoughts with a mouthful of food made her giggle regardless. Okay, she was ready to admit it. Peter was right. She did favor their son, and she wasn’t ashamed of it either. Someone had to! Especially since Peter spoiled Stacy so much!


“Did they go out to dinner for a reason?” he asked. “I mean, why in the world wouldn’t they want your chicken tortilla stacks? They’re literally the best thing ever.”


She decided to have an honest conversation with him as she cut one of the stacks in half for herself. She’d busted her butt at the gym earlier, so she felt entitled to a treat. “Your sister is having a hard time dating. She doesn’t like a lot of the guys her own age, and her past few dates have been a little rough.”


“What does Dad have to do with that?”


“She wants to spend some time with a great guy, and Dad is basically Superman in her eyes,” Kim said, helping herself to a small bite of her dinner.


“You ain’t lying,” he remarked under his breath.


She sent a wink his way. It was nice to know that she wasn’t crazy. Apparently, Nick saw things the same as her. “Those two have always been that way. Stacy thinks that Dad is perfect, while Dad swears that Stacy has never done anything wrong. Believe me, it’s been that way for the past twenty years.”


“It’s not like that’s a problem or anything.”


“It can be a little annoying,” she divulged candidly. “There have been plenty of times where I know that Stacy did something wrong, but your father refuses to acknowledge it. He just can’t grasp the concept of her being anything other than perfect. Not to mention that it drives me nuts how hard he is on you.”


His eyes peered sharply. “You think that Dad’s hard on me?”


Her jaw dropped. He couldn’t possibly be serious in her mind. “Sweetheart, are you kidding me?”


“It’s never really felt that way to me,” he said casually before chomping away on the rest of his tortilla stack.


Maybe she was just as bad as Peter? Perhaps she played favorites even more than she believed? Because at this very moment, she seriously considered the likelihood that she stared at the single most perfect guy on the planet.


Somehow, her son didn’t hold any resentment for the vastly superior way that Peter treated Stacy, but that really described Nick perfectly, didn’t it? He was always happy to just go with the flow. Was that why she naturally gravitated to him? Were their similar personalities the reason for their strong bond? Here she was, concerned that he would one day experience a meltdown over how hard his father was on him, all the while he’d never even noticed.


“I feel the same as Stacy, by the way.”


She watched him grab another tortilla stack with a twinkle in her eye. “You feel the same way as your sister? About what?”


“Dating sucks,” he confessed.


Her children didn’t share much in common, but frustration with romance seemed to be their one area of agreement. “I’ll tell you the same thing I told Stacy. It gets better.”


“I don’t know, Mom. I mean, it’s pretty crappy.”


She gazed into his brown eyes, unable to comprehend how a handsome eighteen-year-old hunk could have any problems dating. If the girls didn’t love his lean, muscular body; then they were sure to fall for his charming personality, uncanny wit, or especially his easygoing attitude. A guy like him should have a line of cuties following him everywhere!


“What’s so crappy about it?” she questioned.


“Do you want me to be honest?”


She nodded, genuinely interested in every aspect of his life. If she could help him even slightly, then she would do exactly that.


“First off, girls my age are obsessed with their phones,” he started. “They’re completely obsessed with social media too. All they care about is posting to Instagram and making TikTok videos.”


“Lots of girls—”


“Plus, most girls at my school don’t have a problem dating around,” he plowed over her attempt to relax his aggressive mannerisms. His waving hands appeared particularly passionate. “Lots of the popular girls date a different guy every month. There’s something extremely distasteful about that to me.”


She definitely couldn’t fault him for his latest opinion.


“I don’t know,” he groaned, rather disgusted with his dating options. “Maybe it’s actually me? What if I’m the problem and I just can’t see it?”


“You aren’t the problem.”


“You don’t know that, though,” he voiced between bites of his dinner.


“Um…yeah, I do know,” she corrected him. “Every girl would be lucky to date a guy like you. You’re a total catch.”


He cracked a smile.


“I’m honestly not just saying that because I’m your mother either,” she promised. Indulging in her tortilla no longer mattered when her baby’s self-esteem demanded a much-needed boost. “I really do mean it. You’re handsome, funny, and my favorite person in the world.”


“You’re my favorite person in the world too, Mom.”


Could she capture this moment in a bottle and save it forever? Why did he have to grow up so fast? Someday, he wouldn’t be around the house anymore, and she would experience what Peter had felt during the past few years with Stacy off at college. It was a guaranteed misery that she didn’t look forward to.


But she couldn’t allow her selfishness to stifle her son’s happiness. It was her job to support him. “You’ll find a great girl. Trust me, they’re out there.”


“I’m not holding my breath,” he muttered, pointing at the plate in the center of the table. “Mind if I have another one?”


Few things made her happier than how much he loved her cooking. “You can have ‘em all if you want, sweetheart.”


He plopped another tortilla stack on his greasy plate.


Why couldn’t she think? There had to be something that she could do to free him from his stress. Heck, she would absorb his worry into her own body if she could! Peter had removed the burden from their daughter’s shoulders by taking her out on a date, so she needed to do something equally as special.


But nothing came to her as she watched him enjoy his dinner. What more could a mother do than simply try her best to provide her child with an ideal climate to prosper? It may not have been fair, but there wasn’t anything more she could do.


“So, how was your day?” he asked.


She could always be there for him. She could shower him with attention and praise. Her baby would never doubt himself again as long as she was around, and she promised herself that she wouldn’t take his company for granted ever again. The love of her life sat across the table, and she would enjoy every minute in his presence until he one day flew away and built his own nest.





Chapter 3 — Stacy’s Dream Dinner








Thirteen Miles Away.





“Can we have a weekly date night, Dad?”


Peter didn’t hate the sound of that as they pulled out of Russell’s to start their journey back home. “I would love that, pumpkin.”


Stacy never wanted tonight to end. Not only did she finally have an excuse to wear her amazing pink spaghetti strap mini dress and stylish white high heels, but Dad further cemented her idea of how a dream guy should carry himself. Their dinner date didn’t even remotely resemble how the guys at school behaved. It was all so amazing!


First, Dad told her to order anything she wanted, so she treated herself to a ten-ounce filet mignon while he opted for a huge New York strip steak. Second, the glass of Pinot Noir that he allowed her to indulge in reminded her that he wasn’t her mother. Mom would freak out if she even mentioned drinking alcohol! Meanwhile, Dad encouraged her to treat herself—under his strict supervision, of course. Finally, their unexpected dinner date set the bar extremely high for any of her potential suitors. She refused to waste her time with duds. No, she needed a man like Dad in her life, and she wouldn’t settle for anything less.


“Are you sure that Mom will be okay with you taking me out instead of her?” she asked, teasing her father from the passenger seat of his car.


“Can you keep a secret?”


She desired nothing more than to be trustworthy enough in Dad’s eyes to hear his most confidential confessions. “I can totally keep a secret.”


“Are you sure?”


“I’m absolutely sure,” she guaranteed.


He reached his pinky out, still dressed in his black suit from work. His suit jacket had been unbuttoned to show his white dress shirt and black tie.


She tangled pinkies with him to solidify her promise. “My lips are sealed.”


He took a quick peek at her before turning back to the road. “I’d much rather take you out than your mother.”


She continued to tell herself that she wanted a guy like Dad. She’d admitted to Mom that she longed for a man who possessed Dad’s personality and mentality, after all. Everywhere she looked, she saw guys that she wished resembled even half the man her father was, but tonight proved that she would never find such a guy. They simply didn’t exist. Only one person could ever win her heart, and that hunk sat next to her on this Wednesday night.


And more than anything, she adored listening to him rave about how much he loved her.


“We wouldn’t want to make Mom jealous,” she said with a wicked smirk.


“Unfortunately, I’m pretty sure I already do that,” Peter laughed, turning onto the highway entrance. “I’ve apparently driven her nuts over the last two years.”


“Driven her nuts? How?”


“I guess that I constantly talked about how much I missed you when you were off at college,” he said. “What was I supposed to do, though? Pretend that I didn’t hate you being gone? It sucked.”


She gazed lovingly at her father while he stared straight-ahead at the road.


“I returned home to your smiling face for eighteen years, and then one day, you weren’t there,” he went on, reflecting on his life after Stacy graduated high school. “Listen, I know that things can’t stay the same way forever, but part of me really wishes they could.”


She couldn’t believe how similar she felt. Yes, college was fun and unique, but nothing beats living at home. Her house remained the one place where she had no worries, minimal responsibilities, and a guy who she actually loved. College parties and hanging out with her friends was awesome, but it couldn’t compare to watching Dad smile every time he saw her over the course of summer vacation.


“Oh my God, Dad, you need to pull over.”


His attention immediately turned to her troubled voice, where he found her rubbing her left eye with her hand. “What’s wrong, pumpkin?”


“Something got under my contact lens,” she told him, her voice noticeably distraught. “It’s driving me so crazy.”


“Do you have solution in your purse?”


“Yeah, but I need to take it out first,” she said as she continued to rub her closed left eye. “Can you please pull over?”


He exited at the first off-ramp and pulled into a mostly empty fast-food parking lot. His troubles remained after he parked under one of the lights in the back of the lot, however. Even a slight hint of irritation from Stacy’s soft voice concerned him, so he especially didn’t enjoy listening to her sound legitimately uncomfortable.




He reached into the back seat and retrieved her purse. “Do you want me to look for it?”


She nodded, keeping her hand pressed against her shut eye.


He dug through her purse in a hurry. His perfect girl didn’t have too many faults, but her inability to ever stay organized may have been one of them. She’d absolutely inherited her untidiness from her messy mother too. In fact, both of his kids could blame Kim for their sloppy ways.


How could she fit so much into a little purse? He encountered a smartphone, ChapStick, makeup bag, hair ties, multiple pens, tissues, chewing gum, a wallet, and even a tampon on his search for a little container of contact solution. Where could it possibly be hidden? It had to be right here.


“Dad.”


“I’m looking, pumpkin,” he said, continuing to search through her purse.


“Dad.”


“I said that I’m looking,” he repeated without much luck.


“Dad!”


With Stacy’s purse resting on the center console, he looked up at the sound of her strong tone. A million different possibilities consumed his mind—with her rubbing her eye as the most likely—but he never would’ve guessed what awaited him. It was something he’d never even dream of. It was the absolute least likely outcome after a night at a great steakhouse with his beautiful daughter.


She kissed him.


He instantly pulled back, stunned and at a complete loss for words. His world turned haywire. Nothing about the past two seconds of his life made sense, and Stacy’s look of confidence didn’t reflect his chaotic mind in the least.


He rushed to pull back once more after she leaned in for another kiss.


“Dad,” she said softly, gazing into his panicked eyes.


“What the hell was that!?” he asked, flabbergasted.


“It was something that I should’ve done years ago,” she said before attempting to kiss him again.


His back pressed against his driver side window as he attempted to somehow distance himself even further from his suddenly crazed daughter. She tossed her purse into the back seat and tried to crawl over the console to join him, but his firm tone caused her to stop before she could accomplish her desired task.


“Stacy!”


“Dad, just listen to—”


“Get back in your seat!” he demanded.


“Dad, let me explain why—”


“Get back in your seat!!!” he shouted, no longer messing around. “Now!!!”


She sat back in the passenger seat and stared at him.


“Are you out of your fuckin’ mind?”


“Mom wouldn’t be happy to hear you talk like that,” she said with a smirk.


“I don’t think we should be worried about my language,” he chuckled, shaking his head in disbelief. “What in the world would you mother think if she just saw what you did?”


She was ready to have a serious talk with her father. “I don’t care what Mom thinks.”


“Well, you need to change your way of thinking then. She’s your mother.”


“I still don’t care,” she admitted honestly. “Remember what you said to me earlier? About how you prefer to spend time with me instead of Mom?”


“Stacy—”


“Stop pretending like what I did was wrong,” she cut him off, rolling her eyes at his reaction. She knew that he felt the same way as she did. “Dad, Mom doesn’t love you like I do.”


“Pumpkin—”


“No one does!” she interrupted him again, her voice dripping with passion. “Do you want to know what was hands down the worst part about being at college?”


He knew the answer to her question. She’d informed him of her feelings at the kitchen table earlier when he first saw her. It didn’t mean that he wanted her to admit it, though. This was wrong! So wrong!


“Being away from you,” she confessed to no one’s surprise. “It was terrible. I missed you so much.”


“You can’t kiss me.”


She didn’t agree with him at all. “Why not?”


“Because I’m your father.”


“So?” she asked, shrugging her shoulders. “I honestly don’t see the problem.”


He ran his hand through his hair in frustration. She didn’t see the problem? Really? Gorgeous or not, it was strictly forbidden to view his daughter in a sexual manner, but she didn’t appear to share his morals. Her devilish grin reinforced how much trouble he was in at the moment.


“Your eye is fine, correct?”


This was exactly why she adored him so much! Even with all the madness taking place inside their car, her well-being still took priority to each and every one of his concerns. It was flattering, captivating, and the very reason that she loved him more than life itself.


“My eye is fine,” she smiled. “Be completely honest with me for a minute, Dad. You love me more than Mom, don’t you?”


He looked out the window at the fast-food establishment, visibly uncomfortable. “I love both of you very much.”


“You have to pick one of us.”


“No, I don’t,” he said, turning back to her.


“Mom doesn’t appreciate how lucky she is,” Stacy told her father. “She really doesn’t. Like, I know how good I have it. I understand how fortunate I am to have the greatest dad in the world, but something tells me that Mom doesn’t treat you right.”


Her latest comment caught his attention. “She doesn’t treat me right? What?”


She was prepared to express exactly how she truly felt. “Do you know what I would do if I was Mom? Do you have any idea how I would treat you?”


He wasn’t sure of anything anymore.


“How often does Mom give you blowjobs?”


His eyes bulged.


“It’s a serious question!” she pointed out, raising her voice.


“What in the world has gotten into you?” he asked. “You’re not acting like yourself at all, pumpkin.”


At the moment, she had no desire to be pumpkin. Instead, she wanted to be Dad’s fantasy girl. “Answer the question.”


“I’m not discussing that type of stuff with you.”


“Why not?” she asked.


“Why not?” he questioned, dumbfounded. “Why do you think?”


“Probably because you’re a gentleman. Here’s the deal, though. I want you to let loose for the rest of our date. Forget about the rules of society, all of your responsibilities, and especially Mom.”


He didn’t like the sound of that.


“So, what’s the answer?”


“I already told you that I’m not talking about my sex life,” he huffed while attempting to shift their car into drive. Stacy slapped his hand away and instead turned off the ignition. “Hey!”


“I want an answer,” she demanded with an unusual glare. “Tell me.”


“I’m very happy. So is your mother.”


She snickered.


“We are,” he emphasized. “Besides, it wouldn’t be any of your business even if we weren’t.”


She didn’t agree whatsoever. Dad was absolutely her business. In fact, he wasn’t anyone else’s business other than hers. She adored him more than he would ever understand, so she felt entitled to his time, energy, and most importantly his love.


“You are my business.”


“No, you’re my business,” he corrected her.


“Let me explain what would happen if I was your wife.”


“Pumpkin, I don’t want to—”


“Quiet!” she cut him off. “Just let me talk without interrupting me!”


He decided to bite his tongue and allow her to express herself—as ridiculous as she would undoubtedly sound.


“So, here’s what would happen,” she started with her dream scenario where she called Dad hubby. “Every single day, you would come home to find me waiting for you in a sexy outfit.”


Peter looked out the window and sighed. He struggled to comprehend the abrupt change in their relationship. His daughter wasn’t acting anything like herself.


“I would totally have a different outfit for you each time too! Unless you really liked something. Then I would wear it a few times.”


He had to say something, right? He couldn’t just sit here and listen to this. What kind of man allowed his daughter to speak to him in a sexual manner?


“How hot would that be?” she continued. “Oh my God, how much would you love to come home to me dressed like a schoolgirl? And with my hair in pigtails?”


He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the fact that his cock stirred when he envisioned the perfect blonde angel next to him dressed as a naughty schoolgirl.


“When was the last time that Mom gave you a really good blowjob? I’m not talking about some halfhearted effort either. I mean, one where she gagged on your dick?”


He gulped. Despite his cock stirring yet again, he was disgusted by the thought of his little girl speaking—and primarily behaving—in a sexual fashion with her peers. He simply couldn’t conceal his protective nature.


“Because I wouldn’t give a half-assed effort,” she declared. “Unlike Mom, I would choke on your dick until there was spit everywhere. I would worship your balls. Dad, I would let you cum all over my face if you wanted to!”


He locked eyes with his innocent daughter—or at least that’s how he’d viewed her until their unexpected detour on the way home. “Jesus Christ, I don’t want to hear you talking like this.”


“But it’s the truth!” she proclaimed passionately. “I want to make you feel good! I want to be the girl who you can’t wait to see at the end of your day!”


“You already are that girl.”


“But it’s different,” she said, shaking her head. “I can’t take care of you the way I really want to. I want to wait in my bedroom in sexy outfits. All for you!”


He ran his hand through his hair again, unsure of how to proceed. How could he talk some much-needed sense into his uncharacteristically promiscuous daughter? Why hadn’t he already put an end to her ridiculous behavior?


“Listen, pumpkin, we—”


“You still haven’t answered my question, by the way,” she interrupted. “I want to know how often Mom sucks your dick.”


He would never feel comfortable listening to her speak so aggressively, but her stern look told him that she refused to stop until she received an answer.


“I mean, she does it…sometimes.”


“How often is sometimes?” she inquired bluntly.


Unfortunately, his wife was right. He’d spent the past twenty years wrapped around his daughter’s finger. What was he supposed to do, though? Not treat her differently? She was the most special person in the world!


He took a deep breath and admitted the truth. His fingers were crossed that his reveal would put an end to her madness. “Like, once a month.”


Her jaw dropped.


“I still don’t understand why any of this concerns you.”


“You don’t understand why this concerns me?” she asked, puzzled. “Are you kidding me? This totally concerns me!”


“It really—”


“That’s so unacceptable!” she interjected, furious at her mother. “What the hell is wrong with Mom? You should be getting blowjobs daily!”


“Oh my God, pumpkin, I—”


“No, it’s bullshit, Dad!” she snapped, interrupting him once more. “What does Mom even do? Huh? Exactly! She totally has the greatest situation ever, and it’s like she takes it for granted!”


“I’m perfectly happy with your mother,” he told her.


She didn’t believe him for a minute. How could a man like Dad be content with only one blowjob a month? It was ludicrous! His sex drive most likely resembled guys her own age, and Mom dropped the ball in a major way by not treating him like the incredible husband that he was.


“You want your dick sucked more, don’t you?”


“Stacy, I’m not going to tell you again. Stop talking that way,” he said, putting his foot down.


She needed to make something extremely clear. “You have it all wrong, Dad. You see, I don’t speak or act this way with anyone. I honestly don’t. Some of my girlfriends actually call me a prude when it comes to guys because I don’t hook-up or have a different boyfriend every week.”


He thanked God for that.


“I would only—and I can’t possibly stress this enough—act this way for a man I love,” she said. “I won’t even consider doing something sexual unless I feel an incredibly strong connection with someone. It’s something I take very seriously.”


Maybe he was lost in a dream? Somehow, against all logic, his angelic daughter had temporarily behaved like anything other than the princess she really was. He knew that he’d raised a great girl. She didn’t mess around with guys outside of relationships, her grades were phenomenal, and she loved him to death.


Or perhaps she loved him a little too much?


The arrival of her hand on his knee brought him back to the moment. His relief from her revelation of her limited sexual-past was short-lived, because her dazzling blue eyes were back on him. He was twice her size, but he felt completely helpless to her advances.


“Which brings us back to you,” she said, grinning from ear-to-ear. “You’re not just some guy. In fact, you’re the only man I’ll ever truly love. You’re incredible, Mom doesn’t appreciate you, and I want to show you how much you mean to me.”


He needed to think. There had to be a way out of his dire situation. Wait a minute. How were things dire? He was still her father! She answered to him! He just had to speak up!


Unfortunately for him, Stacy’s soft voice reverberated throughout the car before he had a chance. “I want to do things to you that I’ve never even dreamed of doing to anyone else. I’ll make you feel sooooooooo good. I’ll relieve all of your stress and tension. Dad, you deserve to have your needs taken care of, and I won’t sit by and watch Mom fail to do her job. I also refuse to entertain the possibility of you finding some other girl. You belong to me!”


Sadly, she was right. He would be a liar if he didn’t face reality, and the truth involved two decades of never telling his little girl no. He wasn’t proud of himself for being happy with what he heard either. Not only did she not fool around with her peers, but she could only envision acting sultry for him. He’d just listened to a love confession, for God’s sake! Why wasn’t he flattered?


He took a deep look at the perfect ten sitting in his passenger seat. Long blonde hair, sparkling blue eyes, high cheekbones, a little button nose, pouty lips, and a perfectly petite body. Her porcelain skin had yet to be exposed to years of aging, and her unmistakable enthusiasm energized every room she stepped foot in. She brought a certain vigor to his world that he couldn’t find anywhere else.


It was her soul that truly drove him crazy, though. She was so kind and sweet. She was generous, thoughtful, and virtuous, and he knew that he loved her in ways that he could never love Kim. She provided him strength while simultaneously making him weak to her temptress ways. It caused him to experience a whirlwind of emotions.


Her hand crept higher on his thigh.


“This is wrong,” he said, his voice containing significantly less authority than it had mere minutes ago.


“Yeah, it’s wrong that we never did this sooner,” she voiced her opinion while inching closer to his bulge. Suddenly, his big hand pressed on top of hers. “Come on, Dad!”


“You know that we can’t do this, right?”


“We can totally do this!” she tried her best to convince him otherwise.


“It’s so wrong,” he said, unable to look at her. Both of their hands remained only inches from his hidden cock. “I’m supposed to protect you. Not take advantage of you.”


She needed to dismiss his outlandish proclamation immediately. “You’re not taking advantage of me at all! That’s the last thing that’s happening, and it’s the last thing that you would ever do. Think of it as a reward for being my favorite person in the universe.”


Surprisingly, that almost made sense to him.


“I would never do something like this with a guy unless we were in a serious relationship, but we’ve been together for twenty years,” she reminded him. “I’ll literally never find a guy like you. It’s impossible!”


He still couldn’t.


His look of indecision killed her. “Okay, how about this, Dad? Let me play with your cock for like a minute. If you don’t like it, then I’ll stop.”


He finally looked at her once again. “Please tell me you realize how crazy you sound.”


“Yeah, I probably sound a little crazy,” she giggled, her laughter full of mischievousness. “I’m just being honest with you, though. Deep down, it’s what we both want.”


Seconds ticked by while he pondered the impossible. He actually considered accepting a blowjob from his own daughter? Did that officially make him the worst father ever? It had to!


His sex life had been on a downward trajectory over the past few years. The sad part was that his monthly blowjob occurred on the same night that they had sex, and even those encounters seemed few and fair between these days. But wasn’t that normal? How many couples still ripped each other’s clothes off after twenty-two years? Only a handful most likely, and he absolutely wasn’t part of that exclusive club.


So what if Kim wasn’t smitten with him anyway? Honestly, he wasn’t exactly smitten with her either. Their once burning flame now flickered, but they both accepted their situation for what it was. Things definitely could’ve been much worse.


But Stacy completely threw a monkey wrench into his rather mundane world. He’d rendered himself to a life where he no longer received sexual advances from gorgeous college girls, but his stunning daughter changed everything. Daily blowjobs! That was seriously her offer? He hadn’t been on the receiving end of daily blowjobs in over twenty years!


He knew that he would regret his decision. Nothing good would come from what he was about to say. A mature father would decline his daughter’s offer, drive home, and never speak about the most inappropriate night of his life, but he simply didn’t possess the proper willpower. Kim was right.


He just couldn’t say no to his perfect princess.


“No one can ever find out about this, understood?”


Her eyes lit up with excitement. “I swear!”


“I’m serious,” he emphasized the gravity of the situation. “Never!”


“I swear on my life!” she promised with a never before felt sense of excitement. “Oh my God, I swear!”


He lifted his hand off of hers, and she immediately squeezed his bulge.


He screamed at himself for enjoying his situation. He tried his hardest to wish his erection away, but her adorable hand turned his manhood to steel. He knew that he would look back on his night and kick himself for succumbing to his deepest and darkest desires, but he didn’t have any other choice. He simply couldn’t tell her no.


Stacy leaned over the center console, grabbed a big handful of her father’s suit jacket, and pulled him in for a kiss while she continued to stroke his cock through his pants. How could a simple kiss qualify as the greatest moment of her life? How could one man put all of her male peers to shame? She would do anything to permanently replace her mother, and she planned to do exactly that. Dad would never look at Mom the same way again after she got done with him.


His kiss electrified her. It reinforced her mindset that Dad truly was Superman, and it signaled the end to her search for a boyfriend. Who else could compete with her father?


Her hands made their way to his belt buckle while their kiss intensified.


Any lingering regret escaped from his system thanks to his daughter’s delicate lips. Her kiss was so soft. Her love was so noticeable. He’d never shared an embrace like this with Kim—even during their younger days—and he found himself desperate for more.


But something prevented him from discovering that much sought-after pleasure.


Stacy couldn’t believe it, but she ended their kiss early in order to focus exclusively on Dad’s pesky belt. Kisses were a dime a dozen. She could pull him into her bedroom at any time for a quick smooch, but it wasn’t often that she had his undivided attention. She couldn’t risk missing her big opportunity.


She unbuckled Dad’s belt with a twinkle in her eye, and his undeniable excitement fueled her shaky fingers. It actually happened! Moments from now, she would have Dad’s cock between her lips, and she planned to make him feel things that Mom could never replicate. Dad would have to keep coming back for more!


Suddenly, his big hand covered all ten of her fingers. She looked up to observe hesitation on her father’s face. Common sense had presented itself to his typically mature mind, but she didn’t want him to resemble a forty-five-year-old man for the next fifteen minutes. Instead, she wanted him to behave like a college guy.




“Dad, it’s fine,” she said, attempting to settle his worries.


“You’re positive that you want to do this?” he checked once more. He refused to jeopardize her well-being for his own personal benefit.


“Um…it’s pretty much been my dream for the past couple years,” she giggled. She slipped her hands away from his hold and finally managed to unbuckle his belt. “Believe me, you’ve been on my mind for quite some time.”


“Pumpkin, we—”


“I have an idea,” she cut him off while unbuttoning his dress pants. “How about you be quiet for a little while? Don’t get me wrong, you’re my favorite person in the world to talk to, but I think it’d be best if you shut up for the next fifteen minutes.”


He took a deep breath and prepared himself for the ride of his life. Fifteen minutes? Seriously? He couldn’t remember the last time that Kim had given him a fifteen minute blowjob, but Stacy acted like it wasn’t a big deal at all.


He lifted his butt to allow her to tug his pants down. There was no turning back after her little fingers slipped inside the waistband of his black briefs, and her wicked smile foreshadowed an experience that would never leave him. Something told him that Stacy would capture a part of his soul tonight.


Her excited blue eyes bulged after she yanked down his underwear. She knew it! She would’ve bet every dollar to her name on this one particular detail, and she loved that she was correct. Who knew Dad better than her? No one!


“Dad, your cock is freakin’ huge!”


Six seemingly harmless words brought the biggest smile of his life to his face. The truth was that he couldn’t recall a time when his dick was bigger or harder than at this very moment—in a fast-food restaurant parking lot, of all places. His incredible daughter had easily trimmed two decades off his life. Apparently, he was back in college.


He tossed his suit jacket into the back seat and unbuttoned his dress shirt in a hurry. Her ravenous eyes nourished his formerly conflicted fingers, and the realization of what he had in store for him caused his body to shiver in anticipation. Stacy was the exact type of girl he would’ve chased back in college. She was the blonde-haired, blue-eyed knockout that drove every red-blooded male crazy, but he didn’t have to ask her out or attempt to win her over. No, he’d won her heart twenty years ago, and it was time for him to reap the rewards.


He finished unbuttoning his shirt with a suddenly confident smirk. “I’m not some college boy, pumpkin.”


“Oh, I can see that,” she agreed, her eyes yet to leave the towering cock that she couldn’t wait to play with. Her girlfriends would be so jealous if they saw her right now!


“You know, your mother always accuses me of favoring you.”


“You totally favor me,” she said.


His eyes squinted, temporarily knocking him out of his slightly arrogant character. “Wait, you think that I favor you?”


Her eyes journeyed the length of Dad’s partially exposed stomach, up to his powerful chest, along his thick neck, and finally reached his handsome face. “Obviously you favor me. You have to. I love you to death, so that’s how it works.”


He smiled.


“So, it’s time that I give you a proper reward for being the most amazing daddy ever,” she told him, crawling back across the center console. “You’re going to sit back, relax, and enjoy having your cock sucked like you so rightfully deserve. Understood?”


He wouldn’t dare argue with her anymore tonight.


“Good,” she said with a smile, parting her lips to accept the fat head of his cock inside. She abruptly froze just inches from his throbbing meat. “One more thing real quick. Tell me how much more you love me than Mom.”


He swept her long hair out of her eyes and held it in a ball behind her head. She seemed awfully determined to receive an answer to her question from what felt like a lifetime ago, so he decided to give his honest opinion. He was sure that the rest of the world already knew it anyway.


“I love you so much more than your mother,” he spoke to the top of her blonde head.


She dropped her mouth another inch, causing her hungry lips to hover just above his yearning cockhead. The light pole in front of their car allowed her to savor the sight of his glistening precum leaking from his slit. “Tell me to suck your cock. And call me pumpkin too!”


“Pumpkin, I want—”


“No, don’t tell me what you want me to do!” she interrupted, desperate for him to get on the same page with her. “Demand that I do it! Boss me around!”


“Pumpkin—”


“I wanna be your little plaything,” she interjected again, dropping her voice to a childish whimper. “Daddy’s little plaything.”


Something overcame him in a moment of unbridled lust. He couldn’t explain why, but he needed to own his angelic daughter on all levels—including sexually. “Suck my fuckin’ cock, pumpkin. Be a good little slut, unlike your mother.”


She plunged her throat down on his dick in a frenzy.


Honestly, he was well-aware that she was his dream girl. He knew it two decades ago, he knew it two years ago, and he definitely knew it two minutes ago. All the signs were there. He’d just always expressed himself in socially acceptable ways instead.


He spoiled her with a brand new Jeep instead of lavish jewelry, he frequently allowed her to borrow his credit card for shopping trips rather than purchase risque outfits himself for sexy gifts, and he always kissed her on the top of the head as opposed to on the lips. Their father/daughter relationship had teetered on something resembling a real couple for quite some time, but tonight set the wheels in motion for the life he truly desired. Kim was just another woman now. His fantasy girl could be found bobbing up and down in his lap, and thirty seconds in her mouth completely wiped his memory clean of his sexual past.


There was just so much bliss between her gorgeous lips. Her wet, warm, adoring mouth reminded him that she would always cherish their relationship. Her enthusiasm reflected a girl who would never fall out of love with him—like his wife had. He would be Superman in her eyes until the day he died, and he honestly didn’t care if he ever saw Kim again. This was the life that he wanted now.


With his left hand holding her hair out of her face, his right hand wandered to her little breasts. Why not treat himself to everything she had to offer? No one would ever appreciate her the way that he did, after all. Whether it was right or wrong, he was ready for dessert.


He slipped his hand under her dress and squeezed her petite boob. Her sensual moan encouraged him to proceed, and her increased pace showed how much she loved their monumentally inappropriate time together. Kim had never sucked his dick with so much enthusiasm. It was almost enough to make him forget what a mistake they were making.


But how could something be wrong if it felt so right? Spit descended along his hard meat as his perfect princess bobbed up and down on the first few inches of his cock, and he seemingly possessed the ability to control her pace with his hand. If he wanted her to take him deeper, then he squeezed her little breast. If he wanted a slow blowjob, then he simply held it. It was a sense of power that he severely lacked with his own wife.


“I don’t want to know how you got so good at this.”


“It’s because I love you so much,” she said, taking a break from orally worshiping him to settle his worries. His silence caused her to look up at him. “It is!”


He raised his eyebrows.


“Dad, it totally is!” she promised him with a giggle, rolling her eyes at his suggestion that she may be promiscuous with the boys at school. She was the furthest thing from a slut. “Trust me, I don’t have much practice doing this. I just really love making you happy.”


He could only pray that she told the truth.


“You’ve never felt that before?” she asked, allowing drool to fall from her mouth and rubbing it into his slick pole. “You’ve never met someone who just makes you want to act naughty?”


Kim had certainly brought out his wild side twenty years ago, but their sex life was anything other than crazy nowadays. Sadly, he looked at the only girl who sent him into overdrive. His daughter possessed the ability to make him rock-hard like his younger days, and filled him with excitement regarding the endless possibilities of his future. Life would be anything but mundane now.


“Want to know something that your mother never does?”


She looked up with a smile of anticipation, stroking his big cock in her little hand. “What doesn’t she do?”


“Do you really want to know?” he asked, getting a kick out of her excitement.


“I totally want to know!” she shouted, jerking his dick faster.


“Are you positive?”


“Oh my God, tell me!” she giggled while staring into his eyes. “What doesn’t she do for you?”


It was time to see just how wild his little girl would get. “She doesn’t like sucking my balls.”


It was all the motivation Stacy needed to shower her father’s heavy nuts with kisses. Mom seriously never worshiped Dad’s balls? Why? If she could lick Dad’s sack while hanging over the center console of a car, then her mother didn’t have any excuses at all. It was completely reprehensible for Dad’s needs to go unattended!


“Attagirl, pumpkin,” he moaned, collecting a handful of her long blonde hair to allow her to do the one thing that Kim never did.


She wanted to make her father squirm. She yearned to erase Mom from his mind. Selfishly, she enjoyed the idea of replacing her mother.


She didn’t have anything against Mom either. Her mother was great. She treated her well, looked out for her, and always provided her with an outlet to vent her frustrations and ask for advice, but nothing mattered if she failed her responsibilities in the bedroom. Dad’s sexual desires clearly weren’t her mother’s number one priority, and it was a blunder that she simply refused to accept.


And like the caring daughter that she was, she needed to check on Dad’s happiness. “Do you like the way that I suck your balls, Daddy?”


He was in heaven. “I fuckin’ love it.”


She cupped his balls in her hand and ran her tongue along the surface. Every inch of his sack was exposed to her saliva. Dad could have requested anything and she would gladly satisfy him with a smile, because she knew that he would do the same for her. It was a deep sense of love that she’d never experienced with another person.


He moved her mouth to his cock and allowed her to take him back between her lips. As good as she was, he was extremely thankful that she was far from an expert when it came to oral sex. Knowing that she attended college parties while at school kept him up at night. Dreading all of the potential horrific decisions that accompanied life as a twenty-year-old girl brought unimaginable stress to his world. He would lock his little girl in her room for the next decade if he could, but he always tried his hardest not to be too overprotective. He needed to allow his daughter to live her own life.


And he knew that he monumentally failed to do that tonight.


Was this his way to shield her from the cruel world surrounding them? Deep down, did part of him want to keep her all to himself? He knew that he needed to step aside and allow her to explore the dating scene, but he couldn’t deny that he preferred being the guy who took her out. Besides, who would ever love her more than he did?


So, he decided to stop holding back.


“Stroke my cock while you suck it, pumpkin,” he instructed, feeling himself approaching the end of the line. It’d been an awfully long time since anyone adored his dick so passionately.


She wrapped her hands around her father’s slick meat and bobbed up and down on the head while she jerked it. Every single date night would end in similar fashion if it was up to her. Dad would take her out for an awesome dinner, they would have an incredible time together, and then she would worship his perfect dick until he came in her mouth. It was what she desperately desired.


Stacy knew that she would never entertain the advances of douchey frat boys again when she listened to the sound of her father’s intense roar. His first explosion of cum launched between her lips, and the numerous blasts that followed promptly filled her mouth while she continued to frantically massage his manhood. Dad would just have to accept that he was her boyfriend now, because she didn’t have any intention to see things differently.


She swallowed his thick load before making sure to milk every precious drop from his treasured cock. Chances were that Mom never sucked him dry, but a truly awesome girlfriend wouldn’t think twice about getting a little dirty for the man she loved. Dad deserved to be treated like a king, after all.


Peter finally opened his groggy eyes to find his daughter smiling at him. How could a twenty-year-old girl completely drain his energy? Somehow, a quick blowjob in his car easily qualified as the greatest oral experience of his life, and he knew that he had his perfect princess to thank.


“Better than Mom?” Stacy asked, planting one final kiss on the head of his shiny cock before settling back into the passenger seat.


“Better than Mom?” he laughed while pulling his pants back up. He turned the ignition to resume their trip home. “Is that a serious question?”


It was exactly what she wanted to hear. At the end of the day, Dad belonged to her, and it was nice to hear him admit it. What if he came to her with all of his sexual needs from now on? What if he never touched Mom again? Oh my God, what if she could call him her boyfriend?


But she knew better than to get ahead of herself. They needed to take things slow. Tonight, she finally enjoyed her father in ways she’d never previously imagined, and she would savor every remaining moment together.





Chapter 4 — A Guilty Conscience








Three Hours Later.





Kim walked into the family room to find Peter sitting on the sofa, surrounded by darkness. Why wasn’t the television on? Or how about a light? It was strange to find her husband not busy doing something to occupy himself, so she couldn’t help but be confused by what she saw.


She turned on the light and looked at him. “Hey.”


“Oh…hey,” Peter responded faintly.


“How was dinner?”


“What?” he asked. “Dinner?”


Her eyebrows perked up as a result of his peculiar demeanor. Why had he yet to take a shower? Or even change out of his work clothes? She’d heard him and Stacy arrive home hours ago, so she didn’t understand the reason for his odd behavior.


“Um…yeah, how was your dinner with Stacy?” she asked in her typical nightwear which consisted of baby blue pajama pants and a matching t-shirt.


She continued to observe him curiously as he looked off at the wall. What was going on? Who replaced her husband with a shy high school kid? It was almost as if he was guilty of something.


“It…uh…was good,” he answered, still avoiding eye contact.


An awkward silence flowed through the family room. Peter clearly felt uncomfortable from his wife’s presence, while Kim struggled to understand why her husband acted so distant. It was uncharted territory for the parents of two.


“I need to confess something.”


Kim waited to hear whatever was on his mind from her spot just in front of the family room entranceway. She was surprised to not see him walking on clouds after enjoying a nice dinner at a fancy restaurant with Stacy, because he’d never hid who he preferred spending time with in the past. Their daughter really did own his heart.


“It’s…um…going to sound absurd,” he warned her. “You have to promise to not freak out.”


That certainly grabbed her attention. “What will I freak out about?”


His eyes evaded her once again. He honestly tried his best, but he just couldn’t look at her. The shame of his impending confession weighed too heavily on him.


“Peter, what will I freak out about?” she asked a second time.


His stomach churned. His blood pressure rose. The biggest mistake of his life occurred on the ride home from what should’ve been an innocent dinner, and he didn’t know if he could live with himself because of it. How could he have been so weak?


Stacy was his daughter. He was supposed to protect her, but instead, he took advantage of her trust. He crossed a line that he could never return from. He’d failed his daughter, cheated on his wife, and disappointed himself all in the span of fifteen brief minutes.


And now it was time to face the music.


He had to come clean. What was he supposed to do? Live with such a monumental secret for the rest of his life? The mother of his children deserved to hear the truth, and he absolutely couldn’t move on until he cleared his conscience. Otherwise, he would break down piece by piece until the entire world collapsed on top of him.


“I did something.”


She waited for him to expound on his words.


“Something bad,” he said quietly, staring down at the hardwood floor.


“Like what?”


He struggled to divulge his worst nightmare. “I did something with…um…Stacy.”


A copious number of potential possibilities swiftly occupied her mind. She knew how helpless Peter was around their daughter, so she could only imagine what took place while they were out. Did he let her drink wine with dinner? Or maybe she convinced him to stop by a jewelry store on their way home to buy her a diamond necklace? Or what if he committed to allowing her to backpack Europe with her girlfriends for a month during the summer—after they’d repeatedly told her no several months ago?


“Oh boy, what did you buy her this time?” she asked, preparing herself for anything. Stacy probably booked her future flight to Germany as they spoke.


He gulped but his throat was dry. Kim’s question would be accurate under most circumstances. Common sense pointed to him spoiling his daughter with an outlandish gift—like usual—but he unfortunately committed a far greater sin than spending significantly more on her than he did on Nick.


Peter dropped his voice to a barely audible level. “We…kinda…messed around.”


“You…messed around?” she asked, unsure of what she’d heard. “What does that mean?”


He continued to stare down at the floor, but decided to remain silent this time. He just couldn’t find the courage to admit to his deeds.


“Peter, what does that mean?” she tried to get some kind of explanation.


He could do it. He had to. Otherwise, the night would drag on forever until he eventually spilled his guts. He just needed to collect himself, clear his throat, and confess to his dastardly actions.


He finally looked at his wife. Her blue eyes didn’t fill him with joy in the same way that Stacy’s did, and her high cheekbones lacked a certain beauty that his incredible daughter effortlessly possessed. Even now, he wasn’t sure if he would change his night if he could do it all over again, but his lust didn’t make it right. He’d still fucked up big time.


“We messed around…sexually.”


Her blank stare went unchanged.


“I don’t know what got into me,” he told her. “I honestly don’t. I really don’t know what to say other than I’m sorry.”


A hint of a smile appeared on her formerly expressionless face.


“Kim, I’m serious. I made a huge mistake,” he said, doing his best to get her to see the gravity of the situation.


She started laughing.


He looked on in disbelief as his wife found humor in his bizarre confusion. What was going on? How could she react this way? He’d expected to be met by an irate woman after coming clean, but she didn’t seem to take him seriously at all.


“Messed around sexually,” she continued laughing, shaking her head. “God, you and your daughter always had a twisted sense of humor.”


“I’m not joking.”


“Oh, I forgot to tell you that I gave Nick a lap dance after dinner,” she joked, refusing to fall for his sick prank.




“You need to listen to me,” he stressed the importance of his confession. “We pulled over on the ride home and Stacy gave me a blowjob.”


Something changed after she heard him say the word blowjob. The humor was sucked out of the room, only to be replaced by serious energy. In an instant, her carefree personality vanished. Her playfulness disappeared. Everything turned extremely somber.


She needed to make sure that she didn’t misunderstand his words. “What did you just say?”


He took a deep breath and glanced down at the floor again. Repeating his confession would be twice as difficult now that Kim knew it wasn’t a joke. “Stacy gave me a blowjob.”


“You pulled over on the way home and Stacy gave you a blowjob?” she asked, unable to comprehend his admission. “That’s what you’re telling me?”


He nodded.


“A blowjob? Our daughter gave you a blowjob?”


He nodded again.


“Peter, if this is a joke, then you need to tell me immediately,” she demanded.


“I’m so, so, so sorry, Kim. I—”


“Oh my God, Peter!


It was the exact reaction he expected.


“Are you kidding me!?” Kim panicked, running her hands through her brown hair. “A blowjob!? A freakin’ blowjob!?”


He opened his mouth to apologize again but quickly thought better of it. Kim clearly wasn’t done.


“You made our daughter give you a blowjob!?” she shouted, beyond flabbergasted. “What is wrong with you!?”


“Hey, I didn’t make her give me a blowjob,” he defended himself. “I would never do something like that.”


“So, she wanted to give you one?”


He nodded.


“And that’s supposed to make it better?” she questioned, glaring at him. “How in the world could you do this to your own daughter? You’re her father! Not her boyfriend!”


He looked up at the ceiling, dreading either of his kids hearing Kim. The good news was that they lived in a big house, but their space was pretty much the only upside to how things unfolded. He still didn’t regret his decision to confess his sins, but he kicked himself for not waiting until he was alone with his wife.


Kim tackled the pressing issue as to why she wasn’t completely enraged. Yes, she was mad; and yes, she’d screamed at her idiot husband. She couldn’t help but think that she should be furious, though. Why didn’t she throw the lamp sitting on the end table at Peter? Why didn’t she hit him as hard as she could? Why didn’t she kill him?


Because the truth was that perhaps a little part of her had always expected to hear some like this eventually.


Peter and Stacy were inseparable. She’d never recalled seeing her husband more upset than when Stacy first went off to college. It was like part of him died while she was gone. Twenty years of their daddy/princess relationship cumulated in a a moment of taboo oral sex on their way home from an expensive dinner, and it suddenly clicked for her in a moment of complete clarity. Everything immediately made sense.


She turned and headed for the stairs.


“Kim?” Peter called out, concerned about her decision to leave the room without further addressing his horrific revelation.


She didn’t have time to chat. She climbed the stairs and headed down the hallway to the one place where she belonged. If Peter loved Stacy to the extent that he couldn’t control himself in her presence, then it was time for her to do the same.





Chapter 5 — Mother-Son Bonding





Twenty thousand crazed faces screamed his name. Both men and women alike sang his lyrics when he held the microphone out to his adoring audience, sending chills down his spine from the way the stage bounced from the pandemonium. It was where he belonged. It was what he was meant to be.


Nick thoroughly enjoyed his life as a rock star.


Well, he was a rock star in his dreams, at least.


Why didn’t he ever take guitar lessons? Or at least learn to play the drums? Then again, his singing voice wasn’t terrible. Perhaps he could still improve?


Or maybe he could simply walk out on stage and transform into the reincarnation of Robert Plant? Who said that common sense needed to apply to the world of fantasy? He was a rock god in his own dreams, and the line of girls waiting backstage after every show guaranteed a very happy ending.


In fact, one of his groupies tugged on his arm right now. The show ended, and it was time to enjoy the company of a gorgeous girl before jumping on the tour bus and doing it all over again in the next city. Sexy brown hair, intoxicating blue eyes, and a body that could wake the dead: this latest girl could possibly qualify as the hottest woman he’d ever seen. Her body was so fit, yet voluptuous. Her ass plump, while possessing the perfect amount of perk and bounce. Her big tits put him in a daze and her beautiful face made him forget all of his worries. She was the type of girl who could make him settle down and start a family.


“You were so incredible out there.”


He smiled, used to the adoration by now. Surprisingly, her words felt different, though. Her compliment seemed more sincere. She may have been just another random girl in a random city, but he shared something special with her. He knew it.


“Can I show you how amazing you were?” the gorgeous brunette purred, squeezing his bicep.


He led her backstage with a grin. Older women were his favorite for a reason, and something told him that he was in for the ride of his life. The sexual experience of a woman in her forties combined with the body of a girl in her twenties? Oh yeah, he couldn’t wait to get her alone, and he had little doubt that she would enjoy her time with him as well. He was a rock star for a reason, after all.


“Nick…”


He took a peek at her as they made their way to his private room. Come to think of it, she was dressed rather reserved for a girl with her attitude, wasn’t she? A plain baby blue t-shirt and matching blue pajama pants didn’t qualify as a typical outfit for the women he dealt with. She didn’t even show any cleavage!


Wait a minute. What happened to the sexy leather outfit he’d first met her in? No one wore pajama pants to his shows! Especially not girls who planned to fuck him!


“Nick…”


Did this prove how infatuated he was? He couldn’t explain why else he was undeniably smitten by a girl dressed in sleepwear, but he would be a liar if he denied his lust. He’d never craved someone more in his life.


“Nick…”


His surroundings gradually changed without warning. Suddenly, he didn’t walk along a backstage corridor in a sold-out arena. Instead, he found himself in a particularly lackluster room. He wasn’t a rock god. He wasn’t even a celebrity. No, he was anything other than famous.


He was just himself.


There was something out of place in his bedroom, however. His rock star dream may have ended, but an equally welcoming sight greeted him after he finally opened his eyes. The bizarre part was that she was the same girl from his dream. Even in his fantasies—where millions of women wanted him—he found himself focused on one woman. She was also the one girl who he should never think about.


He looked at the faint outline of his mother’s face in the darkness.


“Hey, sweetheart,” Mom said with her familiar warm tone from the side of his bed.


“What time is it?” he asked, flat on his back with his head on his pillow.


“Late,” she answered. “I’m going to turn your light on, okay?”


He nodded, bracing his eyes for the drastic change.


He swiftly found himself covered in goosebumps after she turned on the lamp on his nightstand. She wore the same baby blue t-shirt and pajamas from his dream! Should that really be his biggest concern, though? Didn’t he just dream about taking her backstage to fuck after one of his sold-out shows? He was swarmed by emotions—everything from lust to embarrassment—but he still didn’t understand why Mom was in his bedroom.


“Is everything okay?” he asked, rubbing his tired eyes that had yet to adjust to the light.


Mom’s indecision didn’t help to calm his budding nerves. Something had to be wrong. If not, then why would she awaken him out of his slumber on a school night? She always told him that he stayed up too late, yet here she was, causing him to do exactly that. It was strange.


“Um…not really,” she told him.


He immediately sat up in bed, concerned.


She used her gentle smile to calm him the best she could. She cherished how much he loved her. Even a hint of discomfort caused her son to hurry to her side to protect her, and she absolutely treasured the way that he always put her first. Truthfully, it was a sense of adoration that she didn’t feel with Peter.


He refused to allow his incredible mother to be troubled. “What’s wrong?”


How was she expected to confess her dilemma? She looked at her eighteen-year-old son, for God’s sake! Not only did she prefer to shield him from such heinous behavior, but she despised burdening him with her problems. But who else could she turn to? Certainly not her husband.


“Dad did something very stupid today.”


He didn’t like the sound of that, but he also couldn’t begin to guess what she meant. Dad wasn’t the kind of guy who would hurt Mom physically. Did he say something dumb? Or even mean? Regardless of the cause of her sorrow, he knew that he needed to do his part to cheer her up. Nothing killed him like seeing her upset.


“What did he do?” he questioned.


She observed her shirtless son sitting with his back against the bed headboard while his legs ran horizontal along his mattress. She decided to join him up on his bed, also resting her back against the headboard.


He promptly grew tense.


“I don’t want you to think poorly of Dad,” she started, doing her best to explain the situation. “He’s a great father, and I know that he would never do anything to hurt you. He only wants the best for you. Even if he’s hard on you at times.”


Didn’t they already have this conversation earlier? He recalled a similar speech during dinner, but Mom had never looked overwhelmed while they sat at the table together. He couldn’t say the same now, however. She appeared downright flustered.


“He hurt me,” she confessed honestly.


He simmered with rage. He didn’t know how, why, or exactly when that Dad had wronged Mom, and he honestly didn’t care either. His only concern involved Dad doing anything to hinder his mother’s happiness. Mom was the most amazing woman in the world! She should never be upset!


He needed to do his part to help her. “What happened?”


She couldn’t mask her embarrassment. Not only was she married to a man who’d cheated on her with their own daughter, but she turned to her son for comfort. It was an odd twist-of-fate for a woman who seemingly had everything that she could ever dream of.


“Mom, what happened?” he offered his support. He would do anything to make her happy again.


“I love you.”


His eyes squinted sharply, reflecting his perplexed mood. Did that really need to be said? “I love you too.”


“You wouldn’t hurt one of your girlfriends, would you?” she inquired.


He shook his head, unable to look away from her dazzling blue eyes.


She felt the need to explain herself. “Obviously, I know that you would never harm a girl physically. You’re not that kind of guy. I’m talking about emotionally or mentally. You would only do what’s best for her, right?”


He nodded. His blankets covered everything below his waist, preventing her from seeing his boxers.


“Your father betrayed my trust earlier. Severely.”


Nick wanted some answers. Did he need to have a talk with Dad? Would he be asked to take the physical route in order to defend Mom’s honor? He would do absolutely anything to protect his mother, but by no means did he look forward to confronting Dad—especially physically. Fighting would do much more harm than good—literally and figuratively.


“What did he do?” he asked, preparing himself for the worst. He wasn’t sure if he’d ever seen Mom so sullen. Where was her trademark energy?


As close as Kim was to her son, she couldn’t pretend to know everything about him. What eighteen-year-old guy didn’t have secrets? She didn’t know much about his history with girls. Don’t even get her started on her lack of knowledge involving the drugs he’d tried or the trouble he’d barely managed to escape from either. Although, she did know one thing for certain.


Her perfect angel would never let her down.


So, she decided to treat her little boy like a man. For the next few minutes, Nick was no longer her eighteen-year-old son. Instead, he was an eighteen-year-old man who she could rely on in her time of need, and she’d never required support more in her life. She desperately needed him tonight.


“Your father fooled around with Stacy.”


He stared at her, unsure of what she meant.


“Sexually,” she confessed, no longer holding back. “After their dinner together.”


His blank gaze didn’t dissipate. In fact, it grew as a result of Mom’s serious stare.


“I know, I can’t believe it either,” she said.


He attempted to process her words. Disregarding the fact that Mom obviously messed with him, a quick peek at her incredible chest further cemented how ridiculous her prank actually was. And what about her beautiful face and wavy brown hair? She could be the nastiest woman in the world and no one would ever think of cheating on her. How could they? She was so fucking hot!


But Mom wasn’t nasty. No, she was funny, smart, and unbelievably kind. His mother possessed the body of a model and the heart of a saint, and he started to laugh after realizing how ridiculous his situation was. She’d seriously woke him up for this? Really?


“What’s so funny?” she asked, extremely serious.


His laughter increased by the second. “Dad cheated on you with Stacy?”


She nodded.


“What is this?” he questioned.


She didn’t follow. “What’s what?”


“What’s this all about?” he asked again. “Listen, Mom, I love your sense of humor, but this one kind of fell flat.”


“I’m not joking,” she said, yet to break eye contact.


They found themselves engaged in an unexpected staring contest. Much to his surprise, Mom didn’t crack. Who knew that she had such a good poker face?


Her refusal to drop her act confused him. This was so unlike his mother. Normally, she would tease him for a moment before eventually revealing a big smile, but her typical playfulness wasn’t anywhere to be found in his bedroom. It was enough to make him think that she could actually be serious.


But he knew better than to believe what she’d said. Dad messed around with Stacy? On what planet was that a possibility? Despite how enamored his father and sister seemed with each other at times—their relationship reminding him of what he shared with Mom—he wasn’t naive enough to actually think that something could happen between them. It just wasn’t a realistic scenario.


“So, what exactly did they do with each other?” he chuckled, eager to see if Mom would continue her outlandish game.


“Stacy gave him a blowjob.”


He immediately gulped. One, Mom’s casual demeanor threw him for a loop. Two, visualizing Stacy blowing Dad definitely qualified as the most outrageous thought of his life. Three, and by far the craziest moment of his day, was hearing Mom say the word blowjob.


He wasn’t stupid. Dad was a fit guy with a dominant personality, and Mom was an incredibly beautiful woman who always put the men in her life first. He would bet everything he owned that they had a very healthy sex life. Lord knows that he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off Mom if he was in Dad’s shoes.


Still, it caught him by surprise to hear Mom say something so vulgar. She was always so reserved! And she never failed to scold him whenever he cursed! Now, she looked him dead in the eyes, didn’t flinch, and joked about Stacy giving Dad oral sex? It was almost too much for him to handle.


Unless she really wasn’t joking.


“Stacy gave Dad a blowjob?” he asked, eyebrows raised. He still didn’t understand how she’d yet to crack.


She nodded while her blue eyes remained locked on his skeptical face.


It would be quite the understatement to call him leery. “And you know this…how?”


“Because Dad told me. He felt guilty.”


“Okay, let me get this straight,” he said, taking a deep breath. “Stacy gave Dad a blowjob, Dad told you about it because he felt guilty, and then you decided to come tell me about it. Do I have this right?”


She nodded again.


He stared at his mother, deadpanned. “You understand how ridiculous this all sounds, don’t you?”


She couldn’t fault him for being doubtful. “I know, it has to sound insane, but I’m telling you the truth. I’m honestly not joking.”


“Let’s assume that this really is true,” he said, allowing himself to momentarily embrace the bizarre reality where his dad and sister were in some kind of sexual relationship. “What does any of this have to do with me?


She took a moment to collect herself. It wasn’t easy to express how she felt verbally, but such a feat was required if she planned to answer his question. She’d never struggled to converse with him before. It shouldn’t be any trouble to admit her true feelings.


But it was.


She was stuck in a bit of a pickle at the moment. Her motherly side told her to seek comfort in her favorite child. It begged her to snuggle into the arms of the man she revered more than anyone in the world. Her baby would always be there for her—through thick and thin—and she knew that she wouldn’t need to beg for his attention. He would be more than happy to soothe her hectic emotions.


But she hasn’t stirred him from his sleep with the intention to behave like a mother, because underneath her shell that showed her as a mom, a wife, and a homemaker, was her real self.


She knew better than to complain. How many women would kill for her life? Heck, how many wives would trade husbands with her in a heartbeat? She knew that she was lucky, but she couldn’t lie to herself when it came to how she truly felt.


Her sex life had become rather stale over the past few years, and the college hunks who constantly smiled and flirted with her at the gym didn’t help matters either. Was it really so wrong to crave something different? Twenty-two years with the same man had made things quite bland, but she wasn’t a cheater. She’d also never considered breaking her vows.


Until a few minutes ago, that is.


Peter’s infidelity changed everything. Suddenly, she saw an opportunity to think about herself for a change. All of her fantasies involving messing around with a young hunk from the gym could now be realized, because why should her husband be the only one who got to experience something new? It wouldn’t be right for everyone else to have all the fun.


Maybe she didn’t want to be meek all the time? Why was it wrong to be a little bad? Besides, it wasn’t like she would actually bang one of those twenty-one-year-old studs who were always lifting weights when she went to the gym. Those guys were better left as fantasy-fodder anyway, because she had her own heartthrob to seduce.


Handsome, muscular, and oh-so loving: Nick was so much more than some arrogant jock who only viewed her as a piece of ass. Honestly, she didn’t even know if her son found her attractive. She liked to think that he did, but she couldn’t be certain. It was part of the risk involving her decision to act like anything other than herself.


So many problems could arise from his rejection. She would be crushed to learn that her son didn’t see her as beautiful, depressed to be turned down by the only man who she would ever treat in such a fashion, and demoralized by the knowledge that Peter and Stacy shared something that she didn’t personally have with the love of her life. Why couldn’t she have a special connection too? She loved Nick just as much as Peter loved Stacy, after all!


She decided to take a chance. “We went on a date today as well.”




“A date?” he asked, confused. “Wait, our dinner was a date?”


“It was just the two of us, wasn’t it?”


He hadn’t thought of it that way.


“And we discussed romance while we ate,” she said with a wink.


“It was romantic to listen to me complain about the girls at school?” he laughed.


“Everything with you is romantic, sweetheart,” she purred, adoring him with her lively blue eyes.


The mood grew even uneasier for him. Mom couldn’t actually be flirting with him, could she? Somehow, the idea of Dad and Stacy messing around didn’t seem so shocking when he accessed his current reality. Mom was in bed with him, for fuck’s sake! Why wasn’t he panicked?


He got with the program real fast after Mom placed her hand on his thigh—over the sheets—and his nerves responded by kicking into high gear. What exactly did she come into his bedroom for? Did she seek harmless comfort, or did she have different intentions in mind? He could only wait and find out.


“I’m not happy with your father.”


He didn’t blame her. He wouldn’t be happy with Dad either if he was Mom—assuming that she actually told him the truth. It wasn’t like her to lie either. She’d never been anything other than honest with him in the past.


Her petite hand rubbed his thigh gently, causing his cock to stir in response. He knew better than to lust after his own mother, but his heart simply couldn’t deny what his mind told him to resist. Deep down, he knew that Mom was a stunner, and the rest of the world knew it too—even if Dad had apparently forgotten that fact tonight.


“Um…well…we—”


“Sweetheart, I love spending time with you,” she cut off his hesitation. “I mean that too. You’re my absolute favorite person in the world.”


He smiled. He would never grow tired of hearing her praise. She loved him, and he adored her more than life itself. They were a perfect match.


“But there’s something that I don’t like,” she disclosed.


He froze after her hand came to a stop, resting idle on his thigh. Oh boy. So, this was his reality check? What else did he honestly expect? Mom didn’t like the fact that yet another man in her life let her down, and he was the responsible party this time.


A good son would offer his mother emotional support. He would give her a shoulder to cry on while allowing her to vent her frustration. He would do absolutely anything other than think sexual thoughts while she watched her marriage fall apart right in front of her eyes, but he was stupid enough to do exactly that. Somehow, he’d made the mistake of viewing her as one of his female classmates instead of his incredible mother.


He planned to make up for his error. Starting now, he would be a good son. “What don’t you like?”


“I don’t like the fact that Stacy and your father had a significantly better time at dinner than we did.”


One simple sentence was all it took to rattle him like nothing ever had. Even the revelation of Dad’s affair with Stacy didn’t make him react so intensely. He’d temporarily allowed himself to think and act like a son for only a few seconds before Mom thrust him back into the world of adulthood, and he wasn’t sure if he possessed the fortitude to continue.


“Now, I can’t even put into words how much I cherish spending time with you,” she said, the twinkle in her eye proving the legitimacy of her statement. “Tonight was my favorite dinner in a long time.”


For some reason, he couldn’t verbalize that he felt the same way. He would kill for the nightly opportunity to enjoy an awesome dinner alone with Mom. It was nice to not have Dad and Stacy around earlier, but his dry mouth prevented him from expressing himself. Not to mention that his heart began to race after Mom massaged his thigh yet again.


“But I feel slightly cheated.”


He barely managed to find his voice. “Cheated?”


Her touch moved higher, settling just below his hip. “Remember when I told you that Dad favors Stacy?”


His eyes locked on her hand. It rested dangerously close to his bulge.


“Well, I’m in the mood to spoil my angel tonight.”


He turned his attention back to the sexiest brunette alive. He wasn’t sure how to interpret her words. “What?”


“I’m in the mood to spoil my angel,” she repeated, her slight smile captivating his every thought. “I don’t think it’s very fair for us to be left out of the fun. Wouldn’t you agree?”


He screamed at himself to embrace reality. He needed to see the big picture. He had to come to terms with their relationship, because under no circumstances could Mom actually hint at what his cock wanted to so badly be true.


If he wasn’t crazy—and he seriously questioned if he’d lost his mind—then Mom just referred to Stacy giving Dad a blowjob as fun. Fun! His own mother! His innocent, wholesome, church-going mom viewed blowjobs as fun! He still couldn’t get over it!


But he could be wrong.


What if she just wanted to spend some time with him? What if she simply desired to cuddle in order to find a sense of love that Dad obviously didn’t provide her? He would do absolutely anything for his one-of-a-kind mother, but he knew that he couldn’t make the first move. He would never forgive himself for interpreting her presence incorrectly. He couldn’t take the chance to make her uncomfortable.


“We should all have fun, right?” he asked timidly, encouraging her to continue while being careful to not push too hard. He couldn’t live with himself if he broke her trust.


Suddenly, she withdrew her hand from his thigh.


He watched his life go up in flames. Mom may have remained next to him, but her soothing presence turned cold and distant. He knew that he’d just fucked up. She needed a shoulder to cry on, but he instead thought with his cock rather than with his head. How could he do such a thing to his own mother?


He tracked her hand as it started a surprising route north. Slowly, it neared, zeroing in on an unexpected target. He wouldn’t be able to explain much of what happened so far tonight, so he wasn’t shocked to be dumbfounded yet again. It seemed to be a common occurrence lately.


Mom’s fingers moved horizontally after meeting his forehead to readjust his hair to her liking. It was the single strangest sense of relief that he’d ever experienced. As badly as he wanted something sexual to happen—and he questioned if he was a piece of shit for still desiring such an unlikely outcome to Mom’s visit—he rejoiced in the fact that she wasn’t upset with him. Dad had done enough damage to her already. He couldn’t further her heartbreak.


“So, what do you say, sweetheart?” she asked, her smile soft and inviting as always. “Do you want to have some fun?”


He felt anxious, insecure, and downright terrified as he stared into her pretty eyes. She appeared relaxed while she finished restyling his hair to her liking, but his frantic nerves didn’t reflect a man who could handle the situation. What if he let her down? What if he couldn’t give her what Dad did? The awful truth was that he would never recover from disappointing her, and he expected to do exactly that after he took a step back and realized what he had next to him. On what planet could he satisfy a goddess like her?


Mom was a perfect ten. She belonged on the cover of a fitness magazine, for God’s sake! She was so fit and toned, but curvy in all the right places. She was simultaneously pretty and sexy, and he often found himself in a daze when he stared at her while she cooked dinner. He could only dream of having a girl in his life who resembled Mom.


Speaking of girls—he wasn’t exactly the most experienced guy sexually. Would he even be able to get hard for her? And if he actually did, then he didn’t like his chances to last long enough for either of them to enjoy themselves. It would be so embarrassing!


God, he did it again! Why did he continue to make everything about sex? Mom might just want a shoulder to cry on for all he knew. He simply needed to relax, breathe normally, and help her the best that he could. She deserved his very best!


He nodded as calmly as he could.


Mom’s delicate finger traced along his shoulder and followed the thick vein that ran down his bicep, and her eyes journeyed a similar path after she turned her attention to his body. He couldn’t lie to himself any longer. He could continue to attempt to convince himself otherwise, but deep down, he knew what he desired. Mom would never be just some girl. Whether it was right or wrong, he wanted what Dad had.


“Can I get a hug?”


Disappointment met reality. Honestly, it was what he’d eventually expected to hear, though. What did he seriously think she would do? Offer to suck his cock? That type of insanity only happened in porn, and neither of them were anything close to adult film stars. Although, Mom would set the internet on fire if she indeed made a few X-rated scenes.


Maybe he was actually a despicable person? How else could he explain why he constantly viewed Mom in a sexual manner while she awaited a loving hug? His angelic mother woke him with the intention to receive some much-needed emotional support, and he instead fawned over her body like a horny teenager. He needed to be better than this!


He turned his body slightly and wrapped his arms around her, unable to spurn his sex drive. Her big bust pressed against his bare chest, and her floral perfume dominated his senses. It was a feeling of both love and lust that he’d never experienced in his young life. For a brief moment, she truly felt like anything other than his mom.


He couldn’t explain Dad’s earlier actions, but he was positive that he would never cheat on the angel in his grasp if he was lucky enough to call her his wife. Mom was the type of girl that made men better. She motivated them to excel in all facets of their lives, and he suddenly realized why Dad worked so hard to provide her with a great life. He failed to understand how Dad could slip, however.


He could die a happy man when he felt Mom squeeze him tightly. He knew that he would never find what he shared with her anywhere else. Other girls would come and go throughout the course of his life, but only Mom could make him the happiest guy alive with something as innocent as a hug. It further reinforced how special she really was.


“I needed this so much,” she said, turning her head to give him a peck on the cheek. She didn’t dare break their hold, though.


He begged his cock to remain dormant. It’d stirred faintly over the past few minutes, but Mom’s kiss provided the first real challenge to the impossibly tall mountain that he needed to scale. It would take a truly heroic effort to maintain his composure, but he didn’t expect to falter. He was mature enough to give her what she needed.


But he just couldn’t help himself. His big mouth refused to get with the program. He knew that he should stay quiet and give her a shoulder to cry on, but his testosterone had other plans.


“Dad must be crazy.”


She broke off their hold to look him in the eyes. “What?”


“Dad must be crazy,” he repeated, screaming at himself to stop. His effort went for naught. “Why would he ever cheat on you? You’re perfect.”


It was almost as if he watched her worry melt away. Her despair drifted off to distant fields. His words provided her with the relief she so desperately sought, and his calming presence reminded her that she lived with a man who worshiped her every thought, smile, and curve of her body. Dad may have messed up only a few hours ago, but he would never make the same mistake.


She threw herself into his arms. The intensity of their hug increased tenfold compared to their prior embrace, and her overwhelming admiration acted as a gut punch to his prior mindset. How in the world did he have sexual thoughts about her earlier? He didn’t need sex! A basic hug doubled as cocaine when Mom was the girl in his hold!


“I love you so much,” she told him. He was the last liferaft on a sinking ship, and her aggressive hug reflected her urgency to find safety. “So, so, so much.”


“I love you too, Mom,” he said, smitten as ever while he took a deep whiff of her long brown hair. Just like the rest of her, her brunette locks resembled intoxicating flowers.


How long did they continue to hold each other? Five seconds? Twenty minutes? Forty hours? He honestly couldn’t tell, because every moment with her felt like a lifetime. Could he find such a high regularly? What if he hugged her randomly throughout the day while reminding her of his love? He wasn’t a picky guy and he definitely didn’t need material possessions in order to discover happiness. He merely required a living, breathing, exhilarating woman who loved him unlike anyone else, and he knew exactly where to find that girl.


The worst moment of his life came courtesy of his decision to loosen his grasp after she pulled back. He fell from the indescribable warmth of heaven and crashed into an ocean of mediocre women. Once again, he found himself surrounded by eighteen-year-old girls who only cared about social media, and his misery multiplied now that he’d experienced a taste of the good life. Mom was his new standard! Every other girl would be a monumental disappointment compared to her!


“You’re my world, baby,” she said, leaning in to give him another kiss on the cheek. “Never forget how much I love you.”


He would rave about her qualities. She needed to learn how much he cherished her personality, sense of humor, and her kind heart. He would spend hours telling stories of the endless number of heartfelt moments that he recalled over the past eighteen years, but he couldn’t even muster the backbone to compliment her stunning blue eyes or gorgeous wavy hair. Rather than act like a man, he unfortunately reverted back to his nervous days of yesteryear. Maybe there was nothing wrong with the girls at school? Perhaps he was the one at fault?


He contemplated punching himself in the face as hard as he could after she hopped off his bed. Mom had sat on his mattress for five minutes, informed him that Stacy had given Dad a blowjob, and hugged him with more passion than anyone ever had, yet he’d only managed to tell her that she was perfect and that he loved her. It was a pitiful example of taking a chance. Unfortunately, he buckled under the pressure, and he failed to pull the trigger like he so badly desired.


“Good night, sweetheart.”


“Good night, Mom,” he returned her farewell under his breath, watching her perfectly sculpted butt head for the door in her pair of cute blue pajama pants.


There she went. The only woman he truly loved would sleep next to his unappreciative father tonight, and he had no one else to blame but himself. Mom could be snuggled in his arms right now if he had any balls! Fuck, he hated himself sometimes!





Chapter 6 — A Late-Night Talk








Three Hours Later.





Nick plodded down the hallway in the direction of the bathroom, his mind reeling with the many ways he could potentially kill himself. He still couldn’t believe how badly he’d screwed up earlier. Why didn’t he tell Mom how much better she was than the girls his own age? Why didn’t he explain that she deserved better than Dad? And most importantly, why didn’t he offer to show how he would treat her if she was his girlfriend?


He needed to make a change. He had to do something other than sit around and wait. In order for Mom to be able to show her love in ways that few mothers ever had, he first needed to prove that he adored at a level she’d yet to fully grasp.


He skipped the bathroom, made his way down the rest of the hallway, and quietly opened his parents’ bedroom door.


He planned to take the biggest risk of his life in the wee hours of the morning. He just didn’t care anymore. He couldn’t live with himself if Mom didn’t know how he truly felt, and he honestly didn’t care if her response resulted in a hug, a kiss, or even something more. She just had to know.


Nick tiptoed to his mother’s side of the bed and gently nudged her shoulder. “Mom.”


She was sound asleep.


“Mom,” he whispered again, careful to not wake Dad.


Every so slowly, Mom roused from her deep slumber. The faint hint of light from the hallway allowed her to make out his face, but her confusion was evident by her perplexed look. She had no clue why he was in her bedroom.


“What’s wrong?” she asked, attempting to gain her bearings.


“I need you to come with me for a minute.”


She checked her phone to confirm how late it was. “Sweetheart, it’s one in the morning.”


“I know,” he nodded while making sure to stay quiet. “Just come with me real quick.”


She rolled out of bed and cracked her neck to loosen her stiff joints. While she was a girl who valued shuteye, no amount of REM sleep could stop her from following her son into the hallway. He was one of only a handful of people who could claim such an honor as well.


It didn’t take long before she found herself in his bedroom for the second time in so many hours. “So, what’s up?”


He pointed at the end of his bed, shirtless and in only his boxers. “Sit.”


She did as told.


He may have stood a mere two feet away from his beautiful mother, but it felt like a mile as he stared into her tired blue eyes. Her messy hair and wrinkled pajamas stole his heart. Absolutely no one or nothing could rival the goddess in his bedroom, but he struggled to properly express his love yet again. He felt overwhelmed—exactly like earlier.


Kim could sense that something was off. “What’s wrong?”


“I um…I-I…” he stammered, stalling for time. “I…”


She stared at him blankly, waiting for him to reveal whatever was on his mind.


“I just lov-lov-lov…”


By no means was she familiar with this nervous version of her son. “What’s going on, sweetheart?”


Why was it so hard to tell her how he honestly felt? He loved her, she was beautiful, and she had the unique honor of being one of the few women who he actually enjoyed spending time with. Why not just tell her that? She would be flattered!


He regained his composure, stepped forward, and opened his mouth to finally speak his mind.


But he failed miserably.


He couldn’t even spit out a single word this time. His immense failure stifled him while he stared down into Mom’s confused eyes, and the reality of his situation further destroyed him. He would never be anything more than her son, and they would never share anything like Dad and Stacy did. It was crushing.


What if he skipped the verbal route and settled for the physical approach instead? It was really his only chance, wasn’t it? Lord knows that he must sound like a buffoon stuttering and stammering the way he did.


For a split second, against his better judgment, he decided to act like someone else. He wasn’t the kind of guy who typically showed such aggression. He was generally reserved, but his following decision definitely said otherwise.


He bent at the waist, placed his hands on each side of Mom’s pretty brunette head, and kissed her on the lips.


The electricity was indescribable. Somehow, a mere kiss possessed the same magic as a million different girlfriends simultaneously smothering him with adoration, but he knew better than to expect anything different. Why wouldn’t it send chills down his spine to kiss his perfect mother on the lips? And it wouldn’t make sense for every hair on his body to not stand up straight. This was Mom! She was an angel!


Their two-second embrace felt like an eternity after he pulled back to gauge her reaction. While he would do anything to spend hours with her mouth, he also couldn’t risk doing something to trouble her. Mom’s comfort was his number one priority, at the end of the day. Unfortunately, he wasn’t greeted by a smitten woman who longed for his affection.


Rather, he stared right into the eyes of his horrified mom.




“What are you doing?” she asked, unusually stern.


“I didn’t know how else to show how I feel,” he said. His nervous energy faded after his time with her pouty lips. It was as if their kiss had matured him. “I love you so much.”


“I’m your mother,” she reminded him firmly. “You can’t kiss me like that.”


“You’re just so smart, and funny, and beautiful—”


“I’m your mother,” she repeated, interrupting him. “How am I supposed to react to this?”


He didn’t know, to be honest. He’d never bothered to plan that far ahead after finding the courage to actually kiss her, but he severely regretted his faux pas now that he understood how she saw him. He wasn’t Dad. He wasn’t a successful businessman with years of experience. Mom viewed him as a little boy, and her stunned response erased any remaining doubt whether or not he’d just made the biggest mistake of his life.


He said the only thing that made any sense to him. “I love you.”


“I love you too,” she spoke, rising to her feet and scurrying several feet away before he could completely process the situation. “This isn’t how we show it, though. I’m your mom, you’re my son, and it needs to stay that way.”


He knew that he would never be the same. Mom came to him earlier for a hug and someone to confide in, only for him to wake her up in the middle of the night, drag her into his room, and kiss her on the lips against her will. It was enough to make him want to jump out his window. Why did he ever think this would work? She was his mother!


“Come on, time for bed,” she told him.


He would do anything to go back in time as he slipped under his covers. Why couldn’t he get a redo? He never should’ve allowed himself to make her so uncomfortable, and her decision to keep her distance foreshadowed months of future awkwardness. This wasn’t the same woman he’d spent eighteen years adoring. She was totally changed now! And it was his fault!


She made her way to the side of his bed and turned off his night lamp, allowing darkness to engulf the room. “Good night, sweetheart.”


“I’m sorry, Mom.”


“It’s okay,” she assured him. The return of her soft tone helped to ease his worries slightly. “Get some sleep.”


“Good night,” he said as he prepared himself for six sleepless hours. He was too horrified to sleep tonight.





Chapter 7 — A Change of Heart





Flat on his back, Nick stared up at his pitch black ceiling as he listened to Mom’s footsteps journey back to her bedroom. Was life even worth living? The only woman he truly cared about—and loved more than anyone or anything in the world—would be uncomfortable in his presence from now on. It was his worst nightmare!


His demise felt even worse after learning what Dad and Stacy did yesterday. Apparently, those two could fuck around, but a little kiss was more than enough to appall Mom. Maybe he wasn’t a good-looking young man? And perhaps he wasn’t charming and charismatic either? The more he thought about it, the more likely it seemed that Mom didn’t like him any more than she had to. It would at least explain her disgusted response.


So, now what? Was it time to admit that he needed to find a girlfriend instead of fantasizing about a life with his own mother? He didn’t know what would happen with Stacy, but he was positive that Mom would eventually forgive Dad, and they would reconcile any problems with their marriage. Honestly, Mom would most likely move past their awkward encounter in his bedroom as well. Things wouldn’t be shitty forever.


He couldn’t say the same about his own sanity, though.


He had to be losing his mind, right? How else could he explain the sudden—and seemingly impossible—weight on the end of his bed? What if the Grim Reaper had come for him? It would be a fitting end to the worst five minutes of his life, and he definitely deserved it after what he’d done to the most special person in the world.


Suddenly, he panicked.


Something was in bed with him! Something pressed down on his legs while he attempted to wiggle away and turn on his lamp! Something had come to take him!


He turned on the light and immediately looked to discover whatever had come to take his soul, but Death wasn’t anywhere to be found in his bed. Instead, he saw an angel.


“Hey, sweetheart.”


Mom sat on his shins.


“Um…hey,” he returned her greeting nervously.


“I wasn’t completely honest with you earlier,” she revealed, staring down at him.


He’d yet to move his head off his pillow. In fact, he could barely think straight at the moment. “You weren’t?”


“No, I asked you if you wanted to have some fun, but then I kinda wimped out,” she said.


What in the world did Mom wimp out of? He was the one who’d ruined everything! Not her!


“You think I’m smart?” she asked before he could speak up to further humiliate himself.


He instantly nodded.


“And funny?” she continued to reflect on his prior words before she’d put an end to things minutes earlier.


“You’re hilarious,” he confirmed with another nod.


“And beautiful?”


He needed to check before he made another mistake. He refused to risk making her upset again. “Do you want my honest opinion?”


This time, she was the one who nodded.


“I think you’re the most beautiful girl in the world,” he gave his honest opinion. “You’re stunning.”


He watched her look down at his blankets. What ran through her mind? And what did she mean when she claimed to have wimped out? He had no idea what would happen next, but he wouldn’t dare move a muscle until she unveiled her plan. He wouldn’t jeopardize ruining everything yet again.


“I love hugging you.”


He hadn’t expected to hear anything like that.


“Heck, I love doing anything with you,” she confessed, looking into his eyes. “You’re my absolute favorite person in the world. I mean that when I say it too.”


He felt the same way.


“However, as much as I adore cooking you dinner and talking with you, those aren’t exactly things that I would label as fun. Enjoyable? Absolutely. Fun? Not really.”


He was lost.


She placed her hands on his thighs with a grin. “I did some thinking after I left your bedroom. One, I’m incredibly sorry for reacting to your kiss the way I did. I was wrong.”


“Mom—”


“No, I was wrong,” she interrupted, refusing to put the blame on anyone except herself. “Two, I told you about what Stacy and Dad did because I was jealous.”


The surprises kept coming. “Jealous?”


“Let’s be honest here,” she said, rubbing his thighs while she smiled down at her perfect baby. His blankets separated her hands from his skin. “Those two may have a special connection, but they don’t have anything like what we share.”


It took eighteen years, but he finally heard the most honest statement of his life. His soulmate sat on his shins while she massaged his thighs gently. No one could dispute it either. He loved her beyond words.


She got back on track. “Three, it’s not fair the way that Dad spoils your sister. Even look at dinner. Those two went out to an expensive restaurant while you ate my cooking. That’s not even!”


“Your cooking is amazing,” he voiced his opinion.


Her smile grew. As if she couldn’t love him more than she already did. “My point is that you always get the short end of the stick around here, and I’m sick of it. I’m also ready to do something about it. So, sweetheart, do you want to have some fun?”


“Absolutely,” he answered, confident in his response. He didn’t need to hear her plan either. He was on board with whatever she had in store for him.


She leaned forward and rubbed his bulge.


The world was such a simple place when he was able to treat Mom like his girlfriend. He wasn’t a guy who desired much in life, to be honest. He enjoyed a good meal, his friends and family, and being able to express his love to a woman he actually idolized, but such a luxury had always evaded him. Until now, that is.


Everything changed after Mom rubbed his cock over the blankets. Suddenly, his previous advances felt completely justified. Their earlier awkwardness no longer concerned him. His dream girl returned his lustful behavior, and he’d never felt better about himself as a result.


“So, baby, do you want your cock sucked?”


His dick had started to grow the moment Mom first sat on his legs, but it was hard as diamonds once she touched his bulge. However, he’d never felt anything like when he heard those particularly vulgar words escape from her adorable mouth. She never spoke that way! His innocent mother just asked if he wanted his cock sucked! It was crazy!


“Because I’m in the mood to have some fun,” she purred, her long brown hair flowing down to her chest.


He couldn’t explain why, but his impending blowjob no longer concerned him. Well, it still did, but his priorities had shifted a bit. Sexual urges were for little boys, but real connections were for men, and he was far from a child. It was time to show Mom how much he loved her.


In familiar fashion to their earlier encounter in his bedroom, he secured his hold on both sides of her pretty head, pulled her down to him, and kissed her on the lips.


He was happy to admit that he recognized the intense electricity surging through his veins. Some men desired money, others chased college girls, and a few even sought power. He didn’t crave anything of the sort, though. Youth and materialistic possessions didn’t concern him in the least when he had his dream girl in his hold.


Mom wiggled forward and rested her butt against his thighs while their kiss deepened. Her soft lips sent intense bursts of heat throughout his insides, and her vivid affection stiffened his cock like nothing he’d ever experienced. This was his girl. She was the only woman for him. He could attempt to convince himself otherwise, but his heart would always return to his first love.


Mom pulled back a few inches, gazing into his eyes while his hands remained on the sides of her head. “How much do you love me?”


“So much,” he told her immediately.


Her lips met his briefly before she pulled back again. “And how beautiful am I?”


“You’re so gorgeous,” he said.


He was rewarded with another kiss for his answer.


“And how much do you love spending time with me?”


Their cute game was even sweeter now that he knew what each response resulted in. “You’re my absolute favorite person in the world.”


“I,” kiss “love,” kiss “my,” kiss “perfect,” kiss “baby,” kiss “so,” kiss “much,” she told him with glee, covering everything from his forehead to his chin with loving smooches.


Was he actually lost in a dream? Otherwise, how could he explain how awesome life was? Mom kissed his entire face while reminding him how much she loved him! If that wasn’t heaven, then he didn’t know what was.


On second thought, now he was in heaven.


Mom scooted up and sat on his hard cock which remained trapped beneath his boxers and blankets. Everything was perfect. Everything was so loving and thoughtful. Everything—


Came to a sudden halt when she leaned back and broke away from his hold.


Her arms crossed while her hands found her respective sides of the bottom of her t-shirt, and one swift motion skyward was all he needed to officially experience the greatest moment of his life. Fantasies were a thing of his past. Unrealistic dreams would no longer consume his mind. Now, he had exactly what he wanted.


Two teardrop breasts bounced out—much to his delight—before Mom tossed her blue tee down to the floor. He wouldn’t be honest if he admitted to expecting anything different. Why wouldn’t her tits possess the perk of a girl half her age? His perfect mother was fit, toned, and armed with the body of a twenty-one-year-old model, and she loved him more than anyone in the world. He wouldn’t dream of trading places with another soul.


Small areolas and little erect nipples further emphasized her impressive size. Or maybe it was her incredibly flat stomach that made her boobs appear even bigger? Regardless of the cause, he knew that he stared at the best pair of tits on the planet, but even her body didn’t compare to her willingness to please him. It was the unique touch of a mother that he would never find with another woman.


“You’re so hot.”


Mom responded to his compliment by grinding her ass against his stiff meat. The captivating curve to her breasts caused him to question if they were real, but he quickly caught himself before insulting her by actually asking. He knew that she was the single sexiest woman alive. Of course, she was all natural. A goddess like herself didn’t need to be enhanced.


“And my baby is so handsome,” she giggled playfully, running her hands along his muscular chest and stomach. His blankets covered him from the waist down while she continued to sit on his erection.


The honest truth was that he wasn’t sure how to treat his mother. Should he be rough with her? Or maybe she wanted something soft and passionate? He continued to tell himself that his instincts would eventually take over and allow him to read her desires, but he wasn’t so sure that would actually happen anymore. Wouldn’t he have picked up on a signal by now?


“Now, you’ve had a long day,” Mom said, taking control of the situation. “You went to school, the gym, and then cut the grass. You deserve to relax and be taken care of, don’t you think?”


He liked the sound of that.


Her smitten smile morphed into a grin. “And I know exactly what my man wants.”


Forget about the many times he thought he’d discovered heaven earlier. Kisses were fun and he definitely loved feeling Mom’s amazingly fit ass grind against his dick. He couldn’t forget about seeing her almost unrealistically perfect tits either. Every inch of her was tight, toned, and equally as magnificent as the last, but what she did next stole the show. It completely captured his heart.


She leaned forward, placed her hands down on the mattress—to the sides of his head—and lowered her boob to his mouth.


He immediately parted his lips and accepted her stiff nipple inside.


Never in his wildest dreams would he have imagined suckling from his own mother’s tit at the ripe age of eighteen. His hands came to his aid as his fingers sank into Mom’s soft bust while he continued to shower her breast with oral affection. Her nipple was so small yet rigid. Her soft curves provided the ideal contrast to her hard body, and he found himself lucky enough to enjoy what billions of men would kill to have for themselves.


And then he heard her moan.


He suckled harder, fueled by her divine whimpers. It was a sense of power foreign to him. Girls his own age didn’t react like her. They didn’t allow themselves to let go and embrace sexual pleasure. Mom was a woman who was comfortable in her own skin, and her passionate cries supported his accomplishment. He made a forty-two-year-old woman moan with pleasure!


“Why does everyone get to have fun except me?”


He swiftly released his hold of her breast, and Mom responded by pulling back to allow herself to look down at him. Uh-oh. What if she didn’t enjoy this as much as he thought? What if she actually didn’t like it at all? A million different grim possibilities consumed his suddenly hazy mind, and he dreaded her response to his following words.


“You’re not having fun?”


She shook her head no.


His stomach churned while he observed the shiny glisten to her right nipple that had come courtesy of his mouth. Shockingly, he once again yearned for a time machine, but he would use it to never wake Mom from her slumber if he had the opportunity. He just wanted to die.


She decided to let him off the hook after noting his concerned expression. “Don’t get me wrong, this is fun, but it’s not exactly the type of fun that I had in mind.”


His anxiety settled, but he remained plenty wary of making a mistake. He couldn’t risk ruining his chance. Mom sat on his lap topless, for God’s sake! It was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity!


“You can play more with my boobs later,” she said, pinching his nipple gently to give him a taste of his own medicine. “Because, sweetheart, I’m in the mood to give you a blowjob.”


He made no effort to hide his excitement, and Mom smiled as a result of his giddiness. He attempted to kick his blankets off while she remained seated on top of him. His common sense was gone. His reasoning vanished. He was a caveman living in modern times, and he acted like a man who’d never seen a woman before. He couldn’t fault himself, though. She was too sexy to maintain his composure.


She giggled after he finally managed to push his blankets out of the way. “Well, what do we have here?”


He couldn’t remember ever being so hard. She stared right at his erection!


“Is that for me?” he asked, placing her finger on his stiff pole through his boxers. “Do I finally get to have my fun?”


“You can have all the fun you want.”


“Oh, is that right?” she laughed. “You know, you really are an angel. Letting me play with your big dick.”


He let out a deep moan after she squeezed his cock. He could feel her touch despite his underwear providing a barrier between them. Their immense love for each other defied the laws of reality, and he openly welcomed a world where rules didn’t apply. He preferred things that way.


He folded his pillow in half before placing his head back down on it. His newly acquired elevation helped prepare him for the show. He was moments away from watching Mom suck his cock!


“So, can I have my fun now?”


He nodded with a euphoric smile.


She tugged down his boxers and immediately matched his joyous look with one of her own. She couldn’t be mad at Peter for everything, because Nick had definitely inherited his incredible dick. It was the exact fun that she had in mind before finally calling it a night.


She also planned to let him know what she thought of his impressive features. “Look at that big cock.”


He would never be completely comfortable listening to her use such vulgar language. Words like cock and blowjob didn’t come out of her saintly mouth—at least not before tonight—but things had changed in a major way over the past few minutes. Now, he wasn’t exactly sure who was in bed with him, but he loved every version of Mom regardless. He was just excited to be the one on the receiving end of her physical lust.


Mom tugged down his boxers and dropped them next to her shirt. “That thing looks like a lot of fun.”


His rock-hard pole throbbed.


“You don’t mind if I touch it, do you?”


His biggest concern involved cumming before she ever got around to wrapping her lips around him. He had no idea that she could be so naughty! It was amazing!


“Of course not. I want to make sure that you have your fun,” he said with a sarcastic smirk.


Kim glowed like only a proud mother could. Perhaps it was wrong to be upset with Peter? Chances were that her husband had faced an extremely difficult dilemma with Stacy earlier, because she felt the same temptation while gazing at her favorite child. Fortunately for her, she was past the point of fighting herself.


She pushed his legs apart, slithered onto her tummy, and did the only thing that made sense at the moment.


She wrapped her lips around her son’s big dick.


She quickly lost herself in a world of love. The way that Nick held her hair to keep it out of her eyes surprised her. Over two decades with Peter had subjected her to her fair share of rough sex. Not that she didn’t enjoy her husband’s aggressive personality, but Peter only grabbed her hair in order to slam her mouth down on his cock. Her son, on the other hand, didn’t share his father’s forceful attitude in the bedroom.


Head back on his pillow, right arm extended to hold Mom’s hair, and not a care in the world: Nick was in heaven. It only took a few seconds to learn that he didn’t need his cock deepthroated. He also didn’t have to slap a girl around or spit in her mouth to discover his happy place. His friends would laugh at the reserved manner in which he treated the angel in his grasp—and reminiscing about his encounter would be sure to get him mocked at the lunch table—but he simply loved letting Mom do her thing. Why mess with perfection?




Her warm and wet mouth focused almost exclusively on the sensitive head of his cock, only occasionally taking him deeper to keep him on his toes. Her love poured out through her spit, soaked into his dick, and transferred through his blood. A rather reserved blowjob was capable of stimulating his entire body. It brought a heat to each and every one of his limbs. The most spectacular woman in his life pulled out all the stops in order to please him, and he savored every marvelous moment inside her mouth.


“WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU TWO DOING!?”


Everything stopped.


His heaven left him, Mom’s wondrous mouth withdrew, and his anxiety stormed back with a vengeance. Their fun came to an abrupt end as a result of the guy who called the shots in their household. It was also the absolute last person that he wanted to see at the moment.


Dad stood to the side of his bed in a pair of black athletic shorts and a red tank top.


His bedroom door was open and light poured into his room from the hallway, but neither he nor his mother noticed anything before Dad spoke up. They were too caught up in each other to realize they were no longer alone. Unfortunately, things had changed in a major way.


Peter looked on in shock to observe his wife sprawled flat on her stomach in only her pajama pants. She was topless! And not only topless, but topless in front of their naked son, and Nick sported a completely hard erection which possessed a surprising similarity to his own dick! What in the world was going on?


He looked at his son. “What the hell are you doing!?”


“Um…” Nick hesitated, unsure of what to say.


Peter had already turned his attention back to his wife. “Kim, that’s our son!”


“Oh, give me a break,” she groaned, rolling her eyes. “After what you did earlier? Please…”


“That was a mistake! I told you that!” Peter reminded her aggressively.


“Well, guess what?” Kim asked with a wicked smirk. “This isn’t a mistake.”


Nick closed his eyes after Mom pressed her pouty lips against his balls, and he soon did his best to not writhe in bliss after she began licking and kissing his heavy nuts. He struggled to comprehend that the craziest moment of his life didn’t come courtesy of Mom sucking his balls. Instead, it came from the way that Mom sucked his balls in front of Dad! She didn’t even care that he was in the room!


He somehow managed to collect Mom’s hair while in a state of complete bliss. He still needed to make her comfortable, after all. “Holy shit, Mom, that feels so fuckin’ good.”


“Hey, watch your mouth,” Mom told him before resuming her worship of his sack. Blowjob or not, she didn’t like hearing him curse.


“Nick!” Dad shouted.


He was too lost in his own personal paradise to hear his father.


“Nick!” he tried again.


The eighteen-year-old was currently on cloud nine.


“NICK!” Peter screamed.


Nick snapped out of his haze, but Mom didn’t bother to acknowledge Dad. She was too busy playing with his balls.


“What?” he asked his father, annoyed by his involvement. He just wanted Mom all alone.


“Tell her to stop!” Dad demanded.


Nick didn’t plan to do anything of the sort. “Make her stop? Are you crazy? This is the most incredible thing ever!”


Mom sucked his balls harder.


“She’s your mother!” he pointed out for the second time. “It’s wrong!”


“So, I guess you’re the only one who’s allowed to do stuff like this?” Nick chuckled under his breath.


Mom giggled along with him before sliding her tongue the length of his towering pole. Moments later, his cock was back inside her mouth.


“Oh my God, Mom!”


Three pairs of eyes darted to the newest arrival to the party. The loud commotion had stirred Stacy from her beauty sleep, and her little pink shorts and cute matching top didn’t reflect her shocked demeanor whatsoever. She couldn’t believe what she saw.


“Jesus, what are you guys doing!?” Stacy nearly screamed, flabbergasted by the sight on the bed.


“You two are such hypocrites,” Kim remarked, looking at her husband and daughter while she stroked her son with her hand.


Stacy turned to her father in a hurry. “Oh my God, you told her!?”


“I had to,” Peter admitted to his little girl. “I felt so guilty.”


Stacy was furious! Why would Dad say anything? And why would he feel guilty? What they had was special, and Mom didn’t need to know about any of it!


“Can we get some privacy?” Nick asked.


“Privacy?” a baffled Peter questioned. “Did you just ask me for privacy? Your mother has your goddamn dick in her hand!”


“Hey, no swearing!” Kim scolded him.


“No swearing?” Peter laughed. “You’re kidding me, right? I just watched you suck our son’s balls. I think that gives me permission to curse if I want to.”


Stacy grabbed Dad’s big bicep and squeezed. She couldn’t believe that it took her so long to figure it out, but everything finally came together for her. It was perfect! If Mom turned her sexual attention to Nick, then that left Dad for her! She could finally have her daddy all to herself!


“Dad,” Stacy said, tugging on his arm.


“We need to talk about this,” Peter demanded, unable to turn away from the bed.


Kim decided to resume her blowjob.


“Dad,” Stacy tried again.


“Kim!” Peter shouted.


“DAD!” Stacy yelled.


Peter finally looked at his daughter. “What?”


She put on her best princess face. Her big blue doe eyes and cute puckered lips usually did the trick in the past. If she wanted something, then she typically got it.


“I wanna suck your cock again,” she whispered.


That was the last thing Peter wanted to hear. He needed to snap his wife and son out of their crazed state first, and then he would worry about his awful mistake with Stacy later. It drove him crazy how Kim wouldn’t even acknowledge him! Why would she stop sucking Nick’s dick!?


“We’re not confined to a car anymore,” Stacy pointed out, desperate to take his mind off of what happened on the bed next to them. “We can get crazy now.”


He promptly reflected on the many differences between his wife and daughter. While Kim preferred slow and romantic blowjobs, Stacy had a submissive side to her that fit his dominant personality to a tee. She would gladly welcome his aggressiveness—unlike Kim.


But he needed to get his mind out of the gutter. Stacy was his daughter, he’d made a terrible mistake messing around with her earlier, and now he paid for his transgressions dearly. He looked on as his wife gave his son a blowjob, for God’s sake! It proved how badly he’d fucked up!


“You two need to stop right now!” Peter shouted after he looked back at the bed.


Stacy wouldn’t stop until she got her way. “Daaaaaaaaaaaady!”


“Kim!” Peter yelled.


“DADDY!”


His daughter’s sharp tone caused him to turn to her once again. “What?”


“I’ll be in my room,” Stacy revealed, fed up with fighting for his attention. “You better not make me wait long either. I’ll see you shortly.”


Stacy helped herself to one last feel of her father’s bicep before making her way back to her bedroom. Meanwhile, Peter had yet to move an inch. He was too entranced by what unfolded on his son’s bed to take a step in any direction.


“Just like that, Mom,” Nick moaned. He seriously considered asking Mom to marry him after experiencing two minutes inside her mouth. It was unreal.


Kim took him as deep as she could—fitting half his cock down her throat—before focusing on his sensitive head like he loved so much. She knew exactly what her perfect angel wanted. Hey, mother knows best!


Kim’s enthusiasm didn’t help Peter to understand the situation any clearer. She never acted so excited when she sucked his dick. And he didn’t forget about watching her suck Nick’s balls either. She always made such a fuss about doing anything with his nuts, but she played with Nick’s sack like a kid on Christmas morning. She looked thrilled to do it!


The father of two contemplated his choices. One, he could continue to plead with his family to use their better judgment and stop. Two, he could physically put an end to things. Three, and it hurt him to say that it seemed like the most realistic option given the circumstances, was the alternative to simply accept his fate. Maybe Kim would never forgive his prior blunder? Perhaps their marriage was over as he knew it?


He turned and exited the room, closed the door behind him, and headed to his own bedroom to think.





Chapter 8 — Everyone Wins





Peter came to a sudden stop just in front of his bedroom door. He knew that he should open it and step inside. He needed time to regroup. He had to formulate a plan. One little mistake couldn’t destroy everything he’d worked so hard for over the past twenty-two years!


Fuck it.


He turned and started his mission back to his son’s bedroom. He refused to sit by and entertain this ridiculous nonsense. Kim would receive one hell of a talking to, Nick would get grounded, and things would return to normal after he reestablished his position as the head of the household. His nightmare would be over in a matter of moments.


But something caused him to stop in his tracks well before he reached his destination.


A quick peek to his right revealed his daughter’s closed bedroom door, and he was well-aware of what awaited him behind the wooden barrier. What if he just took a quick peek? Nothing necessarily had to happen between the two of them. Actually, it made more sense to address his concerns with Stacy first. He needed to give priority to his most important relationship.


He opened her door and his jaw instantly dropped.


Sitting on the end of her bed Indian style—in her familiar pink sleeping attire—was his daughter. Something was very different about her, though. Something captured his focus like little ever had.


Her blonde hair was in pigtails.


“Hey, Daddy,” Stacy greeted him, pink ribbons in her hair helping to create the ultimate irresistible look for her father. She chomped away on a piece of bubblegum while she smiled at him. “What took you so long?”


She blew a bubble, only for him to jump after it popped loudly. Her cute giggle showed how much she adored his reaction.


“You…um…need to go to bed,” he said, struggling to relay his message as a result of what he saw.


“But I’m not tired,” she whined. Her excited blue eyes showed that she wasn’t ready for bed quite yet. “Besides, I haven’t even had a chance to thank you for our amazing date.”


He couldn’t fight himself forever. Eventually, he would cave to what he truly desired, and he didn’t like his chances to fix his marriage anytime soon. Kim seemed awfully happy sucking Nick’s cock the last time he’d left them.


He knew who he loved most anyway. His little princess would always be his favorite, and he decided to give into the inevitable. It was just another example of his daughter always getting what she wanted.


He took a step toward the bed. “Are you chewing gum in class, young lady?”


Stacy struggled to conceal her smile. Dad totally just accepted what she already knew! They were perfect for each other!


“No,” she lied, storing her gum in her cheek.


“Don’t lie to me, Miss Stacy,” he pretended to scold his fictional student.


She failed in an attempt to do anything other than wiggle with excitement. This was so much fun! “I’m not lying.”


He stopped at the foot of her bed and reached his hand out. His flat palm hovered mere inches from her mouth. “Spit it out.”


“But I’m not chewing gum, Mr. P,” she whined, looking up at him slyly.


His cock twitched. Not much truly revved his sexual engine these days, but he could safely say that he loved the idea of disciplining Stacy—even if it was for a crime she didn’t commit. It wasn’t like he could actually discipline her for real. She would have to do something wrong in order for him to be mad, and his angelic daughter had been quite the saint for the past twenty years.


“I’m not going to tell you again. Spit it out.”


She spit her gum into his hand and pouted with her eyes.


“What are we going to do with you, Miss Stacy? You just can’t stay out of trouble can you?” he asked.


“I’m a bad girl,” she grinned, looking down at her bed.


His cock started to grow.


Suddenly, an unexpected sound caused her line of sight to shoot skyward, and she nearly fainted when she identified the source of the noise. It was the final bit of confirmation that she needed. As much as she’d wanted things to play out this way, Dad just announced how badly he desired to have some fun as well.


He chewed her gum.


“I don’t even know where to start with you,” he said. “Poor grades, repeated absences, and dressing like a slut to tease the boys. Is that how a good little schoolgirl behaves?”


She wasn’t sure how much more she could take. Dad literally role-played one of her ultimate fantasies! “I—”


“But that doesn’t compare to what you did moments ago,” he interrupted her attempt to speak. “Calling me Mr. P instead of my real name. I don’t think I can look past such an appalling infraction.”


She knew that she had him. Dad was officially hers, and he would never even consider returning to Mom after she finished with him. She was certain of it as well.


She fluttered her eyelashes to appear as cute as possible while she gazed up at him. “I’m so sorry…Daddy.”


He immediately flipped her onto her back and hung her head off the end of the bed. He tossed his tank top to the floor and stepped out of his shorts and briefs. It wasn’t a secret that Stacy loved the fantasy of being a naughty schoolgirl who was reprimanded by her dean for a litany of outlandish offenses, but he preferred to play a character that he was extremely familiar with. Truthfully, it came naturally to him.


“Let’s see if we can do something to get those grades up,” he said, chuckling when he remembered that she was a straight-A student in real life. It was still fun to role-play, nonetheless. “Open up, slut.”


Stacy found her own personal heaven when Dad pushed his cock between her lips.


They were perfect for each other. A submissive blonde and her dominant dad who loved her more than anything in the world: what could possibly go wrong? They could push boundaries without worry of being judged. They could test their limits without fear of being hurt. Two souls connected as one, but without any of the gentle romance that one might expect.


He pumped into his overjoyed daughter’s throat while she continued to hang over the end of her bed on her back. His hands quickly found her little breasts, eager to appreciate all of her immaculate features. He had a twenty-year-old blonde bombshell wearing pigtails for him! It was every guy’s fantasy! And not only was she sexy, but she was dirty, and her wicked desires were solely fixated on him and only him.


“I think you’re looking at a C+ at the moment,” he said, yet to cease pumping her throat. “How about we try to get you up to a B?”


He placed his hands on her mattress and pushed forward. Ever so slowly, his thick meat crept deeper down her tight throat as she took more of him than ever before. A vivid wetness engulfed his manhood. An intense warmth swirled all around him. He was a king seated on his throne, and his perfect angel was his devoted queen.


Bubbles of spit escaped for the corners of her mouth while her little hands clamped onto his butt. It was her refusal to concede. Dad clearly wanted to assert his dominance, and she yearned to display her willingness to submit. It was exactly where they both wanted to be.


She gagged violently, causing thick wads of saliva to pour from her mouth and run down her face. His blonde angel had been transformed into something that he didn’t recognize. Her pigtails didn’t properly reflect her innocence, because her mind turned deviant when he put her to the test. She was everything Kim wasn’t.


His balls rested on her cute button nose after the entirety of his cock made its way inside her throat. Her gagging grew more intense but it didn’t faze either of them, because they both had more pressing matters to attend to. They each had a list of fantasies to address. Peter and Stacy may have looked like an ordinary father and daughter, but they were desperate to worship each other in ways that no one else could.


He finally pulled out of her throat and found himself stunned by the amount of saliva coating her gorgeous face. Apparently, his princess didn’t hold back for him. She never hid her disgust with the rest of mankind, but she couldn’t wait to show just how much she loved him. Her adoration warmed his heart and stiffened his cock.


“Oh my God, that was so fuckin’ hot!”


He could only laugh at her frenzy. Unlike Kim, he didn’t care when his kids cursed. “I’m gonna bump you up to a B+.”


“I don’t want a B+ though,” she whined, looking at him upside down. The spit dripping over her right eye blurred her vision slightly, but she didn’t care. She liked being slutty for her father. “I want an A+.”


“And what do you think it’ll take to bump your grade up to an A+?”


As much as she wasn’t deterred by her less-than-stellar vision, she was even quicker to forgive his nonsensical make-believe scenario. He was her father and the dean now? That didn’t make any sense. But it didn’t really matter, did it? It was so sexy!


“Will I get an A+ if you shove your big fat cock down my throat again?” she questioned, all smiles. “Like a good little slut?”


He bent at the waist and locked lips with her. It was a position he’d never expected to kiss his daughter—or any girl for that matter—but he instantly realized that he’d made the right decision. Somehow, his dick seemed to get harder and bigger after touching her enticing lips. She had a long history of casting a spell on him, and tonight was far from an exception. He was putty in her hands.





In Nick’s Bedroom.





Nick stared down at his mother in a state of disbelief. This actually happened? As wild as a blowjob seemed, the sight of her flat on her back elevated the stakes to an entirely different level. Honestly, he wasn’t sure if he was prepared to handle something like this.


Mom’s declaration from moments ago had caught him off guard to say the least. She never asked, begged, or even probed his interest. Instead, she made an extremely straightforward request.


She wanted to have sex.


And now he gazed down upon her completely shaven vagina which perfectly matched the rest of her fit body. He took his cock in his hand and inched forward—on his knees between her toned legs which she spread for him—and focused on the one thing that absolutely terrified him. The truth was that he was scared to disappoint her.


“Come here, sweetheart,” Mom said, taking hold of his manhood and guiding it to her yearning pussy. She rubbed it along his moist slit in anticipation of connecting with her baby like never before. “I told you that I would take care of you, didn’t I?”


He nodded.


“That’s been a slight change of plans, though. You see, I need you to take care of me.”


He gulped as his eyes journeyed the length of her majestic body. A fit tummy, perky and impressive breasts, a beautiful face with radiant blue eyes, and dazzling brown hair that rested on his pillow and mattress: she was perfect in every sense of the word. She needed a man. Mom could find a boy anywhere, so he had to grow up in a hurry in order to satisfy her.


“Do you think you’re up for that?” she asked.


He could already feel her warmth despite remaining outside of her, and her moist vaginal lips previewed a soaked pussy that he could slide right into without much of a struggle. He thanked his lucky stars that he shared his bed with Mom. Other girls would most likely be mad if he orgasmed too quickly, but he knew that Mom would never hold a grudge. She might even take his excitement as a compliment.


He shrugged his role as an underdog to the side. He could do this. Sure, Mom was the sexiest woman alive, but he could hold out long enough to take care of her. She was the most important woman in the world, wasn’t she? So, it was his responsibility to give her exactly what she craved.




His guttural moan drowned out her cute shriek after he pushed inside her. He knew that he should’ve expected her to feel like heaven, but the overpowering sense of love amplified her immense tightness. Her warmth extended to every part of his body. Her wetness begged him to explore deeper. Mom had yet to say a single word after he entered her silky hole, but her body told him everything he needed to know. She loved this equally as much as he did.


His weight pressed down on her as his desire to connect further caused him to smother her with his body. Her breasts heaved against his chest, her hands made themselves familiar with his muscular upper back, and his lips found her neck as he took his first pump inside her. Eighteen years of infatuation could be summed up in a single deep stroke.


Dad always called him a mama’s boy, but even his father never had any idea how right he was. Mom was the girl he dreamed about. She was the woman he admired from both close and afar. Claiming his perfect mother as his own had never been anything more than an outlandish fantasy that he would never act on, but that was before Mom sought refuge from her disloyal husband.


And he wouldn’t dream of breaking Mom’s trust.


His deep, long strokes perfectly represented his love as he showered her delicate neck with kisses. Her racing heart played as the ideal complement to her growing whimpers, and every passing second fueled his confidence regarding his ability to handle such a majestic specimen. Maybe he could actually satisfy Mom? Maybe he could make her forget all about Dad? He wasn’t sure if one incredible night could erase twenty-two years of marriage or not, but he was determined to find out.


“Oh my God, you feel so good,” she moaned, in a state of zen from the way that he found a perfect rhythm.


Over two decades of rough sex had left a void in the bedroom that could only be filled by romance and passion. How many times had she wished for Peter to make love to her tenderly while kissing her neck? How many nights ended with her being hammered into doggy style while she craved nothing more than the caring touch of a man? She knew that her son had an aggressive streak in him, but she preferred to spend time with his soft side during moments like these. It was what brought her closer to him than ever before.


His mouth left her neck and moved to her ear. “I love you so much.”


Her hands instinctively squeezed his back muscles after hearing his sweet words. “Not as much as I love you.”


He retreated from the side of her head and instead positioned his face directly above hers. Only a few inches separated their mouths while he stared down into her beautiful blue eyes thanks to his hands propping his body off of hers slightly.


“There’s absolutely no chance that you love me more than I love you.”


“Guess again,” she rushed to shoot down his preposterous claim. His gentle strokes hit just the right spot as she moved her hands down to his strong shoulders. “I probably love you ten times as much as you love me.”


He laughed right in her face.


“Twenty times as much,” she corrected herself, not as playful as her son. She was rather serious.


“You do understand that you’re my favorite person ever, right?”


His words brought a smile to her face. “Now is probably the time to tell you that Dad gets jealous of how much I talk about you.”


That certainly caught his attention. “He does?”


“Mm-hmm,” she nodded. “I can’t help it, though. I raised the most incredible man ever. He’s smart, funny, handsome, and he loves me to death. How can’t I rave about you? You’re perfect.”


He took a deep stroke inside her immaculate hole with more strength than any of his prior pumps. She gasped in response.


“Well, my mom is the most angelic woman to ever live,” he countered with his own two cents. His hips moved with more aggression as their stare intensified. He wasn’t rough, but he sent a message. He was up to the task of pleasing her. “She’s beautiful, talented, smart, and she can make a bad day amazing with something as simple as her incredible smile.”


She glowed. Never in her life had she experienced so much love. Her son praised her, showered her with attention, and connected with her in ways that few mothers had ever experienced. It was an overwhelming moment of exhilaration.


And then she found her happy place.


Nick leaned down and kissed her on the lips while his cock savored every remaining second inside her perfect pussy. It was enough to bring him right to the edge, but Mom’s intense reaction verified that it was too much for her to handle after she broke off their kiss as a result of her convulsing body. A loving period of intimacy combined with an adoring embrace was all it took to bring his mother to orgasm.


It was also all he needed to discover complete satisfaction.


But that was when things changed. Mom’s shaky arms and legs didn’t just ride out her intense orgasm. They didn’t make an effort to stop her joy either. No, her arms pulled him down to allow him to press against her body once more, while her legs wrapped around his lower back to send a very clear message. Neither of them could mistake what she wanted.


He locked lips with her again and bottomed out in her snug pussy. Burst after burst of cum exploded from the tip of his dick and cemented his status as her new man. His orgasm was too strong for him to ever chase after younger girls again, and her love was too undeniable for her to resist his advances. Mom would forever be his, and he wouldn’t move an inch until she took every drop of his seed. It was his personal thank you for eighteen spectacular years.





In Stacy’s Bedroom.





“Will this get me an A+?” Stacy giggled on all fours, shaking her butt at her father.


Their clothes created a pile on Stacy’s bedroom floor. Rough blowjobs, passionate kissing, and two deviants who resembled animals in heat: it was the polar opposite of the love story unfolding just a few doors down the hallway. They may have adored each other just as much as Kim and Nick, but they sure expressed their love in a significantly different manner.


He climbed up onto her bed, his throbbing cock pointed directly at his endgame. Her hairless pussy was one of the few resemblances to her mother, because Stacy didn’t act anything like Kim in bed. What about when she sucked his balls? Or when she licked his ass? His ass! His innocent little angel was such a bad girl for him!


But oral sex couldn’t compete with the tiny slit in front of him. Neither could fancy dinners or expensive presents. He needed to sample everything that his perfect princess had to offer, and he planned to ruin her dating life in the process. She would belong to him after he got through with her—forever.


He rubbed his throbbing cockhead against her little opening, building the tension while he smiled with glee at the two blonde pigtails resting on her back.


“Gimme that big cock,” she demanded.


“Where are your manners, Miss Stacy?”


“Oh my God, Dad, just fuck me!” she voiced frustratedly, dropping the act. The time for role-play was over. She needed to feel him inside her!


He admired the immaculate lift to her perky butt, but he didn’t feel so enamored by her attitude. “You’re tittering on the brink of expulsion, young lady.”


She looked back at him, still on all fours. “I’m literally going to kill you if you don’t fuck me in the next five seconds.”


“I have some demands first.”


She groaned while she looked straight-ahead again. Unfortunately, she currently experienced the downfall of having a charismatic father. A normal dad would just fuck her without all the games!


“One, these pigtails need to become a regular thing around here.”


“Not a problem,” she agreed to his first wish. She was eager to get the show on the road.


“Two, no more dating,” he said strictly. “I’m talking about at all.”


Her joyous smile would show how much she loved his demand if he could see her face. He couldn’t, so she took the verbal route instead. “Only if I can date you.”


He loved the sound of that. “That’s the plan. Three, and this will undoubtedly be my toughest request for you to agree to, but it’s the most important to me.”


She was all ears.


“I want to see you at the breakfast table every morning throughout the week.”


Dad was right. Waking up early over the course of summer vacation wasn’t in her plans until a few seconds ago, but she wouldn’t dare fail her father. He was her boyfriend now, after all! So, if he wanted to spend a little time with his girlfriend before he went off to work for the day, then she would be a good girl and greet him with a smile every morning.


“Monday through Friday,” she confirmed her intentions. “I can’t wait to eat breakfast with my daddy.”


It was exactly what he wanted to hear.


He rubbed his stiff meat against her inviting slit with a grin. “What do you want, pumpkin?”


“Your huge cock,” Stacy moaned, moments away from what she needed so badly.


“And where do you want it?”


“In my little pussy,” she answered with a giggle.


He couldn’t get enough of her. “And you want me to go nice and easy on you, right?”


“You better not,” she said, rolling her eyes at his lame attempt at a joke. “These pigtails aren’t just for show, you know?”


He pushed his cock inside her tight pussy, grabbed hold of both her pigtails, and settled in for the ride of his life.


Long bouts of sensual sex with passionate kissing were elusive to the room down the hallway, because he was determined to give his daughter exactly what she wanted. She wasn’t a girl who desired to be treated like a princess in bed. While no one could deny that she loved to be spoiled in all facets of her life, she craved something slightly more nasty when it was time to get down-and-dirty.


“Give me that big dick, Daddy!” she begged.


His powerful pelvis thudded against her perky butt after every rough thrust forward. His aggression wasn’t enough, though. Mere rough sex was for girls like Kim, but Stacy was different. He needed to raise the stakes, and the perfect idea came to mind when he looked at his hands.


He snapped her head back by her adorable pigtails, allowing him to look directly down into her jubilant blue eyes as he stretched her little pussy with his thick cock. Her joy reaffirmed what he already knew. Only one person would ever love him as much as his perfect daughter, and he was lucky enough to enjoy her in ways he’d never previously imagined. A blowjob couldn’t compete with the way that her tight pussy gripped his manhood.


“Who’s my little slut?”


“I am!” she answered, struggling to keep her eyes open as a result of his raw power. “I’m your lit-lit-little slut!”


“Who’s slut?” he asked.


“Da-Daddy’s lit-lit-little slut!” she corrected herself with an overwhelmed stammer. “Oh my God, I’m you’re little fuckin’ slut, Daddy!”


He attempted to break his little girl in two.


Her pristine pussy smothered his cock like Kim never had. The gushy commotion from her immense wetness acted as the perfect addition to the repeated sound of his pelvis hammering into her little butt, but it was what he felt that sent him into overdrive. It was love. It was admiration. It was respect.


He snapped her head back even further and kissed her.


Stacy experienced her first ever orgasm during sex with her neck yanked back as far as it would go and her father kissing her in a position that she’d only read about in steamy romance novels. His cock filled her unlike any of her previous boyfriends, but it was her ability to kick down her last remaining resistance that finally allowed her to free herself. She trusted Dad. Not only did he grant her the ability to embrace all of her wildest fantasies and desires, but he was capable of fitting the exact role she’d spent years searching for. Where else could she find a muscular older man with a big cock who loved her to death? Nowhere!


He ceased his hold of her pigtails and squeezed her cute little hips instead. He didn’t need to look into her eyes to know what she felt, because he could hear it. Her precious whimpers and tantalizing cries reminded him that his beautiful daughter had never been with a real man before. It also reinforced that she would never be with another man again. She belonged to him.


Stacy had a particularly dirty deed on her mind as Dad continued to stretch her pussy with his fat cock. She also didn’t need to ask about his sex life to know that he would be overjoyed by her request. If Mom didn’t suck his balls, then she definitely didn’t do anything like what she was about to demand.


“Daddy.”


“Yeah, pumpkin,” he grunted, his hips rocketing forward repeatedly in a constant urge to erase her memory of her prior boyfriends.


“Daddy, slow down!”


His frantic movements settled.


She wiggled forward—exposing his cock to the bedroom air—but the shiny glisten of her juices which covered his pole allowed them to remain connected without touching each other. She couldn’t believe that she ever wasted a single minute with college boys. For the first time in her life, she felt sexually satisfied. She finally knew what it was like to share her bed with a real man.


“I bet I can guess something that Mom never lets you do.”


He watched his daughter spin around to face him while she spoke on her knees. “Oh yeah?”


“Mm-hmm,” she nodded. “I have a few demands of my own, however.”


He smiled. Sometimes, he couldn’t believe how alike they were. “And what are your demands?”


“One, I want to borrow your credit card tomorrow to do some shopping. I’m going to buy so many sexy outfits.”


Peter couldn’t agree fast enough. “Deal.”


“Two, I want you to move into my bedroom,” she continued with her terms. “Not just temporarily either. For good.”


“Does that mean you’ll be commuting to school come fall?”


“What do you think?” she giggled. “I’m never leaving my daddy again.”


He was the happiest man alive.


Now, it was time for her to get to the good part. “Three, it has to be big.”


He didn’t follow. “Big? What has to be big?”


“Like, huge,” Stacy emphasized with a grin.


It didn’t happen often, but he wasn’t on the same page as his little princess.


Stacy decided to make Dad a very happy guy. “I want you to cum on my face!”


He didn’t need any further encouragement after Stacy moved flat on her back. He knelt to the sides of her chest—his cock towering over her face—while he stroked himself in anticipation of what Kim never allowed him to do. Facials may have been off-limits with his wife, but his daughter couldn’t wait to get nasty for him.


She sucked on his balls while he continued to jerk his manhood. Her pigtails added to the lunacy of what he was about to do, but her innocence brought him to the brink of orgasm. She really was his dream girl, wasn’t she? He adored her personality, beauty, and most importantly her mind, but her sex drive was what sent chills down his spin. The twenty-one-year-old version of his wife couldn’t hold a candle to his angelic daughter.


“Ahhhhh fuck, pumpkin!” he grunted as he felt himself reach his breaking point.


Stacy pulled away from his balls, locked eyes with her handsome father, and opened her mouth before sticking out her tongue. She needed to be the ultimate girlfriend for Dad. A woman like Mom would take one of Dad’s facials timidly—if she ever even got dirty for him—but she welcomed his cum with open arms. In fact, she needed it.


Thick white steaks of semen burst from the tip of his cock, painting vertical lines the length of her giggly face. She never closed her eyes for a moment while his seed rained down upon her. Her submission was her gift, and Dad’s admiration was her reward. It brought her nothing but joy to make him happy.


Her little hands squeezed his cock while she wrapped her lips around the still oozing head to suck him dry. She thoroughly enjoyed making her big, strong, aggressive dad whimper like a little boy. It was a power unfamiliar to her ordinary life.


Everyone found themselves ready for bed ten minutes later. Nick had his arm wrapped around his favorite women in the world while he dreamed of his future life with Mom as his girlfriend, Kim snuggled against her incredible son as she drifted off to sleep happy and satisfied, Stacy was out like a rock the moment she rested the side of her face on Dad’s bare chest, and Peter ran his fingers through his daughter’s blonde hair with a blissful smile. All four members of the family discovered exactly what they wanted, and none of them planned to change a single thing. This was their lives from this moment forward.
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A few of you may recognize this story from several years ago. It’s been updated and rewritten since then.
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Chapter 1 — Not Rough Enough


November 7th. Sunday Night. 10:17 PM.





“Harder,” Sarah begged.


Jack pumped into his wife, his body hovering over hers in the relative darkness of their bedroom.


“Harder!” she demanded loudly.


“Shhh!” he scolded her. “Do you want Mike to hear you?”


The forty-three-year-old mother temporarily lost her breath at the idea of their son hearing them. “Oh my God, that would be so hot! Make him hear us!”


“No, Sarah—”


“I want him worried about what you’re doing to me!” she interrupted, grinning up at him. She grabbed his hand and placed it on her neck. “Choke me.”


“Are you crazy?”


“Then slap me,” she countered. “Hard.”


He let out a loud huff. The forty-seven-year-old dad was tired of whatever phase his wife was going through. Did it even qualify as a phase at this point? She’d been obsessed with rough sex for the past three years despite the knowledge that he wasn’t on board with her desires, and her constant nagging had grown exhausting.


“I’m not choking, slapping, or doing any of that stuff to you. Cut it out.”


She pulled his limp hand off her throat and attempted to make him slap her face. He quickly yanked his arm away before she was able to do so.


“What’s wrong with you?” he asked, sliding out of her and rolling over to his side of the bed.


Sarah took a deep breath while gazing up at their bedroom ceiling. “Stop acting like I have something wrong with me.”


“But there is something wrong with you. Normal women don’t act this way.”


She was so sick of being told that something was wrong with her. So what if she wanted to have rough sex? Was it really so crazy to spice up their love life and try new things? The sex that they had once or twice a month couldn’t possibly be more vanilla. She was tired of being turned down, laughed at, and told to behave. Sometimes, she wanted to be more like the girls in the erotic novels she loved to read. Sometimes, she wanted to be bad.


“This all started when you got that dumb Kindle,” Jack said. “At least I knew what you were reading back when you always had a paperback in your hand. Do you have any idea how strange it was for me when I discovered that my wife was reading porn? Sarah, that’s not normal.”


“Yes, it is,” she argued.


“No, it isn’t. And then you told me that you watch porn too. Am I married to a grown woman or a teenager? You constantly nag me for sex, you read and watch porn, and you want me to rough you up in bed. It’s ridiculous!”


The blonde mom rolled her blue eyes. She couldn’t control her sex drive. Yes, it’d always been higher than Jack’s, but things kind of exploded after her fortieth birthday. Now, she was constantly horny.


Did her sex drive feel like a burden at times? Honestly? Yes, it did. But what guy didn’t want to be married to a woman like her? She would come home after a long day and desperately crave to give her husband a blowjob, and he would act like it was some kind of hardship! It just didn’t make any sense!


So, with her sexual needs not being attended to, she decided to direct her pent-up frustration elsewhere. She’d signed up for a gym membership two years ago and lost the extra twenty pounds that had bugged her for the last decade. She was five-foot-five and weighed just under one hundred and forty pounds. She was fit and still retained all her curves, but it was like Jack didn’t even notice her plump backside or sizable breasts anymore.


“It could be really fun to try some new things in bed,” she huffed, frustrated as ever. “I don’t understand why you can’t have an open mind. What’s the harm in giving me a little slap? If you don’t like it, then fine, but you won’t even try it!”


Jack placed his hands on his beer belly before his right palm ran through the little remaining brown hair on his mostly bald head. “I don’t need to slap my wife in the face to know that I wouldn’t like it.”


“No, it’s—”


“I thought you were reading romance novels or something,” he interrupted. “Never in a million years would I have guessed that it was graphic sexual stuff. What’s the appeal of being dominated by some billionaire boss who acts like a jerk? It’s disgusting.”


“It’s the appeal of being dominated—period. Lots of women love the idea of submitting to a powerful man. Sure, it’s hot to think about that, but I want to submit to a man I love. Why’s that so hard for you to grasp?”


“So, you want me to make more money?” he asked.


Sarah shot him a confused look from her spot in bed. “What? No, I don’t care about money. The power fantasy for women is the same as the eighteen-year-old schoolgirl fantasy for men. It’s something lavish and out there. It’s just a fantasy. What I really want is for you to treat me like a slut in the bedroom.”


He let out an exhausted groan.


“But I do!” she whined. “And I don’t understand why you don’t want that! What guy turns down blowjobs, by the way? Huh? It’s fuckin’ crazy, Jack!”


“Because I’m tired,” he told her. “I work a ton of hours and I have to travel an entire week every month, so sometimes I just want to relax.”


“Then work less,” she proposed.


“I can’t.”


“That’s such bullshit!” she argued. “Our mortgage is paid off and we don’t have any debt. We have everything we need. Stop using that as an excuse!”


“It’s not an excuse. What about retirement? Do you want to be working until you’re seventy? I bust my butt to give us a good life. Sorry if that takes priority to your ridiculous sexual fantasies, but it does.”


It drove her nuts how he couldn’t see things her way. “What good is money when we’re dead? It would be nice to leave Mike a nest egg, but our happiness is more important. We only have one life. We should enjoy it.”


“God, this is a perfect example of how men and women are different,” he remarked under his breath, rolling his eyes.


She didn’t follow. “What?”


“Guys are always striving for more. I work hard, I’ve started side businesses, and I’m always thinking and trying to create new things. Women just go with the flow. There’s no motivation or creativity in your gender.”


“That’s nonsense,” she huffed, annoyed by his misogynistic perspective.


“Name something invented by a woman.”


…


“Exactly,” he laughed as a result of her silence. “Yeah, work is more important to me than sex, and that’s why—”


“That’s why, what?” Sarah asked, curious as to why he’d cut himself off.


“Nothing.”


She refused to accept that for an answer. “Tell me what you were going to say.”


“No, it’ll hurt your feelings.”


“I’m a big girl, I can handle it. Tell me,” she said.


He turned his attention to the curious look on his wife’s face. “That’s why you’re a secretary.”


Her brow furrowed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


“Because you don’t strive for anything greater,” he explained. “No guy would work your job. We want bigger things while you girls just accept mediocrity. You’d rather sit around and read a book than work.”


She should feel insulted from what she’d just heard, shouldn’t she? The problem was that she didn’t feel hurt at all. Jack was absolutely right. She loved going with the flow. She never desired much more than a decent job and a family, to be completely honest. She was a secretary for a small real estate company and had no intention of leaving. It paid decent money, provided health insurance for her family—and most importantly—it was a low-stress gig. She didn’t see the problem with her lifestyle.


“Of course, I would rather read a book than work!” she laughed. “So would everyone else!”


“No, they wouldn’t. I never would.”


“Yeah, because you’re the most neurotic person I’ve ever met,” she continued to chuckle. “You can’t even sit down and watch TV without pulling out your laptop or doing something on your phone. It isn’t normal.”


“Not normal?” he asked with his eyebrows raised. “Not normal is wanting to have sex in the shower because you saw some dumb movie with your friend the other week. What kind of trash are you watching where people are having shower sex, by the way?”


“The movie was goofy but that scene was really hot,” she told him with a sly smile. “Sex in the shower doesn’t sound awesome to you?”


He shook his head no.


“I don’t know how else to tell you what I want at this point. I want to have rough, physical, aggressive sex. I want to be treated like a whore when we’re inside our bedroom. It doesn’t have to be all the time, but it needs to start happening. Oh, I found that article too!”


He watched her reach toward her nightstand and retrieve her phone. She scrolled for a few moments before handing it to him.


“Read that for me,” she said.


Jack began reading silently.


“Out loud,” she added.


“What’s your favorite sexual position?” he mumbled. “Seventy-one percent of women say doggy style, while a whopping ninety-two percent of men prefer it in doggy as well. It turns out America’s favorite sexual position is also the most primitive.”


“I told you!” Sarah announced, proud and devious as always. “I didn’t make that up! Everyone loves doggy style!”


“I don’t.”


Unfortunately, she knew that all too well. “I know. You and eight percent of men. I hate missionary sex. Like, you can’t possibly understand how much I resent it. It literally does nothing for me. And when you’re actually in the mood for sex, it’s always in missionary. I fucking hate it!”


He handed her phone back to her. “Well, there’s something else I’ve wanted to talk to you about too, and it’s your potty mouth. Do you have to swear all the time? It’s embarrassing to listen to you do it in front of strangers. And our son talks like you as well. It’s so trashy.”


“How about this? I’ll swear less if you start fucking me properly.”


He shook his head, a light groan escaping from his lips.


Sarah’s playful tone rapidly changed. She was growing frustrated. “What do you want me to do then, Jack? Play with myself for the rest of my life? Let’s go over the things you won’t do.”


“Can I just go to bed?”


“No!” she hissed sharply. “One, you won’t go down on me. You haven’t done it in three years! And I couldn’t even tell you the last time you made me cum. Ten years, maybe? You know, I originally bought a vibrator way back when we first got married because of how much you traveled for work. I never would’ve imagined using it the way I currently do.”


“Sarah—”


“It’s fucking ridiculous!” she cut him off. “We’ll have sex, you’ll cum, and then you roll over and go to sleep. I pull out my vibrator and get myself off while my goddamn husband sleeps two feet away from me! That isn’t right!”


He rolled his eyes.


“It isn’t right, though!” she went on, beyond annoyed. This discussion was long-overdue. “I can’t even comprehend the reverse happening. Do you know what I would do if you pulled out your dick and started masturbating? I would immediately give you a blowjob. And do you want to know why? Because you’re my husband. It’s my job to take care of you. Just like it’s your job to take care of me.”


“If you cum, you cum,” he voiced. “Who cares how it happens?”


She shook her head in disbelief. Sometimes, she didn’t understand his mindset at all. “Next, we only have sex in missionary, and it’s like once a month. I want it seven days a week. We need to find a middle ground.”


“You can’t force me to be in the mood for sex,” he reminded her. “If I’m not, I’m not. I can’t control it.”


She breezed past his rebuttal and moved ahead to her other concerns. “Next, I want to give you random blowjobs. I don’t understand why you fight me on this. Why can’t I give you head when I’m horny and I want a quick fix?”


“Because I’m trying to get stuff done.”


“I’m not asking you to stop!” she told him. “Keep working on whatever! Pretend like I’m not even there or something! I love giving head!”


“Are we done?” he asked, fed up and ready for bed.


“How about you go down on me?”


He glanced in her direction reluctantly. “Now?”


“Yeah, now,” she said with a smile, holding out hope that he would change for her.


“No, I need to go to bed. I have to wake up early tomorrow.”


“Shocking…” she muttered under her breath sarcastically.


Sarah watched him turn off the light on his nightstand before closing his eyes, causing her to smirk with a devilish twinkle in her eyes. She was done holding back. The frustrated mom retrieved her vibrator from her nightstand and turned it to the highest setting. The loud buzzing from her sex toy quickly filled their bedroom.


She slid her pajama bottoms and panties down, and promptly found her clit with the purple buzzing head. She planned to make a production out of the next five minutes.


“Oh, fuck!” she moaned loudly.


Jack huffed and rolled over, now facing away from her.


“That feels so fucking good!” she cried again. “Make me cum, Daddy!”


“Mike is going to hear you,” Jack commented.


“I don’t care,” she giggled, struggling to keep her eyes open from the overwhelming sensations. “I’m gonna cum so hard. Like a little fuckin’ whore!”


He rolled his eyes and pulled the blankets over his head.


She’d gone through many phases over the past fifteen years. That’s really how long she’d been responsible for getting herself off, after all. Jack seemed to tap out when it came to the bedroom around their five-year anniversary, and she’d been on her own ever since.


Her initial fantasies were tried-and-true. It’d been her biggest weakness since she was a little girl, and sometimes a woman never moves past certain cravings. She just couldn’t help but love musicians. Few things got her off like one of her favorite artists—or primarily—a sexy lead singer from a band she loved. But then things began to change.


Movie stars soon followed, and she found herself dreaming of being a co-star in one of their latest summer blockbusters. Maybe she would hit it off with the hunky heartthrob and they would end up fooling around on set throughout the shoot? But Hollywood eventually gave way to professional athletes. This seemed to be around the time that her son was ten or eleven and always had a sports game or highlights playing on the TV, and she quickly realized how sexy quarterbacks were. They certainly didn’t look so hot when she was growing up. Her long baths turned into exotic sessions consisting of fantasies about wearing her stud boyfriend’s jersey while she waited at home for him to return from the big game.


But then she turned forty and her sex drive completely exploded.


Everyone and everything had been fair game over the past two and a half years. She’d masturbated to the package delivery guy, the college kid stocking shelves at the grocery store, and to a few of her son’s teachers after meeting them at parent-teacher conference day. Even his fresh-out-of-college math teacher Ms. Thompson made an appearance during her alone time, but the guys from the gym had become the most popular item on the menu lately. Tall, lean, and muscular. Jocks with wide shoulders, defined biceps, and ripped abs had been her go-to poison of choice over the last twelve months.


But there was one jock who’d been on the outskirts of her fantasies over the past year. He lingered around, occasionally stepping in to make a quick appearance before scurrying away. He wasn’t a meathead either. He was kind, caring, sweet, and just so happened to possess an athletic body that she loved so much. He was also the one guy who shouldn’t be anywhere near her fantasies, but she couldn’t control what did it for her. Maybe Jack was right? If you cum, you cum. It didn’t matter how she got to the finish line. No, it only mattered that she got there.


“Oh my God, I’m such a slut!” she cried, her index finger in her mouth as the vibrator buzzed on her throbbing clit. “I’m gonna cum all over that big cock!”


A sexy body, a handsome face, and a big dick: he was everything she wanted in a man. He was charming and thoughtful, but also aggressive and rough. He was her perfect guy.


Tonight, in her fantasy, Sarah was her son’s little slut.





Chapter 2 — A Change of Plans








November 8th. Monday. 6:49 AM.





“Hey, sweetheart.”


Mike looked up from his bowl of cereal. The brown-eyed, brown-haired, eighteen-year-old high school senior was dressed for school in a pair of jeans and a red t-shirt as he finished the remainder of his breakfast at the kitchen table. He was six-foot-one with an athletic build from years of sports and weight training, and the charismatic teen certainly never had a problem with the ladies.


“Hey, Mom,” he smiled back.


Sarah fired up the coffee machine dressed in a black pencil skirt—which ran just past her knees—and a white button-up blouse. A pair of short black heels completed her stylish outfit. She normally missed both her son and husband in the mornings. Mike and Jack both left by seven o’clock, while she didn’t need to be at work until eight-thirty.


But it was a different story one Monday a month. She would wake up early to drop her husband off at the airport before heading to work, and today was one of those Mondays. The timing couldn’t have been better either. She could use a week apart from Jack. She was extremely agitated at the moment, and last night’s conversation annoyed her more and more as she replayed it in her head.


Who the hell was he to criticize what she did for a living? She was a working mother who ran a household pretty much by herself. The only other person who contributed was Mike. Her son would handle the yard work while she kept the house clean and prepared the meals. Come to think of it, Jack didn’t really do anything other than work.


“What are you doing up?”


Her head snapped around at the sound of her husband’s voice. “Morning, Jack.”


“What are you doing up?” he repeated, dressed in his sharp black business attire. “I told you that I don’t need a ride.”


She looked at him curiously. “When did you tell me that?”


“Last night,” he said. “The company is sending drivers from now on. I told you this.”


“No, you didn’t,” she said.


“Yeah, I did,” he argued. “Your head is all over the place lately.”


Sarah tried her best to remember. Did he tell her that he didn’t need a ride? She honestly couldn’t recall, but maybe he did? And, yeah, her head was definitely all over the place lately. In fact, it’d been all over the place for the past two and a half years. She desperately needed some good dick in her life.


He shuffled over to the coffee machine and swooped in to fill his cup. His phone buzzed in his pocket which caused him to pull it out and read the alert.


“The driver’s here so I have to get going,” he announced. He moved in front of Mike to capture his attention. “You know the drill, Mike. You call me if there are any problems, and don’t do anything stupid until I get home.”


Mike rolled his eyes as he waited for Dad to finish his speech. He must’ve heard it a million times by this point. ‘Call me if there are any problems, don’t do anything stupid until I get home, and make sure that nothing happens to your mother.’ It was the same exact quote every time he left.


“Alright, I’ll see you two next week,” he said before heading out the door.


“Bye,” he directed at his dad, caught off-guard from what he’d just heard. He hurried to look over at Mom. “What was that?”


She poured herself a cup of coffee and joined her son at the kitchen table. “What was what?”


“That,” he repeated. “What Dad said.”


She stared at him, waiting for him to clarify himself.


“He always tells me to make sure that nothing happens to you,” Mike pointed out. “He’s never not said that…except for today.”


Sarah shrugged her shoulders.




His eyes peered sharply as he picked up on her sense of uneasiness. “Are you okay?”


“Yeah, why?”


He set his spoon down, allowing it to rest against the edge of his cereal bowl. “Did something happen between you two?”


“What?” she asked.


“Dad has never not told me to look after you, and you seem a little distant now too. Are you okay?”


“Of course.”


“You would tell me if you weren’t, right?” he checked. “You know that I’m always here for you.”


“I know, baby,” she smiled, lovestruck with her perfect angel—like always.


The two sat in silence for a few moments.


“Well, we had a bit of a fight last night,” she finally admitted.


His demeanor turned extremely serious. “Dad didn’t do something to you, did he?”


“No, of course not,” she assured her worried son. “We just had an argument and it got a little more heated than usual.”


“About what?”


She took a sip of her coffee before shooting him a look. “I can’t tell you that.”


“Is it personal?” he asked.


“Very,” she told him.


“Okay, I can take a hint. And I know you understand this, but I’m always here if you need to talk to someone. I know that you have friends and stuff, but maybe they aren’t around sometimes or something? Or maybe you want a man’s advice or opinion? I don’t care what the subject is. I’m never not here for you.”


She smiled lovingly across the table. What Mike just told her didn’t need to be said. She already knew it. There wasn’t anyone on the planet who she felt more comfortable around than her perfect angel, but at the same time, he was an eighteen-year-old high schooler. He didn’t need to be burdened by her problems.


Thirty seconds of silence passed before Sarah eventually cracked. She needed to get her problems off her chest.


“Dad and I aren’t getting along so well lately.”


He’d resumed eating his cereal, but swiftly dropped his spoon back into his bowl to give her his undivided attention. “Is that breaking news?”


She raised her eyebrows.


“Mom, you and Dad not getting along isn’t exactly shocking to me,” he told her. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you guys actually enjoy being around each other.”


“No, we do.”


“You do?” he questioned. “Maybe I’m wrong then? You’ve met Kevin’s parents, right?”


“Yeah, we sat next to them at your football banquet last year. They’re super nice.”


“They’re awesome,” he agreed. “Kevin’s parents are best friends. I always thought that was a corny thing people said. You know, to marry your best friend, but I’ve never seen anything like those two. They literally can’t get enough of being around each other. Mr. B grabs Mrs. B’s ass right in front of us all the time when we’re at Kevin’s house, and Mrs. B acts all embarrassed, but you can tell that she loves it. They’re so into each other.”


Sarah smiled, and while the girl in her couldn’t get enough of what sounded like a modern-day love story, the woman in her was extraordinarily jealous. She would kill for a husband who couldn’t keep his hands off of her.


“And I don’t want to sound like a dick or anything, but I’ve come home after being at Kevin’s house for the day, and it’s like you and Dad are roommates or something. I don’t think I’ve ever even seen you two kiss. Hell, Dad didn’t even say a real goodbye to you when he just left.”


She certainly couldn’t call her son a liar.


“I’ve always thought that’s just how you guys were or something, but as I’ve gotten older, I’ve started to think that maybe you two don’t really like one another,” he gave his honest thoughts.


She took a deep breath. She didn’t want to admit it, but he was right. She never had an over-the-top loving marriage. Jack had been somewhat cold and distant for a long time, and he seemed to move further away mentally, emotionally, and especially physically as the years passed. Actually admitting her unfortunate reality to her own son wasn’t so easy, however.


“Listen, we don’t need to talk about it,” he said, her look of stress causing him to not push the envelope further. “I just want you to know that I’m here if you change your mind.”


She was done beating around the bush. Mike wasn’t a little kid; he was a man. He could handle hearing what she had to say. She desperately needed to tell someone about her biggest problem, and she couldn’t think of anyone she trusted more than the love of her life.


“Dad isn’t taking care of me.”


He stared across the table, not fully understanding what she meant. “Not taking care of you? What does that mean?”


“He isn’t taking care of me,” she repeated quietly. “You know…”


He took a deep gulp as it finally made sense to him. He never would’ve imagined having such a conversation with his own mother. “Um…like, sexually?”


She nodded slowly while her eyes refused to leave the oak table below.


He attempted to calculate his next move. “Um…do you want me…to uh…talk to him?”


Her head immediately shot up in a panic. “No!”


“Mom, it’s okay,” he tried his best to calm her. “Maybe something’s off and he’s embarrassed to tell you?”


“You can’t say anything to him!” she demanded, her voice unusually strict. “He can’t know that we had this conversation!”


“I won’t say anything,” he promised. “Maybe his testosterone levels are low or something, though? He’s getting close to fifty. That stuff probably starts happening around his age.”


“No, baby, it’s not that.”


“Listen, Mom, you’re very beautiful, but this is part of life,” he continued. “I’m sure Dad would love to be all over you, but nature is cruel sometimes.”


“No, sweetheart, you don’t understand. It’s—”


Her words were cut short by Mike’s phone alarm going off.


“Shit, I have to get going,” he told his mother. “I can be late if you need to talk, though. You just have to write me a note saying that I had a dentist appointment or something.”


“No, baby, it’s fine,” she said. “Go to school.”


“Are you sure? Mom, you take priority over everything. If you need to talk right now, then I’ll talk.”


“I love you,” she reminded him, gazing proudly at the unbelievably perfect young man who she’d raised. “I really do, but I’m fine. Honestly. Go to school.”


He tossed his drawstring bag that he used as a backpack over his shoulder, picked up his basketball bag, and headed for the door.


“I have practice after school so I’ll be home around five. I’ll see ya for dinner.”


“Sounds like a date,” she said.


“See ya later. Love you, Mom!” he shouted before closing the front door.


“Love you too!” she hollered back.


Sarah closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She had no idea what to do.





Chapter 3 — A Conversation Over Pizza


Later That Same Day. 5:20 PM.





Mike arrived home with a pizza box in hand. Mom texted him during practice to let him know that she’d ordered under his name, so he stopped by their favorite pizza joint on his way home and picked up dinner. He couldn’t help but be surprised to receive such a text. Mom was always so good about eating healthy—especially over the past few years—so maybe she was too tired to cook today?


He plopped the box down on the dining room table and listened for any trace of noise. The house was silent.


“You home!?” he shouted.


A light rumble sounded from above before conceding to footsteps on the stairs. Moments later, he was greeted by his mother who’d yet to change out of her work attire. She reached out and handed him a twenty dollar bill.


“It’s alright, I got it.”


“Are you crazy?” she laughed. “You’re not buying dinner. Take it!”


He accepted the money and slipped it into his pocket. “I have to be honest. Pizza sounded really good.”


I know, right?” she agreed with a grin.


Sarah disappeared into the kitchen before returning with two plates in hand. Her son took a seat at the end of the table and she sat in the chair next to him. A now opened pizza box found its way between them.


“Oh, I got something!” Mike announced as he scrambled to pick up his backpack and dug around inside. “Crap, where did I put it?”


She took a bite of the cheesy, greasy, and remarkably unhealthy slice of pizza in her hand, when her eyes suddenly moved down to the table thanks to Mike tossing a stack of papers in front of her.


“I did a little research during seventh-period study hall,” he told her. “I went to the computer lab and printed out all kinds of information on low testosterone and erectile dysfunction.”


Sarah closed her eyes and took a deep breath. He was still hung up on this?


“Listen, I can’t say anything to Dad. There’s no way that he would want me knowing about this, and I wouldn’t wish this shit on my worst enemy either. It sounds horrifying. It only took like ten minutes before I searched to see if ED is hereditary, and thank God that it isn’t. Mom, you can’t ever criticize or make nasty remarks to him about his situation either. This shit is emasculating enough already, so the last thing he needs is to be mocked for it.”


“No, sweetheart—”


“I think I know the main causes,” he interrupted. “It says high stress, poor diet, and certain types of medications are all leading factors of ED. Dad has all of those! The low testosterone thing is something out of his control, but they have supplements for that. So, he can get all of this fixed!”


She smiled while shaking her head. “Baby, your father isn’t interested in me.”


“Yeah, because of his situation, but he can fix that.”


“No, that’s not why,” she shook her head again. “He’s pretty much always been like this. We never went through a period of sexual craziness even back when we were dating. Not only have our sex drives never matched up, but they’ve drastically grown apart as the years have gone by.”


“They’ve grown apart?” he asked, hesitant and full of uncertainty. He never imagined being privy to such sensitive information.


“Sweetheart, my sex drive is insane,” she admitted bluntly. “I don’t know what happened. It was always high, but it’s completely out of control now, and it’s been that way for close to three years at this point.”


The young man gulped in a fit of untimely panic. Dad couldn’t keep up with Mom’s high sex drive? Really? That was the last explanation he’d ever expected to hear.


“So, it’s definitely not Dad’s testosterone levels,” she chuckled. “He just isn’t into me sexually. It was manageable back when I was younger, but it’s becoming much harder to deal with now.”


“How’s that possible?” he asked.


“How is what possible?”


“How can he not be into you?” he clarified himself. “It doesn’t make any sense.”


She took another bite of her pizza as she looked in his direction, not understanding his confusion.


“Mom, you’re extremely attractive,” he confessed sheepishly. “How can’t he be into you?”


Her formerly confused look was replaced with an ear-to-ear smile. She was over the moon. “You think I’m attractive?”


“Are you serious? Um…yeah. Me and every other guy on the planet thinks so.”


Her cheeks turned bright red.


“Listen, I didn’t want to say anything because I’m your son and you’re my mom, but maybe you need to hear it? Especially since I always assumed that Dad told you this stuff. That doesn’t seem to be the case after what I’ve found out today, though.”


She eagerly awaited to discover what was on his mind.


He finished the last bite of his pizza and looked back at his mother. “I’ve always thought that you were very pretty, and I don’t want you to think that I gawk at you or anything, but your body has really changed over the past couple years. There’s a total difference from before you started eating better and working out.”


Sarah struggled to control her excitement. “Oh my God, that means so much to me, baby!”


“Well, it’s the truth, but something happened like a month ago. Or maybe it was a little longer? I’m not totally sure. Again, I don’t sit around and stare at you or anything, but I do live with you. And I see you every day too, so it’s tough to not occasionally glance in your direction.”


“That’s fine,” she said with a big smile. “Hey, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit to checking you out from time to time.”


His eyebrows perked up.


“What?” she laughed. “What am I supposed to do? I live with a good-looking guy who just so happens to have all kinds of muscles. So, yeah, you better believe that I help myself to a peek when you wear a tank top or decide against a shirt altogether.”


He wasn’t sure what to say. Was it incredibly inappropriate to discover that his mother viewed him in a sexual manner? Absolutely. But did it qualify as the single most amazing thing that he’d ever heard? Without a doubt.


“I don’t feel so bad about what I’m about to say anymore,” he laughed along with her. “I don’t know if you remember, but we had a conversation at the kitchen table back when you decided that you wanted to start living healthier.”


“I absolutely remember,” Sarah said.


“You do?” he asked, surprised that she recalled such a seemingly insignificant moment. “We went over things to eat, exercises, and stuff like that. I vividly remember telling you to not avoid lifting weights, but you were hesitant about it. You thought it would make you look bulky and masculine.”


She remembered their conversation like it happened yesterday.


“The changes in your body have been amazing,” he went on. “They really have. You’ve lost weight, you’re healthier, and I’ve never told you this, but your skin has a glow to it now. I’m pretty sure that’s from how healthy you eat.”


Her jaw was on the floor. “A glow!?”


“Yeah, you look brighter and more youthful. It’s really incredible.”


“Why didn’t you ever say anything!?” she asked, her energetic feet tapping repeatedly on the floor. “Oh my God, a glow!?”


“I didn’t say anything because it’s supposed to be Dad’s job to tell you stuff like that,” he said with a big smile, overjoyed to bring such a level of happiness to his incredible mother’s life. “It seemed like an inappropriate thing for me to bring up. Well, it used to. It won’t seem out of line after what I’m about to tell you.”


She stared into her son’s brown eyes, anxious to hear what he had to say.


“I was sitting in the family room watching TV like a month ago, and you walked in wearing a tight pair of yoga pants. Once again, you always look great, but something caught my eye.”


She bit her lower lip. Something about this was so fun and exciting!


“Your butt,” he smiled.


“My butt?” she questioned, beyond surprised.


“Yeah, it was crazy,” he went on, lost in his vivid recollection. “I thought that maybe it was your pants or something. So, the next morning you came into the kitchen all dressed for work, wearing this really nice beige skirt. You turned around to get coffee, and just like the night before, my eyes locked on your backside. I know how inappropriate that sounds. I really do, and I’m honestly not some pervert who gawks at his mom or anything either. It’s just hard not to notice.”


“What about my butt caught your attention?” she asked nervously.


“Everything,” he confessed. “The lift it had, the shape of it, the size: just everything. And I kept noticing it after that day as well. Honestly, I saw it when you came into the room a few minutes ago too. You look unbelievable. I’ve wanted to say something for a long time but it didn’t seem like my place. You deserve to hear it, though. Did you change something?”


She wanted to scream. She wanted to run over to her son and give him a big hug. She wanted to do a million different things, but at the moment, all she could do was smile with joy.


“I started lifting weights!” she announced, almost yelling.


Mike threw his hands in the air. “I knew it! When did you start?”


“Two months ago!” she answered proudly, her voice full of pep and energy. “You can really notice a difference?”


“Mom, it’s crazy. This is why I told you not to avoid weights. It does wonders.”


“I know…” she groaned. “Believe me, I wish I would’ve started a long time ago. I totally feel a difference, but I didn’t know it was visibly noticeable!”


The young man nodded his head, thrilled to be able to put a smile on Mom’s face. “Every guy in your life notices. Your boss, people who see you on a daily basis at stores or whatever, and especially Dad can see the change. I guarantee it. You’re making a lot of men in the world happy.”


Sarah’s smile couldn’t possibly be bigger. “Okay, I really only used the cardio machines at the gym, and all that stuff is on the top floor, but I can see down into the free weights on the lower floor while I’m using the treadmill. There’s this one girl who’s always down there who looks unbelievable. Her butt and legs are insane. One day, I was filling up my water bottle at the fountain when she suddenly walked behind me to get a drink. I almost didn’t say anything because I was worried about being rude, but I decided to anyway. I told her how amazing she looks and I asked what her secret was, and guess what?”


“What?” Mike asked.


“She showed me her entire lower-body workout! She took me through the whole thing, explained to me how to do different lifts and what parts of the body it targets, and everything!”


“Is she a trainer?” he inquired.


“No, she’s an x-ray technician. She’s just super nice! So, I started doing her workout three days a week. I got her a gift card to a coffee shop as a thank you, and she was all excited because she loves green tea.”


“That’s awesome,” he told her, helping himself to another slice of pizza. “Listen, you were a ten before you started working out, but you’re like a fifteen now.”


Her eyebrows perked up in surprise.


“You really are,” he reiterated his claim, grinning slightly. “Maybe there’s something wrong with Dad mentally? I can’t explain why he doesn’t maul you like six hours a day. Have you guys tried spicing things up? Maybe getting a little kinky or something?”


She burst into laughter.


“What?” Mike asked. “I’m being serious. Twenty years is a long time to be married to someone. Maybe try some role-play or stuff?”


Her laughter grew with each passing second.


“I don’t see what’s so funny,” he said.


“Sweetheart, can I be honest with you?” she asked, still getting a kick out of his comment.


“We aren’t being honest? I mean, Mom, I never could’ve imagined having this discussion with you.”


“Yeah, I guess we are being really honest,” she agreed. “Here’s the deal. Not only has my sex drive exploded over the past few years, but the type of sex I want has changed too.”


He took a deep gulp. Holy shit, Mom planned to talk about the kind of sex she wanted? He could barely see straight as he did his best to maintain his composure!


“I’ve always liked aggressive sex while Dad has been more passive and soft. Now, there’s nothing wrong with the occasional romantic evening, but nine out of ten times, I want to be ravished.”


He was speechless.


“I want to be thrown against the wall, I want to be slapped and choked, and I want someone to spit in my face!”


He had no idea what to say.


“And I’ve told Dad about all of this,” she went on voicing her frustrations. “I tried to get him to choke and slap me last night. He won’t even have sex with me doggy style. Everything has to be missionary. You’re a guy. Don’t you like doggy style?”


He barely managed to nod. He was completely flabbergasted.


“Is that your favorite position?” she asked.


He nodded again hesitantly.


“See, you like doggy style because you’re a man!” she shouted, emphasizing her words with a clenched fist. “God, Dad constantly turns down my blowjobs too! What kind of guy does that? Why would that be a problem?”


“He turns down…blowjobs?” Mike asked, baffled by the single most ridiculous statement that he’d ever heard in his eighteen years of life.


“Yeah, all the time!” she huffed. Even thinking about Jack annoyed her. “Did you ever turn down a blowjob from Rachel?”




Mom was referring to his ex-girlfriend who he’d broken up with a few months ago. The answer to her question was a resounding no.


He shook his head.


“Obviously!” she pointed out, throwing her hands in the air. “I don’t even need his full attention! I told him to continue working on his laptop or whatever. I just want to play with him for a while.”


Mike swallowed but his mouth was completely dry. This was his mom? This amazing, incredible, gorgeous woman who he’d known for eighteen years was actually sexually insatiable? What the hell was wrong with Dad!?


“I uh…I um…have to take a shower,” he told his mother, pointing at his sweaty t-shirt from his two-hour long basketball practice. He was more eager to escape her presence and regroup than anything. “Leave the pizza out. I’m going to have some more after.”


“Sure thing, baby,” she said.





Chapter 4 — The Proposal





Mike stared at the showerwall for five motionless minutes before even reaching for the shampoo. He still couldn’t believe what he’d heard. Part of him regretted not hanging around with Mom for longer, but he had to bail on their conversation, and excusing himself to take a shower seemed like the best way to escape.


He couldn’t deny that Mom had gotten sexier to him as the years went by. That wasn’t how it was supposed to work, right? He’d gone through a girlfriend, countless numbers of favorite porn stars, and several different go-to sexual fetishes, but one thing remained the same. No matter what changed in his life, the woman he desired more than anyone in the world stayed constant. His lust for his mother never swayed.


He finally finished his shower and wrapped a towel around his waist before heading for his bedroom. Where was he supposed to go from here? Dad obviously wasn’t taking care of Mom, and she made that one hundred percent clear at dinner earlier. Did she bring up her sex life for a specific reason, or was it only to vent? And what about her remark regarding her desire for rough sex? She wanted to be choked and slapped? His own mother?


What he really needed to do was masturbate. He had to clear his mind and forget all about the conversation they had at the dining room table fifteen minutes ago. He just needed to put the past behind him.


“Hey, sweetheart.”


Mike jumped the moment he heard her angelic voice. Sitting on the edge of his bed, dressed in the same black pencil skirt and white button-up blouse that she had on earlier, was his mother.


“Uh, hey,” he greeted her nervously, clenching his towel tighter. It was all that covered him.


“Whatcha up to?” she asked.


“Um…I have to do home-home-homework,” he stammered, rattled in familiar fashion to earlier.


“Do you have a lot of it?”


“I have enough of it,” he answered after taking a deep gulp.


“Why don’t you take a seat?”


He glanced around the room. “Where?”


She pointed directly across from the edge of the bed that she sat on.


He glanced at the wooden computer chair she obviously referred to before turning his attention back to his mother. “Can you leave for a minute so I can get dressed?”


“Just take a seat,” she said with a warm smile. “You’re fine like that.”


He walked over to his chair and sat down, his eyes wandering everywhere except to the woman sitting on his bed.


“I meant what I said earlier.”


He finally looked at her. “What?”


“About rough sex,” she clarified. “I want to be treated like a whore in bed.”


He stared straight-ahead with his mouth agape.


“And I’m all out of options,” she continued. “Your father won’t come around and give me what I want. Now, I’m sure that I could find a guy to cheat on him with, but I don’t want that. I still love Dad, but I’m forty-three years old now. I feel like I deserve some sexual satisfaction at this point in my life. Don’t you agree?”


He nodded, cautious as ever. Where was she going with their discussion?


“And I don’t want some fling. I don’t want a guy from the gym or some dating app to mess around with. I want someone who I love and care about, because I need trust in order to do the stuff I want. There are three men on the planet who I completely trust. The first is Grandpa, next is Dad, and do you know who the third is?”


He knew the answer to her question, but he couldn’t manage to respond. Mom wanted to be treated like a whore in bed? It was the single most shocking revelation of his life.


“You,” she confirmed with a grin. “And having some fun with you doesn’t seem like cheating to me. Well, maybe it is, but I’m able to look past it. You aren’t a random guy. You’re the love of my life. So, who better to get what I need from?”


“Um—”


“I’ve thought about this for a while,” she cut off his hesitation. “I honestly wouldn’t approach you if I didn’t think you were up for it. Sweetheart, I look at you and part of me still sees a little boy, because I’m your mother. I’ll always see my little angel when I gaze at your handsome face, but you aren’t a boy anymore, are you? No, you’re tall, strong, and full of muscles. I’ve watched you play football and basketball for twelve years. You’re aggressive, athletic, and unafraid of anything. I mean, look at your face now! You have a sexy five o’clock shadow, and you start getting scruff within a few days if you don’t shave. You’re a man now! My man! Every part of me knows that you can do this.”


“Wha-wha-what is it-it you want?” he asked with a stutter.


“I want to give you a blowjob.”


Mike lost his breath.


“We can start with that,” she told her son. “Let’s take things slow. If you like it, then we can go further. If not, I won’t bug you. I don’t want you to be uncomfortable. I want you to enjoy this. You see, baby, I—”


“I’m in.”


Sarah couldn’t help but be taken aback slightly. She stared at the stud who’d just interrupted her and put an end to her rambling. “What?”


“I’m in,” he repeated, suddenly confident.


A big smile grew on her face. “You are?”


“Yeah,” he nodded.


“Really? That easily?”


“The hottest woman on the planet just offered me a blowjob,” he put it bluntly. “What am I going to say? No?”


She couldn’t believe how excited she felt. What did her amazing son just call her? “The hottest woman on the planet?”


“Yeah, you heard me,” he nodded, stone-faced. “And I can’t say no to you. If this is what you want, then I’m in. I’m not going to sit here and act like some martyr, though. I want this too.”


“You want this?”


“Absolutely,” he told her, his eyes descending her perfect body. “For quite a while.”


Sarah felt herself grow flustered. She expected to have to beg for him to see things her way, but she didn’t have to at all. Not only was he up for this, but he wanted it too!


“We need to go over something first.”


Her focus left her son’s still damp and muscular body, and moved north to his handsome face. “What’s on your mind, honey?”


“I understand what you want. Rachel was the same way.”


A shocked expression washed over her face. “She was!?”


“Yeah, you never would’ve guessed, right?” he chuckled.


It didn’t take long before she laughed along with him. “Never in a million years would I’ve expected that innocent-looking girl to have a wild side.”


“Oh, she had a wild side, alright,” he said, shaking his head as reflected on his ex-girlfriend. “I never got to explore it as much as I wanted to, though. Actually, we didn’t get to do nearly as much as I wanted to. It’s tough when you’re both young and live at home. We did mess around enough over the summer, though. It was easier when we had the house to ourselves.”


Sarah had always liked Rachel. In fact, she was pretty bummed when she found out that her son and his girlfriend had broken up, but at the same time, high school relationships rarely lasted long.


“What was she into?”


“Just the norm at first,” he answered. “You know, hair-pulling, light choking, and she liked aggressive sex.”


Her eyes almost bulged out of their sockets. That was her son’s definition of normal sex!? Hair-pulling and choking? She found him! She found her perfect guy!


“Her fantasies got pretty wild once she got more comfortable with me, though,” he went on. “We really didn’t get a chance to do a lot of the stuff, but like I said earlier, it’s tough when you have to sneak around to have sex.”


“What did she fantasize about?”


“She had rape fantasies,” Mike admitted.


Sarah gulped.


“She told me that her ultimate fantasy was me in a ski mask, sneaking into her house, and pretending to rape her.”


“Did you guys do that?” she questioned, stunned.


“No, I wasn’t comfortable with it. Maybe if we were married for twenty years and I completely trusted her, but she was a high school girl new to the world of sex. It seemed like too much.”


“Absolutely,” she agreed. “I’m happy you realized that.”


“I’m telling you this because I want you to know that your fantasies are normal,” he explained. “Rachel showed me a website where this huge community of people discuss their sexual taboos. People are into some crazy shit, Mom. It’s just that most of them aren’t comfortable enough to tell anyone in real life. Wanting this is normal. It isn’t weird or anything.”


She hated herself for ever considering the possibility of him letting her down. When had he in the past? Her baby had always been there for her, and now was certainly no exception. There was only one man who could satisfy her sexually, and she had no doubt that her stud son would do exactly that.


“And we need a safeword.”


She sent a curious glance his way. “A safeword?”


“Yeah, a safeword is—”


“I know what a safeword is,” she interjected with a laugh. “I’m just surprised that you think we need one. Honey, it’s a blowjob.”


“It’s a blowjob today,” he grinned. “Who knows what it’ll be tomorrow?”


She bit her lower lip instinctively. She’d been wet from the moment her son started his shower and she headed up to his room to put her plan in motion, but she was soaked by this point. Her dream was coming true.


“Okay, how about banana?” she offered.


“Banana works. I can’t imagine that either of us would say that by mistake. Everything instantly stops if either of us says banana, got it?”


She nodded in agreement. “You ready?”


“One last thing.”


She rolled her eyes.


“Just let me say it,” he laughed, his cock stirring as a result of her unmistakable anticipation. She wanted this even more than him. “I might call you some crazy shit. Some of it might be nasty, or mean, or whatever. I’m going to do some stuff and treat you in ways that I never have in the past. I don’t mean anything by it, though, okay?”


Sarah didn’t know whether to scream in excitement, run over and hug him, or cry tears of joy from the relief that she currently felt. Every little thing that she wanted was second nature for Mike. Jack wouldn’t even swear, but her son preemptively apologized for the awful things he planned to call her! She could barely control her delight!


“I’m doing it because you want it. It is what you want, right?”


She couldn’t confirm her desires fast enough. “Yes, I want it!”


“You’re positive? You’re sure it isn’t something that you’d prefer to remain a fantasy?”


“No!” she shouted. “I’m positive I want this!”


“Okay,” he said with a smile full of lust. “Mom, I love you more than anyone in the world. I’m sure it sounds corny, but I would take a bullet for you. I honestly would. You’re that important to me. So, if I call you a slut or something, it’s because I think you want it. No part of me actually thinks you’re a slut. I need you to understand that. It’s just role-play.”


Her mouth dropped the moment that she heard the word slut come out of his mouth, and she was in no hurry to collect her hanging jaw. “You’re going to call me a slut?”


“Do you not want me to?”


“Call me that!” she begged, her bare feet tapping rapidly on the hardwood floor. “Please don’t hold back at all! Call me anything you want!”


He locked eyes with her. “Go grab my pillow.”


She hopped off the mattress and hurried around the bed to retrieve his pillow. She immediately looked back for directions.


“Right here,” he pointed at his feet.


She hustled over with a big grin and came to a stop just inches in front of him.


“Drop it,” he told her.


She placed the pillow at his feet.


“Where are your heels, by the way?” he inquired.


“Downstairs. Do you want me to get ‘em?”


He debated with himself for a moment while he considered his options. “Do you have anything sluttier?”


She riffled through her shoe collection in her head. It wasn’t exactly an easy task either. If there was one thing that she loved shopping for, it was shoes. She had more than she could count.


“I have a pair of six-inch black stiletto heels.”


His eyes lit up. “Really? I’ve never seen those.”


“I’ve never worn ‘em. I’m not totally sure why I bought ‘em, to be honest. They seem too crazy to wear in public.”


Mike gazed into her eyes, waiting for her to get with the program.


“Do you want me to get ‘em?” she asked.


“Absolutely!”


She hustled toward his door before a loud voice caused her to stop.


“Wait!”


She peered back at her son with her profile-view facing him. His eyes tracked her body. He started along her thighs, silently praised her perky butt, moved to her shapely hips and slim waist, helped himself to a long gander at her impressive bust, and eventually landed on her youthful face.


“Okay, go get ‘em,” he said after admiring the perfect ten who would be sucking his cock in a matter of minutes.


She vanished from the doorframe and skipped down the hallway for her bedroom.





Chapter 5 — The Blowjob





Mike took a quick look around his room. He had to be missing something. He still struggled to comprehend the situation as his brain tried to process what was about to happen. Mom scurried off to her bedroom to put on a pair of six-inch high heels so she could give him a blowjob. A freakin’ blowjob! This wasn’t some fantasy. It really happened! But what was he forgetting?


Of course!


He was seated in his computer chair with half a hard-on under his bath towel. How could he have almost blown this? The greatest moment in his life prior to today occurred four months ago. Rachel sent him a text on a Thursday night in July, letting him know that her parents had gone out to dinner and a movie. Twenty minutes later, he was receiving his first blowjob, but his initial step into the world of oral sex wasn’t the most memorable moment of the night.


It was his ex-girlfriend’s reaction.


Now, Mike didn’t have a porn dick. He wasn’t packing a foot-long monster or anything like that, but he was always happy with what he had. He still remembered the look on Rachel’s face when she tugged down his jeans for the first time. She was a virgin at the time—and not yet desensitized by a world of porn or other men—the perky high school knockout was blown away by what she saw. Mike had above-average girth and length, and his ex made a habit of reminding him about his rather impressive physical features. She obviously picked up on how much he loved hearing her fawn over his size as well. What guy didn’t?


That moment in Rachel’s bedroom happened because he was hard as a rock when Rachel tugged down his jeans and boxers. How couldn’t he have been? It was five excruciating months of making out and feeling each other up before he finally got some real action. He was ready to explode the second he stepped inside her bedroom that summer night, and it was only proven by the forty seconds that he managed to last before he erupted in her mouth. It definitely didn’t qualify as a shining moment in his sexual history.


He slipped his hand under his towel and gave his rapidly-growing cock a few firm strokes. Seconds later, he was completely hard. Mom wasn’t a high school virgin. She was a forty-three-year-old woman. He had no knowledge of her sex life prior to Dad, but she’d probably seen a few dicks in her day, and he wasn’t delusional enough to think that he could get a reaction from her that rivaled one of Rachel. But what if he did? What if she was stunned by what she saw? He couldn’t pass up on the chance to find out.


His elbows found the wooden arms of his chair as he leaned back in his seat nonchalantly, allowing his throbbing member to pitch a large tent under his towel. He gave his biceps a few flexes, eager to look his best for when Mom returned. There was nothing more he could do from this point forward. He was ready to go.


Clack. Clack. Clack.


He grinned as his ears picked up on the sound of high heels tapping on the hardwood floor in the hallway. She was coming! She was coming in a pair of slutty heels just for him! His eyes shot in the direction of the door, eagerly awaiting the arrival of his gorgeous mother.


“These aren’t the easiest to walk in,” Sarah giggled as she stepped inside her son’s bedroom. “I do like—whoa!”


He cracked a slight smile but managed to keep his cool for the most part. Mom’s eyes were locked on his hidden erection.


“Well, it looks like someone’s ready to go,” she remarked with a twinkle in her eye. Somehow, she loved her perfect angel even more than usual at the moment.


“That’s what you do to me,” he added causally, doing his best to stay in character. Mom didn’t want an overexcited teenager. She desired a confident guy who knew what he wanted, and he would do his damnedest to be that man for her.


She took a step in his direction before stopping. Her eyes found her son’s face as she waited for directions.


“Lose a few buttons on your shirt.”


She immediately undid the top three buttons on her blouse, revealing the upper part of her white lace bra. A small amount of cleavage was now visible and she wanted it that way. She felt like such a tease. Her slutty high heels, tight black skirt, and hint of her large breasts were now exposed. How many times had Mike thought about her this way? But she didn’t want to get naked for him just yet. No, she wanted to drive him wild for a little longer.


“You’re so fuckin’ sexy.”


She gasped after hearing his words. How could she pretend to be a tease? Her son’s compliments meant the world to her!


Her line of sight left his face, moved down his defined chest and chiseled abs, before once again settling on the large tent pitched under his white bath towel. She couldn’t possibly be wetter.


“Really?” she asked shyly.


“So sexy,” he reiterated. “I stand behind what I said earlier. You’re the sexiest woman on the planet.”


“What do you like about me so much?” she asked sheepishly, glancing down at the floor.


“Everything. Your amazing personality, how nice and kind you are, and your amazing sense of humor. But, Mom, then we get to that ridiculous body.”


She’d never loved someone so much.


“Your toned legs, that insane ass, and those big fuckin’ tits. And then we top it all off with your gorgeous face. Every guy who’s seen you over the past couple years would kill to trade spots with me right now. I would bet everything I have on that too. Guys go home and jerk-off to you.”


She finally made eye contact with her son. “You think so?”


“You’re a lot of guy’s fantasy girl, but do you want to know something?”


“What’s that?” she asked.


“You belong to me,” he grinned.


She moved in front of him and dropped to her knees on his pillow. A big hand gave her a stop sign before she could reach for his towel.


Mike had a few more questions he wanted answered first. “Have you ever thought about this before?”


“Thought about what?” she asked. “You?”


“Yeah, have you ever thought about fooling around?”


She gazed up at the stud sitting in front of her. It didn’t feel right to hold back from revealing her true feelings. She was about to give him a blowjob, for God’s sake! It was time to let Mike know exactly how much she wanted him.




“Dad hasn’t made me cum in ages. I honestly couldn’t tell you the last time he did. Actually, I’ll go ahead and tell you exactly how things work with us. Your father and I have boring sex once or twice a month—and two times a month is if things are crazy. He cums, rolls over, and falls asleep. He’s usually out within five minutes. After he slides off of me, I grab my vibrator and get myself off. It’s been that way for probably fifteen years, but here’s the thing. About three years ago, I started playing with myself right in front of him even when we weren’t having sex. I thought that maybe it would get him interested or light a fire inside of him, but it didn’t. So, pretty much every night, he lays in bed and works on his computer, and I play with myself two feet to the left of him.”


Mike was at a loss for words. It wasn’t a secret that his parents’ relationship wasn’t great, but he never expected to hear something so depressing.


“I also play with myself pretty much every weekday morning,” she disclosed all of her secrets. “I like that the two of you are both out of the house when I wake up. It gives me a little private time to get loud.”


He didn’t know whether to smile or scream. Somehow, his incredible mother continued to amaze him.


“But, back to my nightly routine. Now, I obviously need something to help get me off when Dad is sleeping next to me. I do like my erotic novels, but they’re a commitment. Sometimes, I just want to cum fast, you know? So, I’ve had some go-to guys over the years. It originally started with some of my favorite rock stars, moved to movie stars, and then I went through a major quarterback phase.”


“A quarterback phase?” he asked with his eyebrows raised.


“Yeah, I’ve always had a thing for jocks,” she told him with a mischievous smirk. “And before I knew it, I was all about the guys at the gym.”


He wasn’t a fan of hearing that. Mom fantasizing about celebrities that she would never meet was one thing, but actual guys who she saw multiple times a week was a different story.


“It seemed to begin around the time I decided to start eating healthier and working out,” she explained. “Maybe it was a subconscious thing? You know, being attracted to the thing I value the most? A bunch of different guys would make their way into my alone time. I’ve had all kinds of fantasies about doing stuff with them, but this one guy in particular just wouldn’t go away. In fact, I got to know him pretty well.”


Okay, he really wasn’t happy about that. Mom shouldn’t be talking to college-aged jocks to begin with, let alone flirting with them! The last thing he wanted was for someone to take advantage of his mother!


“He’s tall, athletic, and really sexy. He has abs and big biceps, but he’s a total sweetheart too. He’s the nicest, kindest, most amazing guy I’ve ever met, and I can’t get enough of being around him.”


He seethed with fury. “You’re fucking some guy from the gym!?”


“What?” she laughed, rolling her eyes. “I’m talking about you, dumbass!”


It took his mind a moment to process her answer before it registered to him. Relief flooded his formerly angry body. “Ooooooh, because the way you made it sound—”


“I know how I made it sound,” she interrupted, giggling at her hunky son. “I did that on purpose to tease you. I don’t think about the guys from the gym. No, I think about you, baby.”


He’d never been harder than he was at this very moment. “Are you serious?”


“Mm-hmm. I can’t even tell you how many times you’ve made me cum. You’ve given me hundreds of orgasms—maybe even thousands. You want to know what gets me off so much? When I think about you when Dad is right next to me.”


“Really?”


“Oh yeah,” she nodded, reflecting on her nightly ritual. “Dad falls asleep pretty quickly and he snores really loud, so I always know when he’s completely out. Do you want to know what I do when I’m positive that he’s asleep?”


“What do you do?” he asked. Every part of him wanted to grab his cock and stroke it, but it didn’t feel right with Mom right in front of him.


“I moan your name,” she told him. “Part of me wants you to hear it, but your room is all the way down the hallway. That’s always been a fantasy of mine. That you masturbate to my moaning. God, I talk about all the stuff I want you to do to me.”


He didn’t care any longer. His hand found his throbbing pole and stroked it slowly over his towel. “What do you talk about?”


“How I want to gag and choke on your big cock,” she said, her eyes locked on the way that he played with himself. “How I want you to bend me over every countertop, sofa, and bed in the house. How I want you to treat me like a little slut. Baby, I’ve never cum harder than when you’re fucking me in my fantasies.”


His heart raced as he gazed down at the world’s most amazing woman. He couldn’t take it any longer. He had something extremely important to ask.


“When’s the last time you had some real dick?”


Her brow furrowed. “What qualifies as real dick?”


He leaned back again, allowing his elbows to rest on the arms of the chair. “What’s under this towel qualifies as real dick,” he answered, his voice budding with confidence.


Her blue eyes shifted back to her son’s covered erection. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”


“I think it’s time we change that.”


She shot him an innocent smile as her tone turned to a girlish titter. “Can I see your cock, baby?”


He responded with a single nod.


Mom’s soft hands traced along his legs and worked up his thighs slowly. Her fingers ran over the damp cotton before finding the top of his towel. She pulled it to the sides, allowing the material to drop to each side of the chair.


And as the towel dropped, so did her jaw.


“Oh…my…God…”


He couldn’t recall Rachel’s reaction any longer. It’d seemed so vivid and memorable just five minutes ago, but his ex-girlfriend’s face was permanently replaced by his new reality. Mom was stunned! His forty-three-year-old mom was shocked from what she stared at! He’d never felt more confident than he did right now, because he finally knew what it was like to be a king!


“That’s huge,” she gasped, her eyes transfixed on the one part of her son that she’d never imagined actually seeing prior to today. “I mean, I always imagined that it would be big, but that’s really big.


“Bigger than Dad?”


She started to laugh as she looked up at his face. “Bigger than Dad? Sweetheart, you and Dad aren’t even in the same ballpark.”


Well, it was official.


Mike could die a happy man.


She lowered her eyes back down to the big, fat, shiny head of her son’s cock which glistened with precum. Everything about him was large. His balls, dick, and all his muscles possessed an equal level of immense masculinity. It was the complete opposite of her pudgy husband, but enough about Jack. She had a different guy all to herself for the next week, and she planned to make every moment with him special.


She allowed the tip of her index finger to gaze over his leaking cock and collect a sample of his pre-seminal fluid. She pulled her finger back, watching a trail of the sticky substance come along with her. She couldn’t wait any longer. She needed to taste him.


Her finger slipped inside her mouth and her eyes promptly lit up. “You taste yummy!”


She expected plenty of reactions after her comment. Shock would be her bet for the most likely. What guy wouldn’t be overjoyed to hear a woman tell him how good he tasted? Or maybe he would have something naughty to say in return? Perhaps her dirtiness would encourage her son to join in on the fun? That would be amazing! She knew that there was a nasty streak somewhere inside her little angel, and while he’d told her that he would get raunchy with her, she still waited to experience it personally.


Suddenly, she didn’t have to wait any longer.


A big hand reached out and gripped the back of her blonde head. Her body willingly allowed itself to be controlled, euphoric at the feel of her son pulling her toward him. Her mouth opened as she accepted the throbbing head of his cock inside her warm mouth with a smile.


“Fuck yeah, Mom…”


She lost all control after hearing him moan. Sarah bobbed up and down on his towering pole, allowing her sloppy spit to coat every inch of his thick meat. She needed more sounds to escape from her baby’s lips. She didn’t want him to think about cheerleaders, cute classmates, or porn stars while sitting in math class. Nope, she wanted him to think about her. Sarah desired to be the woman on his mind, and she would make sure that she was his dream girl by the time she left his bedroom.


Mike’s hand rested on top of his mother’s head as he allowed her to give him the best blowjob of his life. It wasn’t even comparable to the way Rachel gave head. Half of his cock disappeared each and every time Mom’s mouth effortlessly descended his member. Everything was so wet and warm. Her mouth resembled a hot washcloth wrapped around his dick, and he found himself overtaken by the sudden urge to see how far that warmth could sink.


He cautiously nudged her head deeper with his hand, resulting in Mom immediately going limp in his grasp. Not only was she okay with this, but she made it very clear that she wanted it. Suddenly, he possessed complete control over her mouth. It was a sense of power very foreign to him.


He pushed down and felt the warmth of her throat engulf his cock. Inch by inch, her nose worked toward the base of his manhood as her sloppy saliva coated his dick, and her throat grew tighter as he explored further. Every additional inch journeyed inside her throat cemented her status as his girl. Mom belonged to him.


His right hand gave her one last nudge downward, causing the tip of her nose to press into his trimmed pubic hair. He still couldn’t believe what he was experiencing. His entire cock was lodged down his mother’s throat as she knelt before him obediently! And he held her in place without a fight! Seconds ticked by as her hands remained placed on the exposed skin of his thighs—allowing him to control the situation—before he finally felt her hands fidget on his legs in desperation for air.


He relaxed his grip.


Mom’s head sprang upward, eager to collect as much air as her lungs could possibly absorb. The odd part was that she didn’t want to breathe. The frantic urge to be dominated consumed her body, and she wanted nothing more than to choke on her baby’s big cock.


“Again!” she begged.


This time, both of Mike’s hands gripped his mother’s head and thrust her onto his cock roughly, allowing her to deepthroat him in one swift motion. A dizziness fogged his mind as he continued to hold her in place. This wouldn’t be a one-time thing. He was positive of it. He had no idea how often they would mess around before Dad got home on Sunday night, but the idea of this never happening again was almost too much to comprehend. He refused to allow such madness to welcome itself to his world.


How long had she been down there? Fifteen seconds? Maybe twenty? How could his mother be so unbelievable? As if she couldn’t be a sweeter, kinder, more gentle human being than she already was, now she was an absolute freak in the bedroom too. He was lovestruck.


A light tap on his right thigh caused him to ease his grip on her head.


She came back up for air with a smitten expression plastered across her face. “Baby, I—”


“Move back,” Mike cut her off.


Her look of love swiftly changed to curiosity. “What?”


“Move back,” he repeated, pointing at the floor.


Sarah slid a few feet back from the chair, dragging the pillow along with her. She glanced back at Mike to see why he’d changed her position, and her heart skipped a beat once she realized what she had in store for herself. Things were about to get even better.


The high school senior stood up and approached his mother. Now, this is how he really wanted her: down on the ground while he stood over her. And she had to want this too, right? She yearned to be dominated and controlled in bed, so what better way to show who called the shots than by establishing his position of authority?


His big hand stroked the length of his thick meat, causing Mom to lower her lips to his nuts. Her tongue ran the length of his ball sack as he moved his stiff cock to her face and gently pressed down with his thumb.


“Oh my God,” Mom giggled, removing his balls from her mouth to relay a very important observation. “It’s as big as my head!”


She wasn’t lying. He gazed down at Mom with his cock pressed against her pretty face. It ran past her mouth, along her nose, and came to rest at the very top of her forehead. Her pretty blue eyes gazed up at him seductively from the sides of his dick.


She gave his balls another quick lick before dragging her tongue along the underside of his thick shaft, soon engulfing his member between her lips once again. Both her hands found his manhood as she simultaneously stroked and sucked her new favorite part of her stud son. She could play with him for hours.


He wasn’t totally sure how his next words would be interpreted, to be honest. Mom wasn’t the type of girl to laugh at him or dismiss something he said, though. Every embarrassing question that he’d asked over the years had always been met with sincerity and love, so he decided to stop second-guessing himself. He would just say it.


“Good girl.”


Her grip of his big cock tightened as her blowjob morphed to a furious pace. Good girl? Her son called her a good girl!?


“Just like that,” he moaned, feeling his cock growing closer to what would undoubtedly be a mind-blowing orgasm. “Daddy loves that pretty mouth.”


Her hold loosened as she pulled off of him. Her baby referred to himself as Daddy? Really? Her eyes darted to the hardwood floor below while she attempted to process what she’d just heard. Nothing about his comment was right. Not only did she have a dad, but he was also the best grandpa in the world, so she struggled to understand why she felt so excited.


Was it a dominance thing? Sure, part of her wanted to be submissive, but maybe she underestimated how badly she desired to be controlled? Daddy represented the ultimate authority figure, and at this moment in her son’s bedroom, Sarah had an epiphany.


She wanted to be Daddy’s little girl.


“Say that again.”


“Say what?” he asked. “The daddy thing?”


She nodded, eyeing the muscular hunk towering over her. “And call me your little girl.”


He was like a kid in a candy shop. “Earn it.”


She wrapped her hands around his cock and worked her mouth on his thick shaft like never before. Drool fell from the sides of his dick and smeared her skirt and work blouse. Never in her life had she experienced a state of sexual lust like the one she was currently caught up in.


He placed his hands on her head and watched her instantly go limp again. She moved her butt back and her palms hit the floor in order to give him complete control of her body. Light pumps soon gave way to feverish thrusts as he used his mother’s mouth like a pussy. The sounds of aggressive gagging and choking filled the room, only encouraging him to fuck her throat rougher. He quickly approached the end of the line.


He pulled out and stroked his cock—throbbing and covered in her saliva—just inches from her pretty face. “Great job today.”


Screw fantasies and dreams! She had real memories to think about now! She was in heaven!


“I’m very proud of you,” he continued, feeding off her lustful look as she gazed up at him. “You made Daddy very happy.”


Her heart raced as she realized that she had a new fetish. Shower sex had taken a back seat to being daddy’s little girl, and she craved nothing more than to hear it again.


“Thank you, Daddy,” she giggled playfully in a schoolgirl voice. “I love making you happy.”


“And you know what? I’m going to let you decide where your big reward goes since you were such a good girl.”


He pushed all of her buttons. Even his lingo was intoxicating. His cum was her reward? It really was, wasn’t it? She’d set the wheels in motion, worked hard to bring Mike right to the edge, and now it was time to finish him off. It felt right to look at her son’s ultimate gift as a prize.


Unfortunately, Jack always had a problem with another one of her fantasies. He complained about it being degrading and disgusting. God, her husband was such a bore in the bedroom! It wasn’t degrading or disgusting at all! It was hot, and she was positive that Mike would agree.


“I want a facial!” she announced excitedly.


The teen’s dominant demeanor quickly vanished. “What?”


“I want a facial! I want you to cum all over my face!”


“Are you serious?” he gulped, nervous and perhaps a little stunned.


“I want to be your little cumslut!”


“Holy shit,” he gasped under his breath.


Was her baby not up for such a level of kink? But she was so positive that he would love it! What if he decided to act like his father? What if he found her fantasies gross and off-putting too?


“Is that a problem, sweetheart?” she asked, praying that he wouldn’t let her down.


“Fuck no,” he responded after getting himself back into character. “I’m going to cover that pretty face. And it’s Daddy, by the way.”


He wasn’t anything like his father! In fact, he was the complete opposite! He was perfect! “How do you want me, Daddy?”


“Palms flat on the ground,” he instructed.


She followed his directions, placing her hands flat on the hardwood floor. Her knees remained on his pillow and she raised her butt to give him a better view of her clothed backside.


“Just like that,” he smiled. “Close your eyes and open your mouth.”


She shut her eyes and opened her mouth, extending her tongue as far as possible. The sexually deprived mother of one was eager to be someone’s fantasy girl—even if that man happened to be her son.


Mike couldn’t get over the sight he was seeing. “You’re so fuckin’ hot. You ready?”


“So ready,” she confirmed, her fingers wiggling with anticipation. “Give it to me.”


The first burst of cum rocketed out of his cock and ran a line straight down the middle of his mother’s face. It started in her wavy blonde hair, trailed along her nose, painted a path on her accepting tongue, and ended down on her chin. A small amount tickled off her face and landed on her blouse and cute skirt below, and he was just getting started.


The next rope followed a similar path of its predecessor, but this one traveled over her right eye. A third powerful shot of semen joined the party and splashed onto her nose, before numbers four and five landed on each of her respective cheeks. He squeezed his cock firmly, causing a small wad of sperm to drizzle out and collect on her tongue.


He was drained, Mom was completely covered, and something about the situation both looked and felt right to him.


“Can I open my eyes?” she asked with a giggle, beyond smitten.


“One second,” he told her as he used his thumb to carefully wipe away a puddle of thick cum from her eye. “You’re good now.”


She opened her eyes with a big smile. “I feel covered.”


“You are,” he remarked. He moved his cock back to her mouth where she immediately wrapped her lips around it, eager to suck every drop from his manhood.


He plopped down in his computer chair after she finally released him from her grasp. He could masturbate ten times a day or receive five blowjobs in a row from his ex-girlfriend and immediately be ready to go again, but not with Mom. He couldn’t believe it, but he was positive that he would experience sexual downtime for the first time in his life. How couldn’t he? He’d just cum harder than ever!


Sarah sprang to her feet and dashed out of the room, her high heels clicking and clacking the entire way down the hallway.


He could take a guess regarding what awaited him, and it would only further confirm how much he loved his mother. The fun that Mom was having was by far the sexiest part of everything to him. It was also obvious that she didn’t do this exclusively for him. Her fantasies were equally as dirty and perverted as his! It was amazing!




“Oh my God!!!” she screamed from down the hallway.


He laughed before her yelling gave way to the sound of high heels dashing back into his bedroom.


“Baby, I’m completely covered! I’ve never had anything like this!”


“It looks good on you,” he joked, somewhat infatuated with the sight of his seed all over his mother’s gorgeous face.


She looked around the room in a panic. “Where’s your phone!?”


He pointed at his nightstand.


She scurried across the room and retrieved his phone. She moved back in front of him, handed him his smartphone, and dropped back down to her knees.


“Pictures,” she said with a big smile.


He couldn’t help but laugh to himself as he unlocked his phone. He officially lived with the hottest woman on the planet.


He took five pictures while Mom sported a variety of poses: seductive, sexy, innocent, devilish, and even surprised. She decided to pull out her entire acting repertoire for their private photo shoot, but she needed a co-star for her next set of photos.


“Come over here.”


He stood up and approached her, letting out a deep exhale of jubilation when she wrapped her lips around his manhood and sucked him back to life. Sexual downtime? Not a chance. She could have her angel ready to go in seconds no matter what the situation. She was sure of it.


Once he was hard again, she sported a playful pose with his big cock directly next to her face as she waited for him to take the picture.


“Evidence of what did this to me,” she told him, grinning the entire time.


He took the picture before moving his cock over her head and allowing it to rest along her face.


She checked off another box on her list of fantasies. “This is so fuckin’ hot.”


Several more pictures were snapped with her cum-covered face partially hidden by his thick manhood.


“All good,” he announced.


She allowed his cock to slide off her face before giving the shiny head a loving kiss. “You’re so perfect. Well, I definitely need a shower, so round two in a bit?”


Mom wouldn’t be happy to hear his following news. He’d told her before, but chances were that she wouldn’t remember. Especially considering how sexed-up she currently was.


“I have a lot of homework to do.”


She took a deep breath, her body language reflecting her frustration. “Shit, I forgot about that. Okay, you do your homework, but if you need a break or just want to have a little fun, you come find me. Deal?”


“Deal,” he agreed with a big smile.


Sarah gave her son’s cock one last kiss before strutting out of the room and heading for the shower.


Two hours passed before he finally hit the halfway point on his schoolwork. What were the chances that he’d get slammed with assignments tonight? Here he was, living down the hall from the hottest woman to ever exist—who wanted nothing more than to mess around with him sexually—and he couldn’t even do anything with her because he had so much math homework. Life was so unfair!


He journeyed downstairs to grab another slice of pizza after he took a bathroom break. Part of him felt like an asshole when he reflected on his current mindset. To be honest, he was in the mood for another blowjob, but he couldn’t just go find Mom and tell her that, right? She wasn’t a blowjob machine, but then again, what if she was? What if her sex drive was equally as high as his?


Mike walked back upstairs and took a moment to think after he arrived outside of his room. Did he have to stop? Would it really be so bad to continue down the hallway and pay Mom a visit instead of losing himself in more homework?


He decided to swing by his parents’ bedroom first. A loud buzzing noise coming from inside the room caused him to freeze after he placed his hand on the doorknob. He moved his ear against the door in an attempt to identify whatever took place behind the door he’d almost opened.


He heard the sound of moaning.


The revelation that Mom masturbated with a vibrator wasn’t exactly breaking news when she told him earlier. He was fully aware of her sex toys. Like most kids, he did a little snooping around his parents’ dressers and nightstands once puberty hit. With the help of the internet, his younger-self was able to solve the mystery of the curious object he saw inside his mother’s nightstand, and it was then when he realized that Mom enjoyed playing with herself.


But he’d never actually heard her having fun before, and his cock twitched after it registered in his brain that he was most likely the man on her mind. He loved that Mom thought about him! What were the chances of going inside her bedroom and only receiving a quick blowjob, though? Two percent? They would end up doing way more than simple oral, and he still had French homework, a writing assignment for his English literature class, and a chemistry quiz to study for.


He reluctantly removed his hand from the doorknob and headed back to his room.


He finally finished after the two longest hours of his life. His phone showed that it was ten o’clock on this Monday night, and the eighteen-year-old high school senior was more than ready for round two. He strolled down to his parents’ bedroom where he was met by a dark room. Not a hint of light escaped from under the one door that had been on his mind for the past one hundred and twenty minutes.


He knocked on the door.


No response.


He turned the knob cautiously and let himself in, and he couldn’t help but smile after he did.


The light from the hallway allowed him to see the adorable picture in front of him. Mom sprawled flat on her back with her head resting in her pillows, sound asleep. Her pajama bottoms were wrinkled, her pink t-shirt was partially up—exposing her flat and fit tummy—and her blonde hair went in a million different directions. Her vibrator was on her nightstand, her phone rested on the mattress just a few inches from her hand, and the TV was off. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what she’d been up to for the past however many hours.


Part of him died inside when he pulled her shirt down after arriving next to her. Her perfect stomach should always be exposed as far as he was concerned, but she was also his mother. He couldn’t be a pervert.


He pulled her blankets up to her shoulders and tucked her in before planting a kiss on her forehead. He made sure to plug her phone into her charger and closed the door behind him, heading off to the bathroom to take a shower. Unfortunately, he would have to call it a night.





Chapter 6 — Fantasies








November 9th. Tuesday. 6:31 PM.





Coach Rumford wasn’t in a good mood today. Was it his wife? Or maybe it was money issues? No one knew for sure, but everything that the basketball team did during practice was wrong. Their usually level-headed coach complained nonstop for two straight hours before he decided to make them run sprints. Apparently their effort was half-assed, and ninety minutes later they were still running. He finally slammed a basketball against the wall and stormed out of the gym, signaling the end to a rather unenjoyable practice.


But as shitty as the past three and a half hours of his life had been, Mike knew someone who would be even grumpier than Coach Rumford. Mom would be furious. She would have to be!


He checked his phone after Coach left the gym to see eight texts and three missed calls—all from Mom. Each of her calls had a voicemail attached to them as well. The first message sounded sad, the second was annoyed, and the third was worried that something had happened to him. He quickly texted her so she wouldn’t have the police searching for his missing car. She had a tendency to be a little too overprotective of him at times.


He pulled into the driveway at seven o’clock and made his way into the kitchen.


“How dare he make you guys stay so late!”


Mike tossed his basketball bag onto the kitchen table and shrugged his shoulders. “It happens.”


“No, that’s bullshit!” she yelled from her spot at the table. Her Kindle sat on the wooden surface in front of her. “He’s such an asshole! You guys aren’t professional athletes! You’re high schoolers!”


“Mom, it happens,” he laughed. “Coach was in a pretty shitty mood today. There’s nothing you can do about it.”


She couldn’t miss the way that his eyes studied her. Something was obviously on his mind. “What?”


“Nothing,” he answered with a smile.


“No, what is it?” she asked, genuinely curious.


He wasn’t sure how he hadn’t picked up on it immediately, but there wasn’t anything under the light blue t-shirt that she wore, and her hard nipples captured his complete attention.


“It’s nothing,” he smiled again.


She didn’t enjoy his lack of honesty. “It doesn’t seem like nothing.”


“No bra,” he finally admitted while leaning on the chair directly across the table from where she was seated. “I like it.”


“Yeah, well, it’s more comfortable. I didn’t think you would have a problem with it either.”


“No problem at all,” he assured her. He’d spent the past ten hours wondering if he was the luckiest guy alive, and his current situation answered his question.


But his curiosity piqued as he continued to gaze at her chest. He walked around the table, eager to discover the rest of what she was wearing. If she decided to pass on a bra, then what other goodies may be in store for him?


His jaw promptly dropped. “Oh, you gotta be kidding me.”


Sarah couldn’t hide her smile. She’d sprinted up to her room after work to change into a particular outfit that had been on her mind for the entirety of the day, and she was fairly certain that the stud she lived with would be in love with her choice of clothing. The look on his face told her everything she needed to know. She felt like a queen.


His eyes may as well have been replaced with hearts. He was enamored. “Stand up.”


She jumped out of her seat and placed her hands on her hips, facing him with a sporty pose. His mouth hung open and an unmistakable look of passion and testosterone consumed her hunky son. She’d never felt so strongly about anyone. Reactions from her husband and former boyfriends were important to her, but her son’s approval meant the world.


He visually soaked in her big tits and pretty face for what felt like hours. It wasn’t easy to move on from heaven, but he was ready for the main event. “Turn around.”


Sarah spun and struck a pose, her left leg bending slightly to give the jock behind her one hell of a show. She almost burst into laughter after she peeked behind her to gauge his reaction too. He may as well have been drooling!


He took a deep breath in an attempt to register what he looked at. Her skin-tight black yoga pants had become commonplace in their house over the past few years, and there wasn’t a happier person in the world than the eighteen-year-old jock who had a daily view of them. This, however, was different. In fact, it qualified as the single greatest moment of his life.


Her six-inch stiletto heels from last night made another appearance. Her already amazing ass was now aided by a half-foot of lift to her legs and backside. He suddenly had a few ideas regarding what he wanted to do to the ass that he couldn’t look away from, and he no longer cared if his thoughts were sensible or not. He was completely in love.


She spun back around and sent a playful smile in his direction. “You like?”


“No, I love.”


Her rosy cheeks showed how much her son’s compliments meant to her. “I know high heels and yoga pants really don’t go together—”


“Yes, they do!” he interrupted. “They totally do. Listen, feel free to wear this combination whenever you want. Actually, I’d be more than happy to see those heels with everything you wear. Maybe we can staple them to your feet?”


She giggled as she approached him, mischievousness dancing in her big blue eyes. “Do you want to know what I did at work today, baby?”


Every click on the floor sent his mother twelve inches closer to him. Every clack resulted in her ridiculous body moving nearer. Her erect nipples were even more noticeable now from his front row seat, and he wanted nothing more than to see her shirt on the floor.


“What did you do?”


“The rest of the office went out for lunch, but I decided to stay behind and eat the salad that I brought along with me,” she answered him. “I still had twenty minutes all to myself when I finished.”


She came to a stop just inches in front of him. Her tall heels caused his significantly shorter mother to match his eye level. He couldn’t hide the fact that his cock had started to grow, but he didn’t expect Mom to have a problem with that either.


Sarah’s grin couldn’t possibly be bigger. “I’m really happy that you texted me those pictures this morning like I asked you to.”


He’d received a text during chemistry class from his mother, asking for the pictures from their post-blowjob photo shoot last night. He took a quick look around before sending them to her while sitting in the back of the classroom. Yes, it was fairly strange to not only send his own mother pictures of her covered in his cum—but to do it in class of all places—but the tabooness of the situation made things absolutely wild.


“Because I went into the bathroom and fingered myself after I finished my salad.”


His stunned eyes bulged.


“I finger-fucked myself while I looked at the pictures of your cum all over my face,” Mom giggled. “It was so hot. I thought about all the things I want you to do to me. Baby, I came so hard.”


Mike was speechless.


She reached out and found his rapidly-growing cock with her soft hand. “But I’m tired of fantasizing. We’re going to do everything I’ve ever wanted starting now.”


His eyes left her ravenous face and found the kitchen counter. He didn’t look forward to breaking his news to her. “Um…I have something to tell you, and I’m pretty sure you’re not going to like it.”


“What’s wrong?” she asked with a significant amount of concern to her voice. Her hand still stroked his cock through his basketball shorts.


“We can’t mess around today,” he revealed, refusing to look her in the eyes.


Her hand came to an abrupt stop. “What?”


“We can’t mess around,” he repeated reluctantly. “Mom, I have so much stuff to do for school.”


“No, baby—”


“I know you don’t want to hear this, but I have so many assignments due,” he cut her off. “I have a math test I need to study for, I have a shitload of English homework, and I have an eight-page paper due tomorrow for U.S. History.”


Her hand left his manhood. “Eight pages!? Your teacher gave you one day to write an eight-page paper!?”


He still couldn’t look her in the eyes. “Um…not exactly.”


“How long have you had to write it?”


“Three weeks…” he answered under his breath.


“So, you just have to finish it?”


He let out a nervous laugh. Under no circumstances would his confession turn out well. “No, I have to start it.”


“You haven’t even started it yet!?” she shouted, extremely annoyed. “Are you serious!?”


He nodded with a smirk.


“This isn’t funny!” she berated him. “Michael, when are you going to stop procrastinating?”


He finally looked into her pretty blue eyes and admitted the obvious. Something told him that Mom already knew as well. “Probably never.”


She wasn’t a happy camper. “Well, isn’t this just great!? Awesome! You put off doing your homework and now we can’t mess around!”


“Mom—”


“And I stayed up waiting for you last night!” she voiced the rest of her frustrations. “I kept expecting you to knock on my door for round two!”


“I did.”


Her brow furrowed. “You did? When?”


“After I finished my homework,” he told her. “You were sleeping.”


“I was? Wait, is that how my phone got charged?”


“Yeah, I tucked you in and plugged your phone into your charger,” he said. “I didn’t want you to wake up with it dead.”


All of her troubles faded away. In an instant, she was madly in love again. “You tucked me in?”


He nodded.


“Oh, baby,” she smiled, wrapping her arms around her sweaty son. “That’s so sweet.”


“But I do have some good news,” he said while bathing in the feel of her big bust pressed against his chest. “Tomorrow is going to be crazy.”


She broke off their embrace with a hopeful look. “Really?”


“Oh yeah,” he confirmed, grinning. “I ordered some stuff online before I left for school this morning. I had it overnighted so it’ll be here tomorrow.”


“What did you get?” she asked, her heels tapping on the floor as her feet shuffled in excitement.


“I can’t tell you. It’s a secret.”


“Give me a hint!” she demanded, all smiles.


“What kind of secret is that?” he laughed. “No hints, but you’re going to lose your mind when you see what I bought.”


Things couldn’t get much better for the constantly horny mom. Her angel was her soulmate. “I am?”


“Well, you’ll go crazy when you see the first gift. I’m not totally sure about the second. We’ll just have to wait to find out.”


Her entire body shook in hysteria. Why couldn’t tomorrow be here already? “Oh my God, I can’t wait!” Okay, we’ll mess around tomorrow, but we can still have a little fun tonight. How about a quick blowjob?”


“I don’t have time. I need to take a shower, eat, and then start my homework. Coach making us stay late really screwed me.”


She let out a frustrated huff. “What’s wrong with the men in this household? Why are they all turning down my blowjobs?”


“Do you think I want to?” he questioned, double-checking the time in his head. If he had a minute to spare, then it would be spent with his sexy mother. “Are you crazy? There’s nothing more I want to do than mess around, but I seriously don’t have time tonight. Tomorrow. I promise. It’ll be insane.”


She was never one to stay mad for long—especially when it came to her son—and the promise of future craziness made her forget all about today’s disappointment.


“Okay, deal,” she accepted. “Go take a shower and I’ll have dinner waiting for you when you’re done.”


“Awesome. What did you make?”


“Lasagna.”


As excited as Mom was to hear about his plans, he was equally as thrilled to discover hers. “Is that what I smell!?”


“Yeah, it’s been waiting in the oven for the past hour,” she smiled at him. “I wanted to make my man his favorite dinner for doing such a good job taking care of me last night.”


Sitting back and getting his dick sucked qualified as taking care of Mom? Or perhaps she referred to when he fucked her throat before blowing the biggest load of his life all over her smiling face? Whatever the case, it was the furthest thing from difficult for him. He was more than happy to fulfill Mom’s every need—just not tonight.


“Lasagna! Fucking awesome! Does it need to be heated up?”


“It’s warm, but it probably does to get the way you like it,” she told him. “Go take your shower and I’ll have it all ready when you’re done.”


He gave his mother a hug and hustled upstairs to hop in the shower. Ten minutes later, he returned in a pair of gray sweatpants and a black tank top. He hurried over to his usual seat at the table with an ear-to-ear smile. There were few things better in life than Mom’s lasagna!


Mike watched his mother leave her seat to pull the pan out of the oven. As amazing as his dinner would undoubtedly be, the view of her amazing ass in her tight yoga pants and high heels was even better. Yep, life was about as good as it could get.


“We have a bit of a problem, sweetheart.”


He peeked over at the stove where his dinner was sitting. “What?”


“I heated it up a little too much,” she expounded on her issue. “It’s really hot. In fact, I think it needs about ten minutes to cool down.”


“Oh, is that right?” he asked with his eyebrows raised.


She nodded, unable to look in her son’s direction.




“How convenient…” he noted sarcastically.


She turned to him with a slight smirk. “Weird how that worked out, isn’t it? It looks like we have some time for fun, after all.”


“Yeah, who would’ve imagined?”


“I actually have a suggestion,” she voiced.


He waited to hear what she had to say.


“Do you want to know my favorite way to pass the time?” she asked, approaching him seductively as ever. “To choke on a big, fat, hard cock. And there just so happens to be a guy with a big, fat cock sitting at the table, and it’ll be hard in about thirty seconds once I get my hands on it.”


He slid his chair back and patted his knee. “I have something else in mind.”


She looked at him, puzzled.


“Sit,” he instructed.


Sarah took a seat on her son’s lap.





Ten Minutes Later.





Mike pulled back slightly to be greeted by a rather strange sight. Actually, it really wasn’t all that crazy when he thought about it, but it still seemed a little odd. He wasn’t sure if he would ever grow accustomed to his new life.


Mom appeared lovestruck.


Her eyes were closed, her lips puckered, and her face glowed with youthful energy. The past ten minutes fulfilled one of his ultimate fantasies by making out with his mother. Well, it started as light petting before turning into passionate kissing. The only time they stopped was when his lips moved down to her neck and spent a little time on a different part of her perfect body. Her reaction made passing on a blowjob all worth it. She melted in his hands!


Sarah didn’t appear lovestruck; Sarah was lovestruck. Ten straight minutes of kissing her favorite person on the planet had done quite a number on her. He’d spent some quality time with both her mouth and her neck, and his hands didn’t shy away from feeling her up while they made out. She felt like an eighteen-year-old girl again!


She was in heaven. It’d been close to twenty years since she truly made out with someone, and she would do anything to spend another ten minutes with her tongue inside her hunky son’s mouth. She never wanted him to leave!


She finally opened her eyes to find Mike staring at her.


“I honestly don’t have time,” he reiterated his situation.


She huffed before hopping off his lap and carrying dinner over to the table. Nothing could ever just be perfect! Although, last night was pretty close to perfect, but she wanted more tonight!


She let out a deep exhale to relax herself. School was more important than her own sexual needs. She needed to start acting like a responsible adult, rather than a head-over-heels in love teenager. She couldn’t harm her baby’s academic future!


“Two or three pieces, sweetheart?” she asked.


“Three.”


She gladly scooped three big pieces of her homemade lasagna onto a plate for her son, and cut one of the large squares in half for herself. She took a seat across the table and watched him dig into his dinner with urgency. Few things resemble eighteen-year-old jock hunger.


“So, good day at school?”


He shrugged his shoulders. “Same old, same old. How about you? Good day at work? Other than your lunch break, of course.”


She laughed before helping herself to a small bite of her dinner. “Yeah, actually, I was quite busy.”


“Busy?”


She pulled out her phone and found her notes app. “Yep, busy. I was making an extremely overdue list when I wasn’t working.”


She slid her phone across the table. It came to a rest next to his plate. His eyes immediately darted down to the screen.


“Are you serious?” he asked, surprised.


Mom nodded.


He scrolled through the list. “So, what’s this? A list of fantasies?”


“Yep,” she nodded again. “I’m making a list of all the stuff I’ve wanted to do for the past twenty years. There’s fifty things on there so far. That’s just the tip of the iceberg, though. I’ll probably end up with ten times that.”


“This lasagna is ridiculously good,” he commented before resuming his mission of reading her sexual desires. “I’ve yet to see something that I wouldn’t be up for.”


She could barely contain her excitement. “Really!? You’re up for doing everything!?”


He continued to work his way through her deepest and darkest fantasies. “Yeah, most of this stuff sounds really hot. Like—oh, what the fuck is this!?”


“What?”


“What the fuck is this!?” he repeated, now glaring across the table. “Are you joking!?”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about, baby.”


“Really? You don’t know which one I’m talking about?” he asked, unamused. “How about you take a guess?”


Sarah was well-aware of what fantasy had tripped him up. She was just playing dumb. “Well, I—”


“That’s zero chance of that ever happening!” he interjected. “Like, I can’t even put into words what an impossibility that is! Are you fucking kidding me!?”


She stared down at the table, silently hoping for him to change his mind. “Don’t you think it could be fun, though?”


“Fun!? Are you nuts!?” he shouted, enraged. “A threesome with me and one of my friends! I would kill any of them if they laid a finger on you!”


She’d added her outlandish fantasy onto the list as a joke. Actually, it was a joke as long as Mike didn’t want to go through with it. It would absolutely be something that she would want if her son would be on board.


A threesome with two guys had been on her mind for a number of years. It just sounded amazing. Two men controlling and using her was something that she’d read about in many of her sexy novels, and as the years went by, her desire to behave like one of the fictional characters from her books grew stronger. She didn’t see the problem with wanting to be bad.


“That will never happen!” he reiterated firmly. “Sorry if that’s something you want, but no guy will ever touch you other than Dad or myself. You have to be out of your mind if you think I would let one of my friends even kiss you.”


As hot as a threesome fantasy with her son and one of his jock friends may have been, Mike’s reaction was even more incredible. He was so protective of her! He would kill his friends if they touched her? She loved the feeling of being desired and protected. It was a level of passion that she very much welcomed in her life.


He returned his attention to the screen. “Okay, now here’s something I’m definitely up for.”


She immediately rolled her eyes. She knew exactly what he was talking about too. It was the next fantasy on her list. “How’s that fair?”


“Because it’s hot,” he answered with a big grin.


“A threesome with me and another girl is hot, but one with me and two guys makes you lose your mind? That’s such a double standard!”


Mike took another bite of his dinner. “I can’t argue that. So, do you have any girls in mind?”


She couldn’t believe what she was about to say. Was she really comfortable enough around him to admit to everything that she desired? It certainly felt that way.


“Realistically, if we ever did something like that, then we would have to find a girl who doesn’t know us. So she wouldn’t know we’re related. But, if I had my pick, I would want it to be…Rachel.”


“Rachel!?” Mike yelled, his eyes bulging out of their sockets. “My ex!? Are you serious!?”


“Now, baby—”


“That’s the hottest thing ever!” he declared, frantic. “Holy shit, yes! Oh my God, yes!”


She didn’t plan for such a passionate reaction. “Really? You’d be into that?”


“Are you kidding me? I’ve never heard anything hotter in my life. Okay, you know what? We start knocking stuff off your list tomorrow, but maybe someday we get around to your threesome fantasy? And who knows? Maybe Rachel will end up being our girl?”


Sarah bit her lip as she watched him scarf down the rest of his dinner. “You’re up for everything else on there? Except the two guys thing?”


“Yeah, I’m honestly good with anything that doesn’t involve some asshole touching you. I’m super open sexually. You’ll have a hard time finding something that I’m not up for.”


She gleamed with joy. “Awesome! God, this is so awesome! Do you want another piece, baby?”


“I’m good for now,” he said, standing up and carrying his empty plate to the dishwasher. “Leave the rest in the fridge. I’ll plow through it this week.”


“Will do!” she told him, still buzzing over what she’d just heard.


“Dinner was awesome. Thanks again, Mom.”


She watched him leave the kitchen and head toward the stairs. “No problem, sweetheart! Let me know if you need anything!”





*****





Mike sat at his computer desk an hour later when he heard a knock on his door.


“Come in,” he said.


He turned his head to see his mother enter his room with a large blue glass in her hand.


“Hey, sweetheart,” she smiled. “We had a little vanilla ice cream left and there were three chocolate chip cookies in the cupboard, so I made you a milkshake.”


He reached out and accepted the glass. “Really? Awesome.”


“I thought you could use the energy boost with all the homework you have to do,” she told him. “Speaking of which. How’s it coming?”


He scooped some of the tasty dessert onto the spoon that was inside the cup and tried it. “This tastes like something you would get at an ice cream stand. It’s amazing! Try some!”


She shook her head.


“Come on, try some,” he urged her to partake in the unhealthy treat in his hand.


“How full is that cup?”


He looked down at the milkshake. “Um…like, seventy-five percent probably.”


“Well, it was completely full when I made it,” she admitted, embarrassed. “Believe me, I helped myself to some already.”


He laughed before sliding another spoonful of the cold and creamy treat into his mouth.


“So, how’s the homework coming? Any chance of finishing up early?” she asked again. She placed her hands on his muscular shoulders and gave them a light rub. “Maybe we won’t have to wait until tomorrow?”


“Yeah…about that.”


She looked past her son and settled on his laptop screen. “Is this your paper?”


He nodded sheepishly.


“Oh, you probably did your other homework first, right?”


A slight smirk appeared on his handsome face. “No, I’ve been working on my paper the entire time.”


Her eyes locked on the computer screen again, checking to make sure she wasn’t hallucinating. “Baby, there are two paragraphs there.”


“I know—”


“You’ve written two paragraphs in an hour!?” she yelled, putting an end to his excuse before he could spit it out. “Are you kidding me!?”


“It’s a process,” he rebutted. “I’m mapping it all out in my head. I can’t just improvise eight pages on the Civil War. I need to plan what I’m going to write. I’m thinking.”


“It’s been an hour! An hour!!! I was all excited that you might finish early and we could mess around, but you’ve barely done anything in an hour!”


“It’s a process,” he repeated with a huff.


She took a deep breath to calm herself. “Okay, I know what to do. I know exactly what you need.”


“What I need?”


“Yeah, what you need,” she said once more, pointing under his desk. “I’m gonna get down there.”


He looked at the small area under his desk that Mom referred to. “Why?”


She shot her son a grin. “I’m going to give you a nice, long, sloppy blowjob. And guess what? I’ll stay down there for as long as you want. It’ll relax you and totally help you write your paper.”


Mike started laughing. “There’s zero chance of that working.”


“Why not? Baby, you’ll love it!”


“Oh, I know I’ll love it,” he agreed, still laughing. “There’s no way I could focus, though. I could barely think yesterday while we fooled around. It felt unbelievable. Tomorrow, okay? We’ll mess around tomorrow.”


A light bulb suddenly went off in her head. “Okay, how about this? I’ll suck the life out of you right now. I’ll make you cum in less than two minutes. You’ll feel less tense and totally focused after!”


That was the last thing he needed. “No, I’ll end up feeling drained and distracted. Plus, all I’ll want to do is fool around again ten minutes later. You have no idea how hard it was to do my homework last night after you left. All I wanted to do was track you down for round two.”


“You should’ve…” she pouted, puckering her lips to show how disappointed he was.


“You know what? I wasn’t going to tell you this but I think you need to hear it. So it calms you down a bit. What’s the best gift you’ve ever received?”


“The Kindle that you and Dad got me for my birthday two years ago,” she answered without hesitation.


“Well, that’s going to be your second favorite gift after tomorrow. God, you’re going to lose your mind when you see what I got you.”


“I want a hint!” she demanded.


“Nope.”


She stomped down on his hardwood floor with her high heels. “I want a hint!!!”


He couldn’t help but laugh at the childish temper tantrum his forty-three-year-old mother threw. “No hints, but you’re going to go crazy. It’s going to be so awesome.”


She wasn’t happy with not getting her way. “God, this sucks!”


His eyes ran the length of her voluptuous body as he thought to himself. Maybe he could give her a little motivation for her alone time tonight? If he couldn’t be there for her physically, then the least he could do was help her along mentally.


“I’m gonna fuck your brains out tomorrow.”


His words were more than enough to capture her complete attention. “What?”


“I’m not going to go easy on you,” he continued with his plans. “I’m going to give you exactly what you want. Mom, you’re going to feel things that you didn’t know were possible.”


“Like wha-wha-what?” she asked with a stammer, her mouth suddenly dry.


“I’m going to do the one thing I’ve wanted for a long time,” he said with a devilish grin. “I’m going to bend your big ass over and unload on it.”


Sarah gulped.


“I’m going to stretch your tight little pussy while that fat ass bounces around. I’m going to make you feel every inch of my big cock. You want that, don’t you? To feel me stretching you out?”


She couldn’t hold back any longer. She slipped her hand under her yoga pants and hurried to find her clit. “You might have to go easy on me,” she moaned, her eyes closed as she lost herself in a world of fantasy with her favorite person. “I’ve never been with a guy as big as you.”


Mike let out an arrogant laugh, eager to play the dominant character that his mother loved so much. “I’m not going to go easy on you. You’re just going to have to be a good girl and take it, because Daddy sees something he wants. I want my little girl, so I’m going to take her.”


She let out a whimper. She wasn’t sure how much more dirty talk she could take. “What if it’s too much? What if you’re too big?”


“Then I’ll stick something in your mouth and you can bite down on it. So I can muffle your cries. Because I’m taking that pussy.”


“Oh my God…” she moaned, her fingers rubbing herself feverishly.


“Go over to the side of my bed,” he ordered.


She hurried over to his bed and looked back for orders.


“Bend over,” he continued his directing.


She fell over his mattress as her chest, tummy, and face found the sheets. Her left cheek was planted on his bed as she gazed back at Mike with her right eye. Her ass remained high in the air thanks to some help from her six-inch heels, and it didn’t come as a surprise to find Mike staring right at her butt.


“I’m gonna fuckin’ destroy you,” he put it bluntly, squeezing his hard cock through his sweatpants. “God, that fuckin’ ass drives me crazy.”


“This ass?” she giggled as her hands found the top of her yoga pants. She lowered them a few inches, exposing the very top of her black thong.


She couldn’t get enough of the testosterone-fueled lust in her son’s eyes. “Five minutes, baby. Let’s just have some fun for five minutes. You can do anything you want to me.”


“Tell me how badly you want my dick.”


“I want it sooooooooo bad!” she begged. A collection of drool puddled on the sheets directly below her watering mouth. “Please, baby, it’s all I thought about today at work!”


“Little slut. What would you coworkers think if they knew that you had your son’s fat dick on your mind all day?”


“They have no clue that I’m such a little slut,” she giggled. “That I’m a whore for big cock.”


“For who’s cock?”


“Your cock,” she promptly answered with a smile. “Yours and only yours. I only think about Daddy’s cock.”


His hand left his stiff erection. “You’re in for it tomorrow.”


Sarah stood up and placed her hands on her hips. “No! Now!”


“Tomorrow,” he repeated before turning back to his laptop.


Her high-heeled right foot stomped on the ground repeatedly. “Now!!!”


“You aren’t going to get your presents if you keep acting like this.”


She abruptly stopped. Was she really throwing a temper tantrum in the middle of her son’s bedroom? All because she wouldn’t get laid when she wanted to? Was she a horny schoolgirl or a forty-three-year-old mother? She needed to act her age.


“One more thing,” Mike said as he looked at his computer screen. “I did a little thinking at school today. You know, about where I’m going to cum when I’m done with you.”


Her heart skipped a beat.


“Part of me wants to cover your pretty face again.”


“Oh my God, yes!” she chimed in. “I want another facial!”


“But another part of me wants to unload on your big tits,” he smirked, starting the third paragraph of his paper. “That was my first fantasy, after all.”


Her hands couldn’t even make their way back inside her yoga pants. She was frozen in joy.


“But the more I think about it, the more I like the idea of cumming all over your perfect ass,” he continued. “I want to see it shake and bounce while I shoot rope after rope all over it.”


“That would be so hot,” she moaned.


“But I’m not going to do any of those things.”


She didn’t follow. “What?”


“I’m not going to do any of those. Do you want to take a guess where I’m going to finish?”


“I don’t know,” she answered. If he didn’t want to cum on her face, tits, or ass, then she wasn’t sure where else he could blow his big load. “Where, baby?”


“Inside you,” he revealed confidently, slowly turning to gaze into his mother’s eyes. “Deep inside you.”


She couldn’t breathe.


The look on Mom’s face egged him on further. “I’m not sure what position we’ll be in when I do it, but you’re taking every drop. And I’m going to leave my cock in you for a while before I pull out too. Just so you’re clear as to who really owns you.”


Her body began to shake.


“So, go to your room and find your vibrator,” he instructed. “I want you to think about what I’m going to do to you tomorrow. Try to visualize how rough I’ll get, how helpless you’ll feel, and how your days of being sexually frustrated are over. Go to your room and cum for me.”


Sarah dashed out of her son’s room and sprinted down the hallway.


He turned back to his computer with a big smile. He couldn’t believe how well his dirty talk went over. Hey, maybe he had a knack for this?





Chapter 7 — Pregaming








November 10th. Wednesday. 6:45 AM.





The day was finally here! He was eleven hours away from his ultimate fantasy, and that involved having his mother all to himself. How long would they go at it? All night? They absolutely would if it was up to him, and he liked the chances of his sexually insatiable mother fucking him until he couldn’t see straight. It was like he could already feel her. Her warmth, wetness, and her love smothered his dick. Somehow, her perfect pussy had already embraced him as he awoke from his deep slumber.


His heavy eyes parted slowly as the heavenly feeling continued to pump through his views. If simply fantasizing about his mother could bring such an intense passion to his life, then what would the real thing be like? It would be out of this world! He took a deep breath and fully opened his eyes.


It turned out that the warmth wasn’t in his dreams.




Mom was curled up next to him, bobbing up and down on his hard cock. She resembled a cat—a perfect, sexy, amazing kitty cat.


“Morning, Mom.”


Her head perked up as she greeted her now awake son. “Oh, hey, baby. Sleep good?”


“Mm-hmm…” he answered with a moan, thanks to the soft hand that stroked his towering erection. He took a sniff of the air before looking to his left. “Awesome.”


A TV tray sat next to his bed. A heaping helping of scrambled eggs and bacon covered the plate, a bowl of cut up pineapple sat next to his breakfast, and a big glass of orange juice was placed off to the side.


She removed her hand from her son’s perfect cock, allowing him to sit up and rest his back against the wooden headboard to his rear. Once he was all settled and retrieved his breakfast, she wrapped her lips back around her favorite toy in the world.


“This is amazing,” he remarked after downing a forkful of eggs.


She gave his towering pole a long lick. “The breakfast or the blowjob?”


“Both,” he laughed. He reached out and grabbed his phone from his nightstand. “Shit, it’s late.”


“I know,” she groaned. “I wanted to wake you up earlier but I ended up reading your paper when I saw it on your desk. It’s really good!”


He inhaled his delicious breakfast. It wasn’t long before he looked at a completely empty TV tray. “This is amazing but I have to get going. Thanks for breakfast.”


“No, baby, you don’t leave until seven,” Mom whined. “We have time.”


His attention shifted to something else now that his food was gone. “What are you wearing?”


“My nightie.”


“I’ve never seen this before,” he told her.


“Yeah, I wear it to bed,” she informed him. “I put a bathrobe over it when I go downstairs or to the bathroom. Well, I used to. I’m not going to from now on.”


Yes, he was rushed for time, but this was too good to pass up. “Stand up.”


She hopped off the bed and struck a pose.


Mike gulped. A hint of cleavage was exposed as a result of the black silk nightie. The smooth material descended to her mid-thigh, revealing plenty of her fit legs. Two spaghetti thin straps were all that held up her nightwear. Her flawless and yet to be seen body was hidden from his sight. Simply seeing her in such a manner caused his cock to throb like never before. He just couldn’t get enough of her.


He checked his phone again. Eight minutes to seven. All he had to do was brush his teeth and get dressed. That would take a maximum of four minutes. So, that left him four minutes with Mom before he had to leave at seven o’clock. He should just wait. They would have all night when he returned home from basketball practice, so it didn’t make sense to rush things now. And he had math first period. He couldn’t afford to be late since he had a test today.


He watched his mother spin and quickly lift the bottom of her risque outfit. A pair of black panties flashed him, revealing her plump backside to his enamored eyes. An idea suddenly hit him.


“Get on the bed.”


She turned back to look at him. “What?”


“We have four minutes,” he filled her in. “Probably three now. Either get on the bed or I have to get ready for school.”


Her naked feet hurried across his floor before she jumped up onto his bed.


“Down on your back,” he instructed.


She followed his demands before two strong hands gripped her arms and pulled her across the bed. The next thing she knew, her head dangled off the edge of her son’s mattress while she lied on her back. She’d definitely never experienced anything of the sort.


“Open up,” Mike ordered.


A wave of excitement washed over her when she realized what her baby had in mind. Where had Mike picked this up from? It was like something she would read in one of her erotic stories! Maybe more like one of the really dirty ones? Even her porn didn’t reach this level of perversion!


Her upside-down view allowed her to observe her son squat slightly so his groin lined up with her mouth. Seconds later, his stiff cock found its way between her accepting lips.


“Three minutes,” he grunted as he pumped into her throat. The intense sounds of a thick cock stretching a tight throat filled the previously quiet bedroom.


As if having her son use her mouth wasn’t unbelievable enough, the pair of hands that wandered her body acted as the equivalent of a lit match being dropped down her throat. Her heaving breasts received a squeeze over her silk nightie before his strong fingers explored her fit tummy. Her throat was filled while her body was worshiped. It was as close to heaven as she could get.


Or not.


Mike slid her thin straps to the side which were all that held his mother’s nightie in place. He moved the top of the silk toward her stomach, exposing her chest to him. He couldn’t believe it, but a lifetime of wonder hadn’t resulted in disappointment. Mom’s tits were big, round, and unbelievably perky for a woman her age. Little areolas gave way to erect nipples. He leaned down and wrapped his lips around her right nipple, causing her to pull off of his cock.


“Oh my God, baby!” she moaned.


“Who told you to stop?” he questioned while pushing his cock back into her throat.


His lips lowered to her left breast where he paid it an equal amount of attention. He began to roughly pump her throat again, causing spit and saliva to run down her face and into her blonde hair. He pulled his shaft out of her mouth and placed his balls on her lips, and she couldn’t be more eager to caress his sensitive sack with her wet tongue.


He leaned over her to look at his nightstand. He was down to two minutes before he had to leave. It certainly wouldn’t be easy, but he planned to get everything done on his list of fantasies this morning.


He carefully pulled his mother further off the bed and placed his cock between her breasts. He pushed her big tits together and swiftly watched his erection disappear between the soft and comforting feel of her unmatchable bust. It was everything that he’d dreamt about for years.


She rubbed herself over her black panties. “This is so hot.”


His pumping between her breasts grew in ferocity due to the encouragement of her words. He squeezed her tits tightly together and let out a loud moan as he watched the head of his cock rocket out toward her tummy with every strong thrust forward. But as good as it was, he couldn’t help but feel guilty.


Everything over the past two days had been about him, and while he had plans to change that tonight, he couldn’t help but recognize that his current situation was once again solely about his pleasure. He refused to go another minute without taking care of the most important person in his life. Mom may have loved him, but she couldn’t even fathom how much he loved her.


He slapped her hand away, allowed his fingers to rub her pussy over her soft cotton panties.


“Faster,” she begged.


He massaged her hidden clit like a man on a mission.


“Cock!” she demanded, his strong touch causing him to crave his manhood more than usual. “Give me your cock again!”


He squatted lower and slipped his aching manhood between her lips. He wouldn’t cum before Mom, though. It was his promise. This incredible woman needed to get off before he left for school—no matter what.


Something caused his moving fingers to come to a sudden stop.


The alarm on his phone blared.


“Fuck, I have to get going.”


“No!” she shouted as he moved away from her. “Come back!”


“That’s my backup alarm, Mom. I have to go.”


She shook her head, still looking at him upside-down as she hung over the edge of his bed. “My son is not going to school like this! You need to cum!”


“You’re taking a shower before work, right?” he asked.


“Yeah, I have a ton of time too. I’m up way earlier than usual.”


“And you don’t mind getting a little messy?” he checked.


“Messy?” she laughed. “What do you think? I can feel your spit all over my face. It’s so freakin’ hot!”


What better time than now to play out one of his biggest fantasies? “There’s something that I always thought looked awesome. Give me that mouth again.”


He walked back to the bed and moved his mother up slightly—back to her original position before he’d gotten distracted by her gravity-defying tits. The young man once again buried his hard cock in her tight throat.


Every movement sent him a little closer to the edge. Every pump was a step in the direction of the big finish that he so desperately craved. But he was running out of time. It was now or never.


“You ready?” he asked.


He heard a muffled, disjointed answer from Mom before he remembered that his dick was lodged down her throat.


“So ready,” she said after he pulled out of her mouth to allow her to answer. “What are you going to do?”


“Close your eyes.”


He remembered seeing this in a porn scene years ago and it’d been permanently tattooed on his brain ever since, but he never imagined actually finding a girl to do it with. Rachel may have had limits for how kinky she was, but Mom was a different story. The more time he spent around her, the more he realized how much she loved rough, aggressive, and even degrading activities, and this certainly qualified as all of the above.


He aimed his cock at her open mouth as a jolt of cum exploded from the tip of his manhood and hit just to the right of her lips. Semen gushed down her cheek before running over her closed eye. His next shot slammed into the bridge of her nose, sending his sperm flying in every direction. Gravity once again sent his cum running in the direction of his mother’s forehead as he continued to unload on her face.


“More!” Mom begged with her eyes closed.


Several more ropes of cum fired from his cock and hit her face before he finally finished. His manhood found her mouth and she cleaned him off eagerly while he watched his semen trickle past her eyes, move along her forehead, and begin to make its way through her messy blonde hair.


He eventually took a step back after she sucked him dry. “Holy shit, don’t open your eyes. I’ll be right back.”


He vanished from the room and quickly returned with a towel. He helped his mother sit up on his bed and wiped her eyes clean.


“Okay, you can open ‘em.”


Her eyes opened and her entire face lit up. “It’s everywhere, isn’t it?”


He nodded with a big smile. Mom’s words qualified as the understatement of the century. She was a mess. Cum was in and on her nose, all over her cheeks, on her forehead, and finally in her hair. The latter was perhaps the sexiest part of the entire experience. Something about seeing his seed in her beautiful blonde locks stroked his ego like nothing else.


“Where did you get that idea from?” she giggled. “Oh my God, it was so sexy.”


“Porn. It seemed a little extreme, but I had a feeling that you’d be into it.”


She ran her index finger along her cheek, collecting a glob of cum that she slipped between her lips. “You guessed right.”


He hustled over to his dresser and found a pair of jeans. “Sorry for not getting you off,” he apologized. “I wanted to but I’m going to be late now. I promise I will tonight. Leave my sheets there and I’ll clean them when I get home too.”


She glanced down at the mix of spit and semen on the hardwood floor before her attention moved to his messy sheets. “I’ll clean your floor and wash your sheets before I go to work. I have it covered.”


He threw on a t-shirt and shot her a smile. “Awesome. You’re the best. Love you, Mom.”


“Love you too, baby! Don’t speed!”


He rushed into the bathroom and quickly brushed his teeth before heading off to school in a hurry.


Mike checked his phone after first period to see a text from Mom. He slipped into the bathroom to read it, having an idea that it might be somewhat provocative. As expected, he was right.


Four photos of Mom’s cum-covered face had been sent to his phone. His personal favorite was the one with her hand running through her cum-filled hair with a big smile plastered across her face. The caption? “Daddy’s little cumslut.”


Yep, tonight would be awesome.





Chapter 8 — Fun in the Bathroom Mirror





Mike pulled into his driveway at four-thirty, unable to describe his level of immense excitement as he dashed for the front door and swiftly burst into the kitchen. Coach Rumford apologized for his behavior yesterday and decided to let them out early as a way to say sorry, so here he was, home and all ready to go. He couldn’t wait another minute to get the fun underway.


He’d almost texted Mom to let her know that he would be home early before deciding against it. He wanted to surprise her. He desired nothing more than to slam her against the wall and announce his early arrival—roughly.


He journeyed from the empty kitchen to the vacant family room. He took a quick look around the rest of the first floor before heading upstairs to find his dream girl.


His room was empty, his parents’ bedroom followed suit, and he started to wonder where exactly Mom was. Her car was in the garage, but she wasn’t anywhere to be found. He strolled back into the hallway before stopping in front of the bathroom door.


It was closed.


He knocked on it.


“Baby!?” Sarah shouted.


“Yeah, I’ve been looking for you. You ready?”


She hurried to lock the door. “What are you doing home already!?”


“We got out of practice early,” he answered.


“Why didn’t you text me?”


“I wanted to surprise you.” He decided to try the handle. As expected, the door didn’t open. “Why’s this locked?”


“Because I’m getting ready,” she told him, her tone audibly flustered. “You should’ve told me that you were getting home early.”


“Just throw on some yoga pants or something. They aren’t going to be on for too long anyway,” he said with a chuckle.


“No, I need some time to get ready. I’ll meet you in the kitchen in ten minutes. My presents came in the mail, by the way!”


The eighteen-year-old jock huffed. Ten minutes was ten minutes longer than he wanted. “Okay, but don’t go crazy with the makeup.”


She noted the way that her brow furrowed in the bathroom mirror. “What?”


“Don’t go crazy with the makeup,” he repeated. “You tend to wear a lot of it when you go out and stuff. I don’t like it.”


She glanced curiously at her reflection. “You don’t?”


“No, you’re really pretty. I like when you wear light makeup. Or better yet, no makeup at all. Just don’t put a lot on.”


She was on the verge of tears. Her little angel really was perfect. “Okay, baby!”


He grabbed a pair of clean clothes from his room and jogged downstairs to take a shower in their second bathroom. Five minutes later, he made his way into the disappointingly empty kitchen. He found two packages sitting on the countertop, carried them over to the table, and took a seat. His naked foot tapped on the floor in excitement.


The unmistakable sound of high heels walking down the stairs caused him to sit up in his seat and smile. The most gorgeous woman alive would stroll into the kitchen at any moment, and every ounce of her sexual attention would be locked on him. On him! The crackling of her heels grew closer as he prepared himself for anything.


Mike’s jaw dropped. He attempted to say something but his face remained frozen. He’d expected yoga pants or perhaps a cute pair of shorts. Those were the kinds of outfits that Mom usually wore around the house after she returned home from work, after all. He was sitting at the table in a pair of orange basketball shorts and a black tank top, for God’s sake! So, maybe he’d missed the memo regarding tonight’s dress code?


Mom strutted into the kitchen in a black dress. Except, it wasn’t a black dress that he’d seen her wear before. It was a black, sleeveless, and the spaghetti straps caused his heart to flutter. The hem of the outfit came down to her mid-thigh, exposing even more of her amazing legs than her nightie had this morning. The lack of sleeves showed off her fit arms, and the tight dress hugged her flawless figure to a tee. And if everything wasn’t good enough already, then his eyes settled on the deep v-neck which plunged far into her large bust. Significant cleavage showed and bounced with each and every stride she took.


Mike thought he was in heaven.


He was wrong.


He expected to see the same sexy six-inch stilettos from this morning, but once again, he was in for a big surprise.


Platform heels. But it got better. Her heels had straps that laced up to her calves. His love of flirtatious shoes was thoroughly fed as he tracked her right foot as it planted into the kitchen floor before her left heel sexily took the lead. Her phenomenal body was aided by the sexiest pair of black high heels that he’d ever laid his eyes on, and his already hard cock was proof of his true feelings. He was obsessed.


She came to a stop just a few feet in front of her son and placed both her hands on her hips. “We closed at noon today.”


His eyes reluctantly left her amazing body and looked up at her face for the first time, and his heart stopped beating in response.


Long, sexy, wavy blonde hair; dark eyeliner that brought out her already thick eyelashes so much more; intense blue eyes, always capable of capturing his lust; light makeup on her cheeks and nose; and red lipstick. It was official. He definitely couldn’t deny what he already knew. He was in love.


“So, I decided to do a little shopping. You like?” she asked before completing a spin.


He could only stare in stunned silence.


“I know that you prefer no makeup, but I don’t think I went overboard or anything. I like having at least a little on.”


He’d yet to find the words to properly express himself.


“Are you going to say anything?”


“You look beautiful, and I feel like a complete bum,” he finally managed to spit it.


“You’re not a bum! I like you in a tank top. You look sexy.” She quickly took a seat in the chair next to him. “Okay, present time!”


He couldn’t look away from his mother. His loving eyes moved back and forth from her stunning face to her revealing cleavage.


“Baby!” Sarah shouted, trying to capture his attention. “I’ve been waiting two days for this!”


He nodded as he finally snapped out of his funk. “Okay. Um…let’s see here.”


His eyes squinted as he noticed that the bubble mailer in front of him had the look of being tampered with.


She glanced down at the floor as a result of her son’s perplexed expression. “So, I almost slipped like five times.”


“Slipped? Wait, you tried to open this?”


She nodded slowly, still avoiding eye contact.


“Are you a six-year-old looking for your Christmas presents?” he laughed. “Jesus, Mom.”


“I’m just really excited! You promised that I would love it, so I had a hard time waiting. I didn’t actually open it!”


“You are going to love it,” he told her with a smile. “You’re going to lose your mind.”


Her high heel tapped on the floor. She couldn’t control her shaky legs. “Can I open it?”


“Nope, I’m going to open it,” he said.


Her eyes darted down to the bubble mailer which was effortlessly torn open thanks to her son’s strong hands. He tilted it toward himself and removed something from the package, but used the mailer to block it from her view.


“Perfect,” he grinned.


She bit her bottom red lip as she continued to wait. Had she ever felt like this before? Maybe she was setting herself up for disappointment? How amazing could his gift actually be? While the past few days had shown her that Mike knew exactly what she wanted, she couldn’t help but think that she was getting her hopes up for nothing.


He continued to keep her present out of sight, getting a kick out of teasing her.


“Let me see it!” she whined.


“How about a please?”


“Please let me see it!” she begged emphatically. “Pretty please!”


His grin grew wider with each passing second. “Close your eyes.”


She shut her eyes, her entire body shaking. A ping rang out in the kitchen that immediately grabbed her attention. What was that? It almost sounded like something metal hit the table. She fought with herself to keep her eyes closed, not daring to disobey her man’s instructions.




He decided to let his mother off the hook. “Okay, open ‘em.”


She opened her eyes and instantly found the spot on the table where she assumed her present was. Her brain stopped working for a moment as she simply stared. Did her eyes deceive her? She could take a million guesses and never imagine looking at the very thing sitting directly in front of her. She opened her mouth to say something but decided against it, further reflecting on how speechless she really was.


Things weren’t going as he’d planned. Mike expected Mom to scream. That was the reaction he’d visualized when running through this moment in his head, but nothing close to that happened. Instead, Mom just sat in her seat, motionless. God, he felt like a jerk. He’d spent two days telling her how much she would love her gift, but it wasn’t even good enough to get a reaction from her!


She finally looked at him. “Where did you get this from?”


“Online,” he answered cautiously, unsure of what would come out of her mouth next.


Her eyes moved down to her gift once again. “How did you know I would want this?”


He let out a deep sigh of relief. Thank God! “I just knew.”


A big smile covered her previously surprised face. “I love it!!!”


She glanced back down at the table. Sixteen inches of black leather rested diagonally in front of her. The narrow piece couldn’t have been more than an inch wide. A large metal loop hung from the middle with the word “Daddy’s” on the left side, and “Girl” on the right of the rugged leather in white stitching. Three metal buckles on the left reflected the three metal holes for them to be fastened into on the right. The forty-three-year-old mom had something that she’d never dreamed of. She had something that she’d never even fantasized about.


She had a collar.


Sarah picked up her gift and scurried out of the kitchen—in the direction of the bathroom.


Mike waited anxiously. Yes, she said that she loved it, but he wanted to hear just how much.


The good news was that she didn’t make him wait long.


“OH MY GOD!!!”


He couldn’t help but laugh as the sound of her heels hustling back into the kitchen filled his ears. She retook her seat, full of energy and lust as she smiled at him.


“Best gift ever!” she announced.


He took in the sight of the black collar wrapped around his mother’s petite neck. As sexy as a regular collar would look on her, the words “Daddy’s Girl” drove him even crazier. He was Daddy! And she was his girl!


“Thank you, Daddy,” she told her son with a smitten smile.


“You’re very welcome.”


She struggled to keep her hands off her new present. She’d immediately adjusted it to the tightest buckle when she put it on. It felt like her son’s hand was permanently wrapped around her throat, and she started to question if he was really her son anymore. It sure didn’t seem like it. He felt a lot more like Daddy. Only a lover could make her feel a lust so strong, and that’s exactly what she currently experienced.


“Can we open the box?”


Mike glanced at the brown box on the table before holding up the bubble mailer again. “We’re not done with this one.”


Her eyebrows perked up. “We aren’t?”


“Nope, there’s still one more thing in here. Do you want to see it?”


She nodded her head rapidly.


He dug into the package once again before reemerging with yet another item that his mother had never expected to see.


“Is that—”


Sarah’s question was answered as he allowed the gift to fall from his hand, dangling just inches off the kitchen floor. It was more black leather. It was something that she would read descriptions of in her BDSM novels. But this wasn’t a book. It was real life.


“It’s a leash,” he told her with a smile.


She couldn’t look away from her new gift. “Um…for what…exactly?”


“I think you know what it’s for.”


Yeah, she knew what it was for, alright. She would get her neck snapped back while they were having doggy style sex! And he could choke her whenever he wanted to now! She would finally get everything that her husband refused to give her!


But she felt a little greedy at the moment. “Can I open the box now?”


He debated her question for a few moments before reaching out and pulling the box closer to his seat. He looked at it, continuing to ponder the situation when an idea suddenly came to him. The eighteen-year-old athlete hopped out of his chair and vanished from the room.


She watched him disappear from the kitchen in a panic. “Where are you going!?”


There wasn’t a response.


He strolled back into the kitchen empty-handed.


“What happened to the box?”


“It’s in the bathroom,” he answered.


She eyed him curiously. “The bathroom?”


“Yep, do you want to go get it?”


She rose from her chair and took one step in the direction of the bathroom, but a loud whistle caused her to stop before she could take a step. She turned to be greeted by a black leash swaying from her son’s hand.


Her eyes moved to his face to find him grinning at her.


She took a step toward him and tilted her head back without needing to be told. The nickel lock snapped shut around the metal loop of her collar as an unmistakable energy filled her body. This wasn’t a joke or a fantasy any longer. It was actually happening.


She turned and took another step in an attempt to retrieve her gift, but a firm yank on her neck caused her to jolt backward.


“What are you doing?”


She glanced at Mike, confused by his line of questioning. “I’m going to the bathroom to get my present.”


He stared at her.


“What, baby?” she asked.


She always had a connection with her son. It was hard to explain, but it was like they operated on the same wavelength. That was originally why she was so confident that he would be able to give her what she needed sexually. Normally, she could read her little angel like a book, and that was why she was so surprised by their temporary lapse in communication. But as she gazed into his masculine brown eyes, she understood that they desired the same exact thing.


She slowly sank to her knees.


Mike was fairly dumbfounded by what he saw. One, he couldn’t believe that she actually did it. Two, it just looked so out of place. Her amazing black dress and sexy heels belonged on a red carpet somewhere. Mom would be better suited at a Hollywood premier or a five-star restaurant, but she wasn’t at either of those places at the moment. No, she was in the kitchen.


At least she was.


He watched her right hand extend and plant on the porcelain tile floor. Her left hand followed, landing a foot in front of her previously outstretched right hand. Her knees joined in on the action, following the path of her arms and hands as she moved toward the dining room. He’d approached the situation with the intention of being a dominant guy for his mother, but it became crystal clear as to how submissive Mom truly wanted to be. It was a level of power that he’d never imagined possessing in his life.


He walked his mother toward the bathroom like a dog.


She crawled through their house, passing the dining room table and making her way along the hardwood hallway. Sarah was on cloud nine. Even something like this had never made its way into any of her stories or fantasies. Was there anything more submissive than being walked on a leash? Her son treated her like his pet! And she crawled from room to room, eager to find the next toy that he’d bought her!


She suddenly felt a tug on her neck as Mike pulled back, choking up on the slack of the leash. She slowed her pace, allowing him to walk directly next to her as they turned into the bathroom.


“Good girl,” he praised his mom.


Sarah couldn’t hide her smile. She looked up and savored every drop of his cheer and approval. At this moment on the bathroom floor, she honestly felt like her son’s little girl.


“Can I open the box now?” she asked.


He nodded.


She scrambled forward and retrieved the brown box off the closed toilet lid. Her nails unsuccessfully attempted to break through the packing tape before another loud whistle caused her to turn her head.


She caught the set of car keys that Mike tossed her way. She found his house key and used it to slice the tape before handing them back to him. Her anxious hands ripped open the box and her heart raced in anticipation. She couldn’t wait to see what he’d bought her!


He wasn’t exactly sure how things would go over. Watching his overjoyed Mom crawl throughout the house on a leash gave him confidence that his next gift would be well-received, but there was always the possibility of everything going wrong. Not only could it go wrong, but it could go very wrong. Like, catastrophically wrong. Mom could potentially find it insulting, and it had the chance to permanently change the landscape of their relationship.


Sarah’s fingers ran along the cold object inside the plain brown box. Her mind raced from the very moment her eyes first noticed the mysterious package sitting on the front step after she’d arrived home a few hours ago. In fact, her mind had been in a bit of a whirlwind over the past twenty-four hours. So many different scenarios consumed her imagination. Would Mike buy her lingerie? What about sex toys? Or maybe he had a kinky game planned for her? But as unexpected as the collar and leash were, this felt a million times more surprising.


Vivid, bright colors on stainless steel didn’t look quite right. Her third gift of the night made its way out of the box and she placed it on the toilet lid—all by itself as its package was tossed to the floor below. Much like when she first saw her collar, she could only stare at the somewhat bizarre item, but she found herself opening up more and more to her new present with every passing second.


“Did you get this online too?”


He nodded while he continued to nervously survey the situation. “Yeah, I got it from the same shop that sold the collar and leash.”


She rotated her gift to take in every inch of it. “They sell it with my name on it?”


“You can customize it,” he told her. “That’s what I did with the collar. You tell them what you want it to say.”


“Sarah” was written on the side in big, bright pink, childlike letters. The font resembled the writing of an elementary school student. Silhouettes of butterflies and hearts in bright greens and oranges covered the normally bland surface. It was an onslaught of dazzling ink and playful characters against a silver backdrop.


Her eyes moved further down and finally noticed the rubber undersiding which kept her present in place and discouraged it from sliding along the toilet lid. Another fifteen seconds of silence passed, and an additional fifteen seconds of excitement grew deep in her stomach as a result. No matter how many times she blinked, smiled, or took a deep breath, the steel object didn’t go anywhere. It was real. Very, very, very real.


Her son had bought her a dog bowl.


But it wasn’t just an ordinary dog bowl. It was a dog bowl with her name on it. It was a dog bowl with girlish designs and tracings along the sides.


It was her dog bowl.


“I love it.”


He never would’ve imagined that three words could bring him so much relief. The entire world had rested on his shoulders for the past few minutes, but all of his worries vanished courtesy of her simple announcement. She would either love it or hate it, and thank God it was the former.


“Awesome,” he said with a relieved smile. “I was a little worried, to be honest. I’m not totally sure what to do with it. Maybe—”


“I want to eat my dinner out of it.”


His brow furrowed. Mom seriously just interrupted him with something so outlandish? He must’ve misunderstood her.


She didn’t give him a chance to speak his mind. “I want to eat my dinner out of it tonight.”


“Um…Mom, that wasn’t why I got it.”


She looked up at her handsome son. “Baby, it’s a dog bowl. That’s what it’s for.”


He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “I can’t watch you eat out of a dog bowl. I thought it would be fun to have. Maybe we get some ideas down the road or something? We aren’t actually going to put your dinner in it or anything, though.”


She turned back to her present. As much as she loved the collar, the leather wrapped around her neck was the second best gift of the evening. It was time to take control of the situation for a brief moment.


“Here’s what we’re going to do. You’re going to put my dinner in this bowl tonight, and my collar is going to stay on as well. You’re going to sit at the table and eat whatever I make, and you’ll hold onto my leash while you eat. You’ll sit at the table, I’ll be on the floor, and we’ll both enjoy our dinner. Okay?”


“That’s not happening.”


“Don’t be like your father,” she groaned.


“I’m not like Dad,” he argued. “There’s a line, and eating dinner out of a dog bowl really crosses it.”


She wasn’t happy, and the way that she dramatically rolled her eyes showed how frustrated she felt. “Fine! Why can’t I ever just get what I want? It’s like the men in this house don’t want me to be happy!”


“You’re kidding me, right?”


“No, I’m not kidding!” she continued to vent as she looked back at her bowl. “It’s like I’m constantly being teased. I just want to—”


Her speech was cut short by her neck being snapped back. She soon found herself being dragged across the bathroom floor on her butt by her leash. The strong and aggressive pulling came to a stop just in front of the bathroom sink.


“Get up.”


She quickly hopped to her feet at the sound of her son’s authoritative voice. A powerful hand spun her toward the sink, allowing her to watch all the action unfold in the reflection of the mirror above the bathroom faucet. She’d never seen the look that currently occupied Mike’s face, and now that she really thought about it, she’d never seen any man glare at her with such vigor and intensity. It was enough to unsettle her.


“I don’t want you to be happy, huh?” He hiked up the bottom of her dress roughly with his hand, exposing her black thong to the bathroom air. “All I do is try to make you happy.”


“No, baby—”


Her train of thought was swiftly derailed. She felt her thong pulled to the side as the fat head of his big cock rubbed the length of her moist vaginal lips. She found her little angel’s reflection in the mirror once again, but the last thing he resembled was someone young and innocent. No, he was all man.


“Everything I do around here is for you,” he said, his mouth pressed against her ear. “Not for Dad, not for myself, and not for anyone else. It’s all for you. Every time I cut the grass, every time I shovel the driveway, and every time I change the oil in your car, it’s for you. So, don’t insult me like that.”


“I’m sorry, baby.”


“It’s Daddy,” he corrected her, the rough yank to her neck emphasizing his authority.


The warm breath in her ear sent electricity surging through her body. Every one of his grunts and groans put her more on edge. He wasn’t the guy who she’d known for the past eighteen years. He wasn’t her perfect little sweetheart anymore either. The testosterone-filled stud behind her was about to make every single one of her fantasies come true. She knew it.


And just like that, Sarah’s world changed.


The first inch of his big dick pushed inside her as her right foot lifted off the bathroom floor instinctively. She’d never felt anything like it. Every previously uncharted inch that moved further inside caused her body to shift and squirm in unexplainable ways. She felt like a virgin all over again—like a teenager who fooled around with her boyfriend in the back seat of his beat-up Ford Focus on a dead-end street—except he wasn’t her high school boyfriend. He was her son, and he had her bent over the dark marble which surrounded the bathroom sink.


“You’re so tight.”


Her own concerns vanished after his seemingly inconsequential remark. She felt tight to him? All of her worries and doubts washed away thanks to his three words. It was really all she cared about at the end of the day. While living out her own fantasies and gaining sexually satisfied was something she wanted, making sure that her son was taken care of had been her number one priority for over eighteen years. It was far too late to ever change her way of thinking.


“So fuckin’ tight,” he reiterated with a moan. His cock moved further inside her as he struggled to focus on anything other than her perfect pussy.


Dirty talk, confidence, and the alpha male character that Mom wanted all took a back seat to reality. How could she feel so good? It was a smothering sensation of warmth and wetness that he’d never been privy to in his life. His ex-girlfriend didn’t feel like this. Rachel never gripped him the way that his mother did. He didn’t feel every ridge and bump of his former-girlfriend’s insides like he did with Mom.


He turned his attention to the mirror to observe a distant gaze in Mom’s eyes. She was there, but she really wasn’t. Her long blonde hair and pretty face remained unchanged, but her always animated blue eyes were somewhere else. He’d made her feel completely new things without barely even doing anything! His long, deep, slow strokes had taken his mother to a distant world of pleasure, and he was more than ready to turn things up a notch.


He regained his composure and parted his lips once again. “You feel better than Rachel.”


Sarah snapped back to reality. “What?”


“You feel better than Rachel did,” he repeated with a slight grin as the two stared at each other’s reflections in the mirror. “You’re fuckin’ perfect.”


An elated smile formed on her face. She felt better than a tight high school girl? Mike really just said that to her! She could control a lot of things like her eating habits and gym routine, but some stuff was out of her hands. Who knew that she could beat an adorable eighteen-year-old girl when it came down to what mattered most?


“You ready?” Mike whispered.


She couldn’t get enough of watching his mouth hover next to her ear in the mirror. It even did more for her than feeling his warm breath tickle the inside of her lobe. But she was ready. Truthfully, she was more than ready. Years of fantasies and decades of sexual frustration were about to dissipate. Everything was just moments away.


“I’m ready,” she responded with a purr. “Give it to me, Daddy.”


He dropped the leather leash from his hold and moved down her body. The soft polyester fabric of her dress intertwined with his fingers as his hands found her hidden hips and dug in. Every thrust forward resulted in his pelvis crashing roughly into the plump backside in front of him. Every jolt ahead courtesy of his powerful lower-body caused Mom to cry out in ecstasy.


There was something so primal about looking down at her thong pulled off to the side while he was inside her. He felt like a ravenous animal who couldn’t wait to enjoy his meal. Like a hungry lion who relished in his victory. And in a weird way, it was his victory, wasn’t it? The world’s most perfect woman had willingly submitted to him. What could be more dominant than that?


His right hand slipped from Mom’s voluptuous hip and squeezed her soft butt-cheek before giving it a playful slap. Her round ass bounced and jiggled before he whacked it again. Every thud and sound that rang out in the bathroom caused him to drive into her with more force. Mom wanted to be ravished. Those were her words, and the last thing he planned to do was let her down.


“Harder!” she begged.


Harder? Did she refer to his slap or the manner in which he fucked her? He might as well cover all his bases just to be safe. His open palm crashed into her butt once again before he found the leash that dangled from her collar. He grabbed hold of it and snapped his mother back by her neck as she struggled to maintain her view of his reflection in the mirror.




A grin appeared on her gorgeous face.


He wouldn’t last much longer. The entire scenario was too overwhelming. Everything from Mom’s clothes still being partially on, to her being bent over the bathroom sink, to watching her every reaction in the mirror, to controlling her neck with a leash was equally as surreal. And she seemed even more ecstatic the longer they went at it—if that was even possible.


The forty-three-year-old mom’s eyes couldn’t leave the reflection of the jock behind her. The front of his thick brown hair was wet with sweat, and his face was full of passionate lust. Every pump inside her resulted in a grunt out of her son which partially drowned out her own moans. She’d read about the feeling of being stretched and pushed to the limit before. Her romance novels loved to describe that part of the sexual experience. There was never a lack of details when the situation involved an innocent young virgin who gets her world rocked by a stud businessman. The authors would spend page after page detailing how their protagonist could never go back to their wimpy boyfriend or husband after what they’d been through. How could they? Their world had been turned upside down by the last person they’d ever expected, and while Sarah always dismissed those parts of her stories as fiction, she quickly learned how true they actually were.


Mike gave his mother one last deep stroke before dropping the leash and pulling out. “Get down on your knees.”


She spun at the sound of his voice and immediately fell to her knees in front of him. His cock moved to her lips and she rushed to separate them, allowing his thick manhood to push inside her welcoming mouth. The first splash of cum hit her tongue, and a never-ending flow of her son’s seed followed.


Fifteen seconds later, he was done.


She opened her full mouth to show how much had collected inside. Her lips quickly closed as she deposited her son’s load into her stomach before moving back to his cock to clean him off.


“I thought you were going to cum inside me.”


Mike finally snapped out of his orgasmic haze. His eyes darted around the bathroom as he attempted to regain his bearings. Nothing had ever come close to what he’d just experienced. The sex, the situation, and his orgasm were all indescribable. He felt drained and exhausted. He could use a nap and it was barely five o’clock! But that was the effect that his mother seemed to have on him.


Even this morning left him feeling less than one hundred percent when he arrived at school. Mom not only pulled his cum out, but she seemed to take his essence as well. A piece of him was captured by his amazing mother after each and every sexual encounter they shared, and he was more than happy to let her have it.


“I don’t want to get you all messy,” he said, gazing down at her with a smirk. “We’re just getting started.”


She looked at his partially flaccid manhood. “I think I drained you, baby.”


“You tend to do that,” he laughed. “I’ll be ready again in fifteen minutes. Besides, I don’t need to be hard for what I have planned next.”


She sent a curious glance his way.


The young man’s shoulder found the bathroom wall as he propped himself against it to stay upright. His legs and knees felt rather wobbly at the moment. “You see, Mom, this part of you drives me nuts, and not in a good way.”


Panic immediately swept through her.


“Everything is about Dad, myself, your friends, and on, and on, and on,” he said. “It’s never about you. You’re so unselfish. Now, listen, don’t get me wrong, it’s an amazing quality to have, but it makes me mad sometimes. It’s like you sacrifice your personal joy to help everyone around you.”


“But I like making you happy.”


He stared down at his mother lovingly. “I know. You really are the best, but let’s think about the past few days for a second. It’s been all about me. The blowjobs and even the sex we just had, which was amazing by the way—”


“You ain’t kidding,” Sarah chimed in.


“It was about me. I came, just like I’ve cum each and every time we’ve messed around.”


“As you should,” she jumped in again. “I love making you happy. I don’t think you understand what it does for me.”


“Oh, I get it, but I don’t think you understand what making you happy does for me. A thanks from you makes my day. That’s why I do so much stuff around here. I love putting a smile on your pretty face.”


Every compliment caused her to glow. She couldn’t get enough of him.


He unhooked her leash. “So, it’s time for things to be about you. How’s that sound?”


Maybe her son was right? Perhaps it was time for things to start being about her? It’s not like it could be a bad thing.


“Sounds like a plan, baby,” she said as she stood to her feet. He signaled for her to follow him. “Where are we going?”


“Upstairs,” he answered.





Chapter 9 — All About Mom





Sarah clenched down on the wrinkled polyester bed sheets that covered her son’s mattress. She hadn’t spent longer than a few minutes at one time in Mike’s bedroom since they repainted his walls and ceiling last summer, and those two layers of white paint had held up awfully well—at least from what she could see. Her mind didn’t exactly fire on all cylinders at the moment.


Her dress was somewhere on the bedroom floor and her thong remained in the upstairs hallway. The journey from the downstairs bathroom to Mike’s upstairs bedroom wasn’t the smoothest. They’d hit a few speed bumps along the way—like when she turned to make sure that Mike was still behind her, only to have her back pushed against the downstairs closet door. A pair of loving lips showered her with kisses until she eventually managed to wiggle out of his hold and hurry up the stairs. That mission was derailed when her back was pinned against the upstairs closet door and Mike dropped to her knees in front of her. Her thong was pulled down, her right leg was placed on his masculine shoulder, and his mouth moved to the one place where she’d never expected it to be.


Her pussy.


But that magic moment when his tongue grazed over her throbbing clit for the very first time occurred almost fifty minutes ago. It took place after she’d turned to walk toward her bedroom, soon to have a hand clamp around her forearm and pull her in the opposite direction. It was also in that moment when she realized that she’d never been happier in her life.


Something about being in her son’s bedroom felt so sexy to her. And while her room was bigger and came equipped with a king-size mattress, being led to her perfect angel’s room by the hand took her back to her youth. It returned her to the days of messing around with her high school boyfriend the instant his parents left the house. She felt naughty and mischievous, but she also felt innocent and timid when she allowed herself to be controlled. She felt like a little girl at the mercy of her daddy.


But she wasn’t at the mercy of anyone right now. No, right now, Sarah was in heaven.


Four orgasms! Her son had made her cum four times in fifty minutes! Yes, he took the occasional break to move to another part of her body. He seemed to have a thing for the back of her knees and she quickly found a new hotspot on her body. Both of the creases on those never-before-explored parts of her legs were wet thanks to a mixture of his tongue and lips.


His mouth moved further south to examine each of her ten toes before sliding back up the length of her smooth legs. Her tummy was the next in line to experience his mouth before her sensitive nipples received their time in the spotlight. It was heaven on earth.


But he spent the majority of his time focused on her clit, and she never knew that oral sex could be so good.


A warmth shot through her toes as her eyes bolted opened. Again!? It would happen again!? But how!?


The boiling sensation moved into her shins and soon her thighs were on fire. His tongue never stopped dancing with her pussy as the warmth overtook her body. Suddenly, the heat was in her stomach—deep in her stomach. Deeper than it’d been the previous four times. Deeper than it’d ever been. Deeper than she knew was possible.


Her chest was on fire before someone tossed her entire body into a frying pan. Everything was warm. So, so, so warm.


And then Sarah exploded.


His tongue paused for a split-second as he smiled, but he quickly moved his mouth back to Mom’s clit to guide her along the next sixty seconds of intense pleasure. Five times! He made Mom cum five times! And she’d screamed even louder with her latest eruption. He was a king!


Two little hands gripped his hair and pulled him into her soaked pussy. God, he couldn’t get over how much she loved this. Her hips squirmed, her legs shook, and her body convulsed on his mattress. His mattress! He’d experienced thousands of fantasies involving Mom in this very bed throughout the years, but now he actually had her. Not only did he have her, but he was capable of bringing the ultimate pleasure to the most incredible woman in the world. Life really didn’t get better than this.


It took almost an entire minute before Sarah regained control over her motor skills.


“I love you.”


He pulled back with a big smile. His attention shifted from her glistening and completely hairless pussy, along her perfect body, and finally to her face where she stared up at his bedroom ceiling. She was overwhelmed by bliss.


“I sure hope that you love me,” he laughed.


“No, sweetheart, I really, really, really love you,” she said with a disheveled giggle. “I still can’t believe that happened. Five times! You made me cum five times! Dad hasn’t made me cum five times in the past fifteen years! Oh my God, you’re amazing!”


His fingers traced along her fit tummy until he ended his journey at her chest. He squeezed her bountiful breasts before he pinched both of her erect nipples. She finally had a man who couldn’t get enough of her body, and she was eager to bring all of his fantasies to life. Her angel deserved it.


“I can’t think of anyone who deserves it more than you,” he told her. “Something has been on my mind for a few days, though. Actually, I can’t get it out of my head.”


Her satisfied smile came into view as she lifted her head off the pillow. “What is it? Is something wrong?”


“No, nothing like that. You told me something at the dinner table on Monday that I’ve been thinking about constantly. It was about the type of sex you want.”


“Doggy!” she shouted, having left her manners at the door. “Oh my God, it’s time! You’re going to bend me over your bed, right? That’s what you said yesterday!”


“Well, actually—”


“That’s what you said!” she interrupted him, her voice full of eagerness.


“I know, but I had something else in mind.”


She sat on her butt with her back resting against the headboard of his bed. “No! No! No! No! No! You said that you would bend me over your bed! You said that you would get rough with me! Really rough!”


He jumped off the mattress and headed over to his closet, quickly returning with a pillow in hand.


“What’s that for?”


He shot his mother a smile. “Not doggy.”


“No!” Mom shouted. “What the hell, Michael!? You promised!”


Mike started laughing.


“This isn’t funny! You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this! Years! Longer than that! Decades! You promised!”


He soaked in the sight which was his mother. Completely naked with the exception of her amazing black platform heels, her flawless pussy shining thanks to a combination of his mouth and her natural juices, and her blonde hair chaotic from five earth-shattering oral orgasms. She was an adorable mess.


“You’re cute when you pout.”


She glared at him. “This isn’t funny!”


“You really are,” he repeated with a smirk. “You can’t not be sexy. It just isn’t possible.”


This wasn’t funny for her. Honestly, it was awful! All of her fantasies over the past forty-eight hours involved her being bent over something. It really didn’t matter if it was the sofa, a bed, or even a countertop! She just wanted her son behind her!


Jack never wanted to get behind her, and then Mike promised her doggy style! Not just doggy style, but rough, aggressive, physical doggy style sex! Their unexpected romp in the bathroom from an hour ago was hot, but he specifically promised that he would bend her over his bed, and now he was going back on his guarantee!


“Do you want me to quote what you said last night?” she asked. “You said ‘I’m gonna fuckin’ destroy you.’”


“I—”


“That’s what you said! I’m not making it up!” she continued to rant and rave. “You’re lying to me, baby!”


Her brown-haired son shook his head. “Just let me explain—”


“No, this is bullshit!”


He’d grown tired of being constantly interrupted. “Be quiet.”


“No, baby, this—”


“Stop!” he demanded.


Sarah immediately shut her mouth.


“Jesus, just give me a second, okay?” he chuckled. “We’re going to do doggy. I’m going to bend you over my bed just like I promised.”


Her formerly upset look swiftly changed. Suddenly, she was all smiles.


He took a deep breath at the sight of his mother relaxing. “I want to try something else with you first. Now, Rachel loved this. I stumbled across it online one night and she went crazy when I did it with her the first time. To be honest, she went crazy every time.”


She couldn’t help but be intrigued. “What did you guys do?”


He moved to the foot of the bed and motioned her closer. She promptly scurried along his mattress and looked to him for instructions.


“On your back.”


“God, I hate missionary,” she huffed dramatically.


“Just get on your back,” he laughed. “You’re so hardheaded sometimes.”


She flipped over onto her back while her legs dangled off the edge of the bed, but not before she rolled her eyes. “Fine, let’s just get it over with. That way we can get to the real fun.”


If Mike wasn’t motivated before, then now he was on a mission to show his mother just how wrong she really was.


“Lift your butt up a little bit.”


She raised her head off the sheets. “What? Why?”


“Stop asking so many questions. Just lift your butt up.”


She followed his instructions and felt the soft cotton of a pillow placed under her backside. Her hips were now elevated slightly as she patiently waited for Mike to move past whatever he attempted to do. The sooner he finished his game, the sooner they could get to the main event.


He stood at the foot of the bed—his feet on the hardwood floor—while his thighs pressed against the edge of his mattress as he took control of both his mother’s legs and placed them on his shoulders. He took a peek at the sexy high heels next to both sides of his head. Ever so slowly, he rubbed his stiff erection against her slick pussy lips.


Sarah did her best to hide her excitement. What exactly was this? It sure the hell wasn’t like any type of missionary sex that she’d ever experienced. The past two decades of her life consisted of being smothered by Jack’s big beer belly for the thirty seconds that he would last, but what she currently felt didn’t remind her of what she unfortunately had access to fifteen or so times a year. Her son’s chiseled abs, wide shoulders, bulging biceps, and handsome face were a very welcoming sight. Perhaps missionary could be fun, after all?


He pushed back inside her for the second time in the past hour, and was immediately overcome by a familiar sense of ecstasy. Everything about Mom was perfect. The way that her soft breasts bounced with every movement, how tight she felt, and especially her moans. It was what he craved constantly.


Only a few inches of his throbbing manhood disappeared inside her with each stroke. It was a difficult battle, but he successfully fought the temptation to fuck her as hard and deep as he could, and her dumbfounded expression encouraged him to keep at it. He wanted to change her world.


Her head perked up to look at her son. She was beyond baffled. “What is this?”


“It’s missionary sex,” he replied with a big grin.


“This isn’t missionary,” she pointed out. “I don’t know what this is.”


His left hand kept her right leg on his shoulder, but his right hand moved to her clean-shaven pussy. His index and middle finger gently massaged her clit as his cock continued its journey inside his favorite place on the planet.


Her head found the bed sheets again, while her hips squirmed with every mild thrust from her son’s big dick. Once again, she found herself staring straight up at his ceiling. “Baby, what is this?”


“I told you, it’s missionary,” he laughed. “Okay, do you want to know what it really is?”


A loud moan from between his mother’s pouty lips made her response extremely clear.


“Now, you may or may not know this—and chances are you don’t because it doesn’t sound like Dad knows what he’s doing—but the G-Spot is located about two to two and a half inches inside you. So, regular missionary sex may seem blah in your opinion, but the pillow I put under her butt creates an angle for me to hit your G-Spot. And you’re so turned on from the oral I gave you earlier that I knew you would feel it immediately.”


She struggled to focus. Somehow, her baby had opened her mind to an entirely new world of sex.


“These short strokes are hitting the perfect spot, aren’t they?” he asked. “And me playing with your clit while your G-Spot is stimulated creates an overwhelming experience. At least it always did for Rachel.”


“It-it-it-it is,” she stammered, preparing herself for the ride of her life.


He couldn’t help but laugh at his disarrayed mother. “It sure sounds like it. You see, Mom, I’m really into sex. Not only actual sexual acts, but reading and learning about it. There’s so much stuff on the internet to discover. I never would’ve known about this pillow trick if not for browsing a sex tips website on night. Nothing does it for me like making a woman I care about cum. It’s an unmatched feeling when I see you wiggle and fidget around on my bed because of something I’m doing to you.”


The warmth in her toes returned. This couldn’t possibly be happening. Not during sex! Even her boyfriends before Jack couldn’t make her cum during intercourse! She needed to relax and free herself. Whatever happened, happened. She just had to let everything go.


“How ya holding up there, Mom? Getting pretty close? Because you’re starting to writhe around like you always do before you cum. God, do I fuckin’ love seeing that. You gonna cum for Daddy?”


Hearing her son refer to himself as Daddy propelled the sweltering excitement throughout her insides. Suddenly, a lit torch was dropped down her throat once more, and that fire began to burn deep in her stomach before it spread to every nook and cranny of her being. It wasn’t like any of her previous orgasms. There was something different about feeling her son inside her. They were connected on a deeper level than when she received oral sex. In a way, it was like they absorbed one another’s souls, and she was done holding back.


Her body shook as a loud screech echoed in the bedroom. The back of her platform heels attempted to pull her son deeper inside her, and he somehow picked up on her desperate attempt to bring him closer. His short strokes were replaced by deep, long, loving pumps as she continued to cum all over his manhood. His hand moved away from her clit and grabbed onto her hip. He never stopped pounding her convulsing body until she finally came down from her powerful orgasm minutes later.


He had a simple question for his mother. “Still hate missionary?”


Her eyes finally opened. Everything seemed brighter. The white of the ceiling, the blue of the bed sheets, and the sexy brown hair on Mike’s head were all more vivid to her. Everything was more alive. Her world had been changed.


She parted her lips but nothing came out. She didn’t know what to say, to be honest. Her tongue was tied and she found herself reverting back to her most primal instincts.




“I’ll do whatever you want.”


He let out a loud laugh as he rubbed his cock against her glistening vaginal lips.


“I’m serious,” she told him firmly, finally collecting herself. “Any position you want, baby. I’ll do it. Oh my God, that was unreal.”


“Well, I think that someone still wants me to bend their sexy ass over my bed.”


“YES!” she screamed. She would be up for anything, but she still wanted her favorite position.


He moved to the side of his bed with a grin. “Alright, let’s go.”


She bolted off the bed and quickly buried her chest and stomach into his sheets. Her fit legs were aided by six inches of high-heeled goodness, and her butt gave him an inviting wiggle. The left side of her face pressed against the bed, allowing her to keep an eye on the stud behind her, and she was surprised to find a curious look on his face.


“I have an idea.”


“What is it?” she asked, interested in whatever he had on his mind.


“I want to tie your arms together.”


She didn’t show a second of hesitation in her response. “Yes!”


Seconds later, he used one of his t-shirts to handcuff her wrists behind her back. He squeezed the knot tightly and took a step back to reflect on the sight in front of him.


Mom wasn’t just in a submissive position anymore. Now, she was helpless. She was vulnerably bent over his bed and completely at his mercy. Something about her new circumstances made his already harder-than-ever dick throb. Maybe he liked being a dominant guy more than he realized?


“Try to move your arms.”


Mom attempted to separate her wrists but they didn’t budge. She was locked in.


“It’s not too tight, is it?” he checked.


“It’s perfect,” she responded. “Everything is so perfect.”


“Look at my little slut. Bent over my bed like a good girl. No one’s coming to help you now. You’re all mine.”


Her skin tingled. She wouldn’t trade places with anyone in the world at this very moment. Her son was right. She was bent over his bed like a good girl, and he could do anything that he wanted. It was paradise.


“I’ve been a bad girl, Daddy,” she whined.


“Oh, is that right?” he asked. He gave her perky butt a few firm whacks with his hard cock. “What’s my little girl been up to?”


Her cadence had been replaced by that of a childlike pout. She no longer spoke like a forty-three-year-old woman. Now, she resembled a little girl. “I’ve been touching myself.”


His hand replaced his cock as he squeezed her plump ass, allowing his fingers to absorb her backside. “Without my permission?”


“Without your permission. I’m sorry, Daddy. I can’t help it.”


He let out a disappointed huff. “And why’s that?”


“Because I’m a slut,” she answered, unable to hide the pep and energy in her voice when she said it. “And I think I need to be punished.”


“So do I,” he agreed with a grin. “Apologize.”


“I’m sorry, Daddy.”


“That’s not good enough,” he remarked.


His open palm crashed against her ass, immediately turning the light skin on her butt bright red.


“AHHH!” she yelped, surprised by his impressive strength and aggression. “I’m sorry, Daddy, but I did something else too. Something really bad.”


He stared down at the side of his mother’s face, making sure that she didn’t catch him rolling his eyes. He was well-aware of the game she wanted to play. Mom didn’t just want to get fucked, but she wanted to role-play as well.


“Oh yeah? What did you do now?”


She buried her face into the bed sheets to hide her smirk. “I’ve been thinking about other boys.”


“Is my little girl boy-crazy?”


“Maybe?” she pouted playfully. “I can’t help it, though, Daddy. I’m just so horny all the time. My classmates, teachers, and all the boys in the neighborhood get me sooooooo excited.”


His big hand slammed into her ass even harder this time.


“FUCK!!!” she shouted as her right leg bent momentarily due to the stinging in her ass. But it was a good pain. It was a pain that made her feel alive. It was a pain that she desperately craved more of.


“My little girl shouldn’t be thinking about other boys.”


“But I do,” Mom continued to whine. “I think about doing stuff with them. They all want to take me out, Daddy. I don’t want to be a prude.”


This time, his hand found her other butt-cheek and hammered into it with more force than his previous two slaps combined.


“OH MY FUCKING GOD!!!” Sarah screamed, her entire lower-body scathing in pain.


Panic set in for Mike. He immediately regretted how hard he’d smacked her. “Shit, are you alright?”


A few seconds of silence passed before Mom’s right eye turned back to him, exposing half her face again. “I played with one of the boys.”


“Mom, I’m being serious! Are you okay? That was way harder than I should’ve hit you!”


“I gave him a blowjob,” she told him with a grin. “I thought it would make him like me more.”


“Mom, seriously, cut it out for a minute!” he said, attempting to bring her back to reality. “You’re okay, right?”


“He told me that my daddy wouldn’t be happy if you found out what I did,” she went on, completely lost in character. “And do you want to know what I told him?”


He stared down at her.


“I said, ‘Fuck what my daddy thinks.’”


The one visible blue eye on Mom’s face said a million different things. It told him how much she loved him, how great of a son he was, and how she would do anything for him, but it also told him how badly she wanted this. An uncontrollable lust radiated from her eye, and he soaked up every drop. He needed to be a man for her.


He pushed his cock inside his mother and began pumping roughly.


It only took a handful of seconds for her world to be rearranged. This situation didn’t seem possible just seventy-two hours ago. Bent over a bed with a collar around her neck and her arms tied behind her back was stuff of masturbatory fantasies—not reality—but here she was, being driven into helplessly by the last person she ever would’ve imagined ravishing her sexually. But now the prospect of this never happening again became an impossibility to her. The fullness that filled her insides was incomparable to anything she’d ever experienced. The calloused hands gripping her hips made her feel tiny and vulnerable. Having her arms locked behind her back resulted in a susceptible sense of lust to flow throughout her body. She finally had everything she wanted. She finally had a real man.


His strong thrusts paused temporarily as he reached out to retrieve the leather leash that dangled off his bed. He found the lock and snapped it around the metal buckle on his mother’s collar. It was time to really step things up. He was ready to get a little wild.


His movements grew more intense as he choked up on the leash and snapped Mom’s neck back roughly. Suddenly, he stared down into her hungry eyes which were desperate to be defiled. His head hovered over her face, beads of sweat falling from his hair and dripping down onto her cheeks and forehead. He’d never felt more at home.


“I’m taking you whenever I want,” he reminded her.


Her piercing blue eyes stared up at him. Her look was sex-crazed and charged with desire and passion, and her demeanor encouraged him to leave his childhood in the past. He was a man now.


“Guess what will happen when you’re sitting on the couch with Dad?”


The loud sounds of skin smacking skin acted as the only answer when Sarah attempted to respond. Having her collar pulled back restricted her breathing, but she didn’t plan to mention it. It was exactly what she wanted.


“Wha-wha-what will you do, Da-Daddy?”


“I’m going to sit right next to you and pull you onto my lap,” he grunted down at her, his voice swarming with testosterone. “Because you’re my girl now.”


She couldn’t recall the last time she felt so worked up. She itched with excitement. “Wha-what if I’m in-in bed with your father?”


He yanked back on the leash harder, sending a clear message as to who he thought that she belonged to now.


“Maybe I’ll swing by and pay you guys a visit some night?” he asked himself.


She couldn’t hide her lustful grin.


“And maybe I’ll grab a handful of her beautiful blonde hair, yank you off your bed, and drag you into my room?” Mike told his mother while sweat poured off his face. “So you can spend the night with a real man.”


“What wou-wou-would Dad think a-a-a-a-about that?” she questioned, unable to speak smoothly due to the rough manner in which he fucked her. She could barely breathe!


He lowered his lips mere inches from her mouth. “Fuck what Dad thinks.”


He found her lips with his own mouth and their tongues tangled, joining each other in the forbidden dance that both had grown to love so much over the past few days. He wrapped his hands around her petite neck as he dropped the leash to the mattress below. She didn’t need to be choked by leather anymore. Now, she had real hands to do it.


He broke off their kiss. The mother and son attempted to speak to each other through their eyes. Whimpers, grunts, and passionate moans were the only verbal communication in the sweltering bedroom as the electricity from their bodies raised the temperature around them. They were animals in heat.


His heavy balls slammed into her clit with every vicious movement forward courtesy of his hips and powerful lower-body. “This is my pussy, isn’t it?”


“It’s all-all yours, Da-Da-Daddy,” she struggled to answer thanks to his hands clamping even tighter around her neck. “Sp-sp-sp-spit!”


A long string of spit fell toward Mom’s already parted and accepting lips. The strand of saliva hung in the air, seemingly defying gravity. Her lips moved together as she desperately slurped in an attempt to retrieve her baby’s precious fluid. Every single bit of him was a gift, and she refused to allow any part of him to fall to the sheets below.


She finally latched onto his treasured drool and it quickly vanished into her throat, down her esophagus, and joined the salad that she had for lunch in her stomach. But she wanted more.


“Again!”


Mike found more spit in his throat but paused before sending it in his mother’s direction. His thrusts inside her gripping pussy slowed, and his hands loosened around her neck as he stared into her eyes.


Her lips were sealed shut.


“Open up,” he instructed.


Mom’s mouth didn’t move.


“It’s kind of tough to spit into your mouth if it’s shut,” he chuckled. “You awake down there?”


Her lips finally separated, but it wasn’t to accept his saliva. Instead, she had something to tell him. “Spit in my face.”


His brow immediately furrowed. “What?”


“I want you to spit in my face,” she repeated.


Now, he was the hesitant one. “Um…are you…uh…sure you want that?”


This wasn’t the guy that she craved. The passive look in his eyes was the absolute last thing that she wanted to see. She immediately found herself longing for the confident stare of the stud she worshiped. She needed her man back.


“Your little girl wants to be a slut.”


Mike couldn’t conceal his concern. “You’re sure this isn’t too much?”


“We’ll just have to find out, won’t we?” she asked with a giggle.


And just like that, he returned to his rightful position of authority. Something about Mom’s tone lit a fire in him. Tonight, he would discover how far she truly wanted to be pushed. He called the shots while in her presence, and it was time for him to act like the man she wanted.


He locked his hands around her neck—pressing against the firm leather of her collar—and watched as a smile swept across his mother’s pretty face. Well, it was pretty now. He had a feeling that it wouldn’t be so beautiful in a matter of moments.


He searched deep in his throat for a thick wad of spit, and sent it sailing toward her face. It hammered into her right cheek and caused saliva to rocket in all directions. His previously dolled-up and innocent-looking mother now resembled a slutty mess, and she couldn’t possibly appear happier.


“Rub it in!” Mom begged.


His right hand briefly left her neck to fulfill her fantasy. He spread the vicious substance along her smooth skin, allowing her to soak in his fluids. She possessed a euphoric look. It was an expression of complete happiness, and it wasn’t hard to figure out why she was so pleased. He’d treated her like the bad little girl that she wanted to be in bed, and he couldn’t get enough of how excited he’d made her.


He let go of her neck and carefully lowered her head down to the mattress. “I’ll be right back. Don’t move.”


“No! Where are you going!?”


Footsteps sounded as her son’s voice grew more distant. “I’ll be back in a second! Don’t move!”


She felt so lonely and vacant. All of her satisfaction had vanished, along with the intoxicating aura that her son carried around with him everywhere he went. His presence created a sense of zen for her. Even when things were bad with Jack, a quick peek in Mike’s direction would make everything better, and her desire for him had multiplied tenfold after what they’d experienced together.


He wasn’t just her son anymore. Now, he was so much more than that. He was her lover, her soulmate, and her daddy. He was the man responsible for her sexual bliss, but he was gone! He was gone and she didn’t know when he would return!


The sound of loud footsteps from the upstairs hallway filled her with excitement. Seconds later, she could feel it. Mike’s energy had returned and her insides promptly tingled as a result. She couldn’t see him with her face buried in the sheets, but could absolutely feel him. Her reason for living was back in her newfound world of sexual bliss.


“Move your legs apart a little.”


A hand on her butt guided his request as her legs were now shoulder-width apart. His manhood sank into her once again, still fighting through her natural resistance which had yet to become accustomed to his thick size. She turned her face to look behind her, but something caused her to stop.


It was a foot.


With his hands still locked on her voluptuous hips and his left foot remaining on the ground, Mike had a rather risky idea running through his mind. He had to thank a certain adult male performer for bringing this sexual position to his attention. It was something he never did with Rachel, and to be completely honest, he never imagined doing it with any girl either. But then again, he never planned on walking a woman through a house on a leash either. Mom wasn’t a typical woman. She was special, and if she wanted it rough, then he would get rough with her.


His right foot landed up on the mattress, just inches from the side of Mom’s face. He remained hesitant, though. The sole of his foot found her cheek gently as he waited for the green light. He needed her complete approval.


“OH MY GOD, YES!!!”


It was exactly what he needed. The extremely enthusiastic reply from the gorgeous blonde bent over his bed caused his foot to press down on the side of her face. He drove her head into his mattress as his intense pumping once again resumed. It finally clicked for him. Not only did Mom really love rough sex, but so did he.


“You’re my little slut, aren’t you?”


A wetness tickled the rugged skin on the bottom of his foot. He turned his leg to remove the pressure from her face. He needed to check and make sure that Mom was okay, and he could only smile at what he saw.


Mom licked the sole of his foot.


“I’m your little slut,” she smiled back at him. “Put your foot back on my face and push hard! Please, Daddy!”


His smile vanished and was quickly replaced by the cocky grin that Mom loved so much. His foot rested on the mattress, just inches from where she wanted it. He didn’t plan to make it that easy for her.


“You’re going to have to do better than that,” he said.


“I wasn’t being totally honest when I told you about my fantasies.”


His big cock came to rest inside her snug pussy. “What?”


“Remember when I told you about my fantasies?” she asked. “About how I think of you when I play with myself?”


He nodded.


“I really do think about you,” she told him. “Actually, I probably think about you more than I admitted; and, well, our fun usually wraps up with really messy facials. God, do I love having you cover me! This morning was so hot! Baby, I played with myself for like an hour after you went to school. I was almost late for work because I completely lost track of time, and I didn’t clean up before I got myself off either. I grabbed my vibrator before I returned to your room and hopped into your bed. I came three times with your cum all over my face!”


Love wasn’t even the proper word to describe his feelings toward his mother anymore. He was absolutely obsessed with her.


Sarah dropped her voice to a childlike whimper once again. It was clear that she couldn’t get enough of being her son’s little fucktoy. “But my fantasies don’t always end with facials.”


He attempted to control himself as Mom’s perfect pussy slowly slid the length of his motionless cock. She was the one who did the work now, and he still couldn’t believe that he’d lasted so long. The blowjob from this morning and the quickie in the bathroom an hour ago definitely helped, but it was no secret that he was approaching the end. It would be quite a while before he reached the point where he could last as long as he wanted with her. She just drove him too crazy.


“How do they end?” he asked.


“Sometimes, you cum inside me,” she answered with a wicked purr.


He smiled back at her. How crazy was that? His own mother fantasized about him cumming inside her? It was insane!


“And…I uh…do have this one fantasy.”


His eyes squinted sharply as a result of her sudden nervous demeanor.


“Promise me that you won’t think it’s weird.”


“Of course, I won’t think it’s weird,” he assured her. “What’s your fantasy?”


She looked away from him, staring at the bed instead. “I um…I think about you cumming inside me, but sometimes…I..I think…”


He waited anxiously.


“I think about you getting me pregnant.”


He pressed down on her face with her foot and drove it into the bed. Two strong hands locked around her hips and his lower-body rocketed forward, putting an end to Mom’s playful antics. It was time for him to take control again. Fantasy or not, that was the single hottest thing he’d ever heard, and he planned to show his incredible mother how much she meant to him.


Her loud yelps and moans were muffled from a combination of the bottom of his foot and the bed sheets. He didn’t hold back any longer. Every motion forward was an attempt to impale her. Every rough thrust was made with the intent to give her something that she’d never felt before. He refused to allow Mom to go look for some other guy. He didn’t even want her to think about another man. There was no need. She slept under the same roof as a guy who could play out each and every one of her fantasies, and he would live out his own desires in the process.


Fuck romance novels. Sarah’s days of reading the work of a homely female author who’d probably never experienced good sex were over. Hell, maybe she would try writing erotica herself? She had a feeling that she would be a seasoned veteran in the world of rough sex before the week was over, and maybe she could help out all the women in their forties who weren’t being properly taken care of as well? But something told her that she wouldn’t have too much free time after today.


His grunts made her giddy. Her son’s deep and rugged voice caused her to feel like so much more of a woman. She didn’t have a boy rocking her world; she had a man. She had a ripped, aggressive, athletic jock with a big dick all to herself, but an unforeseen warmth swiftly captured her attention. It couldn’t possibly be what she thought it was.


Her clit was only touched when Mike’s big balls occasionally thudded against her pussy, but it didn’t happen every time he thrust forward. Her arms were tied behind her back and his hands were still locked on her hips, so what caused the prickly feeling all over her skin then? She needed clitoral stimulation to orgasm. Even the pillow sex trick that he’d showed her earlier resulted in her cumming because his fingers rubbed her clit while they enjoyed each other’s bodies, but this was different. This was a warmth not only in her stomach, but deep in her soul.




She suddenly felt like she’d been thrown into a five-hundred degree oven.


Everything tingled, then it scorched, and now a feeling of paralysis overtook her body as she convulsed helplessly. A tsunami of pleasure washed over her limp being. Bombs exploded inside her as unimaginable screams of pleasure and disbelief poured from between her lips. She opened her eyes and only saw darkness—not the bottom of her son’s foot or the blue of the bed sheets—but black. Was she in a different world? Had everything changed? The previous forty seconds of heaven made her feel like a new woman. She was no longer a forty-three-year-old mother of one. Now, she was now a sexually liberated goddess who’d discovered her soulmate.


Her eyes shut and quickly reopened. The peachy bottom of Mike’s foot was vivid and colorful. The blue of the bed sheets was rich and eloquent. She was full even though she hadn’t eaten in close to six hours. She was quenched despite not being able to recall her last glass of water. Sarah was high on love, orgasmic bliss, and mutual pleasure. Seven orgasms in a little over an hour had taken her to the peaks of sexual euphoria, and her only interest involved returning the favor to her man. He had to experience nirvana. His mind needed to be opened to the same level of entitlement that she’d just reached.


Mike couldn’t hold out any longer. He slammed roughly into Mom, his cock finding its way as deep inside her seemingly silk-coated vagina as it could, and filled her with his incestuous seed. Powerful sensation after sensation exploded from the tip of his steel pole as his foot simultaneously pressed down harder due to the overwhelming bliss he experienced. Rachel, masturbating, or even edging: nothing had made him feel like this. His worries and concerns were exorcised out of his body with every potent explosion of semen from his throbbing manhood.


Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, it ended.


His foot left Mom’s face and retook its original place on the hardwood floor, but something that he said to her yesterday played in his head repeatedly. He would stay inside her. He wanted her to feel him and remember what he did to her, and he certainly wasn’t in any hurry to leave.


As amazing as her previous orgasms felt, knowing that she brought her son the ultimate joy gave Sarah even more pleasure. His warm seed that soaked her insides signaled a connection on an unbreakable level. Their relationship had always been like steel, but tonight cemented an eternal bond between the two. She’d completely accepted him, and he’d given himself to her unconditionally. She’d never felt closer to another entity in her life.


He pulled out slowly and reluctantly, watching in awe as a seemingly endless flow of cum poured from Mom’s hole. Semen coated her vaginal lips and continued to drip down to join the river of fluids that had collected below. His DNA was not only on her pussy, but it was deep inside it. She was his.


“Don’t move,” he demanded.


The horrific sound of footsteps leaving the room had become all-too-familiar for her, but she knew that he would return. She waited patiently with the left side of her face still buried in the comfortable mattress. The glowing world around her had yet to dim. Was this still somehow part of her earth-shattering orgasm from minutes ago, or was it a sign of how things would be from now on? Would Mike’s computer desk always be such an intense shade of amber, or would her surroundings eventually return to the ways of old? She would ponder her questions later.


Because Mike was coming back.


Her arms were untied and her neck was pulled back by her leash as she allowed her son to control her. He yanked her off the bed and she stumbled backward, crashing into her baby, who caught her without a problem.


“You okay?” he checked.


She gazed up into his warm eyes and nodded. Of course, she was okay. Her legs were weak, her body was exhausted, and everything still felt hot, but she was in the grasp of the most intoxicating man in the world. How couldn’t she be great?


She shifted her attention down to the floor where she expected to see a mess of cum on the hardwood, but it was completely clean.


She looked up at the handsome face attached to the muscular body that she couldn’t get enough of. “Where is it?”


“Do you want to go for a walk?” he asked, yet to release her from his grasp.


She couldn’t possibly be more confused. How could his cum just disappear? She rubbed her pussy and all of her fingers possessed a coating of semen, reaffirming that she hadn’t imagined the greatest sex of her life. It really happened, so how was the evidence gone?


“Come on,” he said after tugging on the leash.


Sarah sank to her knees and found herself in a familiar position as she crawled behind her son. They ventured out of his room and down the hallway where she expected to be taken downstairs. Instead, he pushed her closed-bedroom door open.


Her eyes immediately picked up on the one out-of-place object in her room. A particular metallic bowl with green and orange designs had been placed to the side of her bed, and the sight of her name in hot pink jumped out at her even more than before. The bowl hadn’t changed, though. No, it was her world that was still more lucid and sharp.


He led her into the room and came to a stop at the side of his parents’ bed. He turned his head and gave her a slight nod, encouraging her to move closer.


Her hands and knees thudded on the hardwood floor as her mission toward her bowl grew closer. Why had he motioned her toward the bowl? And why was it in her bedroom at all? She finally stopped just inches from the silver dish and gasped loudly.


It was full of cum.


The bottom of the surface wasn’t visible thanks to a layer of thick white seed. Everything briskly made sense to her. He’d told her to move her legs apart, stay in place, and wait for his return back in his bedroom, and she quickly learned that his words had very real meaning.


He’d disappeared to retrieve her bowl and placed it on the floor between her legs. He’d pulled out of her pussy and waited as his precious fluids dripped out of her and collected inside the dish. It was his final gift to her: a bowl full of her favorite person. She sent a big smile his way before turning her attention to her dinner.


Sarah lapped up her son’s cum like a dog.


This was it. She finally found her much-desired state of submission. It was compliance, obedience, and deference. She didn’t want to ask anymore. Instead, she wanted to be told. She yearned to be led rather than lead. She was treated like a queen outside of the bedroom. She was the star of her son’s life and that would never change, but she wanted nothing more than to be his personal slut inside his bedroom. She was his little toy to play with, and as much as she loved licking up her son’s treat with her tongue, the rest of her wanted to taste him too badly to wait.


She picked up the bowl with her hands and eagerly slurped up his seed.


“I’ve never seen a dog do that,” Mike laughed.


She polished the bowl clean and crawled over to Mike as he leaned against the bedroom wall. She gripped the base of his manhood and squeezed toward the head, dying to find another drop to suck out of him. The tip of his manhood turned white, revealing the very last of him that had yet to be drained.


She wrapped her lips around his cock and sucked him dry.


He stumbled over to his parents’ bed and plopped down on the mattress. He’d never felt so sexually satisfied in his life. It didn’t take long for Mom to hop up and join him, and her pouty lips wasted little time wrapping around his semi-hard dick as she put the finishing touches on her mission to extract every last drop out of him.


Moments later, the side of her face rested against her son’s fit midsection. “Greatest night of my life.”


“Mine too,” Mike agreed with a big smile.


“Seven orgasms! Seven! Do you have any idea how crazy that is? And can we talk about that foot thing for a minute?”


He could only laugh at some of the crazy things that he’d done. “I had a feeling you would like it.”


“Like it? It was insane! Baby, you’re unbelievable in bed!”


His face couldn’t glow any brighter. No compliment would ever come close to what he’d just heard.


“I just…I really don’t know what to say,” she struggled to convey her feelings. “Like, you blew away my expectations. I’ve never felt like this. I’ve never felt anything like this! It was so amazing!”


He ran his hand through his mother’s blonde hair. Slime and drool from his spit dripped off her pretty face and stuck to his abs, and part of him loved that. He was absolutely everywhere. Inside her, on her, and covering her face at the same time: he’d claimed Mom for his own.


She gazed into her son’s masculine eyes. “You need to eat dinner. Anything you want. Just name it.”


He took a moment to think. “French toast sounds good.”


“French toast it is!” she declared. “How much?”


“A lot.”


“A big stack of french toast for my man,” she smiled. “How about this? I’m going to jump in the shower real quick, and then I’ll get started on dinner after. You can take a shower while I’m cooking, and there will be a big plate of french toast waiting for you when you’re done.”


“That sounds perfect.”


“Now, I know this doesn’t need to be said, but the pregnancy thing was obviously a fantasy,” she spoke up. “I mean, I’m sure that was probably weird for you to hear.”


“Hey, if it gets you off, then it gets you off. Nothing is weird in my book. Just like how you know I obviously respect Dad. The stuff I said about owning you is the same as the pregnancy thing. It’s just hot to say in the heat of the moment.”


She planted a big kiss on his stomach. How could one man understand her so well? “My perfect angel. I love you so much.”


“I love you too, Mom.”


Sarah rolled off the bed and skipped out of the room with an unprecedented pep in her step. Even the idea of cooking for her baby excited her more than usual. She just wanted to make him happy after what he’d done for her. He deserved it!


She hurried into the bathroom and turned on the water. She needed to speed things along. Her man was hungry, after all!





Five Minutes Later.





Her plan to hurry things along had failed. She’d simply stood in the shower for the past five minutes, staring blankly at the wall while the warm water washed over her. She’d removed her collar before stepping into the tub, and she couldn’t help but notice the bright red ring around her throat. Mike’s handprints joined the marks left by her collar as well and she could only smile. It was a reminder of what he’d done to her.


Her hair went in a million different directions, spit covered her face, cum leaked from her pussy and ran down her legs, and she’d never been happier. She’d yet to stop reflecting on the past ninety minutes of her life. Part of her didn’t want to move. She desired nothing more than to stand right in the middle of the shower and bask in the reality of her new sex life. Everything was perfect.


Her thoughts were interrupted by the shower curtain opening.


“Well, hello there,” she giggled after looking to see who’d joined her.


A naked Mike stepped inside the shower and moved next to his mother. His fingers ran through her long, wet, blonde locks that were covered with soapy suds. “Need a hand?”


She smiled and turned her back to him, allowing him to wash her hair. Such an experience had never occurred in her twenty-eight combined years of dating and marriage. No one had ever taken the level of interest in her that Mike had—let alone display such a level of affection. He seriously washed her hair for her? Every minute in his presence made her melt faster in his hands. She always knew that she would do anything for her little boy, but it’d become abundantly clear that she would do anything for her man as well.


He moved her under the shower head and allowed the water to rinse her off. Her pretty blonde head sparkled as the last remnants of their wild evening together was cleaned. Her perfect body glistened from the water. Messy or clean, he honestly didn’t care. Mom was perfect and he loved her in every way.


She was clean…for now.


His left hand gripped her shoulder as he rubbed his hard cock against her pussy. He reached in front of her and turned the handle, causing water to pour out even hotter than before.


“Again?” she asked with her eyebrows raised. She certainly hadn’t expected something so soon. Didn’t he need time to rebound?


“I remember seeing shower sex on someone’s list of fantasies.”


She temporarily lost her breath. How did she forget? Shower sex was her number one fantasy for years, but Mike presence in the tub with her didn’t ring any bells about the items on her sexual bucket list. But then again, her mind wasn’t all there. Her orgasmic high had yet to wear off.


He pushed inside her and couldn’t believe the shock of electricity which consumed him. Multiple orgasms and she still felt like heaven, but he didn’t plan to be rough and aggressive like before. Instead, he would be slow and sensual. Plus, he had a few things he wanted to discuss.


“I shut the door and closed the window.”


She glanced back curiously. “What?”


The shower curtain was yanked open courtesy of her son, exposing the two to the bathroom. Thick sheets of steam danced in the air, creating a sauna-like environment.


“How good do we look?” he asked.


She admired their reflection in the bathroom mirror. The dense fog limited her vision, but it didn’t completely blind her. A powerful stud stood before her, and her fit body looked extra sexy thanks to the glistening water. The surrounding haze added to the already sensual atmosphere.


Her outstretched hands pressed against the bathroom wall. “We look perfect.”


He gripped onto her luscious hips before leaning forward into her ear. “Where did this fantasy come from?”


“The movies,” she answered with a sheepish smile. The softer, more loving side of Mike was something that she could see herself growing to love. Yes, she would want to be treated like a slut nine times out of ten, but she definitely didn’t mind his tender side.


“The movies? What movie?”


She continued to stare at their captivating reflection in the mirror, water hitting her breasts as her son pumped into her from behind. “Fifty Shades of Grey.”


His passionate strokes came to a sudden stop. “Are you serious? You watch that dumb stuff?”


“Hey, Christian Grey doesn’t have anything on you,” she pointed out. “You would teach him a thing or two.”


“Fuckin’ right I would,” he whispered into her ear. He resumed his movement as his pumps quickly grew in strength. “What a naughty girl you are going to see that at the movies. You were probably all wet and messy in your seat, weren’t you?”


“Yeah…” she giggled.


“Such a bad girl. All you little sluts probably wanted to play with yourselves in the theater. Did you touch yourself?”


“I wanted to,” she admitted honestly. “So did Lisa.”


His eyebrows perked up. The soft sex from mere moments ago had turned into rough standing doggy. “Lisa? Your sexy friend wanted to touch herself too?”


Her whimpers made it awfully difficult to respond, but she wouldn’t allow her pleasure to stop her. “My-my-my sexy friend?”


“I’ve always had a thing for Lisa,” he grunted into her ear. “She’s probably a bad girl too, just like you. It’s pretty obvious that her husband isn’t getting the job done either.”


Her son was absolutely correct about that. Lisa was the only person she knew who was more sexually frustrated than herself. At least she got some action from her husband once or twice a month. Lisa didn’t get sex at all!


A previously unexplored fantasy popped into his head. “Maybe you should give her a call? Invite her over for some fun.”


“Li-Li-Lisa?”


“What if she’s our threesome girl? Maybe I’ll watch you two make out with each other…over the head of my cock.” He moved away from her ear and gave her the vicious type of pounding that she loved so much.


Was Lisa their threesome girl? Sarah had never considered doing anything sexual with her best friend of over ten years, but she couldn’t fault her baby for having a crush on her bestie. Lisa was a busty brunette with a fun personality to match, and now the idea of sharing Mike with her turned her on more than she’d ever expected.


It looked like she had a new fantasy to add to her ever-growing list.





Chapter 10 — A Guilty Conscience








November 14th. Monday Evening. 6:07 PM.





Sarah checked the broccoli and cheese soup on the stove. The greatest week of her life officially wrapped up last night when Jack arrived home from the airport. Now, her sexless lifestyle returned until her husband went out of town again in three weeks. The idea of messing around with Mike while Jack was at work or sleeping wasn’t something that she was necessarily comfortable with. Unfortunately, the sad truth was that she was currently burdened by an immense sense of guilt.


She was a cheater.


She’d made a commitment twenty years ago to a man she loved, and she still loved him if she was being honest. Sure, it was hard to explain why she had such strong feelings for her husband—who seemingly didn’t want anything to do with her—but she did. Maybe it was a sense of familiarity? Or perhaps it was because he’d given her the most incredible son in the world? Whatever it was, she still had feelings for the guy who worked on his laptop at the kitchen table, oblivious to any of the shenanigans that had taken place while he was out of town.


And boy, did some shenanigans take place.


Thursday. Breakfast in bed with a blowjob started the day; and raw, relentless, passionate sex filled the better part of the six hours after Mike returned home from basketball practice. Dinner didn’t take place until close to midnight due to their inability to keep their hands off of each other. The shower, both bedrooms, the basement, kitchen, and the living room all turned into sexual playgrounds.


She even dressed in an array of outfits at the encouragement of her son! Apparently, he wanted a fashion show after taking a peek inside her closet. At first, she was surprised by the rather odd request, but the girl in her wouldn’t turn down the chance to play dress-up, and the two ended up going at it after each and every one of her bedroom runway walks.


Friday. Mike’s team had a basketball game against their rival school on Friday night. Like always, she was in attendance, but a few things changed on this particular day. Primarily, her decision to not wake him with a blowjob in bed. She wanted her man at full-strength for the big game and he certainly didn’t disappoint. He played great, his team won, and she eagerly awaited him at home with a big plate of pasta when he walked through the door.


But that was just the start of things.


She threw his sweaty basketball jersey into the washer before leading him up to her bedroom where the shower curtain had been draped over the bed. Lit candles created the perfect environment for a deep, sensual oil massage over the course of the next hour. She slipped away halfway through her massage to toss his jersey into the dryer, and then returned to retrieve it after she wrapped up their session.


The massage took place for a few reasons. One, Mike needed it. All of his working out and basketball resulted in sore muscles and bumps and bruises. She needed to rub all of his nagging pains away, but her primary reason involved keeping him in tip-top shape. Her stud couldn’t experience back pain or sore joints. She wanted him ready to go twenty-four seven. It was a lot to ask of him, but she would work her hardest to keep him in peak condition.




She returned from the basement with a surprise at the conclusion of their massage, and the look on his face melted her heart. She’d never seen him so excited. It was the exact reaction that she so badly desired.


She’d strutted back into her bedroom in a pair of white silhouette heels and Mike’s white basketball jersey, and it didn’t take long for her to give him the best blowjob of his life. But as much as she loved having his throbbing meat between her pouty lips, what he did after he discovered that his basketball jersey was her only item of clothing caused him to take her to heaven. He bent her over the side of the bed and she knew exactly what was on his mind as his thick meat sank inside her. There had to be something so primal about seeing her wearing his jersey. And she could feel it too! She was owned!


They went through an entire forty-ounce bottle of oil that night.


Saturday. The past four days had been all about animalistic lust, so Saturday was a drastic change from the previous ninety-six hours. The two spent the better part of the afternoon hiking through their hometown’s mountainous surroundings that they sometimes took for granted. Their journey ended at a hidden waterfall in the deepest part of a relatively unexplored valley, but it didn’t really hit home for her until the moment she felt his strong arm wrap around her shoulder and pull her closer while they gazed at the magnificent view. She experienced the deepest connection of her life. No amount of foreplay, sex, or excitement had ever matched her level of love. She was cherished and protected. The hours of conversation they had while hiking wasn’t one-sided like it always was with Jack. Mike was truly interested in what she had to say, and she wanted nothing more than to spend every waking minute with him.


They swung by a hot dog stand on their way home and enjoyed dinner on one of the picnic tables outside of the shack. Memories of her adolescence flooded her mind every time she gazed across the table at her son, but at the same time, she knew what she was. She was a forty-three-year-old woman—not a teenager—but he didn’t make her feel that way. He made her feel youthful and alive. They weren’t at some overpriced restaurant where they had to wait forty minutes to be seated. Instead, they ate the way that high school and college couples did, and she couldn’t get enough of that aura of youth.


Mike surprised her again when he took her to the movies instead of heading home after their meal. Was she his high school girlfriend, his wife, or his mother at this point? Maybe she was a combination of all three? And while Sarah loved all of the romantic—and most importantly thoughtful gestures—she couldn’t exactly control herself. The twenty minute ride home consisted of her sucking his cock while he was behind the wheel, and the two eventually pulled into an empty parking lot in order to fool around in the backseat of his car. Saturday was her favorite day in her forty-three years on the planet.


Breakfast in bed with a blowjob was how she greeted her baby when he opened his eyes on Sunday morning. The two messed around a few times in the afternoon, but a sense of depression quickly sank in for her when she realized that Jack was returning home. A matter of hours were all that separated her from her regular life, but reality set in for her as well. She’d committed infidelity.


She couldn’t take it anymore.


“I had an affair while you were gone.”


Jack’s eyes left his computer for the first time in over an hour. “What?”


Sarah’s line of sight shifted to the same kitchen floor that she’d crawled across just days ago. “I had an affair while you were gone.”


…


…


She peeked up to see her husband staring at her. She had to explain herself. “I’m sorry. I just…I…you never touch me! Well, you do, but it’s like once a month! You aren’t open to giving me what I want, you never seem interested in me, and it’s like being around me is some kind of inconvenience for you! I just—”


“Who is he?” Jack interrupted, never raising his voice.


“Does it matter?”


“Does it matter who my wife cheated on me with?” he asked. “Yeah, it does.”


“You know him.”


He took a deep breath as he prepared himself for anything. “I know him?”


She nodded, avoiding eye contact once again. “Yes.”


He pondered the situation for a moment before asking, “Who is he?”


“I’m sorry, okay?” she apologized, her voice quivering as she spoke. “I feel so guilty. You’re my husband and I broke your trust.”


“Who is he?”


She glanced over at the oven, dreading the can of worms that she was about to open. “Mike…”


“Mike? Who’s Mike?”


“Mike,” she repeated.


Jack was confused. “I don’t know a Mike.”


She finally looked up and gazed into her husband’s brown eyes. “Our son.”


Suddenly, Jack’s serious look was replaced by a smile. “Oh, that’s a good one!”


“No, Jack, I’m serious.”


“Mike!” he exclaimed as his guffaw grew in strength. “That’s funny. Sick, but funny. Wow, you almost had me there for a minute!”


Her puzzled expression had yet to change. “I’m not joking.”


Slowly but surely, his smile shrank. His wife’s constantly worried expression caused him to consider the possibility that something had actually happened. “Wait, did you really cheat on me?”


“With Mike,” she told him again.


“You did something with our son? Something…sexual?” he questioned, panic starting to set in.


“We did a lot of things,” she confessed shyly.


“You need to tell me that this is a joke, Sarah.”


…


…


His wife’s decision to stare at the floor revealed the gravity of the situation. “Jesus Christ!”


“What am I supposed to do, Jack?” she shouted. “It’s not like you left me any options!”


“Mike!!! Get down here!!!” he screamed upstairs.


Her guilt-ridden face changed to horror. What had she just done? “No, It wasn’t his fault! He was just trying to help me!”


Footsteps sounded from above before the noise of hurried stomping filled the kitchen. Seconds later, their son joined them in the kitchen.


“Sit,” Jack instructed his son.


Mike took a seat across the table.


Jack decided to get right to the point. “I know what you and your mother have been up to.”


The high school senior instantly turned to his mom, completely flabbergasted. He quickly spun back around to face Dad. “I-I…it wasn’t anything…uh…personal. I just—”


“You had sex with your mother?” Jack interrupted.


Mike gulped but his mouth was dry. It sounded pretty bad when he heard it out loud. “We um… We…”


Jack wasn’t in the mood for games. “It’s a yes or no answer, son. Did you and Mom have sex when I was gone?”


The teen’s eyes were on the kitchen table below him. “Yeah…”


“You had sex?” Dad asked again. “Say it so I’m positive that I’m not misunderstanding anything.”


“We had sex,” Mike admitted, meek as ever. He couldn’t believe the situation that he found himself in.


Jack stood up and walked out of the back of the house, disappearing into the backyard.


“You told him!?”


Sarah immediately bolted back to her son. “I had to.”


“What!? Why!? Mom, oh my God!”


“Baby, it’ll be fine,” she said in an attempt to relax his nerves.


“It’ll be fine? It’ll be fine!?” he yelled. “What!? No, it won’t! He’s going to lose his mind!”


“Dad isn’t like that.”


He looked around the kitchen, frantic. “Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! I need to get a knife or something.”


“A knife!?”


“He’s going to try to kill me!” Mike shouted as he bolted out of his seat. “I need something to protect myself! Go upstairs and lock your bedroom door!”


She hurried out of her chair and moved in front of the drawer that held the silverware. “Sit down! No one is going to try to kill anyone. Sweetheart, relax.”


He sat back in his seat, running his hands through his thick hair. “He’s going to do something. Mom, he knows that we messed around! He’s not just going to walk in here and be fine with it!”


“And he’s not going to try to kill you either!” Mom told him. “Yes, maybe there will be some yelling and stuff, but we’ll work through it. It’ll all blow over.”


He was dumbfounded. “It’ll blow over? Really? Is that what you think? Dad just found out that his son has been fucking his wife. Do you honestly think that will just blow over?”


Her attempt to answer his rather sarcastic question was cut short by her husband making his way back into the house. Jack found his original seat in front of his laptop, appearing to be deep in thought.


A few moments of silence passed.


“How was it?”


The mother and son couldn’t be more confused from what had come out of Jack’s mouth.


“The sex,” Jack clarified, his steady tone never swaying. “How was it?”


Sarah decided to take the lead. “Amazing.”


“He’s into the same stuff that you are?”


Her look possessed a healthy mix of joy and confusion. Jack was so cool and collected as he sat in front of his computer. There was no yelling, fighting, or even disappointment. It was a bizarre reaction.


She decided to be as honest as she could. “We’re into the exact same stuff.”


“The rough things too? Mike’s into that?”


She nodded.


He looked at his son. “You’re honestly into that stuff? You weren’t just doing it for her?”


“I’m into it…” Mike answered cautiously, still unsettled by Dad’s lack of passion and rage.


Jack took another moment to process the situation before he shocked everyone in the room. “I’m fine with it.”


Sarah’s brain nearly exploded. “What!?”


“I’m fine with it,” Jack reaffirmed. “Listen, I can’t keep up with you—obviously. Now, I don’t have any interest in keeping up with you either. We’ve gone over that before. I’m busy, I have other stuff going on, and sex isn’t as important to me as it is to you.”


Sarah and Mike both couldn’t believe what they were hearing.


“Mike is a good-looking, fit, eighteen-year-old jock. Something tells me that he can match your insane sex drive,” Jack continued. “Sarah, I know that I can be distant at times. I know that I haven’t made an attempt to give you what you want. I’m sorry. I do love you. I always have and I always will, but I can’t give you what you need in bed. I would be furious right now if you cheated on me with literally any other guy. However, knowing that Mike took care of you doesn’t bug me.”


He decided to reassure his worried son. “It’s fine.”


The teen still wasn’t sold. “I uh—”


“It’s fine,” Jack interrupted. “Really. It is. I’m okay with it.”


Mike still couldn’t get over what he’d heard. “You are?”


“You’re taking care of Mom. How can I get mad about that?” he asked his son. “Here’s how things will work from now on. From this moment forward, Mom’s your girlfriend.”


Mike’s jaw dropped.


“It’s your job to take her out, do things with her, and to fulfill all of her sexual needs,” he went on. “Now, I’ll obviously give you money, and I want you to treat her to dinner and surprise her with gifts from time to time. School and sports need to stay a priority for you, but Mom will be part of your daily routine from now on. I assume that you’re good with that?”


“Am I good with that?” Mike laughed. He spun and observed the ear-to-ear smile on Mom’s face. “Does that sound good to you?”


“It sounds amazing,” she answered.


He looked back at Dad. “Can we like…um…mess around…whenever? Because we’ve kind of been going at it anywhere and everywhere.”


“Yeah, don’t pay me any concern,” Jack said. “Just keep doing the stuff that you two have been up to while I was gone. Although, Mom is still your mother. I know that I don’t have to tell you this, but you still need to treat her with respect. Just like I’m still your dad and that will never change. You’re just a little more to Mom now.”


Mike’s newly-acquired smile matched that of his mother. “This is so fuckin’ awesome. What if I want to make out with Mom right now? Is that cool?”


Jack looked back at his computer. “Fine with me.”


Mike smiled at Mom and he didn’t have to say a word. She was already on her way over. Moments later, she sat on his lap and the two kissed passionately—just like they had so many times over the past week.


He broke off their affection and gazed into the pretty blue eyes that he loved so much. “My girlfriend, huh?”


“Your girlfriend,” she smirked before her tongue reached out and gave his lips a little lick. “Does my boyfriend want his big cock sucked?”


He glanced over at his father who seemed lost in his work. This was really happening! He had twenty-four seven, guilt-free access to the most unbelievable woman alive from this moment forward! He could take her out on dates and fool around whenever he wanted! Not only was he encouraged to do so, but Dad told him it was his job!


He whispered into Mom’s ear and watched her beautiful face swiftly light up with excitement. She jumped out of his lap and scrambled out of the kitchen and upstairs to her room.


“Thanks, Dad.”


Jack nodded as he remained focused on his work.


“She’s fuckin’ amazing,” Mike went on. “You’re a lucky guy. I mean, she’s the most incredible girl ever.”


He took a peek at his son. His look of disagreement was impossible to miss. “Yeah…she’s a good woman.”


“She’s more than that. God, she’s so unbelievable. I’m going to be completely honest with you. I felt guilty all week. Don’t get me wrong, it was the greatest six days of my life; but you’re my dad, and I love you. It didn’t feel right, but Mom’s needs come before everything else. I could never say no to her. I’m just happy that you not only know about it, but you’re on board with it too. It’s a huge relief.”


The sound of footsteps distracted Jack before he could manage to continue his conversation with his son, and what he saw caused a look of confusion to immediately sweep across his face. “Really?”


Sarah and Mike exchanged grins.


“Daddy’s girl?” he asked, pointing at the black collar wrapped around his wife’s neck. “Where did you get that from?”


“It was a present from Mike,” she told him before catching herself. “Excuse me, it was a present from Daddy. Now, I’d love to chat about it, but my daddy needs his blowjob.”


She dropped to her knees, tugged her son’s athletic shorts down to his knees, and accepted his hard cock between her lips.


Jack tried his hardest to focus on his work, but it was rather difficult with what he was hearing. Maybe Sarah hadn’t exaggerated when she talked about some of her more outlandish fantasies? The conversation he currently listened to was quite the eye opener.


“Anytime I want,” Mike moaned while Mom was busy doing what she did best. “You’re going to be a good girl and keep Daddy happy, aren’t you?”


Her tongue slid along his thick shaft before she gazed up at him. “Of course, that’s my job. To keep my daddy happy.”


“Give me that fuckin’ mouth,” he grunted as he grabbed a handful of her blonde hair and pushed her head down on his rock-hard erection. “Daddy’s little cock hungry slut.”


Sounds of choking filled the kitchen as Sarah kneeled before her son obediently and allowed him to use her throat. There was no more guilt or frustration. She now had a lifetime of fun and attention in store for her. Her little angel would always be there for her, and she had zero doubt that she would always be there for him as well. They were a match made in heaven.


“Can I get some money, Dad?”


Jack’s baffled eyes left the sight of his wife being blissfully face-fucked, and moved to the guy seated next to him. “Money?”


“Yeah, I want to take Mom out to dinner tonight,” Mike said.


Sarah may as well have been living a dream. First, she could openly worship the love of her life whenever she wanted. Second, her baby wanted to spend all of his free time with her! It was heaven!


Jack retrieved his wallet and slid a trio of twenties in front of his son.


“Give Lisa a call.”


She pulled off of her son’s perfect dick and gazed into his eyes. “Lisa?”


“Yep, she’s coming to dinner with us,” Mike told her.


Selfishly, Sarah wanted her angel all to herself, but she was responsible for his latest decision, wasn’t she? She’d raised a perfect gentleman, after all. Only a guy like her son would invite his mother’s best friend to dinner. He was so thoughtful. And—


Sarah’s jaw abruptly dropped.


Memories rushed back from their first time together in the shower. While her angel was certainly a gentleman, his offer to invite her girlfriend to dinner wasn’t made with innocent intentions. No, he had something naughty on his mind, and his wicked look confirmed her hunch. Tonight, her baby wanted to be bad.


She jumped to her feet and bolted for the stairs, eager to get her phone that was up in her bedroom.


“Tell Lisa to wear something sexy!” Mike yelled as he listened to his mother bolt upstairs. “I want to see her big fuckin’ tits!”


She ran into her bedroom and called her bestie. She didn’t need to be instructed regarding her wardrobe because she knew exactly what her son wanted to see when it came to her outfit. She would show plenty of skin tonight, her girlfriend would wear something exceptionally provocative after she relayed her invitation to dinner with a mysterious stud, and Mike would totally seduce her BFF over a good meal.


A few hours from now, she would share Mike with her girlfriend. She could help Lisa’s complete lack of a sex life, Mike would get to live every guy’s fantasy, and she would be responsible for the big smile on his handsome face. Hey, it was what she lived for at the end of the day. Mike may have been her man now, but he would always be her little angel. She just wanted to make him happy.
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Chapter 1 — A Discussion over Dinner








Monday. December 7th. 5:47 PM.





Al couldn’t hide his disgust as he sat at the kitchen table. Was he officially one of those guys? Was he now married to a woman who’d completely given up? His worst nightmare had become reality.


“Why wouldn’t you ask for my opinion first?”


Kelly checked her chicken and rice soup on the stove before glancing back at her husband. “I wasn’t aware that I needed your permission.”


“Kelly, I’m your husband,” he told her, shaking his head. “I should have a say in this. You need to let it grow back.”


The forty-two-year-old mother of one didn’t see the problem with her new haircut. She’d considered doing something like it for a while, and finally decided to go for it at the salon earlier. Her previously long blonde hair was exhausting to maintain. She worked forty hours a week, ran a household, and took care of everything that her husband always put off, and now she had a short pixie cut which would take minutes to wash and style, versus the hassle of dealing with her formerly long locks.


Al thought that a thirteen-year-old boy stood in the kitchen when he arrived home from work ten minutes ago. His wife’s hair didn’t even cover her ears! The left side sat high on her head before swooping down across her forehead and ending just above her right eyebrow. It looked awful! Her blue eyes didn’t even pop anymore, and the idea of looking at her during sex caused his stomach to churn. He loved pulling on her long hair, but now he wouldn’t have anything to grab onto!


“It’s my hair and it’s my decision,” she stated. “Don’t like it? Well, tough shit. Hopefully you’ll get used to it.”


He couldn’t tear his eyes away from her horrific haircut. He wanted to go down to her salon and slap the stylist who’d massacred her gorgeous blonde hair, but his real problem involved her lack of consulting him on the subject.


“I should have just as much of a say about this as you do. I’m the one who has to look at it all-day! Not you! What you did was incredibly selfish.”


“Selfish?” she snickered. “You should be the last one to accuse anyone of being selfish.”


His eyebrows perked up after hearing her comment. “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”


“Hey, Dad.”


Al turned to see his eighteen-year-old son, Mike, walk into the kitchen with his basketball bag over his shoulder.


“Hey, Mike,” he greeted him back.


The teen plopped his bag down on the table before glancing over at his mother. “Hey, Mom, whatcha making—whoa!”


Kelly smiled at her son gingerly, curious to hear his opinion about her new haircut.


“When did this happen?” Mike asked, pointing at her head.


“A few hours ago,” she answered.


A big smile suddenly grew on his face. “It looks great!”


“Really!?” she asked excitedly.


He took a seat at the table next to his father. The six-foot-tall, brown-haired, brown-eyed high school senior wore a pair of basketball shorts and a gray hoodie despite it being fifteen degrees outside with light snow showers. It drove his mother crazy how he refused to wear a coat or even pants on his way home from basketball practice, but he was stuck in his ways.


“Absolutely,” he nodded. “Listen, I love long hair, but this is like my second favorite hairstyle. What’s it called?”


“A pixie cut,” she told him with a big smile.


“I love it,” he reiterated. “It looks awesome on you.”


Kelly turned her attention to her husband. The fact that he looked like he’d just smelled a skunk made her situation even sweeter. “Well, would you look at that? Mike loves it.”


Al’s eyes peered sharply at his son, disgusted. “Are you kidding me?”


“Excuse me?” Mike asked.


“You love it?” Al inquired again. “Are you serious? It looks awful!”


“Jesus, Mom is standing right there!”


“I don’t care,” Al huffed. “I can’t stand it. It doesn’t look feminine at all. I feel like I’m married to a guy!”


Mike’s focus shifted back to his mother. “Don’t listen to him. I really love it.”


She smiled again before checking the pot of soup on the stove.


“Will you stop kissing her ass?” Al groaned. “You know, you’ve always been a mama’s boy.”


“I’m not a mama’s boy!” he protested. “I’m just being honest. Mom looks great. Are you seriously telling me that you don’t like her hair?”


“I’m sickened by it.”


“You don’t have to be an asshole,” he told Al.


“I’m not being an asshole,” Al said, shaking his head. “You know, she does shit like this because everyone constantly tells her how great she is all the time. Mom needs some honesty, and it honestly looks awful. I loved her hair! It was the best part about her, and now that’s gone and I didn’t even have a say in the matter! It isn’t right.”


Mike couldn’t be more stunned by his father’s behavior. “Dad, it’s her hair. She should be able to do whatever she wants with it.”


“Bullshit,” the forty-five-year-old father protested. “My opinion should matter just as much as hers.”


The two men glanced up to see Kelly place a bowl of soup in front of each of them. “I don’t think I should have to ask for permission to get a haircut.”


“That’s not a haircut,” Al sighed. “That’s a fuckin’ holocaust.”


Mike rolled his eyes and watched his mother make her way to the table with a bowl of soup in hand for herself. “Could you be more dramatic, Dad? A holocaust?”


“It is,” he stated firmly as his wife took a seat directly across the table. “I don’t even have an appetite.”


The high school senior caught his mother’s attention before she raised her first spoonful of dinner to her lips. “Well, I think you look beautiful.”


Her spoon tilted, causing her soup to pour back into the bowl. “What?”


“I think you look beautiful,” he repeated casually before helping himself to some of his meal.


“That’s the last thing she needs to hear,” Al groaned. “She’ll stop wearing makeup next.”


“Okay, fine, you don’t like her haircut,” he said to his dad. “That’s your opinion, but let’s be honest with each other here. You’re still batting way out of your league.”


Al looked up from his soup. “Excuse me?”


“You’re batting way out of your league,” he repeated.


Al didn’t follow. “What does that mean?”


“I seriously have to explain this? Okay, fine. Dad, Mom’s like a ten. She’s a knockout, and I don’t know what happened back in the day to result in you getting her, but you should count your lucky stars that you somehow did.”


Kelly had yet to enjoy any of her dinner. She still glowed from being called beautiful just moments ago, and her hands felt weak as she placed her spoon down on the wooden surface of the kitchen table. It was constant criticism from Al. Everything she did was either wrong or stupid. Living with him had become a drain on her, but Mike always made things better. Not like this, though. She couldn’t remember the last time that someone complimented her looks, and she found herself wanting to bask in her current heaven.


Al didn’t share his son’s opinion. “I should be counting my lucky stars? Are you kidding me? Your mother should be the one thanking God for ending up with me.”


Mike raised his eyebrows.


“She should be!” Al declared loudly. “Look around! She has this great life because of me! Not to mention that she’s married to a stud.”


Kelly snickered.


His focus shifted to his wife. “You should see some of the guys I work with. They’re a bunch of fuckin’ slobs. Do I look like I did when I was twenty-five? No, but I think you’re pretty fuckin’ lucky, Kelly!”


She observed her husband’s thinning hair before moving down to his big beer belly. She definitely didn’t share Al’s opinion of himself when he looked in the mirror. She saw a balding, negative, overweight guy who didn’t help out around the house at all. In fact, Mike took care of the manly duties like lawn maintenance and minor home repairs.


Al was more than happy to grab a few beers after work, head into the family room, and plop his butt down on the sofa in front of the TV for the next four hours. And don’t even get her started on their sex life. As selfish as he was in everyday life, his narcissism was tenfold when it came to the bedroom. She couldn’t even remember when she last received oral sex!


“Yeah, I’m a real lucky girl…” she muttered sarcastically.


“Damn right you are,” Al agreed, not picking up on her joke whatsoever. “I’m the catch in this relationship.”


Mike was flabbergasted as he looked up from his bowl. “You’re joking, right?”


“No, I’m not joking,” Al reiterated instantly. “Your mother is married to a successful, funny, good-looking stud.”


Kelly and Mike exchanged baffled glances.


“Dad, Mom looks better than ninety-nine percent of the girls at my school.”


Al burst into laughter. “Okay, now I know that you’re messing with me!”


“I’m not messing with you,” Mike protested calmly. “I’m telling you the truth.”


“Son, you can’t fight age,” Al said. “Eighteen is eighteen. No guy is taking a forty-two-year-old over some eighteen-year-old hottie.”


“According to who? You?”


Al shot his son a confused look. “You can’t think straight because you’re surrounded by eighteen-year-old cuties all-day, so when you see an older woman, she looks good to you because it’s something different. You wouldn’t actually pick an older woman over one of your classmates, though.”


“I absolutely would,” Mike said.


“This kid needs a drug test,” Al laughed.


Mike dropped his spoon into his soup bowl and asked, “Can I be honest for a minute?”


“You weren’t already being honest?” he questioned.


“No, I was, but I mean really honest,” the three-sport athlete replied.


“You know how it works in this house,” Al told him. “You’re free to say whatever you want. You don’t have to censor yourself.”


Mike needed to double-check with his mother first. “And you’re okay with that?”


She remained somewhat loopy thanks to his comment about her being beautiful earlier, but she’d finally come back down to earth. “Sure.”


“I mean, it’s about you,” he said. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable or anything.”


“You can say whatever you want, baby,” she said with a smile.


Mike looked his father dead in the eyes. “You’re married to the most perfect woman on the planet.”


Al rolled his eyes while Kelly lost her breath. The parents were only six feet apart—sitting at opposing ends of the kitchen table—but their reactions couldn’t have been more different.


“First off, let’s talk about her personality,” Mike started. “Mom isn’t like any other woman I’ve ever met. She’s kind, caring, and she always puts others first—even strangers! It’s unbelievable to me. You should see the way girls my age act. They’re narcissistic and self-obsessed, but Mom is the complete opposite. I’ve never met someone who always thinks about everyone else the way she does.”


Kelly’s jaw was on the floor.


“And she’s super fun to be around. She’s easy to talk to, she can take a joke—unlike most women—and she loves to bust balls. I mean, what girl is like that? Most guys aren’t even that way!”


Al didn’t look impressed.


“And it’s the nurturing side of her that really stands out,” Mike continued. “What about when either of us are sick? It’s like we have our own personal nurse in the house! She cooks us anything we ask for, she waits on all of our requests, and she just wants us to get better. But that sums up the kind of person she is. She’s always trying to improve the lives of others. She’s a saint!”


Mike flashed his mother a quick smile before turning back to his father.


Kelly was stunned.


“Now, Dad, that would be enough as-is to make you one of the luckiest guys to ever live. I mean, pretty much every dude would think that they hit the lottery if they had a girl with those traits, but if all of that isn’t enough, then we get to her looks.”


Her eyes had been locked on her son throughout the entirety of his speech, and now her heart began to race. That was the single greatest minute of her life, and now he planned to discuss her looks? She was his mother! He couldn’t do that! But the woman in her wanted him to continue.


“I mean, she’s attractive,” Al chimed in.


“Attractive?” Mike laughed. “Really? That’s how you would label her? Dad, she’s a knockout.”


“A knockout? Jesus, relax with the exaggerations.”


“You don’t think Mom’s a knockout?” Mike asked.


Al shook his head.


“Well, what’s a knockout to you then?”


“A supermodel is a knockout,” Al told him. “Like, a Victoria’s Secret model or something, and son, your mother is no Victoria’s Secret model.”


“Those chicks are gross.”


Al couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. “What did you say?”


“Those chicks are gross,” Mike repeated. “Who the hell wants a Victoria’s Secret model? They’re like six-feet-tall and weigh ninety pounds. It’s disgusting.”


“Are you crazy!?” shouted Al. “Those girls are stunning!”


Mike peered over at his mother who appeared awfully awestruck at the moment. “Stand up.”


…


“Mom!”


Kelly snapped to attention. “What?”


“Stand up,” Mike said once more.


She rose from her seat gingerly and stood in front of the table dressed in a pair of black yoga pants and a long sleeve gray shirt.


“Are we looking at the same thing here?” he asked his father.


“I see a forty-two-year-old woman with a rather unattractive haircut.”


Mike shook his head, his eyes never leaving his mother. “I see a knockout.”


“God, I fuckin’ hate that haircut…” Al muttered under his breath.


Mike pretended to ignore his dad’s comment. “Okay, so, let’s start at the top. Now, I was a fan of her long hair like you were, and I know that we don’t see eye to eye when it comes to her new style, but most guys would say that Mom has really sexy hair. I mean, who doesn’t love a blonde, right? But, Dad, it’s her eyes. Her blue eyes sparkle. And she could easily pass for thirty. You do realize that you’re married to a blonde-haired, blue-eyed stunner, don’t you? That’s pretty much every guy’s dream.”


Kelly’s right hand gripped the chair in an attempt to keep herself upright. She wasn’t sure how much more praise she could take.


Once again, Al didn’t appear to agree.


“Total honesty, right?” Mike asked.


“Total honesty,” Al nodded.


His eyes descended his mother’s curvy body. “I mean, come on, Dad…”


He stared at his son, waiting for him to continue.


“Mom has amazing…um…amazing—”


“Tits,” Al jumped in with a laugh.


The sound of Mike laughing along with his father swiftly filled the kitchen. “Well, I guess there’s no reason to be shy. Yeah, Mom has great boobs.”


Kelly’s cheeks turned bright red.


“I can’t argue that,” Al agreed.


“Okay, now we’re at probably the second most impressive part of her,” Mike continued. “Her stomach and hips. Do you realize what the average forty-two-year-old mom looks like? Newsflash, it doesn’t look like that! How often are you in the gym, Mom?”


“I try to go at least three days a week,” she answered meekly.


“She busts her ass in the gym three days a week, eats healthy, and she does it all so she looks great for you,” Mike pointed out. “How in the world can’t you appreciate that?”


“Hey, I’m not too bad to look at myself,” Al countered.


He eyed his pudgy, out of shape father, and quickly found himself confused once again by his irrational and undeserved confidence.


“Most guys would see this and drool, but do you want to know what the craziest part is?” Mike said, pointing at his mother. “Turn around, Mom.”


Kelly followed her son’s order so that her back now faced the table.


“I mean, Jesus Christ,” the young man moaned. “She’s unreal.”


“Huh?” Al asked, not on the same page. “What are you talking about?”


“Are we not looking at the same thing?” Mike inquired.


Al raised his eyebrows as he eyed his wife. “Um, I see what appears to be a twelve-year-old blond boy.”


“Will you stop?” Mike laughed. “Dad, look at that ass.”


Kelly gasped.


“It’s big,” Al commented.


“Fuckin’ right it is,” Mike grunted through clenched teeth.


Kelly glanced behind her to find Mike with his focus solely locked on her backside. Was this seriously happening? Did her son really break down her body piece by piece in an attempt to make his father see what he saw? She could’ve taken a million guesses at their topic of discussion over dinner tonight, and she never would’ve imagined anything like this.


“So, I see a dykey haircut and a big ass.”


Mike shook his head in disagreement. “Dad, that’s a perfect ass.”


“Gimme second,” Al said, pulling out his phone. “I’ll show you what a perfect ass really looks like.”


She didn’t need to look behind her again to know that her son’s eyes remained glued on her butt, because she sensed it. She felt his energy and she had no desire to allow it to leave. She wanted nothing more than to soak up every drop of attention coming from the eighteen-year-old stud at the table.


“Here,” he told his son before handing him his phone. “Now, these girls have perfect bodies.”


A few moments of silence passed before Mike spoke up. “You’re crazy.”


Al laughed while looking at him once again. “Excuse me?”


“I said that you’re crazy,” Mike repeated. “I don’t see one girl who looks better than Mom in any of these pictures.”


“Will you give me a break!? Seriously, stop kissing her ass! She gets more than enough attention. She doesn’t need you fawning over her.”


“I’m not fawning over her!” Mike strongly rejected his dad’s accusation. “I see girls like this at school everyday. There’s nothing special about a chick with her rib cage sticking out.”


Al opened his mouth, but was quickly cut-off by his son. “Mom, look at this.”


Kelly turned around and moved next to Mike’s seat, accepting Al’s phone after Mike gave it to her.


“Dad thinks these girls look better than you,” Mike said.


Her eyes hit the screen as she scrolled through the pictures with her finger. All of the photos featured gorgeous women dressed in an array of lingerie and swimsuits, posing on exotic beaches and in seductive bedrooms. Their bodies were tight, their stomachs toned, and their skin couldn’t appear more flawless. She found herself growing insecure.


“Um, sweetheart, these women are professional models,” she noted.


“And?” Mike asked, not understanding her problem.


“Baby, these women are stunning,” she pointed out bluntly.


Al finally agreed with his wife for the first time today. “Exactly! Even your mother sees it!”


Mike gazed up into his mom’s vivid blue eyes. “Mom, don’t sell yourself short. You look just as good as any of those girls.”


She looked down at the phone once more. A perky blonde who appeared to be in her early-twenties engulfed the screen, dressed in stunning white lingerie as she posed on a bed covered in smooth white sheets. Even Kelly wouldn’t rule out having a little fun with college-aged knockout if Al allowed it. The model was that beautiful.


“I don’t look like these girls.”


“Yes, you do,” Mike instantly rebutted his mother’s comment. He grew visibly frustrated as he took his father’s phone back and handed it to him. “Dad, pull up a picture of a girl in yoga pants that you find sexy.”


Al fiddled around on his smartphone for a few moments before handing the device back to his son.


Mike’s brow furrowed after looking for himself. “Really? This?”


“Absolutely,” Dad told him. “That might be the hottest picture ever.”


The high school senior’s eyes moved to the image again. The featured brunette on the screen was most likely eighteen or nineteen, and posed with her back to the bathroom mirror. She held her phone over her shoulder to allow herself to capture the reflection of her butt. It was nice, but it wasn’t anything great. She had a toned and perky backside, but he wouldn’t look twice if she walked past him on the street.




He pointed at his mother’s seat. “Go back over there like before.”


Kelly strutted to her chair and turned so that her back faced the men at the table.


He looked at the picture once more before glancing back at his mother. “Okay, put most of your weight on your left leg and bend your right knee slightly.”


She followed his instructions.


“Now, sink down on your left side a bit to kind of strike a pose.”


She did her best to give him what he wanted.


“Perfect!” he declared. “Don’t move an inch.”


Mike held the phone out slightly and moved it just to the right side of his mom. Al inched over in his seat to allow himself an angle to get both backsides in his view. His wife was about six or so feet in front of his phone, but they appeared to be side-by-side from the way his son held it.


“Left,” Al commented. “Every single day of the week.”


Mike could only shake his head in disbelief. “On the left side I see a cute girl with a perky butt. On the right side I see a stunning woman with a world-class backside. I think we’re gonna have to agree to disagree at this point.”


Dad leaned back in his chair and let out a light laugh. “How about this? The next time you get yourself a cute little girlfriend, you bring her over and we can swap.”


Her head jolted around as a result of Al’s crude comment. Joking or not, that seemed like a step too far, but she was curious how Mike would react to Al’s statement. He would have to find it inappropriate, right?


What she saw caused her to lose her breath.


Mike soaked in her amazing ass before his eyes methodically crawled the length of her flawless body. Eventually, he made his way to her stunning blue eyes where he shot her a grin. “Yeah, maybe we’ll do that.”


Kelly gulped.


“I could use something new anyway,” Al muttered.


Mike’s devilish grin turned to a loving smile. “Okay, Mom, you can sit back down.”


“Are you sure?” she asked.


“Yeah, and sorry if that made you uncomfortable,” Mike said.


“No, it’s fine, baby,” she said, still smitten. “I can stand for a while longer if you need me to.”


“No, eat your soup,” Mike told her. “It’s going to get cold.”


Kelly sat back down in her seat and with the biggest smile of her life.


“So, how was practice?” Al asked, swiftly changing the subject.


“Alright, I guess,” Mike told him. “Coach wants to install the flex offense since we don’t have a game until next week. He’s always bitching about how bad we are offensively, so I assume this is his solution.”


Al was disgusted from what he’d just heard. “The flex? Really? You guys aren’t in middle school.”


“Yeah, I don’t know what he’s thinking.”


“Here’s what I would do,” Al explained. “I would have you and Kyle take turns coming off screens. Then I would have Corey come up from the block and run a pick-and-roll with whoever gets the ball. You and Kyle are both great passers, so you’d have Corey flashing to the basket, the option to shoot it or drive, and both Dave and Steve on the outside who are knock-down shooters. You guys would be unstoppable.”


“I would love that, but Coach is a control freak and needs everything to run like a system,” Mike said. “It drives me nuts. We don’t have any freedom to…”


Mike and Al’s conversation faded to the background as her attention moved entirely to her son. Something happened a few years ago with Mike, but she wasn’t exactly proud of herself regarding that vert change. Somehow, she stopped looking at him as a boy, and suddenly started to see him as a man.


Could the shift be credited to all of his muscles thanks to his football team’s workout program? Or how about the facial scruff he’d started sporting last summer along with his deep, masculine voice? Or perhaps it was the fact that he acted more like her husband than Al did at times? Whatever the case, her love of him had approached territory that no mother should ever venture to, but the past ten minutes changed everything. Mike fawned over her! Not only that, but he argued with his own father about how sexy she was! Where was she supposed to go from here?





Chapter 2 — A New Tradition








The Following Day. Tuesday. December 8th. 3:15 PM.





Kelly arrived home from work at a quarter after three in the afternoon. She was a receptionist at a chiropractic office and didn’t mind her job, to be honest. It wasn’t great, but it wasn’t bad either. The best part was definitely her seven-to-three schedule. She felt like a teacher at times. How many other jobs let out at three o’clock? Not many that she knew of. Well, that may have been the second best perk, because nothing could possibly beat being able to see her son after he got home from school.


She walked into the family room to find Mike sprawled along the sofa with sports highlights playing on the TV.


“Hey, baby.”


His head perked up at the sound of his mother’s voice. “Hey, Mom. I didn’t hear you come in.”


She plopped her purse down on the recliner and strolled across the room to join him. She picked up his feet before taking a seat on the end of the sofa, and plopped them down on her lap. Her soft hands found his bare soles, and began to massage them softly.


“How was school?” she asked.


He let out a deep exhale. Few things hit the spot like having his sore feet rubbed. He’d found it somewhat strange the first time that Mom sat down on the couch and touched him this way, but he quickly grew to love it. Mother or not, who didn’t love a little attention being paid to their feet?


“Same old, same old,” he told her. “What about you? Anything exciting happen today?”


“At my thrilling job?” she asked sarcastically. “Nope, just a bunch of people with misaligned spines. Actually, do you remember the old guy I told you about who always flirts with me?”


“Chet, right?” he asked with a snicker. He still couldn’t get over the picture of some grandpa flirting with his mother, but he couldn’t blame the guy either.


“Yep, he has a weekly appointment, and guess what happened when he came in today?”


He waited as his feet continued to receive the royal treatment.


“He told me that I have the best hair he’s ever seen!” she announced proudly.


Mike was all smiles. “I told you! Don’t listen to Dad. He’s clueless.”


“I’ve never had a guy flirt harder with me,” she giggled. “It looks like I have someone ready to take me out if I ever want to date a seventy-three-year-old grandpa.”


“I could’ve lived without hearing that…”


She flashed him a smile and asked, “Do you guys have a late practice tonight?”


“Nope, four-thirty today,” he said. “I have to shovel the driveway before I go, so I actually have to get moving.”


Her hands clamped down around his feet. “Maybe I don’t want to let you go.”


He wiggled away from her hold playfully and finally managed to slip away before standing up. “Hey, did you hear about what’s coming tomorrow?”


“Snowmageddon?” she asked with a chuckle. “That’s all they’ve been talking about on the radio. Like, nonstop.”


“I heard something about four feet of snow,” Mike told her. “In one day?”


“It won’t be that bad. Baby, they always do this. They get everyone all riled up, and then we get three inches.”


“It better be three inches, because I’m going to break my back if I have to shovel four feet of snow,” he said while zipping up his hoodie.


“I’ll help.”


“Are you out of your mind?” he asked, not interested in even entertaining the idea of accepting her help. “Do you think I’m going to stand there and watch you shovel the driveway? That’s not happening.”


“No, baby—”


“Not happening,” he cut her off. “Let’s just pray for three inches.”


She watched him make his way in the direction of the front door. “How about some boots? Or a jacket?”


“I’m good, Mom!” he shouted back.


“Or some gloves and a hat!?” she begged.


“I said that I’m good!” he yelled before closing the front door.


She shook her head and took a deep breath. Sometimes, that kid was just as stubborn as his father.





Thirty Minutes Later.





The front door opened and Mike made his way through the house and into the kitchen to collect his basketball bag. He found his mother sitting at the table, staring down at her Kindle with a mug in front of her. She looked up with a smile and slid it across the table.


He returned her smile and raised the cup of hot chocolate to his lips to take a big sip. Nothing hit the spot on a bitterly cold day quite like hot cocoa —especially after he’d spent the past half-hour outside. He quickly finished his glass and placed it in the dishwasher before picking up his bag.


“See you in a bit, Mom.”


Something had been on Kelly’s mind for the past twenty minutes. “Wait a second!”


He froze and turned back to her, watching her motion him closer with her hand.


“I want to start a new tradition in this house,” she said.


He shot her a curious look.


She stood up out of her seat, lifted herself onto her tippy-toes, and planted a soft kiss on her six-foot-tall son’s cheek. She was met by quite the surprised reaction after she pulled back.


“Um…” he hesitated.


“That’s our new thing,” she told him as she sat back down. “We’re going to start giving each other a little peck on the cheek whenever one of us comes or goes.”


“Don’t you think I’m a little too old for that?”


“Nonsense. You’re never too old for a kiss, and I want it that way from now on, okay?”


“Okay,” he nodded. “See ya tonight, Mom.”


“Have a good practice, baby,” she said as he turned and headed down the hallway. “Drive carefully!”





Chapter 3 — Snowmageddon








The Following Day. Wednesday. December 9th. 4:07 PM.





Well, it looked like the weather guys got it right once in a while. Snowmageddon was certainly here.


Things were normal in the morning, but warnings for blizzard-like conditions started around noon. In fact, the school district in their Upstate New York town did something unfathomable: they closed school on speculation.


It turned out that they’d made the right call. Kelly’s usual fifteen minute drive home took over an hour thanks to traffic moving at a snail’s pace and cars sliding off the road left and right. It was a relief to simply get home safely on a day like today.


She arrived home to find seventy-five percent of their driveway cleared. A few inches of fresh snow already covered the recently shoveled section, but it was easy to see how much progress had been made. It also reinforced just how much she loved her son. It was times like these when she wondered if her little angel really was perfect.


She always parked on the left side of their two-car garage, while Al parked on the right. It could’ve been a coincidence, but deep down in her heart, she knew that it was intentional. Her side of the driveway had been cleared before Mike worried about getting to his father’s side. It was like he always thought about her first.


She parked her car in the garage before yelling out to him. “Do you want help!?”


“No!” he shouted back.


The wind swirled, making communication significantly difficult on this five-degree afternoon. And if the plunging windchill wasn’t bad enough, then the sight of him not even wearing a jacket caused her to groan. Why was he so hardheaded?


“Are you sure!?” she checked again.


“Yeah, go inside!” he told her, waving her away with his gloved hand. He turned and resumed his mission.





Thirty Minutes Later.





Kelly rushed to the stove when she heard the front door open, still dressed in her work attire which consisted of black dress pants and a bright yellow blouse. Hot chocolate had been in a stainless steel skillet over the stove on a low simmer for the past fifteen minutes. She turned the heat back up and retrieved a mug out of the cupboard.


“I started two fuckin’ hours ago!”


She turned around with a smile. “I offered to help you finish.”


Mike dropped his winter hat and gloves onto the kitchen table. It’d only taken twenty minutes of shoveling before he headed back inside the house to find a hat and gloves. A coat? Hell no. But he swallowed his pride and grabbed a little extra protection for his hands and head. It was just way too cold and windy not to.


“There’s no way you’re shoveling,” he said. “But what about a snowblower? We can’t look into one?”


“I’ve been nagging your father about that for years,” she told him, giving the milk a stir. “I think he assumes you don’t need one because he comes home every day to a completely shoveled driveway. It’s like how he refuses to buy a riding lawnmower. Because he’s not the one who cuts the grass. You are!”


He shook his head and took a seat. “And did you see the news? This isn’t going to stop until the morning. Mom, they said it’s going to be nonstop! Nonstop! What the hell!?”


She poured his drink into a big green mug and carried it over to the table. She placed it in front of him and hurried to the fridge, soon returning with a bottle of whipped cream.


“Are you trying to make me fat?”


She giggled before spraying a towering amount of the sugary treat on top of his drink. “You deserve it.”


He looked down at his beverage which was completely covered by a three-inch high layer of white, creamy topping. “How do I even approach this?”


She pulled two spoons out of her pocket and slid one over to him with a big grin. They both started taking spoonfuls of the cream until he was finally able to drink his reward.


Mike downed half of his hot chocolate before speaking up. “I want to apologize for what happened during dinner on Monday, by the way.”


“What?”


“The way that Dad and I talked about you,” he clarified. “It wasn’t right. Especially with you sitting right there.”


“No, baby—”


“And then I had you stand up while we discussed your body,” he interrupted. “That was totally uncalled for. I sure as shit wouldn’t want someone doing that to me, and I really put you on the spot. I’m sorry.”


She waited for him to finish so that she could get a word in. “Sweetheart, it was fine. Really. I didn’t have a problem with it.”


“No, it wasn’t right. I apologize.”


“If you need me to accept your apology, then I’ll accept it,” she told him. “You really have nothing to be sorry about, though. The things you said about me were—”


“Completely out of line,” he finished her sentence.


“I was going to say sweet.”


“Sweet?” Mike asked, surprised. “The way we talked about your body was sweet? Mom, Dad said some pretty rude things.”


“I wasn’t listening to your father. I was listening to you, and the things you said about me were very sweet. I loved it.”


“I should’ve said something to Dad,” he went on. “It’s been eating me up over the past few days how I just sat there and laughed at some of the stuff he said. I should’ve thrown my soup in his face after a few of his comments.”


Kelly’s eyebrows perked up, caught off guard by his aggressive attitude. “Sweetheart, relax.”


He immediately shook his head. “No, it isn’t right! You shouldn’t have to deal with nonsense like that—especially inside your own house! I’m not standing for it anymore. I’m saying something the next time Dad steps out of line.”


“What?”


“I’m saying something the next time Dad steps out of line,” he repeated firmly. “You should be treated like a queen. The last thing you should have to deal with is some asshole saying that you look like a teenage boy. He’s going to get corrected real quick if I hear that again.”


Her heart pounded in her chest. She couldn’t stand Al’s constant criticism and nasty comments, but she never imagined this being the end result of it. Her son would confront his own father over the way he treated her? No good would come from two stubborn men clashing with each other over her honor, and the last thing she wanted was for her son and husband to fight.


But the manner in which Mike stuck up for her made her body tingle. She couldn’t deny that he loved her more than anyone else in his life. He adored her so much that he was willing to fight his own father!


“I don’t want you two to argue,” she said. “I’m a grown woman. I can handle myself.”


Mike looked off to the side, seemingly conflicted by his own inner thoughts. He suddenly pulled out his phone.


“What are you doing?” she asked.


“Setting my alarm so it goes off every two hours. The last thing I want is to let the snow pile up for ten hours again. I’m going to keep it manageable.”


She couldn’t help but smile. “You know, sometimes you feel more like my husband than your father does.”


His eyes squinted as he looked across the table at his mother, confused. “What?”


“You really do,” she said with a soft smile. “Sometimes, Dad feels more like my son and you feel like my husband. It’s funny. I never have to ask you to do anything. You just do it. I really shouldn’t complain, though.”


“No, go ahead.”


“No, it’s not right,” she said, gazing down at the table. “I have a great life and whining just makes me seem spoiled. I have it so good. I have no right bitching about stuff.”


“Mom, it’s good to get things off your chest. Just let it out. Hey, I feel better after what I just told you about Dad. It’d been eating me up for the past two days, but now I feel a lot more relaxed. It’s good to get things out of your system.”


She took a deep breath and looked up. “Okay, do you remember when you went to Steve’s parents’ beach house for a week back in August?”


Mike nodded.


“Well, it rained for two straight days after you left. I mean, it poured. Like, nonstop. And then it was two straight days of sunshine and the grass grew like crazy. It was a Saturday afternoon and I just got home from the office. We updated our system and it was a mess. A serious mess! It took like five hours before we finally managed to figure it out!”


He continued to listen to her story.


“They wanted to get the updates in while we were closed, and it ended up taking a majority of our Saturday which really stunk,” she went on. “Anyway, you weren’t coming back until Monday, and by now, the grass was really long. I came home to find your father lying on the couch watching TV.”


He gave his mother his full attention as he allowed her to vent.


“I made a comment asking him if he planned to cut the lawn. Now, listen, you know me. I’m not some princess. I’m not above doing manual labor. I’ve helped you drag branches out to the road, and we repainted the deck by ourselves two summers ago.”


“I know, you’re not one of those girls,” he nodded in agreement.


“And call me old-fashioned or whatever, but I still feel like certain work should be done by men, while other work belongs to women,” she voiced her thoughts. “I don’t have a problem with men helping women and women helping men, but I wouldn’t want to live with a guy who did the housework while I did the yardwork. It wouldn’t seem right to me.”


He wasn’t sure where she was headed.


“Your father hasn’t done any of the stuff that he should do around here in years, all because you take care of it! It’s strange to me, you know? That he’s like that. Why wouldn’t a man want to take care of his house? Do you want to know what he told me when I asked if he planned to cut the grass?”


“What did he say?” Mike asked.


“That he was tired,” she answered. “He hadn’t done anything all-day but he was tired! And then he told me that I should do it. He always does that! He’s so condescending toward me because he makes more money. It’s ridiculous! We don’t live paycheck-to-paycheck. We could absolutely get by on only my salary, but he treats my job like it’s a hobby or something. I work to contribute! Not to pass the time!”




He continued to let her vent. Something told him that her frustration was years in the making.


“You know when you offer to do something but you really don’t want to? Like, you throw an offer out there to be nice, and then it completely backfires and the person actually takes you up on your offer?”


Mike smiled. He knew all about that.


“Well, I told him I would cut the grass, and he said okay!”


His smile swiftly faded. “Wait, he actually let you cut the grass?”


“It was like ninety degrees in early August, and there I am, pushing the lawnmower around outside, all the while my husband drinks beer and lounges around on the couch inside,” she huffed, balling her hand into a fist. “I’m not some princess. I can do stuff. If Dad was hurt, or sick, or anything like that, then I would absolutely cut the grass without even needing to be asked. He wasn’t, though! He just let me do his work!”


The young man wasn’t happy. “Why didn’t you say something to me when I came home? I would’ve straightened all of this out back then.”


“He’ll never change,” she informed her son. “And do you want to know what’s driven me completely nuts over the past few years? He keeps talking about how good-looking and in shape he is!”


He burst into laughter.


“He does!” Kelly smiled, laughing along with Mike. “It’s crazy! He stood in front of me the other night while I was in bed and flexed.”


“Flexed?”


“Yeah, flexed,” the mother of one groaned, rolling her eyes. “And then he told me that he might start hitting the gym again because he wants to get his abs back. His abs! He has a giant beer belly!”


This was nothing new to Mike. His father had a long history of overconfidence. He still recalled the first time that he beat him playing one-on-one basketball in the driveway when he was in fifth grade, only for Dad to complain that his back was hurting after his defeat. He never lost to his father again, but that didn’t stop Dad from coming up with excuses each and every time. He just couldn’t accept the fact that his ten-year-old son had surpassed him athletically.


Kelly’s face changed in an instant. “Oh my God, I never realized this until just now!”


“Huh?”


“I just realized this,” she smiled. “Dad is living vicariously through you!”


“What are you talking about?”


“Okay, so your father has never lacked confidence,” she said. “He always thought that he was the man—even back when we first started dating—but he’s become unbearable over the past few years. And it just clicked for me. That’s when you started turning into the guy you currently are!”


“I’m not following.”


“Think about it. You started lifting weights and put on a lot of muscle, and then your father began talking about how great he looked all the time. And what did he do once you started helping out around the house and took over the manly duties? He started going on and on about how much he does around here. And what about when you started dating? That’s a perfect example! Suddenly, he would talk about how much he loves younger women, and how he could date college-aged girls if he wanted to. Because you were dating them!”


“You might be right,” he laughed, shaking his head in amazement.


“I’m totally right!” exclaimed Kelly. “Your father is living through you!”


“Okay, but that doesn’t change the fact that he made you cut the grass,” he said. “That’s completely unacceptable. I’m definitely saying something when he gets home. I can’t wait any longer.”


“He isn’t coming home tonight.”


His eyebrows perked up at the sound of her unexpected revelation. “Why? Because of the weather?”


“Yeah, the highway is closed,” she explained. “Most of the side streets are a disaster too. It takes him about forty-five minutes to get home on a good day, so it’s not worth it today. He told me that most of his office is staying there tonight.”


His annoyed mood hastily vanished. Suddenly, he was all smiles. “You know what, Mom? We’re going to have a ‘you day.’”


“A what day?”


“A ‘you day,’” he repeated. “Dad isn’t around so you don’t have to worry about anyone nagging on you or being a dick. I don’t want you to do any cooking, cleaning, or anything. You’re off today. I’ll take care of dinner.”


“You’ll take care of dinner?” she asked, blown away. She’d certainly never heard anything like that before.


“Absolutely,” he nodded. “Anything sound good?”


“Well—”


“You’re having a cheat day, by the way,” he interjected.


“No, I can’t do that,” she shook her head. “I had pizza when you guys got it on Saturday. I totally pigged out too! I can’t have another one four days later!”


“It’s a ‘you day,’” he reminded her. “You have to pig out. It’s part of the rules.”


“Well, I mean…maybe?” she said under her breath, struggling to turn down an unhealthy—but always tasty—cheat day dinner. “You know what I have been craving lately? Waffles. But not the ones you put in the toaster. I’m talking about the ones you make with the waffle iron.”


“I can do that.”


“Do you want help?” she asked. “They’re a pain to make.”


“Mom, what part of a ‘you day’ don’t you understand? You’re not doing anything. Now, go do your best impression of Dad and bum around on the couch until dinner’s ready. Got it?”


She jumped out of her seat, gave her son a kiss on the cheek, and headed into the family room for some TV time. Hey, maybe she could get used to not having Al around?





Chapter 4 — A New Man of the House








Later That Same Day. 6:40 PM.





Kelly and Mike both looked like they’d been through a war. Syrup-soaked dinner plates sat in front of each of them as they attempted to catch their breath. A big stack of waffles had occupied the center of the kitchen table forty minutes ago, but that plate was completely empty now.


“How many waffles did you make?” she asked.


The high-schooler took a deep breath. He felt about five pounds heavier than usual. “Ten.”


“We ate ten waffles!?” she shouted, stunned.


“Yeah, I had six,” he nodded before letting out a loud burp.


“I ate four waffles!?” she continued to panic. “Those things were like the size of my head!”


“I know,” he laughed. “Hey, it’s called a cheat day for a reason.”


Kelly pulled out her phone in a frenzy as she searched for the nutritional information of homemade waffles. A few moments of silence passed before she found her answer.


“Four hundred calories each!!!”


Mike dragged his finger across the sticky plate in front of him before finding his lips. “And it was worth every single one of them.”


“Baby, I just ate sixteen hundred calories! And that’s without all the butter and syrup too! God, I’m such a fatass!”


“That’s ridiculous,” he protested immediately. “Stop with that shit.”


“I am, though!” she argued. “I probably ate two thousand calories. For dinner!”


“So, you’ll eat healthy the rest of the week,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “And I’m sure that you’ll be back in the gym whenever it reopens.”


She didn’t agree for a second. “If I can fit my big ass through the door! This was such a terrible idea! I shouldn’t have—”


“Stop.”


She paused as a result of being interrupted. “Excuse me?”


“Stop,” he repeated. “Stop criticizing yourself and saying bad things about your body. I’m tired of hearing it. This is because of Dad, isn’t it? You’ve heard his nonsense for so long that you actually believe it. What did I say on Monday?”


She looked at him curiously. “Um…about me?”


“Yeah, about you.”


Her suddenly shy eyes moved to the wooden table. “That I look good.”


“That you look phenomenal,” he corrected her. “I’m not going to allow Dad to say anything bad about you anymore, and I refuse to sit here and listen to you talk down about yourself. It’s ridiculous. You’re gorgeous. Understand?”


She couldn’t hide her smile despite her eyes never leaving the table below. She was glowing.


“Hey! I asked you a question!” he spoke up.


She glanced up and nodded slowly.


“I want to hear you say it,” he demanded.


“I’m not going to say that.”


“We aren’t going anywhere until I hear you admit how good-looking you are,” he said.


She was still sitting at the table with her son, right? Strangely, he felt more like her boyfriend at the moment. “Are you kidding me?”


“No, I’m not kidding you. Mom, it’s a ‘you day.’ I want to hear you get a little cocky. Feel a little full of yourself. Start bragging.”


She looked off at the oven before deciding to entertain his ridiculous request. “Well, I have always liked my eyes.”


“Your eyes are stunning. They sparkle.”


She shot him a smile before continuing. “And I guess I always thought that I was kind of pretty.”


“You’re gorgeous,” he corrected her.


“I don’t know if I would use that word, but I always thought that I was pretty.”


He waited for her to continue.


“I don’t know what else you want me to say,” she said, modest as ever.


He motioned his hand, encouraging her to proceed. “Talk about yourself.”


“What should I talk about?” she asked. “My fat ass?”


Mike let out a deep exhale. “Dad really did a number on you.”


“No, baby, he—”


“You know what?” he interrupted his mother again. “Dad isn’t here so I’m just going to come out and say it. You deserve way better.”


“What?”


“You deserve way better than Dad,” he explained his words. “Let’s pretend that I’m your husband for the next five minutes.”


Her eyebrows perked up.


“It’s just a hypothetical,” he said with a smile. “The first thing I would do is go into your closet and throw out like half your wardrobe. I would replace most of that stuff with super tight fitting clothes. All of your pants would take you like ten minutes to get into, and then you’d have to pull out the Jaws of Life to get them off.”


Her previously embarrassed look morphed into one of shock. A redness showed in her cheeks as a heat swept throughout her body. She couldn’t believe it, but she was flustered.


“I’m serious,” he went on. “You should feel good about yourself. You should never feel self-conscious or nervous about your appearance—especially not in your own house! Mom, you have an unbelievable body and you should take pride in showing it off.”


She didn’t know what to say.


“And I’ve never found any of the girls I’ve dated to be interesting. They just aren’t. That isn’t the case with you at all. I love talking to you about sports, movies, politics, or whatever. We have amazing conversations. You’re funny, smart, and super interesting.”


Her lips parted as she attempted to say something, but no words found their way out. She was completely speechless.


“Dad is such a fuckin’ idiot. He has an unbelievably sexy, super fun, caring, perfect wife at home, and it’s like he does everything he can to avoid you. And the way he talks down to you disgusts me. I’m serious about what I said earlier. I’m not going to stand for it anymore. We’re going to have some major problems if I ever hear him disrespect you again.”


“Um—”


“Just the idea of coming home to a girl like you is crazy,” he cut off her indecision. “I mean, I guess I do, but I don’t come home to you as a wife. I come home to you as a mom. Don’t get me wrong, that’s still awesome, but the notion of coming home to a woman like you who I could do whatever I want with is insane. I would be on edge all-day.”


“Wha-what…do you-you think it would be like?” she inquired with a nervous stammer.


A big smile formed on Mike’s lustful face. “It would be heaven. Mom, you’re every guy’s dream girl, and I can guarantee that you’re every husband’s dream wife. Well, except Dad who doesn’t appreciate what he has for some reason. I would kill to date a girl like you.”


“Baby, that’s so sweet.”


He sent a loving smile in his mother’s direction. “Well, it’s the truth. I just want you to feel good about yourself, so here’s what’s going to happen from now on. I’m going to start acting more like your husband.”


Her smitten demeanor turned to one of hesitation. “Excuse me?”


“You told me earlier that you think of me more like your husband than your son at times, right?” he asked. “Because of all I do around here.”


She nodded, still confused.


“Well, I’m going to pick up the slack since Dad isn’t doing his job. It’s a husband’s responsibility to make his wife feel special. Mom, you should feel good about yourself. Here’s a perfect example. Remember on Monday when we had that big discussion about your hair?”


She nodded again.


“Which I still love, by the way,” he added. “Now, if all that garbage hadn’t come out of Dad’s mouth at the table, then I just would’ve told you that I liked your new hairstyle. I only would’ve said that it looked nice because that’s what I’m supposed to do as a son. Don’t get me wrong, I honestly like it, but I would’ve stopped at a certain line. But not anymore.”


“Not anymore? What does that mean?”


“I’m going to start doing Dad’s job,” he said with a slight grin. “Or the job he isn’t doing. I’m going to tell you what you really need to hear.”


She waited.


“I’m going to tell you how hot you look.”


She couldn’t possibly be more taken aback. “Um…uh…do you think that’s appropriate?”


“I don’t care,” he declared confidently. “I’m going to start thinking of you less as my mom, and more like my girlfriend.”


Her jaw dropped.


“I’m going to tell you how sexy you are if I see you in a great outfit, how pretty you are when you look cuter than usual, and I plan to give you all the compliments that Dad doesn’t. I’m going to start speaking my mind around here. Remember last week when you wore that super sexy black skirt to work that showed off your legs? I mean, Jesus, that outfit was ridiculous. Guys probably make appointments just to see what you’re wearing. I had a few things in mind when we were eating breakfast that morning too. Like—”


The alarm on his phone buzzed abruptly, causing him to lose his train of thought.


“Ah shit. Well, I guess I’m in for another round of shoveling.”


“Skip it,” she said as she gazed across the table lovingly. She’d found her new heaven, and she never wanted to leave. “Just forget about it.”


“No, I can’t,” he opposed. “The snow will pile up again if I do. It’ll be a nightmare.”


“Let’s just keep talking.”


He slipped his phone into his pocket and stood up. “I can’t. Listen, leave the dishes and I’ll clean up when I’m done.”


“Are you crazy? I’ll take care of it.”


“Did you forget that it’s a ‘you day?’” he asked. “You’re supposed to take it easy.”


“I can handle the dishes. It’s the least I can do,” she said. “And please put on a coat!”


“I’m fine like this,” he told her before heading for the front door in his hoodie. “And don’t make me any more hot chocolate! I’ll puke if I have anything else tonight! I’m so full!”


She smiled to herself as the door slammed shut. Was it wrong for her to want their conversation to continue? Was it inappropriate that she yearned to discover her son’s true thoughts regarding her favorite work skirt? Did it make her a bad mom to be excited by all of this?


Mike was right. Al didn’t act like her husband. He behaved like a little boy, and her son was the real man of the house. He was the one who busted his ass to make her life easier. Al wouldn’t be caught dead shoveling the driveway, yet here was Mike, going outside every two hours in order to keep up with the monstrous snowstorm. Maybe her affection had been directed at the wrong guy for all these years?





Chapter 5 — It Just Keeps Snowing!








Later That Same Night. 9:45 PM.





Kelly found herself sprawled along the sofa alone. Her Kindle rested in her lap, and the TV played on mute in the background as she read her favorite author’s newest novel. Tonight wasn’t much different from any other night.


She’d changed into a pair of black yoga pants and a purple tank top earlier while her son shoveled outside. Mike had decided to hang out in the family room for a while after he came back inside, but he eventually headed upstairs to his bedroom. Sure, she would’ve loved for him to stay downstairs with her for hours, but she wasn’t delusional. He was a teenager. Of course, he’d rather play video games or mess around on his computer instead of talk to her. But she needed to thank him again. She had to remind him of just how much she appreciated everything that he did for her.


She ventured upstairs and knocked on his closed door three times.


“Hang on a minute!” he shouted.


She immediately smiled. She wasn’t a detective, but it didn’t take Colombo to figure out what was going on behind the closed door. He’d obviously been enjoying a little private time before her sudden arrival.


A few light rumbling noises gave way to his voice. “Okay, you can come in!”


She opened the door and promptly grinned. Mike lied in bed with his back resting against the bed headboard, his blankets pulled up to his chest, and his closed computer sitting on the sheets. And his earbuds were still in the computer jack! It would almost be funny if it wasn’t so obvious!


“Whatcha up to?” Kelly asked playfully as she made her way inside his room.


“Just watching TV.”


Her eyes shifted to his television where a basketball game played silently. “On mute?”


“Um…yeah,” he answered, his voice full of hesitation. “I just…uh…turned it on.”


She smiled as she looked back at her son. “What were you really up to?”


“Watching TV,” he repeated. “Like I told you.”


She walked over to his bed and opened his laptop. “I need to check something for work and my computer is acting up. Can I use yours for a minute?”


“What?” he asked, gulping deeply.


“Can I use your computer for a minute?” she repeated before handing it to him. “Unlock it for me please.”


He took a deep breath and typed in his password. The screen said “incorrect.” He tried again, only to receive the same result.


“My computer has been a little weird lately,” he said. “It’s been doing this thing where it tells me that my password is wrong, but if I restart it, then it allows me to type in the password when it starts back up. I don’t know what’s wrong with it. So, just let me restart it—”


“Stop!” Kelly raised her voice. His finger immediately froze, hovering over the power button. “That’s the worst excuse ever.”


“Huh? What excuse?”


“Are you serious?” she laughed. “Do I look like I was born yesterday? Sweetheart, it’s fine if you were watching porn.”


“I wasn’t watching porn!” he protested passionately.


She couldn’t help but grin as she hopped up onto his bed. Her back joined the headboard as her outstretched legs were now only a few feet from his. “Baby, everyone watches porn. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”


“I wasn’t watching porn!” he continued to defend himself.


She placed his laptop between their legs so that it sat directly in the middle of them. “Unlock it.”


He let out a long exhale, obviously dreading what she asked of him. “Are you seriously going to make me do this?”


“Unlock it,” she demanded once more.


He typed in his password and pressed the enter key painfully. The computer unlocked.


The media player was up on the screen—just as she’d expected—and a rather graphic image remained paused in HD quality. An extremely sexy brunette in her mid-to-late twenties lied on her back in a bed. She was tight, toned, and tanned—with a hint of abs showing—and she possessed the best set of breast implants that Kelly had ever seen. On the outskirts of the screen was a very skinny man with an enormous cock. The head of his thick shaft was hidden inside the gorgeous brunette’s completely shaven pussy.


She turned her head to find Mike looking in the opposite direction of her, visibly uncomfortable.


“Baby, what did I just say?” she questioned. “Everyone watches porn. Heck, I watch it too!”




He glanced at his mother, surprised. “What?”


“I watch porn too,” she told him again with a slight smile. “I’m human, aren’t I?”


“You-you…um…wa-wa-watch porn?” he asked with an unmistakable stutter.


“Well, I prefer to read it,” she told him. “The Kindle that you bought me for my birthday a few years ago was the best gift ever. I ended up getting into erotica and it’s amazing, but I still watch porn from time to time as well. I usually save it for when I’m looking for something quick.”


Mike was dumbfounded.


“What? Is that surprising?” she inquired.


“Is it surprising that my mom watches and reads porn?” he chuckled. “Um, yeah, that’s quite the understatement.”


“Us women can have high sex drives too, you know? And let’s just say Dad isn’t the stud that he loves to claim he is. I’ve been turned down more times than you can imagine.”


His eyes moved back to the frozen porn scene on his laptop. “He’s crazy.”


She did her best to hide her smitten smile. “So, can I check out what you were watching?”


He couldn’t believe what went through his head. How wrong was all of this? How inappropriate were his words on Monday night, what he’d said to Mom at the kitchen table earlier, and now his decision to share the same bed as his own mother while a porn scene remained open on his computer? He knew the answer to his questions, but he honestly didn’t care at the moment.


He grinned at his mother.


Kelly unplugged the headphones from the laptop before moving her finger to the screen and pressing play. The video resumed.


The sounds of girlish moans quickly filled the room as the porn stud pumped his rather large manhood into his co-star’s flawless pussy.


“Oh God! Oh God! Fuck Yes!”


His eyes quickly moved to his mother. How would she react to this girl moaning and cursing as a result of being impaled by something the size of his forearm? He had no idea what type of porn she was into. Did she read those goofy BDSM books where some virgin falls for her billionaire boss who just so happens to possess a dark side? Or was she into gentler stuff? And what kind of scenes did she watch? Lesbian porn, maybe? It probably wasn’t anything too hardcore. She was a woman, after all. What if this was too much for her? It turned out that he didn’t need to worry about that, because he received his answer without even having to ask.


Kelly bit down on her fingernail after slipping it inside her mouth. She couldn’t help but react that way. Whether she read or watched smut, her fingers always found their way between her lips, but it was the actions of her right hand that truly caught her off guard.


Her hand moved along her neck before sliding down her breast and brushing her nipple gently. She’d passed on wearing a bra in the name of comfort earlier, and her rapidly-hardening nipples were now clearly visible through the thin cotton fabric of her purple tank top.


The porn star’s moans turned to high-pitched squeals as her male partner began to thrust harder.


“I want that cum, baby! Gimme that cum!”


Her hand drifted down along her inner-thighs as her finger stayed in her mouth. She’d quickly forgotten where she was. She just couldn’t get over how sexy the video was.


This porn girl was flawless. Her moans and whimpers sounded so real, and Kelly almost gasped when the busty brunette began begging for cum. How naughty was that? Sometimes, she wanted to do that. The fantasy of picking up a young stud at the gym and heading back to his apartment for a few hours of fun was something that she loved to get off to. She obviously wouldn’t ever do it, but that’s why it’s called a fantasy. And right now, she wanted nothing more than to trade places with the girl on the screen.


Mike’s body remained hidden under the covers as he carefully readjusted his erection and tucked it into the waistband of his athletic shorts. Where was Mom’s hand going? What started as touching her inner-thighs gently, had suddenly turned into strong rubbing. It was like she kicked it into high gear the second she heard one of his favorite porn stars beg for cum!


He knew exactly what was coming next as well. They were mere seconds from the big finish, and his attention was locked solely on the last blonde he ever would’ve imagined being in his bed. He couldn’t look away from his mother.


The male stud pulled out and gave his large cock a few strokes while it hovered over the brunette’s shaved pussy. A large, thick shot of white cum propelled from the head of his dick and slammed into her face, leaving a streak of fluids along her breasts and flat stomach. She stuck out her tongue and the second shot promptly landed on it, while the next few spurts of semen added to the mess already collected on the rest of her tight body.


But Mike didn’t need to see any of the action to know what was happening. He’d cum countless number of times to this exact cumshot. He’d decided to pass on rewatching one of his favorite porn scenes. How could he when his eyes were transfixed just a few feet to the right? His jaw may as well have been on the floor, because he’d never seen anything like this.


His mother’s right hand rubbed her pussy through the outside of her yoga pants. He could barely comprehend that the sight of a porn slut covered in cum would be what sent Mom over the edge. The stud shook his cock multiple times, resulting in small specks of his seed to land on his co-star’s tanned skin.


“That’s so hot.”


His eyes bulged. Did that really just come out of Mom’s mouth? He wanted in on this! He needed to hear her be bad!


“What’s hot?” he asked quietly.


The stud moved to the side of his co-star and raised his cock to her mouth. She swiftly accepted the still dripping head between her lips, cleaning him off as the camera pulled back to a wide shot. Her flawless stomach and perfect breasts were covered in cum, and a faint trail of fluids dripped from her cheek as she bobbed on his dick.


“Everything…” Kelly answered with a moan.


The video faded to black.


His mother’s finger had yet to leave her mouth while she continued to rub herself through her pants. Should he say something? It’d probably be best to just be quiet, right? The last thing he wanted was to disturb whatever fantasy she was lost in. She was in his bed! His mom! He still couldn’t get over it!


“Do you have any other videos?” she asked, her breaths labored.


He debated with himself for a moment before deciding to go for it. “I do. Do you want to watch some?”


“Mm-hmm,” she moaned once again.


He attempted to control his excitement as he pushed his sheets down to his waist, exposing his white tank top. His fingers rushed to close his media player before pulling up his porn collection.


She stopped touching herself and leaned toward the screen to take a closer look. “This is ridiculous.”


His stomach dropped. He was busted! Mom had obviously snapped back to reality, and it didn’t take much to make her realize what a mistake she’d made! He was screwed! And what if she told Dad? He’d really be fucked then! God, he knew that this was a bad idea!”


“Look at this,” she huffed.


He couldn’t even open his mouth. He cared about his mother more than anyone in the world, and he’d decided to allow her to play with herself in front of him. What kind of son was he? Hell, what kind of person was he?


“Baby, your backpack is a mess, you have papers falling out of every folder and binder, and nothing is organized at all, but look at the screen!” she exclaimed. “Look at this folder! Everything is labeled perfectly!”


Mike breathed for the first time in ten seconds as unprecedented amounts of relief flooded his body. And then he started to laugh. Mom definitely wasn’t wrong.


“It looks like someone has a thing for big butts,” she smirked as her eyes journeyed the vast array of meticulously labeled porn videos. “But I think we already knew that.”


He shot her a smile before scrolling down to allow her to read more of the titles.


“Do you have any favorites?” she asked.


“I mean, the one we just watched is definitely a favorite of mine.”


She couldn’t agree more. “That was really hot. That girl is so sexy.”


“Really?” he asked, surprised.


Her eyebrows immediately perked up. “You don’t think she’s hot?”


“No, she’s definitely hot. I just didn’t expect to hear something like that from you.”


“Sweetheart, all girls are into other girls,” she said. “I found a lot of those women that you showed me on Dad’s phone the other day to be really sexy too. And the girl we just watched is stunning. Her boobs are incredible.”


“They’re fake, Mom.”


“I know, but they still look amazing,” she gave her honest opinion. “And the rest of her body is incredible too. I would kill to look like her.”


Suddenly, Mike wasn’t in his bedroom anymore. Now, he was on the bed in the scene they’d just watched together. He was the porn stud, and his mother was positioned next to the smoking hot brunette who he’d jerked-off to God knows how many times. He pushed inside Mom’s snug pussy as he watched her lean over and make out with his favorite porn star. The two began to kiss passionately as he pumped harder.


“Baby?”


He took three deep strokes inside Mom before he ordered the two girls down to their knees. They instinctively pushed their faces together, sticking their tongues out eagerly to accept his seed. Rope after rope fired onto the pretty faces of his dream girls as he listened to them giggle and beg for more. His mother wiggled closer to clean off his manhood with her mouth before moving back to her own porn crush and kissing her. His fluids were swapped by two women who he never imagined having a shot with, and his cock was still hard as a rock. The look in their eyes said it all. They were both ready for round two.


“Baby!”


He snapped back to reality.


“Are you okay?” she laughed while observing her son. “You kind of zoned out for a minute.”


He blinked rapidly in an attempt to clear his head. “Yeah, I’m good.”


“So, do you have any favorites?” she asked again.


“Well, I have two videos I really like. The first is an older girl. She’s probably in her forties. She’s really, really, really hot, though. I mean, are you more into older women? Listen, you don’t look old, but you would be a MILF if you were in porn. I don’t know how women are. Do you girls like watching someone who kind of looks like you? I mean, I don’t want—”


Her laughter put an end to his nervous rambling. “And what’s the other video, sweetheart?”


“She’s a younger girl,” he answered. “They’re both blondes and on the thicker side. Do you have a preference?”


She screamed on the inside! His favorite porn stars had her body type! It was the biggest compliment ever!


“Or we could try something else?” he proposed. “I have more scenes with the girl we just watched.”


“You pick one,” she said. “And kick those sheets off. Get comfortable. I don’t want to be the only one enjoying myself.”


He used his foot to push his bed sheets away before finding his absolute favorite porn scene. The girl wasn’t a great performer, to be honest. In fact, she was pretty lame when it came to her lack of effort in her scenes. It was her look that drove him crazy, though. She was just so fuckin’ hot.


He double-clicked on the video and watched it engulf the screen.


Cheesy porn music flowed from the computer speakers as Kelly’s eyes hit the monitor. The camera started at a pair of black high heels before beginning to work its way higher. Her son certainly hadn’t lied. This girl wasn’t fat, but she also wasn’t skinny either. She definitely didn’t look like the women that her husband claimed to love, and her legs weren’t as fit as the girl they’d just watched. The camera continued to rise as they passed her black bikini bottoms and hit her midsection, revealing a voluptuous figure with some meat on her bones.


Her eyes widened and she temporarily lost her breath after the cameraman moved to the porn girl’s chest. Kelly had always been proud of her bust, but she didn’t have anything on this starlet. And she could immediately tell that she was all natural—even with her black bikini top on. Actually, she may have found herself growing slightly jealous. Maybe an extra trip to the gym every week could get her closer to this girl’s level? And perhaps—


“Oh…my…God…”


Mike closed his eyes and said a quick prayer in his head. He desperately hoped that his plan wouldn’t backfire. Mom had just gasped, and he had no idea what she would do next.


The camera captured the sexy blonde’s face before pulling back to observe her dancing seductively in front of a white backdrop. Kelly’s eyes couldn’t leave the screen. This girl had her in trance. The scene cut and she now held a bottle of oil in her hand, only for her to drizzle the lubricant onto her hourglass figure. But it wasn’t her body that had a stranglehold on her attention. It was something else.


This girl had the exact same pixie haircut as her.


“You like this girl?” she asked with her eyes locked on the blonde who danced in front of her.


“I think she’s the sexiest girl to ever do porn,” he answered honestly. “At least when it comes to her looks.”


This was it. They were officially at a crossroads and she needed to make a decision. As strange as it may have sounded, watching porn in bed with her son while she touched herself didn’t feel overtly sexual. It was just fun. She had a rather dull, uneventful sex life with her husband, and this was something unique and outside the box. At least she could say that while they’d watched the brunette from earlier. Everything changed when the blonde—who shared a striking resemblance to herself—decided to make an appearance. Mike had sent a very clear message. He wasn’t joking about what he’d told her over the past few days. He was deadly serious.


“Can we skip ahead?”


He glanced curiously at his mother. “What?”


“Can we skip ahead in the scene?” she clarified her request. “If that’s okay with you.”


“Totally. Um…is there anything you want to see?”


“Doggy,” she answered instantly.


He tried not to scream. His hand bolted to his computer and skipped ahead until he found the two porn stars going at it doggy style. The busty blonde had been oiled up from head to toe by this point—naked with the exception of a pair of black high heels—and had moved to the white mattress in the room. She was positioned on her hands and knees while her co-star did what every other red-blooded male on the planet would do in a similar situation: he fucked her like his life depended on it.


His eyes shifted away from his computer and followed his mother’s right hand. It slid down her breasts, along her covered tummy, and disappeared under her black yoga pants. He was becoming lightheaded.


Kelly wasted no time slipping her fingers under her panties to find her clit. Is this what her son wanted to do to her? To oil her up in a pair of high heels and drive into her like a porn stud? Her focus quickly moved to her son’s bicep before finding the screen once again. Mike was in even better shape than the guy in the scene! Was it wrong to want her muscly, hunky, sexy son to have his way with her? It was just a fantasy at the end of the day, but it seemed so real at the moment, and that most likely had something to do with the stud in bed with her while her index and middle finger circled her clit.


He couldn’t take it anymore. He lifted his waistband and allowed his cock to pitch a tent in his athletic shorts. His hand quickly wrapped around his hidden manhood and stroked slowly.


Mother and son—separated by mere feet in bed—masturbating to the same porn scene. Neither would’ve dreamed a scenario as such ever possible just forty-eight hours ago, but circumstances had quickly changed, and so did Kelly’s thoughts about her baby as her eyes shifted from the screen to his lap.


“Oh my God.”


His focus didn’t move from his computer screen. Did Mom react that way because the male actor had just grabbed a handful of his co-star’s short hair and snapped her head back, or was it a result of looking in his direction? He had to know. It would kill him if he refused to discover the answer for himself.


He turned his head to find Mom with her mouth agape as her hand feverishly fluttered under her yoga pants. She stared directly at his bulge.


He found the base of his cock with his hand, and paused before inching slowly to the head with his fingers wrapped around the polyester fabric of his gym shorts.


Mike heard his mother whimper.


She bit down on her finger once again while her right hand did its damnedest to send her over the edge. Screw the porn scene. Was there even a computer in the room anymore? The towering erection under her son’s shorts wasn’t anything like his father’s manhood. Could she credit his big biceps or his lean frame for emphasizing his cock? Or maybe her mind simply played tricks on her? Or maybe, just maybe, it really was that big? Perhaps it was perfect just like every single other part of him?


And with that, Kelly’s mind began to drift.


There was nothing like doggy style. Nothing compared to the feeling of being at the complete mercy of a man. But Al and his low sex drive, fat stomach, and awful stamina wasn’t the guy who controlled her. Instead, it was Mike.


She was bent over the edge of a bed: naked, oiled up, and sporting a pair of slutty black high heels. A strong, dominant hand squeezed her petite arm and grabbed her attention. It belonged to an eighteen-year-old stud who rubbed his throbbing cock against the lips of her moist pussy. To a guy who fantasized about her and raved over her looks and personality. To a man who could give the hard, rough, loving pounding she so desperately craved.


She yearned to be dominated by a man who respected her. She needed to be desired by a guy who lusted after her. It didn’t take much for her world to change as she felt her son’s large manhood pierce her tight pussy.


Every rough pump sent a chill down her spine. She felt parts of her insides touched for the very first time—parts that Al couldn’t dream of hitting. Fingers ran through her short blonde hair as she braced herself. He was going to do it. He would do what she wanted because he was perfect. He knew every single thing that she needed without even having to be told.


He snapped her neck back by her hair.


She found herself gazing up into her son’s masculine eyes as he ravished her. Sweat dripped from his wavy brown hair and landed on her face. She wanted to taste him. She needed to eat every part of him up. Al was just a guy in her past life. She’d moved on. She’d found someone better who loved and cherished her, and she couldn’t wait to feel his appreciation each and every day.


“OH FUCK!!” she cried.


Mike’s hand had been locked around his cock—frozen—for the past twenty seconds. Mom’s soft, seductive moans had turned to loud gasps and borderline screams, and now her body shook as she orgasmed just two feet away from him! Her eyes were closed and her body quivered, and he had no idea what went through her mind as she enjoyed her euphoria. Was it the porn scene? Was it Dad? Was it him? The one thing he knew for sure was that he couldn’t continue to play with himself while she was in such a state. It didn’t seem right.


Her shrieks turned to light whimpers as she descended from her high gradually. “Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God.”


Should he say something? Should he do something? He never had a girl masturbate in front of him, let alone someone who he was related to. What was his next move?


Her fingers wiggled out of her yoga pants after she finally recovered. Both of her hands found their way to her chest as she gazed at his handsome face. Her eyes methodically moved down his muscular frame until they hit his sizable bulge.




“Baby, do you need help with—”


Abruptly, they both turned and looked at his nightstand. The alarm on Mike’s phone blared, causing Kelly to cut her question short. She reached out and turned it off before looking back at him.


He didn’t know what to do. Things had gone significantly further than expected, and he really needed a moment to think. “I have to shovel the driveway.”


“Leave it,” she told him with a wicked grin.


“I can’t,” he shook his head, clearly flustered. “I can’t let it back up.”


“Just leave it,” she said, pointing at his laptop. “Let’s watch some more.”


He hopped off the bed and turned his back to his mother, tucking his rock hard erection into his waistband. “I have to take care of the driveway.”


She huffed before finally nodding her head. Part of her wanted him to stay in bed and experience the same pleasure that she’d just enjoyed, but a bigger part of her respected how he handled his business. He was the only real man in her life for a reason.


“Okay, but find your boots in your closet. I know they’re in there.”


He shuffled to the other end of the room and opened his closet door before re-emerging with a pair of black boots.


“I see your jacket too!” she spoke up. “The navy blue one!”


He pulled his coat off a hanger and put it on. “Happy?”


“Very,” she smiled. “Make sure you get some gloves and a hat out of the downstairs closet too!”


“I know where they are…” he groaned.


She tracked him as he moved in the direction of his bedroom door. “Thanks, baby!”


He raised his hand in the air to acknowledge her appreciation. Soon, he vanished into the hallway and trudged down the steps to take care of his work.


She wasn’t sure what she’d just thanked him for. Was it for shoveling the driveway again, or for giving her the best orgasm in the past five years? Why couldn’t it be for both?


Her eager fingers scrolled through the rest of his porn collection to search for another appealing scene. She was in the mood for round two.





Chapter 6 — Appreciation








One Hour Later.





Mike jogged up the stairs and hurried into his bedroom, closing the door behind him. It’d only taken him an hour to clear the driveway despite it snowing harder than ever. He’d never felt his adrenaline pump in such a manner before. It was as if someone injected speed directly into his bloodstream as his orange shovel slid along the frozen blacktop effortlessly. He was a machine.


He needed to watch the same porn scene which sent his mother over the edge. He had to allow the amazing blonde from the X-rated video to bring him to the edge before his imagination took over. Sure, it was just pretend, but tonight he would fuck his mother.


Part of him was relieved that his alarm had gone off when it had. Had Mom planned to offer to help before they were interrupted, and even more importantly, what exactly did that entail? Everything most likely worked out for the best, though. Masturbating in front of his own mother certainly wouldn’t qualify as normal, but perhaps a little part of him actually wanted that? Sure, it was the perverted side of him, but how awesome would it be?


It didn’t matter anymore, though. He’d left that craziness behind him when he decided to shovel instead of partake in exploring more pornography with Mom.


He ditched his shirt and reached for his laptop after he hopped into bed. He opened the screen and unlocked his computer before pulling up the same scene that he’d watched only an hour ago with Mom. His earbuds slipped into the headphone jack as he readied himself in anticipation. God, was he ready to explode.


Knock. Knock. Knock.


His eyes immediately shot to his door. “Yeah?”


His mother peeked inside after opening his door, revealing the sight of her in a black silk bathrobe—the usual for when she got up at night. He gave her a smile and waited, eager for her to leave so he could get down to business.


“Done already?”


“Yeah, it slowed down a bit,” he lied, not wanting to admit the real reason for his superhuman accomplishment. How could he explain that he cleared the driveway twice as fast because he’d watched her cum in his bed sixty minutes ago?


She nodded and disappeared from his room.


“Can you shut the door!?” he yelled. The sounds of footsteps hurrying down the stairs was the only answer.


He was exhausted. All he wanted to do was masturbate, go to sleep, and get a good night’s rest before having to deal with more snow in the morning. And he’d tweaked his back about ten minutes ago as well. Maybe he’d overdone it?


He rolled onto his side slowly in an attempt to get out of bed when he suddenly froze. Footsteps rushed up the stairs.


He scooted up and rested his back against the bed headboard as he waited for his mother to pass on her way to her own bedroom. She would at least be able to shut his door for him, but before he could ask for that simple favor, a smiling blonde burst into his room with a little something extra in hand.


“Are you serious?” Mike asked, stunned.


“I think you deserve it,” she smiled. “As long as you want it.”


“Oh, I want it,” he said. He watched his mother stroll over to the side of his bed, and hand him one of Dad’s twenty-four ounce cans of beer. “Now, this is something I could get used to.”


“Well, I think that the man of the house is entitled to a beer after a hard day’s work,” she said.


Man of the house? He really was the man of the house, wasn’t he? He liked having that title. He loved knowing that Mom relied on him to get things done. A simple thank you from her sent electricity through his body whenever she showed her appreciation. All he wanted was to see a smile on her pretty face.


“I could get used to this husband thing,” he said sarcastically after cracking open his beer and flashing her a grin.


“Well, being the man of the house comes with a few more perks as well.”


He took another sip before his eyes drifted toward the sound of her voice. His can of alcohol instantly dropped into his lap. He scrambled to collect his drink which leaked onto his athletic shorts, before glancing up in a state of complete disbelief. He couldn’t possibly be seeing this.


His mother’s hand had found the belt on her bathrobe and given it a gentle tug. The smooth, silky material parted and she wiggled out of her gown. It’d hit the floor and his beer can promptly fell to his body. He’d never been so flustered by anything in his life.


Mom stood at the side of his bed in a lace plunge teddy.


The black lingerie was a gorgeous one-piece with scalloped trim carving the edges of the outfit. The fancy design even included the material which dipped deep into her captivating cleavage. The inner halves of her big, creamy breasts were on full display as the nylon material finally merged just above her belly button. The sleeveless garment was partially see-through, with darker patches of flowery designs hiding her most intimate areas. Every inch of her flawless legs and toned thighs were exposed to the bedroom air. Mere inches of snug fabric were all that protected her pussy from his enamored eyes.


She turned slowly, revealing two thin straps which intersected across her back and ran over her fit shoulders, keeping her outfit up. But as amazing as she looked, it wasn’t until his eyes moved further south that he experienced the greatest moment of his life.


The black nylon narrowed and turned into a thong.


He’d fantasized about his mother’s ass for years. How couldn’t he? It was perfect, after all. Truthfully, few things made his day like watching her strut into a room in a pair of tight yoga pants, but recollections of her clothed body swiftly drifted from his memory. Real experiences replaced his stored photos. He didn’t have to imagine what her butt looked like anymore. Now, he saw it for himself.


Big, round, and oh-so perfect: her thong backside belonged on a poster in the bedroom of every man’s room on the planet. Where did her perkiness come from? It had to be a result of her consistent gym-going habits, right? Thousands of squats and lunges had done wonders on her lower body, and he was lucky enough to marvel in all of its glory.


Her hips were sexy and shapely, her legs fit and strong, and her flat stomach aided her impressive bust as she turned to face him again. This was what his amazing mother looked like under her clothes? Like a goddess? What was Dad thinking? He should worship the ground that she walked on! She was so kind, generous, and smart, and now she had an amazing figure and deviant sexual side that he never would’ve dreamed of. It was enough to make him realize just how in love he was with his angelic mother.


“I don’t know what to say,” he remarked, at a total loss for words.


Kelly wasn’t some naive little girl. She had a few partners before Al, so she could tell the difference when men were being truthful or not. Her husband’s disgust wasn’t something that went unnoticed. This very teddy had originally been a surprise for their anniversary a few years ago. Their sex life had been on a downward trend for quite a while, and she’d hoped that it would help to pick things back up.


Unfortunately, her provocative lingerie didn’t have its desired effect. Al was fairly indifferent to what she wore for him, they had mediocre sex, and things continued to worsen after that night. She could still remember the look on her husband’s face when he first saw her in her outfit. As disinterested as Al had been two years ago, the excitement which radiated from Mike couldn’t have been more different. He may as well have been drooling.


It’d been years since she felt a pair of eyes gaze at her this way. It wasn’t just a sense of admiration either. There was raw, primal lust being sent in her direction. It was different from Monday in the kitchen as well. Things had drastically changed in a matter of days.


Mike felt like a teenager to her on Monday. Yes, he was a man, and he acted like a man, but he was still her little boy. Plenty had changed in the past forty-eight hours, however. The last thing that the hunk who stared at her resembled was a boy. Mike was a stud. Wide shoulders, chiseled biceps, and rock-hard abs made him quite the catch. Not to mention his handsome face and sexy hair! How many cheerleaders dreamed about dating her son? How many teachers experienced depraved thoughts when he walked into their classrooms? And now that stud’s eyes were locked on her in ways that no one—including her husband—ever had.


But it was more than simple shallow attractiveness. Was Mike sexy? Absolutely. Not only was he extremely handsome, but part of her loved the idea of giving back to him for everything he’d done around the house over the years. It only felt right in a way.


Their connection ran deeper than lust, however. The way they talked, laughed, and smiled at each other was unlike anything else in her life. Her son brought a level of comfort to her life that no one else could provide. She could be completely out of her element and surrounded by strangers, but the second Mike walked into the room, she would immediately be at ease. His presence created a certain relaxing vibe. It was intoxicating to be around. It also happened to be the exact opposite of how Al made her feel.


She knew that she should feel shy about her wardrobe choice. She wasn’t exactly the most confident woman in the world, and her love of yoga pants came from a place of comfort, not sex appeal. The hunk gazing at her had sent her self-esteem through the roof, though. She’d never felt sexier than she did at this very moment.


“I thought that maybe I could help you out a little bit,” she purred.


His pounding heart was on the verge of bursting through his chest. “Um…yeah, totally. That would be…uh…awe-awe-awesome.”


She couldn’t get enough of him. His strong, masculine aura made her giddy, and the way that he simultaneously stammered like a ten-year-old boy caused her to laugh. Everything he did drove her crazy.


She spun again, allowing him to silently worship her physique which she worked so hard to maintain. She was lost in a world of lust. In a world of passion and desire. In a world where she was admired and respected. In a world where Al didn’t exist.


“You’re so beautiful, Mom.”


Four simple words changed everything. It was more than enough to snap her back to reality.


She wasn’t a goddess, she was a receptionist; she wasn’t all alone with a passionate admirer, she was in a high school kid’s bedroom; and she wasn’t a college-aged seductress, she was a forty-two-year-old mother. And, oh yeah, the guy sitting in front of her wasn’t her husband, but rather her son.


Panic immediately set in for her. She needed to leave. She had to escape and attempt to understand what caused her to do something so outlandish and irresponsible in the first place.


She scrambled to retrieve her bathrobe from the floor as she hurried to cover her trembling body. She didn’t want to look at Mike. She was too embarrassed to even glance in his direction. She turned to the door and took the first step toward escaping her current nightmare.


“Wait!”


Her right foot hit the hardwood floor before her left foot extended and cut her remaining journey in half. Two more strides were all that separated her from safety. She would vanish into the hallway and be able to regroup in a matter of moments.


“Mom!”


Two more feet divided her from freedom. The open door screamed for her to run through it. Flashing lights pointed at her escape as her foot sailed over those mere twenty-four inches of wood flooring. She was finally there!


“MOM!!!”


And then she froze.


Why didn’t she move? Why was she seemingly stuck under her son’s bedroom doorframe? It really didn’t matter if she took a right or a left, because any direction liberated her. But instead of running to safety, she turned and faced his bed.


“Are you okay?” he asked worryingly.


Was she okay? No, she wasn’t okay. In fact, she was the furthest thing from okay. Her lips parted in an attempt to explain what a mistake she’d made. She had to express her remorse for revealing herself in such a sexual manner. She needed to say sorry for not only putting herself in a terrible situation, but for dragging her perfect angel into it as well. She had a million things on her mind, except she couldn’t get any of them out. All because someone spoke up first.


“Did I do something wrong?” Mike questioned.


Her eyes shifted down to the hardwood floor. Had he done something wrong? Of course not. Her little angel was perfect, after all. He’d innocently confined himself to his bedroom when she decided to turn his night into something out of a preposterous erotic novel. And what about earlier? All her poor son wanted to do was masturbate, and she’d barged into his room before eventually orgasming on his bed! What was wrong with her? Had she fallen and hit her head? She wasn’t acting like herself at all!


“You didn’t do anything wrong.”


“Because you kind of freaked out,” he told her cautiously. “If I made you uncomfortable or—”


“It’s not you,” she interrupted, still staring at the floor. “I just made a really big mistake.”


How could he convey his true feelings? The last thing he would label the situation as was a mistake. The past two minutes of his life had been permanently tattooed on his brain. He would never forget this moment. Every flawless inch of her body, every flutter of her cute blonde hair when she spun, and every spark he felt deep inside his being as a result of it all: tonight would stick with him until the day he died.


It suddenly clicked for him. “Is it because I called you mom?”


“No,” she said, still refusing to make eye contact with him.


“Because you freaked out right after I said mom,” he pointed out. “I can call you something else if you want. Like, Kelly.”


“No, sweetheart—”


“Not Kelly then!” he said urgently. “How about this? Pick a name you want to be called and I’ll refer to you as that.”


She finally looked at him. Being called “mom” wasn’t the reason that she unraveled before his eyes. Well, it may have set the wheels in motion. It’d reminded her that she was indeed his mother. One simple word wasn’t what caused her stomach to churn, however. It was the entire situation.


“I-I-I can’t believe I did this!” she declared with a regretful stammer.


How far away was Mom? Ten feet? It felt like a mile as he watched a look of dread sweep across her face. Nothing in the world resembled the feeling of watching his mother grow upset. She should never be stressed or agitated. He needed to change her mood. He had to make her feel good about herself again, instead of wallowing in a pit of self-misery brought on by nothing but her own guilty conscience.


“Mom, relax”


Her body started to shake.


“Mom, relax!”


She took a deep breath in an effort to calm herself. Her heart rate slowed, but she remained on the brink of a panic attack.


“Why did you come here?” Mike asked.


“To…um…to-to-to help you out,” she told him, her nerves yet to subside.


He struggled to hide excitement at the sound of her words. “To help me out? To give me something other than porn to look at, right?”


Her eyes swiftly hit the floor once again. Her feeling of immense embarrassment was even worse than she thought.


The large tent pitched in Mike’s athletic shorts showed that he was more than ready to go. He didn’t have to think too hard to decipher Mom’s plan. She’d orgasmed earlier thanks to his porn collection and his presence in bed with her, and now she’d come to return the favor. That’s why she was dressed in amazing lingerie, right? So he could masturbate to a real woman instead of a girl on a computer screen. So, why did she seem so hesitant?


“Am I wrong?” he asked.


Her feet shifted on the floor like a nervous toddler who couldn’t decide between a lollipop or a pretzel. “Um…”


“Did you come in here for a different reason?” he continued his barrage of inquiries.


She looked at the eager jock lying in bed once more. Nothing about him resembled his father. Not only was his body so much different, but the excitement in his eyes was as well. He was hard from just looking at her! When was the last time that happened with Al?


Her husband always felt like he had other girls on his mind whenever they were intimate, and the porn they would occasionally play while going at it usually captured his attention. Sometimes, she felt like a sex toy to him. Like a warm, wet hole without any emotions or feelings. But that wasn’t the case with Mike. He made her feel special. He made her feel wanted and desired. His facial expression as his eyes continued to gaze at her from afar wasn’t forced. He really was enamored with her, wasn’t he?


“I was going to see if you wanted a…a…oh my God, I can’t believe I’m going to say this! I came in here to see if you wanted a—” Kelly took a deep breath and looked back down at the floor. She’d come this far. One word wouldn’t kill her. “If you wanted a…blowjob.”


Ping.


Her head immediately perked up to see his ice cold beer can now placed on the nightstand. The ringing sound was a result of her son setting his beverage down on the wood roughly, and as her attention drifted toward the bed, she soon realized why he was in such a hurry.


Mike slipped out of his shorts and tossed them to the floor. He smiled at his mother excitedly—in just his boxers—with a throbbing cock hidden beneath the red cotton fabric.


“I totally want a blowjob!” he announced with an ear-to-ear smile.


“No, baby—”


“So, how do you want to do this?” he jumped in frantically. “We could do it on the bed, or I could go grab a chair if that’s easier, or we could go downstairs on the couch, or—”


She held her hand out which caused him to cut his fantasy short. “Honey, we can’t do anything. I just told you that.”




“But you just offered me a blowjob.”


“No, I didn’t offer you that,” she clarified. “I said that I was going to offer that. Before I realized what an enormous mistake it would’ve been. Listen, sweetheart, I don’t know what got into me. Watching porn with you, and touching myself, and now wearing lingerie. I’m not acting like myself.”


“I love this version of you,” he proclaimed with a look of lust.


She shook her head, letting out a light chuckle. “It’s not appropriate for you to see me like this.”


Mike was in a conundrum. On one hand, his mother—who was the sexiest woman on the planet in his eyes—had been behaving like a horny high school girl over the past few hours. He’d watched her cum next to him in bed earlier! And he knew that the most amazing lingerie in the world was waiting for him underneath her silk bathrobe.


How often did chances like this come along? When would be the next time that Mom would flirt with him? Probably never. The stars had aligned. Dad wasn’t home, he’d spent all day shoveling and taking care of the house, and now Mom wanted to thank him.


But she was still his mother. Sure, she was sexy, smart, and pretty much perfect, but she was still Mom. He refused to pressure her into doing something that she was uncomfortable with. The last thing he wanted was to push the envelope, only for her to experience a meltdown tomorrow when she reflected on what happened in his bedroom. It was a fine line. She had to be completely on board with the idea of doing something sexual with him, but he couldn’t push her into doing it. She wasn’t one of his eighteen-year-old classmates. She was his mom. He couldn’t risk the possibility of losing her.


He decided to give it a shot. “Sit on my bed for a second.”


Her eyes widened. Moving closer to him didn’t seem like the best idea at the moment.


“Just sit on the end of it,” Mike told her. “So we can talk this out.”


She approached his bed timidly and took a seat on the end like he’d instructed. His towering erection appeared even larger from her new point of view. She didn’t know what her angel was hiding under his boxer shorts, but it definitely didn’t look anything like what his father had to work with.


“First off, I would never pressure you into doing anything,” Mike started. “You know that. You mean the world to me. My own pleasure is such a distant second to making you happy.”


She shot him a smile before looking down at the bedspread.


“Now, with that being said, I don’t want you to hold back,” he went on. “Mom, if this is something you want to do, then I’m all for it. I can’t even put into words how much I’d love it. But if you’re one hundred percent against this, then you should go back to your room right now. The last thing I want to do is negatively change our relationship.”


“But this would change our relationship,” she reminded him.


“For the better!” he countered. “Listen, I love you on an incomprehensible level. I really do. I’ve meant every single word I’ve said over the past few days. I think Dad is batting way out of his league. You’re an amazing person, wife, and mother, and everything about you drives me absolutely crazy. I can’t get enough of your laugh, your smile, and your amazing personality; but, Mom, this side I just saw of you blew my mind. I always knew that you were gorgeous, but I didn’t know just how sexy you really were until I got a good look at you. The lingerie you’re wearing puts every model I’ve ever seen to shame.”


She was far too stunned to even open her mouth.


“I’m being serious!” he said as a result of her silence. “You’re one of the most beautiful women alive, and if Dad is too fucking stupid to tell you that, then I’m going to. Honestly, I want you as more than just a mom.”


Kelly closed her eyes and attempted to process what she’d just heard. This was all her fault, wasn’t it? She would be in bed right now if she was a good mother. She never would’ve masturbated in front of her son, she definitely wouldn’t have worn lingerie, and she absolutely wouldn’t be sitting on his bed if she was a proper parent. So, why wasn’t she on her way to her bedroom? Deep down, did a perverted part of her feel the same way as her son? Was she so deprived of sexual attention and satisfaction that she’d turned to her own flesh and blood?


Her blue eyes soaked in the stud lying in front of her. They say that tall, dark, and handsome is every woman’s weakness, and she certainly wouldn’t disagree. Throw in charming, funny, caring, athletic, and intensely masculine, and you had her son. And now she knew that he loved her on an entirely different level than she previously realized.


Would it be wrong to show him how much she loved him? Would appreciating him in her own special way be some kind of sin? Al wasn’t coming home tonight, so maybe she could lose herself in a fantasy world for just a few minutes? Wasn’t that what she did every time she read erotica? Dirty books allowed her to imagine a life with a different husband—a husband who loved her and treated her in ways Al couldn’t even imagine. So, what was wrong with having a real replacement for just one night?


“Your father can never know about this.”


Mike’s head nearly exploded. “Wait, we’re gonna do it?”


She discarded her robe and tossed it to the floor before crawling toward him. All of her hesitation vanished. Her reluctance seemed to melt away. There was no more fighting her true feelings. She wanted this. She needed her affection to be appreciated by someone who loved and cherished her, and while the snow continued to pile up outside as the temperature dipped below zero, she no longer cared if that person was her son.


She knelt between his legs and slipped both of her hands under the waistband of his boxers. One swift tug was all it took to send them down around his knees, but something prevented her from tossing his underwear down to the floor. Something had caused her to freeze like a deer in the highlights. In fact, it was something rather large.


“Wow,” she gasped, stunned.


Mike had never been harder. Everything had moved so quickly. One second, Mom had stripped for him, the next she’d attempt to leave his room, and now she’d yanked his boxers down without even asking for permission. Her heaving breasts were on the verge of falling out of her teddy as she knelt between his extended legs. Her short blonde hair appeared even sexier and her youthful skin glowed, but the way that her sparkling blue eyes bulged possessed a stranglehold on his lust like nothing ever had.


Her focus had yet to move from the towering piece of meat just a few feet in front of her. How was Mike related to his father? He didn’t look anything like Al! He didn’t remotely resemble the handful of guys she was with before getting married. Her son was big and thick. His impressive size was emphasized by his ripped abs which created quite the muscular backdrop. Masculine veins ran the length of his girthy shaft, and two big balls rested on the blankets below. His pubic hair was trimmed and set an inviting atmosphere.


She finally gathered herself and threw his boxers to the floor. Her tongue instinctively wet her lips as she shifted to her stomach, her mouth now just inches from her son’s most prized possession. Kelly didn’t feel like a forty-two-year-old woman anymore. Suddenly, she was back in high school. She was on her boyfriend’s bed with her feet raised in the air behind her playfully, preparing to do perhaps her most important girlfriend duty. She may have looked at Mike as her husband from time to time, but she planned on treating him like her boyfriend tonight.


She needed to get something out of the way before she went into girlfriend mode, though. The way that Mike had talked about his father over the past few days had yet to leave her mind. He seemed equally as disgusted with Al as she was, and she wouldn’t pass up the opportunity to stroke his ego. After all, he deserved it.


“Can I tell you a secret?” she asked.


Mike gazed down at her anxiously, still wondering if he was lost in a dream. Mom was dressed in lingerie, sprawled along his bed, and her face was only inches from his cock! If this indeed was a dream, then he had no desire to wake up.


“Sure,” he said.


Her eyes started at his balls, ran the length of his thick dick, momentarily stopped at the large head which possessed a slick shine thanks to the precum that leaked from the tip, and moved to his handsome face. She was moments away from sending his confidence through the roof, and she couldn’t possibly be more thrilled. She couldn’t get enough of making her angel happy.


“You have to promise to keep it between us,” she went on, loving the building lust in his eyes as she teased him. “No one can ever know.”


“I promise.”


“Are you sure?” she asked. She extended her pinky finger—where it was met by his—as they laughed over their childish guarantee to keep their pact.


Her hand moved down to his heavy balls before the tip of her index finger grazed gently across the base of his fat shaft. She pressed against his meat with slightly more force, causing a whimper to escape from between his lips. Knowing that she made him moan was empowering. Her little angel could experience the pinnacle of pleasure if she wanted him to, and she was more than ready to take him on that journey. There was a little more teasing to be done, however.


The nail of her finger traced along his girthy meat as she moved upward at a leisurely pace. “You’re so much bigger than Dad.”


He felt a lit match drop down his throat. Everything was hot. In fact, it was burning. Why did Mom’s words fill him with so much delight? Was it Freudian? Did finding out that he had a bigger dick than Dad tap into his caveman DNA? Did a part of him want to claim his mother for his own? He didn’t have the answers to his questions, but knowing that he wasn’t only bigger—but much bigger than Dad—did something to him he couldn’t explain. He’d never felt better about himself.


Her fingernail continued its rise up his manhood before stopping about seventy percent of the way up. She had something to inform her son of.


“This is your father,” she said.


Mike gulped.


She casually worked her way to the throbbing head of his meat with a smile. “And look at all this extra room I have to play with.”


He attempted to swallow again but his mouth was dry. His cock was being worshiped by his mother! His own mother! If there was such a thing as heaven, then he was currently experiencing it.


“But that’s not even the craziest part,” Kelly said, her finger finally finding the tip of his dick and collecting a sample of his precum. “Baby, you’re so much thicker.”


He watched her finger move to her mouth where it slipped inside. She explored his taste for a few moments before her face lit up with excitement.


“And tastier too!” she added enthusiastically.


He’d officially died and gone to heaven.


She gazed past his cock to find the face of the energetic stud who still had his back against the wooden headboard to his rear. “It’s time that I start thanking you properly.”


“You do thank me.”


“I thank you like a little boy,” she corrected him. “I say thanks, give you a hug, and bake you cookies and pies to show my appreciation. Those days are over. It’s time I start treating you like a man, because that’s exactly what you are. And a man doesn’t want desserts, does he? Nope, he wants nice, long, sloppy blowjobs.”


And with that, Mike’s relationship with his mom completely changed. Their mother/son dynamic had survived flirting, masturbation, and even lingerie, but it couldn’t endure a pair of pouty lips planting wet kisses on the side of his stiff erection. She was still Mom, and she would be Mom until the day he died, but she was more than that now. Another loving kiss on his dick reinforced his newfound feelings. He was crazy about her. His days of dreaming and fantasizing were over. He needed everything that she had to offer.


Kelly was lost in another world as she ran out of room to kiss her son’s impressive manhood. Instead, she wrapped her lips around the big head of his cock. Her tongue instantly exploded with the favor of his sweet pre-seminal fluid. Her desire to please him was unlike anything she’d ever felt before, and only her mouth could take him to the apex of sexual bliss. Whatever experience he had with high school girls would be a distant memory by the time she got through with him.


The back of his head pressed against the wood behind him as he closed his eyes. There were no hands, no gagging, and no struggle at all. All he felt was a warm, wet mouth effortlessly glide up and down on the top half of his cock. But there was more than that. Maybe not physically, but emotionally. He could feel her love. Maybe they were caught up in a moment, or perhaps one of them would wake up tomorrow and regret what had taken place, but there was no denying the passion which flowed through the room at this very second.


Her blowjob was abruptly interrupted by two strong hands gripping her head. He wouldn’t actually do it, would he? The latest BDSM novel that she read had taken her on a wild ride when it came to what she thought she knew inside the bedroom. Jen, a married mother of one who was stuck in a sexually unsatisfying marriage—not all that different from her own—found herself smitten by her neighbor who’d recently moved in next door.


The story opened her eyes to so many things she never knew about: collars, leashes, choking, bondage, submission, and how erotic giving into a powerful man could be. Kelly felt herself in the words she read. Every page brought her closer to Jen—a completely fictional character—who somehow shared key parts of her life. The biggest difference was that Jen had a daughter, not a son. She also didn’t have to deal with temptation from the guy next door like Jen had to either.


But there was a reason for that. Kelly had her own stud right down the hallway, and his fingers which were intertwined through her blonde hair quickly made her realize that she had a lot more in common with Jen than she ever imagined. The female protagonist in the story discovered an alpha male who lived next door, but unlike Jen, Kelly didn’t need to search for her dream man. He was right in front of her.


His strong hands held her head in place as his hips left the mattress and pumped into her mouth. Not only did Mike look nothing like his father, but he didn’t act like him either. She wasn’t familiar with a man who displayed an aggressive, take-charge attitude. Al had an undeserved cockiness to him; Mike didn’t. Her son possessed a merited confidence and passion that she longed for in a man. He’d taken her mouth and claimed it! He didn’t ask, beg, or slowly work his way in—he just went for it!


Spit flowed down the sides of his cock as he continued to use his mother’s mouth. Sensibility had been replaced by unbridled lust. She was his mom, not his girlfriend, but she didn’t feel like it at the moment. It was almost as if he was possessed.


His hips came to a rest as he quickly thought better of what he was doing.


Her mouth slipped off his thick meat as she gazed up at him with a devilish grin. “That was so fuckin’ hot.”


Could he possibly love her more than he already did?


“You like when I choke on your big cock?” she asked, her tone dripping with lust and devotion. “I wanna hear it, baby. Tell me how much you love it.”


“I fuckin’ love it,” he told her. “Those pretty lips look perfect wrapped around my dick.”


“But what about when you make me gag?” she questioned. “Like a good girl.”


The childish inflection to her voice caused his cock to throb in ways previously deemed unimaginable. This was his mom? The most amazing woman in the world had a slutty side to her? She didn’t just enjoy choking on his dick, but she wanted to talk about it!


“Your mouth belongs to me.”


Her insides fluttered. “What?”


“Your mouth belongs to me,” he repeated, lost deep in a world of fantasy and dirty talk. “Every part of you belongs to me. Now, give me that fuckin’ throat.”


She’d left reality a long time ago, but she was officially the star of her own erotic novel now. Her son wasn’t some dark, cryptic, fictional character. He was a real human being. He was kind, sweet, and thoughtful, but he had a side to him that she never knew about until tonight.


She was held in place like a rag doll. Her throat was used for her stud’s pleasure, and the sloppy gathering of drool and phlegm which had collected on his thighs was evidence of that. Her previously uncharted submissive fantasies were being thoroughly explored. All she wanted was for a powerful man to give her orders, and that was exactly what her son did.


He released her from his hold as he ended his frantic movements. “Suck my balls.”


She followed his orders eagerly. She moved down to his nuts before pausing to relish in the masculine scent which gushed from his pores. Was this still really about rewarding her perfect son? Selfishly, she couldn’t deny how much fun she was having.


“This is for unloading the dishwasher,” she smiled before her puckered lips kissed his left testicle.


“And this is for shoveling the driveway,” she told him, her tongue extending to run along his right nut.


She opened her mouth to shower both of his balls with as much love as possible. “And this is for being my favvvvvvvvvvvvorite person in the world.”


Electricity flowed through his body as both his testicles were drenched in adoration. Warm, wet affection glided across every inch of his ball sack, and his hands had a firm hold of his bed comforter in an attempt to hang onto the roller coaster of pleasure.


Mom’s feet wiggled playfully in the air as she sprawled along his bed and sucked his balls. Her big, perky ass created quite the scenic backdrop when he gazed past her pretty blonde head. Why couldn’t Dad live at his office? He wanted this all the time. Every day should end with his amazing mother in lingerie, sucking his cock in his bedroom. Life was so peaceful and carefree at the moment. Her warm mouth and wet tongue created the ultimate sense of relaxation.


“That feels so good,” he remarked, moaning.


Her lips left his sensitive sack as she wrapped her hand around his imposing cock and stroked slowly. “Good, that’s the point. For my baby to feel good.”


“I want this all the time.”


Reality no longer existed for Kelly. Just like him, she was off in a world of fantasy. “Of course, sweetheart. Whenever you want.”


His eyes closed as he imagined a life where that was a possibility. “What about when you get home from work tomorrow?”


“If my baby wants a blowjob, then all he has to do is ask,” she smiled before lowering her mouth to his balls to pay them more attention.


“And what about at dinner?”


Her tongue moved to his shaft and gave his thick manhood a long lick. “Just give me a little tap on the shoulder and I’ll meet you upstairs.”


“I don’t want to meet you upstairs,” he said. “I want my cock sucked at the table in front of Dad.”


She perked up after hearing his words. Suddenly, she was back in the real world. “What?”


Mike had yet to join her back in reality. “I want Dad to see you with a real man. Let that asshole play with his little dick while you take care of me.”


And with that, she left reality once again, but she didn’t wander off into her own fantasy this time. Instead, she joined her son’s personal version of paradise. “You want me to suck your big cock in front of Dad? He would be so jealous.”


He grabbed her head and pushed her mouth down roughly on his dick as he began pumping his hips upward, fueled aggressively by the idea of putting Dad in his place.


“Fuckin’ right he would,” he grunted through clenched teeth, exploring her tight throat courtesy of his youthful aggression. “I should show him what a fuckin’ idiot he is for not appreciating the perfect woman he has.”




Kelly couldn’t recall the last time she was so turned on. Someone needed to stand up to Al, and the idea of Mike putting her husband in his place caused tingles to run the length of her body. Not that she could properly convey her thoughts at the moment. Her mouth and throat were a little too occupied to speak.


His hips came to a stop and Mom’s neck immediately took over, rapidly bobbing up and down on the length of his towering pole. Her unaided actions proved how much she loved taking care of him.


“Maybe I’ll swing by your bedroom some night?” he said. “Pay you guys a visit before you two go to sleep.”


Her tempo increased as she attempted to suck his soul out through his cock.


“I’ll pull your sexy ass out of bed and bend you over the side of it,” he spoke, his tone deep and dripping with masculinity.


She opened her throat as wide as possible as she inched toward the base of his manhood. Any concerns that her gag reflex voiced were promptly disregarded. She needed to swallow every part of her man. It was her duty.


She pushed through the last roadblock and felt her nose press against his pelvic bone. Her head instantly recoiled in order to send oxygen to her deprived lungs.


Mike was dumbfounded.


Both of her hands wrapped around his soaked manhood firmly and stroked as she gazed at him. “So, you were bending me over my bed.”


He’d yet to move. He couldn’t believe what had just happened. She deepthroated him!


“Baby, what happens next?”


He locked eyes with her as they grinned at each other. He couldn’t get enough of his dream girl. “I want to ruin you for him.”


Her hands froze around his meaty cock. “What?”


“I don’t want Dad to be able to feel you,” he told her. “I want to stretch your tight little pussy. I’d make him look you in the eyes while I do it too. Have his dumb ass sit there and watch his perfect wife get fucked by someone who he can’t compete with.”


She gasped before her hands moved again slowly. “Oh my God, baby.”


“You wouldn’t be walking right after I got done with you,” he grunted, his eyes completely entranced on his mother. “I want to see your big ass bouncing while I make you feel things that you didn’t know were even possible. Get a little rough with you.”


“I don’t know if I could handle you,” she commented honestly after helping herself to another look at his big dick.


“You were built to get fucked by me,” he rebuffed with a deep rumble. “I’d grab a handful of your sexy short hair and move my head next to yours. So we can both look at Dad’s stupid face when he finally realizes you belong to me now. That you have a new man.”


Her mouth joined her right hand around his cock, but her left hand slipped away. It dashed along the sheets and inside her teddy where it hurried to find her clit. For the second time in so many hours, she played with herself in her son’s bed.


“That you’re my girl,” he added, now watching Mom suck his cock and play with herself at the same time.


He never would’ve imagined that speaking about Dad in such a way would cause her to touch herself. It wasn’t exactly a hard thing for him to do either. He’d simply expressed his true feelings, but how much power came along with what he currently experienced? His words could be this impactful? He could send her into overdrive with his imagination and a little help from his voice? Sure, her fingers aided her along, but she wouldn’t touch herself if it wasn’t for him.


He suddenly had a different mission. He needed to make her cum.


“You think he would like that?” Mike asked. “Hearing the sounds of me slamming into your amazing ass from behind? Knowing that his perfect wife’s insides are being rearranged to fit my big cock? Realizing just how fucking useless he really is?”


Her mouth bobbed on his dick even faster as she rubbed her clit like a woman possessed.


“And after you cum all over my cock like a good girl, I’m going to finish deep inside you,” he said without a hint of weakness in his voice. “Then I’m going to order Dad to the edge of the bed and stick his head right next to your ass, so he can have a ringside seat to show. And do you know what he’ll see?”


Her mouth left her son’s cock as her fingers rubbed herself frantically. “Wha-wha-what will he-he see?”


He stared directly into her warm eyes. “I’ll slowly pull out of your tight pussy, and Dad will watch a river of my cum pour out.”


Her eyes rolled back into her head as a wave of heat burst through her insides. She always needed a vibrator to experience something so strong. Even the fun that she had in bed with Mike earlier didn’t rival her current euphoria. Was it his voice? Or maybe it was his masculine cadence? Or what about how taboo it was to mess around with her own son?


Who was she kidding? She knew that the idea of Mike showing Al who was boss was what really turned her on. It was the fantasy of her favorite man in the world claiming her as his own that brought her to the brink of orgasm. It was knowing that her baby loved her just as much as she loved him.


And then she erupted.


Her head jolted forward and her mouth clamped onto the skin on his thigh. She couldn’t control herself. Her body spazzed as she temporarily lost the ability to control her limbs. The fingers on her right hand were in a desperate struggle to maintain their grip around Mike’s throbbing erection as her teeth bit down harder.


She longed for his fantasy to be reality. For him to stroll into their bedroom one night and show his father the proper way to treat a woman who you love and respect. For Mike to bend her over her bed and unload on her like the porn stud from the video they’d watched together earlier. And the look on Al’s face would be priceless. The realization that the only man who had a chance to steal her from him, had in fact done just that, would keep her satisfied forever.


One last shockwave sent electricity surging both inside and outside her body. Everything from the hairs on the back of her neck, to the skin on her toes, to the depths of her stomach absorbed the powerful energy. The overwhelming sensation caused her teeth to break the tender skin on his thigh as she twitched and shook uncontrollably.


She finally collected herself after what felt like hours of being slouched over her baby’s leg. Her limbs still tingled, but she could manage her quivering body as she lifted her head to find his face. Her little angel couldn’t possibly look more thrilled.


She moved her eyes down to his thigh and instantly gasped. “Oh my God!”


“It’s fine,” he said.


“Baby, you’re bleeding!” she panicked. “Because of me! Oh my God!”


“Mom, it’s fine,” he attempted to calm her. “Seriously, it’s not a big deal.”


She looked away, embarrassed and ashamed. “I can’t believe I bit you. I need to get a Band-Aid and—”


“You came so hard. Like a good girl.”


Her head snapped back to the stud who’d just interrupted her.


“I don’t remember telling you to stop, by the way,” he added.


She wiped away the blood on his leg before matching his grin with one of her own. “You don’t remember telling me to stop doing what?”


“I don’t remember telling you to stop sucking my cock.”


“I should always be sucking your cock, shouldn’t I?” she asked playfully.


“Fuckin’ right you should,” he said without a hint of sarcasm to his voice.


Her lips moved in the direction of his throbbing erection and placed gentle kisses on his hard meat once more. “I’m so sorry for biting you.”


Mom could’ve done whatever she wanted to him. He couldn’t care less. “It’s fine.”


“Things are going to be different from now on,” she told him between soft kisses and wet licks. “You get whatever you want in this house. If you want a certain meal, then you just tell me; if you want a dessert, then I’ll make it; and if my baby wants his balls drained, then all he has to do is ask.”


Mike closed his eyes and smiled. Could life get any better than this?


“I don’t want those cute girls at school doing it for you. You come to me, understood? I’ll take care of every single need that you have.”


“Those girls can’t compete with you anyway,” he groaned as a result of her mouth moving closer to the head of his dick.


His words sent her over the edge again. Her slow teasing was replaced by rabid lust as she engulfed him. She had one goal and that involved making her stud explode. She was desperate for him to experience an orgasm stronger than any prior pleasure in his life, because she still had butterflies in her stomach from her own climax thanks to him. She needed to return the favor.


Mike couldn’t hold back any longer. “You’re gonna make me cum.”


Abruptly, his mother’s warm, wet mouth left his dick. Her tight hand vanished as well. He was so cold and lonely as he opened his eyes to find Mom staring at him.


“Um…baby, can I tell you something?” she asked.


He nodded carefully. The last thing he desired was to ruin the moment. He was so close to cumming before everything came to a sudden stop.


“Well, it’s kind of a fantasy,” she admitted quietly. “Actually, I don’t know if a fantasy is the best way to describe it. Like, I’ve never had any interest in doing it with your father. In fact, he’s wanted to do it before, but I’ve always said no. Something about it sickens me when I think of him.”


His hand clenched the bed comforter and squeezed roughly. Even the most distant thought of Dad bringing discomfort to Mom’s life filled him with rage.


“I’ve read a few books that have it, and I’ve seen some porn with it too,” she went on. “Like I said, I don’t want to do it with your father. You’re a different story, though. The thought of you doing it to me actually turns me on.”


He waited anxiously.


“You have to promise that you won’t laugh at me,” she demanded. “And that you won’t think of me differently either.”


“Of course, I won’t,” he reassured her.


She held out her pinky again. “Promise?”


He met her finger with his own. “Promise.”


“What would you think about cumming on my face?”


Mike’s eyes immediately lit up.


“Really?” she asked, picking up on his excitement. “It’s not weird to you?”


“Weird to me? Holy shit, that’s the hottest thing ever! Absolutely!”


She stared down at his big erection before turning her attention to her surroundings. “How do you want to do this? Should I get on my back, or—”


“How about you get off the bed and kneel on the floor?” he cut her off, taking over the situation. “I’ll stand in front of you.”


She bit her lower lip instinctively. How hot did that sound? Not only the idea of receiving a facial from her son, but kneeling in front of him as well. His big, powerful frame would easily dwarf her, and he would appear as an even bigger stud from her spot down on the floor. It was the exact kind of submissive feeling that she was desperate to have in her life.


She jumped off the bed and dropped to her knees.


“Heads up.”


She looked back to see a pillow sail in her direction. She caught it and placed it under her knees. “Thanks, baby.”


Mike was all smiles as he rolled out of bed. His thigh may have still stung, but pain was the furthest thing from his mind now. Every step closer to Mom caused his dick to stiffen even further. Every inch nearer made his balls tighten. He finally came to a stop directly in front of her, his big dick casting a shadow down on his own mother who gazed up at him with a twinkle in her eye. Somehow, every one of his fantasies had come to fruition.


“Make sure you keep your eyes shut. It’ll burn if it gets in ‘em.”


Her brow furrowed after hearing his advice. “How do you know that?”


“Let’s just say that this isn’t my first time.”


“Wait, not Stacy!?” she shouted, stunned. “Really!?”


Stacy was his ex-girl who he’d dated before her family moved away over the summer. She was cute, perky, blonde, and just so happened to love receiving the one thing that Mike couldn’t get enough of giving: facials.


“Stacy had a bit of a dirty side to her,” he revealed with a snicker.


Kelly couldn’t hide her competitiveness. Ex-girlfriend or not, she wanted to be the best that her son ever had. “Did Stacy ever beg for you to cum on her face?”


“Maybe,” he said, grinning.


Her lips pressed against his leg gently, slowly worked up his thigh—making sure to stop and give a big kiss to the cut that she’d caused with her teeth—and came to rest mere inches from his balls. She glanced up and smiled at the big dick towering above her.


“Did she ever worship your cock?” she asked.


“Not like you,” he answered.


“Did she ever cook for you, clean for you, and love you the way I do?” she continued, her mouth watering from the juicy piece of meat that she teased herself with.


He smiled down at the loving pair of sparkling blue eyes which gazed up at him. “Absolutely not.”


“I bet I can name another thing that cute girl never did. She never asked you to fuck her mouth, did she?”


His hands swiftly extended from his sides and grabbed onto her blonde hair. He maneuvered his throbbing cock into her welcoming mouth before pumping into her throat roughly.


Mom was right about one thing: Stacy had never asked him to fuck her mouth. He had a feeling that his mother had years of built up sexual frustration. How couldn’t she? Dad was an asshole who was out of shape, undeservedly overconfident, inattentive, and a total dud in bed from what he’d heard.


Was Mom living out a fantasy from the books she read? His own mother was down on her knees, behaving like a girl straight out of his porn collection! Dirty talk, telling him how hot it was when he fucked her mouth, and now asking for a facial? And what about when he talked shit about Dad? She’d played with herself until she orgasmed, and then bit his leg when she lost all control! She was a bundle of sexual energy which needed to be attended to, and he had a few plans of how to take care of her desires.


His left hand remained on her head as he pumped into her mouth, but his right hand slid down to her shoulder. His finger slyly slipped under the one of the straps responsible for holding up her sexy lingerie, and moved it to the side. Mom immediately retreated and yanked it back into place.


“I don’t think so,” she told him, shooting him a firm glance.


Spit dripped from his glistening cock and fell to the hardwood floor below. They stared at one another silently—each knowing what the other wanted—but refusing to give in.


Mike finally broke the ice. “Why not?”


“Because that’s too much.”


“Too much?” he laughed. “Mom, you’re giving me a blowjob.”


“I don’t want you seeing me naked,” she expressed her concerns.


He stared down at her pretty face, still not believing that he had to verbalize his thoughts. “Will you stop with that?”


“But I don’t want you to,” she whined. “I don’t look like your girlfriends.”


“Exactly. You’re way hotter.”


Kelly rolled her eyes.


He refused to give up so easily. “I’m being serious. Hey, I’m not Dad. You’re a perfect ten in my eyes, remember?”


She looked away shyly, failing in an attempt to conceal her smile.


“A quick peek,” he said. “We both know that Stacy didn’t have anything like what you’re working with. Believe me, you have nothing to be embarrassed about.”


She turned back to her son who remained rock-hard. “I’m not going to look like some perky eighteen-year-old cutie! And I’m not going to be like one of those porn girls either!”


“I know,” he nodded. “I want you raw and natural. I don’t want you enhanced, changed, or anything other than your true self. I want every ounce of your real, perfect, unblemished beauty.”


Her hands bolted for the straps on her shoulders without another second of hesitation. His words had a certain power over her. The way that he expressed his true feelings made her feel alive. There wasn’t an ounce of deceitfulness to anything that came out of his mouth. To the rest of the world, she was a forty-something, past her prime woman who may as well not exist; but to her son, she was everything. She was sexy and desirable, but also smart and caring.


Her reluctance had stemmed from her fear of disappointing him. What if he wasn’t impressed with what he saw? Sure, she could outdo younger girls in the oral sex department thanks to her decades of experience, but she couldn’t conceal the natural aging to her skin. His look was too captivating to pass up on, however. Her son wanted her so badly, and just like every mother on the planet, she desired nothing more than to make her perfect angel happy.


She slipped the left strap on her teddy down, and the right soon followed. She took a deep breath before lowering the material below her breasts—still covering her tummy with the black lace. She may be brave, but she wasn’t crazy. There was no way that Mike would see her stomach!


Without thought, he wrapped his hand around his cock and began stroking. “Holy shit.”


What in the world did Mom have to be embarrassed about? It was no secret that she was a busty gal, and while her lingerie didn’t leave much to the imagination, seeing her topless was something else. Big, teardrop breasts with large areolas and small nipples. Did her unbelievable tits possess a slight sag to them? Absolutely. In fact, it was the perfect amount. What guy didn’t prefer natural boobs instead of the girls in porn with giant implants which defied gravity anyway? She was the hottest woman alive, completely natural, and all for him.


He slowed the pace of his strokes to prevent himself from cumming.


Kelly pulled her straps back up.


“Wait!”


She sent an unamused glance his way. “You said a quick peek!”


“I gotta see those again,” he said. “You’re so fuckin’ hot.”


Her attitude did an immediate one-eighty. Hearing him talk about her in such a fashion drove her crazy. What was wrong with giving him what he wanted? It was what a good mother would do.


She lowered her straps again, pushing her still covered breasts together as she glanced up at him—pouting her lips and fluttering her eyelashes. Teasing him was fun. His hand squeezed his manhood and began to move faster, encouraging her to really dial up the dramatics.


“Look over at the bed,” she instructed.


Mike turned his head to observe a messy comforter on an otherwise empty mattress.


“Imagine that Dad is sitting on the end of it,” she told him. “That he’s watching what’s going on.”


He looked back to find her staring up at him. “Why?”


She allowed the delicate lace to fall below her breasts once again. “Because you’re not just going to show me who I belong to, but you’re going to give me a big load too.”


She leaned forward and slapped his hand away from his dick. “And that’s my job from now on. No more of that in this house. If you want your big cock played with, then you come and find me.”


With both of her hands now wrapped around his manhood, her lingerie fell down to her belly button, leaving everything above her waist to be admired by his lustful eyes. His focus quickly turned to her exposed tummy. Even her stomach was fit! Every inch of her was a masterpiece!


“You’re so perfect,” he said as his honest feelings came out.


It didn’t take long for her to figure out what had happened. She’d gotten so caught up in the moment that she allowed her outfit to fall significantly lower than planned. And what was she met with? Another compliment, of course. Her son was the polar opposite of Al, and now it was time to give him something that her husband could only dream of.


She jerked his thick cock frantically as her eyes never wandered from his handsome face. She watched his head tilt back, signaling how close they were to the finish line. They were almost there. Moments from now, she would have her son all over her face.


“Close your eyes, Mom.”


She followed his order just in time to feel the first burst of cum slam into her nose, sending semen exploding in every direction. The next powerful shot caused the sweeping hair over her right eye to fly back, leaving a trail of fluids running the length of her smiling face. She parted her lips eagerly as eruptions number three and four painted her right cheek.




Should she have expected anything different? Obviously her baby came like a stud. Everything about him was big and powerful, and the cum he used to mark her was certainly no exception.


His next thick shot hit the top of her forehead and ran directly down the middle of her face, slid off her nose, and puddled onto her outstretched tongue. She continued to jerk his manhood feverishly as cum fell from her chin and collected on her breasts. Not that she minded wasting some of his seed. It wasn’t like he had a limited supply.


Kelly quickly swallowed before opening her mouth once again.


His loud moans were replaced by light panting as she brought the head of his dripping cock to her mouth. She quickly engulfed him, greedy for more of his sweet taste.


“Holy shit…” he gasped.


She pulled back and reluctantly allowed him to escape from her mouth. “Can I open my eyes?”


“Yeah.”


She was met by an ear-to-ear smile when she did. “I’m covered, aren’t I?”


“You better believe it,” he verified with a proud grin.


She jumped to her feet and hustled for the door before a loud whistle caused her to stop. Mike wanted her to walk slowly to allow him to trail a few feet to her rear. While she couldn’t wait another minute to see what her baby had done to her, slowing down to show off her butt wasn’t the world’s worst delay.


They finally made their way into the upstairs bathroom where her reflection caused her to shriek. “Oh my God!”


He couldn’t get over what he saw either. His mother was covered in his cum, and something about that sat very well with him. It was a sight that he could certainly grow accustomed to in his life.


“More than Dad?” he asked.


“So much more than Dad,” she answered, her focus solely locked on her cum-covered face in the mirror. “It’s everywhere.”


“Well, that’s what your sexy ass does to me,” he said as his hand found her butt-cheek and gave it a firm squeeze. The sound of his palm slapping her backside promptly echoed throughout the bathroom.


She jumped but didn’t turn back after her ass absorbed his rough crack. Instead, her eyes found his face in the mirror. He stared right at her, confident as ever.


“Do you need help getting cleaned up?” he asked, his mouth moving to her ear.


“I’m okay,” she answered while continuing to gaze at their reflection, surprised by how roughly he’d slapped her butt. Her little angel really was a man, wasn’t he?


“You sure?” he double-checked. “Cold water works best for your hair. I can give you a hand if you want.”


“I’m fine, baby.”


“Okay. Good night, gorgeous,” he whispered into her ear.


Before she could open her mouth to wish him good night, he smacked her on the ass even harder than before. Her eyes trailed him in the mirror as he strolled out of the room and disappeared into the hallway.


She immediately scooped a large wad of cum off her cheek and slipped it inside her mouth. She gulped down his seed before smiling at her reflection. She’d always loved her son as a boy and a person, but she’d come to a previously undiscovered realization over the past twenty minutes.


She was in love with him as a man.





Chapter 7 — Second-Guessing








The Following Day. Thursday. 6:09 PM.





“What a fucking nightmare.”


Kelly was busy preparing dinner at the kitchen counter while Al continued to complain about his awful night at the office from his spot at the table. She didn’t have a problem listening to him vent, but he was approaching fifteen minutes of nothing but whining. It’d grown tiresome.


“How the hell are you supposed to sleep in an office chair?” he asked. “Sure, we have a few couches in the office, but guess who took those?”


…


“Guess!” he demanded, annoyed by her silence.


She’d zoned out for a few seconds. Slicing tomatoes was somehow more enjoyable than listening to her husband rant. “I don’t know. Who?”


“The fuckin’ broads. Is that really a surprise either? Heaven forbid the entire world doesn’t stop and cater to you women when something goes wrong. You know, I’ve had it with this equality bullshit. You girls only want equality when it works in your favor. You shouldn’t get paid as much as us when you really think about it. Who’s the first negotiation for in a hostage situation? Women and children. Who gets off a sinking ship first? Women and children. Who stays at home while men get sent off to war? Women and children. Who gets the sofas while the rest of us have to sleep in office chairs? You guessed it.”


“That’s lovely,” she muttered under her breath sarcastically.


“There should be a tax on being a chick,” he continued his tirade. “Call it the cost of living on easy street.”


She wanted to put her knife through his skull.


“And then—”


The sound of footsteps put an end to Al’s latest objection against chivalry. He turned to see his son walk into the kitchen with his basketball bag over his shoulder.


“Hey, Mike.”


“Hey, Dad,” he greeted his father uncomfortably. “Mom.”


“Hey, baby!” Kelly shouted, eager to show off her outfit to her son. He hadn’t returned home after school earlier, so her anticipation had been building for hours. Her decision to wear gray yoga pants and a tight-fitting white v-neck wasn’t made by chance. The days of not caring about how she dressed around the house were long gone. Now, she would always look sexy for Mike, but she quickly turned back to the countertop after Al shot her a curious glance. She didn’t want her husband to figure out what had happened last night while he was stuck at work.


“When did you get home?”


“Twenty minutes ago,” Al answered his son. “I can’t believe they made you guys go to school today. The roads are still shit.”


The teen shrugged his shoulders. “You know how the school is. You need any help, Mom?”


“I’m fine, sweetheart!”


Mike nodded before slipping out of the kitchen and disappearing into the family room. Like usual, Al went right back to his number one concern: himself.


“I thought we would at least get out early today. It’s ridiculous that we had to stay until five. I’ve had it with that place!”


She set her knife down on the marble countertop and headed toward the hallway. She needed to get away from her enraging husband. “I’ll be right back.”


“Don’t take too long,” he voiced. “I’m starving.”


Every little snide comment that came out of his mouth made her blood boil. Women should get the couches. Why? It’s called chivalry. God knows how clueless he was when it came to manners, but as infuriating as the man in her kitchen was, the guy lying on the sofa in the family room was the complete opposite.


She approached the sofa and reached for Mike’s feet. Instead of joining him and resting his legs on her lap like always, he squirmed away and quickly sat up straight.


“Is something wrong?” she asked.


He shook his head silently, his eyes remaining on the TV.


“Can I sit?”


“Sure…” he said hesitantly.


Kelly sat next to her son and watched him immediately wiggle as far away as possible from her. Something definitely wasn’t right.


“Baby, what’s wrong?”


Her question went unanswered.


“Baby!”


He finally looked her in the eyes for the first time today. “We made a mistake.”


“What?”


“Yesterday,” he clarified. “We made a mistake. A huge mistake.”


She rushed to shake her head in protest of his opinion. “No, we didn’t.”


“Yes, we did,” he argued. “It’s my fault too. I mean, you would’ve left my room if I didn’t talk you into staying. I’m sorry and I just want to pretend that nothing happened, okay?”


She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Last night was the furthest thing from a mistake.”


He checked the room to make sure that Dad hadn’t wandered in before turning back to his mother. “I need you as a mom. Forever. Something bad will happen if we have this type of relationship, and then what? All I’m going to have is Dad. Mom, I wouldn’t trust Dad with my laundry, but do you know who I trust? Who I trust with my life? You. I can’t risk losing you.”


“I’ll always be your mom.”


“You don’t know that,” he told her. “Most people aren’t on great terms with their exes after breakups. What if something happens? What if there’s some kind of resentment between us? I can’t jeopardize what we have. It’s too special.”


She’d been over the moon since waking up this morning. Eight hours of leaving voicemails and notifying clients of their rescheduled appointment was enjoyable because of what happened last night. She finally felt loved. Her first real disappointment of the day came when Al arrived home, but listening to her son speak this way was beyond devastating. All of her dreams and fantasies were swiftly crushed. She’d received a big dose of reality.


She searched for something to say, but his attention was back on the TV. It was obvious that he wanted to put an end to their discussion. Instead of fighting him more, she shuffled off to the kitchen, depressed and dejected. There was only one man in her life, and she’d been naive enough to believe that her son had replaced him. Unfortunately, her man was annoying, selfish, and most likely eager to talk more about himself. Her man sat at the kitchen table, probably with a crude comment awaiting her when she resumed making dinner.


Al was her man, and she better get used to it.





Ten Minutes Later.





“I don’t know why we live here. We should move somewhere warm.”


Ten minutes had passed and Al was still complaining. Even her homemade chicken tacos couldn’t shut him up. Yep, this was her life.


“Maybe we should look into Florida?” Al proposed.


“What about hurricanes?” Mike asked across the kitchen table before taking a big bite of his dinner. “They’re way worse than snowstorms.”


“Okay, California.”


“Earthquakes,” he countered his father’s suggestion again. “And isn’t it supposed to break off into the Pacific Ocean or something?”


“Yeah, in the movies,” Al laughed. “Shit, I would take an occasional earthquake over five months of freezing my ass off. And—”


Al cut himself off as he reached into his mouth to retrieve something. He held a small black piece of meat between his thumb and index finger as he looked over at his wife.


“What’s this?”


Kelly’s eyes peered as she observed Al’s hand. “It looks like chicken.”


“On what planet does this qualify as chicken?” he asked her. “I almost cracked my tooth on it.”


“It’s crispy,” Mike jumped in. “It’s better that way.”


His attention snapped to his son. “Better that way? You think it’s better that way because you’ve experienced eighteen years of overcooked food. Shit, you’d be dead by now if you didn’t like burnt chicken.”


Mike took another bite of his taco, wholeheartedly enjoying his meal.


He looked back at his wife. “This is ridiculous.”


“Excuse me?” she questioned.


“This shit,” he told her, shaking his hand to emphasize what he referred to. “I’m tired of busting my ass at work all-day, only to come home to a burnt dinner. I slept in a fuckin’ office last night! I can’t even get an enjoyable meal? Kelly, I’m sick—”


“Shut up.”


Al’s eyes squinted at Kelly. Her mouth hadn’t moved and that rather crude comment certainly didn’t resemble her voice. That remark couldn’t possibly have come from who he thought it did, could it? He slowly turned to his son to find Mike glaring at him.


“What did you just say?” Al asked.


“I told you to shut up,” Mike said firmly.


His body began to shake. Now his son dared to disrespect him inside his own house? His behavior was a direct result of his mother! He knew that he was too lenient around here!


“You better watch your mouth before I—”


“No, you better watch your mouth,” Mike cut him off. “Things are going to change around here starting right now. I’m done listening to you talk down to Mom. If you don’t have anything nice to say, then don’t say anything at all. Understood?”


“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to?” Al asked, stunned.


Mike had moved past attempting to be nice. It was time to set Dad straight. “I’m talking to an asshole who doesn’t realize how good he has it. This chicken is grilled. Do you know what that means? It means that Mom cleared the back deck on her own because I didn’t shovel it, and grilled chicken instead of baking it because she knows we prefer it that way, all so we can enjoy our dinner a little more than if she threw it in the oven. I can’t possibly make myself more clear for you. If I ever hear you be nasty or disrespectful to her again, then you’re going to have to deal with me.”


An unmistakable look of shock swept across Al’s face. He couldn’t believe he was being spoken to this way. “Is that right? And what are you going to do?”


“I’m gonna put your head through the fuckin’ wall,” Mike hissed.


Al immediately stood up and Mike wasted no time in jumping out of his seat as the two exchanged glares from across the table. Kelly hurried to her feet in an attempt to calm her two men.


“Please stop!” she begged. “Just sit! Please!”


“You put him up to this shit, didn’t you!?” he shouted at his wife.


Mike didn’t allow her a chance to answer. “She didn’t put me up to anything. I’ve bit my lip around here for far too long. I’m done. You’re gonna be picking your teeth up off the floor if you’re nasty to her again. This is your final warning.”


“This is fuckin’ ridiculous!” Al shouted, slamming his fist down on the table. “This is my house! I won’t be spoken to this way!”


“And you won’t be if you treat Mom properly,” Mike told him calmly. “There will be consequences if you don’t, however.”


Al’s blood boiled. His son needed to be slapped upside the head, but if he was being honest with himself, then he wasn’t sure if he could dish out the punishment that his punk kid needed. Mike had grown quite a bit over the past few years.


“I’m going to the bar!” Al announced, his voice loud and clearly shaken. “I’m going to get some real food, and spend time around people who don’t treat me like shit!”


Al stormed out of the kitchen and slammed the front door closed behind him. Mike sat in his seat nonchalantly and scarfed down the two tacos on his plate in front of his stunned mother who remained standing with her mouth agape.


He stood up and moved past her before placing his plate in the dishwasher. “Dinner was great. Thanks, Mom.”


“Wait!” she tried to stop him.


He froze just in front of the hallway entrance. He wanted to get away from her presence. He’d stayed true to his word by standing up for his mother, and now it would be best to go to his room, but her soothing voice caused him to halt. He turned to see her approaching him in a hurry.


Before he could process the situation, he was pushed against the wall and his head was pulled down to her level courtesy of two handfuls grasping his t-shirt. Plenty of things had taken place over the past twenty-four hours, but what happened next was uncharted territory. Somehow, it was even more shocking than what took place in his bedroom last night.


Mom kissed him.


He quickly pushed her away in an attempt to break off their embrace, but Kelly wouldn’t allow it. She pinned him against the wall once again and lunged for his lips. He needed to understand her appreciation. Her love was so desperate to be accepted by a man who truly deserved it. Al didn’t love her—at least not at the level she needed—and deep down, her love of her husband had faltered as well. A certain someone had come along and stolen her heart eighteen years ago, and her adoration of him grew with each passing day. A guy entered her life who she would never tire of. An angel became the center of her world and her feelings toward him would never waver. Mike was the man she needed in her life.


Her lips met his cheek as he turned his head away. How many years had she felt rejected? For how long had her love gone unreturned? She refused to allow her opportunity to slip away. She had one chance to save her life, and she wouldn’t stand by and wait helplessly. No, she would take action.


Once again, she attempted to move her mouth to his lips, but was pushed away forcefully. Mike scrambled upstairs, leaving her all alone in the kitchen. It couldn’t end like this. Last night was more than just uncontrollable lust. It wasn’t simply two people who were attracted to each other on a physical level. She experienced a deep emotional bond—deeper than anything she’d ever felt in her life—and she knew that Mike felt it too.


She took a step toward the stairs before freezing. What if her son was right? Maybe this was wrong? Perhaps she was acting on her own selfish desires instead of putting her baby first? But what about the incredible compliments he’d paid her last night? What about his remarks involving how much he loved her, how the girls at school couldn’t compare to her, and how disgusted he was with his father?


What would happen if she gave up? Things couldn’t return to normal. Those magical twenty minutes in his bedroom last night had changed everything. She didn’t want Al, to start dating again, or to be with anyone else in her life. She just wanted Mike!


She hustled up the steps and dashed down the upstairs hallway until she reached his door. Her attempt to barge in was put to a stop courtesy of a locked doorknob.


“Please open up!” she called out, knocking on the wooden door. “Please, baby!”


Her pleas were met with silence.


“Baby, please!”


The handle unlocked.


She pushed inside and found her son standing there. His black basketball shorts and sweaty white t-shirt had gone unchanged, but his face appeared more exhausted than ever. The past twenty-four hours had obviously taken more out of him than she’d previously realized.


“Please talk to me!” Kelly implored.


He turned and walked to his bed in silence. He retrieved a notebook from his backpack and took a seat on his mattress, his back resting against the headboard.


“Why won’t you talk to me?”


…


“Michael!” she begged.


“Because it’ll only make things worse,” he finally answered, refusing to glance up from his homework.


“No, it won’t! What you did downstairs was amazing! The way you stood up for me was unbelievable!”


“I did what I said I would do,” he said, refusing to look her in the eye. “It doesn’t change anything, though. Last night was still a mistake.”


She rushed to take a seat on the end of his bed. It was funny in a weird way. Last night, she was the one who needed to be talked into staying in his room, but now she could only shake her head in disbelief at how things had changed. She had to beg to be allowed in!


“Remember what you told me yesterday? About how you want me as more than a mom?” she reminded him.


Mike took a deep breath.


“What happened to that?” she asked. “How can everything just change?”


He looked up from his homework reluctantly, catching her sparkling blue eyes which begged for his embrace. “I already told you. I didn’t think things through last night. It’s my fault that we’re in this situation.”


“It’s not your fault! And it’s not a situation! Baby, it’s what I want!” she told him.


“Mom—”


“And I know it’s what you want too!” she interrupted. “What happened last night was real. It was more than just a moment. I spent the first twenty years of my life looking for the right man, and I’ve spent the past twenty-two regretting the one I picked, but then I realized something. My dream guy has been in my life for the past eighteen years. He’s sweet, caring, and strong. He’s aggressive, passionate, and smart. He’s perfect, and he loves me more than anyone in the world!”


He stared down at the blankets on his bed.


“He’s you!” she revealed. “I don’t want your father and I don’t want to try to find another guy. I wouldn’t be able to! All I would think about was you. How amazing you are, how much we click, and how perfect we are for each other. Baby, I believe in soulmates. Everyone has a person out there who’s their ideal match, but there are so many people in this world. You don’t run into that special person daily. Except, I do. I see you each and every day. I know what I have right in front of me. You’re my perfect guy and I won’t allow you to get away!”




“And what if something goes wrong?”


She couldn’t shake her head fast enough. “It won’t. It can’t. Our love is too strong.”


“But it could.”


“Then we’ll deal with that if it happens,” she said. “There’s a risk that comes with love. Sometimes, things can happen and people change. I can promise you this, however. I will always be your mother no matter what. You’ll never lose me!”


He took a moment to think. He’d never been so conflicted. On one hand, his dream woman was giving herself to him. On the other hand, she was his mother. The fear of losing her outweighed his sexual lust, but he couldn’t tell her that. Her devastation after their conversation in the family room earlier almost killed him, and he wouldn’t dream of bringing such discomfort to her life yet again.


He rolled off the bed and headed toward the door. “I need a minute to think.”


“Baby!” she called out.


He stopped and looked back. Sunlight poured in through his window and cast an angelic glow around his mother. The clouds on this overcast day had parted just in time to show Mom in her truest form. Her wishful face, immaculate body, and everything inside her beautiful head had his heart.


He was done fighting himself.


He walked back to his bed with a purpose before placing both of his hands on the sides of her face and kissing her.


He no longer cared if she was his mother, that Dad was on his way to a bar to get drunk because of his attitude, and all the potential problems that could arise from them taking such a step together. He was positive about one thing: he wanted her.


The feeling of Mom pushing gently on his chest caused him to end their kiss. Two dazzling blue eyes gazed up at him after he pulled back, a million different words dancing in her pupils. He wanted nothing more than to fulfill each and every one of her dreams.


“I want you inside me,” she said.


He turned her body roughly, sending her flying over the end of his bed as her stomach and chest pressed against his blankets. All four of their feet remained on his hardwood floor while he admired the sight in front of him.


“I want all of you,” she made her intentions extremely clear, looking back to observe her stud son’s aggressive stare. “I want everything your father can’t give me. Show me who I belong to.”


Seconds later, her yoga pants were yanked down and her panties swiftly followed. There were no words, smiles, or any of the witty banter that they were both so accustomed to. The right side of her face rested against his bed sheets, enabling her to watch her baby step out of his clothes. He was already rock-hard.


The lust which flowed through the air was so palpable that both of them could reach out and touch it. Kelly wouldn’t trade places with anyone else in the world. Bent over the edge of a bed while her hunky son drooled over her? It was about as perfect as things could get.


He was just so naturally aggressive. She’d seen it on the football field and basketball court for years, and last night only reaffirmed her feelings. God, how amazing would this be? He was already everything that Al and her ex-boyfriends weren’t outside the bedroom, and now he would be even more incredible inside it.


Her big, creamy, perfect ass wiggled at him. Her pussy was a sliver with small, trim lips. She looked so tight—tight and eager to be stretched and readjusted to fit him and only him. He couldn’t wait any longer.


He gripped her hip with his left hand as he guided his throbbing erection inside the one place he’d never imagined journeying into. The fat head of his cock was met by the cool sensation of her moist vaginal lips before he entered. She was already wet! She dripped with excitement and they hadn’t done anything other than kiss! He needed to give her what she wanted. He couldn’t let her down.


He pushed inside, and they both simultaneously gasped.


The unbelievable smothering feeling that he experienced was placed to the side to focus on the task at hand. Sliding inside her pussy was magical. Her warmth and wetness swallowed him. She was a bowl of warm, thick syrup that gripped his manhood. It was home. It was the comfortable hug missing from his life, but tonight wasn’t about him. It was about Mom. She was the one with the asshole husband and the shitty sex life. All his amazing mother ever did was worry about making his life better, and tonight would be all about returning the favor.


Those few moments of anticipation were excruciating for Kelly. In reality, she’d been on edge all-day, but the handful of seconds—from when her panties were sent down around her ankles, to when the head of his pulsating cock rubbed against her entrance—had sent her into overdrive. Her body turned into one big itch, but she didn’t have any hands to scratch it with. The only person who could help her was the guy with his grip locked on her curvy hip. She needed to be filled. She needed the void in her life to be satisfied.


The first inch sent an electric shock throughout her body. The next inch resulted in small tingles to spread from her abdomen to all her extremities: from her fingers, to her toes, to her ears. Every part of her body was alive as he pushed in further, sending another tidal wave of pleasure to wash over her being. And then it happened. He moved deeper, and she experienced a fullness which collapsed her mind.


Everything disappeared. Where she was, who she was with, and the current state of her marriage vanished. Her thoughts ceased to exist. The only thing that mattered in the world was that itch, and every one of her son’s movements resulted in new parts of her being scratched for the first time.


And just like that, her utopia disappeared.


Mike pulled out.


The emptiness returned. That dreaded desolate feeling creeped and crawled along her skin. She opened her eyes and saw Al. She could visualize the nightmare of the man she called her husband. She blinked but he was still there. Why wouldn’t he leave? Why did he have to ruin everything? Why—


Her eyes suddenly rolled into the back of her head.


Her son didn’t wiggle inside her this time. He didn’t tease her like before either. No, he made her feel every inch of his manhood. His big, fat, hard cock pushed deep inside her and marked his territory. Every previously unexplored bump and ridge of her tight pussy was claimed by its new owner, and just when Kelly thought that life couldn’t get any better, she was proven wrong.


The first few thrusts were exhilarating. It was an intense sensation of queasiness. A pleasurable feeling which bordered on nausea. She was on a roller coaster. The feeling of climbing to the top of a peak, only to tip over the edge and rocket down engulfed her. The stomach drop that accompanied her favorite amusement park rides had been replicated thanks to the jock to her rear. This wasn’t like her bullet vibrator or her dildo. It wasn’t even like the vibrator with the g-spot attachment that her friend had gifted her for her birthday. This was real. It was a hard, living, moving piece of meat, and it was attached to the greatest person in the world—expanding her insides in previously inconceivable ways.


His right hand joined his left as he gripped both of her hips. Her big ass bounced and jiggled each and every time his pelvis slammed into her plump backside. The only thing more enjoyable than the fierce sounds of him claiming his own mother, were the moans and shrieks coming from her gorgeous mouth. There was no way that she’d ever felt anything like him before. She bit down on his blanket in an attempt to find something to counter the pounding that her lower body received, when suddenly, an idea came to him. He knew exactly how to really take her to cloud nine. His angelic mother deserved her own personal slice of heaven, and he was hell-bent on giving it to her.


“Get up on the bed. Shirt off first,” he instructed, pulling out of her.


She was desperate to fill her newfound emptiness once again. She scrambled to remove her t-shirt and bra, and the big smile she was greeted with caused a wave of excitement to rain over her. She couldn’t wait any longer! Her baby needed to rethink his untimely decision to take a break!


She hurried up onto the bed and waited impatiently for him to join her. She was up for absolutely anything at this point. Whatever he told her to do, she would do.


“On all fours,” he said, his voice dripping with testosterone.


She shook. The authoritative tone to his voice made her quiver. He was so in control. He was so dominant and confident. His poise put her at ease, and allowed her to relax and completely free herself.


She got on all fours and waited as he hopped up onto the bed to join her.


“Let me see one of those pillows.”


She looked back, confused. “Why?”


“Just let me see one,” he said.


She handed him a pillow and he folded it in half to double its height, before placing it on the mattress under her tummy. This was certainly strange. A pillow had never been incorporated into her sex life before, but at the same time, she’d never been with a guy like her son either.


“Put another pillow under your face,” he ordered.


She reached out and placed another cushion under her head. She remained on all fours, but now there were two pillows underneath her suspended body. It was a curious setting.


“On your stomach now.”


She was done asking questions. She laid down and allowed her face and body to rest against the soft cushions which had been strategically placed under her. And then it was back! The head of his throbbing meat was inside her again! But this time, it came with something extra.


He slid inside his mother before lying on top of her body, his head directly to the side of hers.


One hundred and eighty pounds of muscle smothered her frame. She was pinned against his mattress with the only exception being her slightly elevated head and raised midsection. His hands wrapped around her forearms and pressed her arms into the sheets. She’d never experienced a position like the one she was in.


And then her bliss returned.


He grinded into her. He didn’t thrust or mercilessly tee off like she’d fantasized about God knows how many times. His pace was strong but controlled. His hips seemed to have a circular motion to them as he worked his way around her insides. She couldn’t quite put her finger on what he was doing to her.


And then it all made sense.


“Oh my God!!!” she exclaimed.


She’d reached her G-Spot before with a little help from her aforementioned vibrator attachment, but it was earth-shattering to realize that this magical part of her could be stimulated during sex. Her arched back created the ideal position for him to move inside her at a perfectly situated downward angle. Every pump brought her closer to orgasmic bliss. Every movement made her crave her baby even more. She realized what a life with her son would be like, and she never wanted to leave his hold.


“This is my pussy.”


She almost screamed! His mouth had pressed against her ear while he grunted his demands! He certainly wasn’t wrong, was he? There was something about hearing those four words escape from his lips that made her tingle. He wasn’t just dominant in his actions, but he was dominant vocally, and she wanted nothing more than to be his submissive plaything.


“Is-is tha-that right?” she stammered, growing closer to an impending explosion deep inside her boiling hot body.


He bit her earlobe lightly. His grunts and groans grew louder as sweat dripped from his thick hair and collected on the side of her face. She needed every ounce of fluid that he had to give. Spit, sweat, or cum: she didn’t care. She was desperate for it all.


His teeth released his grip on her ear. “My pussy,” he grunted, giving her a firm thrust in the process. “I’ll kill Dad if he ever touches you again.”


Everything sweltered. It wasn’t a slow boil either. The volcano which was her vagina erupted dramatically. The combination of his words and his cock touching all her right places caused her to explode. It was euphoric.


She’d never cum without playing with her clit before. Mike would kill his father if he ever touched her again? He really just said that to her? Maybe it was the heat of the moment, but she’d never been more turned on from anything in her life. She felt so protected and desired. Mike stuck up for her, put Al in his place, and claimed her for his own. It was all too much.


She lost control as her limbs shook violently. All the warmth in her body collected in her abdomen as she exploded—not just internally—but externally. For the first time in her life, she squirted.


Mike never slowed for a moment. His hands continued to pin Mom’s arms against his bed as he remained inside her. Deep, passionate, loving strokes had taken her to a world of sexual satisfaction. Her already perfect pussy pulsated and gripped him even tighter as she came all over his cock. It was an indescribable level of power. The sounds and screeches that poured from her mouth made him feel like a king while her fluids drenched his legs and bed. And who was his queen? None other than the most perfect woman alive.


And that very woman continued to shake under his hold.


His mouth returned to her ear. “You’re mine forever.”


She convulsed with pleasure. She finally freed herself for the first time in twenty-five years of sexuality. It was over. No one else had a chance. Not Al, not the college kid from the gym who always smiled at her, and certainly not anyone at work. She would never look at another man in a sexual manner again. She was owned.


She still gasped for air forty seconds later. “Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!”


“Flip over,” he said.


He slid out of her to allow her to follow his instructions. She wasted no time fulfilling his order. She couldn’t wait to join him on whatever ride he had planned next.


He tossed the folded pillow off the bed and smiled at the soaked sheets below him.


“I’m sorry about that,” she said.


“There’s nothing to apologize for. It’s fuckin’ hot.”


She bit her lower lip and gazed up at him, lying flat on her back in his bed. “My baby still needs to cum.”


He took a moment to admire the perfection that his eyes were privy to. Her pubic hair was shaped in a small landing strip. He moved down to her pussy to sample her juices, sweet citrus coating his tongue before he showered her tummy with kisses. Her legs fluttered in the air joyfully as his masculine mouth moved to her breasts and sucked on her sensitive nipples. Her neck was next in line to be met by his affection, resulting in her legs to extend straight toward the ceiling as a result. Every kiss felt like a hug—like a warm blanket wrapped around her soul.


Her knees were bent back to her chest as her legs rested on his athletic shoulders. His mouth made its final journey—to her mouth—as his cock slid along her soaked vaginal lips. She couldn’t wait any longer. Her hand slipped out from her side and guided him back inside her as their tongues continued their taboo dance.


She felt so small and innocent under his shadow. He pulled back and pumped inside her, but something didn’t feel right. He was too far away. She needed to touch him. She needed to taste him.


She propped herself up by her elbows and immediately watched her man lean in toward her. Her legs remained on his shoulders as his tender pumps turned to loving strokes, but as amazing as it felt to have him back inside of her, it was his touch that mattered most. Their foreheads pressed against each other. They gazed into one another’s eyes. Sweat dripped from his face and melted into her skin. They were joined. They were connected. Two beings had become one.


Mom was right. Soulmates did exist, and he’d found his. “I love you so much.”


She kissed him. Her words weren’t needed, because she could show him how much she loved him with her actions.


His pace increased as he broke off their kiss and connected foreheads once again. He wanted to stare into her eyes, but he had to look past his simplistic urges. He needed to explore every thought and idea in her amazing mind. He would learn her favorite movie, her first concert, and what she was like back in high school. He had forty-two years of history to explore, and he wouldn’t skip a single page.


He couldn’t last any longer. She almost seemed to squeeze him now, mutely demanding what he fully intended to deliver. He took one last deep gaze into her sparkling blue eyes and let go.


He came inside his mother.


Deep, rough growls filled the bedroom as he experienced the most powerful orgasm of his life. His cock was snuggled tightly in a pulsating glove of heaven. There was no coming back from this. He couldn’t do without her. There would only be one woman in his life from this moment forward, and she was currently being filled with his incestuous seed. Burst after burst of cum exploded from the tip of his cock until he finally finished.


He kissed her again, leaving both his cock and his cum deep inside her as he did. He finally pulled out after what felt like a lifetime of deep embrace as he watched his semen drip from her vagina and join the mess of fluids on his sheets.


Mike made a promise to himself at that very moment. Whatever it took, he would give his mother the world.





An Hour Later.





The bed sheets had been replaced and both Mike and Kelly had cleaned themselves, and now she found herself in another position for the very first time. She was snuggled in her baby’s grasp, his strong arm wrapped around her as they slept in his bed. The world was so quiet and peaceful with him. Everything with Al was loud and vile, but not with her son. Was this even better than sex? Perhaps. Having the love of her life hold her while he slept peacefully was a hard feeling to match, but then her utopia was interrupted.


By the sound of the garage door opening.


She attempted to wiggle out of his hold, but it was too strong. “Baby, wake up.”


…


“Mike.”


…


“Michael!”


His eyes snapped open and he immediately smiled. “Hey, beautiful.”


She returned his smile with one of her own before getting back on track. “I need to go.”


He responded by pulling her even closer.


“I’m serious!” she protested. “Your father’s home!”


The sound of the garage door closing caused him to free her from his grasp, but not for the reason that Kelly had expected.


He hopped out of bed and tossed her one of his t-shirts. “Stay here.”


“What?”


“Stay here,” he repeated, stepping into a pair of athletic shorts. “Don’t leave my room until I come back.”


“Why?” she asked, confused.


“Because I’m going to talk to Dad.”


She didn’t like the sound of that. “Sweetheart, that’s probably not the best idea at—”


“I’m telling him that it’s over between you two.”


Her jaw dropped.


“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” he inquired. “To leave him?”


“Well, yeah, but—”


“Mom, you’re my girl now,” he told her. “Your days of worrying are over. I’m going to sit Dad down and explain the situation. I’ll leave out what happened over the past few days obviously, but I’ll tell him you want a divorce.”


She couldn’t believe it. It was actually happening.


“I don’t know how he’ll react, so I want you to lock the door when I leave. Call 911 if you hear anything happen, but be sure to stay in here.”


“Oh my God, please don’t do anything like that!” she pleaded.


“I don’t have any plans to,” he promised. “I just want you to be aware. Your life is going to change starting tomorrow. It’ll just be you and me. Dad will be out of your life, and you’re going to come home to a guy who can’t wait to see you. There won’t be anymore criticizing and complaining. Every day will be better than the last. I can promise you that.”


It was exactly what she dreamed about. “Okay, sweetheart!”




The sounds of heavy footsteps climbing the stairs caused both of them to look toward the door. Mike mouthed “I love you” before opening his bedroom door and taking a step out into the hallway. He turned to see his father.


“We need to talk,” Mike said.


Kelly could only hear a muffled response from her husband.


“Downstairs,” Mike ordered.


Loud footsteps sounded along the hallway until they both eventually descended the steps.


She slipped into his t-shirt and hurried to lock the door. She made her way back to her son’s bed with a big smile. It was like she was still in his hold. His shirt had his scent all over it. It was a big hug even when he wasn’t with her. Her baby saved her life. She never would’ve pulled the trigger on her own when it came to leaving Al, and she would still be married to him twenty years down the road if not for Mike.


But not any longer.


Kelly didn’t know what the future had in store. Would they stay in this house? Would they get a different place? Would they move to the other side of the globe? She honestly didn’t know. She was certain of a few things, though. She would never leave her son, they would grow old together, and the rest of her days would be spent with the love of her life.


She smiled as she stared at her baby’s bedroom ceiling. She’d finally found her man.
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A Thing for Mom


A few of you may recognize this story from several years ago. It’s been updated and rewritten since then.


*****





Chapter 1 — An Oral Problem





Bounce. Bounce. Bounce.


Emily stared out the front screen door and gazed in the direction of the driveway with a loving smile. There were just so many muscles. So, so, so many muscles.


Bounce. Bounce. Bounce.


It was the unmistakable body of an eighteen-year-old jock. Lean, toned, and ripped: it still cast a spell on her at forty-four years of age. Despite her best efforts to improve her body over the past few months, the married mom couldn’t come close to replicating the youthful energy that the stud in the driveway effortlessly exuded on a daily basis.


Bounce. Bounce. Bounce.


Another jump shot, another swish. His shirtless body glistened in the sun as beads of sweat poured from his thick head of brown hair, causing his muscular frame to shine as he rose for another shot. A pair of orange athletic shorts provided the only barrier between him and the world on this uncharacteristically warm spring day.


Bounce. Bounce. Bounce.


She knew better than to lust after boys twenty-six years her junior, but was there really any harm in looking? She’d learned to appreciate younger men as she aged. Everything from their vast confidence, to their lean bodies, to their adventurous attitudes drove her crazy. It was almost as if they felt invincible, and she found herself addicted to that aura of self-assurance.


“Hey, Mom!”


Emily smiled while she waved back. She didn’t look at some cute neighbor boy or a fit college kid. No, her situation was far more inappropriate than normal fantasies regarding younger men.


The jock shooting baskets on the hoop in the driveway was her son.


She’d found herself gawking at Kevin more and more as the years went by. Well, gawking might not be the best word. It was more like admiring.


He was everything that she ever wanted in a son. Kevin was athletic, smart, funny, witty, tall, and oh-so charming. Somehow, he didn’t seem to share a single one of his father’s qualities, and that was a very good thing in her opinion. Actually, she couldn’t be more thankful that Tom’s lazy, selfish, and sometimes nasty personality had evaded their son.


Truthfully, she never wanted to end up with Tom, and she definitely didn’t desire to have his child. Everything just kind of happened. A mishap with birth control, a mix-up over whether or not he pulled out, and Kevin was born thirty-nine weeks later. The two agreed to get married to raise their child in a stable environment, and that was that.


She wasn’t necessarily unhappy. Honestly, she was more annoyed with Tom than anything else. Their relationship had been on its last legs when she missed her period almost nineteen years ago. The two didn’t have much in common, they didn’t exactly get along with each other, and the sex was fairly mediocre. It wasn’t her ideal rapport by any stretch of the imagination.


It felt like the right decision to stick with Tom at the time. She was twenty-five, pregnant, and old enough to settle down. She hadn’t expected her first serious relationship to resemble anything like this, though. She’d always assumed that rocky roads and bumpy patches would eventually lead to green pastures full of rewarding experiences with her partner, but Tom never developed into her soulmate.


Her husband was simply a guy who she’d dated casually before getting pregnant by mistake, and she never felt like part of a team despite almost two decades of marriage. Nothing ever felt equal, and the extent of his role could be summed-up by his financial contribution. The cooking, cleaning, and raising of their child all fell on her shoulders.


But she made it work.


Kevin gave her life meaning. Had there ever been any doubt that they were meant for each other? Her son would always love and respect her, and he would never go through an embarrassed phase from having her in his life. They shared an instant connection that she’d never felt with anyone else.


And her gut feeling was proven correct as the years passed. They had the same sense of humor, possessed similar personalities, and genuinely enjoyed each other’s company. Her perfect son was the exact kind of man that she kicked herself for not marrying twenty years ago, but Tom wouldn’t change, and she just had to accept that.


Bounce. Bounce. Bounce.


God, the things she would do for Tom to have Kevin’s body. Hell, she would kill for her husband to be in half as good of shape as their son.


“You hungry, baby!?” she called out toward the front yard.


“No thanks, Mom!” he shouted back before the basketball rose into the air, flew through the sky, and landed perfectly between the metal rim once again.


It wasn’t exactly fair to want her forty-six-year-old husband to possess her eighteen-year-old son’s body, though. She didn’t look like Kevin’s eighteen-year-old girlfriend, after all. Perhaps Tom went to bed dreaming of her resembling some young cutie as well?


Her husband pushed close to two-hundred and seventy pounds, and he didn’t carry his significant size very well with his five-foot-ten frame. She felt partially responsible for his weight gain over the years due to her love of baking and cooking, but he didn’t have any motivation to workout. His typical routine consisted of returning home from work, lounging around on the couch until dinner was ready, and then making his way back to the sofa for more TV until he was ready for bed. Don’t even get her started on their sex life either. It was nonexistent!


She’d worked hard to lose ten pounds over the past six weeks. She now weighed one hundred and fifty pounds and saw a noticeable change in her five-foot-six frame—especially in her legs and butt when she wore yoga pants or tight jeans. Actually, any type of constricting clothing made her feel good about her current physique. Her body was leaner and more toned than it’d ever been, and her sizable bust didn’t hurt her appearance either. Her long brown hair and light brown eyes only aided her impressive look.


“Hey, Em.”


She tried to hide her disgust after she turned at the sound of her husband’s voice. It wasn’t easy to conceal her true feelings these days. “Hey, Tom.”


“So, uh…how’s dinner coming?”


She turned back to the driveway to continue watching their son. “Kevin’s not hungry yet.”


“Well, what the hell, Em?” he huffed. “I am.”


“Then go make something to hold yourself over,” she said. “I’ll get started on dinner in a bit.”


Tom let out an annoyed exhale before walking toward the kitchen.


That little exchange described their relationship perfectly. She was a cook, a maid, and a mother all-in-one, while Tom simply existed. His decent paycheck at least helped bring something to the table, but she constantly craved more emotional support from him.


Tom loved to use his job as a software designer at a large shipping company as an excuse for his laziness. He was “exhausted,” as he’d frequently put it. He didn’t load heavy boxes onto trucks or do anything physical. He sat in front of a computer all day, for God’s sake! His job was a cakewalk!


She essentially had the same physical burden as a receptionist at a doctor’s office, so she knew what it was like to sit at a desk for eight hours. It wasn’t difficult, and by no means was she too tired to go to the gym, do the laundry, cook dinner, or clean the house. In fact, last night perfectly exemplified her frustration.





Nineteen Hours Earlier. 11 PM the Previous Night.





“Tommmmmmmmmy…”


Tom’s eyes never left the bedroom TV.


“Tommmmmmmmmy…”


“Jesus, Em. Come on…” he groaned.


“Whaaaaaaaat?” she whined.


“Not tonight,” he told her, retrieving the remote and pressing the guide button to see what else was on. “Maybe tomorrow.”


“That’s what you said last night!” she huffed from her spot next to him in bed.


He squinted his eyes to read what game was on. “Yeah, I know. I’m just tired.”


When wasn’t he tired? It didn’t make any sense that she was she always the one who begged for sex! She was always horny, and not in some nymphomaniac kind of way. She just really liked sex, and she loved to please. Wasn’t that every husband’s dream wife? Don’t most guys fantasize about the type of woman who would never say no? Sometimes, she felt like she lived in an alternate reality.


“You know, Tom, we need to talk about this.”


“Tomorrow,” he said, changing the channel to a basketball game.


She snatched the remote from his hand, turned off the television, and looked him in the eyes.


“What the hell, Em?” he grunted. “There’s two minutes left!”


“Our sex life is terrible!” she announced firmly. She was done beating around the bush and dropping subtle hints. It was time to have a real discussion.


“It’s not that bad,” he disputed.


She shook her head in disbelief. “We’ve had sex ten times in the past year!”


“You kept track?” he asked, surprised.


“It wasn’t hard,” she laughed to herself. “I’m not stupid, you know? I can count to ten.”


“So, what’s the big deal?”


“Are you cheating on me?” she asked bluntly.


“Excuse me?”


“Are you cheating on me?” she repeated. “Is that why you’re always tired? Because some slut is wearing you out?”


“No, Em, I’m not cheating on you,” he laughed.


“What is it then?” she asked in an aggravated tone. She certainly didn’t find their miserable sex life as humorous as her husband did.


“Do you want the truth?” he asked.


“I want the truth,” she verified with a nod.


“You’re frustrating.”


“I’m frustrating?” she questioned, clearly not following. “What does that mean?”


“Why do you think that you’re frustrating?” he asked while glancing at her with a slightly disgusted look.


“Because of how long it takes me?”


He nodded.


“I can’t help that, Tom!” she huffed, running her hand through her long brown hair.


“Really?” he asked. “You can’t do anything about it at all? Em, it’s fuckin’ exhausting.”


“I’m soooooooooo sorry that it takes me a long time to cum and it’s such a terrible inconvenience for you,” she said with an unmistakable amount of sarcasm to her voice.


“I’ve never liked going down on women,” he told her. “You knew that I didn’t like giving oral a week into us dating. I can’t just change, you know? I mean, it takes you like forty minutes to get off.”


She stared at him blankly.


“Forty minutes!” he emphasized loudly.


She held her hands in the air, confused.


“I don’t want to be down there for forty minutes. And you want oral every time we have sex. Let’s be honest here. Would you want to give me forty minute blowjobs?”


“You don’t take forty minutes,” she reminded him with a glare.


“But what if I did?” he asked.


“Then I would be down there for forty minutes,” she said. “Like a loving, caring, courteous spouse. I certainly wouldn’t tell you to go fuck yourself.”


“I’ve never said that,” he rebutted immediately.


“You haven’t gotten me off in close to two years,” she reminded him. “You threw in the towel on my birthday last year, but managed to stick it out my birthday the year before that. Are you hiding something from me? Is there a smell, or a taste, or something?”


“I just don’t like doing it. I never have.”


“What if we planned a schedule or something?” she asked.


“A schedule?”


“Yeah, like you’ll go down on me on Mondays, I’ll go down on you on Tuesdays, and we’ll have sex on Wednesdays. We can do some kind of rotation like that.”


Tom shook his head.


“Okay…” she muttered under her breath. “What if you go down on me three times a week, and I’ll give you five blowjobs a week?”


He shook his head again.


“You go down on me twice a week, and I’ll go down on you every day?” she proposed, desperate for some much-needed oral affection.


A soreness engulfed his neck from shaking it repeatedly.


“You go down on me once a week, and I’ll suck your dick whenever you want?” she offered in a moment of complete desperation.


“That’s almost three hours a month,” he said after pondering her offer for a few moments. “I don’t want to lock myself into that.”


“A month!” she shouted. “It’s less than three hours a month!”


“That’s a long time, Em!” he told her while reaching for the remote. She quickly pulled it away from him before he could grab it.


“And what about your comment in the kitchen last week?”


“What?” he asked, confused.


“About my ass,” she clarified.


“What the hell does that have to do with anything?” he inquired. “You always do this shit.”


“Do what?”


“Change the subject,” he answered. “We weren’t even talking about your ass.”


“Why is my ass even a topic!?” she yelled before quickly lowering her voice. The last thing she wanted was for Kevin to hear them. “Do you remember what you said to me?”


“A week ago? Probably not. What did I say?”


“You walked past me to get a drink out of the fridge while I was getting plates for dinner,” she told him. “You really don’t remember?”


“A week ago?” he laughed. “I don’t remember shit from this morning.”


“You said to me, ‘How does that fat ass even fit into those yoga pants?’”


Tom snickered.


“Are you fuckin’ serious!?” she yelled, temporarily forgetting about Kevin. She was too enraged to care.


“Jesus, keep your voice down.”


“I don’t give a shit!” she yelled again. “What the hell kind of comment is that to make to your wife!?”


“It was a joke,” he chuckled. “You know, like they say in rap. ‘Hey, Em, you got a phat ass, yo!’”


She glared at him.


“What happened to your sense of humor?” he inquired. “You used to be so happy-go-lucky all the time.”


“You know how hard I’m working to get into better shape,” she said. “I don’t expect my husband to degrade me in my own kitchen!”


“Degrade you? Em, it was a joke!”


“Do you want me to joke about your big gut?” she asked.


His carefree look changed in an instant. Suddenly, he grew serious. “What did you just say?”


“Your big gut,” she said while pointing at his large stomach. “Do you want me to talk about that?”


“That’s uncalled for!” he remarked sharply.


“But my ass is fair game?”


“That was a joke!” he snapped. “You know how sensitive I am about my weight!”


She couldn’t believe it, but his eyes almost appeared puffy. Her husband wasn’t about to cry, was he? “You’re kidding me, right?”


He rolled over and shut off the light on his nightstand without answering her question.


The idea of giving her oral for forty minutes a week was so off-putting that her husband decided to pass on sex and blowjobs completely. She felt like a horny teenager who’d just discovered her sexuality. She constantly played with herself, and she even kept a small pocket vibrator in her purse to warm herself up in the car if she knew that she had the house to herself after work.


And what happened when she looked on the internet for help? Surprisingly, she found herself in the minority. Apparently, the world was full of sex-craved husbands who didn’t receive enough action from their wives. There definitely didn’t seem to be too many women out there whose husbands weren’t interested in them.


It’d become tougher to control herself lately. One of the few things that Tom and Kevin had in common were their dislike of wearing shirts around the house, and she could safely say that she lusted after one of those half-naked men significantly more than the other. If only she could do something about that…





Chapter 2 — Ms. H’s Fat Ass





“Look at her fuckin’ ass.”


Both Kevin and Matt turned in the direction of the school’s hottest teacher.


“I heard that she ended it with her fiance last week,” Zach continued addressing his buddies at the lunch table. “Listen, you know my thoughts on women—”


“That they’re evil,” Kevin interrupted with a laugh.


“That they’re despicable creatures spawned in the depths of hell,” Matt added with a smile.


Zach rolled his eyes. “I’m not that bad…”


“We’re not far off,” Kevin laughed. “So, Ms. H ended things with her fiance?”


“That’s what I heard,” Zach said. “Plus, her engagement ring is gone. Do you think I got a shot?”


Kevin and Matt both stared at their friend, waiting for him to make some kind of joke.


“Wait, you’re serious?” Matt finally spoke up after what felt like an eternity of silence. “Dude, she’s like thirty.”


“So?” Zach asked. “She’s so fuckin’ hot.”


Kevin laughed as he looked at his classmate during sixth period lunch. “I’m sure that she can’t wait to throw away her career for some eighteen-year-old student of hers. Dude, don’t you have like a sixty in math?”


“Calculus is hard as shit,” Zach told him. “Plus, I’m a little distracted during class. I can’t focus with some of the shit she wears. A couple of her outfits are fuckin’ insane!”


“Twenty seconds,” Matt said to Kevin.


“What?” Zach asked, not following.


“I’d give you twenty seconds with her,” Matt repeated.


Kevin immediately shook his head in disagreement. “He’s not that bad. I would give him thirty seconds.”


“I would fuck the shit out of her!” Zach announced before turning in his seat again to soak in the view of his voluptuous blonde math teacher waiting in the lunch line. “She wouldn’t even remember her ex’s name after I got done with her. And ten minutes—at least!”


“You’re not lasting ten minutes!” Matt laughed, slapping the lunch table with his hand. “Oh my God, get the fuck out of here!”


Zach pointed across the table at Kevin. “Hey, last summer! Kelly Maroni’s party! You were there!”


Kevin struggled to remember what his friend referred to before it suddenly came to him. “Oh yeah, the pool party.”


“The pool party!” Zach smiled.


“You were on vacation with your family,” Kevin told Matt. “So, Zach’s talking to Charlotte Hendricks and he’s completely bombing.”


“Oh, fuck off, dude!” Zach shouted.


“Hey, I’m telling a story here,” Kevin said, smirking.


“I could never fuck a chick named Charlotte,” Matt jumped in. “That sounds like a grandmother’s name.”


“She’s hot as shit, dude,” Zach defended himself.


“She really is,” Kevin agreed with his buddy. “Anyway, Zach’s just tanking in front of her, but they’re both completely shitfaced, so whatever’s coming out of his mouth somehow sounds good to her.”


“Because it was fuckin’ gold!” Zach said.


“Golden shit,” Kevin chuckled before getting back on track. “They went into Kelly’s brother’s bedroom and didn’t come out for like forty minutes. I have to give him props.”


“Were you in there?” Matt asked.


Kevin shot his friend an awkward look. “Why would I be in there?”


“Then you have no idea what happened,” Matt explained his question. “It was probably three pumps and then thirty-nine and a half minutes of him explaining how that’s never happened before.”


“She was getting worked the fuck out is what happened!” Zach announced firmly, defending his prowess in bed. “Three pumps my ass. Do you two want to know my original point or not?”


“You had a point?” Matt snickered.


“Yeah, I had a fuckin’ point,” Zach said while rolling his eyes. “My brother came back from school for a few days to visit last week, and he told me that he’s done with college chicks.”


That certainly caught Kevin’s attention. “What?”


“He only fucks older women now,” Zach stated.


“Get out of here!” Matt laughed. “Who fucks forty-year-old moms instead of nineteen-year-old college girls?”


“My brother,” Zach said, helping himself to another quick look at his sexy math teacher. “He said that older women are like a thousand times better in bed.”


“But college chicks are in their prime,” Matt disputed. “How can you do better than that?”


“He claims that’s overrated,” Zach told the table. “He says that how a girl fucks is more important than their age. I mean, shit, I’ve never banged an older woman. He would know way better than us.”




“How are you two even related?” Kevin inquired.


“Blows my mind too,” Matt chimed in, shaking his head. “Honestly, I can’t guarantee that I wouldn’t fuck Zach’s brother if he came onto me.”


Kevin burst into laughter. “He’s one good-looking motherfucker!”


“You guys are fuckin’ idiots,” Zach told them while waving to Ms. H—who walked through the lunchroom with a tray in her hand. Suddenly, she changed direction and headed their way.


“Smooth, romeo,” Kevin laughed. “You got a game plan?”


“Shit, I didn’t think that she’d actually come over here,” Zach groaned.


“You better think of something,” Matt told him. “She’s almost here.”


“Hey, Ms. H,” the trio of friends greeted the math teacher simultaneously, all of them equally smitten.


“Hello, boys,” she smiled back before directing her attention solely on Zach. “I assume that you’ve been studying hard for our big test tomorrow?”


“Very hard,” Zach said with a juvenile smirk.


“Good, because you need to do well,” she told him.


“What happened to your ring, Ms. H?” Matt asked.


“Um…it didn’t work out…” she answered quietly.


Kevin observed the teacher’s unusually shy demeanor. “What happened?”


“Um…well…he had a hard time committing.”


“He had a hard time committing to you?” Zach asked. “Is this guy crazy?”


Ms. H giggled while rolling her eyes as a result of her student’s poor attempt to flatter her. “He wanted to push the wedding back another year, so I decided to end it. It didn’t feel right anyway.”


“I’m sorry, Ms. H, but this guy sounds like a big-time dumbass if I’m being completely honest,” Zach said.


She failed in an attempt to conceal her smile. She knew that she should scold him for his language, but she still enjoyed compliments. “Men get weird when it’s time to commit. Be sure to enjoy your youth boys.”


“Zach doesn’t have anything to worry about, but I guess Matt and myself will eventually,” Kevin told her. “I’ll be ready someday. I love kids, so I definitely want to have a few of my own.”


“Awwwww,” Ms. H smiled. “That’s so sweet.”


“What do you mean that I don’t have to worry about it?” Zach asked.


“Because of your situation, dude,” Kevin told his friend.


“What situation?” Zach inquired again.


Kevin looked at Zach before turning back to the teacher. “Oh, you don’t know?”


She sent a curious look his way.


Kevin whispered to Ms. H, making sure his voice was loud enough for his buddies to hear. “Zach’s gay.”


“No, I’m not!” Zach refuted loudly.


“We just found out last week,” Matt nodded at her, playing along with Kevin. “It’s been tough but we’re trying to help him out. We’re really the only friends he has. Especially to be outed that way.”


Zach glared at his friends.


“For his dad to walk in on him and his grandpa like that,” Kevin said.


“That’s bullshit, Ms. H!” Zach passionately defended himself. “They’re messing with me! Obviously!”


“It’s okay, Zach,” she said.


“They’re joking!” he told her again intensely.


“Dude, it’s 2020,” Kevin said to his buddy. “It’s cool to be gay. No one’s going to do anything to you.”


“I’m not gay!!!” he yelled.


The surrounding lunch tables abruptly turned silent.


“They’re just kidding, everyone!” Zach said to his peers before looking back at his teacher. “I’ll prove I’m not gay.”


“What?” Ms. H asked, confused.


“I’ll prove it,” Zach told her. “Let’s go out on a date.”


She couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. “Excuse me?”


“Let’s go out on a date,” he said once more. “I’ll prove it.”


“I don’t think so, Zach,” she declined his ludicrous offer. “However, I will stay after school today to go over your notes. You really need to do well on our test tomorrow. Your grade is in serious trouble if you don’t.”


A big smile formed on Zach’s lustful face. “Will anyone else be there?”


“No, I wasn’t planning on staying after. I will for you, though. You really, really, really need to do well. I can’t see you passing if you don’t.”


Zach nodded with his smile still intact. “Okay, Ms. H. It’s a date.”


“Have a good day, boys,” she said. “I’ll see you after school, Zach.”


“I wouldn’t miss it for anything in the world,” he grinned.


She rolled her eyes before walking in the direction of her classroom with a lunch tray in hand.


Zach looked at his friends with an ear-to-ear grin. “I’m totally going to fuck Ms. H!”





Chapter 3 — Mom Material








2:17 PM.





Kevin moaned with a big smile as a pair of pouty lips kissed his neck. He found himself at his girlfriend’s Ella’s house after school—per usual. They just so happened to be up to their usual afternoon routine as well.


Ella was one of the “it girls” at school. He was a standout athlete, she was one of the prettiest and most popular girls, and they resembled a stereotypical athlete/cheerleader relationship. It only seemed proper that they be a couple. That was how high school worked, right?


The blonde didn’t exactly live in a normal house either. Her father managed a real estate firm and their home reflected his success. Kevin could easily fit four of his houses inside his girlfriend’s, and as much as that bothered him at first, it ate away at him more and more as their relationship progressed.


It all started when her dad would give him money for their dates. It wasn’t ten bucks here or a twenty dollar bill there either. He would slide him a hundred dollar bill to take his daughter out for a movie and ice cream. He eventually started accepting the money after his fifth argument with her father over not wanting his help. Sure, he was only eighteen, but it still felt emasculating to have another man pay for him.


And that was when the first red flag made itself visible.


Ella wanted to keep the leftover money while he opted to return it to her dad. It was such a strange dynamic. Somehow, she felt entitled to her father’s money despite having no part in earning it. There was no hiding the fact that his cute girlfriend was spoiled. Her new car, designer clothes, and lavish vacations were all telltale signs of her life of luxury, and he soon found himself wanting to relate to someone more of his own socioeconomic status. The idea of dating a girl who had never—and would never—need to work a real day in her life was off-putting.


He allowed his hand to slide down his girlfriend’s petite body and inside the back of her jeans. The athletic blonde didn’t have much of an ass on her, but her body still did all kinds of things to him. It was more her face that did it for him, to be honest. She was gorgeous. A combination of blue eyes and blonde hair always gave him butterflies, and her soft lips made him tingle. Actually, he was ready to cut the foreplay short and get to some real action.


Ring. Ring. Ring.


Ella checked her phone and instantly rolled her eyes. “Shit, it’s my mom.”


“Answer it,” he told her.


“Do I have to?” she huffed.


“Ella, it’s your mom,” he reminded her, surprised by her lack of interest in hearing from her own mother. “You need to answer it.”


She groaned before accepting the call and raising it to her ear. “Hey, Mom.”


…


“Now?”


…


“Where?”


…


“Doesn’t he have some kind of service or something that can come get him?”


…


“Well, where are you?”


…


“I’m doing stuff for school! You can’t do it?”


…


“Fine! Tell him I’m coming!”


…


“Yeah, bye.”


He looked at his girlfriend curiously, waiting to be informed on the situation.


“My dad’s car broke down and I have to pick him up,” she said.


“Where is he?” he asked.


“At the mall,” she answered, rolling her eyes.


Her body language was one of great annoyance. She wasn’t upset about her dad’s situation. Instead, she was annoyed by how it inconvenienced her.


“Well, let’s go,” he told her while attempting to stand up.


“What’s the hurry?” she asked seductively, pulling him back to her bed. Her soft lips wasted little time finding his neck once again.


He pushed her off of him gently, raising his eyebrows in the process. “Really?”


“What?” she asked. “It’s not like he’s going anywhere.”


“Ella, your dad’s stuck at the mall with a broken down car.”


“He can walk around inside for a while or something,” she told him.


“What if the situation was reversed? Would you want him taking his time to come pick you up? Your dad is so good to you.”


“Jesus Christ, you sound just like him,” she rolled her eyes again.


“Well, he is,” he stated. “I can’t believe that you would just blow him off.”


“Fine! Let’s go!” she pouted, grabbing her purse and storming out of her bedroom.


The twenty-five minute drive to the mall consisted of Ella complaining about how much she did and how little appreciation she received. The twenty-five minute ride home started and ended with the blonde telling her father that she was entitled to a shopping spree for her troubles. Of course, he agreed.


Five minutes later, Kevin broke up with his girlfriend in her driveway.





3:47 PM.





Emily did a double take to check that her vision hadn’t failed her. Was that really her son’s car parked in the driveway? She couldn’t remember the last time that she returned home from work to find him at the house. He was always at his girlfriend’s place, the gym, or playing basketball. In fact, it was something that she missed.


She used to look forward to the gap of time between her return home from work and Tom’s arrival two hours later, but that disappeared once her son started dating Ella. Like most teenage boys, Kevin wasn’t exactly keen on hanging out with his mom. He wasn’t distant or rude to her, but he was usually off doing his own thing. She completely understood his mindset as well. She was the same way with her parents when she was a teenager, but there was a way that she always made sure to get a chunk of his time.


She cooked for him, and like all growing high school boys, Kevin loved to eat.


She’d done it since he was in middle school. She would arrive home from work, immediately find him, and ask what he wanted to eat. Sometimes the answer would be nothing, but more often than not it was something, and she would make whatever he wanted. But the best part was what happened next.


She would have her little angel all to herself for as long as it took him to devour his meal.


There was a rule in their household that all meals must be eaten at the kitchen or living room table. Unfortunately, it was a rule that was rarely followed. Tom constantly ate on the sofa while Kevin always snacked in his room, but it became understood over the years that Kevin would eat at the kitchen table if she cooked for him. There was no collecting his meal and running off to his bedroom or lounging in front of the TV. They had a mutual understanding. It was an unspoken agreement, if you will.


Occasionally, her son would find himself at the kitchen table before she finished cooking. Those moments were truly special for her. Not only did she receive his time while he ate, but she had the privilege of enjoying his company before it as well. And what about those extremely rare occasions when he continued to hang out after he finished eating? Well, that was heaven for Emily. Those days usually involved her son dropping his guard and letting her in on his personal life. What happened at school, girls he liked and wanted advice on, or just discussing their mutual interest in professional sports. On those days, she felt less like his mom, and more like his friend.


And if she did a double take in the driveway, then she did a triple take when she walked into the kitchen. Her son sat at the table, but there wasn’t a laptop in front of him. He wasn’t surrounded by homework or playing with his phone either. He merely sat there, staring into the backyard through the closed sliding glass door.


“Baby?”


He didn’t react.


She took several steps in his direction until she could see the side of his stoic face. “Baby?”


…


“Baby!?” she shouted.


Kevin promptly jumped and turned in the direction of his mother’s loud voice. “Oh, shit!”


“I didn’t mean to scare you,” she said, giggling.


“You didn’t scare me,” he laughed as he took a deep breath. “I just didn’t hear you come in.”


She set her purse down on the kitchen counter, observing his worried face. “Is everything okay?”


He nodded.


“Do you want something to eat?” she offered.


He nodded again. “Could I get…um…a grilled cheese?”


“Absolutely,” she smiled. “One or two?”


“Two, if it’s not a pain.”


“Not at all!” she told him excitedly before walking over to the stove and digging out a pan from the drawer beneath. She couldn’t help but observe her usually full of life son’s less-than-enthusiastic demeanor as she retrieved the ingredients from the refrigerator. “So, how was your day?”


“Alright, how was yours?”


“It was pretty good,” she said with a smile. It was the little things that did it for her at this point in life—like someone simply asking her how her day was. It rarely happened anymore.


A few minutes of silence passed while she waited for him to reveal what was on his mind. Unfortunately, he didn’t seem eager to divulge his concerns.


She flipped both slices of bread to allow the backsides to hit the warm part of the pan. “So, are you going to tell me what happened?”


“That obvious?” he chuckled to himself.


“Yeah, that obvious,” she smiled.


“I uh…I broke up with Ella.”


“What!?” she yelled, stunned.


“Actually, like twenty minutes ago,” he said.


“Oh my God, baby! What happened?”


“I don’t know,” he told his mother with a dejected tone to his voice. “We’re just two different people.”


She slid the two sandwiches onto a plate, cut them in halves, and carried them over to the table. She took a seat across from him. “How so?”


“Moneywise. At least that seemed to be the biggest reason.”


“Well, her dad’s worth a fortune,” she said as she watched him take a big bite of his first sandwich. “You can’t hold that against her, though.”


He shook his head and continued chewing until he finally swallowed. “I don’t hold it against her. I think that her upbringing gave her a crazy sense of entitlement, though. I find myself really despising her attitude on things.”


“Like what?”


He took another bite and gulped it down. “Like today. She got a phone call from her mom while we were at her house. Her dad’s car broke down at the mall and he needed someone to come pick him up, but I guess that Ella’s mom couldn’t do it. So, guess what Ella wanted to do?”


“What did she want to do?”


“She wanted to take her time going to get him,” he continued. “Well, that was after trying to get out of it. She didn’t want to go at all! Her mom had to convince her to go pickup her own dad. He was twenty-five minutes away, for God’s sake! Isn’t that crazy?”


He proceeded with his thoughts before she had a chance to chime in.


“And I went to her uncle’s birthday party with her last month. Now, her older cousin just had a kid, and all the women there were baby crazy, you know? Like most women are. But Ella was completely disgusted by this adorable five-month-old little girl. She held her for like a second, put on a forced smile, and then passed her back to her aunt. It was…I don’t know…strange.”


She watched him take another big bite as he finished the last part of his first sandwich. She decided to stay quiet.


“I don’t want to sound weird or anything.”


“Sweetheart, nothing you say will ever sound weird,” she said, encouraging him to tell her whatever was on his mind.


He took a deep breath and admitted his true thoughts. “I’m not looking to get married or get someone pregnant, but I find myself envisioning how girls would be as a mother when I look at them lately.”


Emily’s face lit up with excitement. “Oh my God!”


“What?” he asked.


Her smile grew bigger with every passing second. “You’re growing up!”


“Is that what’s going on?” he inquired. “I mean, I couldn’t stop thinking about if I had a kid with Ella during the car ride to the mall earlier. Would she put herself before our baby? Would doing her own thing still be her main priority? I know it’s ridiculous to look at high school girls this way.”


“It’s amazing that you’re thinking like this!” she disagreed. “So many guys never think this way!”


“But I don’t want a kid anytime soon,” he told his mother. “I just want a girl with those qualities, but I swear to God, they don’t exist, Mom!”


“They’re out there,” she told him.


“I really don’t think they are. There’s this girl who sits next to me in homeroom that kept bugging me to follow her on Instagram at the beginning of the year. Now, I hate social media to begin with and have no idea why I’m on there, but I did it to be nice. Mom, this girl takes a selfie of herself in her bathroom mirror before school and posts it every single day, and she makes the same face in every picture! Her clothes are different but that’s it! Why would anyone want to see three-hundred bathroom selfies of you? Are you that self-obsessed?”


“Maybe she—”


“I just want a girl with good qualities,” he interrupted. “Who’s kind, caring, and puts others first. All the guys at school are obsessed with the hot girls. Looks matter to a certain extent—obviously—but they’re so much less important to me than they used to be. I just want to date an awesome person, you know? Someone I see the good in. Someone who’s fun to be around. I just want to date a girl like…like…like you.”


Emily’s jaw dropped.


“I-I did-did-didn’t mean it-it like that!” he sputtered, rattled from his outlandish declaration. “Not literally you!”


She attempted to speak but couldn’t find any words.


“I-I-I,” he stammered before folding his remaining sandwich in half and stuffing the entire thing into his mouth. He quickly scurried toward the stairs and ran up to his room after he devoured the rest of his snack.


She let out an audible gasp after she heard his bedroom door slam shut. She couldn’t believe it, but she just experienced the single greatest moment of her life.





Chapter 4 - Rice Krispie Treats








The Following Day.





Tap. Tap. Tap.


Emily grew impatient. Why did the clock on the oven barely move? Time seemed to crawl along on this mild Thursday spring afternoon, but that was a good thing—at least until now. She’d been on cloud nine courtesy of her son’s comment from yesterday. He wanted to date a girl like her! It was the greatest compliment a mother could ever dream of receiving. Her son eventually wanted to find a girl that reminded him of her—to marry and bear his children! She just couldn’t get over it!


Tap. Tap. Tap.


The sound of her sneaker hitting the kitchen floor was the only noise in the downstairs part of the house. Kevin was home, but he was up in his room, and it was almost as if the stupid clock on the oven refused to move. 4:40 PM. Why couldn’t it just say 4:45 PM?


Her baby’s comment had gotten her so worked up last night that she even tried having sex with Tom, and she decided to give him a blowjob when he turned her down. She could barely control herself. Sure, Tom didn’t have anything to do with the way she felt, but she needed to shower someone with affection, and she certainly couldn’t do that with Kevin. She was his mother! It was one thing to look, but it was a completely different story to act, and she had no intention of living any of her outlandish fantasies over the past few years.


Tap. Tap. Tap.


4:41 PM.


Ten minutes of cooling time was enough. She couldn’t hold out any longer.


She’d waited all-day to make her son’s favorite snack. She needed to show him how special his remark was, and she refused to treat it as a slip-up that they would breeze past. What he said was special, and she would never forget it as long as she lived. It would remain with her for the rest of her life.




She picked up a knife and cut her homemade Rice Krispie Treats into nine equally large squares. She went so overboard with marshmallows that the sharp knife struggled to make it through the tasty snack, but that wouldn’t be a problem in her perfect son’s eyes. He would be ecstatic after he saw what she’d made for him.


Sixty seconds later, the gooey-squares were on a dinner plate as she floated toward the stairs, eager to see her favorite person in the world.


Knock. Knock.


“Come in,” he said.


She opened his bedroom door to find him seated in his ergonomic gaming chair that she’d bought him for Christmas last year. It consisted of no arms or legs, and only sat about a foot off the ground, but was surprisingly the most comfortable chair ever. She made sure to test it out herself before wrapping it.


He’d yet to move his eyes from his television, a video game controller was positioned in his hands, and she couldn’t help but laugh at the headset around his ear with a mic running down to his mouth. He looked like such a nerd with that thing on his head!


“I made you something,” she said with a big smile as she approached him.


He finally turned to look at his mother, and his smile was briskly replaced by a disappointed sigh. “Oh, what the hell! You know that I’m trying to not eat junk food!”


She rolled her eyes before sitting on his bed—just feet behind his gaming chair. “Well, I wanted to make my little angel a treat.”


He removed his mic and tossed it to the floor before turning his body to look back at her. “Little angel?” he asked with his eyebrows raised.


“My little angel,” she smiled. “Never forget it either.”


He couldn’t deny the obvious as his eyes moved to the dinner plate in his mother’s hands. “Jesus, those look good.”


“I added so many marshmallows,” she said with a laugh. “Like, twice what I normally do. Hey, I think you just died.”


“What?” he asked, confused.


She pointed at the TV.


He turned around to see his character sprawled on the ground. “Shit!”


She rolled her eyes, smiling at her son who now had his back facing her. “I wanted to talk about yesterday.”


“Let’s pretend that didn’t happen,” he responded, refocusing on the game in front of him. The last thing he desired was to further discuss his idiotic comment.


“No, it’s nothing bad, baby,” she said. “Actually, it was unbelievable. I really just wanted to tell you how much it meant to me.”


“I’m not a weirdo!”


“Of course, you aren’t a weirdo!” she laughed. “I never said you were. There’s nothing weird about what you said.”


“Do you have any idea how much shit my friends would give me if they heard what I said?” he asked. “Wanting to date a girl like my mom? Yeah, I think it’s a little messed up.”


“It’s not messed up!” she shook her head passionately. “It’s adorable, and I want you to know how much it means to me!”


“Great…” he remarked under his breath.


“I’m serious!” she told him. “You’ll understand when you have kids of your own eventually. It’s the little things that mean the most.”


“Well, don’t worry, Mom. I’m not going to ask you out,” he said sarcastically.


She observed the way that his t-shirt barely contained his wide shoulders and muscular back. If she was completely honest, then she wasn’t sure if she would decline a date invitation from him.


“Is he…on…fire?” Emily asked after looking at the TV.


“Yep,” Kevin laughed.


“You threw a Molotov cocktail at him?”


“I sure did,” he smiled. “Oh, guess who it is?”


“Who?”


Mom would get a kick out of his reveal. “Zach.”


“How do you know?” she asked, laughing to herself as she pictured Kevin’s wiseass friend.


He unplugged the headset cord from his controller, allowing the sounds of his friends’ voices to radiate from the television. It allowed Mom to immediately recognize Zach’s loud inflection.


“Dude, I totally could’ve fucked Ms. H yesterday!”


A clamoring of teenage voices responded by telling him to “go fuck himself.”


“She was all over me! She pretended to lean in and show me something on my notes, but she was totally putting her cleavage in my face! That slut wanted it!”


He plugged his headset back into his controller to silence the television. He turned around and looked at his mom. They both rolled their eyes together and laughed.


“Now, are you gonna eat one of these or not?” she asked.


He reached behind him blindly and immediately felt a warm, moist treat press against his skin. Why couldn’t he help himself to a snack? He would still have abs if he ate only one or two of Mom’s treats. He worked out all the time, after all. He deserved it!


Seconds later, he let out a loud moan.


“Good?” she asked.


“They’re so good, but they could use a few more marshmallows,” he joked. He broke off a small piece and held it behind his head.


“I can’t, baby,” she told him.


“Come on, it’s like a bite.”


She reached out and took the piece from her son before placing it inside her mouth. “That’s good, if I do say so myself.”


The unmistakable sounds of mashed video game controller buttons soon gave way to annoyed sighs. “Crap, my hands are all sticky now,” he said, reaching his left hand behind him to show his mother—while continuing to face his television.


Emily watched her son hold his hand behind him in the air as his middle finger seemed to separate from the pack. He definitely didn’t lie. A distinct shine occupied three of his fingers thanks to her tasty dessert, and her leg shook as the left side of her face twitched from what she had in mind. She knew that she shouldn’t, but she couldn’t help herself.


Suddenly, he felt something on his hand. It resembled a warm, wet washcloth tightly sliding the length of his longest finger, but when he turned his head to discover the sensation, he quickly discovered that it wasn’t like any kind of washcloth that he’d ever seen.


Mom had wrapped her lips around his finger while her eyes locked onto his. This seriously happened? Ella was the only girl in his life who’d ever behaved in such a provocative manner, but he wasn’t entirely sure if sexiness was even Mom’s intention. Maybe he was just a pervert?


He pulled his finger back slowly and observed it. The previously sticky glisten was replaced by sloppy drool from his mother’s mouth. Her saliva dripped down the length of his now clean finger. He couldn’t deny the immense feeling of awkwardness in his bedroom, but even more mystifying was what he did next.


He curled his digits down toward his palm, but allowed his index finger to extend gradually. Inch by inch, he moved his arm forward until he came to rest at the entrance of Mom’s mouth. It was a decision that he knew would change everything, but he temporarily lost his common sense.


Her pouty lips parted to accept his sticky index finger inside her mouth. Her tongue cleaned the underside of his skin while she refused to break eye contact for a single moment. Neither could explain their actions, but both wouldn’t dream of putting a stop to their unexplainable behavior.


Emily wasn’t totally sure what had gotten into her. Years of pent-up sexual lust for her son suddenly gushed from her pores, but her motherly instinct also desired to clean her baby. His fingers were sticky and her mouth was wet. It was a perfect match. At least that’s what she told herself.


“Em!”


Her eyes instantly shifted away from her son’s handsome face, and moved toward the sound of her husband’s loud voice downstairs.


“Anyone home!?” Tom shouted again.


Kevin hurried to turn back to his television to pretend that the last twenty seconds of his life never happened. An additional Rice Krispie Treat was dropped into his lap before he watched Mom leave the room in his peripheral vision. Was she panicked? Would she forever regret accepting his finger in his mouth? And why was Dad home already?


Emily hustled downstairs with the plate of desserts in hand. Seconds later, she found her husband standing in the kitchen, staring down at his phone excitedly.


“You’re home early.”


Tom looked up with a big smile. “You’re not going to believe—oh fuck! Rice Krispie Treats!”


“They’re for our son,” she told him, setting the plate down on the kitchen counter.


Her statement didn’t seem to register for Tom as he helped himself to two big pieces. “Guess who’s going to Palm Beach?”


Her face lit up with excitement. “What!?”


“Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and we get back Monday!” Tom told her frantically. “Palm Beach, Florida! Airplane and hotel paid for! So is the golf!”


She was in a frenzy. “Are you serious!? Oh my God, how!?”


“My friend’s business partner is sick so his ticket is going to waste. Well, it was. Not anymore!”


Her joy vanished in a heartbeat. “Wait…his ticket?”


“Yep, I can’t believe how lucky I got,” he nodded before her confused look finally registered to him. “Wait, you didn’t think that I was talking about you, did you?


“We’re not going to Palm Beach?” she asked bluntly.


“I am,” he answered. “My friend only has one extra ticket. I didn’t mean it like, we’re going. I meant it like, I’m going.”


Her eyes peered sharply at her husband. “Who the hell words something like that!?”


“Huh?”


“Guess who’s going to Palm Beach? Really, Tom?” she huffed, more frustrated than ever. “You didn’t think that I would interpret it as a trip for us?”


“Well, I mean—”


“Why don’t we do anything together!?” she snapped at him, interrupting his attempt to explain himself. “We’ve never even gone on vacation!”


“I didn’t know that you liked vacations.”


“Who the hell doesn’t like vacations!” she yelled. “We do nothing together! Nothing!”


Tom looked down at the floor.


“Like, what about a hike?” she asked.


He shook his head.


“We could go to a hockey game or something,” she continued with her list of proposals.


“It’s better on TV,” he replied, still looking away.


“How about a movie? We never go to the movies.”


“I prefer Netflix,” he rebutted under his breath.


“What if we started going to the gym together? I see couples working out with each other all the time.”


He didn’t even bother to acknowledge her latest suggestion.


She let out a dramatic exhale to show her frustration. “Sunny Palm Beach, Florida. Golf, beaches, and probably a beautiful hotel room for four days. Doesn’t that sound lovely…”


He nodded meekly


“Be honest with me, Tom. Do you think that you deserve that?”


“I work hard,” he replied.


“I’m sure you do…at your job,” she partially agreed. “But answer me this. What exactly do you do after work? You know, when you come home.”


“I uh…I do…stuff.”


“You do nothing!!!” she shouted. “Nothing!”


“That’s not true!” he argued.


“I do everything around here!” she continued with her ranting and raving. “The only other person who helps around the house is Kevin! You do absolutely nothing!”


“You’re out of line!” he told her firmly.


“And you’re a lazy shit!” she shot back.


He glared at his wife. “I want an apology for your comment about my weight the other day.”


“Excuse me?”


“In bed,” he clarified himself. “My big, fat gut? Remember that, Em?”


“I sure do,” she answered with a smirk.


“Apologize!”


“Nope,” she grinned.


“I’m serious, Em. I want an apology.”


“Okay, Tom, I’ll make a deal with you,” she said, lowering her voice for fear of Kevin hearing them. “When you stop lying around on your big, fat ass all day while I do everything around here, then I’ll be sure to apologize for my comment. But until that day comes, I’m done kissing your ass. The blowjobs are over! They’re history! I’m not sucking the dick of some guy who can’t pull out a goddamn vacuum once in a while!”


“That’s—”


“And that crap last week was ridiculous!” she interrupted. “You getting all pissy because I vacuumed while you were trying to watch a game and you had to pause it? That made me sick to my stomach! Am I married to a child? You won’t even go down—”


“Stop!” he cut her off. “Just stop! I’m tired of your constant bitching!”


“I never bitch at you!”


He shook his head, disgusted by his wife’s behavior. “I need to be at the airport tomorrow at five. Can I count on you for a ride?”


“Of course,” she answered. She may have been angry, but she wasn’t vindictive.


“We both need a few days apart from each other,” he told her. “You need some time to work through your issues.”


Her blood boiled.


“I don’t know if it’s that time of month for you or you’re just moody,” he said.


She took a deep breath in an effort to subdue her anger. She repeatedly told herself to bite her tongue.


“You’ve really turned into a bitch lately.”


She stormed to the counter and grabbed her keys. “I’m going to the gym!” she hissed, her voice quivering with rage.


“What about dinner?” he asked.


“Make your own dinner!” she replied aggressively before stomping down the hallway and slamming the front door shut behind her.





Chapter 5 — Bubbles








Friday Night. 11:57 PM.





God, did Emily need this. Finally, everything was warm, wet, and relaxing.


The car ride to the airport was fairly awkward. Neither Tom or herself had much to say to one another, and that was most likely a good thing because she was still fuming from their discussion twenty-four hours earlier. Where did he find the nerve to demand an apology? Especially after all the comments he’d made over the years about her body. And particularly her ass!


She wasn’t even upset about not going to Florida, to be honest. Sure, a vacation would’ve been great, but it was Tom’s attitude that bothered her the most. It was like he expected her to be happy for his trip. Why would she? If he busted his butt every day between work, the gym, household duties, and pleasuring her, then she would be thrilled for him to enjoy a well-deserved four-day vacation with his friend, but he didn’t do anything of the sort. She did a million times more than he did, but she received none of the benefits. Tonight wasn’t about Tom, though. No, tonight was about her.


Candles sparkled in the dark upstairs bathroom while foamy bubbles filled the tub. Such a picture would be her lasting image if she was a celebrity. It was the exact type of photo that the media showed when a movie star died. Here was Emily—world famous actress—relaxing in a bubble bath after she’d wrapped her latest movie, months before her tragic death.


But that wasn’t the case.


She wasn’t a movie star or a celebrity. She was just another underappreciated mom who carried the weight of the world on her shoulders, but whenever she felt herself become upset, the thought of four days without Tom brought a big smile to her face. Could her marriage possibly be more unhealthy? Why couldn’t she ever clear her mind? There was always a problem or concern for her to dwell on. Tom was in Florida, Kevin was at his friend’s house, and she was all alone, so she needed to take advantage of the rare occasion of peace and quiet.


But she couldn’t.


Tom wasn’t the only reason that the past twenty-four hours had been anything but easy. She continued to replay her actions in her son’s bedroom in her head. What had gotten into her? Her decision was so incredibly inappropriate, but at the same time, she couldn’t remember ever feeling so excited. Was her marriage so boring that she craved adventure? Maybe she should go rock climbing or skydiving then?


It couldn’t have been just that. It was more than a basic adrenaline rush. She felt a mutual lust in the air. And what about the way that he brought his finger to her mouth? He was into it too! But of course he was. He was a horny eighteen-year-old high school kid. She remembered what her boyfriends were like at that age. They would fuck a bathroom sink if it felt even remotely good, but every time she doubted herself, she was taken back to the moment in the kitchen when Kevin told her that he wanted to date a girl like her.


What if—


Knock. Knock.


Her head perked up. It was the only part of her not hidden by bubbles on this relaxing Friday night.


“Kevin?”


“Hey, Mom!” her son’s voice penetrated through the wood. “Can I talk to you for a second?”


“Sure, sweetheart. Come in,” she told him. There were plenty of bubbles to keep her hidden from his eyes.


The door opened and Kevin joined her dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a basic white t-shirt. It was a look that suited his athletic body perfectly. She watched him make his way over to the toilet before taking a seat on the closed lid—just a few feet across from the tub. He smiled at her.


“So…um…what’s going on, baby?” she asked.


He continued to smile.


“Baby?”


“Hey, Mom,” he repeated with a big grin.


She let out a confused laugh. “So, how was Matt’s?”


He nodded his head.


“Good?” she asked with a curious tone to her voice. Something seemed off. “What did you guys do?”


“Let’s see here,” he pondered, looking up at the ceiling. “We were just hanging out when some people started showing up. And then some more people, and before we knew, there were like forty people there.”


“Forty people?” she questioned, her eyebrows raised. “Were his parents okay with that?”


“They’re out of town,” he smirked.


“So, you guys had a party?”


He nodded with a big grin while he stared at his mother in the tub. “You could say that.”


“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked again.


He gave her a thumbs up. “You know something, Mom? I never tell you that I love you.”


“What?”


“Sure, we say it, but it’s like, ‘I love you and I love you too,’ and then we go about our day,” he said, looking off at the wall. “Like, I really love you, Mom. You’re like…fuckin’ awesome!”


She told herself not to smile from ear-to-ear, but she just couldn’t help it. It was such a compliment! “Well, thanks. You’re pretty awesome yourself.”


He stared up at the ceiling. “Do you know that show The Good Wife? Well, you would be like The Great Wife! No, wait…The Great Mom. No, no, no!” he told her while looking down with a confused expression. “You would be more like The Awesome Mom!”


She glanced down at her bath filled with soapy suds, dumbfounded. She had no idea what was happening. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


“Am I wrong?” he asked. “Would you not be The Awesome Mom? Mom, you listen to rock music and watch sports! How is that not awesome?”


Something still didn’t seem right to her. “Thanks…I guess.”


“You’re very, very, very welcome!” he smiled back.


A few moments of silence passed as she observed her son simply staring down at the floor. “Did this party have alcohol?”


He gave her a long, exaggerated nod.


“You didn’t drink any, did you?”


He paused for a moment before nodding again.


It all made sense to her now. How didn’t she see it sooner? The rambling nonsense, confused stares, and his love declaration: he was drunk! “Please, please, please tell me that someone drove you home.”


He locked eyes with her. “If you’re The Awesome Mom, then I’m The Awesome Driver.”


“Oh my God!” Emily panicked, raising her palm to her cheek. “You drove drunk!?”


“Hey, I made it, didn’t I?” he laughed.


“You made it!?” she shouted. “What the hell is wrong with you!?”


“Relax, Mom.”


She wasn’t in any mood to calm down. “Relax!? You’re fuckin’ drunk! And you drove like this! How many times have I told you whether it’s alcohol or drugs, that I’ll pick you up and you won’t be in any trouble! Oh my God, Kevin!”


He held out his hand to give her a stop sign. “Relax.”


She let out a deep exhale. “I’m going to get out of this tub and kick your ass if you tell me to relax one more time. You could’ve gotten pulled over. You could’ve hit and killed someone. Oh my God, baby, you could’ve killed yourself!”




“Relax.”


“Excuse me?” she asked.


“Relax,” he repeated with a smirk. “Aren’t you supposed to get out of the tub now?”


Her hand found its way to her head and ran through her brown hair, exposing her bare shoulder to his young eyes. “I don’t even know what to say”


“I have an idea.”


She watched him stand up and leave the bathroom. “Where are you going?”


“One second, Mom!” he yelled back as the sound of footsteps thudding down the stairs resounded throughout the house.


What the hell was going on? He drove home drunk? She must’ve told him fifty times that she would always pick him up if he needed it! Why would he do this? Didn’t he realize what losing him would do to her? It would kill her!


Was she too lenient with him? Sometimes, she acted more like his friend than his mother. Maybe it would be best to be more strict and actually enforce some punishment? Something would definitely happen tomorrow. She refused to stand for this. Irrational eighteen-year-old confidence was one thing, but driving drunk was several steps too far.


He returned to the bathroom with a big smile.


“Oh, you’ve gotta be kidding me…” she groaned.


He shook his head while extending his hand. “Come on, Mom. I know that you can’t say no.”


She took a deep breath and reached her hand out, regretfully accepting her son’s offer. As badly as she wanted to say no—given her situation—she couldn’t pass up a glass of red wine. Especially now. She needed it more than ever.


“And one for me,” he grinned before unveiling the half full wine glass hidden behind his back.


She pointed at the toilet seat. “You sit there and under no circumstances do you leave this house tonight, understood?”


“You got it, Madre,” he chuckled while taking his original seat again.


“I don’t want you driving tomorrow either,” she told him.


“Jesus, Mom,” he rolled his eyes. “I had a few. I’m not hammered.”


She took a long swig from her glass and instantly felt less tense. That didn’t say much since she was on the verge of having a panic attack, but perhaps a few more glasses would do the trick? Lord knows that she needed something to relax.


“So, we were discussing your awesomeness,” he said with his wine glass in hand.


“You’re lucky that I love you so much,” she said, still furious about what had unfolded. How in the world could he drink and drive? How could he jeopardize everything?


“How did you end up with Dad?”


Her ears perked up. “Excuse me?”


“How did you end up with Dad?” he repeated. “We’ve never talked about it. How did you two meet?”


She took another sip of wine before placing her glass between two candles, and sank down into the water to completely hide her body. “I met him through a friend of mine.”


“And?”


“And what?” she asked.


“Was it an instant thing?” he inquired. “Did you two hit it off right away?”


He shook her head slowly. “We never really hit it off.”


“Never?” he asked, surprised.


“I think we both wanted a relationship and tried to force it to work,” she answered. “We’re two very different people and some stuff happened unexpectedly, so we decided to give it a shot.”


“Stuff?”


She smiled, looking down at the bubbles. “Yeah, stuff.”


“Like what?”


“Have you talked to Ella?” she asked, trying to change the subject.


“What stuff are you talking about?” he asked again.


She took a deep breath. She really didn’t want to have this conversation. “Well, you know…”


It all suddenly made sense to him. “Oh shit, you’re talking about me, aren’t you?”


She nodded meekly with an embarrassed titter.


“I never really thought about it. I’m eighteen and you guys have been married nineteen years. Holy shit, I was a mistake!?”


Her jaw dropped. “What!?”


“I was, right? You two got married because of me?”


“You’re the furthest thing from a mistake that has ever happened!” she told her son passionately. “Don’t ever call yourself that again!”


“But I was at the time,” he explained his choice of words. “I can’t believe that I never saw this before. You and Dad don’t exactly seem to like each other. It was like that even when I was younger too. You guys have been together this entire time only because of me?”


She reached out to retrieve her wine glass. Her anxiety levels rapidly increased. “We wanted to raise you in a stable environment with two parents.”


“But what about you?” he asked. “You don’t like Dad?”


“I don’t dislike Dad,” she told him. “It’s just…we uh…we’re different people. Our personalities clash at times.”


He helped himself to a long swig before looking down into his mostly empty glass. “You’re unhappy because of me, aren’t you?”


“That’s ridiculous! Baby, I’m happy because of you! You’re the greatest thing that ever happened to me! I can’t imagine living a day without you! Which is why it destroys me when I think about losing you. Promise me that you’ll never drink and drive again.”


“I promise,” he agreed quietly, staring off to the side. “I can’t believe that you’re married to a guy you don’t like because of me.”


Unfortunately, it was the truth. She never would’ve ended up with Tom if not for her unplanned pregnancy. Who knows how her life would’ve turned out otherwise? Maybe she would be married to a great guy without kids? Perhaps she would’ve found an even worse spouse and had multiple children? Or what if she ended up all alone? Whatever the outcome, she wouldn’t trade her current reality for anything. Kevin made everything worth it.


“I should’ve told you something else…” she muttered under her breath.


“I feel so guilty,” he stated, turning his attention back to his mother. “You have to blame me for this sometimes, right?”


“Blame you for what?”


“For being here,” he answered. “You could’ve lived a different life if not for me. A better life.”


She shook her head vehemently. “My life is perfect because of you! You would live with me until the day I die if it was up to me! I wouldn’t change a thing!”


“Yeah right,” he laughed.


“I’m serious,” she told him. “I would love to bring Rice Krispie Treats up to your bedroom when you’re forty.”


“What a sad sight that would be.”


“I would do things the exact same if I had the choice to go back and change my life,” she said to her son. “You mean everything to me, baby.”


“Sometimes, I think I take you for granted,” he admitted honestly.


“Well, you’re a teenager.”


“No, that’s not an excuse,” he said, shaking his head. “I look at some of my friend’s moms and it’s like, holy shit…I have it fuckin’ awesome. I have this amazing mom who will literally drop whatever she’s doing the moment I need her, and sometimes I don’t appreciate it.”


“I’m your mom,” she told him. “That’s what I’m supposed to do.”


“No, you don’t have to, but you do,” he said, staring into her brown eyes. “And that’s what makes you so special. This weekend is going to be about you.”


“About me?”


“About you,” he nodded. “I don’t want you to do anything. The laundry, dishes, and the cooking is all on me.”


“Baby, you don’t have to—”


“No, it’s on me,” he interrupted. “I want you to do whatever you want. If you want to lie around on the couch all weekend and watch TV, then do it. If you want to spend your time at the gym or out with your friends, then do that. Because I’ll take care of everything around here.”


Her smile couldn’t be bigger. How incredible was her son? “That sounds amazing, but you really don’t—”


“When’s the last time someone gave you a massage?” he asked, cutting her off.


She took a moment to think to herself. “I…um…don’t know if I’ve ever had a massage.”


He pointed his index finger at her. “I’m giving you one.”


“Wait…now?” she asked, caught off guard by his offer.


“Yeah, why not?”


“Okay!” she smiled, undeniably excited. “Just give me a few minutes and I’ll meet you downstairs.”


“We don’t need to go downstairs.”


“We don’t?”


“Well, maybe we’ll end up down there, but we can start here,” he said. “I’ll start with a shoulder massage.”


“Wait…you don’t mean…literally in here?”


“Why not?” he asked, smiling.


Much to her amazement, she watched him stand up and approach her. He picked up two candles from the edge of the tub, moved them over to the sink, and sat down on his newly cleared spot on the white porcelain.


“Move closer,” he told her with a smile, encouraging his mother to rest her back against the edge of the tub. When she did, he reached out and placed his hands on her shoulders.


Two strong hands squeezed her shoulders as bubbles continued to surround her. There was her son—just inches away from her—still dressed in his blue jeans and white t-shirt. He was seated on the edge of the bathtub, leaning over to give her body some much-needed relief.


“How’s that feel?” he asked.


His masculine hands sank deeper into her skin, causing her to let out a soft moan. “It feels amazing, sweetheart.”


“You know, I can’t really get a good angle here. I’m kinda killing my back twisting like this.”


“I don’t want you to hurt yourself,” she moaned softly once more. The overwhelming sense of relaxation helped melt her stress away.


“I think it would be better if I got in there with you.”


Her already monumentally inappropriate decision to allow him to touch her bare shoulders was child’s play compared to his latest announcement. He wanted to take a bath with her? Her own son! She needed to put a stop to this madness!


She turned and looked at him after his hands left her shoulders. In a state of shock, she watched him raise his white t-shirt over his head and toss it onto the closed toilet lid. She had to grow up and act her age! She needed to remember that she was a mother! The only problem was that she didn’t do anything of the sort.


Instead, she instinctively wet her lips with her tongue.


“Assuming that’s okay with you?” he asked.


She tried her hardest to not reach out and run her wet hand along his sculpted body. His arms, chest, and his delicious abs gave her so many places to explore, but her other hand faced an even more daunting task. She needed to keep it rested on her thigh and not play with herself under the water. She was completely naked while her one and only child stood just a few feet away! And she was turned on! She’d never found herself in a predicament like this before!


“Um…well…I uh…um…” she struggled to answer his question. She suddenly noticed his hands move to his groin where they unfastened the button on his jeans. “Sweetheart, I don’t think this is a good idea.”


“How about this?” he proposed calmly. “Close your eyes, and the next thing you know, I’ll be in there with you.”


She stared at his body with deep admiration. He just looked so much different than his father. It’d been close to two decades since she’d been with another man, and she’d certainly never messed around with a stud like her son. He was the type of guy that girl’s dreamed about.


Wait a minute. What was she doing? She wouldn’t do anything with him! It was just a massage! She was a forty-four-year-old mother; not an eighteen-year-old high school girl. She needed to control herself!


“Sound good?” Kevin checked.


Her eyes shifted from his defined Adonis belt, up along his mouth-watering body, and finally settled on his handsome face. She didn’t have a choice. Deep down, she knew that she couldn’t decline his offer. She would regret it for the rest of her life if she did.


“Great,” he smiled confidently, not bothering to wait for her approval.


She placed her hand over her eyes and closed them. The distinct sound of a zipper soon gave way to the thud of rough denim hitting the tile floor. Seconds later, she heard a foot slip into the water as a presence joined her in the steaming hot bath.


“You can open your eyes.”


She lowered her hand before opening her eyes hesitantly. Kevin rested his back against the opposite end of the tub, while his long six-foot frame ran the length of the ceramic. She giggled after finally noticing both of his large feet resting to the side of her head on the edge of the tub. She still couldn’t believe what she’d agreed to.


Her laughter was cut short after a pair of hands grabbed her foot under the water and began to softly rub it. As inappropriate as it was to share a bath with her son, she struggled to remember a more erotic moment in her life. Bathtub or not, she was soaking wet.


“A foot massage?” she asked with a grin.


He pretended to ponder her question. “Well, this is just the preview. I’m not done yet.”


“Not done yet?”


He nodded while locking eyes with her. “Yeah, I’m not done with your shoulders.”


Vivid tingles ran through her body from head-to-toe.


He raised his hand in the air and gave her a come-hither motion with his index finger.


“And what if I don’t wanna?” she asked playfully.


“I’m not asking you,” he said, his voice lacking the joking nature of her question.


She didn’t realize that she bit her lower lip. Kevin’s confidence, courage, and unbelievable level of self-assurance always drove her crazy. If his basketball team’s game was on the line; he wanted to be the one with the ball in his hands as the seconds ticked down. If she needed help assembling a piece of furniture; he would intuitively take over and lead the situation. He had an effortless, natural leadership quality that she craved. It took an inconceivable amount of bravery for him to end up in this scenario, after all. He was in the bathroom with his own mother! And they were both naked! He knew what he wanted and went for it, so who was she to say no?


“Close your eyes,” she told him.


He tilted his head back with an almost arrogant smirk. “I don’t think so.”


“You don’t think so?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. “Okay, you can leave your eyes open, but you’re not getting anything more than my foot then.”


He let out a soft laugh and closed his eyes.


She shifted her position, slid next to him, and sank back into the bubbles. “Okay, baby. Open ‘em.”


He wasted no time in reacquainting his hands with Mom’s soft shoulders. “This actually isn’t much better,” he complained as his body was once again twisted to reach her shoulders.


She unexpectedly felt two hands sink from her shoulders and slide down her body until they pressed into the sides of her waist. She yelped as her son lifted her several inches off the ground and repositioned her in front of him. Her butt was now between his legs on the tub floor while her back pressed against his chest, and she could feel his flaccid manhood against her lower back as their bodies remained covered by water and bubbles.


“That’s better,” he smiled, allowing his hands to slide up the sides of her body and eventually find her shoulders once again. “Now, how’s that feel?”


She opened her mouth but nothing came out. There was confidence and control, and then there was what her son just displayed. He picked her up and set her between his legs, for heaven’s sake! Like she was his little eighteen-year-old girlfriend! But there was something so sexy about it. Not only would Tom labor to lift her, but he would never do something so impromptu. He would ask, and asking would ruin the spontaneity of the moment. Kevin didn’t ask, though. Instead, he went ahead and did it, and now she was snuggled against his chest like a girl half her age as he continued to massage her shoulders. She was in heaven.


He didn’t need a verbal answer to his previous inquiry. Mom’s body language came through loud and clear. “So, any plans for your big weekend?”


She shook her head while her eyes remained closed, soaking in the bliss that she currently experienced.


“I want you to have a great time,” he told her, continuing to do his best to rid her of her stress. “Maybe you should give a few of your friends a call?”


“Maybe,” she moaned. A knot unloosened just outside her neck thanks to his magical hands. “This feels so good.”


“I’m glad, Mom,” he told her. “I want you to really enjoy the next fifteen minutes.”


“Fifteen minutes?” she smiled with her eyes shut. “I get fifteen more minutes of this?”


“Mm-hmm. I want you to be nice and loose.”


“For what?” she asked as another feminine moan escaped from between her lips.


“Well, Mom, fifteen minutes from now, you’re going to get out of this tub and head into my bedroom.”


Her eyes burst open. “What?”


“And then do you know what I’m going to do?”


Her throat grew dry.


He leaned in to allow his warm breath to tease her inner ear before dropping his voice to a whisper. “I’m going to fuck you within an inch of your life.”


Her body shuttered. She tried to say something but couldn’t find any words. He couldn’t have just said that to her!


“You see, we have this connection with each other,” he told her, pulling his mouth back and continuing his massage. “We always have. I know you feel it. It’s like you know what I want, and I know what you want. Mom, I know what you want. What you need.”


“Wha-what do you thi-thi-think I need?” she stammered nervously with her back still pressed against his chest.


“To get fucked,” he answered confidently.


She’d never felt more baffled in her life. What in the world had gotten into her son? Her sweetheart sounded like a bad boy from one of her steamy romance novels!


“I know how you like it,” he told her. “I can’t explain how I know, but I do. You like it really, really, really rough. And I know, that you know, that rough is the only way I fuck. Dad isn’t taking care of you. He just can’t be. You need a real man to attend to your needs, and do you want to know something, Mom?”


She eagerly awaited his reveal.


“You’re a very, very, very lucky girl, because you just so happen to live with a real man, and that man loves you more than anyone else on the planet. So, from this moment forward, a day will never go by where your needs aren’t my number one priority.”


Feeling her son’s cock begin to grow against her lower back caused her to gasp. Somehow, the stakes had been raised even higher.


“How does Dad keep his hands off you?” he asked, his fingers sinking deeper into her shoulders. “Every inch of you is perfect.”


“Tha-tha-thanks, baby,” she smiled sheepishly.


She had to be lost in a dream. How else could she explain cozying up in the bathroom with her own son? And under no circumstances could he actually massage her, naked, and with his cock pressed against her back! And the latter continued to get bigger and bigger! She couldn’t see it, but she could definitely feel it, and it didn’t remind her at all of his father. It was big, thick, and powerful.


The struggle to control herself intensified with each passing minute. She took a deep breath and pushed further back into him, resulting in a deep moan from the stud to her rear. It was exactly what the sexually deprived mom needed in her mundane life.


“You even smell amazing,” he told her, moving his mouth back to her ear. He lowered his voice to a whisper again. “You’re still going to feel me when you pick Dad up from the airport on Monday. That’s what I’m going to do to you, Mom. I’m going to make you mine.”


His big hands slithered down from her shoulders and ran along her arms, putting her budding nerves at ease.


“So, enjoy the rest of your massage,” he smiled while leaning back again. “Because ten minutes from now, you won’t even remember your name. Close your eyes and I’ll let you know when it’s time. Love you, Mom.”


She felt a kiss on the top of her brunette head as she closed her eyes. Everything would change in only ten minutes. She would finally receive the attention that she so badly craved. She would finally experience a real man. She would finally be owned.


She let out a long exhale and allowed herself to fall into a deep state of relaxation.


…


…


“It’s time, Mom.”


Emily opened her eyes and immediately spun around. Kevin wasn’t there. She spun back and looked at the side of the tub. No wine glasses. His jeans weren’t on the floor, his shirt wasn’t draped over the toilet seat, and the bath remained void of any signs of him. But it all seemed so real! Her shoulders felt looser and she could still feel his erect manhood pressed against her back!




She picked her phone up off the floor, opened her texts, and sent her son a message.


Are you okay?


Send.


She waited impatiently. What if her dream was a sign? What if Kevin was drinking and her vision was a warning that something bad would happen? What if his car had slammed into a telephone pole on a backcountry road and no one knew about it? Something happened! She could feel it! Something wrong took place and she would always remember how she’d fantasized about the love of her life while he unknowingly suffered somewhere! What kind of mother was she? Hell, what kind of person was she?


Her phone buzzed.


Yeah. Why?


She let out a deep exhale of relief, but her concerns weren’t gone just yet.


Are you drinking?


Send.


Seconds later, her phone buzzed.


No. Are you ok?


Another exhale was joined by a big smile as the weight of the world fell from her shoulders. Her little angel was fine and everything was right again with the world.


I’m great! Have fun!


Send.


Her phone buzzed again.


Thanks. I’ll be home soon.


She returned her phone to its place on the floor and sank back into the warm water. Was her dream really all that bad? She didn’t hurt anyone. In fact, her fantasy version of Kevin did the world a great service. He promised to take care of her sexual needs, and that was something that her husband sure the hell didn’t do.


Part of her could really see her son doing those things in the bathtub with her too. He’d never crossed the line with her in that way before, but she knew that he had it in him. He most likely wouldn’t be so brass and straightforward with her, but then again, maybe he would? But why would he? He was a good-looking, charismatic, eighteen-year-old jock who’d spent the majority of his senior year dating a gorgeous blonde. He wouldn’t want anything to do with his mom. God, why did she even ponder this insanity? Nothing would ever happen between them!


In the real world, at least.


Emily closed her eyes, leaned her head back against the edge of the tub, and allowed her hand to descend her body until her fingers found her clit. She planned to finish her wild dream her way. She was the author of her fictional romance, and she liked the idea of Kevin not being able to wait those fifteen excruciatingly long minutes. What if he had to have her in the tub?


She bit her lower lip and let out a soft moan. Tonight, in her fantasy, Kevin would fuck her in ways that Tom never had.





Chapter 6 — Dating





“So, I’m sitting there, when suddenly Ms. H puts her hand on my thigh!”


A collection of gasps could be heard over the loud music blaring from the living room.


“I look at her, and her eyes are locked on mine. I can tell that she wants it.”


“What happened next?” a voice asked.


“She told me regardless of how I do on this test, that she’ll need to see me for some ‘personal tutoring.’”


“Holy shit!” several classmates shouted.


Kevin rolled his eyes from his spot on the sofa. Their little get-together had somehow turned into a party on this Friday night. Not that he minded the change in plans. His friends loved throwing parties, after all. What truly annoyed him was having to listen to Zach’s ridiculous story for the fifteenth time. Somehow, his tale became more outlandish every time he recited it.


“What do you think she means?” someone asked.


“Dude, I’m telling ya, her hand was like three inches from my dick,” Zach addressed his classmate. “I’ve never felt someone so horny in my life. She’s so dick deprived. I could’ve had that slut gagging on my cock if I really wanted to.”


Zach’s previous version of his encounter had Ms. H’s hand placed on his knee. Kevin began to wonder if his friend even saw Ms. H after school that day.


“Dude, you gotta record it!” someone shouted. “Get Ms. H on video!”


“I’ll try,” Zach answered. “I can’t guarantee it, though.”


Kevin turned his head to see Jessica Kowalski take a seat next to him on the sofa. She had a red plastic cup in her hand and a big smile on her cute face. The blonde-haired, blue eyed beauty caught the eye of every guy she encountered throughout her day.


“Hey, Kevin!” she greeted him.


“Hey, Jess,” he said with a welcoming smile.


The two had known each other since middle school, but that was really the extent of their relationship. He always kind of had a thing for her, to be completely honest. There was something about his five-foot-one, and barely one hundred pound Polish classmate that got him going. Was it her innocent, cute, girly voice? Or maybe it was her petite frame that he wanted to see just how far could be pushed? Whatever it was, he wasn’t exactly disappointed to find himself in her presence.


“I heard about Ella,” Jessica told him. “Sorry.”


He shrugged his shoulders and took a sip from his water bottle. “It happens.”


“You don’t want a beer?” she asked.


“I’m driving,” he answered.


She gave him a quick smile. “So, what happened? With Ella?”


He shrugged his shoulders once again. “I don’t know. Just some shit.”


“Just some shit?” she laughed.


“Yeah, it really wasn’t anything in particular. I think we’re just different people, you know?”


“I know all about that feeling,” she nodded, lowering her voice to a whisper. “Just between us, Mike and I are through next week.”


“What?” he asked, surprised.


She leaned in closer. “I’m dumping him.”


“Why?”


“He’s driving me nuts. I get accused of cheating almost every day. I go to school with eight hundred guys. Sorry, but eventually I’m going to talk to some of them! And when I do, it’s obviously because I want to fuck them,” she said sarcastically. “He’s exhausting!”


One detail didn’t add up for him. “But why next week?”.


“My birthday is Wednesday,” she smiled.


“Happy Birthday!” he smiled back before it suddenly clicked for him. “Wait a minute…”


“He gives awesome presents!” she said, unable to conceal her naughty smirk.


“Jess, are you kidding me?”


“He gave me an iPad for Christmas!” she said excitedly. “A freakin’ iPad! It’s so awesome! I use it all the time!”


He couldn’t help but shake his head. “You’re waiting to break up with him because you want a birthday present?”


She took a deep breath. “I know, I know…but an iPad! So, imagine what he got me for my birthday!”


He turned toward his table of friends where Zach continued to tell his story. Jess used her boyfriend for a birthday present? And she admitted it without a hint of embarrassment or shame? These were the girls that he was surrounded by?


“And my point is that I thought we always kind of had a thing,” she said after he turned back to her. She suddenly grew shy. “I know it was back in tenth grade, but I always noticed you looking at me in geometry, and I always had a bit of a crush on you.”


He never expected to hear anything like that. “You did?”


She nodded with a smile, still looking down.


Every part of the man in him said to pursue her. She was beautiful, tiny, and possessed a sexual energy that he could feel. And she made the move on him! He didn’t even have to do any work! But he couldn’t look past what she’d told him just moments ago. He couldn’t be with a person like her. Even if it was only casual dating.


“You know, it’s just…um…kind of soon,” he struggled to find the right words.


“I know, I probably should’ve waited. Can I see your phone real quick?”


He unlocked his phone and handed it to his petite blonde classmate. He watched her create a contact for herself and hand it back to him.


“Text me once you get over Ella, okay?”


He nodded hesitantly.


“Awesome! See you around!” she smiled before heading back over to her group of girlfriends.


He should’ve spoken his mind. He should’ve at least asked her what kind of person she was. What type of human being uses someone for monetary gifts? It was disgusting!


But he didn’t do anything. Part of him didn’t want to make a scene, but another part of him felt like a sellout. What good were his values if he didn’t stand up for them? But maybe it was better to handle things the way he did? He would never date Jessica, so why bother making an enemy out of her? He did know one thing, however. It was a rather depressing fact as well.


The list of dateable girls his own age dwindled with each passing day.





Chapter 7 — Sour Cream and Baked Potatoes








Saturday. 1:15 PM.





Emily slept in for the first time in recent memory. The house felt so peaceful and calm without Tom’s negative presence filling the walls. She was able to let her guard down and relax, and as vivid as her dream was last night about Kevin, the fantasy that followed felt even more realistic.


They never managed to make it to his room after she closed her eyes and drifted off to a more loving world. They never even made it out of the bathroom. She ended up bent over the sink, dripping wet, and watching her reflection in the mirror as her son hammered away inside her. Her hips and breasts bounced with every pump, but the intense look that covered his handsome face was what drove her the wildest. It was like something out of an erotic novel that she would read. How many people actually had sex in front of a mirror? She did last night!


Well, at least in her dreams.


She strolled into the kitchen, still dressed in her blue flannel pajamas. A disappointed huff escaped from her lips when she looked out the sliding glass door and into the backyard. Why did it have to be cloudy?


It all started last spring when Tom decided that he didn’t feel like cutting the lawn anymore. Heaven forbid that he used their self-propelled mower to actually get some exercise. Call her sexist or old-fashioned, but there were certain chores that belonged to men, and yardwork was absolutely one of them.


She didn’t have a problem helping or occasionally doing it either, but shouldn’t a real man want to maintain his yard? What kind of guy sat inside and watched his wife cut the lawn? Her first and only effort to cut the grass was rather short-lived, because she only made it forty seconds before she felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned to see Kevin standing behind her with his earbuds in. He refused to allow her to cut the grass, and from that point on, her son took over their home’s lawn care.


Kevin helped out more around the house as the years went by. She would go downstairs to fold a load of laundry, only to find it already done. She would see that the dishwasher was clean, go run a few errands, and return home to find it empty. Kevin never said anything either. He never looked for praise. Instead, he just did it.


And whether his motivation involved making her life easier or not, she couldn’t express how much she appreciated his help. In fact, she looked forward to him cutting the grass like nothing else. She found herself making excuses to be in the living room when he cut the front yard, and then in the kitchen when he made his way to the back. She always wanted to be able to see him through the windows. Because he always decided to go shirtless on warm and sunny days, and she turned into a lovestruck high school girl the second his clothes came off.


But no luck today. The unusually warm temperatures from earlier in the week had dipped back down to normal, resulting in Kevin cutting the grass with a t-shirt on. She swiftly noticed a handwritten note on the granite countertop.


Mom,


I want you to take it easy this weekend with Dad gone. Think of it as a mini vacation. You’re NOT to do ANY housework, yardwork, or cooking! Your job this weekend is to mellow out and relax. There’s a smoothie for you in the fridge and I’m making dinner tonight. You’re not helping!


- Kevin.


Her face lit up with joy as she opened the refrigerator to find a green smoothie waiting for her. This felt spooky. It eerily resembled her dream where Kevin told her the same thing when they were in the bathtub together. He’d instructed her to take the weekend off while massaging her shoulders. It was crazy!


She reread his note to make sure that her eyes didn’t play tricks on her. Was this some kind of sign? Maybe last night’s dream wasn’t so far-fetched? She felt herself getting worked up and excited. An entire weekend with her son where she didn’t have to do anything! This would be so awesome!


She downed her smoothie, changed into her gym clothes, grabbed her car keys, and headed out the door for a rare Saturday afternoon workout.





6 PM.





“Where’s the sour cream!?”


Emily smiled from her position on the family room sofa. She sprawled on her back along the comfortable cushions while she watched television mindlessly. It was a job that typically belonged to Tom, and she couldn’t help but feel a bit jealous at the moment. Being a lazy bum wasn’t such a bad life, after all.


“Top shelf!” she shouted back in the direction of the kitchen.


He was actually doing it! Kevin cut the lawn, cleaned the house, folded the laundry, and was now cooking the two of them dinner! All without her helping or having to lift a finger! She was so lucky. How many mothers had a son like hers?


“I don’t see it!”


She had to thank him for all that he did, but how? She obviously couldn’t act on any of her sexual fantasies, and she didn’t want to bake him any more desserts because he always complained about how much junk food he ate. So, how could she properly thank him? Would simply expressing her gratitude verbally do the trick? Or maybe she should buy him something? But what would he want?


“Mom!?”


“It’s on the top shelf!” she yelled again.


“You already told me that!” he shouted from the kitchen. “I don’t see it!”


She rolled off the soft polyester fabric and made her way into the kitchen. When she entered, she saw her son squatted in front of the refrigerator, looking through the shelves. She walked behind him and smiled.


“Baby, I’m looking right at it.”


“Where?” he asked.


“Top shelf. White container.”


“That’s yogurt,” he told her.


“Look again, sweetheart,” she giggled.


Kevin reached for the container and let out an annoyed huff. “What the hell!? I looked at this like twenty times and thought it was yogurt!”


“Um, are you sure that you don’t need any help in here?” she asked. While she appreciated his effort, she didn’t exactly look forward to eating a lackluster dinner.


He shut the fridge and walked over to the oven. “Nope, you aren’t doing a thing. In fact, you can go ahead and take a seat because we’re almost ready.”


She strutted over to the kitchen table in her black yoga pants and pink tank top. “This is really awesome!”


“You don’t even know what we’re having yet,” he laughed, opening the oven door and retrieving a glass cooking dish with an oven mitt over his hand. “First, we have skinless baked chicken soaked in a light layer of olive oil and natural lemon juices.”


“Mm-hmm,” she exaggeratedly moaned from her chair.


“Next, we have baked potatoes with a light sour cream, spinach, chopped chives, and red pepper filling.”


“Um…okay,” she said with a curious smile. She was up for trying something new tonight.


“And lastly, we have broccoli with a very, very, and I know how you are—so very—light layer of cheddar cheese melted over the top of it.”


She could feel her stomach rumble. “That sounds fantastic!”


“It better be!” he laughed. “It took me long enough!”


He carried several dishes over to the table and made both himself and his mother a plate. He fortunately remembered something as he walked back to the counter, soon returning with a tall dinner candle. He lit it after placing it in the center of the table. Two glasses of red wine followed and the table was finally set.


“I would’ve dressed up if I knew all of this was coming,” she joked.


“No kidding, Mom,” he teased, sitting down in the chair directly across the table from her. “Here I am in basketball shorts and a t-shirt like a gentleman.”


“Wine?” she asked, raising her eyebrows as she watched him lift his glass to his lips. The similarities between today and last night gave her goosebumps.


“After all this?” he looked down at the table. “I think I deserve it.”


She cut into her baked chicken with a laugh. “I’ve never had a man cook for me.”


“Are you serious?”


She nodded.


“Dad never did?”


“Nope, and none of my boyfriends before your dad did either. This is a first,” she said.


“Well, I can’t think of anyone who deserves it more than you,” he told her. “I want to start doing this more often. You shouldn’t have to cook every day.”


“It’s not that big of a deal, baby.”


“It is, though,” he argued. “I go to school, workout, and then I’m tired. You go to work, come home and clean, cook, go to the gym, and do everything else, and you’re still going. You’re like Superwoman!”


She glanced down at the table with an embarrassed smile.


“It’s crazy!” he continued. “Most girls have a handful of good qualities, but you have like a thousand. It’s unfair to the rest of the female population.”


She continued to look down, avoiding eye contact with her son. “Like what?”


“Huh?”


“My qualities,” she said quietly. “What do you like about them?”


Maybe it came off as desperate or pathetic, but she was in the mood to listen to him fawn over her. All she ever heard from Tom was negativity, and his version of spoiling her involved half-heartedly acknowledging her when she did something extremely nice for him. It’d become a fantasy to not only hear someone appreciate her, but rave about how amazing she was, and she wouldn’t pass up such an opportunity.


He laughed to himself, causing her to look up from the table with a curious expression. “You know, when I was younger, I used to think that everyone was like you. Especially women. I thought if you asked a girl for help, that she would immediately drop whatever she was doing to help you. And then when I reached middle school and watched you run a bunch of the fundraisers programs, I realized that the other parents weren’t anything like you. I actually felt bad when none of them helped or offered to do anything. It felt like you were being taken advantage of. Everyone would say, ‘Kevin’s mom will do it,’ but then I realized that’s just who you are. You’re an amazing, caring, generous person who only wants to make everyone’s life better. It’s so unbelievably rare. Even little things like when you know that I like a certain food or drink, so you always buy it for me when you go shopping. It’s so thoughtful.”


She stared across the table with her mouth agape.


“And I can’t get enough of your sense of humor,” he continued. “Like, you laugh at so much stuff that only my friends find funny. Ella would always tell me to grow up and stop being immature, but I can’t help it if I find perverted and crude things funny! Remember when Dad and I got into that argument because I told him that Rebecca from my school could squat twice as much as him?”


She laughed while she reflected on that memorable dinner years ago.


“Ella rolled her eyes and told me to stop being sexist when I made a comment about how masculine Rebecca looks. She told me that Rebecca is a strong woman who doesn’t need a man, and she shouldn’t be looked down upon because she doesn’t strut around like a slut. I was making a joke and she got all uptight! Like a lot of girls do! But not you! You were right there with me, telling Dad that he couldn’t bench press as much as her either. We find the same stuff funny, we have tons of things in common, and we can talk about anything. You’re just different. In a good way.”


She wasn’t entirely sure what to say.


“And you’re way smarter than I’ll ever be too. And not just book smarts. You have a level of common sense that none of my previous girlfriends’ had. You can change a flat tire, check your car’s oil, and jump start a dead battery. Hell, half my guy friends couldn’t do that stuff! And that’s just you as a person!”




“As a person?” she questioned.


He unexpectedly turned shy. “I’m not going to get into all the other stuff I love about you.”


“Like what?” she asked curiously.


He shook his head gingerly. “I can’t, Mom.”


“Come on…” she encouraged him to continue while scooping some of her baked potato onto her fork. “Like what?”


“It’s…it’s weird. I can’t.”


“Sweetheart, I want to hear it.” She was done playing coy. Someone finally praised her and she didn’t want it to stop. Regardless of what direction it might be headed.


“Okay, but you have to promise that you won’t get mad or weirded-out,” he told her while picking at his chicken.


“I would never get mad at you,” she promised.


“Well, I love a lot about you…you know…physically.”


Her heart stopped beating. “You do?”


“Yeah. I mean, where do you want me to start?”


She gazed across the table anxiously, wondering what she’d done to find herself in such a paradise.


“Well, I guess I’ll start at the top,” he told her with a newfound confidence. “I love your long, wavy, brown hair. I love how it runs just past your shoulders, but sometimes gets a little messy on top. It looks so cute when it’s like that.”


She’d never smiled more in her life.


“I’ve loved all of your hairstyles,” he continued. “The bangs you had when I was younger, the times you decide to put it in a ponytail, and when you wear it in a bun too. You always look incredible.”


“You liked my bangs?” she asked.


“I loved your bangs!” he replied robustly. “The way that they ended at your eyebrows while your long hair flowed down the sides of your head. No one wears their hair like that! And I have no idea why! It looks amazing! Especially on you!”


She looked down at the table with a shy smirk. He loved her bangs? She hadn’t worn bangs in almost a decade, but he still remembered them! It was the cutest thing ever!


“And you have the most incredible brown eyes.”


She instantly looked up and locked them onto the angel across the table.


“There have been so many times when you’re talking to me, but I don’t hear a word you’re saying. I just look into your eyes and get completely lost.”


She blushed.


“Your entire face is beautiful. I’m really not just saying that either. You’re incredibly pretty. I don’t mean anything bad by it, but especially for someone, you know…your age…I guess. I mean, my friends’ moms don’t look like you. You have this…what would you call it…glow?”


A curious expression overtook her face. “Glow? What’s a glow?”


“I’m not totally sure,” he confessed. “You just have something about you. Like, something changes if you walk into the room and sit in the recliner next to me while I’m on the couch watching TV.”


She wasn’t sure if she followed. “Well, you’re not alone anymore.”


“No, no, no,” he shook his head. “It’s something else. There’s a certain energy. An enthusiasm, maybe? I’m not totally sure what to call it. I could be in a bad mood, you walk into the room, and I’m suddenly not anymore. You don’t even have to say anything. You just have to be you. Your presence makes everything better.”


Her face was beaming.


“I can feel it right now,” he told her. “You just have this positivity surrounding you. Sometimes, when I don’t see you for a while, I find myself missing it. I’ve never met anyone else who has it.”


She was speechless.


His eyes dropped lower as he took a deep breath. He needed to check before he crossed the line. “Do you really want me to continue?”


Was that a serious question? She wouldn’t dream of putting an end to this! It was everything that she wanted!


“It might get a little personal,” he warned her.


She never broke eye contact with her son. “Continue.”


“Okay,” he smiled, lowering his eyes yet again. He couldn’t believe what he was about to say. “Your…um…ti…bo…your…bust?”


“My bust?” she asked, grinning with her eyebrows raised. “What year is it?”


“No good?” he laughed.


“Maybe if it was 1950,” she teased. “My bust…”


“You have a very impressive chest.”


She tilted her head from side-to-side as she pretended to debate with herself. “I guess that chest works.”


“They drove Ella insane,” he disclosed.


Somehow, the surprises kept coming. “Excuse me?”


“Your boobs,” Kevin clarified brazenly. “It was one of the many problems that Ella had with you.”


She was flabbergasted. “Ella had problems with me!? I thought that we got along!?”


“She had problems with everyone, but she was super insecure about her boobs. There was a stretch where it was all she talked about. How she wanted a D-cup. I would tell her that she was being ridiculous. She’s super skinny so her boobs are fine for someone her size, but it was D-cup this and D-cup that. I know that I’ll run into her one day, and she’ll have big, fake boobs. All she has to do is ask her dad. Not everyone’s as lucky as you. And that leads me to your waist.”


“I’m sure that she wasn’t jealous of that!” she laughed.


“Mom, I’m so proud of you. Listen, I’ve always thought that you looked amazing. There was never a point where I thought you were overweight, or out of shape, or whatever, and I’m serious about that. But the changes you’ve made over the past few months have been incredible. The way you’re eating and working out is great. And not just for your appearance, but for your health. I can see noticeable changes in you. You look awesome!”


“Thanks, baby!” she smiled, glowing from ear-to-ear. “That means so much to me!”


A few moments of silence passed while the two picked at their food.


She decided to break the ice. “Is that it?”


His eyes remained locked on his plate. Surprisingly, he began to laugh. “What do you think?”


She knew the answer. Only one part of her remained, it just so happened to be what Tom mocked her about relentlessly. Her big, fat, annoying butt. But as much as Tom’s harassment about her backside annoyed her, the only person’s opinion she truly cared about could be found sitting across the table.


She cleared her throat and opened her mouth, unsure of what to say. “Well, um—”


“Your ass is insane.”


Her jaw dropped. As outlandish as their discussion was, his latest declaration took the cake. “Excuse me?”


“Your ass,” he smiled, still looking down at his half-eaten chicken. “It’s insane.”


“What does…um…what does that mean?”


“Ella hated your butt too,” he told her. “Even more than your boobs.”


“What did I ever do to that girl?” Emily asked. And her ass was insane? Was that a bad thing? And why did his ex-girlfriend hate her so much? And why would he date a girl who hated his own mother? She had so many questions!


“That’s why we stopped hanging out here,” he said, finally looking up from his food. “Because I was tired of listening to her bitch every time she saw you. It eventually got to the point where I just lied and said that I liked hanging out at her place.”


“She bitched every time she saw me?”


“She was so unbelievably jealous of you,” he nodded. “She would never admit it but it was obvious.”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said in a confused tone.


“Every time you ever walked by in yoga pants or anything tight, she always had a comment about you the moment you left the room. How it was inappropriate for someone your age to dress like you do, how your butt’s too big, and stuff like that. We actually only ever had one real fight and it was because of you.”


That may have been the most shocking revelation of the evening. “You fought because of me?”


“I still remember it clear as day. You came home while we were hanging out on the couch watching Netflix. You did some stuff around the house before popping in to tell us that you were going to the gym. She made a comment about the way you dress the moment you shut the front door.”


“What did she say?” she inquired.


“That someone with a butt like yours shouldn’t be wearing pants like that. You were wearing yoga pants.”


Ella was now the second person who felt that it was inappropriate for her to dress the way she did. Maybe her husband and her son’s ex were right? Perhaps she was too old to try to stay at least somewhat stylish? What if she unknowingly embarrassed herself every time she went out in public?”


“So, I told her to shut her fuckin’ mouth.”


Her eyes bulged. “You told her what!?”


“To shut her fuckin’ mouth,” he repeated calmly. “I had enough. I refused to sit there and listen to someone talk about you that way.”


“What happened?” she asked, sitting on the edge of her seat. She couldn’t believe how he’d stuck up for her! And especially with his girlfriend!


“I told her that she was jealous of you, and it was embarrassing to watch her act like a child every time she saw you. That she shouldn’t resort to making snarky remarks just because she wants a body like yours. And then she lost her shit.”


“You said that to her?” Her face possessed a mixture of disbelief and admiration.


“I sure did,” he told her, lifting a piece of chicken to his mouth with his fork.


“You think that she wants a body like mine?”


He decided to fill her in on something after he swallowed his food. “Every girl wants a body like yours.”


She looked down at her plate with a smile, embarrassed and blushing.


“I have to come clean about something,” he said, setting his silverware down on the table. “It’s eaten away at me for a while too.”


A concerned look grew on Emily’s face as she looked up. “What is it, baby?”


“So, you know what—actually, let me start at the beginning,” he said before taking a deep breath. “Okay, so stuff started changing around ten, I would say.”


“Changing?” he asked.


“Yeah, changing sexually. I think it was when I was ten but I’m not positive. Or maybe I was eleven. It doesn’t matter. My point is that I started noticing everything at this point. Including you.”


“Me?” she asked, somewhat caught off guard. How surreal was the past ten minutes of her life?


“Uh-huh,” he laughed. “And it was around this time that you first discovered yoga pants. I actually thought that you were teasing me for a while. There I was, a constantly horny teenager, and I couldn’t even get any relief in my own house, because you were walking around in skin tight nylon spandex every day.”


“Oh my God, baby!” she laughed, placing her hand over her shocked mouth. “I wasn’t trying to do that!”


“Well, it sure as hell felt like it. Anyway, this went on for years and I eventually came to love it. There’s a reason why this is my seat at the table.”


She shot him a curious look.


“Because I have a perfect view of the stove,” he told her. “Listen, I love talking to you. I would talk to you with a blindfold on and still love it, but the visual perk doesn’t hurt either. And when you cook for me, I always try to come down before you finish. I had to start limiting the number of times I did it so it wouldn’t seem obvious, but it’s a hard thing to pass up.”


Her curious expression hadn’t gone away.


“I have a perfect view of your butt from this seat,” he said confidently while staring into his mom’s eyes. He decided to confess all of his previously confidential feelings. His attention shifted to the stove while he held out his hand to show his angle. “You would cook, we would talk, and I would admire.”


She did her best to hide her overwhelmed excitement. Despite her best efforts, she was all smiles. Her perfect son loved her even more than she ever imagined!


“So, for some bizarre reason, those stupid capri sweatpants became the thing when I turned fifteen. Don’t get me wrong, they looked great on you, but they’re all loose and baggy. After four or five years of getting used to something, it’s hard to just change, but I couldn’t say anything to you—obviously! So, I waited for this fad to go away, but you were still wearing them six months later just like every other girl. I ended up doing something kind of messed up.”


She watched her son laugh to himself.


He was really confessing everything now. “Okay, so I started riding my bike to Grandma’s and Grandpa’s house once a week. I would cut the grass, drag branches out to the road, and do stuff like that. They just like to give me money so I at least try to earn it, you know? I did this for like half the summer and into the fall, which was a huge pain in the ass because of that huge hill right before Meadowcreek Road. I made a couple hundred bucks and I can’t lie, I bought some stuff for myself, but I banked most of it.”


She remembered her parents telling her about how often Kevin stopped by to help out a few years ago, but she never thought anything of it. Apparently, there was a reason for his weekly visits, and she was about to find out why.


“Now, this is what I still feel guilty about,” he chucked. “I waited until like mid-December and uh…I um…”


“What?” she asked, watching him start to laugh louder.


“I waited until you and Dad were both out of the house one day, went into your dresser, took four of your five pairs of capri sweatpants, and threw them in the garbage.”


“What!?” she shouted, shocked. “That’s what happened to those!?”


He nodded, still laughing.


“I thought that your father did something with them and lied about it!” she said, shaking her head. “Why did you do that?”


“Do you remember what I gave you for Christmas a week later?” he grinned.


Emily thought to herself for a moment before it all suddenly made sense. “Oh, you little shit!”


He laughed loudly by this point. “I had Dad take me to the mall so I could buy you five pairs of the tightest yoga pants I could find. I ended up getting them all in black because that looks best on you.”


She couldn’t believe that her smile was even bigger than his. Her son was full of surprises!


“Not only did I give you your present that year, but I gave a pretty dramatic speech if I do say so myself. It was along the lines of me feeling terrible that something happened to your clothes, and I just wanted to do something to replace them.”


“You told me that you tried to find capri sweatpants, but they were all sold out,” she laughed, now remembering the moment clearly. “So, you got me yoga pants instead.”


“From that Christmas on, your sweatpants inventory was cut to one, while your yoga pants total was bumped up to like ten. And guess what you wore around the house all the time?”


“Yoga pants,” she giggled.


“Yoga pants,” he confirmed. “That’s what I meant when I said that your ass is insane. It made me do that. I can’t believe I just told you all this. I uh…I actually bought you another gift.”


“You did?”


“Well, it’s for your birthday,” he told her. “Do you want it early?”


“Yes!” she smiled excitedly. “Totally!”


“Are you sure? I can wait until next month if you want. It would kind of suck to not be able to give you a gift on your actual birthday.”


“I’m totally sure!” she confirmed. If there was one thing that she truly loved other than her son, it was presents. And presents from her baby? Life didn’t get any better than that.


“It’s upstairs in my closet.”


She waited at the table with anticipation.


“So, you can go get it,” he told her.


“Oh, you want me to get it?” she reacted, surprised.


He nodded.


“Oh…okay.”


“You see, Mom, I’m not totally sure how this will go over.” he said, cutting into his chicken again.


“Oh boy, what did you throw in the garbage this time?” she groaned.


“No, it’s nothing like that,” he laughed. “I just think it would be best if you received it in private. I’ll make a deal with you. If you don’t like it, then throw it back in my closet and tell me that you don’t want it. I’ll return it and get you something else. But if you do like it, then it’s yours to keep and do whatever you want with. Deal?”


“What did you get me?” she asked, skeptical after experiencing the single craziest dinner of her life.


“What kind of birthday present would it be if I told you? It’s in my closet, under a bunch of clothes, in a pink and white bag.”


She debated her options while taking one final bite of her baked potato. She simply couldn’t resist the allure of a mysterious gift. “Happy Birthday to me!”


He smiled as he watched Mom jump out of her seat and head for the stairs. His eyes tracked the back of her tight black yoga pants the entire way. In fact, he was fairly certain that he bought those exact pants for her three years ago.





Chapter 8 — Dessert








Three Hours Earlier.





Kevin stormed into the shopping center after slamming his car door shut in the middle of the mall parking lot. Three months had passed so it was right on cue. His right earbud suddenly died midway through cutting the lawn. Why did he always end up buying four pairs of earbuds every year? It was like he was cursed! He seriously needed to consider buying a warranty this time.


Thirty minutes later, he walked out of the electronics store with a new pair of earbuds—and no warranty. He was in a hurry. He still wanted to make it to the gym, plus he had to cook dinner tonight! And he wouldn’t grab a pizza or make something simple. He wanted to cook something that Mom would actually like.


The chicken would be thawed by the time he arrived home, potatoes were in the garage, and broccoli was in the freezer. Oh, and he wanted to grab one of those tall dinner table candles on the way home too. Women love stuff like that.


He came to an abrupt stop in the middle of the shopping mall aisle. A particular idea had been stuck in his head for quite some time. It was definitely crazy and something he never imagined actually acting on, and Mom would freak if he ever did something like it, right? But things felt different between the two of them over the past year or so. Occasionally, he would catch her staring at him, and the amount of yelling and arguing with Dad had gotten worse as well. They never fought physically, but they simply weren’t happy around each other.


Dad couldn’t possibly satisfy Mom in the bedroom either, could he? Maybe he was wrong, though? What if Dad was a stud between the sheets? But everything about his lazy, overweight, negative father screamed dud when it came to sex. Could that be why Mom looked at him the way she did? Or maybe she never gawked at him and it was all in his head?


Shit could get real if he actually proceeded with his plan and it backfired. Like, really, really, really real. The amazing relationship that he valued with his mother—which was more important to him than anything in the world—would most likely be destroyed. This was his plan. He would look into buying Mom something for her birthday and leave it in his closet. If the moment presented itself sooner, then he would give it to her early. But if things didn’t feel right when her birthday arrived, then he would bail and buy her something else instead.


He took a deep breath and walked down the aisle before making a left—right into Victoria’s Secret.


He immediately felt overwhelmed. For one, he had no idea what to buy. There were nighties, corsets, bras, panties, t-shirts, and so much more. Where should he even begin?


“Can I help you?”


Kevin turned around to see a cute blonde store worker in her mid-twenties greet him with an inviting smile. “I’m just looking.”


“For something in particular?” she asked.


“I’m…not…totally sure,” he hesitated.


“Okay,” the salesgirl laughed. “Are you getting something for your girlfriend?”


He nodded.


“A lot of girls your age love our sweatpants.”


“No!” he shouted without a moment of indecision. “I mean…no thanks. She’s not into sweatpants.”


His passionate reaction caught her by surprise. “Well, what’s she into?”


“Um…sexier things.”


“Lots of younger girls love thongs,” the cute blonde told him.


Now, that was right up his alley. “Yes, she would…she does…love thongs.”




“Follow me,” she smiled before leading him to the back of the store. “Now, we have thongs, and we have thong and bra sets as well.”


He experienced that familiar overwhelmed feeling when he looked at the wall of choices. Why the hell were there so many options to choose from? And how was he supposed to know what she would want? Chances were that he would never give it to Mom anyway, but it needed to be perfect on the off-chance that he actually did.


He turned his attention to the salesgirl. “Let’s say I was buying something for you. What would you want?”


“Personally, I like something a little more than just a basic bra and panties set,” she answered. “Oh, I’ll show you what my boyfriend got me for Valentine’s Day!”


She led him further along the wall until she stopped and pointed.


“Where’s the bra?” he asked.


“There isn’t any,” she grinned.


He looked at something called a “mesh slip.” It possessed a similar appearance to a very short, spaghetti strap one-piece miniskirt dress. There were a few noticeable differences, however. One, the black mesh was see-through. Two, it came with a black thong. Three, there wasn’t a bra. The see-through top left the breasts and nipples completely exposed.


“And you like that?” he asked with his eyes locked on the outfit.


“I love it,” she smiled. “And so does my boyfriend.”


“I’ll take it.”


“Awesome,” the blonde said. “What’s her size?”


“Oh shit,” he muttered.


The salesgirl immediately laughed. “Don’t worry, I’m used to hearing that. What’s her body type?”


He looked around the store for a woman who resembled his mother. Suddenly, a woman in her early to mid-thirties walked through the entrance. He pointed at her.


He needed to clarify a few important details first. “Her, but thicker. But not like fat thick. Like, fit thick. She works out and takes care of herself. You know how a lot of fat girls call themselves thick but they’re actually fat? She’s not one of them. She’s thick, but in the right places.”


“I got it,” she said with a big smile. She picked a set from the shelf below and looked at him. “I’ll meet you at the counter.”


Maybe he would actually see Mom wear this one day? Or maybe he should keep dreaming?





Back to Current Day.





Emily slipped into her son’s messy bedroom, stepping over dirty laundry scattered on the floor as she made her way to his closet. She couldn’t remember the last time that she felt so excited! How wild was their conversation over dinner? Kevin admitted to being sexually attracted to her! Not only that, but he loved her butt! And he loved it so much that he went out of his way to make sure she regularly wore yoga pants! Plus, he planned his schedule around seeing her dressed in them! She finally felt desired for the first time in close to two decades. She felt lusted after. She felt like a woman.


She opened his closet door and peeked inside. It didn’t come as much of a surprise to discover that it was a mess—just like his bedroom—but she didn’t care. Today, her only concern involved what was under that mess. She tossed his clothes to his bedroom floor behind her as she searched for his mystery bag.


Her heart stopped. Not only did she find the bag, but she read the black lettering across the pink and white design. He’d bought her a gift from Victoria’s Secret! She quickly reached inside and pulled out her present.


She gasped to herself alone in her son’s room. It was a black mesh slip and a black thong, and the mesh was completely see-through! He wanted to see her in this!? Maybe she shouldn’t have been surprised after the conversation they just had, though? Perhaps this was the perfect way to thank him? Not only for dinner, but for everything he did around the house as well.


She dropped the lingerie back into the bag, scurried into her own room and dug through her closet, and quickly found herself in the upstairs bathroom. She took a deep breath and slid down her yoga pants.





Five Minutes Later.





Emily had never felt sexier. She did a half-turn in the mirror and smiled when she saw her butt in her thong. Kevin was right. Her ass really was great. All of her hard work in the gym and healthy eating had knocked ten years off her backside. It was perky, big, and apparently right up her son’s alley, and she was pleasantly surprised with what she saw when she spun around to soak in her frontal view. Her stomach was flatter than it’d been since college, and her boobs still possessed an impressive perk despite her youth being well in her past.


Could she just strut into the kitchen like this? In a see-through mesh slip that barely reached her upper-thighs? And a thong too? It certainly seemed too straightforward, didn’t it?


She noticed her bathrobe hanging from the shower rod behind her. She slipped it on, tied it closed, stepped into a pair of black stiletto heels, and headed downstairs.


Click. Click. Click.


Kevin’s ears perked up. Was that the sound of high heels?


Click. Click. Click.


Whatever the noise was, it was getting closer. Suddenly, Mom appeared in the hallway, and returned to her seat at the kitchen table nonchalantly.


This wasn’t what he’d expected. He’d planned for one of two things. One, and by far the most likely, was she would rejoin him dressed in yoga pants. Two, on the off-chance that his gift did in fact go over well, he would see her wearing an incredibly sexy see-through mesh slip.


The problem was that neither of those two possibilities unfolded. She simply sat across from him in a black silk bathrobe and high heels, and resumed eating her dinner as if nothing extraordinary had taken place over the past half-hour. It was more than enough to confuse him.


“So?” he asked, curious if he was missing something.


She finished chewing her mouthful of food before acknowledging his question. “I have something to come clean about too.”


“What?”


“I have something to come clean about too,” she repeated.


He waited for whatever it was that she had to tell him.


She took a sip of wine before smirking at her son. “I don’t buy you tank tops because you like them.”


“Huh?”


“I buy them because I like them,” she said. “I like how they look on you, and I was annoyed when I looked out the window today to see that it was overcast.”


He didn’t follow.


“The weather was nice earlier in the week, but now it’s a bit chilly again,” she told him.


“What are you talking about, Mom?” he asked, confused.


She took another sip of wine before turning her attention back to him once more. “I got pretty excited when I heard the lawn mower this afternoon.”


“Am I missing something here?”


“I look forward to watching you mow the lawn without your shirt on every week,” she said as her eyes locked onto her son. “It annoys me when it’s cold out and you wear a t-shirt.”


He wasn’t sure what he was hearing. Was Mom teasing him? “You’re messing with me, right?”


“Take your shirt off.”


Now, he was really baffled. “Excuse me?”


“Take your shirt off,” she repeated with a grin. “It’s warm enough in here.”


“You want me to sit here shirtless?”


“I’m in a bathrobe, so I don’t think it’s too crazy of a request,” she said.


“Well, what’s under your bathrobe?” he questioned.


She smiled at him, her face containing a healthy blend of love and lust. “You’re never going to find out as long as your shirt is on.”


He laughed while raising his t-shirt over his head and setting it on the kitchen table. Watching Mom bite her lower lip revved his engine like nothing ever had. He couldn’t believe that she seemed equally as turned on as he did!


“My turn now,” he grinned.


Her smitten eyes refused to leave her son’s body as she salivated at his physique from across the kitchen table.


“Open it.”


Her eyes finally shifted up to his face to find him gazing at her robe. “Excuse me?”


“Open it,” he repeated, pointing at her silk bathrobe.


“What happened to your manners?” she asked with a smirk. “I raised you better than that.”


“Open it.”


She raised her eyebrows.


“Open it…please,” he asked slyly.


She leaned back in her seat and allowed her hand to sink to the end of the dangling belt before pulling it ever so slowly. The left side of her bathrobe fell off her shoulder as she focused solely on his reaction. She needed to see if she could live up to his high expectations.


His mouth dropped to the floor.


She slid the silky material off her right shoulder, letting it fall down to her waist as well. She sat in her chair with the upper-half of her robe in her lap, but as good as she felt about herself, the only person’s opinion she cared about sat across the table, and he definitely didn’t disappoint. Her baby was in awe.


“You like?” she asked playfully.


He tried to respond, but decided to concede the impossible task of forming a coherent sentence. Ten minutes ago, he finally admitted how crazy Mom drove him. Now, she sat at the table, dressed in the see-through mesh slip that he’d bought for her. She’d accepted his provocative gift!


Her chest was unbelievable. Large areolas complemented her busty breasts as her pink nipples demanded his attention. He’d found himself staring at her tits thousands of times as the years went by, but never imagined finding himself in such a fortunate position. How could she be so perky? While she didn’t exactly possess the lift of an eighteen-year-old girl, her tits were still perfect—just like every part of his stunning mother.


An idea suddenly came to him as he tried his best to string a sentence together. “Hey, um…pep…can you-you pass me the-the pepper?”


She glanced down and searched the table with her eyes. While such a request wouldn’t have seemed peculiar just a few days ago, everything had changed after his confession over dinner. Innocence no longer existed. His simplest request could contain an alternative meaning, and she quickly discovered that this was one of those times.


She wanted to milk this moment for all it’s worth. She didn’t need to look behind her to know that the pepper was on the kitchen counter. Her baby would always remember the first time that he saw her butt in a thong, so she needed to make it special. He desperately wanted to live up to his acclaim.


She rose to her feet, allowing her robe to fall to the floor below.


Kevin’s eyes shifted from his mother’s breasts, down along her tummy, and settled on the front of her thong. The black nylon lace soon gave way to her creamy hip as he watched her begin to turn. It was only moments away now.


“Oh, you gotta be fuckin’ kidding me.”


She giggled thanks to her son’s raunchy comment while she faced the counter with her back to the table. It wasn’t until she peeked behind her that she found herself on cloud nine. The same butt that Tom mocked her for, was what left her hunky son smitten. He appeared so enamored with her!


She wanted to drown in his visual praise and approval, but if standing in place drove him crazy, then what would walking do? She took a slow, sexy, deliberate step toward the counter while the sound of her heels clicked on the vinyl floor. For once, she felt truly sexy.


A masculine growl resonated from the table.


She continued her confident strut toward the pepper. When she arrived at the counter, she placed her hands on the granite surface and froze, allowing her son to immerse himself in her body from a distance.


Kevin had never been harder. Ella, his girlfriend before Ella, and the time he hooked-up with Kate Gomez at a party couldn’t compare to the effect that his mother had on him before. Mom’s ass was unlike anything he’d ever seen in person. It was big, but not too big. Her backside was toned and perky from the countless number of hours spent in the gym, and the magnificent curve caused him to wonder if she was really forty-four years old. He’d stared at her butt from this exact seat for years, but not once did he ever imagine seeing her like this.


Emily retrieved the small bottle of pepper and walked back to the table.


He needed more of her ass. The last fifteen seconds of his life were permanently tattooed on his brain. Every time he looked at Mom, he would see her dressed in a sexy mesh slip, with her immaculate ass swallowing her tiny black thong. And it was an outfit that he’d bought her! Something about that felt different. It was like she was his. It was almost as if she was one of his girlfriends who was excited to model a sexy piece of lingerie for him, except she wasn’t his girlfriend. She was his mother!


She arrived at the table and stood next to her son, posing to let him continue to admire her body. She casually leaned forward, pushing her breasts together with her arms.


“Pepper, baby?” she asked, purring for his delight.


His eyes slowly climbed her body until he reached her eyes. He could only nod.


She smiled before lightly sprinkling his food with the seasoning. She watched his eyes descend from her face before settling on her exposed breasts, only to lean back in his seat and turn his head to take in the side of her butt. When she noticed this, she swiftly adjusted her angle to expose more of her backside to him.


Another deep growl escaped from the hunk seated at the table.


“Good, baby?” Emily asked.


“More, ” he grunted, his eyes still fixated on her ass.


“That’s a lot of pepper,” she played along with a smile as she continued to sprinkle the spice onto his food.


“I know,” he moaned, unable to look away from her butt. “It’s just so good.”


She gave one last firm thrust with the small bottle before walking back to her chair and sitting down. The way that her son gawked at her made her feel alive. It brought a unique energy to her life.


“Dinner was great,” she said.


His lustful expression went unchanged while he moved his attention to her beautiful face.


“So, do you have anything else planned for tonight?” she inquired sheepishly. “It’s my big weekend, after all.”


Kevin grinned.





Twenty-Seven Minutes Later.





“Oh my God, baby!”


Emily found herself in a place where she never would’ve imagined before this Saturday evening. She was sprawled the length of her son’s comfortable bed, on her back, with her head rested on his pillow while his handsome face remained between her legs.


Her thong was somewhere on the stairs. She wasn’t exactly sure when she lost it, but Kevin ripped it off after a few steps. The mesh slip was probably somewhere near it as well. As sexy as the outfit looked, her son seemed to prefer the raw version of her, and she couldn’t get enough of his enthusiasm.


The usual twenty-second journey from the kitchen table, down the hallway, up the stairs, along the upstairs hallway, and finally into her son’s room took close to five minutes tonight. Every step resulted in a pair of dominant hands acquainting themselves with a new part of her body. Her breasts, hips, butt, and legs were all equally attended to as she playfully pretended to run away from him on the steps, only to feel him pull her back into his grasp.


But it was when they reached the upstairs hallway that it really hit home for her. Kevin roughly pushed her against the wall and stared down into her eyes. She felt so small and vulnerable under his masculine frame, and an intense explosion burst through her body when he placed his hands on the sides of her face and kissed her. He wasn’t just a good-looking hunk who she was sexually attracted to. No, he was so much more than that. He was the love of her life—who mattered so much more than anyone else in the world—and she planned to show him just how special he was to her tonight.


But her son had other plans.


“Right there!” she instructed passionately, gripping the bedspread to the sides of her hips with her shaky hands.


She wasn’t sure how long he’d been at it, but her baby relentlessly did his best to do the one thing that his father hated, and he only took the occasional break to plant kisses along her thighs and legs. It didn’t take him long to figure out how much attention her clit loved receiving. It was something that Tom still didn’t understand.


His mouth journeyed the length of her freshly-shaven vulva before his tongue gently tickled her tight asshole. Seconds later, his loving tongue found her clit once again to give her exactly what she needed. It was something that she honestly never imagined having in her life, but she was thrilled to be proven wrong.


“That feels so good,” she moaned, struggling to focus solely on her pleasure. Unfortunately, something else was on her mind.


She felt a responsibility to inform him of her situation. He needed to know that she wasn’t like any of his ex-girlfriends. It wouldn’t be fair to keep him in the dark regarding the fact that she needed a little extra consideration in order to get off.


“Baby,” she tried to get his attention.


…


Another soft moan escaped from her between her lips as his magical tongue danced on her sensitive clit. “Baby.”


…


“Baby!”


His head perked up.


“This feels amazing,” she smiled down at him. “It really does! But sometimes…well…it takes me a while.”


He responded with a curious look.


“To uh…um…” she hesitated, unsure of how to express her problem.


“To cum?” he asked bluntly.


She wasn’t sure if it would ever sound right to hear him speak so vulgarly. “Yeah.”


“And?”


She raised her eyebrows. “And?”


“Yeah,” he said. “And?”


“Well, it takes like forty minutes sometimes,” she said. “Other times it can take like an hour.”


His focus drifted down to her glistening pussy before looking at her face once more. “I’m not quite sure if I see your point, Mom.”


“I just don’t want you to think that you’re doing something wrong,” she told him, terrified of hurting his confidence. “Because you aren’t! It feels amazing! And you can totally stop if you get tired or bored.”


“What?”


“If I’m taking too long or whatever,” she reiterated shyly. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable or anything.”


“Mom, if it takes you forty minutes to cum, then I’ll be down here for forty minutes. And if it takes you four hours, then I got four hours in me.”


Her angel really was perfect, wasn’t he? “Really?”


His curious look returned. “Does Dad not do this for you?”


“Well, he um…he doesn’t…really like to.”


“Why?” he asked.


“Because of how long I take,” she answered. “I know I’m a burden.”


He vehemently shook his head in obvious disagreement. “Your pleasure isn’t a burden, Mom. It’s a priority. I want you to completely relax and free yourself. Don’t worry about how long it takes or anything like that. I’m not going anywhere until you cum. Now, it seems like you love when clit receives the majority of the attention.”


She bit her lip and nodded with a smile.


“Okay, so put her head back on my pillow and enjoy!”





Ten Minutes Later.





An unmistakable warmth started in the top of her head. It always started this way when she was close. It was like someone set her brain in a frying pan. Her head would heat up before the warmth reached her throat, and that’s when speaking became difficult for the brunette mother of one. Shrieks, intense moans, and curse words made up the majority of her vocabulary from this point forward, but then things got even better, because that’s when it felt like someone dropped a lit match inside her stomach.


A strong, powerful, burning sensation would fill her insides until it eventually hit her vagina, causing everything to explode. The warmth overtaking her body would be joined by sensitive streaks of lightning shooting through her blood. Her toes would curl and her hands would find something to squeeze as she freed herself for those magical sixty seconds of ecstasy.




She would continue to feel on top of the world for four or five minutes before eventually descending back down from the heavens, but such an intense pleasure didn’t occur during all of her orgasms. Nor did her vibrator replicate that feeling. She needed the lethal combination of a tongue and a human touch, and at this very moment, she finally had both.


She wasn’t exactly sure if her surroundings had changed, because she spent the past ten minutes with her eyes shut. She’d taken her son’s advice to relax and free herself. She deserved some attention, after all. Her entire life revolved around prioritizing her friends and family, so it was nice to be the center of attention for once. It would all be worth it when she felt—


Warmth abruptly filled the top of her head! It was coming!


She smiled as the heat drifted south and engulfed her face. Her throat began to tighten as…as…as she wondered what in the world she was doing!? She was a forty-four-year-old mom, not some sex crazed coed! She’d seriously resorted to her son to fulfill her sexual needs!? What was wrong with her!?


One time! She would let herself go one time and enjoy having a real man take care of her! She just needed to cum hard and clear her mind. Everything would make sense after she did.


The warmth slipped away. She panicked while she tried to relax, but it only caused her pleasure to slide further from her grasp. Everything felt cold as her much-needed orgasm climbed to the top of her skull and vanished.


“Shit!”


His head shot up with concern. “Is something wrong?”


She stared up at her son’s white bedroom ceiling, trying to control herself. She just couldn’t. “AHHHHHHHH!!!”


“Holy shit, Mom! What’s wrong!?”


She gazed down at Kevin to discover a distraught look on his worried face. “Nothing’s wrong with you, baby.”


“What the hell was that then?” he asked, confused. “With the yelling?”


“I just,” she groaned, looking back up at the ceiling, “I was so close.”


“What happened?”


“I don’t know,” she whined. “I started thinking about other things and then it went away. God, I was right there!”


“I’ll get you back to where you were,” he told her confidently.


“It doesn’t work like that,” she huffed. “It starts all over. It’s going to take another forty goddamn minutes!”


He looked down at his mother’s little pussy with a smile. The shiny glisten reflected the quality time spent with his mouth. “What about fingers?”


“What about ‘em?” she asked.


“Do you like them?”


“I don’t know,” she shook her head, still frustrated.


“You’ve never been fingered?” he inquired.


“No, I have, but I don’t know. Never during something like this.”


“I think you’ve had some real duds in bed,” he commented.


She smiled up at the ceiling. “I think you may be right.”


“Okay, I’m going to try something. Now, I want you to tell me if you don’t like it or it’s uncomfortable. Sound good?”


She nodded. She was up for trying anything at this point.





Nine Minutes Later.





“Jeeeeeeeesus, fuck!” Emily shouted while her hips bucked wildly. She wanted to personally shake the hands of the high school test dummies who’d made her son an expert with his fingers. Those eighteen-year-old girls were responsible for making her night.


His middle and ring fingers worked to give his mother what she so badly needed. He started slow and easy, but increased his tempo after she adjusted to the new feeling of fullness. Her passionate cries and uncontrollable hips told him all he needed to know. She loved it.


“Oh my God, you better not stop!” she shouted with her head in the pillow as she felt his tongue wash over her clit. The oral attention from earlier started once more while his fingers remained inside her. “Right there, sweetheart! Please keep your tongue there! Right on my clit!”


The sensation stopped.


Her head bolted off the pillow to find his mouth inches from her body, and she could feel his fingers motionless inside her. “No, I said don’t stop, baby! What you were doing was perfect!”


He smirked while moving his fingers inside her again, exploring the taboo fluids that drenched his skin. He would locate it eventually. Actually, right about there seemed like it.


Her entire lower-body jolted skyward as she looked into her son’s eyes with bewilderment. She had no idea what just happened. His fingers moved once again, causing her entire body to shake in response. What in the world was this?


She didn’t know it yet, but Kevin found her G-spot. The young man stumbled across a fingering technique video on Pornhub while surfing the internet on a bitterly cold February night earlier in the year. Something about it grabbed his attention, and he ended up watching the thirteen-minute video four consecutive times. The following day, Ella made noises on her bed that he wasn’t aware could come from a girl’s mouth, and he felt like he had a secret power from that moment forward.


He was eager to see how his mother would react to what drove his ex-girlfriend crazier than anything. His fingers picked up speed after they pressed against Mom’s G-spot, while his tongue locked onto her clit. It was time to treat her like the queen that she truly was.


“Forget what I said!” Emily panted frantically with her head still resting on his pillow. “This! Oh my God, this! Please don’t stop doing this!”


There it was! The warmth! It engrossed her forehead as her hands gripped the blankets beneath her. She had to focus. She had to let it sink down into her throat.


Suddenly, her body quivered. There was no slow build-up or excruciatingly long waiting period. One moment the warmth was in her head, and the next it was in her toes. A hot glue gun was injected into her veins as she let herself be controlled by her son’s mouth and fingers. Whatever he’d done to her made her feel something truly unique, and just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, a powerful burst abruptly overtook her.


She screamed as her hips thrust upwards. A warm wetness exploded throughout her insides. Her body continued to shake and shiver until she finally began to settle minutes later. The vivid intensity had passed, but a steady tingle continued to flow along her skin. Someone other than herself had made her cum! Finally!


She lifted her head with a big smile as she felt his tongue leave her clit, but her smitten expression instantly changed after she observed the man of the hour.


Kevin smiled back at her, except something was different. His chiseled face contained an unusual glisten. Was she that wet? Come to think of it, she did feel pretty soaked. And her fluids dripped from his chin too! Just how wet was she?


She lifted her head even higher and immediately panicked at what she saw on the blankets beneath her.


“Oh my God!”


He didn’t understand the reason for her panic.


“Baby, oh my God!” she shouted, horrified.


“What?” he asked.


“I-I-I peed. On your bed! And, oh my God, on you!”


He burst into laughter.


“This isn’t funny! Oh my God, I’m so sorry! I need to clean this up!” she said worryingly while attempting to sit up.


He immediately pushed her back down to his bed.


“Baby, I need to clean your sheets! I can’t believe what I did!”


He moved his fingers along his chin, collected a healthy dose of her fluids, and slid them into his mouth.


Her eyes nearly popped out of her head. “Oh my God, don’t!”


“It’s not pee, Mom,” he laughed. “You squirted.”


“I what?”


“You squirted,” he repeated with a smirk. “I assume this was your first time?”


She nodded, flabbergasted.


“How’d it feel?”


Her nervous smile reflected a conflicted woman. “Um…it felt…good. Different, but good. God, I can’t believe that I actually squirted.”


He only had one thing in mind, and it involved tasting her soaked pussy again.


“No, baby, if I cum, then I can’t cum again for hours,” she stopped him. “It’s always been that way.”


He’d never met a challenge that he didn’t like. It was time to show Mom just how different he was from Dad. His disappointing father may not be able to make her cum over and over again, but he didn’t have much in common with his old man.





Five Minutes Later.





Emily attempted to catch her breath while she gazed up at the ceiling. Five minutes. It took her son five minutes to get her off again! His tongue never ventured from her clit throughout the entirety of those unforgettable three hundred seconds. It was a steady mixture of constant pressure, loving movements, and long strokes from his tongue. His hands thoroughly explored her body—including her heaving breasts—before his index finger eventually found her mouth, resulting in her to part her pouty lips and accept him inside. This time, there were no fingers or squirting when she climaxed. It was like he wanted to prove that he could get her off with just his tongue, and he did it in record time.


She put an end to things after noticing him making his way between her legs for a third time. “Hey!”


His head perked up.


“My turn,” she smiled, pointing at the wooden headboard behind her. “Sit.”


He followed her orders without a moment of hesitation. He sat on his pillow with his back pressed against the wood to his rear, eagerly grinning at his mother with only his basketball shorts on. It was a position that he could familiarize himself with.


She needed to cross something off her bucket list before she thanked him for all he’d done for her though. She dove forward and allowed her lips to explore her son’s shirtless body from her position on her knees. Her soft, wet, hungry lips pressed into his defined muscles and rugged abs, eager to soak up his youthful energy.


She leaned back to admire the view in front of her. “Flex.”


He couldn’t possibly look more unamused. “I don’t think so.”


“Come onnnnnnnnn,” she whined. “Just do it one time.”


“Who am I, fuckin’ Patrick Bateman? I’m not flexing.”


She gazed into his eyes, begging for him to grant her just one wish. “Ten seconds and I’m good! Please!”


“Fine,” he huffed.


Her eyes gleamed at the sight of his muscles and abs tightening. She leaned in to slide her tongue along his body, treating herself to his biceps, chest, and his abs that she craved so much. Her greedy fingers followed the trail of her wet saliva down his body, and into the waistband of his black basketball shorts. Her other hand soon joined in on the fun and tugged the polyester down around his thighs.


And that was when her jaw dropped.


“Wh-wha-what,” she stuttered, unable to turn her attention away from the extremely impressive piece of meat that stood at full attention. “Wow, that’s um…ver-ver-very nice.”


The look on Mom’s face sent a jolt of confidence through his body. Her eyes possessed a combination of hesitation, admiration, and maybe even a little fear. His above-average length and girth was something that he’d always been thankful for, but the way that Mom gazed at him made him feel like a king.


“You’re…um…pretty big,” she gulped nervously. An unexpected hand on the back of her head pulled her closer. “Oh-oh-okay,” she smiled as she allowed herself to be controlled. She opened her mouth and accepted her son’s throbbing cockhead inside.


He moaned deeply, but it wasn’t the warm, wet feeling on his dick that caused his reaction. Instead, it was the woman responsible for his state of euphoria. Being accepted by his mother changed everything. Not only was she the woman he loved the most, but she was the woman he craved the most as well, and his obsession grew as she took him deeper into her mouth.


She relaxed her throat to allow herself to take more of her son. She could easily deepthroat Tom, but Kevin unquestionably provided her with a significantly more challenging task. She was determined, though. She was ready to make him feel things that high school girls couldn’t. Was it wrong to be so competitive? She couldn’t help if she was protective of him. It was only natural. She was his mother.


“Ella gave amazing head.”


She slid her mouth off his cock and looked up. “What?”


“Ella gave amazing head,” he repeated.


She glanced down at the partially wet cock in front of her and grinned. She knew exactly what her baby was up to, and she wouldn’t dare make him repeat himself. She swiftly accepted him back inside her mouth and began bobbing faster and deeper.


He lied. Ella didn’t give amazing head. In fact, Ella gave mediocre head. Not only was she not orally talented, but her poor attitude and lack of effort turned him off. His mindset changed after his conversation with Mom at the dinner table, however. He knew that she had a chip on her shoulder regarding his ex-girlfriend, and he didn’t see the harm in motivating the most important woman in his world.


Sloppy drool dripped down her son’s towering cock as she continued to bob up and down on her new favorite toy. She had to outdo that eighteen-year-old cutie. Not only was Ella the girl who had her son last, but she apparently made plenty of nasty comments about her throughout the course of their relationship too. It was more than enough fuel to inspire her to give the best blowjob of her life.


She couldn’t stop thinking about how Kevin told Ella to shut her mouth after she disrespected her! How amazing was that? She had to prove how much she appreciated him, and she was determined to show how much better she could take care of him than a younger girl.


She moved her hands under his thighs and pulled her mouth into him, impaling her throat on his thick meat. Her nose pressed into his trimmed pubic hair as she held herself there for as long as she could.


“Oh my God…” he moaned, stunned.


She gasped for air after she pulled off of him. When she looked at his cock, the entirety of his girthy erection was soaked with thick spit from the depths of her throat. She couldn’t believe that she’d taken all of him!


“Could that little twat do that?” she asked with a smirk.


He shook his head, madly in love.


“Do you want to see something else that she couldn’t do?” she questioned.


This time, he nodded excitedly.


She took a deep breath before plunging her mouth down on his cock again, taking the entirety of his manhood down her throat. It wasn’t enough to simply hold herself at the base though. Her perfect angel could find plenty of other girls without gag reflexes. She needed to be special, and she planned to remind her son that he never needed another girl in his life. She was the only one for him.


She cupped his nuts with her right hand, lifted them, and allowed her tongue to slide out and drag along the sensitive surface of his cum-filled balls. She felt him squirm. She sensed his aggression. For the very first time in his time, he finally had a woman capable of making him feel like a man.


A kiss awaited her when she shot off his dick in order to catch her breath. He locked lips with her as the forty-four-year-old mom made out with her eighteen-year-old son like a horny high school couple, and she couldn’t get enough of her newfound sense of youth. She may have been a mom, but the stud kissing her made her feel like a cute teenager.


She was determined to give him everything that those petite high school girls couldn’t. She broke off their kiss as spit fell from her mouth and landed on her chest. She pushed her boobs together, allowing the mixture of their saliva to rub between her sizable breasts.


His smile couldn’t possibly be bigger. “Oh shit, really?”


She nodded with a big grin before yanking down his shorts and boxers and tossing them to the floor below. She knelt in front of him on the mattress once more, leaning closer to wrap her tits around his soaked cock. Ella couldn’t dream of pulling off such a feat. Sure, small-chested girls were cute, but they lacked the necessary curves to bring most men’s fantasies to life. That, however, wasn’t the case in her situation.


He placed his hands on the bed and lifted himself, creating leverage in order to pump frantically between the very set of tits that had tortured him for close to a decade. Each and every thrust sent the head of his cock rocketing out of her cleavage and toward her mouth. It was something that he’d seen a million times in porn—but never imagined actually doing—and he savored his limited remaining time between her incredible bust.


She puckered her pouty lips and planted a big kiss on his swollen cockhead each time it reappeared from deep between her breasts. She just wanted to eat up every intoxicating part of him. He was too special to not experience everything that she had to offer, and tonight, she promised herself that she would give him exactly that. She would wipe his memory clean of Ella.


Her kisses were soon replaced by an open mouth to allow him to slide between her lips with every thrust skyward. His uncontrollable excitement energized her lust. It drove her crazy to find herself in the presence of his commotion, and his masculine grunts caused her to squeeze her boobs closer together. She wanted to smother him.


“I’m gonna cum.”


She replaced her breasts with her hands and simultaneously stroked her son’s thick pole while she bobbed up and down on his meat once again. She never wanted to hear the name Ella in her house again. From this moment forward, she would be the only woman on his mind, and she would make him cum harder than he ever had.


His cock exploded deep inside Mom’s mouth as her tight hands continued to milk him dry. His back slammed against the headboard behind him while burst after burst fired from the tip of his dick. His legs shook, his mind reeled, and a soothing warmth overtook his body. It was in that moment when he realized that no other girl would ever challenge his mother.


Fifteen seconds later, it was over. The overwhelming sensation of pleasure gave way to total relaxation. It was a feeling of completeness that he’d searched his entire life for, and it came into his world courtesy of the only woman he truly cared about.


He opened his eyes to see Mom grinning at him.


She took a deep gulp and swallowed his cum.


His train of thought was derailed by not only what he felt, but by what he witnessed. Mom wrapped her hands around his cock once more and resumed stroking, collecting a mixture of spit and cum that had escaped from her mouth. It wasn’t until she looked down at her hands that he realized just how different she was from his ex-girlfriends.


She licked her fingers dry.


He was in awe. “Holy fucking shit.”


Emily wanted to be his personal porn star. She would be the girl who fulfilled all of his fantasies and desires. She would be the woman who he confessed everything that he was too embarrassed to mention to girls his own age. He would never feel shy again.


“You taste too good to waste,” she giggled after noticing a thick wad of cum on his thigh. She rushed to gobble it up, and she couldn’t help but laud his still stiff cock which glistened thanks to her mouth. “Do you want to?”


Did he want to? Did he want to!? Of course, he wanted to! It’d been his biggest fantasy forever.


He immediately jumped off the bed and pulled his mother with him.


“Where are we going?” she asked, her feet hitting the hardwood floor below. She quickly received her answer as she was spun and pushed over the edge of the bed. The sounds of footsteps caused her to look back and witness Kevin leave the room, only to reemerge with her black stiletto heels that had been lost along the journey upstairs.


“Put these on,” he smiled while handing her the pumps. “I like you in ‘em.”


She stood up and enthusiastically accepted her heels. If her baby wanted her to wear heels, then she would wear heels. She stepped into them before a strong push sent her sprawling over the bed again.


Kevin never dreamed of having his current view. Mom was bent over his bed with her stomach and chest pressed against his sheets. Her thick legs towered over the edge of the mattress and box spring, and her ass seemed to pop even more than usual thanks to her tall heels which remained planted on the hardwood floor. He couldn’t wait any longer. He rubbed the throbbing head of his cock against her moist pussy lips and pushed inside.




He let out a deep moan as her warmth and wetness engulfed every inch of his thick meat. He’d always been under the impression that older women were loose, but he quickly learned that whoever started that rumor had clearly never experienced a girl like Mom. Every ridge and bump of her pristine pussy massaged his manhood while his slow strokes swiftly turned into aggressive pumps. There was no time for teasing. He needed to make her his.


She caught herself biting the bed comforter. It was all so surreal. Kevin felt so much different than his father. While his impressive length was nothing to sneeze at, her girth was what stood out to her the most. It filled and stretched her in ways previously deemed impossible. Everything about their night was so naughty and taboo, but as good as it felt, his rapidly-increasing roughness brought her a slight amount of pain and discomfort. She needed to adjust to his size before he hammered into her so harshly.


“Baby.”


Kevin didn’t hear a thing as his hands locked onto his mother’s sexy hips and sank into her skin. He locked in his grip and began pounding her harder.


“Baby, you need to slow down!” she attempted to get his attention urgently.


He was determined to give Mom everything that she didn’t get from his father. Dad was a fat, lazy, out of shape prick who never seemed happy to see Mom. Had he ever given her a proper fucking? He struggled to imagine that Dad could nowadays with how fat he was. Plus, Mom was so excited to see his cock. That had to mean that he was bigger than Dad! He would make her feel things that she never felt before. He would leave her walking with a limp for the next week. He would make her crave him.


“Kevin!!!”


He immediately stopped to see Mom with her head turned—looking back at him. Her expression was one of shock.


“Yeah, Mom?” he asked.


“Didn’t you hear me?” she asked.


“Didn’t I hear what?” he asked. He slowly began to move inside her again while his hands remained locked on her soft hips.


“I asked you to go easier,” she told him, trying to catch her breath. “Jesus Christ.”


“Oh shit,” he said, looking down at her plump butt. “I didn’t hear you.”


She couldn’t help but admire his muscular body, and something felt right about him positioned behind her this way. It felt so natural.


“Just at first. You have to let me get used to you,” she told him before turning back to allow her face to sink into the bed covers once again. “You’re so fuckin’ big.”


Why couldn’t he control himself? Hearing those words escape from her mouth sent a chill down his spine. He wasn’t just big; he was “so fuckin’ big.” She needed him to go slow to adjust to his size? She was his forty-four-year-old mom! And she could barely handle him!


Despite his best efforts, his cock outwitted his brain, and his increased pace resulted in him pumping into her harder than ever.


She closed her eyes and tried to find her breath. “Baby!”


His answer came courtesy of the sound of his pelvis slamming into her big ass.


“Baby!!!”


She turned her head back slightly to see his right foot up on the mattress. His left foot stayed on the floor as he now had leverage with both of his hands wrapped around her hips. Deep, masculine grunts—that didn’t resemble his father in the least—joined the sounds of skin-on-skin blows.


There was no use in trying to slow him down. She was a grown woman. She could handle him. Sure, his cock was bigger, more powerful, and significantly thicker than anything she’d ever taken, but the little pain was well worth the pleasure that accompanied the rough pounding.


The overwhelming sensation of fullness amplified tenfold when her hand slid along the sheets and found her clit. There was one thing that she always wanted to try. Tom certainly couldn’t do it the way she wanted, but she had no doubt in her mind that Kevin was the perfect guy for the job after what she’d experienced during the past few minutes.


“Pull my hair.”


His strong hands didn’t leave her hips.


“Pull my hair!”


Slam. Slam. Slam.


“Pull my fuckin’ hair!!!”


The intense pounding came to a stop as a rough slap to her ass caused her to yelp. “Did you say something, Mom?”


“I want you to pull my hair,” she answered into the bed sheets.


“You want who to pull your hair?”


“You,” she replied.


Nothing happened.


She turned her head to look back at her son. “I want you to pull my hair.”


A stoic expression covered his face. “Who?”


“I want…my baby to pull my hair,” she tried.


His look went unchanged.


“I want Kevin to pull my hair.”


He shook his head slowly.


“Angel?”


His shaking head was joined by laughter this time.


She turned back and looked down into the bed sheets. What was going on? It was like he wanted her to call him something else, but she didn’t know what. You, baby, Kevin, and angel all failed to bring her what she wanted, so what did she miss?


What if she tried…no! She couldn’t! It was one of her fantasies that Tom found weird and disgusting, but what if Kevin was into it? Her dream during her Friday night bath wasn’t wrong. She had a unique connection with her son that she didn’t share with anyone else, so what if her fantasy was exactly what he wanted to hear?


“Pull my hair…Daddy.”


Fingers crawled the length of her naked back until a strong hand grabbed her hair and roughly yanked her backwards. Oh my God, he wanted to be called daddy! He was eighteen and she was forty-four! And she was his mom! It was all so hot!


She didn’t feel like his mom at the moment. Instead, she felt like his girlfriend. Like a cute, perky, bubbly teen who waited all day to relieve her boyfriend’s tension, and if her man wanted to be called daddy, then she would be more than happy to be his little girl.


His right foot remained on his bed while his right hand pulled Mom’s head back by her hair. He picked up his pace again as he leaned forward to look down over her face. “Whose ass is this?”


She gazed up into his eyes helplessly with a smitten smirk. “Yours.”


A vicious slap against her left butt-cheek caused her to howl.


“I asked whose ass this is?” he repeated.


“It’s Daddy’s ass,” she quickly corrected herself, overpowered by bliss. She’d never felt more owned in her life.


“Fuckin’ right it is,” he grinned. His sweat dripped from his chin and landed down on his mother’s face. “Never forget it either.”


He roughly pushed her forward so she was flat on her stomach—bent over his bed once again. His hand drifted down from her hair and gripped the back of her neck, strongly driving her into the mattress.


Her hand slipped under her body and found her clit once again. Her son was relentless. Was he always so rough or was this a special circumstance of extreme excitement? She really didn’t care, to be honest. She was ready and willing to take whatever he had for her. If he wanted to get rough, then he could get rough. She just wanted to make him happy.


No, it couldn’t be! The warmth in her forehead made another appearance! But during sex!? She’d never cum during intercourse before! It was like every harsh thrust and pump took her closer to a never before experienced eruption, and she refused to miss out on such a state of joy.


“Harder!” she begged.


He attempted to break his mother in half.


“Harder!!!” she screamed, her fingers rubbing her clit in a frenzy.


The intense sound of her son’s ripped body slamming into her ass filled the room as her legs abruptly went limp. Her body quivered from head-to-toe. The power and strength that flowed through her blood didn’t resemble anything prior in her life. Her oral orgasms from earlier in the evening paled in comparison to this new feeling. It was a warmth that screamed love. It was a fullness which left her claimed. She’d never felt so wanted and desired.


The snug grip on his cock tightened further. It was like Mom’s perfect pussy attempted to strangle him as she twitched and shivered on his pumping manhood. It was in that moment when he realized that Mom was cumming on his cock, and he simultaneously experienced the pinnacle of his existence. His life became complete.


Watching her body turn limp while feeling her cozy hole tighten on his dick sent him over the edge. He had so much more that he desired to do with her. He wanted to position her in reverse cowgirl and watch her perfect ass bounce on his dick. He wanted to oil her up, record them having sex, fuck her throat like only he could, and cum all over her beautiful face, but he would have to save all of his fantasies for another time.


He gave one last rough thrust to make her take every single inch of his throbbing meat, and his dick promptly exploded in response.


Kevin and Emily came together.


He finally snapped out of his haze thirty seconds later. Mom was heaped over the edge of his bed and his cock had yet to move an inch. He gradually pulled out, the mild bedroom air replacing his mother’s heavenly insides. It was a place that he never wanted to leave, but one that he would familiarize himself with regularly.


Nothing happened when he finally exited her, though. He continued to wait in confusion. Did he really cum that deep inside her? Or did she not allow anything to escape? It was something that he’d never experienced before.


He put a hand on each of her plump butt-cheeks and separated them slowly, causing a river of cum to pour out. He took a few steps toward the bed with a smile and plopped down on his back next to Mom. That was unbelievable! He could go over and over and over with Ella, but two orgasms with his mother knocked him out of commission. She’d drained him unlike any young girl could possibly dream of.


Mom was gone when he turned his head to check on her, and a strange noise captured his attention before he could locate her whereabouts. It almost sounded like a slurping of some kind. He sat up to look over the mattress to further observe his surroundings, when he was met by the wildest image of his life. He could only shake his head in amazement as he fell back onto the bed.


Mom was on her hands and knees, dragging her lips across the hardwood floor. She eagerly sucked up every drop of his seed before swallowing and rejoining him on the bed. Her head quickly found his chest as the two cuddled in a way that neither would’ve ever imagined days earlier.


“So, what now?” he asked, staring up at his ceiling with her.


She ran her hand along her son’s toned stomach and said, “I’m not sure.”





Chapter 9 — Honesty








Monday Night. 11:23 PM.





“It was eighty-five and sunny every day! You know those typical Florida thunderstorms that roll through every afternoon? There wasn’t one of them the entire time! It was perfect!


“That’s nice,” Emily acknowledged Tom from her side on the bed. She was busy reading her Kindle before her husband joined her in bed, and it didn’t come as much of a surprise for him to not consider her peace and quiet.


“We golfed every day!” he continued. “We even got nine in before we flew back today!”


She nodded as she continued to read.


“You should see how many women down there have fake tits.”


That certainly caught her attention. “Excuse me?”


“They’re all over the place,” he laughed. “Young, old, white, black: it doesn’t matter. Everyone has fake tits!”


“Um…okay.”


“So?” he asked.


“So…what?” she asked curiously, staring at her husband.


“Did you ever think about a boob job?”


Her eyebrows hastily perked up. “Me?”


Tom nodded.


“I don’t think I need bigger boobs,” he laughed to herself before turning back to her Kindle. “My back would be in permanent pain if they got any bigger.”


“You could at least get a lift,” he suggested casually. “And we could go bigger too. You should do a little research online. Some of the before-and-after pictures are wild.”


She stared at her husband in disbelief.


“You know that I’m a boob guy, Em,” he reminded her. “And I’d be willing to pay for it!”


“How thoughtful…” she voiced sarcastically while glaring at the man next to her. “I think I’m fine.”


A few moments of silence passed before Tom spoke up again. “We need to discuss your hair, by the way.”


“Do you like it?” she asked with a slight smile.


“No,” he shook his head.


She never expected to hear that. In fact, she was surprised to not receive a compliment from him after picking him up at the airport earlier. “What?”


“Em, you’re in your forties.”


“I thought it looked nice,” she told him.


His disgusted look showed just how much he disagreed. “Bangs are for younger girls. You pulled it off when you were in your thirties, but you’re way too old to be wearing your hair like that now. I mean, you can barely see your eyebrows! You’re forty-four!”


“Kevin said that I look great, though.”


“What’s he going to say?” Tom snickered. “He’s your son! And a little mama’s boy too! Do you want a real man’s opinion? Em, it doesn’t suit you. Go back to your last hairstyle.”


“Kevin’s a real man.”


Tom rolled his eyes. “He’s a kid; and, Em, I’m being serious. I really think a boob job would look great on you. We could—”


“Shut up!” Emily shouted.


“What?”


“Fuckin’ stop!” she hissed, slamming her Kindle down into the blankets. “I’m so sick of this shit!”


“Of what?” he asked, dumbfounded.


She turned and looked him in his eyes. “Of you!”


“Of me?” he chuckled. “I just got home.”


“It was so amazing when you were gone. It was calm and peaceful. I didn’t have anxiety because someone constantly put me down and criticized me. I had such a great time with just our son.”


“I’m sorry, princess,” he addressed her mockingly. “I forgot that I’m supposed to kiss your ass all the time. Heaven forbid that I give my opinions around here.”


“Your opinions?” she asked with disgust. “Like, if I overcook something and you call me useless? Or what about the time you called me retarded because I left a bottle in the freezer by mistake and it exploded? Or maybe the five hundred times you’ve mocked my ass? Are those your opinions, Tom?”


“Yeah, they are,” he told her firmly. “Don’t like it? Then go somewhere else.”


She couldn’t be more flabbergasted. “Go somewhere else? Go somewhere else! Do you have any idea how good you have it? Do you realize how lucky you are to have me?”


He erupted with laughter.


“I work, cook, clean, take your fuckin’ shit, and for some godforsaken reason I still try to have sex with your disgusting ass!”


His laugh turned to a glare.


“Do you seriously think that I couldn’t find someone better than you?” she asked.


He hastily rolled his eyes. “I’m sure there’s a long line of suitors out there for a divorced single mom in her mid-forties with some extra pounds and an attitude problem…”


“You’re such an asshole!”


“Not to mention a fucked up haircut,” he added.


She grabbed her pillow and stormed toward the door.


“Yeah, go sleep on the couch until you can act like a lady!” he shouted as the door slammed shut.


…


…


Emily burst back through the bedroom door, roughly closing it behind her. She approached the bed more furious than ever. “I’m done!”


“Done with what?” he asked.


“This marriage!” she told him. “I’m done!”


“Sure, you are…” he laughed.


“You think I’m joking?” she inquired. “Tomorrow, I’m going to look for my own place, and I’m taking our son with me. I’m done living here! I’m done living with you!”


He opened his mouth but she quickly cut him off.


“Saturday and Sunday were amazing, and do you want to know why? Because I didn’t see you for a single minute! I never had to worry about nasty comments or some slob leaving a mess for me to clean. In fact, our son made me dinner on Saturday night. You’ve never made me dinner! That’s over nineteen years, Tom! And it just clicked for me that I hate being around you. It was amazing with just Kevin!”


He stared at his wife with a sarcastic smirk. “And what’s going to happen when he doesn’t want you around anymore?”


“Kevin?” she asked. “He loves having me around.”


He laughed right in her face. “No, he doesn’t! Em, you’re really delusional sometimes. Kevin’s an eighteen-year-old kid. He doesn’t really want to be around you. He’s just trying to not hurt your feelings. He wants to be around girls his own age, not his overbearing mother.”


“He told me things that you couldn’t even imagine,” she said. “About how he loves my personality, my sense of humor, and how I treat people—”


Her speech was cut short by Tom’s snorting laughter. “Jesus, you really are an insecure bitch!”


“And he thanks me for doing things for him, he helps me out, and he loves me! He doesn’t just expect me to do stuff for him like you do! He loves me for me and I can’t get enough of him!”


“Is that what you need, Em? For me to thank you for every little menial task you do around here? Oh wow, Em, you folded the laundry! Thank you soooooooooo much!” he praised her mockingly.


“And he loves my body,” she revealed with a glare.


He abruptly grew serious. “Your body?”


“My ass that you always mock?” she smiled. “He can’t get enough of it.”


“What are you talking about?”


“He fucked my brains out all weekend,” she disclosed, grinning.


Tom’s jaw dropped.


“He made me feel things that I didn’t even know were possible,” she continued. “He made me cum three times in an hour! Three times! You haven’t made me cum three times in the past ten years! But do you want to know what the biggest difference was? He wanted to get me off. He didn’t just do it to throw me a bone. He wanted to take care of me. Unlike you!”


“This is a fucked up joke, Em,” he said, unsure of what he was listening to.


“Oh, it’s not a joke,” she told him. “Actually, that’s the second biggest difference. The biggest difference is his dick. It looks like three of yours taped together!”


“Did you really have sex with our son?”


“I have no idea how he’s even related to you,” she snickered. “I can still feel him. He stretched me out so much.”


“Em, this is fucked!”


“No, it’s not,” she rebutted. “What’s fucked is wasting close to twenty years of my life with you! Kevin couldn’t stop complimenting my hair today. It was nonstop. And here you are, full of criticism and nasty remarks. Calling me old and fat, and telling me that I need a boob job.”


“So, you need compliments?” he asked, astounded to find out what his family was up to while he was gone. “That’s what you need?”


“No, Tom, I don’t need compliments. I need a man who loves me for who I am.”


“Do you think that Kevin will stick with you?” he questioned. “With some old fuckin’ lady? He’s eighteen, idiot! Congrats, you hooked a horny high school kid! Quite the accomplishment, Em! You sucked his dick a few times and now he’s enamored, but it’ll wear off. And when it does, you’re going to realize how little you really mean to him. He won’t pass on some twenty-year-old piece of ass for you!


She couldn’t wait to make it hurt. “Oh, I sucked his dick more than a few times. Actually, I most recently did it about four hours ago. Before I left to pick you up at the airport, I made our son a big sandwich, dropped down to my knees on the kitchen floor, and gagged on his beautiful cock for the next twenty minutes. Tom, I was in heaven! In fact, that’s why I was late picking you up. Because I had to clean his cum out of my hair! Even his loads put you to shame! He’s ten times the man you could ever dream of being!”


He was at a loss for words.


“So, I’m going to go snuggle with my little angel, and this will be our last night in this house,” she told him. “Because tomorrow, we’re out of here. Sleep tight, asshole.”


Emily skipped down the hallway and right into her son’s bedroom. She considered locking the door but didn’t see any point to it. Tom wouldn’t do anything. Her husband only confronted women and children. Real men made him quiver and hide.




She placed her pillow next to her son’s sleeping head and carefully slipped under the covers with him. She lifted his arm and wrapped it around her body to allow herself to snuggle as close to him as possible.


The sleeping eighteen-year-old instinctively pulled his mother into him, unaware of what happened outside of his dreams.


For the first time in her life, Emily felt protected. She knew that she could truly count on someone if she needed to. She never questioned if her son would be there for her, but their weekend together brought them closer. They were no longer just mother and son. Now, they were so much more than that. They were lovers.


She always had problems falling asleep. She would spend hours tossing and turning before finally catching a few hours of shuteye, but as she felt her son pull her even tighter to him, her eyes began to shut. She was finally at peace. She finally found her man.


Emily drifted off to sleep in her son’s hold.
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Chapter 1 — Risky Wagers








Tuesday Night. January 11 th.





“But I bought it for you to wear.”


Kendra rolled her eyes from her spot in the family room recliner. “I’m not wearing it.”


“You keep saying that,” Chuck huffed, equally as frustrated as his wife—just for different reasons—while he sat on the sofa in front of the TV. “You’re not explaining why, though.”


“Because I don’t want to.”


“That’s not a reason, though,” he groaned, unable to get through to his stubborn wife. “Why don’t you want to wear it?”


“Because I just don’t,” she said once again, watching highlights of the football game on the television. While she didn’t care about sports, she needed somewhere to look other than at Chuck.


He stared at his blonde-haired, blue-eyed wife in a state of frustration. Was he speaking to a forty-two-year-old woman, or to a child? Because it sure felt like the latter. “It’s a gift. I don’t understand why you won’t accept it.”


Kendra took a deep breath while she pondered her potential options. On one hand, she could continue to act evasive. She could pretend that there wasn’t a cut-and-dried explanation for her decision to refuse the bag that awaited her on their bed earlier. One the other hand, she could be brutally honest, but she didn’t want to resort to such a tactic unless she absolutely had to.


“Hello?” he said, trying to get a response.


…


“Jesus Christ, you’re seriously going to ignore me?”


…


“How about growing up and acting your age?” he proposed, reaching his wits’ end in regard to how to deal with the silent blonde in the room with him. “It’s like I live with a child at times.”


She curled her fists into balls and squeezed. Where did her husband find the nerve to even insinuate that she wasn’t the mature one in their household?


“I mean, shit, when was the last time that you bought me a gift?” he asked.


“Lingerie isn’t a gift!” she hissed, unable to bite her tongue any longer.


“Excuse me?”


“Lingerie isn’t a gift,” she repeated, lowering her voice after remembering that their son was home from college for winter break. She’d grown accustomed to him living on campus since September—not that she enjoyed that particular detail. Life just wasn’t the same without him around.


He didn’t agree with her whatsoever. “Lingerie is absolutely a gift.”


“You never buy me anything,” she said, finally turning to look him in the eye. “And I don’t complain about that. It’s whatever. So, when I come home to actually see a gift sitting on our bed, the last thing I expect it to be is lingerie.”


“I—”


“And why exactly should I wear it for you?” she interrupted. “You don’t help me out around the house, and you very, very, very rarely take care of me in bed either. Why should I get all sexy for you? What have you done to deserve it?”


“Kendra—”


“Logan has done way more around here since coming home from college than you did the entire time that he was gone, by the way,” she pointed out, cutting him off once more. “I’ll be honest with you. I wouldn’t have a problem wearing it if I came home one day to a completely clean house, but that never happens. How about making dinner once in a while? Or taking me out for a romantic date night?”


“We—”


“But you never do anything like that, do you?” she plowed over his third attempt to explain himself. “No, you only ever care about yourself, and then you expect me to bend over backwards to accommodate your every wish. Well, guess what? It’s not happening this time.”


“I do plenty around here,” he argued.


“Not enough for me to dress like a slut for you.”


He stared at his typically reserved wife with a look of surprise. Where had her sudden attitude come from? She would usually just tell him that she was tired or not in the mood in the past, but she’d never dismissed his advances so aggressively before. It was almost like she was resentful of him. And why? All because he didn’t feel like cleaning the house after a long day at work?


He attempted to get her to see things his way. “I’m not asking you to dress like a slut. I bought you a sexy outfit as a gift—for the both of us to enjoy. I don’t know why you’re trying to make me sound selfish.”


“Because you are.”


He didn’t appreciate being constantly talked down to. “No, I’m not, but I think it’s safe to say that you have an attitude problem.”


“And who could possibly be responsible for that?” she pondered sarcastically while staring directly at her husband.


“Maybe you should try looking in the mirror instead of blaming me?”


“I’m done looking in the mirror,” she said, exhausted by his constant suggestions that everything was always her fault. “Why don’t you try it for once?”


He was quick to redirect the blame, per usual. “Because I didn’t do anything wrong. I know, it must be so terrible to be married to a guy who had a present waiting for you on our bed…”


She wanted to scream at him. How could he spew his bullshit with a straight face? She wasn’t someone who typically found fault in people, but how in the world could she possibly be responsible for her own lack of sexual interest? She felt like a maid at times, for God’s sake! Why would she want to fuck a guy who barely contributed to the well-being of their household?


And she absolutely didn’t want to parade around the bedroom for a man who didn’t do much more than work either. There were no dates, thoughtful presents, or any contribution to keep their house in order. Chuck never went above and beyond for her, so she didn’t see any reason to spoil him.


And just like that, her annoyed mood changed in a heartbeat.


How amazing were the past four weeks? After three and a half months of being stuck with only Chuck, their incredible nineteen-year-old son returned home from his first semester at college, and she couldn’t recall ever being more thrilled to see someone in her life. She’d missed him so much!


And to be honest, Logan didn’t remind her anything of Chuck with the exception of his brown hair and brown eyes. Was he helpful? Definitely. Was he always happy to see her? Without a doubt. And was he incredibly handsome? He sure was in her eyes. His athletic physique didn’t even remotely resemble Chuck’s pudgy body, and the immense amount of happiness that he brought to her world was something that her husband couldn’t dream of replicating either. He gave her life meaning.


“Hey, what’s up?” Logan greeted his parents, taking a seat next to his father on the sofa. He took a sip from the glass of water in his hand.


Kendra merely gazed lovingly at her perfect son.


“What a shit game, huh?” Chuck said, pointing at the TV.


“They’ll make a comeback.”


He had no idea what his son was talking about. Had they watched a different game? “They’re getting their asses kicked.”


“They’re only down twenty-one, and they get the ball to start the half. They always do this. They play like garbage in the first half, but turn it on in the second half,” Logan said.


Apparently, his kid didn’t know anything about college football. “They’re not down twenty-one because they keep turning the ball over or something. They’re down because they’re getting gashed on defense. They’re giving up like ten yards a carry! Every handoff may as well be a first down!”


“I’m tellin’ ya, they’re a second half team,” Logan reiterated.


Chuck refused to pass up the golden opportunity that presented itself. By no means did Logan lack confidence, and he decided to use one of his son’s greatest strengths against him. “Do you want to bet?”


“Bet on what?” Logan asked, not sure if Dad was for real. “The game?”


“Yeah, the game,” Chuck nodded.


“I don’t want you two betting,” Kendra rushed to speak up.


“It’s not for money or anything,” Chuck told her before turning his attention back to his son. “How about this? You have to clean the entire garage if they don’t come back and win?”


Logan didn’t like the sound of that.


“I’m talking about the entire thing too,” he specified his requirements. “You know how your mother has turned half the garage into her own personal storage container? Well, I want all of that stuff moved out of there.”


She rolled her eyes.


“I want everything sorted, put into bins, and taken down into the basement,” Chuck went on. “I also want all the junk thrown out.”


“There isn’t any junk,” Kendra chimed in.


“There’s plenty of junk,” he corrected his wife. “You’ve basically turned into a hoarder over the past few years.”


Somehow, she rolled her eyes even more dramatically than before. She wasn’t a hoarder, and it drove her crazy how he had a problem with everything that she did. So what if she stored some stuff in the part of their garage that no one used? It didn’t hurt anyone.


“What do I get if they come back and win?”


“Name your price,” Dad told him.


“I mean, that sounds like a ton of work,” Logan said while visualizing the garage.


“No shit,” Chuck laughed. “You can thank your mother for that.”


What could possibly act as the equivalent for an entire Saturday of lugging boxes downstairs? Not to mention that he would have to sort through everything. Money was off the table, so he had to think of something worth the risk.


“What were you two arguing about, by the way?”


Kendra’s ears perked up at the sound of her son’s question. “You heard us arguing?”


“Just for a minute when I was filling my glass in the kitchen,” Logan told her. “Something about mirrors?”


She laughed to herself while thanking God that he only caught the end of their squabble. It wasn’t the end of the world for him to overhear them blame each other for their lack of ability to look in the mirror and accept responsibility, but by no means did she want him to discover the topic of their argument. They were bickering about lingerie, after all!


“Mom was being difficult.”


He immediately turned to his father. “What?”


“Mom was being difficult,” Chuck repeated.


“Um…I find that hard to believe,” Logan chuckled. “Mom’s never difficult.”


She wasn’t sure if she could love her baby more than she did at this very moment.


Chuck shook his head, getting a kick out of what a mama’s boy his kid was. “Trust me, she can be plenty difficult.”


“What was she being difficult about?”


The two parents exchanged distinctively different looks. Kendra was terrified of their son learning that she even owned lingerie, while Chuck was irked that he was being ganged up on. Why did everything always turn into a two-on-one? It was like his son refused to even consider the possibility of his mother being wrong.


“She wasn’t happy about something I bought for her,” Chuck said.


Kendra fumed silently in the recliner. How dare he make her look like the bad guy! It was so unfair! Now, not only would their son view her as ungrateful, but she couldn’t explain herself either. It would be significantly too inappropriate if she did!


Logan wasn’t sure if he understood. How could Mom dislike a gift? “Well, what did you buy her?”


Chuck laughed under his breath.


He looked over at Mom after failing to receive an answer from Dad. “What did he give you?”


“Um…” she stalled for time.


“I bought her lingerie.”


“Oh my God, Chuck!” Kendra shouted, stunned by her husband’s decision to share intimate details of their relationship.


“What?” Chuck laughed. “He can handle hearing that.”


Nineteen or ninety, Logan would always be her son, and that automatically disqualified him from hearing about her sex life.


“So, Mom didn’t like it?” he asked bluntly.


“Well, you see, your mother has a problem with pretty much everything these days.”


“No, I don’t!” she shot back, not about to sit by and allow Chuck to throw her under the bus.


“She’s all mad because I don’t vacuum or something.”


This was a perfect example of how her husband drove her insane. “Oh my God, what are you talking about? That’s not what I said!”


“Do you want me to be completely honest, Dad?” Logan questioned.


Chuck was all ears.


“Mom does pretty much everything around here,” he gave his opinion on his nineteen years of living with his parents.


Kendra wanted to give her angel the biggest hug of his life, while Chuck wanted to shake some sense into his son.


He turned and looked at Mom. “What’s wrong with the lingerie?”


She couldn’t believe it, but she felt obligated to fill him in on the details. What if she decided to stay quiet and Logan started viewing her as an uptight snob? Or even worse, as a woman who needed to be spoiled? Chuck clearly didn’t have a problem portraying her as the villain, so she decided to fight back.


“Your father was being a jerk earlier.”


He immediately turned to Dad, suddenly serious. “What did you do to her?”


Her son’s aggressive tone sent a chill down her spine. For the first time in recent memory, someone stuck up for her. Someone came to her defense. It was a sense of protection that she so desperately missed while he was away at college.


“I didn’t do anything to her,” Chuck said.


“You obviously did something,” he said to his father, firm with his words. “She wouldn’t be upset if you didn’t.”


He decided to fill his son in on how Kendra really behaved. “Everything I do annoys your mother. Believe me, I get on her nerves just by walking into a room.”


He didn’t believe that for a minute. When was Mom anything other than perfect? “So, you gave her lingerie as a gift, and she got mad at you for it? That’s what I’m supposed to believe?”


Dad nodded while Mom vehemently shook her head.


“Exactly,” Logan said, pointing at Mom before turning back to Dad. “She wouldn’t just get mad at you for nothing. That’s not how Mom is.”


“It’s precisely how your mother is,” he muttered under his breath.


“Sweetheart, your father is the world’s biggest pain in the ass,” Kendra chimed in.


While Logan knew that his parents weren’t exactly smitten with each other, tonight was his first time being privy to how they truly felt. He didn’t necessarily blame Mom either. Dad was overweight, loud, and rather demanding at times. In fact, he never understood what Mom found so appealing about Dad, but tonight revealed that perhaps she didn’t like his father as much as he’d always assumed. They both seemed fine trading barbs with one another.


“Here’s the deal,” she said, deciding to take a giant step in their mother/son relationship. “Sometimes, your father pisses me off, and then he expects me to show him affection. It’s like he feels entitled to it.”


Chuck shook his head, visibly disgusted. “God, you’re so full of it.”


“No, I’m not,” she defended herself. “Why don’t you ask Logan how he treats his girlfriends? Ask him if he expects kisses after an entire day of sitting on his ass and making a mess for them to clean up?”


Logan couldn’t help but chuckle to himself. It was cute how hard Mom tried to keep things at a middle school level. Under no circumstances could she actually think that his girlfriends only kissed him, but it was adorable how she attempted to walk a very fine line.


Unfortunately, he lacked the same manners.


“I think I have things figured out,” Logan said, opting to take a stroll down the never-before-explored road that led to his parents’ sex life. “Dad bought you lingerie, you aren’t happy about how he’s been acting lately, and it annoyed you how he just assumed that you would wear it for him, so you told him no.”


They both looked at their son, somewhat taken aback. He’d clearly put all the clues together quickly.


The halftime show came to an end, signaling the beginning of the second half after a few quick commercials.


He turned and looked at Dad. “Still want to bet?”


“Absolutely,” Chuck said. “Someone needs to clean that disastrous garage.”


He couldn’t believe what he was about to say, but for some inexplicable reason, it felt right. “I want to see Mom in the lingerie you got her.”


Chuck’s jaw dropped.


“Just for a couple minutes,” the always confident young man specified. “I mean, you bought it for her, right? It seems like a waste for her to not wear it for someone.”


“You…want to see…your mot-mot-mother in lingerie?” Chuck stammered, baffled.


Logan took a peek in Mom’s direction, surprised to find her not freaking out. She actually didn’t react at all. Instead, she stared at the TV without saying a word.


“It’s the only thing I can think of that’s worth the risk of cleaning the garage,” Logan said. “Not to mention that I’m betting on a team that’s down by twenty-one at halftime. The odds aren’t exactly in my favor.”


“We’re talking about your mother here,” he reminded his son.


Logan nodded without missing a beat.


Chuck turned his attention to Kendra, stunned by her decision to remain quiet. “You really aren’t going to say anything?”


“Why would I?” she finally spoke up. “It’s a bet between you two. It’s up to you guys to figure out.”


He knew his wife well enough to understand that she wasn’t uncomfortable based on her demeanor. But how? She’d been so uptight over the last few years, but now she was suddenly on board with modeling lingerie for their son? And why in the world would Logan want to see her in such a manner? Nothing made sense!


Everything about this felt wrong for the forty-five-year-old father of one. Nothing out of the ordinary ever occurred in their household over the past two decades. They weren’t a family with secrets. He was Dad, Kendra was Mom, and Logan was their son. It was as basic as a trio could possibly be.


But everything changed in only five minutes. Three hundred seconds was all it took to inform him that his son was willing to risk an entire Saturday of his winter vacation in order to briefly see his own mother in lingerie, and he didn’t know how to react. It was a position that he’d never imagined finding himself in.


But he did know one thing for sure.


Power-run oriented teams don’t blow twenty-one point leads in only a half of football. It just wasn’t how things worked. They would continue to run the ball for big chunks of yards, the clock would tick down, and the garage would finally be cleaned as a result. It was the first step in a much-needed return to normalcy.





Chapter 2 — The Comeback








Ninety Minutes Later.





“Get him!” Kendra shouted.


“Ball!” Logan yelled, jumping to his feet after his team’s defensive end strip-sacked the opposing quarterback. “Get it!”


Kendra gave her son a big high-five after their team recovered the loose ball. “Oh my God, they’re gonna score again! They’re already at the twenty-yard line!”


Chuck watched in disbelief as his wife openly routed against him. She never made any attempt to disguise her bias either. Not only had the once comfortable three-touchdown cushion evaporated to a four-point lead, but his son’s team threatened to go ahead after the latest mistake in a turnover-filled second half. It was like his team forgot how to play football! What happened to their dominant power-run game? How could it just disappear?


And what was more shocking? How his wife cheered on the idea of modeling lingerie for their son, or how she’d become completely captivated by a football game? She hated sports! In fact, the only time she ever cared about football or basketball was when they attended Logan’s games over the years, but she may as well have been a lifetime fan based on her current support!


Fifteen minutes later, it was over. A thirty-one point second half turnaround caused Liam’s team to win by a ten-point margin, and Kendra’s unmistakable glow foreshadowed the wildest night of any of their lives. Somehow, a seemingly innocent proposal transformed the family’s relationship. It was an agreement that Chuck quickly grew to regret.




Kendra checked the clock to find it just after ten o’clock. “I’ll meet you in your room in twenty minutes, sweetheart. I need a little time to get ready.”


“I’m sure it won’t take you that long to get ready,” Logan said. “You look amazing twenty-four seven.”


She jumped to her feet and strutted toward the kitchen with a noticeable bounce in her step. The rules of society no longer mattered to her. Her son possessed the exact type of attitude that she so badly craved in her life, and she couldn’t wait to discover what it felt like to be on the receiving end of a real man’s lust. Plus, her baby deserved it. He was the one who helped significantly more around the house than Chuck. Not to mention that nothing could possibly rival the love that she felt for him.


Logan tracked his voluptuous mother until she slipped into the kitchen and disappeared from his view. Now, this was how he wanted to spend his winter vacation. Almost none of the girls at college possessed Mom’s fat ass or big tits, and they definitely didn’t love him as much as she did. Twenty minutes from now, he would see his curvy mom in lingerie, and something about that felt right.


“It was fun betting with you, Dad,” Logan chuckled while hopping off the sofa. “Oh, thanks for buying Mom lingerie too.”


Chuck sat on the couch in stunned silence. He had to be stuck in a dream; otherwise, how could he ever explain why his son headed upstairs to wait to see his own mother in lingerie? And lingerie that he’d bought for her! He was a nineteen-year-old college kid!


Part of him still held out hope that he was the victim of an elaborate prank. He struggled to understand why he’d agreed to such an outlandish proposal in the first place, why Kendra wanted Logan to win so badly, and why his son would even want to see his mother wear something sexy. Logan was a good-looking kid! Wasn’t he busy with cute girls his own age? Lord knows that he wouldn’t want anything to do with a forty-two-year-old woman back when he was in college.


Chuck made his way upstairs and into his bedroom. As expected, he was met by the sight of his wife digging through her closet after he arrived. “We need to talk about this.”


“What’s there to talk about?” she asked, collecting a pair of high heels and dropping them into Chuck’s lingerie gift bag.


“Wait a minute, you’re wearing heels for him?” he asked, flabbergasted. She never wore heels in bed for him!


“Of course, I want to look good,” she said nonchalantly before making her way to the door. Unfortunately, Chuck blocked her path. “Um…excuse me.”


“We need to talk about this,” he repeated.


She huffed dramatically while glaring at the man who brought nothing but problems to her life. Why couldn’t he just leave her alone? For once, she actually looked forward to a night of fun with someone that she wanted to impress, and every second stuck in her bedroom only made the man of the hour wait impatiently for her arrival. Logan seemed so excited downstairs! And he told her that it would be a breeze to get ready because she always looked amazing! He was such a sweetheart!


“I wasn’t serious about what I agreed to downstairs,” he told her.


Her eyes peered sharply, perfectly reflecting her frustrated attitude. “You’re so full of it.”


“No, I’m not.”


“Yes, you are,” she argued. “Are you telling me that you wouldn’t have made Logan clean the garage if he lost?”


He gazed off at the wall.


“Exactly,” she said, ready to enjoy the presence of a guy who actually loved being around her. “So, please get out of my way.”


“You can’t let that kid see you in lingerie,” he tried to talk some sense into his wife. “Kendra, he’s our son.”


She shrugged her shoulders.


“Our son!” he reiterated, raising his voice. “What’s the matter with you!?”


She didn’t have time for his bullshit. “Well, you should’ve thought about that before you agreed to what you did. Now, I’m not going to tell you again. Get out of my way.”


He refused to move.


“Get the hell out of my way!!!”


A flabbergasted Chuck finally stepped to the side. His wife just legitimately screamed at him for the first time in twenty years, and for the last reason that he ever would’ve guessed. He didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t even find the words to change her mind. He simply felt defeated.





Chapter 3 — The Payoff








Twenty-Five Minutes Later.





Logan laughed to himself after he checked his phone. Of course, Mom wouldn’t be ready in twenty minutes. What girl ever showed up on time? Honestly, he didn’t know a single gal who made quick trips to the bathroom, but it wasn’t like he was in any hurry. Actually, he had all the time in the world.


His decision to play a quick game of Madden reflected the surrealness of his situation. Here he was, back in his childhood bedroom, playing video games just like he did all throughout his youth. It took him back to a simpler time. To when he lacked the stress and responsibilities that accompanied a rigorous college schedule.


One thing was very different about those typical nights from his youth, however.


Was this his first time thinking about Mom in his bedroom? Absolutely not. His gorgeous mother had acted as the fuel to more masturbatory sessions than he could even count. If her long blonde hair and striking blue eyes didn’t get his cock hard, then her stunning body did the job. He used to routinely fantasize about replacing his father.


Where didn’t Mom have curves? Thick legs, a plump ass, shapely hips, a fit tummy, and a big set of tits that he still found himself drooling over to this very day: it wasn’t a secret that college girls couldn’t compare to his knockout mother. He’d dreamt of making a move on her for years. Mom deserved better than Dad. She needed a young guy in her life who could turn her world upside down. She was too special to be married to a man that she didn’t even want to wear lingerie for.


So, he finally capitalized on an opportunity to turn things sexual. It just felt right, and Mom’s immediate acceptance erased any hint of doubt from the back of his mind. Mom had openly cheered for him to win their bet! And right in front of Dad! She didn’t hide the fact that she would prefer wearing lingerie for him instead of having the garage cleaned, and he’d never routed harder for a team in his life. Thank God that they pulled off an undeniably impressive comeback. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be waiting for his sexy mother to knock on his door at any moment.


He didn’t regret his prior actions either. Why would he? Dad didn’t treat Mom as well as he should, and that unbelievable woman deserved the world in his opinion. She was so kind and sweet, and she was extremely caring as well. Not to mention that she was at the top of his list of girls that he wanted to bend over and fuck the shit out of, and he knew damn well that Dad couldn’t get the job done in that department. His overweight father had to be a dud in bed.


Come to think of it, he didn’t see why this couldn’t be his nightly routine until he returned to school next week. What was wrong with being on the receiving end of a sexy fashion show from his astonishingly beautiful mom? The girls at school and on Tinder definitely couldn’t compete with her, after all.


Knock. Knock.


Finally. It was time to enjoy his reward for nineteen years of treating Mom like a queen, and he planned to savor every glorious second of what he had in store for him. He was moments away from seeing Mom in lingerie!


“Come in!” he shouted.


Click. Click. Click.


The distinct sound of high heels caused his head to bolt to the door, but he wasn’t greeted by a stunning woman in revealing nightwear. Instead, he watched Mom enter his bedroom in her red polyester bathrobe which descended all the way to her mid-calves. Not only was her choice of wardrobe unexpected, but it looked even more out of place when he observed her black ankle-strap stiletto heels.


“Hey, honey,” she greeted him with a big smile.


Any questions regarding Mom’s intentions were answered when his eyes finally moved north to soak in quite the heavenly view.


Her blonde hair had spent some quality time with her curling iron, resulting in her long locks to flow like beach waves. Her eyelash curler caused her lashes to pop more than usual, and a healthy amount of mascara aided in demanding his attention. Her makeup appeared flawless, ruby red lipstick captured his heart, and faint metallic eye shadow showed just how serious she took their agreement.


Mom had pulled out all the stops to look as pretty as possible for him.


“Holy shit, you look incredible,” he spoke honestly, deciding against displaying proper manners. They seemed past the point of behaving like mother and son.


She blushed, pointing at his bed. “Why don’t you take a seat?”


He rushed out of his chair and walked toward his bed, dressed in a pair of black basketball shorts and an old red t-shirt from his high school football team. His boxspring sat eight inches off his hardwood floor while his mattress rested on top. His bed lacked a headboard, but it was positioned in such a fashion that he could sit where his pillow was and press his back against the wall, and that was the very spot that he decided on.


His long legs ran the length of his mattress as he settled in for the greatest moment of his life.


She closed his bedroom door before turning back to the one guy who always brought a smile to her face. She never felt anything other than love from her only child. He wouldn’t dream of purposely making her life more difficult—like his father routinely did—and she remained giddy from his decision to act on his true desires downstairs. Chuck offered him anything in the world. Anything! And what did he choose? To see her in lingerie. It made her feel so sexy!


And that was exactly why she decided against double-checking his wishes. While she knew that she was an attractive woman, it was still special to be the prey of a nineteen-year-old college stud, and that’s exactly what she felt like: his prey. How many college girls had experienced his lust before? And how many of them still thought about it? But tonight, she was the one fulfilling the request to model sexy lingerie for a young hunk. It’d been twenty years since she last felt so wanted!


“You know, your father tried to stop me from coming in here.”


His cock stirred. It sounded like Dad attempted to back out of their bet, but Mom obviously wouldn’t allow it. It only further confirmed who Mom really listened to.


“I wouldn’t hear it, though,” she purred, stepping in his direction seductively.


Mom typically decided against wearing lots of makeup—in favor of showing her natural beauty—but her current look was something that he could grow accustomed to. She just looked so gorgeous. His mother had been transformed into a model that would be sought-after by millions of men everywhere, but her decision wasn’t made to accompany Dad to dinner or impress him in the bedroom afterwards. No, Mom had gotten dolled up just for him.


“I still can’t believe what we’re doing,” she giggled nervously.


He could absolutely believe it. In fact, he was mad at himself for not setting the wheels in motion sooner. Why did he ask for wireless headphones for his birthday last year? He should’ve requested a personal modeling session with Mom instead!


“Are you trying to torture me?”


She wasn’t sure how much more she could blush tonight. “Will you stop it?”


“Oh, I’m very serious,” he said, his voice lacking any hint of sarcasm. “It’s kind of funny, though. I was actually kicking myself for not asking you to wear heels, but you ended up wearing them anyway. We really are always on the same page, aren’t we?”


She certainly wouldn’t debate that fact. If soulmates were real, then Logan was definitely hers.


He couldn’t take another minute of suspense. “So, let’s see what Dad bought you.”


She grinned at his reminder that his father purchased her risque outfit, but had yet to see her model it. She still didn’t regret her decision either. At the end of the day, her son deserved to be spoiled significantly more than her husband, and she always had a hard time saying no to the former. She lived to make him happy.


And then it happened. He watched with glee as she untied the belt of her bathrobe, and allowed the polyester material to tumble to the hardwood floor below. It was also in that moment when he realized that he was wrong all along. His dream girl wasn’t on his college campus or matching with him on a dating app. No, he’d spent the majority of his life sleeping under the very same roof as the girl he loved.


Sheer lace cups with exquisite detail, satin bow accents, and adjustable spaghetti straps created the single sexiest bra that his eyes ever had the privilege of seeing, and the way that her cleavage slightly bounced after she straightened herself caused him to question how long he could control himself. The nylon pushed up her large breasts to put perhaps her finest physical attribute on full display, and he had little doubt that he could spend a lifetime playing with her spectacular tits.


A matching high-waisted garter belt with heart shaped cut-out panels—which ran diagonally across her belly button—contained garter straps that attached to her thigh-high black lace stockings. It was the item sandwiched between her sexy stockings and garter belt that captured his attention like nothing ever had, though. Mom’s gravity-defying boobs may have been on his mind for the last decade, but another part of her turned him on like nothing else ever had.


Black panties with cut-out panels.


Everything was lace. Every part of her outfit possessed a cute design with the intention of showing as much skin as possible. Everything was just so unbelievably black.


Her legs were toned, her shapely hips would look even better with his fingers sinking into them while he drove into her from behind, and her fit tummy certainly acted as the envy of women everywhere. The vast majority of girls his own age would kill to have his mother’s body. Where wasn’t she perky and robust?


And then she spun to show off the entirety of her racy gift.


He didn’t have many positive things to say about Dad. Truthfully, he never had either. Yes, they were cordial with each other, but Mom was the one who had his heart. Dad would most likely admit that much as well, because Logan never attempted to conceal who he favored in their household.


But he finally discovered something to compliment his father about.


He had phenomenal taste in lingerie.


He stared directly at Mom’s big, perky, and incredibly round ass. It was different this time, however. Unlike the past nineteen years, he didn’t gaze at Mom’s backside while she sported yoga pants, cute shorts, or even snug jeans.


This time, in his bedroom on a chilly Tuesday night, his mother wore a thong.


What if he was dreaming? What if his bet with Dad actually never occurred? It would undoubtedly make more sense than his decision to finally pursue Mom aggressively, but he’d never been happier with himself as he watched her complete her turn. No one could deny that growing a pair of balls had paid off big time.


She placed her hands on her hips and turned back to face him as she anxiously awaited his feedback.


“What the fuck are you doing married to Dad?”


She burst into laughter, her cleavage jiggling as a result of her heavy guffaw. “Oh my God, sweetheart!”


“I’m serious,” he emphasized the sincerity of his proclamation. “You should be busy modeling lingerie for a living.”


She spun for him once more, smiling from ear-to-ear. “Really?”


“I mean, I wouldn’t be happy to know that other guys would see you dressed in something like this, but you look so unbelievable.”


“I don’t look that good…” she argued quietly under her breath, clearly fishing for compliments. Chuck always told her how sexy she was when he was in the mood for some action, but his words didn’t mean a fraction of her son’s praise.


“How about you walk around my room for a little bit?”


His peculiar comment took her by surprise. “Walk around your room?”


“Yeah, walk around my room,” he confirmed, his eyes yet to leave the stunning blonde in his presence.


His masculine stare answered all of her questions. She couldn’t necessarily blame herself for not picking up on the signals faster either. She’d spent the past two decades on the receiving end of sexual advances from a mediocre man, after all. Young studs—full of testosterone and aggression—hadn’t crossed her sensual path since college, so she needed a few minutes to get back into the swing of things.


Fortunately, Logan didn’t seem to mind her learning curve.


This seriously happened. Her son requested that she walked around his room so he could watch her in action. Had she ever felt sexier? Had she even been more desired? The hunk on the bed refused to look away from her for a single second, and she basked in his visual appreciation. It was simply nice to feel wanted by a worthwhile guy.


His hungry eyes tracked every juicy inch of his flawless mother. Her plump butt bounced while her revealing cleavage jiggled, and he did everything he could to prevent himself from squeezing his growing cock as she made his way to his desk. He still wanted an answer to his question. What in the world was this goddess doing with Dad? She should be with him instead!


“Your desk is a little messy, sweetheart. Let me straighten it out for you,” she told him, her back facing the bed while she sorted through his papers and random gadgets.


He knew exactly what she was doing. It was that unspoken connection that he felt with her. Mom pretended to straighten his desk, but she did it solely to provide him ample time to admire the world’s most exquisite backside, and that’s exactly what he did.


“I’m pretty sure that I dropped something under my desk earlier, by the way,” he said.


She couldn’t recall ever grinning more in her life. Sadly, Logan couldn’t see her face with her back facing him, but she was fairly certain that he thoroughly enjoyed his view regardless. His intense tone absolutely didn’t resemble his father’s voice in the least. It made her want to behave a little naughty, so that’s exactly what she did.


She bent at the waist, keeping her butt high in the air as she searched under his desk for whatever he’d dropped earlier. She needed him to appreciate her legs. She was desperate for him to salivate over her ass. Someone had to acknowledge all of the time that she spent in the gym, and she didn’t see why that man couldn’t be her perfect angel.


Kendra straightened her back and turned to him. “I don’t see anything under there, sweetheart.”


“Oh, I must’ve picked it up earlier then,” he said, smirking.


She matched his smirk with one of her own. So, was this how things worked from now on? Would her son openly admire her body? And was it wrong that she loved it? Three minutes in Logan’s bedroom qualified as the most excitement in the past ten years of her life, and she was eager to see how the rest of the night would unfold.


And for once, she could look to a man for direction.


His eyes finally moved from his mother, to observe just the right amount of space at the end of his bed. Hey, why not? She sure seemed fine allowing him to call the shots so far, and he wholeheartedly enjoyed his newfound position of power.


“Imagine that we’re on a beach.”


She immediately smiled. Only one guy could make her happy with something as ridiculous as his latest instructions, and she decided to forget all about Chuck for the rest of her time in Logan’s bedroom. Life was better when she did that anyway.


She closed her eyes and pressed her finger to her temple. Moments later, her eyes shot open. “Okay, I’m on a beach in the Caribbean.”




He cherished her willingness to play along with him. “And I’m your photographer.”


She liked the sound of that.


“Now, my bed is the sand,” he said, his wicked smirk reflecting his current mindset. He wanted to see all of Mom’s wild side.


She approached his bed and observed the space between his naked feet and the end of his mattress. Shouldn’t she at least hesitate? And why was she so eager for his approval? She couldn’t explain her eagerness to grant his every demand, and she absolutely couldn’t hide the fact that she was ready to be a bad girl.


She hopped up onto his bed and positioned herself on her side. Her left leg rested on top of her right leg, while her elbow dug into his soft mattress, allowing herself to prop her head up thanks to her palm supporting her cheek. It was a stance that she’d seen models pose for pictures countless number of times over her life, but one that she’d never actually attempted before. Well, until now.


“Maybe I should have a bikini on instead?” she asked with a giggle. “I mean, if I’m posing like this on a beach.”


“Is that an option?” he questioned.


She peeked down at her cleavage to find it on the verge of spilling out of her bra. Inexplicably, she didn’t do anything to adjust it. “I can change if you want me to.”


He didn’t want her to leave his bedroom for a minute. “I’ll keep that in mind for the future. The truth is that I can’t morally allow you to change out of this lingerie already. It just wouldn’t be right.”


“And why’s that?” she asked.


“Because you look so fuckin’ sexy.”


Her son did all kinds of crazy things to her. Her head turned warm while her pussy remained wet, and she couldn’t guarantee that posing for him seductively would be the extent of their unexpected evening. Honestly, she couldn’t promise anything if he made a move on her. She was surrounded by an intoxicating masculine energy that she hadn’t felt in ages, and she would do whatever it took to stay in its presence.


“So, how do you want me, Mr. Photographer?”


He raised his hands in front of his face to allow himself to hold a make-believe camera. “Surprise me, sexy.”


She wanted to scream, but for good reason this time. He called her sexy! And he didn’t just tell her that she looked sexy either! Basic compliments were for ordinary girls, but it was obvious that he thought too highly of her to do anything other than spoil her with attention. She was giddy!


She smiled for him as he pretended to take her photo. A lower lip bite acted as her second pose, and a dramatic hair flip followed by her placing her thumb in her mouth completed the first round of risque fictional images. She had so much on her mind. She needed to be sexy—without taking things too far—but such a discipline grew tougher with each passing second. Not to mention that she struggled to keep herself from staring at the noticeable bulge in his shorts.


Logan watched in a complete state of greed as Mom flipped over. Now, he was greeted by the sight of her toned back and sexy ass while her beautiful blonde hair spilled onto his mattress. Her propped up elbow allowed her to turn back to look him in the eyes, and hints of her right breast complemented her already exotic pose.


He wanted to storm into his parents’ bedroom, kick Dad out of the house, and officially make Mom his. No one else loved her the way that he did. No one would spend hours worshiping every perfect inch of her magnificent curves, or savor listening to her recap her day. He just wanted to own her. He wanted to be the only guy in his life. As inappropriate as it was, he wanted the wedding ring on her finger to be a gift from him.


“God, you’re so perfect,” he moaned as he went about taking fake photos of the world’s sexiest woman. His cock continued to grow as he watched her run her hand through her long hair while she gazed back at him with a wicked twinkle in her intoxicating blue eyes, and he didn’t make any effort to hide his erection.


Mom was well past the point of acting playful. As wild as it was for her to sport lingerie for him, realizing how much fun she had changed everything. It made him curious to see how far he could push things. It caused him to wonder if there truly were any limits to their relationship, and if she would ever tell him no—like she did with Dad.


“Let’s see another pose, Ms. Kendra,” he said, chuckling at how ridiculous he sounded pretending to be a photographer for some random model. He definitely wasn’t a photographer, and by no means was Mom an unknown model. He still wouldn’t dream of putting an end to things, though.


She moved to her knees and smiled while facing him. Her butt sank down against the sides of her heels under her, allowing her to observe the big tent in her son’s shorts. He didn’t even try to hide it either! She may have been forty-two, but her hunky son was rock-hard from seeing her in lingerie, and she’d never felt better about herself!


“I think I need some motivation, Mr. Photographer,” she giggled while biting her lower lip.


He would give Mom all of the motivation that she could possibly handle. Why didn’t he just pull his dick out? She was seductively posing for him in the sexiest lingerie that he’d ever seen, for God’s sake! It wasn’t like she would freak out!


She could find her motivation in the form of sucking a real man’s cock. Every part of him knew that his father wasn’t up to the task, but he possessed more than enough hard inches of meat to keep her satisfied forever. What would be even better than seeing his mother in lingerie? Burying his cock down her throat while she dressed sexy for him, of course.


But he still couldn’t pull the trigger. Deep down, he was worried about losing her. He was terrified of taking things too far and jeopardizing their incredible relationship. He refused to bring an ounce of distress to her world—like Dad constantly did—so he decided to treat her unlike a woman who eye-fucked him while dressed like his girlfriend.


“Um…I—”


“You seem a little overdressed,” she interrupted, taking control of the situation. “How about you lose your shirt?”


Did Mom just give him the go-ahead to no longer look at her like his mother? She’d seriously requested that he take off his shirt? Really? He needed to gather his composure. Dream woman or not, he wouldn’t do Mom any good behaving like a smitten little boy. He needed to be a man.


He raised his shirt over his head and dropped it next to him on his bed.


No words were exchanged. Removing his shirt was more than enough instruction for Mom to place both of her hands down on the mattress in front of her, and lean slightly forward to expose more of her creamy cleavage than ever before. Ten college girls trying to fuck him couldn’t possibly compete with the way that Mom stared at him. For the first time in his life, he truly felt that she wanted him as more than just a son.


“Lean forward a bit more,” he ordered, pretending to snap additional photos of her.


She flipped her hair behind her to prevent her blonde locks from covering her boobs while she leaned forward to fulfill his demand. She licked her lips while staring into his eyes, but he didn’t return her electric gaze. Instead, his focus refused to stray from her sexy cleavage, and she used her biceps to push her tits closer in response. She couldn’t believe how naughty her handsome son made her behave!


“How’s that look, baby?” she asked with a cute purr.


He finally ventured away from her big tits to soak in the complete picture. Truthfully, the only thing missing was his cock in her mouth. Mom was in the perfect position to suck his dick if he jumped to his feet, and he started to wonder what were the chances of her declining his advances. He couldn’t possibly see more of her boobs without her exposing her nipples! And she kept biting her lower lip while staring at him! If she didn’t want more than just a risque photo shoot, then he didn’t know the first thing about women.


But he still couldn’t pressure her by making a move physically. Verbally? Oh yeah, that was a much different story.


“I have to make a confession. I wasn’t totally honest earlier downstairs,” he said.


“You weren’t?” she asked, still posing for him.


He quickly shook his head. “I heard more of your conversation with Dad than I admitted.”


His revelation would’ve horrified her only two hours ago, but circumstances had changed drastically since then. “What did you hear?”


“That you don’t want to dress like a slut for Dad.”


They exchanged grins. Kendra completely understood how much her son loved having her dress and act like a slut for him, but not for his father; while Logan got off on the idea of being the only man who could unleash his mother’s nasty side. She wanted more, though. She needed to hear all about his wildest fantasies and desires.


“Your father doesn’t deserve to see me like this,” she told him. “You, however, do.”


He took a deep breath of accomplishment.


“I missed you a lot while you were off at college.”


“Mom, you have no idea how much I missed you,” he confessed with an intense stare. He simply couldn’t look away from the pair of big tits that he would routinely play with if he was Mom’s man.


She decided to take a chance. After all, Logan was the love of her life. Not only did Chuck annoy her, but he didn’t satisfy her needs sexually, and she was in the mood to live her fantasies with a guy that she actually adored.


“Wanna make a deal?”


He was all ears. “What do you have in mind?”


“How about this?” she proposed, lowering her eyes to his impressive bulge. “You take off your shorts but leave your boxers on, and you can play with yourself if you want. I think it’s only fair that we both have some fun.”


He hurried to kick off his shorts. Second-guessing was for little boys who didn’t know what they wanted, but he was the furthest thing from unsure. The woman kneeling on the end of his bed had his heart. She owned his soul.


Logan squeezed his cock while millions of different fantasies filled his perverted mind. What if he took Mom for his own? What if he kicked Dad out of the house and became the only man in Mom’s life? Or even better, what if they moved into their own place together, and left Dad behind for good? He didn’t care how or when it happened, but he was certain that the beautiful blonde in his line of sight needed to submit to him and only him, and he never planned to return to the way that things were before betting with his father. He needed this version of Mom in his life—daily.


She slithered to her stomach—between his outstretched legs—and admired the sight of his hidden erection from her new position on his mattress. She didn’t even know where to start. Not only did his fit body put his father to shame, but she could say the same about whatever remained trapped under his red boxer shorts. It pitched a rather large tent.


He removed his hand from his cock to allow his mother’s hungry blue eyes to appreciate every inch of him. How horny did she look? How badly did she crave a real man? As much as he desired to slide down his boxers and watch her crawl to this cock, another part of him still couldn’t take that chance. She was Mom! He couldn’t treat her like his girlfriend!


Never in a million years would he have expected such a sight in his own bedroom. Mom’s gorgeous face gazed at his rock-hard erection from only a foot away, while a black thong was all that covered her perfect ass when his eyes journeyed past her beautiful blonde hair. It felt right, though. A decade of lust had cumulated in this very moment, and he wanted to capture it in a bottle to savor forever. It was the pinnacle of his short life.


“Squeeze it again,” she begged, lowering her voice to a whimper.


He needed to step up and act like a man. It could be his only chance to ever have Mom this way. “Ask nicely.”


She grinned at him before turning her attention back to his covered manhood once more. “Baby, please squeeze your cock for me. It looks sooooooooooo much bigger than your father’s.”


“How much bigger?” he asked, loving every minute of her sexual thirst. He wanted to be the guy who satisfied her cravings.


She turned her head to the right and kissed his thigh. “Look at these strong muscles,” she said, planting another smooch on his naked skin. “Everything about you is so big and strong. My baby is quite the stud, isn’t he?”


A deep growl resonated from the head of the bed. He simply didn’t know how else to react. He fought the intense urge to move behind her and make her take every throbbing inch of his meat, and he wanted nothing more than for Dad to rush into his room as a result of how loudly Mom screamed. He would do anything to make his father watch how hard Mom could cum with a real man.


He wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked slowly. The smooth cotton material allowed his hand to slide the length of his manhood, but Mom’s passionate gaze was what really fueled him. It may have been his hand in reality, but somehow, he could feel her holding his dick.


“I think that I might be responsible for all these muscles,” she giggled, kissing his thigh yet again before admiring the way that he played with his cock. “I always made sure that you ate all your vegetables.”


“Is that right?” he laughed.


She wasted little time nodding her head. “Oh, you better believe it. You weren’t allowed to leave the table until you finished your plate growing up. Your father always said that it didn’t matter, but I refused to let you grow up to be anything other than the stud that you are.”


What if he didn’t even need a blowjob? What if a thirty-minute make out session fulfilled all of his fantasies instead? Hell, he would settle for falling asleep with his angelic mother in his arms as well. He just needed more of her.


He removed his hand from his cock and motioned her closer with his index finger.


Kendra immediately wiggled along the soft mattress until she stared at her son’s towering erection from mere inches away.


“If making me eat my vegetables caused me to grow up into the guy that I am today, then what did Grandma and Grandpa feed you when you were younger?” he asked.


Her eyes moved up to his handsome face, confused. “What?”


“There had to be a secret, right?” he inquired confidently while removing his hand from his cock. He allowed his manhood to point skyward on its own. “I mean, how else could one woman end up so smart, funny, loving, and so unbelievably gorgeous?”


She seriously questioned her restraint. Why did her son have to be so much better than her husband? Why couldn’t she be married to a guy who made her want to act like a nasty little slut? She’d never pranced around in lingerie for Chuck, but she seriously considered making it a nightly tradition in Logan’s bedroom.


“Oh, and you’re so much bigger than Dad, by the way,” she answered his original question before eliminating the remaining space before her face and his imposing erection. In a moment of complete lewdness, she pressed her nose against his cock and inhaled deeply through his boxers.


The unmistakable scent of a man caused her to indulge in another whiff yet again. His aroma oozed testosterone. Every part of her knew that he could smack his father around and then fuck her senselessly, and his masculine essence resulted in her doing the unimaginable.


She licked the shaft of his cock.


Yes, Mom’s tongue slid along his cotton boxers instead of his sensitive dick, but the sense of power that accompanied her decision permanently cemented his status as the most important man in her life. She behaved like a college girl! She was a forty-two-year-old mother! She wasn’t supposed to dress in lingerie and worship cock, but everything about tonight defied logic.


“Fuck yeah, Mom…” he moaned, relishing her submission.


“You like that, baby?” she whimpered as her tongue continued its long journey toward the head of his dick.


He swept the blonde hair out of her face to allow himself to gaze into her sparkling blue eyes, and his sharp stare answered her rhetorical question. Nothing else mattered other than the perfect woman in front of him. School resuming shortly moved to the back of his mind, his potential girlfriends became irrelevant, and his unquestionably awkward future relationship with Dad ceased to exist in his new reality. Mom was the only person in his world, and he couldn’t get enough of her.


“Am I baby or Mr. Photographer?” he teased before reaching for his phone. His decision to snap a few real pictures felt long-overdue. “Say cheese, Mom.”


She did her best to conceal her giggles while posing with her tongue on his covered shaft. It wasn’t enough, though. How many college girls would do the same? She needed to be dirtier. She needed to leave a lasting impact. She couldn’t believe it, but she needed to win her son’s sexual affection.


She wrapped her hand around his cock and squeezed. His deep moan sent chills down her spine, and the appearance of precum on the red cotton fabric reaffirmed her sex appeal. He couldn’t fake oozing from how excited he was! Her baby leaked from spending just a few minutes with her, and she planned to make him remember this moment for the rest of his life.


She licked his precum spot.


Kendra felt her son shiver all around her. It was a natural response that he simply couldn’t exaggerate, and adsorbing his fervor filled her with energy. He wasn’t a jerk who took her for granted. He was a stud who appreciated every dip and curve of her body, and she savored all of his intense reactions.


She held her tongue against the head of his cock to pose for a series of photographs. Her eyes never ventured from his phone for a single second.


“Good girl.”


His seemingly innocent remark caused her to wrap her lips around his cockhead. She didn’t want to taste a mixture of cotton and sweet pre-seminal fluid. Instead, she craved to experience him in his most raw and natural state. Bringing pleasure to her angel would keep her happy for weeks.


She heard his phone snapping pictures but she didn’t bother to pose anymore. She removed her mouth from his cock as her fingers slipped inside the waistband of his boxer shorts. One little tug would change everything. Two small hands were moments away from eliminating the final barrier between her mouth and his manhood, when something smacked her upside the head.


It wasn’t her perfect son either.


No, Kendra finally remembered where she was.


She was in her son’s bedroom, for heaven’s sake! And she was face-to-face with the throbbing erection of the angel that she’d raised for the past nineteen years! Common sense overtook her at the very last possible moment, and she thanked God that she didn’t actually see Logan’s cock. Licking his precum was insane enough! She couldn’t actually give him a blowjob!


“We can’t do this.”


His confident demeanor unraveled in a heartbeat. “What?”


“We can’t do this,” she repeated, pulling her hands away from his boxers. “Oh my God, we went way too far already.”


“No, Mom—”


“I was just supposed to show you my lingerie!” she interrupted, shaking her head at the absurdity of her original agreement. “Sweetheart, I can’t actually do anything with you. I’m your mother!”


Such a situation never would’ve deterred him in the past. His gift of gab allowed him to talk his way into—and sometimes out of—peculiar scenarios, and women certainly weren’t any exception. This was a major difference, however. Truthfully, it was the only realization that could settle the testosterone pumping through his blood.


Mom wasn’t just some college girl.


Mom was Mom. She was special. She was his favorite person in the world, and he would kill to protect her from harm. She was always the one woman that he dreaded bringing stress to, so he set his phone down on his bed and acknowledged the obvious.




“I know,” he confessed.


She jumped off his bed and collected her bathrobe. She quickly slipped it on. “I’m so sorry, honey. You know, to leave you like this…”


It didn’t take a genius to know that she referred to his harder-than-ever erection.


“Please don’t be mad at me.”


“I would never be mad at you,” he promised.


“Are you sure?” she asked, genuinely worried. “I really don’t want you to feel like I teased you. I just got a little caught up in the moment. I think that we both did.”


They certainly both got caught up in the moment, but Mom would currently be bobbing up and down on his cock if he had his way. He didn’t regret a thing about the past ten minutes of his life.


“Don’t worry about it,” he said, eager to settle her worries.


She approached his bed with a loving smile, and leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek. “I hope you had fun.”


“I had a blast,” he nodded, a warm wave washing over him as a result of her big smile. “I meant every word that I said, by the way. You really look unbelievable.”


She gave him one last kiss on the cheek. “You’re such a sweetheart. I’m going to give you some privacy now. I think you need it.”


They both laughed as she turned and headed for the door. Suddenly, a loud voice caused her to stop.


“Wait!”


She spun back to him, curious to hear what was so urgent.


“Change before you see Dad.”


Her eyes squinted sharply. “What?”


“Change before you see Dad,” he repeated. “I don’t want him to see you in your lingerie.”


She may have already snapped back to reality. Her ludicrous behavior from earlier now seemed so far-fetched, but his latest demand provided her with a reminder of their crazy time together. An important detail remained true.


Her son wanted to put his father in his place.


“I’ll make sure that I change first. Good night, sweetheart,” she told him before stepping out of his room and shutting the door behind her. She hustled down the hallway in her heels and entered the bathroom.


She rushed to change out of her lingerie and slipped back into her pink panties, pink sweatpants, and oversized white t-shirt from earlier. She stuffed her lingerie back in her bag, added her bra and heels in as well, and ran the length of the hallway until she reached her closed bedroom door.


Chuck’s attention immediately turned away from the television after she burst through the door. “What the hell were you doing in there for so long? You were gone for ten minutes!”


She wiggled out of her sweatpants and panties, and dropped them onto the floor with her bag. “Let’s go.”


“Let’s go?” he asked, not following. “What?”


She hopped up onto the bed in a frenzy. “Do you want to have sex or not?”


He was never one to pass on sex, but the timing seemed extremely odd. “Now?”


She nodded, ripping the blankets off of him.


“What were you doing in Logan’s bedroom for so long?” he asked again.


She pulled down his shorts and underwear, and swiftly rolled her eyes at the reveal of his flaccid cock. “Get it hard.”


“It doesn’t just get hard immediately,” he chuckled. “What the hell is going on with you?”


She licked her hand and used her touch in her effort to awaken his manhood. The stud down the hall definitely didn’t need so much attention.


Why couldn’t he get an answer to any of his questions? “Hey, what’s going on with you?”


He finally managed a respectable erection after what felt like a lifetime of her disregarding his additional inquiries. She crawled on top of him and sank down on his manhood.


“Hey, what the hell?” he huffed, annoyed at how she ignored him.


“Here’s the deal,” she put it bluntly. “You have two choices. One, I’ll ride you. Two, I’ll grab my vibrator and use it to get myself off instead.”


“No, I don’t want that!” he spoke up aggressively, declining the second option.


“Oh, one more thing,” she grinned, grinding on him carefully. He didn’t have the best track record of lasting while she was on top. Heck, he wasn’t exactly a stud in any position. “I want you to call me Mom and I’ll call you Logan.”


His eyes bulged. “What!?”


Her swirling hips came to a stop. “Should I get my vibrator?”


“No!” he shouted. “I just…uh…this is weird.”


“Well, it’s how things are going to work. Now, sit back and let me ride that big cock, Logan.”


The astonished dad couldn’t find the words to properly express himself while his wife rode him with more intensity than ever before. He wasn’t a dumb guy. He could connect the dots. Ten minutes of modeling lingerie in their son’s bedroom—and doing only God knows what else—sent Kendra into a craze, and he didn’t know what to feel. For the first time in his life, he wasn’t sure if he enjoyed having sex or not.


“Oh my God, you’re so much bigger than your father,” she moaned, her eyes closed while she enjoyed the ride.


“Jesus Christ, Kendra,” he groaned, disgusted.


Once again, her hips came to an abrupt stop. “Call me Kendra one more time and I’ll get my vibrator instead.”


“Okay, okay,” he rushed to calm her.


“Call me Mom.”


“Yeah, I know what you want,” he said.


“No, call me Mom right now,” she demanded, remaining motionless on top of him. “And tell me how much hotter I am than the girls at school.”


This wasn’t his type of role-play. He was on board with his wife dressing like a nurse, him acting like her boss, or even enjoying some good old-fashioned lingerie and high heels, but pretending to be his son disgusted him. Especially after everything that had unfolded tonight! He still didn’t know what happened in Logan’s bedroom for sure!


But it’d been a while since they last fucked.


“You’re so much hotter than the girls at school…Mom,” he muttered reluctantly.


Kendra proceeded to ride him like a woman possessed.


The following three minutes consisted of Kendra’s enthusiasm gradually diminishing until he referred to her as Mom, and that one little word sent her into overdrive each and every time. Some of her remarks were downright humiliating. She told him how big and sexy he was, how wet he made her, and how she would only be a naughty little slut for him, all while referring to him exclusively as Logan. She’d never talked dirty for him before!


He couldn’t dispute her comment about how wet she was. His wife was soaked. Something more than merely modeling lingerie took place in Logan’s bedroom before Kendra stormed through the door and demanded sex, but he wasn’t sure if he actually wanted to discover what. It may just hurt his ego further.


“Oh my God, I’m gonna cum!” she cried. “I’m gonna cum all over your perfect cock, sweetheart!”


He knew that she didn’t refer to him. Kendra only called Logan sweetheart—and that was just one of the many pet names that she had for him—but it appeared to be enough to do something that rarely happened. It was something that didn’t occur often when they had sex.


She came.


Her body twitched and shook as her orgasm ripped through her. Physically, Chuck was the guy inside her, but Logan was the man on her mind. Her husband acted as a dildo for her real fantasies. He was the one who unfortunately enjoyed what she couldn’t give to her baby. She so desperately wanted to look down to see Logan’s handsome face smiling up at her right now, but she knew that she’d made the right decision earlier. Taking things any further would risk their amazing relationship.


She rolled off of Chuck and smiled up at the ceiling. God, she needed that. Her orgasm cleared her mind and set her body at ease, and she knew that she had her incredible son to thank.


“Um…hello?”


She looked to her left to find her unimpressive husband staring at her. He clearly waited for her to jump back on top of him, but she had no such plans. In fact, she was disgusted by the idea of allowing him to enter her again.


She reached out and jerked him off until he came on his stomach.


She ignored another inquiry about her time with Logan as she left the bedroom and walked down the hallway. She washed Chuck’s cum off her hand in the bathroom sink, removed her makeup, and smiled at her reflection. It’d been a long time since she last felt so sexually satisfied.


Chuck slept soundly when she returned to their bedroom five minutes later. His lack of stamina was yet another subpar quality in the man she hadn’t loved for quite some time, and she had little doubt that Logan would be waiting for round two if he was in Chuck’s place.


She crawled into bed and drifted asleep as an extremely happy and content girl.





Chapter 4 — Crossing the Line








The Following Evening. 5:57 PM.





“I want to know what happened last night.”


Kendra continued to set the dining room table for dinner, and just like the previous five minutes, she didn’t bother to acknowledge her husband.


“I’m not messing around, Kendra,” Chuck huffed, fed up with her behavior. She treated him like a piece of meat last night, for God’s sake!


Tonight was a bit of a celebration for the forty-two-year-old mom. The most memorable night of her life ended with an earth-shattering orgasm in her bedroom less than twenty-four hours ago, and she knew that she had Logan to thank. Her son was the star of the show! Sure, it was Chuck who physically allowed her to cum hard, but her vibrator most likely would’ve brought the same result. She was just so turned on!


So, she decided to treat herself to a particularly unhealthy dinner. Her typical diet took a back seat to a night of Chinese food. Multiple containers sat on the table while she set a trio of plates for her family, but she wasn’t overly thrilled to spend the next half-hour with her husband. Now, the guy who she eagerly awaited to see for the first time today on the other hand? That was a much different story.


He didn’t know how else to ask. “What won’t you answer me?”


“Because it’s none of your business,” she finally replied.


“None of my business?” he questioned in unmistakable disagreement. “Guess again. This is my house.”


“No, it’s our house,” she corrected him with a glare. “And if you want to be like that, then I make more money than you, so it’s more my house than yours.”


He decided to address his biggest concern head-on. “Are you seriously going to pretend like that shit last night wasn’t weird? Making me call you Mom? And you calling me Logan? Some of the other stuff that you said was extremely disturbing too.”


She didn’t agree whatsoever. In fact, she held back from fully speaking her mind last night. She would’ve confessed to how badly she wanted to suck Logan’s dick if she was truly honest.


And that was what troubled her the most. While she did the right thing by putting a stop to her uncharacteristically aggressive behavior in Logan’s bedroom, a small part of her regretted her decision. How much fun would it have been to play with whatever was hidden under his boxers? And she caused him to leak precum! That’s how sexy he thought she was!


Chuck had never reacted to her body so passionately, and he’d never made her so wet either. So what if she fantasized about worshiping their son’s cock? Was that really so wrong? It wasn’t like she actually did it!


“Tell me what happened in Logan’s room,” he demanded yet again.


Kendra’s eyes immediately bolted toward the sound of Logan entering the dining room. “Hey, sweetheart!”


“Hey, Mom,” Logan returned her greeting. He spent the past eight hours working at his friend’s dad’s furniture warehouse to make some extra money during winter vacation. “Chinese! Sweet!”


She didn’t need much to make her happy. Joy came to her from simple things like a good book, a hard workout, or seeing a big smile on her perfect angel’s face. His happiness was more than enough to fill her heart with bliss.


He took a seat at the table, deciding to pass on saluting his father. “Do you need any help, Mom?”


“Nope, I got it,” she said, adoring how he always offered to make her life easier. Chuck never asked if she needed a hand around the house.


Chuck had more important things on his mind than setting the table. Specifically, like what the hell took place in Logan’s room that got Kendra so worked up. He was determined to receive an answer as well.


“What happened last night?” he asked his son.


“You lost a bet,” Logan responded, grinning at his mother.


Kendra grinned back.


“No, I want to know what happened in your bedroom,” Chuck specified his demand. “Your mother was only supposed to show you the lingerie that I bought her, but she was gone for way longer than that.”


“I was enjoying the show,” Logan answered honestly. “Why would I rush something like that?”


He couldn’t believe that he needed to explain this to his own son. “Because she’s your mother. It’s absurd that you even wanted to see her in lingerie in the first place.”


“Take a look at Mom,” instructed Logan while he dumped a healthy amount of white rice onto his plate. “She looks like a model. Mom or not, if a woman like that walks into my room dressed in lingerie, then I’m not going to hurry her out.”


A smitten Kendra took a seat across the table from her beloved son. She looked like a model in his eyes? Honestly, she felt like a bit of a model last night, and the raging nineteen-year-old hard-on that she couldn’t stop thinking about certainly had something to do with her confidence.


“I agreed to let you see her in lingerie,” Chuck reminded his son. “I didn’t agree to whatever the hell else went on.”


This time, Logan decided to be the one who proposed a bet. “How about this, Dad? Mom asks us a question regarding something in her personal life, and we both have to answer it. If you get it right, then I’ll tell you exactly what happened last night; but if I get it right, then Mom owes me a kiss.”


Chuck struggled to comprehend the past twenty-four hours of his life. How was he the only one uncomfortable from all of this? Somehow, both his son and wife seemed perfectly fine flirting with each other—especially right in front of him—but he couldn’t possibly be more troubled. It was almost as if he was trapped in a bizarre nightmare.


But he finally had a chance to receive an answer to his biggest question. The first step in a return to normalcy involved learning about last night, and he liked the odds of doing exactly that. He’d spent the past twenty years married to Kendra. Logan didn’t know her better than him. No one did!


“Deal,” Chuck agreed, turning his attention to his lovestruck wife. She’d yet to do anything other than stare across the table at their son. “Ask us a question, Kendra.”


She cleared her foggy mind to grant her family their request. She faced quite the conundrum at the moment. On one hand, she wanted nothing more than to give her baby a big kiss on the cheek. On the other hand, she didn’t want to cheat. She wanted her son to earn it. Deep down, she needed to verify that Logan really knew her better than Chuck.


The perfect question suddenly came to mind.


“Okay, pull out your phones,” she told them. “I want both of you to type your answer into your notes app so there won’t be any cheating.”


Logan and Chuck both retrieved their phones from their pockets.


“Who’s my favorite author?”


Two extremely confident men entered their answers into their phones. Moments later, they both looked up, satisfied with themselves.


“So, let’s see it,” Kendra said, looking at her husband.


Chuck held out his phone with a self-assured smirk. “Stephen King.”


Her eyebrows immediately shot up. “Stephen King?”


“Yeah, I’m right, right?” he asked.


“Stephen King?” she questioned again. “Seriously?”


“Stephen King is everyone’s favorite author,” he said, looking around the dining room for support. “Right?”


Logan raised his phone in the air, unable to recall a more satisfying experience in his life. Even last night couldn’t compare to his current delight. “Mom actually doesn’t like Stephen King. However, she loves Dean Koontz.”


Why did she continue to fight it? Twenty years of marriage and Chuck didn’t know her favorite author, but Logan was well-aware of her likes and dislikes. It was because he actually listened when she talked! And he took an interest in her life too! Unlike his father!


Logan sat back in his chair with a smile as he watched Mom skip around the table to join him. He couldn’t explain why, but a kiss was exactly what he wanted. Mom’s two pecks on the cheek from last night had stayed with him, causing him to feel untouchable throughout his day. There really was an undeniable magic in her lips.


She bent at the waist to bring herself down to her son’s level, and leaned in for a kiss before coming to an abrupt stop. Something didn’t feel right. Her incredible son knew her favorite author while her husband didn’t, and he deserved a significantly bigger reward than a simple peck on the cheek. Maybe she would regret her decision sometime down the line, but she decided to do the one thing that she rarely did for her husband.


She acted like his girlfriend.


She moved her hand under his chin, turned his head to her, and placed a big smooch on his lips.


An unrivaled sense of accomplishment flowed through Logan’s body. Something as basic as a quick kiss turned his world upside down, and he would trade his soul for five minutes with Mom’s pouty lips. Her embrace was so warm and loving. Everything about her screamed devotion, and he reacted in the only way that made any sense to him.


He placed his hands on the side of her pretty face and passionately kissed her.


He felt indestructible. Unmatchable confidence consumed him while he made out with his dream girl, and her lack of protest fueled his raw aggression. Mom deserved a real man. Dad clearly didn’t make the cut, so he decided to treat Mom like the unbelievable woman that she was.


Their lips acted as a perfect match. Awkward encounters were for people who didn’t truly love each other, but a lifetime of mutual admiration resulted in the most memorable kiss of either of their lives. Almost two decades of lust poured out at the dining room table during a Chinese dinner, but neither would dream of going back and doing things differently. Everything had unfolded this way for a reason.


Logan finally broke off his kiss to gaze into his mother’s besotted blue eyes, but he wasn’t greeted by his anticipated response. Actually, Mom didn’t look his way at all. Instead, she looked in Dad’s direction, and he couldn’t wait to join her.


He turned to find Dad with his mouth agape.


Dad didn’t even protest. He merely stared at him in stunned silence. What kind of man didn’t stand up for himself? How could a husband refuse to protect his amazing wife? If his father wouldn’t fight him for what he claimed was his, then he didn’t see why he couldn’t take even more. Kisses were for little boys, after all.


He reached out and grabbed two big handfuls of Mom’s plump ass, and pulled her onto his lap.


Her cute little gray shorts went along swimmingly with her black t-shirt. It was a casual look for a relaxing night at home, but it was more than enough to stir his cock to life. What felt more right than Mom sitting on his lap, facing him? Especially as Dad looked on in shock. Who said that he couldn’t enjoy a similar pre-dinner snack every evening?


He ran his fingers through her long blonde hair before he kissed her deeply. Her strawberry perfume wafted into his nose, but even her intoxicating aroma couldn’t compare to her delicate lips. Her mouth felt even softer while under his control. It took nineteen years, but he finally discovered heaven on earth, and it came courtesy of his mother’s perfect lips.


His greedy hand clamped onto her right breast. As disappointed as he was by the reveal of a bra, he couldn’t deny the exhilaration of holding one of Mom’s finest physical features in his grasp. Feeling her immaculate ass grind against his growing manhood calmed any of his lingering concerns regarding his actions. He wasn’t worried about his father. Dad was small potatoes compared to bringing even a hint of uneasiness to Mom’s world, and he would make it his mission to keep her life void of stress.




Chuck’s mind finally processed what his stunned eyes spent the past thirty seconds observing. “What the hell are you two doing!?”


They continued to make out, completely undeterred by Chuck’s frantic protests. Why should they care? For the first time in either of their lives, Logan and Kendra displayed raw passion for their true love, and Chuck would just have to learn to accept it. They’d gone too far to ever turn back now.


“Stop!” Chuck screamed. “Holy shit, stop right now!”


Logan reluctantly ended their kiss. While he couldn’t care less about his father’s demands, Dad’s loud voice didn’t exactly provide the ideal soundtrack for his time with Mom. Truthfully, he wasn’t even hungry anymore. He only craved the angel seated on his lap.


“What?” Logan asked, staring at Dad.


Chuck couldn’t look more astonished. How could his son be so casual? “What? What!? You’re kissing your fuckin’ mother!”


“And?” Logan questioned, not swayed in the slightest.


Chuck turned his attention to Kendra, because he clearly couldn’t get through to his son. “What are you doing?”


“Um…paying up on my bet,” she told him, equally as nonchalant as Logan.


“That wasn’t a kiss!” Chuck pointed out emphatically. “You two made out! And he felt you up!”


Kendra didn’t have time for her husband’s bullshit. She just wanted to spend some quality time with her baby. Was that really so much to ask for? But like usual, Chuck turned everything into a problem.


“What am I supposed to do?” she asked. “Kiss him on the cheek? Logan isn’t a little boy anymore. He’s a man. He wants more than a peck.”


Mom had no idea how right she was. In fact, he was awfully close to bending her over the dining room table and showing her just how much of a man he’d become over the years.


Chuck didn’t agree with his wife at all. “Not a boy? Kendra, he’s nineteen! And he’s in college!”


She immediately turned her focus back to her son. What if Logan didn’t respond like a man? What if he behaved like a little boy instead? It killed her to admit it, but she dreaded watching him potentially react like his father would. Chuck never carried himself like a man, and it was all the more reason that she so desperately desired Logan to act anything other than a typical college guy.


And she didn’t have to wait long to receive her wish.


A masculine pair of lips worshiped her neck. Every smooch took her closer to the gates of heaven, and every painful glance from Chuck made her son’s affection so much sweeter. An amalgamation of all their emotions came along with serious risks, but she welcomed a little danger in her life. It’d been a long time since she last felt so excited, after all.


“How about this?” Kendra proposed, staring at her baffled husband while she continued to enjoy the loving kisses that covered her neck. “There are weights in the basement. Let’s have a bench press contest.”


Chuck’s eyebrows swiftly shot up. “A bench press contest?”


“Is that a problem?” she questioned. “Logan’s just a boy, isn’t he? You’ll definitely be stronger than him if you’re such a man.”


Chuck looked on in silence as he debated her offer. As bizarre as it was to watch his son treat Kendra like one of his college girlfriends, the most troubling aspect involved his wife’s overjoyed reaction. Why was she so excited? How had everything unraveled in less than twenty-four hours? It didn’t make any sense!


His son had put on quite a bit of muscle over the past year. Logan’s impressive physique portrayed a young man who consistently worked out during his time on campus, and he unfortunately couldn’t claim the same. Hell, he couldn’t remember the last time that he stepped foot inside a gym, but that didn’t matter. He was forty-five! And he probably weighed fifty more pounds than his kid! Of course, he was stronger than him!


“Fine, but this shit ends when I win,” Chuck stated the terms of their agreement. “I’m serious too. I never want to see anything like this again.”


Kendra pondered such an agreement.


Chuck couldn’t take another minute of his personal hell. “Hey, stop kissing you mother! Logan!”


Logan pulled back from Mom’s neck to jump on board with his parents’ plan. “I’m in.”


“Oh, I almost forgot one important detail. The winner gets a blowjob.”


Both of the men gasped, but for significantly didn’t reasons. Chuck couldn’t believe what just came out of his wife’s mouth, while Logan was busy pushing Mom off his lap. He had far more pressing matters to attend to. Like getting downstairs as soon as possible! He had a blowjob to win!


Five minutes later, one hundred and forty pounds had been added to the forty-five pound bar in the basement, setting the stage for a contest to see who could bench press one hundred and eighty-five pounds more times. Chuck didn’t have any other choice. He had to agree to Kendra’s insane proposal. Otherwise, how would things ever return to normal?


Plus, it’d been an awfully long time since his last blowjob. He could show his son that he was still the man of the house, never witness Kendra and Logan kiss again, and get his dick sucked before bed tonight. It sounded like a particularly great plan to him.


Chuck positioned himself on the flat bench, and took a deep breath. His son stood just beyond the bar, prepared to spot him in case he couldn’t lift the weight after a certain amount of reps. He crossed his fingers that Logan’s assistance wouldn’t be necessary for quite a while. It was time to show that he still had it.


He lifted the bar and began his set.


“One, two, three, four…” Kendra counted out loud, rather surprised by how effortlessly Chuck handed such an impressive amount of weight. It was unfortunate that he didn’t bring the same type of intensity to the bedroom.


“Five, six, seven, eight, nine…” she continued. She couldn’t believe it, but she felt nervous as she watched Chuck’s arms begin to shake. “Ten…eleven…twelve.”


Logan helped guide the bar back in place after Dad announced his retirement.


Kendra gulped, and her son’s surprised reaction certainly didn’t help to settle her churning stomach. Twelve reps? Seriously? She had no idea that Chuck would make such a profound effort, and she shuddered at the thought of putting his dick in her mouth. She didn’t even want to sleep in the same bed as him anymore!


The father and son traded places as Logan settled in for his turn. “It looks like twelve is the number to beat. I’ll be honest, Dad. I’m pretty impressed.”


She could puke from the way that Chuck grinned at her. He just looked so arrogant! And not in a good way! Crap, what was she thinking? She never should’ve suggested anything that involved rekindling her sex life with her mediocre husband!


Logan took a deep breath, adjusted his grip, and lifted the bar to begin his set.


“One, two, three, four,” Kendra counted nervously. She prayed that all of his big muscles weren’t just for show. “Five, six, seven, eight, nine…”


Everything unraveled in an instant for the terrified mom. Her baby held the bar as high as he could in the air as he did his best to calm his wobbly arms. It was the behavior of a man who didn’t have anything left to give. She’d drastically overestimated his prowess in the gym, and she would pay dearly for her mistake. She’d agreed to never kiss her son again! What had she done!?


“I need a hand, Dad,” Logan whimpered, waiting for his father to help him re-rack the bar.


Her enthusiasm vanished. Her twenty-hour buzz disappeared. She’d taken permanent residence on cloud nine after her incredible night in Logan’s bedroom, but all of her fantasies crashed down around her as she watched Chuck reach out to help her exhausted son.


“Ah, just kidding!” Logan laughed, continuing his set before Dad placed his hands on the bar.


Kendra almost screamed with joy. “Ten! Eleven! Twelve! Thirteen! Fourteen! Oh my God, fifteen!!!”


The young man placed the bar back into place and hopped to his feet. “Now, math was never my best subject, but I do believe that fifteen is greater than twelve.”


“I can’t believe you teased me like that!” she approached him with a wicked smirk. “Jesus, you almost gave me a heart attack!”


A dejected Chuck experienced a whirlwind of emotions. Everything appeared so rosy only moments ago, but now he watched Kendra stand on her tippy-toes to give their son a kiss. But it wasn’t supposed to end this way! He should’ve won!


Logan slipped away from his mother before she could kiss him, grabbed a yoga mat, and returned to place it directly between himself and Mom. He placed his hand on top of her blonde hand, grinned at Dad, and pushed Mom down to her knees.


She sank to the floor without a moment of hesitation.


Where else would a king collect his reward? Why bother waiting to return to his bedroom? It was Logan’s first taste of the spoils of war, and he decided to thoroughly enjoy his time as the victor.


But Kendra had something else in mind first.


She looked back at her husband while tracing her fingers along the cock trapped under her son’s jeans. “Let’s make one more bet, and I promise that I’ll stop everything if you win.”


Chuck knew better than to get his hopes up. Nothing good had come as a result of gambling with his wife and son, but he once again found himself with a shred of hope. He had an opportunity to put an end to this insanity.


Logan didn’t share his father’s enthusiasm. Why was Mom still proposing bets after he already won? Why did she even pay attention to Dad? She should be busy playing with his cock!


“Answer me honestly, Logan,” Kendra said, continuing to stare at Chuck while she rubbed Logan’s hidden manhood. “Have I ever seen your dick?”


“No,” Logan answered regrettably. He still kicked himself for not pushing things further last night.


“Have you ever told me about it?” she asked, her eyes yet to move from her concerned husband who remained frozen in place behind the weight bench.


“No,” Logan confirmed.


She’d never felt more confident about anything in her life. “So, this is my proposal. I’ll never look at our son in a sexual manner again if you have a bigger dick than him.”


Chuck gulped.


Logan didn’t like the sound of that. Why would Mom jeopardize everything? She’d never seen him naked! How could she be so assured that he was better equipped than his father, and why did she still concern herself with Dad at all? Her admission that he was bigger than Dad last night occurred during a sexually-charged moment of dirty talk! She didn’t actually have any facts!


Chuck approached his wife and son with a sudden air of confidence. Rationale had gone out the window. Pulling his dick out in front of his family may have seemed impossible yesterday, but it was extremely necessary at the moment. Actually, it was his last chance to take his life back.


It wasn’t as if he had a little dick either. Why would Logan be bigger than him? Chances were that his kid packed something similar to him, and the wildest scenario possible could be exactly what he needed to reestablish his place in his home. It was time to renew his position as the head of the household.


Kendra rubbed Chuck’s cock through his sweatpants while her left hand never ventured from Logan’s manhood. She wanted to unveil two hard cocks. She was a girl who played by the rules, and she refused to oversee a contest where someone possessed an advantage.


A minute passed before the guys were ready. Chuck’s bulge in his sweatpants appeared noticeably bigger than Logan’s, but she credited that to Logan’s rough jeans holding him back. Or at least that’s what she tried to convince herself of. Despite her best efforts, she couldn’t help but wonder if she was wrong.


What if her memory exaggerated last night’s events? What if Logan wasn’t anywhere near as big as he seemed under his boxer shorts in his bedroom? Her baby’s size didn’t matter. He owned her heart regardless of such trivial matters like girth and length, but she still loved the idea of him being larger than his father. As superficial as it was, it would help to stamp his dominance on her heart.


Her world would change if she was wrong, however. She would no longer be able to mess around with the guy she actually desired, things would become unspeakably awkward with her husband, and she could potentially look back at her recent actions as the greatest mistake of her life. What if she lost everything?


She tugged down Chuck’s sweatpants and boxers to be met by a very familiar sight. It’d been twenty years since she last saw anything different, after all. Average really was the perfect word to describe her husband, but her gut instinct told her that her amazing son was anything other than ordinary, and she was ready to find out for sure.


Kendra slithered back in front of her son and unbuckled his jeans. A simple downward tug put her face-to-face with the very cock that she came so close to playing with last night, and his bulge swiftly reinforced her confidence. Whatever hid behind his baby blue boxer shorts sent a chill down her spine. A combination of nerves and excitement overtook her body, and her fidgety fingers couldn’t wait another moment. She needed an answer.


She slipped her fingers inside his waistband and lowered his boxers.


Thud.


The sound of Logan’s manhood slamming into her chin from below echoed throughout the basement. The heat from his meat radiated into her skin, allowing her to feel him without having to see him. She didn’t bother to look up at her son. Why would she? She knew that he stared down at her confidently—like always—so she instead turned her attention to her husband.


And boy, was he stunned.


Common sense told her that the most memorable moment of her life should come courtesy of kneeling only feet from her erect husband while her son’s rock-hard cock pressed against the underside of her chin and throat, but Chuck’s flabbergasted expression was what captivated her the most. She saw jealousy in his eyes. His look was one of great envy, and it motivated her to take a peek at what caused such resentment.


Slowly but surely, she moved back an inch at a time, and there was certainly no shortage of inches to explore. Why did she ever question herself? Why did she even consider the possibility of Logan being smaller than Chuck? Every part of her baby was more impressive than her husband, and his manhood proved to be no exception.


“Oh…my…goodness…” she gasped, at a loss for words as a result of what she saw after finally pulling back far enough to observe Logan’s cock. “Sweetheart!”


Her son’s big, long, thick cock twitched thanks to her overjoyed reaction. Even his balls were bigger than Chuck’s! And don’t get her started on the plethora of veins that ran along the length of his girthy meat like rivers either! Somehow, her perfect son continued to prove just how angelic he truly was.


Years of inattentiveness made her want to rub it in. Negative remarks and many nights of being treated exclusively like a sexual object caused her to make it hurt. She needed to verbally remind Chuck that he couldn’t compete with Logan, and she planned to do exactly that.


“Now, let’s discuss your father’s cock for a minute,” Kendra said, reaching out to squeeze Chuck’s penis. “Average length, rather lackluster in the hardness department, and not particularly thick either, wouldn’t you say? I mean, I can easily wrap my hand around it.”


Logan loved every minute of this. To be honest, the only thing he didn’t like was Mom touching Dad.


“I always tell him to trim his pubic hair, but he always makes a big deal about it,” she said, noting Chuck’s unkempt bush. “Actually, his balls are the only impressive part of him, because they somehow made the most perfect person alive.”


“Are you sure that I’m really Dad’s son?” Logan teased.


Kendra giggled while releasing her hold of Chuck’s cock. She immediately wiped her hand on her little gray shorts before focusing solely on the one thing that she wanted to spend the rest of her days worshiping.


“Look at this absolutely perfect cock,” she whimpered while licking her lips instinctively. “It’s so big and thick. Be honest with me, Chuck? How much bigger is he than you?”


Chuck had no idea what to say.


“I would guess probably three inches, but his girth is what really stands out the most,” she said, squeezing her son’s fat dick. Her touch caused Logan to moan. “I can’t even wrap my fingers around it because of how thick it is, and he’s all shaven to let me appreciate every spectacular inch of him. God, his balls are so heavy too.”


He moaned again after Mom’s free hand cupped his nuts.


“Baby, can you please take your shirt off?”


He immediately removed his t-shirt at the sound of Mom’s request.


She did her best not to drool. How many times had she fantasized about kneeling in front of a nineteen-year-old college hunk over the years? How many nights had she dreamt about playing with a young jock instead of her mediocre husband? Now, she finally had her wish.


She stared into her husband’s shell-shocked eyes. “Abs, big muscles, and a huge cock. What more could a girl possibly want?”


“A guy who loves her to death.”


She rushed to look up at her son, her cheeks red from blushing. “Oh my God, sweetheart!”


“It’s the truth,” Logan said. “Dad could never love you more than I do. I do have a question, though. How often do you blow Dad?”


She rolled her eyes, disgusted at the thought. “I don’t know. Once in a blue moon. It’s not something that I particularly look forward to.”


Logan grinned.


“You’re a much different story, though,” she pointed out, glancing at Chuck’s softening cock before turning back to her son’s throbbing meat. “You have no idea how much I want to do this.”


“Is that right?” Logan asked.


Kendra nodded, biting her lower lip while looking down at the cement floor sheepishly. She couldn’t believe what she was about to admit. “I’m so wet.”


“What was that?” he questioned, eager to hear Mom repeat the single most stunning revelation ever.


“I’m even wetter than I was last night,” she giggled, smiling as she moved her eyes back to the hunk above her. “Sweetheart, I’m dripping.”


“Let me see.”


She slipped her hand under her shorts and panties to rub her soaked pussy, and hastily reemerged with three sticky fingers covered in her own juices. Why was she so turned on? Was it from finally seeing Logan’s big cock? Or was it the way that Chuck merely stood by and watched like a helpless little boy? She wasn’t sure, but she knew what she desired more than anything, and that involved feeling the world’s most beautiful cock in her mouth.


But Logan’s surprising decision prevented her from tasting him. In one swift motion, he grabbed her hand and moved it to his dick, and she didn’t need instructions to rub her fluids into his throbbing manhood. It was the wildest form of lubricant that she’d ever used for a handjob, but by far the most intimate. It brought her closer than ever to the man she cherished more than life itself.


She reached under her panties to rub her pussy again. Two coats of her own juices created just enough lube to slide her hand along her son’s big dick, and her mouth watered as she listened to the slick sounds of skin rubbing skin. He stiffened even further in her grasp. The largest cock that she’d ever laid her eyes on seemed to grow in her hold, and a quick glance at her husband reaffirmed her biggest fantasy.


Chuck clearly felt emasculated by their son.


“What do you want to do right now?” Logan inquired, watching Mom’s eyes instantly move back to him.


“I wanna suck some cock,” she told him with a wicked smirk.


“Just some cock? Maybe one like Dad’s?”


“No, I don’t wanna suck a cock like Dad’s,” she answered her son’s question, whining as she lost herself in a fantasy where she was the little plaything of a muscular stud. “I want one that’s big, and hard, and covered in my pussy juices.”




“Well, I don’t think you’re going to find a cock like that with Dad.”


“You can say that again,” Mom giggled. “No, sweetheart, that’s only one cock that gets me all wet and sticky. There’s only one dick that makes me want to act like a little slut.”


He grabbed a handful of her blonde hair and pulled her to him.


He quickly learned two things. One, college girls couldn’t dream of giving head like a sexually deprived older woman. Two, Mom didn’t need her hands to effortlessly swallow half of his steel pole repeatedly. Her neck did quite the job while he maintained a handful of her blonde locks.


Logan knew that nothing would ever replicate the energy that burst through his body after he caught a glimpse of his father pulling up his sweatpants with a look of defeat. Mom deserved so much better than him. She needed a man who worshiped the ground that she walked on, who salivated over her body, and who valued both her mind and soul. She was more than an ordinary girl. She was a truly special woman, and he refused to stand by and allow her to receive anything but love and affection.


“Holy shit, you’re so fuckin’ good,” Logan moaned, not necessarily surprised by yet another amazing trait of his incredible mother, but slightly caught off guard. Mom didn’t seem like the type of woman that could suck dick like a porn star.


She pulled back to inform him on something very important. “Oh, I don’t normally do this. In fact, I can’t remember ever giving a blowjob like this.”


He looked over at Dad. “Is that right?”


Chuck didn’t respond. He couldn’t even move. He was too dumbfounded to react.


“You just make me wanna act like a bad girl,” she told him with a naughty giggle.


He had to do it. He needed to establish his place in Mom’s life. He refused to allow Dad to leave the basement without understanding how things worked from now on, and his two firm handfuls of Mom’s gorgeous hair signaled the start of his mission to erase Dad from Mom’s world.


Logan lined his cock up with Mom’s mouth, stared directly into Dad’s eyes, and fucked his mother’s throat.


He didn’t need to feel the way that Mom’s tight, warm throat engulfed his cock; he didn’t need his hard dick covered in her messy spit; and he didn’t even need to look down into her beautiful blue eyes either. The intense physical pleasures faded to the background for three key reasons.


One, the sound of Mom willingly choking on his cock changed everything. It was a noise of acceptance. It was one of a desperate need to please him. Mom officially stopped looking at—and treating him—like a boy, and finally accepted that he was a man capable of satisfying her womanly urges.


Two, Dad knew that it was over. He could see it in his eyes. Maybe his father would never realize how badly he’d messed up? Or perhaps he would always blame everyone other than himself? Regardless of Dad’s future approach, the writing was on the wall for everyone to see.


Three, his life gained real purpose for the very first time. Sometimes, he wondered if he would ever find what he searched for. He questioned if the hours spent studying, the many sessions in the gym, and the promiscuous girls at campus parties were worth it. He knew that there was more out there for him, and the entirety of his existence cumulated when he gazed down past Mom’s watery blue eyes to find her hand moving vigorously inside her panties. She played with herself while he controlled her mouth! It was the ultimate sense of glory!


“GUH-GUH-GUH-GUH!”


He could listen to it on a loop for the rest of his days. Mom admitted that she never got nasty for Dad, but she rubbed her clit while he did his best to fit every inch of his throbbing manhood down her tight throat. It was music to his ears.


“GUH-GUH-GUH-GUH-GUUUUUUUUUUUHHHHH!”


An unparalleled sense of accomplishment washed over him when her little nose pressed against his pubic bone. He just loved her so much. The only woman that he sincerely cared for acted like anything other than a lady in order to bring him happiness, so he decided to address her in a manner than he never previously imagined.


“Little fuckin’ slut,” he grunted down at her, refusing to release his hold.


Her fading eyes represented a mother who lived to bring her son joy. It was her biggest weakness, after all. Chuck always told her that she could never say no to Logan, and at this very moment, he was absolutely right. She would do anything he wanted.


But her actions weren’t solely for Logan, because she couldn’t deny that she enjoyed the wild ride as well. Chuck’s attempts at rough sex disgusted her. His ideas in the bedroom always felt insulting and degrading because she honestly didn’t respect him, but being Logan’s plaything turned her on. It made her feel wanted. It made her feel sexy. It made her feel loved.


He finally dropped her hair from his hands.


Kendra pulled back and wildly inhaled as much air as possible. She didn’t know how—and something told her that she would never receive an explanation—but her baby’s entire cock somehow managed to fit down her throat. She swallowed all of him! And she held him in her throat for what felt like a lifetime! But as surprising as it was, the physical side of things didn’t act as her main priority.


She collected herself and turned to her husband. “Call me a slut.”


Chuck had yet to utter a word. His lips struggled to part while he continued to look on in disbelief.


“Exactly,” Kendra laughed, looking up at her hunky son. “He won’t call me a slut because he knows what will happen to him if he does. Only one man is allowed to call me names like that, isn’t that right, sweetheart?”


Logan growled through his teeth in response.


She immediately turned back to Chuck, goosebumps covering her body from her son’s masculine energy. “Oh my God, he would kill you if ever called me anything like that! Hey, baby, what am I?”


“My little fuckin’ whore,” Logan responded without thinking twice.


Her eyes never journeyed from her husband. “Did you hear that, Chuck? I’m our incredible son’s best friend, his biggest fan, and most importantly his mother, but I’m more than just that now. I’m the girl who drops to her knees whenever his big dick needs some attention, I’m the girl who dresses up like a Catholic schoolgirl to fulfill all of his fantasies, and I’m the girl who acts like his little fuckin’ whore. Because that’s what I am when my baby wants it. A little whore.”


“I love you so much.”


Her head snapped back to Logan to find him bent at the waist. A surprise kiss confirmed his declaration of love, and his choice of words put her on cloud nine. Even sloppy blowjobs couldn’t derail her son’s mindset. She could be his slut, whore, or whatever else he decided to call her in the heat of the moment, but she would always be the most important woman in her angel’s life.


He broke off their kiss and tugged her shirt over her head. Unfortunately, she attacked his cock with her hands and mouth before he managed to unhook her black bra, but something told him that he would have plenty of time to familiarize himself with her big tits in the future. Besides, Mom appeared rather ravenous at the moment.


Two hands and a mouth worked in unison to give him the best blowjob of his life. Just how horny was his mother? Even drunk college girls couldn’t come close to imitating her immense enthusiasm, but an entire night of alcohol didn’t serve as her motivation for oral sex. No, Mom truly desired him.


“Mom’s such a good girl, isn’t she?” Logan asked his father, not surprised by Mom’s decision to bob on his dick even faster. “I gotta be honest with you, Dad. I’ve wanted this for quite a while.”


Chuck watched Kendra give their son the type of blowjob that he’d only seen in porn. Spit and saliva fell to the yoga mat below, while Kendra’s eyes remained locked on Logan’s face throughout. For the first time since knowing her, his wife looked like a woman who sincerely loved to suck cock.


“It’s not easy, though, you know?” Logan continued to address his father who remained in a baffled fog. “I mean, I know that Mom’s your wife, but I just love her so much more than you do. It doesn’t seem fair for me to only have her as a mom. Wouldn’t you agree?”


Chuck may not have responded, but Kendra’s increased tempo showed how much she agreed.


Logan took this opportunity to reestablish the pecking order in their household. “It’s like how I’m going to grab Mom’s ass when she walks by me from now on. It’s not to be disrespectful. It’s to show how much I love her body. Or when you’re trying to have a conversation with her, but I grab her, drag her up to my bedroom, and bury my cock all the way down her tight throat. It’s not to be an asshole. It’s just that I can’t wait to remind her that she’s been on my mind all day.”


Kendra’s only complaint involved the fact that she couldn’t touch herself. Why did her son have to be so big that she needed two hands? But she couldn’t whine too much. Logan’s big dick was a particularly enjoyable problem to have.


“That’s really the biggest difference between you and me,” Logan addressed his father while gazing down into Mom’s hypnotizing blue eyes. “I prioritize Mom’s happiness. I don’t want to clean around the house either, but I do it to help Mom out. You see, she’s everything to me. So, that’s why you no longer have any involvement in her life. Because she’s my girlfriend now.”


A smitten Kendra froze.


Logan took control of his dick and held it vertically. “Let me show you exactly what I mean, Dad. Mom, suck my balls.”


She lunged at his nuts.


He turned to Dad once again. “I didn’t tell Mom to suck my balls to degrade her. I did it because it makes me feel good, and I know that she loves bringing me pleasure. Isn’t that right, Mom?”


“I live for it,” she answered before resuming her mission to lick and lap at his heavy ballsack. Fortunately, she now had the chance to slip her hand back inside her panties, and she wasted little time finding her clit.


“It’s like when I fuck her mouth,” he went on. “It’s not to humiliate Mom. It’s to show her how much I love her. It’s to remind her that I can barely control myself when she’s around.”


She saw things the exact same way. She desired nothing more than to be dominated by a guy who loved and respected her, and she would respond by doing literally anything her man requested. It amazed her that Chuck still couldn’t grasp such a simple concept after two decades together, but Logan already understood it after only a day.


“Get both my balls in your mouth,” he demanded, stuffing his cum-filled nuts between her lips. He playfully smacked her face with his cock after he completed his quest.


A pair of heavy balls dropped from Kendra’s mouth as a result of her laughter.


“Okay, I’ll admit that I might’ve degraded her a little bit there,” Logan laughed along with Mom. “I have to occasionally remind her that she’s my slut, after all.”


“I want you to cum all over my face.”


Logan’s ears perked up as a result of Mom’s wild request. “Really?”


“Mm-hmm,” she nodded, using both of her little hands to massage his throbbing erection. “Your father always wanted to do it but I never allowed it.”


For the first time in what felt like hours, Logan watched Dad finally show an emotion. His father couldn’t hide his jealousy.


“I bet that you have huge loads,” Mom purred, stroking his cock even faster. “And you’re gonna put it all over my face, aren’t you? Like the little slut that I am.”


He prepared himself for the greatest moment of his life. The world’s most perfect face was about to be covered in his seed, and everything about that felt right.


Mom never broke eye contact while they stared at each other intensely. Her hands moved at a furious pace, eager to extract his semen. Knowing that Dad never received such a treatment fueled his desire to destroy the flawless face that he adored. He needed to temporarily taint her unblemished beauty. His immaculate mother would appear exceptionally unangelic after he got done with her, but he looked forward to unleashing her naughty side.


“I fucked your father last night after I left your bedroom,” she admitted, never stopping to consider curtailing her rabid pace. Her only concern involved bringing her son orgasmic bliss. “I had to. I was just so horny.”


His face scrunched. His muscles tightened. He despised hearing that Dad touched Mom last night, let alone fucked her.


“I called him Logan, and I made him call me Mom,” she revealed, grinning wickedly. “Baby, I fucked you last night.”


He fast-approached the end.


“I’m so sorry for teasing you the way that I did,” she apologized once again. “I should’ve fucked you instead of pretending that I rode your cock instead of Dad’s.”


He couldn’t hold back any longer.


She grinned when she realized that he was on the edge of exploding. “I rolled off of Dad and jerked him off with my hand. I refused to allow him to cum inside me. Actually, there’s only one guy who I would consider doing that with, and I plan to fuck that stud’s brains out tonight.”


His cock erupted, sending thick bursts of cum toward the woman he loved. The same face that once kissed his cuts and scrapes to make them feel better, now stuck out her tongue with a big smile as she extracted every drop of seed from his pulsating member. It was a sense of dominance that he needed regularly. He loved every single little thing about his exquisite mother, but her newfound sense of obedience turned him on like nothing ever had.


Her hands refused to settle. If he had one more drop of cum in him, then she was determined to find it. The white lines running vertically on her face reflected a woman who’d satisfied her man. The cum dripping on her bra reminded her of how messy things could get with a real stud. She simultaneously felt used, adored, and sexier than the most expensive lingerie could ever make her feel, and her only regret involved her decision to not pursue her true desires sooner.


He guided Mom’s mouth back to his dick before looking at his motionless father. Dad simply stared at Mom in shock, unable to comprehend how a seemingly innocent bet could end with his wife’s face covered in another man’s cum. It was his finest achievement. It was his masterpiece. It was his purpose.





Chapter 5 — Common Sense Doesn’t Always Prevail





A stunned, silent, and defeated Chuck emerged from the basement to find his wife and son wolfing down their dinner at the dining room table. He wasn’t dazed enough to misinterpret their energy. They obviously had plans that didn’t involve him, but it allowed him a chance to formulate a plan. The answer to his problems was right in front of him. He just needed to open his eyes and see it.


Forty minutes passed before he decided to man up. What the hell came over him in the basement earlier? How could he just stand there and allow Logan to take Kendra from him? She was his wife! And the mother of his child! That meant that she belonged to him!


So what if his son was bigger than him? And who cared if he was stronger? Two decades of marriage couldn’t evaporate in less than twenty-four hours, and he needed to remind her that they shared a bond that rivaled what she had with Logan. There were plenty of good times over the years.


He journeyed upstairs and immediately headed for the loudest room in the house. It was no secret that Kendra and Logan were in his son’s bedroom, and he could only imagine what awaited him behind the closed door. He knew better than to expect them to be hanging out watching Netflix together.


But never in a million years would he have imagined this.


Real people don’t have sex this way—at least not in his world. It was a position reserved solely for porn, and it was the first blatant crack in his son’s phony demeanor. He knew that Logan was full of shit. He was a nineteen-year-old kid, for fuck’s sake! No guy understood women at that age!


Kendra laid on her side with Logan behind her—also on his side. As strange as their choice of position was, watching his wife and son spoon completely naked unsettled him the most. What if he was wrong? What if there was no coming back from what happened in the basement less than an hour ago? He entered Logan’s room with the intention of talking some much-needed sense into his family, but he seriously questioned how realistic such a task would be.


“Hey!” Chuck shouted, finally gaining the courage to speak up.


Neither Logan or Kendra bothered to acknowledge his presence as Logan rubbed the head of his cock against Mom’s little pussy slit. Her neatly-shaven landing strip provided him with plenty of motivation to give her the best oral of her life, and that’s exactly what he’d done before Dad so rudely interrupted. There was no greater honor than making Mom squirm and howl as a result of his tongue.


“This needs to stop right now!” Chuck continued to protest, stepping forward before coming to an abrupt stop. “Logan, don’t!”


Chuck looked on incredulity as his son pushed his cock inside his wife’s pussy.


Kendra’s emphatic gasp didn’t resemble any sound during their twenty-year marriage. Back when he was in his mid-twenties, the times that they had his version of rough sex, and even the memorable night seventeen years ago when he talked her into trying anal: nothing compared to her current overwhelmed state. The mere arrival of their son’s cock caused her eyes to roll back in ways that he’d never seen himself. He knew that he had to stop them, but he wasn’t sure how.


Logan repositioned his mother slightly. He moved her to her back and lifted her leg—while he remained on his side—allowing Dad ample opportunity to see all the action. It wasn’t enough for Dad to watch and hear Mom respond, though. No, Dad needed to see a real cock enjoying Mom’s holes.


He whispered in Mom’s ear as his cautious exploration soon turned to intense thrusts.


“Oh my God, are you serious, sweetheart?” Kendra asked, struggling to keep her eyes open. She’d never experienced anything so satisfying sexually.


He continued to speak into her ear.


“Logan wants me to tell you that I feel better than girls his own age,” Kendra relayed his message to Chuck. “And that I’m hotter than them too.”


He grabbed a big handful of Mom’s soft boob and squeezed as the pounding carried on.


“This…uh…ne-ne-needs to…uh…stop immediately,” a befuddled Chuck tried his best to convey.


The slick sounds of a big cock hammering into a wet pussy acted as Logan’s response.


“Kendra!” Chuck spoke sharply, demanding his wife’s attention.


She interlocked hands with her son—whose arm rested behind her head to provide her with a pillow—and turned to kiss him. Life simply made sense with her baby. His thick dick filled her in unimaginable ways, and his loving lips covered her in tingles. She needed to feel every single perfect inch of him.


“Should I show Dad a thing or two?” Logan asked after breaking off their kiss.


“He’s going to need some pointers to find a new woman, because I’m never touching him again,” she said with a giggle, quickly reviving their kiss.


He could make out with Mom for hours, but he had an important question to address before they got too carried away. “You seriously never give Mom oral?”


Chuck was surprised to finally be addressed. “You two need to stop right now.”


“Her pussy tastes so good,” he said, grinning down into his mother’s eyes as he ignored Dad’s demand. “Why don’t you tell us how many times you came before Dad joined us.”


“I came twice!” an overjoyed Kendra announced emphatically. “So hard too!”


“She came twice from fifteen minutes of oral,” Logan detailed their post-dinner activities. “That’s all it takes to make her feel like a queen. You’re a real fuckin’ idiot, you know that? Depriving this incredible woman of happiness for all these years.”




She clutched her son’s hand even tighter, desperate to show her love.


Fortunately, he had an extra hand to spare, because Mom showed no signs of releasing her grip on the one to the side of her head. He helped himself to one last firm handful of Mom’s amazing bust—salivating from how her hard nipple poked out from between his index and middle finger—and moved his hand down to her pussy. It was time to show Mom his go-to move.


His deep strokes resumed while his fingers played with her clit. He couldn’t think of a more proper way to treat his unrivaled mom. She did everything for him. Nineteen years of her waiting on his every wish caused him to take her for granted occasionally, but tonight provided an example of the manner in which he planned to appreciate her from now on. Mom deserved some time off, after all.


Her passionate moans grew louder while she squeezed Logan’s hand as hard as she could. For the first time in recent memory, she was allowed to relax. She didn’t have to ride on top of a mediocre man in order to get herself off. Instead, she had a hunk who was determined to make her cum over and over again, and she seriously questioned why she didn’t fuck him on his eighteenth birthday. This could’ve been her life for over a year!


She shivered and shook as she came all over his girthy manhood.


Logan slipped his hand away from hers and clamped onto her bouncing tit, and Mom quickly grabbed hold of his wrist while kissing him once more. Feeling him inside her wasn’t enough. She needed to touch him. She needed to taste him. She needed to surrender herself to the only man she truly loved.


Mom’s adorable whimpers filled his ears as her tight, warm, wet pussy suffocated his throbbing manhood. It didn’t take much to make Mom cum like she desired. A trio of fingers, a hard dick, and plenty of love were more than enough to get the job done, but achieving his goal in front of Dad served as the ultimate victory.


“Oh my God, he’s so good,” an overwhelmed Kendra panted, looking in Chuck’s direction. “He made me cum so hard.”


He lowered Mom’s leg to rest it along the one that occupied the bed. Her already tight pussy turned into a sliver as he stretched her to his liking. His powerful lower-body allowed him to impale her wet hole, his hand squeezed and jiggled her bouncing tits, and his lips worshiped her delicate neck. He refused to leave any doubt to whom she belonged. Mom was his, and she would never question who owned her for the rest of his life.


Her moans captivated him. Her audible feedback encouraged him to hold out as long as he could, but the urge to cum more than lingered in the back of his mind. She just felt so good. Her snug pussy provided the perfect place for his pulsating cock, and her warm body cemented her status as the only woman in his life. He would never stray from the girl he loved.


“Learning anything?” Kendra asked Chuck, reveling in the way that Logan continued to cover her neck in kisses while never relaxing his pace for a moment.


The forty-five-year-old father finally gave up. He didn’t know what to say, and he certainly knew that he couldn’t compete. Logan could effortlessly do the one thing that he never could: make Kendra cum.


“He knows my body so well,” she moaned, savoring every remaining second with her angel.


“You’re perfect body,” Logan praised her between kisses.


“Baby, can you please do me a favor?” she asked, her soft smile turning to a devilish grin when she tracked Chuck’s eyes moving back to her.


“Anything you want,” Logan said.


She couldn’t wait to say it in front of her useless husband. “Can you please make me cum all over your big cock again?”


He raised her leg like before and found her clit with his fingers. His deep strokes turned to powerful thrusts as he began his mission. Mom needed to cum, and absolutely nothing took priority to her wishes.


She struggled to remain focused on Chuck’s suddenly foggy outline. The familiar signs of an intense orgasm flooded her system with something as simple as Logan’s magical touch. This would be her sex life from now on? Really? Yesterday, she was disgusted by the idea of wearing lingerie for her asshole husband, but now she looked forward to an endless number of orgasms courtesy of her stud son.


Logan moved his mouth to Mom’s ear. “Someone’s gonna cum all over my cock like a good girl, isn’t she?”


She heated up from head-to-toe. Sometimes, she didn’t want to feel like a mom. Sometimes, she wanted to take a trip back to her college days. Her son talked dirty to her like one of his girlfriends, and she easily felt twenty years younger as a result. It was so sexy!


“I wanna be a good girl for you,” she whined, clutching his free hand as he continued to simultaneously stimulate both her clit and pussy.


He fucked his mother with more intensity than ever before until she erupted on his cock for the second time in five minutes. Nothing did it for him like hearing her cries of bliss. The way that her pussy tightened around his cock caused him to shudder, and realizing how close he was to the end filled him with disappointment. Why couldn’t he remain inside her forever? He never wanted to leave!


“Dad, Mom and I had a rather important discussion before I went down on her earlier.”


Kendra was too overcome by post-orgasmic bliss to process Logan’s words, but Chuck heard him loud and clear. He still couldn’t believe what he just saw. Kendra came again! How was that possible!?


“She’s moving in with me.”


Somehow, that may have been the most shocking news of the evening for Chuck. “What?”


“I’m getting an apartment off-campus, and Mom’s staying with me,” Logan disclosed.


“I’m-I’m-I’m live-live-living with my-my baby,” Kendra finally managed to spit out, still shaking from cumming harder than ever before.


“Listen, we can still talk about this,” Chuck said, making one final attempt to save his family. “We can work past this.”


Logan lowered Mom’s leg once again, locked lips with her, and pounded her until he was on the cusp of exploding. Common sense told him to pull out. He was an adult. He knew how things worked. Cumming inside a woman was never a good idea at his age, but Mom wasn’t a normal girl. She wasn’t one of his classmates, hook-ups, or short-term girlfriends either.


No, she was his soulmate.


He slammed his cock deep inside her and forgot about his worries. His mind simply couldn’t compete with what his heart desired, and the insatiable urge to mark his mother overruled all rationale. It was the only thing that made sense at the moment.


Euphoria washed over him. An orgasm unrivaled by anything prior caused his mind to blank, and his limbs grew numb in response. It was the single most blissful experience of his life. School didn’t matter, Dad’s shock didn’t bother him, and he could never see any of his friends ever again for all he cared. He had everything that he wanted now.


He pulled out of her after snapping back to reality, and his heart filled with joy when he watched his warm seed ooze from her tight hole. He pushed back inside her welcoming pussy—using his cum as additional lubricant—to find comfort in his new happy place. Mom was his, and the world made plenty of sense when he nestled safely inside her.
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