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    Chapter 1 – The Cool Guy


  


  Early April. Tuesday. 2:33 PM.


  Jake stared across the kitchen table, fairly smitten with the guy seated just a few feet from him. His school’s cool guy was in his house! In his house! It was so awesome!


  Ryan was a lean six-foot-two with wavy blond hair, blue eyes, and a captivating smile. The popular high school senior could pass for a movie star, and the girls at school certainly agreed. He didn’t play sports, his parents weren’t rich, and he didn’t have any siblings who’d come through school before him, but he possessed a certain essence. The girls wanted to date him and the boys wanted to be him, and Jake absolutely fell into the category of guys who envied the popular eighteen-year-old.


  Jake didn’t exactly look like Ryan. Actually, that was quite the understatement. The five-foot-nine, slightly overweight brown-haired teen wasn’t a lady killer by any means. He’d received a full-ride scholarship to one of America’s most prestigious colleges as the class valedictorian, and was focused on finishing his final months of high school in a similar fashion to the previous four years: with straight A’s. But schoolwork had been the furthest thing from his mind over the last thirty minutes.


  “You hooked up with a girl on your college tour?” Jake asked.


  Ryan nodded while holding his index and middle fingers in the air.


  “Two!?” Jake exclaimed, stunned. “You hooked up with two girls?”


  “At the same time,” Ryan added casually.


  The past half an hour had been eye-opening for Jake. So, this was life for the cool, good-looking guys? Who knew that the popular kids lived in an entirely different world than him?


  Jake wasn’t a nerd, but he definitely wasn’t Mr. Popular either. He had a small group of friends who preferred to spend their Friday nights playing online video games rather than partying it up. Part of him regretted not getting involved in at least some of Ryan’s lifestyle. He hadn’t talked to a single girl during his overnight college tour, but Ryan hooked up with two!?


  The two classmates were partnered in their physics class, and tasked with building a double pendulum. They had one month to complete the project that would count for forty percent of their final grade. Jake was excited at the idea of hanging out with Ryan for a month, while Ryan was relieved that he had the smartest kid in school to work with. It was a guaranteed A+.


  “How in the world did you pull that off?” Jake asked, staring at his classmate in the same manner that a little boy gazes at his father.


  “A few guys asked me if I wanted to join in on their pickup football outside the dorms,” Ryan explained. “I ended up playing, they invited me to their frat party later that night, and shit was fucking crazy. One of the sororities was there, and there were a ton of other chicks too.”


  For his visit, Jake and Noah—who was his roommate for the night—played video games on his computer. It sure as hell wasn’t anything like his classmate’s experience.


  “This super hot brunette barges in while I was talking with a really sexy blonde,” Ryan said. “It turned out that they were sorority sisters; and, well, a few drinks later, and I had them arguing with each other over who gives better head.”


  Jake could only smile. He had them arguing with each other over who gave better blowjobs? How awesome was this guy?


  “I get pulled into some bedroom at this house, and the blonde is hellbent on showing me that she has the better oral skills,” Ryan went on with his recap of his college visit. “I really went over-the-top with my moaning to get the brunette jealous. Like, two minutes later, the brunette drops to her knees and they’re both sucking my cock.”


  “Dude, that’s porn shit!” Jake yelled, all smiles.


  “No kidding, right?” Ryan nodded. “I end up blowing my load in the blonde’s mouth, she shares it with the brunette, and then she tells me ‘sorority sisters share everything’ before swallowing.”


  Jake couldn’t believe what he was listening to. He still couldn’t get over that Ryan was in his house! This was the complete opposite of his usual day-to-day life.


  Jake was an unknown kid when he showed up on the first day of high school in ninth grade. He’d attended a private school through eighth grade, so he didn’t have friends or even any kind of reputation four years ago. He was simply the quiet, somewhat geeky kid who was fairly unknown.


  But that changed in a major way after his mother decided to pick him up a few days into school. She’d waited for him outside of her car in the student parking lot, someone took a video, it quickly circulated around campus; and suddenly, he was “the kid with the hot mom.” He received a decent amount of shit for it—mostly from upperclassmen—but things died down as he got older. Those inappropriate comments were all but nonexistent now that he was a senior.


  “You didn’t go to any parties?” Ryan asked


  “I’m not exactly going to a party school,” Jake told him.


  Ryan didn’t agree with that. “Dude, every college is a party school.”


  “Not mine,” Jake argued. “I didn’t see any partying going on.”


  “I guarantee there were tons of people getting fucked up during your visit,” Ryan said. “Dude, that’s a super smart school. Everyone wants to unwind. I bet that shit is insane on the weekends. People probably party harder there than anywhere.”


  Was his classmate right? Jake had always assumed that smart kids were more reserved than the students at some of the party schools, but maybe it was just him. Perhaps his lack of worldly experience came as a result of his refusal to put himself out there.


  “Do you have a girlfriend?” Ryan inquired.


  Jake shook his head.


  Ryan’s eyes squinted as he peered across the table. “Are you a virgin?”


  Uh-oh. The coolness of hanging out with the popular kid had quickly turned to embarrassment as Jake fully realized just how different they truly were. Discussing virginities wasn’t something any of his friends did because they all knew what they were. That wasn’t the case with a guy like Ryan, however.


  “Um…I uh…yeah…” Jake admitted, his voice full of hesitation and shame.


  “Really?” Ryan asked. “You’ve never had a girlfriend?”


  Jake shook his head again, sheepish as ever.


  “Why?” Ryan questioned.


  “Um…it just never happened…I guess,” Jake told him, unsure of what to say. He didn’t have any idea of how to explain his complete lack of sex life without coming off as a nerd.


  Ryan clearly didn’t buy that excuse. “It just never happened? Have you ever asked a girl out? You must’ve had crushes on a few of them over the years, right?”


  How was Jake supposed to tell this naturally charismatic guy that girls weren’t into him? The popular kids didn’t know what it was like for guys like him. Girls weren’t interested in the valedictorian; they were into the jocks and good-looking guys. He had crushes on plenty of girls over the years, but he never made a move, because deep down he didn’t feel good enough. He didn’t have enough to offer.


  “Well, yeah…I’ve liked a few,” Jake said. “I mean, I’m not gay or anything.”


  “So, ask ‘em out.”


  Jake’s eyebrows shot up after hearing that. “Um…it’s not that easy.”


  The confused look coming from across the table made it very clear that Ryan didn’t follow. “Yeah, it is. You tell a girl that you want to take her out, and she either says yes or no. Actually, it’s extremely easy.”


  “For you…” Jake sighed.


  “Bro, what are you going to college for?” Ryan asked.


  “Hopefully to become a doctor,” said Jake.


  “A fuckin’ doctor!?” Ryan shouted. He knew that Jake was smart, but the revelation of him planning on becoming a doctor caught him by surprise. “You don’t think that chicks want to hook up with a future doctor? Dude, you should be crushing pussy. You’re smart as shit. Okay, let’s go back a few steps. Is there a girl you’re into now?”


  Jake took a deep breath. No one knew about his crush on Kelly Magnoli. The sexy brunette was a slice of Italian heaven, and he’d silently fawned over her for nine straight months in last year’s AP Calculus class. In fact, he’d been somewhat enamored with her since ninth grade. Not only was she beautiful, but she was popular, and girls like her didn’t take notice of guys like him.


  But for some bizarre reason on this Tuesday afternoon at his kitchen table, Jake found himself growing comfortable with opening up to his popular classmate.


  “Kelly Magnoli…” he admitted, his tone one of a nervous teenager.


  “Kelly Magnoli?” Ryan asked with a smile. “Someone’s got good taste. Kelly has quite the fuckin’ ass on her.”


  Jake wouldn’t word it like that, but Ryan certainly wasn’t wrong.


  “You’ve never talked to Kelly, have you?” Ryan questioned.


  “I’ve wanted to,” Jake admitted. “I really have. I mean, I sat next to her in Calculus last year, but I could never get the nerve to say anything.”


  “You miss one hundred percent of the shots you don’t take,” Ryan said after helping himself to a swig from his bottle of water.


  Jake sighed, “I know, but—”


  “What’s the worst she’s going to say?” Ryan interrupted. “No?”


  “Well—”


  “Dude, I get turned down all the time,” Ryan cut in again, this time with a grin. “I flirt with every hot girl I see. Shit, I hit on Kelly non-stop back in ninth grade. We were in the same World History class, and she never gave me anything—not even a smile. She clearly wasn’t into me.”


  That came as quite the surprise. Jake was under the impression that every girl alive would want to date Ryan.


  “Why would you give a shit if some girl told you no?” asked Ryan. “Can some chick really hurt you? She says no, you smile, and move onto the next hottie you’re interested in. Do you want to know the best part about living in 2019? There’s like four billion women in the world. There’s a chick who wants to fuck everywhere you look. Dude, you have to remember that girls are horny as shit.”


  “What?”


  “Women want to fuck just as much as we do,” Ryan expounded on his previous statement. “They’re just held to a different standard than us. They need to be selective because every chick has hundreds of options at all times. Now, the key to success with women is having something to offer.”


  Jake couldn’t possibly be paying closer attention.


  “There are so many bums out there,” Ryan went on. “Dudes who don’t have any talent, charisma, or anything to offer. What do you think women like about me?”


  “Well, you’re really good-looking,” Jake answered. “No homo.”


  “No homo,” Ryan laughed.


  “And I don’t know…” Jake continued. “You have this…like…cool vibe to you.”


  “I go with the flow,” Ryan said, agreeing with Jake. “Women know what the deal is with me. I’m never going to give ‘em more than they give me. I have hobbies and other shit going on. I look at women as a bonus. They come into my world and add to my life. Now, the problem most guys have is they let a woman become their world, so when shit goes south, everything falls apart. You need to make yourself a desirable man. You want to be the one who’s being chased. You want the girl you’re with to feel lucky that she’s getting a piece of your time. So many guys put women on a pedestal, and the girl instantly loses all respect for them after they do that. Every girl wants to be with a winner, and she’s going to look at her man as a loser if he worships the ground she walks on. Dude, you want to be a fuckin’ doctor.”


  Jake wasn’t sure if he followed.


  “A doctor!” Ryan repeated emphatically. “You’re smart as shit. Girls should be fighting over your attention. You need to start thinking like a winner.”


  “But—”


  “Fake it until you make it,” Ryan interrupted. “Here’s what I want you to do. Tomorrow, go up to Kelly and start shooting the shit with her. Now, you don’t have to ask her out right away. Maybe you’d prefer to take it slow and lay the foundation for a future move. That works too.”


  “What am I supposed to say to her?”


  The popular teen’s brow furrowed. “What are you supposed to say to her?”


  Jake’s cheeks turned red with embarrassment. It was all coming out now. Specifically, his complete lack of experience with women.


  “Anything,” Ryan finally answered, picking up on what Jake had asked him. “Women are people. They aren’t magical beings. Tell her that you like her outfit or something. Chicks love hearing that type of stuff.”


  “Well, Kelly is a really good dresser,” Jake noted.


  “Perfect then,” said Ryan. “Or tell her that her hair looks great. It needs to be along the lines of showing her that you’re interested on a physical level. I see this shit all the time where dudes are afraid to move too quickly, so they try to be friends with a girl first. That never works. You don’t need to ask her out right away, but start the conversation with something that shows you’re attracted to her. A compliment about her eyes, or her look, or shit like that. She needs to know that you aren’t just trying to be her friend, because you want to be more than friends, right?”


  The idea of being more than friends was almost overwhelming for the inexperienced eighteen-year-old. An entire summer with Kelly as his girlfriend before he went off to college? How amazing would that be? It was time to stop acting like a little boy. He needed to take a chance on something before he graduated, and asking Kelly out sat at the top of his list.


  “And if she says no…”


  “Then she says no,” Jake finished Ryan’s sentence.


  “My man,” Ryan smiled.


  There was something that had never sat right with Jake though. “Maybe I should start working out or something too?”


  “I mean, you can, but guys think chicks care way more about their physiques than they really do,” Ryan said, shaking his head in disagreement. “Listen, not to sound like an asshole or anything, but you could probably lose some weight. And occasionally hitting the gym is definitely a plus, but that won’t be the difference maker in getting women. It all comes down to confidence. If a woman senses that you have other options, then that makes you more desirable to her. Look at it this way. There are two girls you’re interested in. Girl one has no guys chasing her at all, while girl two has hundreds of men vying for her attention. Who’s the more desirable option to you?”


  “Girl two,” Jake answered.


  “And why’s that?”


  “Because she’s wanted,” Jake explained. “So, she’s probably the better catch, right? I mean, if hundreds of guys are after one girl and none are after the other, then the popular girl is most likely getting all that attention for a reason.”


  Ryan stared across the table, waiting for Jake to get with the program.


  Jake’s eyes lit up as it clicked for him. “Oh shit! It’s no different for women then, right?”


  “You got it, but that shit matters like a million times more to women,” Ryan told him. “They love dating and hooking up with guys who their girlfriends are into. I’m telling you, if you date a girl, all of her friends will be eye-fucking you throughout the entire relationship. Okay, last year I dated Megan Hamper for a while.”


  Jake was well-aware of that relationship. Hell, the entire school was. The popular guy and the popular girl were boyfriend and girlfriend—just like how it always was in the movies.


  “We broke up, and guess who I ended up messing around with over the entire summer?” Ryan asked.


  “Who?”


  Ryan’s ear-to-ear grin couldn’t be bigger. “Her older sister, Katie.”


  “Katie!?” Jake shouted, stunned.


  “Yep, Katie,” Ryan nodded. “She was twenty-one and in college—still hot as ever—and we fucked nonstop for three months when she was home. And do you want to know why? Because women are competitive as shit. She saw something that her little sister had and got jealous, so when she had a chance, she jumped in and tried to one-up her.”


  Jake’s head was on the verge of exploding. Katie Hamper!? Katie was even sexier than Megan! She was a senior back when they were freshman, and was universally considered the hottest girl in school. And Ryan fucked her too!? This guy was unbelievable!


  “I guarantee that you’ll have women all over you if you get a girlfriend,” Ryan went on. “That’s how women work. Having a girlfriend slaps a big patch on your chest that says ‘this guy’s a catch.’ So, what are you going to do tomorrow?”


  “I’m going to talk to Kelly,” Jake answered immediately, full of confidence. “And if it goes well, then I’m going to ask her out.”


  Jake watched Ryan’s hand extend across the table to give him a fist bump. The coolest guy he knew was shooting the shit with him, divulging all of his awesome stories, giving him advice, and fist bumping him? He felt like a king!


  But just like that, he was himself again.


  “Oh, shit…” Jake groaned with a hand on his midsection.


  “What?” Ryan asked.


  Jake’s stomach churned in his seat. “Those tacos I had at lunch aren’t sitting so well.”


  “That’s what you get for eating cafeteria food,” Ryan laughed. “That shit is gross.”


  “I have to use the bathroom,” Jake barely managed to spit out before scurrying upstairs. He would shit his pants if he hung around for another minute.


  Ryan watched his somewhat nerdy classmate vanish from the kitchen before shaking his head. That kid would need a miracle to get a date from Kelly Magnoli. He wouldn’t understand it now, but being rejected would be good for him in the long run. Jake needed to get over the fear of being turned down, and what better way than for Kelly to say no? Hopefully this would help him to stop looking at women as unattainable mythical forces.


  His eyes shifted down to the mess of papers on the table before relief shot throughout his body. Thank God Jake was his partner, because he didn’t understand any of this stuff. How the hell had he ended up in the same physics class as the school’s valedictorian anyway? All he could do was wait as he heard the toilet flush above him for the first of what he expected to be several times.


  Something suddenly caught his attention while he played around on his phone. No way! It was only a quarter to three! But if that was actually the sound of the front door opening, then it could only mean one thing.


  The sound of high heels clicking on the hardwood hallway floor moved in his direction. Women weren’t mythical beings, but perhaps there was an exception to the rule. A certain girl possessed the ability to rattle him a bit.


  Ms. C was somewhat of a legend at their high school. The video that had circulated around campus in ninth grade felt like folklore all these years later. She didn’t have any social media presence, and you better believe that every guy at school checked. He didn’t exactly share the same circle of friends as Jake either, so the only footage he had of her was that three-year-old video an upperclassman had recorded in the parking lot.


  Suddenly, it was 1967, and he was deep in the Northern California woods. Those seductive clicks from a pair of high heels had been replaced by thunderous footsteps. Bigfoot was approaching. Every guy at school who wasn’t close friends with Jake had been dying to see this woman for years, and he was mere moments away from being treated to this legendary sight.


  His attention locked on the hallway entrance as he waited eagerly.


  “How was school, hon—”


  Ryan smiled as she stopped in her tracks, cutting her greeting short. “Hey, Ms. C.”


  “Um…hi,” Amy greeted him back hesitantly. “Who are you?”


  The parking lot video didn’t do her justice. She was stunning. The famous footage had been shot from a distance, and really only showed off the brunette’s impressive figure, but actually seeing her up close was an entirely different story. It was almost enough to make him wish that he was close friends with Jake.


  Sultry red high heels gave way to a pair of creamy legs. A black skirt came down just above her knees, and the angle she’d froze at showed off her voluptuous body to a tee. A perky butt complemented her petite waist and flat stomach, and her outfit finished with a long sleeve gray shirt which tightly hugged her impressive bust.


  But that was just her body. His focus journeyed to her face where he was met by a pair of pouty lips swimming in red lipstick, a knee-weakening set of blue eyes, and long brown hair that ran down past her athletic shoulders.


  Ryan was staring at the sexiest woman he’d ever laid his eyes on.


  “Hello?” Amy tried once again to figure out who was sitting at her kitchen table.


  He snapped to attention with another smile. “I’m Ryan. I’m friends with Jake.”


  “Friends with Jake?” she asked, her eyes peering in confusion.


  He didn’t miss her rather baffled reaction to his answer, and he couldn’t blame her either. He certainly didn’t look like the nerdy kids Jake hung out with at school. He would be willing to bet anything that Jake had never had someone like himself over before.


  “We’re partners in our physics class,” he told her. “We’re working on a project together.”


  That made significantly more sense to Amy than this guy being friends with Jake. Her son was a great kid, but he hung out with his own kind, and that tended to be the more nerdy bunch. The blond hunk sitting at her kitchen table looked like he belonged on the big screen, and that was somewhere Jake would never be.


  “What’s the project?”


  “We have to build a double pendulum,” Ryan answered, his focus locked on those stunning blue eyes that had a stranglehold on his attention. “We have a month to do it.”


  “A month?” she asked, leaning down to observe ten or so scattered papers on the table. “I assume it counts as a big part of your grade then, right?”


  “Forty percent,” he said.


  She looked closer at the clutter of papers, not seeing much work completed. In fact, it didn’t look like anything had been written down. “Have you two done anything yet?”


  “Yeah, we’ve done a little. I mean, we just started” he said, soaking in the view of her flawless body in this new position. “We have a month though, so no hurry, right?”


  She observed the nonchalant look on the handsome teenager’s face. She didn’t like hearing that. She raised Jake to not procrastinate with his schoolwork. There was a certain vibe resonating from this Ryan character. It was a laid back, carefree, go-with-the-flow type of attitude. It was the exact kind of mindset that she worked so hard to keep away from her son.


  “Well, you guys don’t want to wait to the last minute to finish it,” she pointed out.


  Ryan shrugged his shoulders. “We’ll get it done.”


  She really wanted to tell him to hurry up and finish this project as soon as possible, so he could get his lazy attitude away from her son, but she bit her lip. She had different concerns at the moment. Something else had become her number one priority instead.


  Ryan had yet to look away from her.


  Jake’s friends always shied away from maintaining eye contact with her. The simplest of conversations would result in stuttering and nervousness, but not with Ryan. This confident young man’s piercing blue eyes never left her. It was her house, her kitchen, and her breakfast table, but part of her felt like she was in his territory. It was a foreign feeling.


  “Do you always get out of work this early?”


  “I wish,” she told him. “Believe me, this is a rarity.”


  She immediately caught herself. Why was she discussing her work schedule with some eighteen-year-old kid whom she didn’t even know? Why was she so eager to answer his question? She wasn’t acting like herself.


  “Any plans for the afternoon?” he continued his barrage of inquiries. “Maybe spend a little time with your boyfriend or something?”


  “No boyfriend,” she said. “I’m definitely hitting the gym though.”


  Wait, how did that happen again? This kid didn’t need to know her plans for the rest of the day, let alone the fact that she was single. She needed to change the subject. “Where’s Jake, by the way?”


  The toilet promptly flushed as he pointed at the ceiling, almost as if he’d commanded it. “Someone still doesn’t know to avoid taco day…”


  Why was she giggling? His comment wasn’t that funny. Sure, it was clever, but it didn’t deserve the reaction she’d given it. It didn’t take long for everything to make sense. Suddenly, she understood the reason for her behavior.


  Ryan reminded her of the cool guys back when she was in high school.


  Amy was a late bloomer who didn’t receive much male attention until she hit college. The idea of dating or even spending time with a guy like this was an impossibility when she was her son’s age. But she was forty-one years old! Why was she even looking at someone twenty-three years her junior in this manner? Ryan should be acting flustered around her—not the other way around—but the self-assurance pouring from his seat told her that wouldn’t be in the cards today.


  “How’s that possible?”


  Her brow furrowed at the sound of his question. “What?”


  “No boyfriend?” he clarified. “Really, Ms. C?”


  Her mouth abruptly grew dry. Something about this kid annoyed her, yet simultaneously caused her to behave like a smitten teenage girl. Confident guys were never her forte. More often than not, confidence felt like arrogance to her, and nothing turned her off more than a man with an ego.


  “Um…I…I—”


  “What are you doing Friday night?” he cut her off.


  It wasn’t easy, but she barely managed to find a hint of saliva deep in her throat. “What?”


  “Friday night,” he repeated. “Any plans?”


  She stared at the captivating young man, unsure of what to say. Would it be best to remain quiet? At least that way she wouldn’t be able to admit to more personal information. God, why couldn’t Jake come downstairs to save her?


  “Because I have plans,” he said.


  She stared at him blankly.


  “I’m actually going hiking and then out to dinner,” he went on. “There’s this awesome Italian place on Freeman Road. The 29 club. Have you ever eaten there?”


  Amy shook her head.


  “It’s phenomenal,” he told her. “And then I’ll probably swing by that ice cream stand on Barton Street. That place is super underrated. They make the best milkshakes.”


  This was her house. She could keep up with this kid. “Sounds like a fun night. Who’s the lucky lady?”


  “I’m looking at her,” he said, his confident smirk impossible to miss.


  Her cool attitude had lasted all of five seconds. Ryan was talking about her? Did a high schooler just ask her out on a date?


  “I’ll pick you up at six,” he added casually.


  She couldn’t have heard that correctly. “What?”


  “I’ll pick you up at six,” he repeated.


  “For what?” she asked, refusing to believe that some eighteen-year-old kid had just asked her out. “For a date?”


  The slick smile coming from the table answered her question.


  “I don’t think so, sweetheart,” she said, chuckling in disbelief.


  “‘Sweetheart,’” Ryan laughed, his eyes journeying the length of her body. “I like that. Normally, I prefer ‘daddy.’”


  Her jaw dropped.


  “It’s crazy how many girls are into the whole daddy thing,” he said. “But hey, whatever does it for you, right? Personally, it’s grown on me over the years.”


  This was the single most bizarre moment of her life. Who the hell did this kid think he was? And who did he think that he was talking to? She was his classmate’s mom, for God sake!


  “So, six o’clock,” he stated firmly. “Friday night.”


  She finally gathered herself. She needed to put her foot down on this absurdity. “That’s not happening.”


  “I’ll be sure to keep it from Jake,” he told her with a grin. “Just you and me, Ms. C. We’ll have a good time.”


  “I’m not going on a date with you.”


  “Hiking and dinner?” he asked. “What girl could say no to that?”


  “First, I’m not a girl. I’m a woman,” she rebuffed sharply. “Second, there’s no possible way I’m going out on a date with a high school kid.”


  His eyes peered as he seemingly gazed into her soul. “Why are you single?”


  “What?” she asked.


  “You heard me,” he spoke again.


  Amy had enough. She was done holding back. “My personal life is none of your business. You—”


  “I bet you’re a little crazy.”


  She jumped back a step. What in the world had this punk just interrupted her with? “Excuse me?”


  “A beautiful woman like yourself shouldn’t be single,” he explained. “Especially one who has her shit together. Something tells me that maybe you’re a little crazy.”


  She could be more appalled. “How dare you—”


  “Not that I have a problem with that,” he cut in again with that familiar confident grin. “I love girls who are a little crazy. It’s more fun. There’s nothing exciting about a girl whose idea of a wild time is watching Netflix and baking cookies.” He swiftly lowered his voice to a barely audible whisper. “And can I tell you a secret? The crazy ones are always great in bed.”


  She wanted to slap him in the face, demand he leave her home, and kick his ass all at the same time; but at this very moment, she couldn’t even move. Her high heels remained locked in place as she listened to this unimaginable conversation. It was almost too much to comprehend.


  No man had ever spoken to her in this manner. Her definition of “cockiness” had been completely redefined. Arrogance came from gloating about personal achievements, showing off your wealth, and acting entitled to your surroundings. This kid wasn’t just cocky—he was confident at an incomparable level. He was speaking to her this way after knowing her for less than five minutes!


  The toilet flushed above them again, breaking the brief moment of silent tension.


  “School beef tacos,” he chuckled. “Poor guy.”


  The sudden urge to defend herself had overtaken her body. She couldn’t allow this punk to come into her house and treat her this way! It was time to show him who was in charge.


  “I have plenty of options in my dating life!”


  “No argument here,” he nodded in agreement. “I mean, that video didn’t do you justice. You’re quite the stunner.”


  She did her best to hide her smile. She’d always been a sucker for compliments. “What video?”


  “You don’t know about the video?” he asked.


  She shook her head.


  “You’re a legend at our school,” he laughed. “Jake never mentioned it?”


  She was a legend at his school? Why? And even more importantly, how?


  “One of the seniors recorded a video of you in the parking lot back when we were freshmen,” he said, picking up on her confusion. “You’ve remained somewhat of a mystery all these years. You don’t have any social media accounts or anything.”


  “You looked for me on social media?” she asked, surprised.


  “Not me,” he said, his grin growing wider. “Well, I may have back in ninth grade, but I’m pretty sure every guy at our school at least did a search for you. The only thing anyone found was that you work in real estate. Let’s just say that you don’t look like a typical mom.”


  Why were these little comments about her looks resulting in excitement? She could go out on a date with a number of different men tonight if she simply picked up her phone. Hell, her girlfriend told her that she would have thousands of options if she joined a dating website, but there was something about Ryan that she couldn’t shake.


  She was captivated by the way he spoke to her. He wasn’t hiding behind a computer screen or sending her witty text messages. This kid was authentically like this. She’d known guys like this before, but they always unraveled in person. Not Ryan though. He seemed to be the real deal.


  Not that any of it mattered. Ryan was eighteen; and as charming as he may have been, his extreme aura of self-confidence annoyed her. Her biggest concern was the month he would be spending around Jake. The idea of her son picking up even the slightest of Ryan’s personality terrified her. She desired for Jake to remain her innocent little angel, and that wouldn’t happen if he spent too much time around this jerk.


  “I’m going to leave you to work on your project,” she said in an effort to escape.


  She took one step in the direction of the hallway before those enthralling blue eyes caused her to freeze. Ryan hadn’t said a word. He merely gazed in her direction, and it was like she was under his control. This eighteen-year-old high school kid had seemingly cast a spell on her.


  “I have to be honest with you, Ms. C,” Ryan laughed. “I don’t think a lot is going to get done without Jake.”


  How did this keep getting worse? Now Jake was expected to complete the entire project by himself? And he probably would too. Her son had a tendency to allow people to walk all over him, and the opportunity to hang out with a cool kid like Ryan wouldn’t be any different. He would be better off doing this assignment without a partner.


  “Sit,” he told her, pointing at seat next to him.


  For some reason unbeknownst to her, she stepped forward and sat in the chair.


  “You know, Jake’s a cutie, but he’s not as easy on the eyes as his mom,” he joked.


  She smiled gingerly before glancing down at the papers in front of her, pretending to take a closer look at their project. Why hadn’t she gone upstairs instead? Why was she entertaining this kid’s bullshit? But before she could answer any of her own questions, a phone suddenly slid in front of her.


  She looked closer to find an empty contact listing. The phone number was blank, and waiting to be filled in.


  “There’s no way,” she said, staring down at his smartphone in amazement.


  “Well, how am I supposed to know if something happens before Friday?” Ryan asked. “What if one of us has to cancel our date? I need to be in the know.”


  Her attention shifted to his face before taking a good look at the rest of him. This hunk was lean, with wide shoulders, and a sexy frame. He was the exact kind of guy that she would’ve had a major crush on in high school. Except, she wasn’t in high school. She was a single mother in her early-forties.


  “You can go ahead and plan just about anything else for Friday night,” she told him, trying her best to match his wit and sarcastic persona. “Because you don’t have anything scheduled at the moment.”


  “Oh, I beg to differ,” he said, his smile containing a mischievous smirk. “I have a very busy night planned with a beautiful young lady.”


  She couldn’t help but chuckle as she briefly glanced away. This kid was something else. “No, you don’t have any plans.”


  “I’ll pick you up at six,” he said. “Wear some running sneakers and a workout outfit. We’ll go for a hike before we swing back here, so you can hop in the shower and put on a nice dress. Then we’ll go out for dinner, grab some ice cream, and who knows where the night will take us?”


  She looked back at him, making sure to visibly roll her eyes so that he would notice. “Do you have any idea how old I am?”


  “Twenty-five,” he guessed.


  She burst into laughter.


  “Am I wrong?” he asked, still grinning. “I probably guessed too high, didn’t I? Um…I’ll go with twenty-two.”


  “You know, you’re not as charming as you think you are,” she remarked. She couldn’t help but smile slightly. It wasn’t everyday that someone guessed that she was in her early-twenties—even if they were obviously lying.


  “I’m just as charming as I think I am,” he said. “Now, Ms. C, everyone knows how most guys are—especially older guys. You should see what a big night looks like for my dad. It involves him drinking six beers instead of four. We both know that you’d love to go out and have a good time, so how about you drop the act? It’s cute and all, but we’re just wasting time. So, go ahead and put your number in my phone.”


  She couldn’t believe it, but he was pushing her buttons. “Where are your manners?”


  His confident look had yet to alter. “Put it in there.”


  She gazed deeply into his deep blue eyes as the two of them engaged in an unannounced staring contest. Moments later, she blinked first.


  Amy reached down and picked up his phone before beginning to type. She quickly glanced up, expecting to be met by childish excitement, but she wasn’t. Ryan appeared just as calm and confident as he’d been from the moment she walked into the kitchen. His attitude was extremely surprising, and undeniably sexy.


  She finished her task before sliding the phone back to him.


  He looked down at his phone and instantly smiled. The name listed had been entered as “Go Fuck Yourself,” and the number as “911.” It wasn’t everyday that he encountered a woman with this kind of wit.


  “I like you.”


  “Is that right?” she asked with a smirk.


  “I do,” he nodded. “What’s your first name?”


  Amy felt awfully good about herself at the moment. Entering some wiseass information into his phone instead of refusing to play along showed that she could handle herself. That shouldn’t have come as much of a surprise, however. She’d been single for thirteen years since divorcing Jake’s father, so of course she was able to take care of herself. She wouldn’t have survived in this world without the ability to stand up to men.


  “Amy,” she answered.


  His playful, confident demeanor swiftly changed. He suddenly grew serious. “Oh boy…”


  “What?” she asked, tensing up as a result of his newly acquired stern attitude.


  “Amy…Amy…Amy…” he groaned. “That’s not good.”


  “What’s not good?” she asked, confused.


  “Every Amy I’ve ever known has been bad news,” revealed Ryan. “Very bad news.”


  She rolled her eyes.


  “Amy’s are usually crazy and a bit wild,” he told her, his grin slowly returning as he dropped his phony concern. “They’ve been nothing but trouble in my life, but do you want to know something? I’ve loved every single one of ‘em.”


  “Well, I’ve never met a Ryan before,” she said in an effort to display her clever side once again.


  “That means you’re batting a thousand then!” he laughed. “Lucky girl…”


  Had he seriously just called her a “lucky girl?” Even his lingo annoyed her. Why did she allow him to speak to her like one of his eighteen-year-old classmates; and more importantly, why couldn’t she shake her lust every time she glanced in his direction? His condescending vibe was enough to off-set whatever attraction she had to him though.


  “Yeah, I’m a real lucky girl…” she said sarcastically, rolling her eyes again.


  The toilet flushed once more, Ryan’s phone buzzing seconds later. It was a text from Jake letting him know that they should probably call it a day.


  “Well, it looks like your son is ending things early,” he announced.


  That was the best news she’d heard in years. The only unfortunate part of it was the discomfort Jake must’ve been going through. “Well, feel free to see yourself out.”


  He scribbled something down on a piece of paper and pushed it over to her. “Friday night, Amy. I’m looking forward to it.”


  She peered down at the notebook paper to see his phone number written down on it. Did his confidence have a limit? Or did his behavior resemble disrespect at this point? She wasn’t completely sure, to be honest.


  Ryan gathered his belongs before tossing the drawstring bag he used as a backpack over his shoulders. “Have a good workout, gorgeous.”


  Her blood boiled as she watched him make his way down the hallway and eventually let himself out. He’d referred to her as “gorgeous?” Not Ms. C or Amy, but gorgeous. What a disrespectful little shit!


  This jerk seemed lazy academically, unmotivated with the one exception being women, and able to coast through life on a combination of charisma and good looks. Maybe she’d be better off not saying anything to Jake about him though? She remembered what it was like at that age. A parental warning to not hang out with a certain group only pushed a teenager further in that undesirable direction. Her son had his act together. She just needed to trust him.


  She headed over to the trash bin after crumbling the piece of paper with Ryan’s phone number on it. She was smart, talented, and successful at her powerful real estate position. She made more money than the vast majority of men she encountered outside of her job—much more. She should’ve laid into that punk. She should’ve established her dominance. She should’ve showed him who was boss.


  A long exhale quickly relaxed her. A grueling, physical workout would relieve all of her stress and tension. The leg press machine would feel her wrath; and in turn, make everything better.


  God, that kid was a jerk. A good-looking jerk…


  




  

    Chapter 2 – Stacy Capelli’s Big Mouth


  


  The Following Day. Wednesday. 2:29 PM.


  “So, what happened?”


  Jake found himself in a similar situation on this Wednesday afternoon. How awesome was it to be sitting at his kitchen table with Ryan directly across from him for the second day in a row? He felt like one of the cool kids; and just like yesterday, very little schoolwork had been completed.


  “Well, I found Kelly at her locker after school,” Jake told him. “But, um…things didn’t go so smoothly.”


  He’d spoken to Ryan during physics class earlier, and his popular classmate was quick to remind him of his promise to make some kind of move on Kelly Magnoli today. He finally managed to work up the courage to approach the cute brunette at her locker once eighth period let out. He didn’t necessarily have a game plan to begin with, so things went to shit in a hurry after a curveball was thrown into the equation.


  Ryan stared at his physics partner, waiting to be informed on the situation.


  “Okay, so…wait,” Jake said. “Did you see Kelly today?”


  Ryan shook his head.


  “Dude, she had her hair in bangs,” Jake told him, still over-the-moon from that particular detail. “I’ve never seen her wear it like that before.”


  “I love bangs,” Ryan chimed in.


  “So do I!” Jake exclaimed. Maybe he wasn’t that different from Ryan, after all? “I got super excited when I saw her new hairstyle. Not only did it look amazing, but now I had something to compliment her on.”


  Ryan nodded from his seat with a surprised smile. Perhaps Jake wasn’t as hopeless as he thought? Complimenting Kelly on her new hairstyle would be his move as well.


  “I went up to her and she made eye contact with me right away,” Jake got back on track. “But guess who came barging in the second I opened my mouth to say something?”


  “Who?” Ryan asked.


  “Stacy Capelli,” Jake divulged.


  Ryan let out a loud groan after hearing that. Stacy Capelli drove him insane, and not in a good way. The slightly overweight blonde was loud, crass, and fairly annoying, and that was all aided by the fact that she thought very highly of herself. If you asked Stacy who the sexiest woman on the planet was, her answer would be Stacy Capelli.


  “Please don’t tell me that you made your move on Kelly with Stacy standing there.”


  Jake’s eyes dodged Ryan, moving down to the floor. “Yeah, I quickly realized what a mistake that was.”


  “Bro, you’re in Single-A ball right now,” Ryan reminded him. “Opening a chick with another girl standing next to her is pro ball shit. You need to master talking to girls one-on-one before you do something like that.”


  “I wish I would’ve known that earlier…” Jake sighed, still avoiding eye contact.


  “Especially with a girl like Stacy Capelli,” Ryan groaned again. “Listen, girls are instinctively wired to cockblock. Remember what we talked about yesterday? About how competitive and jealous women get when it comes to other girls?”


  Jake nodded.


  “They don’t want anyone hooking up unless it’s them,” Ryan explained to his inexperienced physics partner. “Dudes are the complete opposite. If you see one of your buddies flirting with a girl and you can help him get further with her, you’ll do it, right? That’s how we are. We help each other out. Women cockblock in the name of looking out for their girlfriends; but really, it’s out of jealousy. They want the attention. Now, you can get to the point where opening girls in groups can work in your favor. It’s always tougher, but you can play them against each other to create a flirty vibe. I’m tellin’ ya, even I wouldn’t try to pick up a girl with Stacy standing there. She’s unbearable. She probably kept chiming in with that horrific high pitched voice of hers, didn’t she?”


  Jake could only laugh. Ryan really did know everything about girls, didn’t he? “Yup.”


  “So, let’s hear it,” Ryan said, leading Jake back into his story. “You made eye contact with Kelly and Stacy comes barging in…”


  The class valedictorian quickly took himself back to the moment that had occurred only thirty minutes ago. “I almost bolted but I told myself to stick it out. I was dead set on talking to Kelly today, you know? Like I said I would. Anyway, I straight up told her that I really liked her new hairstyle. I said that bangs are super underrated, and not a lot of girls can pull them off, but she does.”


  Ryan liked what he heard. “Alright, not bad. You didn’t go overboard, but you showed that you’re interested in her on a physical level. But I’m sure fuckin’ Stacy didn’t shut her big mouth and let you talk. She probably had to throw in her two cents, right?”


  Jake laughed again. Had Ryan witnessed this entire ordeal? “That’s exactly what she did! She goes, ‘Well, what about my hair?’”


  Ryan’s open palm crashed down on the wooden table. “Dude, please tell me you busted her balls!”


  Jake didn’t laugh this time. He was far too confused to do that. “What?”


  “Oh my God, what a perfect setup!” Ryan shouted. “You don’t want to get mean, but giving Stacy some shit about her hair would’ve been perfect! That way Kelly would see that you have a sense of humor, she’d understand that you’re interested in her and not Stacy, and it would create a fun vibe. Please tell me you did that!”


  Where the hell was this information a half an hour ago? Jake didn’t do any of that. “I told Stacy that her hair looks nice too.”


  Ryan’s head dramatically snapped back as he let out an exasperated sigh. “Dude…”


  “I was trying to be nice.”


  “But you don’t care about Stacy!” Ryan reminded him, turning his attention back to Jake. “So, it doesn’t matter what she thinks!”


  “Shit!” Jake yelled, never wanting an opportunity to go back and redo something more in his life. “I ruined my chance.”


  “What happened next?” Ryan asked.


  “Um…Stacy started talking to Kelly so I left,” Jake said.


  “Just like that?” Ryan questioned. “You didn’t say anything?”


  “Well, I told Kelly to have a nice day, and she smiled at me.”


  Ryan did his best to process what he’d just heard. Jake apparently had the social skills of an eight-year-old. “At least you said goodbye without just awkwardly leaving. Okay, you can save this.”


  Jake sat up straight in his seat, beyond excited. “I can!?”


  “Here’s what I would do,” Ryan said as he put himself in Jake’s position. “Meet her at her locker again after school tomorrow. Make sure it’s just you two! Fuckin’ scope the area out for a few minutes first. If it looks like she’s waiting for someone, then bail. You need to be one-on-one.”


  Jake intently took notes in his head.


  “Go up to her again and ask her how her day is going,” Ryan said. “You already complimented her look. It’ll come off as weird if you keep approaching her with compliments about her hair, or her outfit, or whatever. Women love to talk about themselves. Ask her if she has any plans for the upcoming weekend, what colleges she’s checking out, and shit like that. Just general small talk that gives you a look into her life.”


  This time, Jake found a piece of paper to jot down his classmate’s advice.


  “Dude, you don’t have to write this down,” Ryan said.


  “No, I need to,” Jake disputed. “Okay, so what next?”


  Ryan couldn’t help but laugh to himself. This kid really was clueless, wasn’t he? “Here’s the exact thing I would do. If she’s responding to your questions and opening up to you a bit, look her dead in the eyes and say, ‘We need to talk about Stacy Capelli’s hair.’”


  “I should bring that back up?” Jake asked. “It was kind of embarrassing though.”


  “No shit,” Ryan agreed. “You’re going to acknowledge what you said and spin it. Now, if Kelly has any interest in you whatsoever, then she’ll vividly remember your encounter. I would put my hand on her arm, lower my voice, and say, ‘Can you keep a secret?’”


  Jake immediately scribbled that down.


  “Women love that shit: little games, and secrets, and stuff like that,” Ryan told him. “It’s the exact reason I always give girls nicknames. It allows them to jump into your world. I dated this girl I met on summer vacation a few years ago who was a total health nut. I mean, she literally never ate any junk food at all. So, I started calling her ‘Cheetos.’”


  “Cheetos?” Jake laughed.


  “Yep, and she hated that nickname at first, but it took all of two days for her to not hesitate at being called it,” Ryan continued with his advice. “And do you want to know why? Because women love that kind of stuff. To everyone else, she was Rachel. Not with me though. With me, she was ‘Cheetos.’ And Cheetos could be anything she wanted with me. She could be bad, she could be vulgar, she could be anything; because she came into my world with a brand new name, and an entirely new persona. But don’t go giving Kelly a nickname just yet. That’s something you reserve for when you start dating a girl.”


  Jake nodded, jotting that down as well.


  “Where was I…?” Ryan asked himself before he briskly remembered what was next on his mind. “Oh yeah, the secret. Okay, first off, putting your hand on her arm is something that’s referred to as ‘kino.’ A simple, quick touch can help establish your intentions. And I’m not talking about grabbing her ass or anything like that. Just a soft touch of her arm or shoulder for a few seconds. Shy guys don’t do shit like that. Take-charge guys do; and even if you aren’t naturally like that, there’s nothing wrong with faking it until it becomes second nature to you.”


  Jake couldn’t believe how lost he felt. None of this stuff was natural for him.


  “Telling her that you have a secret helps bring her into your world,” Ryan said. “It’s something for only the two of you to share. I would say, ‘My grandma has the same exact haircut as Stacy.’”


  Jake chuckled again, his left hand busy taking notes.


  “And that you didn’t want to embarrass her yesterday,” Ryan continued. “And I would tell her that your aunt has bangs, and you always had a bit of a thing for her.”


  “I should tell her that I always had a thing for my aunt?” Jake asked, needing to double-check on that.


  “Yeah, it’s a joke,” Ryan said. “You’re telling her that you like her hair again without actually saying it. See where shit goes from there. If she’s open to your small talk and laughs at your jokes, then she’s interested on some kind of level. Try to gage her. If she seems into you, then tell her that you want to grab a coffee. If her interest isn’t that strong, then skip the date invite and tell her to have a nice day. Swing by the next day and get a little flirty with her again. Make your move when you feel her starting to warm up. And if she says no…”


  “Then she says no,” Jake finished Ryan’s sentence. “It’s not the end of the world.”


  “You got it,” Ryan nodded. “There are millions of single women out there looking for a boyfriend. Just move on to the next one.”


  “Okay, I’m definitely trying this out tomorrow. I—” Jake cut himself short as Ryan’s phone buzzed, causing his popular classmate to look down at the screen.


  “You’re what?” Ryan asked, his fingers busy texting.


  “I’m going to ask her out tomorrow if she seems open to it,” Jake finished, mildly distracted by the fact that Ryan’s attention was locked on his phone instead of him. Another buzz caused Ryan’s head to perk up.


  “Dude…”


  “What?” Jake inquired.


  “Mike and Scott are heading to the beach with Samantha, Tiffany, Beth, Mia, and…Kelly,” Ryan said, emphasizing the last girl in the group.


  Well, it looked like the cool kids were doing what cool kids did: hanging out together. And Jake was sure that Ryan had just been invited to join them, which would signal an end to another unproductive day. Maybe it was best to work on their project alone? Ryan could occasionally chip in when he wasn’t busy living the good life.


  “Do you want to come?”


  Jake must’ve misheard that. “What?”


  “Do you want to come?” Ryan repeated. “Kelly’s going to be there.”


  “Um…” Jake stalled for time. “I…”


  “No one’s going to step on Kelly,” Ryan said, picking up on Jake’s flustered demeanor. “Believe me, Mike and Scott will realize what’s happening. They won’t make a move on her if you’re trying to run game.”


  This was something out of both Jake’s dreams and nightmares at the same time. The opportunity to spend an afternoon at the beach with eight of the most popular kids in school wasn’t something that presented itself very often. Who was he kidding? It had never presented itself. But as amazing as it sounded, his growing anxiety showed just how horrified he was by the thought of being that far out of his element. He felt more comfortable alone in his room on his computer.


  “You said that I should wait to get Kelly one-on-one, right?” Jake asked, partially to reconfirm Ryan’s advice, but mostly as a way to decline his invitation without coming off as rude.


  Ryan quickly rebuffed that point with a shake of his head. “This is different. Coming along shows that you’re fun and exciting, which is something girls love. And no one’s saying that you can’t get some alone time with her today. People are going to be in the water, and playing KanJam, and stuff. It’s not like we’re going to be sitting around a fire the entire time. Dude, I’m tellin’ ya, this would be good for you.”


  What if Ryan was right? Could this be a way to improve his status? Pulling up to the beach in the same car as Ryan sure the hell couldn’t hurt his image, after all. What if this was a sign from above? He’d gotten paired up with the most popular guy in school on a project that allowed them to spend time together, he received advice and a confidence boost to talk to his dream girl for the first time, and now he had the opportunity to hang out with her outside of school. This was too perfect to pass up.


  “I’m in,” said Jake.


  “Alright, you’re driving,” Ryan told him while closing his notebook.


  Jake jumped out of his seat and retrieved his car keys from the kitchen counter. How awesome was this? He just had to play it cool. He couldn’t be awkward and make things uncomfortable. He needed to show Kelly that he was fun to be around; and if everything went according to plan, then he might be calling her his girlfriend pretty soon.


  




  

    Chapter 3 – Trouble


  


  The two made their way down the driveway before hopping into Jake’s car. Moments later, they were headed to the beach to meet up with seven of their classmates.


  “Let shit come naturally,” Ryan coached Jake, placing his drawstring backpack in his lap, and digging inside it from his spot in the passenger seat. “You don’t want to come off as overeager with Kelly.”


  That was Jake’s plan, but it was nice to hear that Ryan agreed. Maybe he wouldn’t even talk to Kelly one-on-one today? Come to think of it, this would be the perfect conversation opener for when he ran into her at her locker tomorrow. They could talk about how much fun they had at the beach. And who knows? Maybe they would end up talking today as well? That would just be the cherry on top of the sundae! How could things possibly get better than this?


  “Yeah, I’m—” Jake stopped himself after looking over at Ryan. He did a quick check of the road before turning to his classmate once again, making sure that he wasn’t hallucinating. “What are you doing?”


  Ryan was busy packing weed into a green pipe. “Huh?”


  “Is that weed?” Jake asked.


  “You bet,” Ryan said with a laugh. “We’re going to have a good time today.”


  Mass anxiety briskly set in for Jake. He was driving around with a guy who had weed on him! “Dude, you can’t do that!”


  “Relax…” said Ryan, not understanding his concern. “Chill out, bro.”


  “What if we get pulled over!?” Jake continued to panic. “We could get arrested!”


  “It’s a little bit of weed,” Ryan told him in an effort to calm his worries. “Just relax.”


  Ryan dug into his bag, re-emerging with a lighter which promptly lit the weed. He raised it to his mouth and took a deep inhale before allowing the smoke to pour from his now parted lips.


  Jake’s attention remained focused straight-ahead, trying his best to ignore what was happening just a few feet to his right. What had he gotten himself into? Unfortunately, a pipe moved in front of him before he could further ponder his horrific situation. He peeked down to see Ryan reaching it in his direction.


  “No thanks.”


  “Come on, man,” Ryan urged him to partake. “Just take a hit. It’ll chill you out.”


  Well, on second thought, that was a rather enticing proposal. His nerves continued to grow with every mile they traveled closer to his dream girl, and the last thing he wanted was to come off as a nerd. He would be hanging out with his school’s cool kids in twenty minutes; and if they all smoked weed, then he would only appear that much more out of place by declining to join in.


  He took the pipe from Ryan’s hand after they came to a halt at a stoplight. “How do I do this?”


  “You’ve never smoked before?” Ryan asked.


  Jake shook his head.


  “Okay, put the pipe in your mouth, and make sure your thumb is over the carb. That’s the little hole on the side,” Ryan instructed. “Start inhaling, but leave your thumb over that until I say to move it. When I tell you to move your thumb, move it, and finish taking the smoke that’s coming out of the pipe. Got it?”


  Jake nodded nervously, his hand shaking slightly.


  Ryan reached over and lit the pipe with a big grin. He remembered when he had virgin lungs. There were few things funnier than someone’s first time. “Okay, move your thumb.”


  Jake followed his directions, continuing to inhale the smoke that rushed out of the pipe and poured into his lungs. He held it for a brief moment before exhaling. His overwhelming coughing fit that followed caused Ryan to burst into laughter.


  “Jesus Christ…” was all Jake managed to get out as his wheezing grew more intense.


  “You’ll get used to it,” Ryan told him with a smile. “Trust me, it gets better.”


  Fifteen Minutes Later.


  They had left the suburbs and were out in the country by the time they finished the last of the bowl. Ryan was right about Jake feeling more relaxed. What happened to all of his anxiety? It’d melted away over the past fifteen minutes; and not only that, but he’d opened up to the idea of making a move on Kelly today. Why not? He’d never felt more confident than he did at this very moment.


  “Oh my God!”


  Ryan looked over at Jake, confused. “What?”


  Jake’s eyes refused to leave the rearview mirror. His carefree attitude rapidly dissipated, dread replacing his previously relaxed mindset. This couldn’t actually be happening.


  A particular sound abruptly grabbed Ryan’s attention. It didn’t take long for him to experience the same panic as Jake either. In fact, a simple glance behind them was all it took. “Oh shit…”


  A police car trailed them with both its sirens and lights on.


  “Don’t pull over yet!” Ryan shouted.


  “What?” Jake asked, already beginning to decelerate. “I have to.”


  “No, just wait!” Ryan said while taking another look behind them. “When I say ‘now,’ put on your four-ways and start to slow down.”


  Jake was far too terrified to further break the law. He was so screwed already! “Why?”


  “Just do it!” Ryan told him firmly. “Okay, ready? Now!”


  Jake put on his four-way flashing lights and watched Ryan throw something out the window in the process. “What was that?”


  “My pipe,” Ryan answered. “Hopefully the lights distracted him. “Listen, I have two ounces of weed in my bag.”


  He finally brought the car to a stop on the shoulder of the road. “Is that a lot?”


  “Anything over twenty-five grams is a misdemeanor,” Ryan revealed, kicking himself for not throwing his weed out the window as well. He’d taken a big enough chance by ditching the pipe already though. He couldn’t push his luck.


  “That’s way more than twenty-five grams!” Jake shouted. “What the fuck!?”


  “You need to relax, dude,” Ryan said while double-checking the front seats for any remnants of what they’d just smoke. “We’re going to play it cool. Don’t give this cop permission to search your car or anything. Chances are he won’t think we smoked anyway, so don’t give him any reason to think otherwise.”


  Visions of losing his scholarship, being unable to find a backup school, and spending the rest of his life working in the fast-food industry flooded Jake’s mind. He was driving around with a guy who had over twice the legal limit of marijuana in his backpack, and they were both stoned on top of it! He would be in a world of shit in about thirty seconds.


  He watched Ryan toss his bag onto the backseat, covering it with a towel before once again reassuring him that everything would be fine.


  A wave of nervous energy filled the car while they waited in silence. Actually, the majority of the worry may have been coming from Jake’s side of the car. Why wasn’t Ryan just as panicked as he was? He was the one with weed on him!


  After what felt like an eternity, the officer emerged from his car and headed for their vehicle.


  “License and registration.”


  Jake retrieved his license from his wallet timidly, wasting little time in reaching for the glove box for his registration. He handed his information to the officer and waited.


  “Do you know why I pulled you over?” the officer asked while looking at his license.


  “No, I don’t, Officer,” Jake answered.


  “You were going sixty-five, son,” he said. “The speed limit is fifty.”


  “Oh, I apologize for that,” Jake told him, trying his best to diffuse the situation. “I didn’t realize I was speeding.”


  Officer Smith opened his mouth to say something before freezing abruptly. Something had caught his attention. Or rather, a certain odor.


  “What have you two been up to?”


  “Excuse me, Officer?” Jake asked, pretending to play dumb.


  “The car smells like marijuana,” he told the high schoolers bluntly. “Have you two been smoking weed?”


  They both shook their heads.


  The officer’s call for backup resulted in Jake’s stomach churning. There wasn’t any getting out of this, was there? He certainly seemed screwed no matter what.


  “Out of the car,” Officer Smith ordered. “Both of you.”


  They both received a pat-down courtesy of the cop after exiting the vehicle. After which, they were instruction to sit on the grass and wait. A second cop car arrived on the scene five minutes later, resulting in Officer Smith leaving them briefly to have a quick talk with his backup.


  “We’re so screwed,” Jake groaned, unable to see his life not falling apart because of his careless decision.


  “No, we aren’t,” Ryan countered. “We’re fine. Just relax. They don’t have anything on us.”


  Jake couldn’t be more baffled. What was Ryan thinking? “They don’t have anything on us? My car reeks like weed. That’s plenty of probable cause to search it.”


  “They aren’t going to search it,” Ryan said. “Stop freaking out. They’re going to think that you’re hiding something if you look worried.”


  The cops approached them, Officer Smith taking the lead once again. “I’m going to search the vehicle.”


  “Why?” Ryan asked.


  “It smells like marijuana. Not to mention that both of you have bloodshot eyes—especially his,” Officer Smith noted while pointing at Jake. “If I don’t find anything, then you two will be on your way before you know it. Just sit tight.”


  The newly arrived cop kept a close eye on them while Officer Smith began rifling through the vehicle’s contents. Ryan and Jake both knew what was coming. It wasn’t like Ryan’s stash was hidden. It merely sat in his bag, underneath a towel in plain sight. They were screwed.


  It took all of two minutes for Officer Smith to stand in front of them with a clear plastic bag in his hand, full of marijuana. “This is a lot of weed.”


  “You could say that again,” the second officer added.


  “Do you boys know what kind of penalty comes along with this amount of weed?” Officer Smith asked. “It’s a misdemeanor involving up to one year in prison, and a thousand dollar fine.”


  Jake audibly gulped.


  “So, as you can guess, you two are in quite a predicament,” the officer continued. “I’m only going to ask this one more time. What were you guys smoking with?”


  “We weren’t smoking,” Ryan said calmly.


  “I’ll tear this car apart if that’s what you two want,” Officer Smith told them, obviously not in the mood to play games. “I didn’t see a joint or a bong in there, but both of you are clearly stoned. Would you guys prefer if I call for some help to search up and down the side of the road? Maybe one of you threw something out the window without me noticing?”


  Ryan’s cool act encountered a momentary hiccup. It didn’t happen often, but he felt a very real sense of alarm. What if he wasn’t able to wiggle his way out of trouble like he always did?


  “Ryan Resinski, huh?” the second officer asked after digging around in Ryan’s backpack to find his wallet. “You don’t have a family member on the force, do you?”


  “Yeah, my Uncle Mike…” Ryan admitted reluctantly.


  “Mike?” the two cops laughed. “Really?”


  Ryan nodded.


  “Give me a minute,” Officer Smith said before heading back to his patrol car. He returned moments later with a big grin on his face. “Your uncle is on his way.”


  “Shit…” Ryan groaned.


  Jake was well past the point of panicking. What the hell did Ryan’s desolate reaction mean? Now Ryan’s uncle was coming? Was that a good or bad thing? It didn’t seem good based on his classmate’s reaction. And what would happen to him? It wasn’t his weed! He didn’t even know that Ryan had it when they got into the car!


  A third squad car soon arrived on the scene, and Ryan’s exasperated sigh said it all. The last thing he wanted to see was his uncle making his way over.


  “You’ve gotta be kidding me,” Mike groaned.


  “Hey, Uncle Mike…” Ryan muttered under his breath.


  Mike observed the bag of marijuana before looking back at his nephew. “Is this yours?”


  “No,” Ryan told him.


  “Don’t lie to me,” he scolded his sister’s son. “Do you want your mother to find out about this?”


  Remember the part about the last thing Ryan wanting to see was his uncle showing up? Well, scratch that. He would rather spend life in prison than have his mom find out about this. His world would turn into a living hell if she did.


  “Fine, it’s mine,” he admitted. While he didn’t want to confess to it being his weed, lying to Uncle Mike would only result in further trouble, and he definitely didn’t want Mom to hear anything about this. “I don’t sell it or anything! I bought it this morning and was planning on taking it home after school, but I went to Jake’s house to work on a project. And then we decided to go to the beach. I never had a chance to drop it off.”


  “Were you two smoking?” Mike asked.


  He stared into his uncle’s authoritative eyes. He couldn’t lie his way out of this predicament. “Yeah…”


  Jake couldn’t be screaming any louder on the inside. Ryan was admitting everything! So much for keeping it cool! His classmate had folded like a cheap suit after his uncle showed up. Great! Now the cops knew exactly what they’d done.


  “With what?” Uncle Mike asked.


  “A pipe that I threw out of the car when we got pulled over,” Ryan told him, staring down at the ground.


  Officer Smith appeared to be rather satisfied with himself. “I knew it.”


  “Give me a minute,” Uncle Mike told them before motioning his fellow cops over to talk in private.


  “I can’t believe you told them all that!” Jake whispered aggressively.


  “You don’t know my mom,” said Ryan, not regretting his decision for a second. “I’d rather spend twenty years in jail than deal with her finding out about this.”


  “I’m fucked! I’m so fucked!” Jake panicked. “I’m going to lose my scholarship!”


  Ryan didn’t agree with that. “It’s my weed. I already admitted that. They aren’t going to do anything to you.”


  “I’m high!” Jake argued. “And I was driving. It’s my car! I’m screwed!”


  “My uncle always liked me,” Ryan said, still holding out hope that everything would be okay. “Let’s see what happens.”


  A few minutes passed before Uncle Mike returned. Instead of joining them, the other two cops had walked over to their respective cars. “Let’s go,” Mike said.


  The two teens stood up, shuffling dejectedly in the direction of Uncle Mike’s police car.


  “No, you two are driving home,” Mike informed them. “Where’s your car, Ryan? At Jake’s house?”


  Ryan nodded, not fully understanding the change in plans.


  “And where do you live?” Mike asked, his attention now on Jake.


  “Right by the high school,” Jake answered, confused as well. “Meadow Lane.”


  “I know where that is,” Mike said, placing his dark sunglasses over his brown eyes. “Drive extremely carefully, and I’ll be following you. And, Ryan, I’ll follow you home once you get your car. No speeding!”


  It finally clicked for Jake. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. “We’re not in trouble?”


  “I don’t know yet,” Officer Mike told him. “I might be able to cash in a few favors. I have to see.”


  Relief flooded Ryan’s body as well. “Thanks so much, Uncle Mike.”


  “You’re still a fuckin’ idiot,” he scolded his nephew. “Driving around with two ounces of weed? Seriously? What the fuck is wrong with you?”


  Ryan didn’t enjoy being chided by his uncle, but it sure as hell beat being screamed at by his mother.


  “Let’s go,” he announced to the boys.


  The pair of classmates hopped into Jake’s car—relieved—but still anxious about what potentially awaited them. They definitely weren’t out of the woods yet. The only thing they could do was hope for the best.


  




  

    Chapter 4 – The Proposal


  


  The Next Day. Thursday. 6:54 PM.


  Amy was still fuming. Two days ago, she’d allowed some punk kid to completely disrespect her—in her own house no less! She should’ve thrown something at him. Why didn’t she present herself as the strong, independent woman that she was, rather than some timid little girl? And she’d intentionally stayed late at work the past few days to avoid potentially running into Ryan again. What was wrong with her? Why had she rearranged her life because of this jerk!


  Things would change starting now. There was little doubt that she would give Ryan the business the next time she encountered him. That was just the start, however. She had some plans on explaining to Jake why it would be best to keep his number of interactions with his problematic classmate to a minimum. Her number one priority didn’t concern Jake or even her schedule though. It involved her regaining her status as a fierce, self-reliant, take-no-shit kind of woman.


  The forty-one-year-old brunette had always viewed herself as a bit of an “alpha female.” She wasn’t one to ever rely on a man. In fact, she enjoyed the single life. Things operated significantly more smoothly than back when she was married.


  And why would she have needed a man? She was fit, vibrant, and successful. The number of eyes she would catch watching her while she worked out at the gym only proved that. There was just something about Ryan that she couldn’t shake.


  As much as he annoyed her, she couldn’t help but be consumed by certain nostalgic feelings when she sat at her kitchen table with him on Tuesday afternoon. She’d never received attention from high value guys until she reached her early-twenties; and while a small part of her craved his lust, a bigger part demanded his respect. She’d been treated like some eighteen-year-old ditz on Tuesday instead of a responsible single mother, and her blood had yet to stop boiling because of it.


  All of the high school seniors were required to complete twenty hours of community service in order to graduate, so Jake was currently at a nursing home, finishing the last of his mandated time. The sound of the doorbell ringing snapped her out of her fog. The fact that she’d allowed this punk to bother her for the past few days was so unlike herself. It was time to get her life back on track.


  She headed out of the kitchen and to the front door where she answered the ringing bell.


  “Hey, Amy.”


  And just like that, she was seething again; only this time, at a previously unimaginable level. It was him again! Ryan nonchalantly stood on her front step dressed in a pair of black athletic shorts and a red t-shirt, with that enraging shit-eating grin on his face.


  “What are you doing here?” she asked through gritted teeth.


  “I came over to say hi,” he answered.


  Her eyes peered fiercely. Her hands balled into fists. She was the furthest thing from relaxed at the moment. “Jake isn’t home.”


  “I know,” he nodded, casual as ever.


  She’d never felt this way before. Her left eye involuntarily twitched while her legs shook. How dare this kid come over while Jake wasn’t home! And he swung by to “say hi?” She wasn’t his girlfriend! She couldn’t even stand being around him!


  “Aren’t you going to invite me in?”


  Amy didn’t budge. She had no intention of entertaining his flirtatious behavior. “I wasn’t planning on it.”


  “Amy…Amy…Amy…” he said with a snicker. “But we hit it off so well the other day.”


  Could she telepathically move him half a foot forward? She was only asking for six inches. That was all the space she needed to slam the door right in his face. Knocking some sense into this overconfident wiseass could do him some good; and hey, what was wrong with her doing the honors?


  “Do you need something?” she asked in the world’s most uninviting tone.


  “I have to talk to you,” he said.


  She stared at him, waiting and clearly annoyed.


  “We should probably sit down,” he said. “Where are your manners?”


  The smirk on his face would look good with her fist crashing into it. She reluctantly stepped aside and allowed him to enter her house. The front door closed and she followed him into the kitchen where he took a seat at the table. In the exact same fashion as on Tuesday, she sat next to him.


  He extended his index finger in her direction. “I’m loving this outfit.”


  She had yet to change out of her work clothes after arriving home twenty minutes ago. Her sleeveless v-neck pencil dress didn’t dip low enough to show any cleavage, and the wine red material ended a few inches above her knees, showing off her toned legs. It was the perfect mix of class, style, and power.


  To be completely honest, it was her favorite dress. It showed off her fit arms and perky backside that she worked so hard at the gym to maintain, all without crossing the line of office-appropriate attire. She never felt more confident than while wearing this very outfit.


  Was there a problem with taking pride in showing off her youthful figure? She didn’t just bust her butt at the gym for herself. She enjoyed the male attention that came her way as a result of her hard work. This, however, was a much different story. A compliment from Ryan didn’t mean a thing. Every time he opened his mouth, all she desired was to forcibly shut it.


  “You must be killing ‘em at work,” he said.


  She let out an exaggerated exhale, doing her best to show how annoyed his presence had made her. “What do you need to talk to me about?”


  Ryan wasn’t as quick to move on from what his eyes couldn’t get enough of. “We can’t discuss this dress a little more?”


  Amy glared at him.


  “How about you stand up and give me a little spin?” he asked, doing little to hide his arrogant grin.


  “You have five seconds to tell me why you’re here,” she told him, not in the mood for his pompous act. “If you don’t, then I’m going to drag you out of my house by your hair.”


  “That dark eyeliner really makes your eyes pop,” he said, feeding off the frustration coming from the end of the table. “And that red lipstick? How does anything get done at your office?”


  She took a deep breath in an attempt to relax herself. It didn’t help. “What do you want?”


  “When was the last time you talked to Jake?” he asked.


  Her brow furrowed at the sound of that rather strange question. Maybe it wasn’t all that peculiar when she thought about it, however. Last night had been a bit unusual.


  Her relationship with Jake was everything she could ever ask for; and at times, she felt like more of a friend than a mom. She wouldn’t change what she had with her perfect angel for anything in the world.


  So, when she called him down for dinner last night, she couldn’t help but be caught off-guard when he responded by saying that he wasn’t hungry. He didn’t make an appearance at the breakfast table this morning either. He simply left the house without saying goodbye. That had never happened once in their eighteen year relationship, and it was all the more strange now that Ryan had brought it up.


  “I last saw him at breakfast yesterday,” she answered.


  “I figured that would be the answer,” he said, his line of sight yet to leave her. “Jake and I got pulled over yesterday while he was driving.”


  Why in the world wouldn’t Jake tell her about this? “For speeding?”


  “Kind of,” he said, his blue eyes peering slightly.


  She didn’t like the sound of that. “Kind of? What does that mean?”


  “Well, Jake was going fifteen over the speed limit, and we both might’ve been a little high.”


  “High? High on what?” she asked. It suddenly came to her in an intense moment of terror. “No…”


  “Yeah…” Ryan smiled.


  “Not weed!?” she panicked. “Jake wouldn’t do something like that!”


  “Are you sure about that?” he laughed. “Because the Jake I saw was high as a fuckin’ kite. He actually handled it a lot better than I expected though. I wouldn’t have been able to drive after my first time.”


  “Jake smoked weed?” she asked again in complete disbelief.


  “Yeah, and like I said, it was his first time,” Ryan nodded once more. “I’ll be honest with you, Amy. I pressured him to do it.”


  Her body swiftly filled with rage. She’d been right about this punk all along! “I don’t want you around my son!”


  “I haven’t even told you about our experience with Officer Smith,” he said casually.


  She’d been so caught up in the revelation of Jake using drugs, that she’d completely forgotten about Ryan’s comment that they’d been stopped by the police. “Oh my God! You got pulled over while high on drugs!?”


  “This is our dilemma,” Ryan said, finally revealing the real reason for his visit. “I had two ounces of weed in my bag, and apparently the entire car smelled. They searched Jake’s car, found my bag, and we were busted.”


  “Is two ounces a lot?” she asked, her breaths growing more labored with each passing second.


  He couldn’t help but laugh after hearing that. Like mother, like son. “Anything over twenty-five grams is a misdemeanor.”


  Amy was at a loss for words. “Oh…my…God…”


  “Now, I have some good news,” he continued. “The officer who pulled us over called my Uncle Mike—who’s a cop—and he showed up.”


  For the first time today, she had a reason to smile. “Please tell me that he got you guys out of trouble.”


  “Not exactly,” he disclosed, shaking his head methodically.


  Her smile quickly vanished. “Not exactly?”


  “You see, my uncle presented me with two options today,” Ryan said. “Option one, I can take a misdemeanor and pay a small fine, while Jake gets off with nothing.”


  “You need to do that!” she shouted, her open palm crashing down onto the kitchen table.


  “But you haven’t heard option two yet.”


  She didn’t need to hear option two. “You have to accept responsibility for your actions! It was your weed!”


  “But Jake was driving,” he reminded her.


  “It was your weed!” she said, raising her voice once again. “It was your fault!”


  “You must’ve forgot the part where Jake was high as shit,” he said with a chuckle.


  His casualness drove her crazy. Why was she more passionate about their situation than him? “No, you’re taking option one!”


  “Let me explain option two; because, Amy, I’m leaning toward it,” he went on, ignoring her protests. “Now, option two involves me getting a lawyer and going to court. My uncle explained that there would be two possible outcomes. Either we both get off, or we both end up with misdemeanors.”


  It would be quite an understatement to call Amy terrified. She was on the verge of losing her mind. “No, Jake can’t have that! He could lose his scholarship! He could lose his chance to get into college!”


  “But we could both get off with nothing.”


  “Or you could both get misdemeanors!” she argued. “We can’t risk that! Jake has too much to lose!”


  “What about me?” Ryan asked. “I have a lot to lose too.”


  Her eyebrows shot up in a condescending manner. “No, you don’t.”


  “Excuse me?” he questioned.


  “Jake has a bright future ahead of him,” she explained. “He’s special. You’re not.”


  He almost fell out of his seat after hearing that. “Oh, is that right?”


  “Yeah, that’s right,” she hissed. “My son will do extraordinary things in this world. I’m very familiar with guys like you. You’ll peak in high school, and then spend the rest of your life trying to chase what you had when you were eighteen. It’s pathetic.”


  He stared at her, somewhat stunned by the brutality of her statement. “I was wrong. You aren’t crazy. Do you want to know what it is about you? You’re a bit of a bitch.”


  “I’m a realist,” she snapped back. “We both know it’s true.”


  “I’m all scheduled to go to college in the fall,” he said. “Am I going to a school like Jake? No, but I’m not some burnout. I’m going to accept option two.”


  “No, you aren’t,” she begged to differ sharply. “You’re taking option one.”


  “We’re going to fight this in court,” he told her with a grin. “I know that we can win.”


  She had to swallow her pride. Jake’s future was too important to allow her ego to get in the way. “I’ll cover the fine.”


  “What?”


  “I’ll pay for the fine after you accept the misdemeanor,” she clarified. “I’ll cover every penny of it.”


  “No thanks,” he said, smiling.


  “I’ll give you a thousand dollars,” she proposed.


  He shook his head.


  “Two thousand,” she offered.


  Once again, Ryan declined silently.


  “I’ll give you five thousand dollars,” she told him. “And you’re not to step foot in this house ever again. I don’t want Jake at your house either. You guys will work on your project at school.”


  “I’ll pass,” he said, yawning to show just how indifferent he was to her attempts at bribery.


  She ran her hand through her long brown hair in frustration. What kind of eighteen-year-old kid passes on five thousand dollars? This would kill her, but she needed to accept that she wasn’t in a position of power. Ryan had the upper hand in this situation.


  “Ten thousand dollars…” she offered through gritted teeth.


  “Ten thousand dollars?” Ryan asked. “Wow, that’s a lot of money.”


  “It sure is,” she agreed, completely fed up. “I’ll write you a check after you plead guilty.”


  “Not interested.”


  “Fine, I’ll give you cash then,” she huffed. “You can come with me to the bank after everything is settled.”


  “No, Amy, I’m not interested in your money,” he explained himself. “You could offer me ten million dollars and I would still say no. You know, I’ve never been much of a materialistic guy. My mom calls me a minimalist. I’ve always been happy with just the bare essentials.”


  Her hatred of this punk grew deeper with every new revelation. He wasn’t a “minimalist” in her mind. He was a lazy shithead.


  “I talked to Jake in physics class earlier,” he said. “He was still freaked out about yesterday, but I assured him that I have the situation under control. He also let me know that he plans on working on our project this weekend while he’s at his dad’s house. He’s heading over there after school tomorrow, and won’t get home until Sunday night.”


  She was well-aware of her son’s plans to spend the weekend at his father’s place, but she didn’t understand Ryan’s point. And why had Jake told Ryan about his upcoming weekend? This jerk didn’t need to know what her little angel was up to!


  “So, that opens up your Friday night,” Ryan said, flashing that knee-weakening smile of his. “No son, no boyfriend, no ex-husband—just you. Well, it was just you. Not anymore. Now, you have a date planned with me.”


  She couldn’t possibly be more defiant with her words. “I’m not going on a date with you.”


  “It’s the only thing I want though,” he said, calmly looking at her. “It’s real simple. Either you go on a date with me and I’ll take the misdemeanor, or you can say no and I’ll fight it in court.”


  She glared at him once more. “This is blackmail.”


  “Blackmail?” he laughed. “You just offered me money to get Jake out of trouble. That’s bribery the last time I checked. I don’t think you’re in a position to be judging anyone’s character.”


  “There’s no chance that I’ll go on a date with you,” she said, her tone dripping with annoyance.


  Ryan gave her a single nod before standing up and heading toward the hallway.


  “Fifteen thousand dollars!” she shouted.


  He paused briefly before slowly turning and approaching the table, leaning on one of the chairs while he gazed at her. His eyes weren’t met with any fear, intimidation, or even worry. She was ice cold.


  “I can’t make myself any clearer,” he said. “I don’t want your money.”


  She had to do it. She had to accept his date. He’d turned down fifteen thousand dollars! What else could she do? It was her last option.


  “Fine, I’ll go on a date tomorrow,” she huffed. “I’ll meet you at the restaurant.”


  “But what about my hike?” he asked.


  This pain in the ass just wouldn’t stop. “Okay, you can pick me up at six o’clock, but I’m driving separately to the restaurant. Understood?”


  Ryan pondered her offer for a moment. “I’ll pass.”


  “What?” she asked.


  “I’ll pass,” he repeated.


  “But I agreed to the date,” she told him, confused as to why he’d changed his mind. Had she misspoken somehow?


  “Yeah, and I would’ve accepted when I first offered, but your attitude really rubbed me the wrong way,” he said. “You’re acting like this awesome night with me would be some kind of extreme hardship for you. The shit you said about me not having a future annoyed me too. Jake is such a nice kid. He must get it from his dad.”


  She’d just about approached the limit of shit that she could deal with for one day. Everything with this kid was a hassle.


  “Do you have any idea where Jake and I were going when we got pulled over?” he asked.


  She shook her head.


  “To the beach,” he told her. “He was coming along to hang out with a bunch of my friends. I invited him along because I like him. Do you know who Kelly Magnoli is?”


  She shook her head again, still puzzled as to why he’d declined her offer. She just wanted him out of her house.


  “Kelly is Jake’s crush,” he disclosed. “He sat next to her all of last year and never said a single word to her, and do you want to know why? Because he has the social skills of a toddler.” He could tell that his last comment had annoyed her, but he didn’t have any plans of stopping. “He’s socially retarded when it comes to talking to girls; so, I’ve been helping him out.”


  “The last thing I want is for you to influence him,” Amy groaned. “Unlike you, he’s not a pig.”


  “Neither am I,” he rolled his eyes. “Anyway, Jake talked to Kelly for the first time in his life yesterday, and he was coming to the beach with me because she was going to be there. I’m helping him feel confident around girls. He’s a virgin who doesn’t have the slightest of clues as to how to get a date. Do you think that’s healthy for an eighteen-year-old guy? His dad obviously didn’t teach him how to be a man.”


  “You don’t know anything about my family,” she snapped at him.


  “I know what I see,” he gave his two cents. “Do you know what will happen if no one gives him advice? He’ll end up as a thirty-five-year-old virgin, and his first girlfriend will come courtesy of some ex-party girl who wouldn’t have given him the time of day back in college. He’ll marry her because she’ll be the first girl to take an interest in him, she’ll spend all his money, cheat on him, take half his shit, and break his heart when she’s done. The exact thing happened to my friend’s brother who’s a dentist.”


  Why was she still sitting here with him? Why was she listening to any of this? “Don’t give my son advice! You’re just some cocky asshole who thinks he knows everything!”


  “I know why you’re single.”


  “You don’t know anything,” she grunted, on the verge of storming out of her own house. “You—”


  “You’re single because you’re unlikable,” he interrupted. “Which is a shame, because you’re so sexy.”


  “You—”


  “You’re miserable,” he cut her off again. “So, I’m going to do you a big favor. I’m going to give you the one thing you really need.”


  She waited with her mouth on the floor, unable to comprehend what he’d just said to her. She’d never felt so disrespected in her life. Who did this jerk think he was?


  “I don’t want your money, or your time, or to take you out on a fun date,” he said.


  She could only imagine what was about to come out of his mouth. It certainly wouldn’t be anything good.


  “I’ll accept option one under one circumstance,” he said with a cocky smile. “I want to fuck you.”


  Her stomach dropped.


  “It’s a yes or no proposition,” Ryan explained. “Don’t bother offering me more money because I’m not interested, and don’t try to accept my date invite because that ship has sailed. Tomorrow, I want to have sex with you. If you agree, then I’ll take the misdemeanor. If not, then I’ll get a lawyer to fight it in court.”


  Why didn’t she accept his date offer right away? She could’ve avoided all of this if she had! A dinner date wouldn’t have been the end of the world. Simply entertaining this kid’s shenanigans for a few hours over a good meal would’ve brought an end to everything; but no, she had to be hardheaded like always.


  “This cold, rigid, uptight persona of yours isn’t sexy,” he spoke up in lieu of the silent woman sharing the table with him. “Amy, you need some good dick in your life. You need someone to fuck that stress and aggravation right out of you. You need a guy who knows what the hell he’s doing; and lucky for you, that certain someone is sitting right here. How’s that sound?”


  What was she supposed to say? She had to accept his offer. She’d rejected his date only for him to counter with sex, so what would happen if she turned him down again? It would only get worse, right?


  It didn’t happen often, but she found herself in a position without any leverage. She was completely at his mercy. Maybe it would be in her best interest to agree to his proposal, bite the bullet, and move on with her life? Continuing to put up a fight would only make matters worse.


  “One hour…”


  Her barely audible mumble registered to Ryan’s young ears, but he was eager to double-check anyway. “What was that?”


  She looked up from the table, doing her best to keep her emotions in check. She’d never wanted to throw something at someone so badly. “One hour. Tomorrow.”


  “So, you accept my offer?” he asked.


  “That’s what I just said,” she growled, her voice trembling with rage. Her attempt to keep herself calm was briskly unraveling. “I want you out of my son’s life after this is over. You two will finish your project at school, you won’t discuss anything other than your work, and then you’ll leave him alone. Understood?”


  “I can accept that,” he nodded. “Now, about our night. I have a few demands.”


  Anger had been replaced by annoyance. Everything about him irked her. “What demands?”


  “One, I want you in lingerie when I show up,” he started. “Black lingerie. Do you have any?”


  She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “No.”


  “Go buy some then,” he continued. “I want you in real slutty high heels too—at least six inches. Pick up some pump heels when you’re out shopping for lingerie. Black ones.”


  “Fine…” she huffed.


  Ryan was just getting started. “Second—”


  “I have some demands too,” she interrupted. “You need to wear a condom.”


  His condescending laugh returned as he grinned across the table. “Not a chance.”


  “I’m not having unprotected sex with you,” she said, firm with her words.


  “I’ll go to the clinic after school and get tested. It takes like an hour to get the results. I’ll bring ‘em with me.”


  “Of course, you know where the clinic is,” she remarked under her breath.


  “I know where the clinic is because my last girlfriend and I both got tested before we had sex,” he countered. “I know where it is because I’m responsible.”


  Amy wasn’t buying that, but she’d moved onto revealing her other limits. “No kissing either.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I don’t want your mouth near mine,” she said. “It makes me sick to even think about it.”


  “Is that right?” he laughed, seemingly getting a kick out of how annoyed he’d made her. “Well, your mouth is going to be on plenty of other parts of me, but I guess I’ll agree.”


  “I don’t want you cumming anywhere near my face either,” she continued with her list of requirements. “You can finish on my stomach or my back.”


  “You’re making a lot of demands for someone in such a precarious position.”


  “These are my rules,” she said. “No hair-pulling or anything rough either.”


  “You’re kidding me, right?” he asked, waiting for the reveal of some kind of joke. He should’ve known better by this point. This woman was even more uptight than he’d imagined.


  She promptly shook her head in response.


  “No hair-pulling or anything rough?” he echoed her words in amazement. “Amy, rough sex is sex. It’s the only way I fuck; and from what I see, you need a good pounding. I’m not agreeing to that.”


  “No slapping my butt or anything then,” she said. “And don’t call me Amy. I’m not your fuckin’ girlfriend.”


  Ryan was all smiles. “We’ll see about that…”


  It was time to disclose perhaps her most important requirement. “And I’ll set up a mattress in our spare bedroom.”


  “I don’t think so,” he declined. “We’re doing this in your bed.”


  She was seething again. “You’re out of your mind if you think you’re stepping foot inside my bedroom.”


  “You don’t have a choice,” he reminded her of who called the shots. “We’re doing this in your bed. Now, is that all?”


  “Yeah…” she nodded reluctantly. “Actually, no! You’re to turn your phone off and leave it in the hallway.”


  “I’m not going to record it. Jesus, what kind of guy do you think I am?”


  “I know exactly what kind of guy you are,” she glared at him. “And if I ever find out that you told anyone about this, I’ll hunt you down and cut off your dick.”


  Ryan erupted with laughter.


  “Do you think I’m joking?” she asked. “Go ahead and try me if you think I’m not serious.”


  “God, you’re overdue for a pounding,” he said, his arrogant grin reflecting all of the dirty deeds on his mind. “You got it, sweetheart. Anything else?”


  She shook her head, disgusted as ever.


  “Tomorrow,” he said. “Six o’clock. You’ll meet me at the door in black lingerie and black fuck-me heels. Now, this is my version of a date.”


  Amy felt sick. She couldn’t believe that she’d ended up in this situation. All this time she’d been annoyed by her son’s classmate’s arrogant attitude, and somehow she’d agreed to end up in bed with him. She was stuck in a nightmare.


  “Alright, grumpy. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


  Every part of her wanted to ignore him as he hopped out of his seat and headed toward the hallway, but she couldn’t. “What did you just call me?”


  “Grumpy,” he answered, looking back with a smile. “Because you’re always in such a pleasant mood. Don’t worry though, Amy. I’ll make sure that you have a big smile on your face twenty-four hours from now.”


  Her hands gripped the wooden table and roughly squeezed as he disappeared from her view and left the house. The appeal of his handsome looks had all but disappeared. He may as well have resembled Freddy Krueger, because she would feel the same level of attraction to him if he did.


  




  

    Chapter 5 – Romantic Gestures


  


  Friday. 5:58 PM.


  Ryan parked in Jake’s empty driveway before exiting his car. A strange aura had followed the high school senior throughout the day, and he was fairly certain what was responsible for that feeling. He couldn’t ignore the obvious.


  He had blackmailed Ms. C, hadn’t he? He honestly only desired a date when he showed up at her house yesterday. He’d already told his uncle that he would accept a misdemeanor before even talking to her, after all. He just decided to keep that news from her.


  He didn’t have any plans of fighting this in court. First, what chance would he have of getting off? He was guilty. Second, he would never drag Jake through this shit. Why would he? His physics partner hadn’t done anything wrong.


  His intention yesterday involved pretending to ponder his options in an attempt to get a date out of her, but when she began talking down to him, something changed. It didn’t occur often, but he felt his demeanor shift. He may have become a little vindictive.


  How could a woman this sexy be single? He didn’t have any insight into her personal life, but things couldn’t possibly have been that bad. She was a single mom with a ridiculously smart kid who never got into trouble, she owned a significantly nicer house than his two working parents, and she may have been the sexiest woman he’d ever seen. How could life be anything other than awesome for someone in her position?


  So, why was she so cold with him?


  Had he actually expected her to accept his date invitation when he originally flirted with her on Tuesday? Of course not. He wasn’t stupid. Women in their early-forties almost never go out with eighteen-year-old guys. That type of age difference isn’t exactly a recipe for a blossoming relationship.


  To be completely honest, he simply enjoyed hitting on women. He’d received numbers from every type of woman imaginable over the years: classmates, moms, grandmas, and even that one girl who only spoke Italian. He didn’t have a clue as to what she was saying, but he’d somehow convinced her to put her number in his phone. And what about that MILF from the gym he’d hooked up with last year? That wouldn’t have happened unless he had the balls to strike up a conversation with her while she filled up her water bottle.


  But he was only going through with this for one reason. Deep down, he knew that she wanted it.


  He couldn’t explain how he knew—and there was always the possibility that he’d misread the situation—but his gut told him that she wanted it. It was more than that though. Not only did she want it, but she needed it.


  Her uptight attitude came courtesy of sexual repression, in his opinion. What else could explain her cold and closed off stance? Sometimes, she even felt nasty. Why? Because he’d flirted with her? She should’ve been flattered instead of offended, and her refusal to entertain his friendliness only further annoyed him.


  He walked up the pathway and placed his finger on the doorbell. Whether he was right or wrong, there was no turning back now.


  –


  Amy finished applying her makeup in the upstairs bathroom mirror before checking her lipstick again. Ryan would be here any minute, and she was eager to get their hour together underway. It didn’t have anything to do with feelings of excitement either. No, she was still sickened from what had unfolded twenty-four hours ago.


  She’d gotten coerced into having sex with some punk high schooler! She didn’t want this. The idea of even being touched by an overconfident, intrusive, arrogant asshole like Ryan made her want to vomit. It was enough to make her stomach churn.


  Sex wasn’t something she took lightly. The fact that she only had five partners over the course of her forty-one years on this planet showed that. She’d never been one for hookups or one-night stands. In fact, she’d yet to ever mess around outside of a serious committed relationship. She valued her body too much for that. Four decades had been spent carefully monitoring who she allowed inside her, but that was all over now.


  There was one thing that she hadn’t been entirely truthful about, however. It was also the only saving grace to any of this. Despite what she’d told herself over the past few days, there was no denying her physical attraction to Ryan.


  He would not only be the best-looking guy she would ever mess around with, but he would claim that title by a fairly large margin at that. Her disgust with his other qualities hadn’t dissipated though. He remained the lazy, cocky, vain jerk who sickened her, but none of those characteristics affected his lean body or gorgeous face.


  So, she developed a game plan. It was a simple one as well. She would knock this kid on his ass. She would look sexier than anyone he’d ever been with, he would be more turned on than he even knew was possible; and in turn, he would cum quicker than a horny thirteen-year-old boy receiving his first handjob.


  Ryan acted as if women followed him around like puppies. Sure, he was attractive, but she wasn’t smitten by his confidence. Well, maybe she had been slightly after first meeting him, but that feeling faded quickly.


  The business-minded brunette never gave less than one hundred percent. Whether it be at work, with her diet, or at the gym; she was all in with everything, and the bedroom was no exception. She wasn’t one of those girls who was lazy when it came to sex. She loved to impress and please, and she’d never been more motivated to do just that.


  She couldn’t wait to have this kid wondering what the hell had just happened. He seriously thought that he would last an hour with her? Was he crazy? He wouldn’t last five minutes! This awful experience would be over before she knew it, and then she could put this unfortunate part of her life behind her.


  She simply had to remember why she’d agreed to this. It was for Jake. Everything was about saving her baby’s future. Nothing would ever come before helping her little angel.


  The sudden sound of the doorbell resulted in a deep breath, her eyes taking one last opportunity to admire her reflection in the mirror. Her concerned look swiftly morphed into a devilish grin. The idea of turning this wannabe ladies’ man into an overwhelmed little boy was empowering. This asshole had no idea what she had in store for him.


  Amy turned off the bathroom light and headed downstairs.


  –


  A black silk bathrobe and a pair of towering black high heels greeted Ryan after the front door opened. That was just the start of things though. His excitement didn’t fully peak until his eyes moved skyward, to reveal a completely made up Ms. C.


  Her formerly straight hair now flowed down the sides of her pretty face, resembling beach waves. The bottom half of her sexy brown locks settled on her chest in loose curls. Her pouty lips swam in a vibrant sea of red, her eyelashes curled and demanded his attention thanks to her dark eyeliner, her blue eyes dazzled and sent him into a trance, and her perfectly applied makeup caused her already youthful face to glow.


  “Wow,” he commented.


  Ryan’s noticeably flabbergasted expression didn’t change her unamused mood. She stepped aside to allow him to enter the house, but he didn’t move. He just stared at her.


  “I’m…wow,” he searched for the right words. “I’m blown away.”


  “Are you going to come in or what?” she asked with a huff.


  He snapped out of his fog and stepped inside. The door promptly shut behind him, sending a jolt down his spine. It’d been a long time since he felt anything like this.


  His reaction to first seeing her on Tuesday was by far and away the most flustered he’d ever been around a woman—at least in recent memory—and flashbacks to his nervous, prepubescent youth flooded back. Sure, she was stunning, but she was just a woman. He simply had to take a moment to collect himself and relax. Classmate, Tinder match, friend’s mom: they were all the same at the end of the day.


  Amy observed his basic blue jeans and white t-shirt. The lethal combination of his chiseled jaw, dazzling blue eyes, and unkempt blond hair had made her slightly giddy. He was one of those men blessed with the good fortune of never having to brush his hair. It was just sexy as-is.


  Wait, she couldn’t be doing this. She hated this kid, remember? Did it matter how handsome his face was? And so what if she’d never been with a guy this fit and lean? Did she really care if he possessed movie star hair? She still despised him. He was merely some jerk who’d blackmailed her into sex, and that would never change.


  “I love how you curled your hair,” he said while reaching out to touch her brunette locks. His hand was swiftly slapped him away before he could complete his task.


  “No touching my hair!” she scowled.


  “That’s not going to be possible,” he said. He reached out with his hand again; but this time, she stepped out of his grasp.


  “No touching my hair!” she repeated firmly. “And did you get tested like you told me you would?”


  He rolled his eyes before slipping out of the drawstring backpack over his shoulders. He opened it and emerged with his lab results.


  She snatched the paper out of his hands, wasting little time in scanning the paper to notice that everything had returned negative. Well, everything except one item.


  “Why’s the HIV result blank?”


  “That takes a week to come back,” Ryan explained. “Everything else is instant.”


  She raised her eyebrows exaggeratedly after glancing up at him.


  “Are you seriously worried that I have HIV?” he asked, visibly amused. “Really?”


  The last thing she wanted was to further drag this out. The sooner this was behind her, the better. “Fine. Let’s just get this over with.”


  “You look unbelievable, by the way,” he noted.


  She wasn’t in the mood for compliments. “I didn’t ask for your opinion.”


  “And what about you?” he asked. “Did you get tested?”


  “I don’t need to get tested,” she huffed at him. “I don’t have any diseases. Unlike someone, I’m not a slut.”


  “How about you drop the act? We both know you want this.”


  “Do you think I want this?” she questioned in an unmistakably baffled tone. “Is that how you justify blackmailing me? I don’t want anything to do with you. You’re arrogant, and rude, and—”


  “And you’re a cunt.”


  She froze. There was no way he’d just interrupted her with that. She must’ve misunderstood him.


  “You heard me,” he preemptively struck at the sight of her disheveled expression. “Oh, are you one of those girls who get offended by that word?”


  Was she one of those girls who got offended by that word? What the hell kind of question was that? There was one word in the English dictionary that was off-limits; and not only had she just heard it, but she’d been called it.


  Her blood began to boil as her left eye instinctively twitched. Her fists balled without her knowing. She didn’t realize it, but she was shaking.


  “I’ve always been a big fan of the c-word,” Ryan went on, more nonchalant than ever. “It really rolls off the tongue, doesn’t it? You see, Amy, that word perfectly describes women who are nasty, unfriendly, and impossible to please. Sure, you can call them a bitch or a twat, but the c-word just packs a certain punch that those other words don’t.”


  Her teeth chattered as her hands gripped her silk bathrobe and squeezed tightly. She couldn’t even put into words how enraged she was at this very moment. She’d never felt more disrespected in her life.


  “I’ve been doing some thinking, and that word really fits you to a tee, doesn’t it?” he continued. “All I’ve tried to do is be nice to you over the past four days, and all you’ve done is act like a cunt.”


  She’d never been this close to snapping. The urge to retrieve a knife from the kitchen and jam it through this asshole’s chest was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. She wanted to kill him.


  “How dare you…” she grunted, her lips barely parted from how tightly her teeth were clenched.


  “How dare I?” he asked. “How dare I what? Tell the truth? I bet no one calls you on your bullshit, do they? I would also guess that you’re in a powerful position at work, aren’t you? I can just tell. You carry yourself with a certain authority. You don’t have a husband or a boyfriend, you work a job where you’re probably in charge of a lot of people, and you’re sexy as shit. All of that is the perfect combination to intimidate men. How often do you get approached in person? Not much, right? Most guys are probably scared of a woman like you.”


  Amy couldn’t respond. She could barely see straight. She had never been this distraught before.


  “And your cold, bitchy; and dare I say, cunty attitude, isn’t exactly welcoming either,” he told her. “You see, Amy, you’re in desperate need of a man. Not in your life, but in the bedroom. As a woman, you’re naturally wired to be submissive; but here you are, running a household, in charge of an office, and doing all of this shit on your own. You’re stressed and obviously sexually frustrated. You’re all out of whack. So, this is what you’re going to do. You’re going to let go of your ego for the next hour. You’re not in control anymore. I am.”


  Her teeth had yet to stop chattering. “Apologize.”


  “For what?”


  “For what you called me,” she clarified, her voice noticeably shaking.


  His condescending smirk more than foreshadowed his answer. “I don’t think so. Unlike most guys, I’m not intimidated by you. So, if you’re going to act like a cunt, then I’m going to call you a cunt.”


  “You piece of—”


  “One more thing,” Ryan cut her off. “We need to establish some order in our time together, so you’re to refer to me as ‘Daddy’ from this moment forward.”


  She couldn’t be more flabbergasted. “In your dreams.”


  “We both know what will happen if you decide to be a bad girl,” he said, his voice resembling that of an adult speaking to a child. “Jake will be in big trouble.”


  She had to do it. She didn’t have a choice but to play along. Her son’s future would be put in jeopardy if she didn’t, but she just couldn’t will herself to say it.


  “I want to hear it,” he demanded.


  She had to let go of her ego. If not, then she wouldn’t make it through their time together. “Fine…”


  That wasn’t what Ryan wanted to hear.


  “Fine… Daddy…” she muttered with her eyes down on the hardwood floor. Something deep inside of her died after saying those words to him.


  “Very good, Princess.”


  And just like that, she wanted to kill him again. “Don’t call me that.”


  “But that’s how the next hour is going to work,” he said. “I’m Daddy and you’re Princess. You’re going to be a good little girl for me, aren’t you?”


  Her eyes left the floor and glared at the handsome punk who stood mere feet in front of her. She knew that she should feel anything but disgusted, but his pompous personality sickened her. No part of her was interested in participating in anything sexual with him.


  “Aren’t you?” Ryan asked again, grinning at her silence.


  “Yes…” she answered quietly.


  Once again, this wasn’t the answer he wanted to hear. “Yes, what?”


  She swallowed in an attempt to control herself. Every passing second resulted in a budding urge to rip his head off. “Yes… Daddy…”


  “Very good,” he smirked. “Now, I love what you’ve done with your hair.”


  He reached out again to run his fingers through her hair; but once more, his hand was roughly slapped away—only harder this time.


  “Jesus!” he laughed with a surprised smile, shaking his stinging right hand in the process. “So, it’s going to be like that?”


  “Yeah, it’s going to be like that,” she answered, defiantly standing her ground. She had all but hit her limit.


  He pointed at the stairs with his familiar condescending look. “Well, lead the way then, Princess.”


  She began her journey up the stairs with a dejected step in her stride. Her plan had unraveled before ever getting the chance to put it in motion. She was supposed to be the one in control, remember? What happened to making this kid lose his mind? Once again, Ryan had taken control of the situation, and made her feel like a second-class citizen in her own house.


  The daddy/princess role-play disgusted her as well. She’d never called a guy “daddy” before. She didn’t even call her own father that! And if she would ever refer to a man as “daddy,” then that title would be reserved for her real dad, and that only made the burden of having to fulfill this jerk’s fantasy even more repulsive.


  A slight tug on the bottom of her robe caught her attention halfway up the stairs. She stopped and looked back to find Ryan slowly lifting her gown with a big grin. It was time to send a message. She needed to establish an order in this ordeal. She was an independent woman who didn’t take shit from anyone—especially not from some high school kid! Ryan was about to receive that message loud and clear.


  She turned and cracked down with her hand as hard as she could. She wanted to hurt him. She didn’t even care if she broke his arm. Maybe he would finally receive the message if she in fact severely injured him.


  Ryan saw her move coming from a mile away. Part of him was slightly caught off guard by her level of aggression, but another part of him loved it. This woman was so sexually tense. Who responds this strongly to their gown being lifted playfully? It must’ve been years since the last time a man properly took care of her, and he was about to attend to every one of her needs.


  His fingers slipped away from the silk material just as her hand came crashing down, resulting in her to miss her intended target.


  The lack of contact caused her momentum to be met without resistance, and she began to fall helplessly as a result. The eight stairs separating her from the floor may as well have been the side of a mountain. She was so screwed. She would be a crying, bleeding, broken mess in about seven seconds.


  One last effort to save herself failed as her foot slid thanks to her tall heels. Now, she was only falling faster.


  Right into Ryan’s arms.


  The eighteen-year-old caught her, and held her in his grasp as he gazed into her blue eyes. His sarcastic smirk was deafening. “Isn’t this romantic?”


  She quickly wiggled out of his hold and regained her footing. Would she label him catching her as helpful? Sure. Potentially life-saving? Perhaps. Romantic? Absolutely not. She couldn’t even thank him. Knowing that her appreciation might bring him the slightest bit of satisfaction prevented her from displaying any politesse.


  She took another step up the stairs before pausing to peer behind her. What if she kicked him right now? What if he was the one sent sprawling instead of her? Only unlike her, there wouldn’t be anyone waiting to catch his fall. What was the worst that could happen? Well, Ryan could die and she could end up with life in prison, but maybe that wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world.


  She shook her head and hustled up the steps. She’d seriously considered killing him to avoid having to go through with this? They needed to hurry up and get this over with before she did something stupid.


  




  

    Chapter 6 – Not So Romantic Gestures


  


  She watched Ryan plop down on the edge of her bed, and that repulsive sight immediately tied her stomach up in knots. This was really happening. It wasn’t a sick joke or some over-the-top prank—it was real.


  She retrieved her phone from her nightstand and set the timer for sixty minutes, making sure to show Ryan that the countdown had already started. Moments later, he placed his smartphone in the palm of her extended hand. She double-checked that it was off, took his backpack from him as well, and walked out into the hallway to set his items on the floor. The most recent deep breath she’d let out was done with the motive of settling her nerves, but her dread didn’t receive much relief as she shuffled back into her bedroom. The only thing she could do was close the door behind her and get things underway. It was time.


  It took all of two seconds for Ryan to speak up with his first objection after she arrived in front of him. “Wait!”


  She froze with her hand on the belt of her bathrobe.


  “Really? That’s it?” he asked. “You’re just going to take your robe off? I’m not a fan of that. How about something sexier? Like a striptease?”


  She had to stay on track. She needed to remember her original goal. Not only did she plan on rocking his world, but she didn’t have any intention of reaching the fifty minute mark on her timer either. This entire ordeal would be over in ten minutes—at the most.


  Her shoulders slowly began to move before her hips joined in. The room may have been silent, but her mind was the furthest thing from mute. Seductive music filled her ears while she put on her own burlesque show. None of those cute high school girls danced like this, did they? They probably didn’t even dance at all! His classmates were all so innocent and inexperienced. Sure, she didn’t have a long list of ex-lovers, but she could find her way around the bedroom, and she definitely knew how to give a man what he wanted.


  The front straps of her black bra became visible as she playfully slipped the top of her robe down a few inches. She slowly turned her back to Ryan, wiggling out of more of her robe in the process; and before she knew it, the entirety of her bra was exposed to the teen behind her. She’d never behaved this sexually-provocative before.


  The intensity in the room fueled her. A certain unmistakable energy swirled about. She didn’t have to look at Ryan to see his excitement—she could feel it. This hunk was a ladies’ man? Really? A thirty second striptease where she’d barely showed any skin was all it took to get his engine revving. This would be a cakewalk.


  Her robe fell further as she spun to face him. She was hidden from the belly button down thanks to a little help from her still tied belt, and the moan she heard escape from his lips encouraged her to continue her mission. A sudden jolt of power burst throughout her body after her focus shifted to Ryan’s face. This kid couldn’t have been more wrong about her needing to be someone’s submissive plaything.


  What she really desired was to be in control.


  She couldn’t get enough of it. She was the boss in all facets of her life for a reason. Her sultry movements and captivating sex appeal called the shots. If she closed her robe, then Ryan would be disappointed. If she dropped it, then he would be ecstatic. She was in control of every single one of his emotions.


  Ryan stared straight-ahead, beyond enamored at the view his young eyes were treated to. Her lace triangle-shaped bra dipped deep into her impressive cleavage. A decorative scalloped lace trim complemented the edges of the beautiful piece of lingerie, and the soft flower print exposed hints of her white breasts while hiding her nipples. Her creamy chest didn’t resemble any of the girls his own age. Even college girls weren’t blessed with her curves.


  There was something so sexy about an older woman who kept her body in pristine physical condition. Knowing how hard she must work both at the gym and in the kitchen only added to his appreciation. She almost didn’t seem real.


  His eyes soaked in every inch of her athletic shoulders before admiring her toned arms; but before he could move back to her breasts, his focus drifted south to her sculpted midsection. That amazingly flat stomach caused him to instinctively lick his lips. She looked even better than he’d imagined.


  Amy felt like a goddess in her towering stiletto pump heels. Was it the shoes or the expression on Ryan’s face? It was more like a combination of the two. She had him right where she wanted: silently fawning over her body. She was more than ready to really turn up the heat.


  Her fingers clenched her belt, slowly pulling the silk fabric to the side. Inch by inch, the belt extended until warm air flowed over her body. One last tug was all it took to send her robe to the hardwood floor below, finally exposing the raciest lingerie she’d ever worn.


  His hands gripped the bed comforter in an attempt to mutely scream. The familiar flower print from her brassiere returned; only this time, it covered a tiny pair of black panties. The thin lace design perfectly hugged the little skin it covered. There wasn’t a hint of hair above the black material, and he’d be willing to wager every dollar to his name on her being completely shaven. She had to look just as perfect under her lingerie, as she did outside of it.


  His index finger braved the strenuous journey off the bed and into the air, where it circled, signaling his demand for her to spin. He’d all but reached his limit. His patience had worn thin. It was time for the main event.


  She turned her back to the bed and placed her hands on her hips, sporting a pose while her right knee bent. She felt like a model—like a desired woman capable of getting anything she wanted with a simple snap of her fingers. The one thing she craved was for this punk to say how high when she told him to jump. Her desperation to reverse their power dynamic consumed her.


  A tiny strand of black fabric was all that prevented her most private of areas from being exposed to the mild spring air flowing in from the open bedroom windows. Ryan had told her to buy sexy lingerie, but he’d never mentioned a thong. Had she subconsciously purchased a more risque item than he’d requested, or was this part of a bigger plan?


  Maybe he was right? What if she wanted this just as much as he did? A quick glance to her rear only confirmed just how memorized he appeared. He may as well have been drooling!


  Did any of his classmates possess a body like her? Had this hunk ever seen a butt like hers in person? God, she wasn’t becoming turned on from this, was she?


  “Holy fuck, you’re so hot,” he commented with a deep groan.


  She grinned straight-ahead at the wall after hearing his comment. The powerful aura Ryan had presented himself with was rapidly deteriorating. He was just a man, and all men are really the same, aren’t they? Be attractive, show a little skin, and they all turn into thirteen-year-old boys.


  How many times had she experienced this very occurrence? She’d watched sixty-year-old grandfathers behave like horny high school boys during work meetings. A sexy dress, maybe a hint of cleavage, and some quality time spent on her makeup; and powerful businessmen would rush to agree to unfavorable deals and proposals. Men are such simple creatures at the end of the day, controlled by that overconfident thing between their legs. In a way, she almost felt bad for the cutie seated on her bed.


  “Crawl to me,” he ordered.


  It was such a pathetic attempt to take control of the situation. She didn’t feel bad for him anymore. Honestly, she felt embarrassed now. This kid was pitiful. Crawl to him? God, if that didn’t perfectly describe the mindset of a man. They’re all so insecure, desperate to seek the approval of a woman who resembled their own mother. What does a man really want? To be told he’s strong and masculine, while being coddled and kissed. It made her sick.


  She dropped to her knees after spinning in his direction. Her right hand slowly extended as her left knee moved forward. Her left hand soon joined the party as she inched her way across the hardwood floor at a snail’s pace, methodically moving toward her target.


  The confidence oozing from Ryan’s smug smirk sent a chill down her spine. He thought that he was in charge! His words didn’t mean a thing. He could’ve demanded that she get in the kitchen and prepare him a five-course meal, and her feelings wouldn’t alter. The power was with the person fulfilling the order, not making it. There wouldn’t be any food unless she cooked it, and the only way this cocky eighteen-year-old would get any action tonight was if she allowed it. She had complete control of the situation, and he didn’t have the faintest of clues.


  Electricity surged throughout Ryan’s body. She was crawling to him! She didn’t protest his demand at all! She didn’t even shoot him a dirty look! She simply turned and dropped to her knees—exactly as she was told.


  He was about to experience the best hour of his life. His only interest involved breaking this sexy woman out of her rigid shell, and there was little doubt that he would do just that. In fact, he’d become convinced of three things over the course of his eighteen years on this planet: Game of Thrones is overrated, Limp Bizkit was actually a pretty good band, and every woman has a slutty side that they’re desperate to act on. They simply needed the right guy to bring it out; and tonight, sitting on his classmate’s mom’s bed, he would be the guy to get it out of her.


  Amy came to a stop at his feet, her eyes enraptured by his blue jeans and plain white t-shirt. It wasn’t until she met his grinning face that it fully kicked in for her. Just how highly did he think of himself? And if he was cocky before, then he must be over the moon at the sight of her kneeling in front of him.


  Her fingers found the rough denim of his jeans, slowly tracing upward. He made no efforts in hiding his rapidly growing bulge as her touch moved to his thighs. She already had him on the ropes while he was still in his pants! This would be even easier than she thought.


  She was more than ready to get this abbreviated show on the road. Her hands slipped further up his groin, and slickly unfastened the button on his jeans. The zipper followed as she tugged down his pants.


  And then she gulped.


  She hadn’t expected that. The towering tent pitched in his baby blue boxer shorts created quite an imposing picture as his jeans hit the floor. It had to be her angle, right? Looking up at him from her perspective had to be responsible for his intimidating size; but then again, what if he was this big? Maybe this was the reason for his arrogance? Sure, he was good-looking and witty, but this would certainly help to explain what she viewed as irrational confidence.


  But something prevented her from receiving an answer as her fingers slipped inside the waistband of his boxers. Suddenly, there was a hand wrapped around her wrist. She peered up and noted Ryan’s face approaching her, his lips parting slowly.


  “Excuse me?” she asked while pulling back. “What are you doing?”


  His sly grin had returned. “Drop the act.”


  She definitely wasn’t acting. She had firm plans of maintaining her no kissing policy. “You agreed to no kissing.”


  “I changed my mind,” he said, his voice swimming with vanity.


  She found herself in a staring contest with a guy twenty-three years her junior; and just like everything else over the past ten minutes, Ryan blinked first. She couldn’t possibly feel more assured of herself as she watched him ease back and regain his seat on the edge of her bed. Was there any doubt of who was in charge here? She’d been the entire time!


  Her hands slithered inside his waistband again, tugging down his boxers with a firm pull.


  “Jesus…” she gasped.


  And just like that, the power had swung back into Ryan’s corner—not that it had ever left. Ms. C was about to suck his cock, and that put him in charge the last time he checked. But it was her “Jesus” comment that had really tipped the scales in his favor. It was just enough to clear any remaining doubt from his mind.


  This wasn’t the first time he’d been privy to a reaction like the one he’d just heard. Ryan was rather gifted downstairs—with above average length and eye-popping girth. He’d been blessed with the type of size that kept all the girls coming back for more, and he wanted nothing more than to add this sexy mom to his ever-growing rotation of women.


  “Did your ex-husband look like this?”


  “Not even close,” she answered, unable to tear her eyes away from the captivating sight hovering mere inches from her face. “I’ve never seen anything like this.”


  Her composure had all but vanished. How could she remained focused and in control? This kid looked like he belonged in porn!


  Her hand drifted up his thigh before freezing. She wouldn’t like what she saw after glancing up at him. She already knew that. It would probably be best to just get it over with, because God knows she’d messed up big time.


  And just as expected, Ryan’s shit-eating grin couldn’t possibly be bigger.


  She’d momentarily lost focus. Did Ryan have a big dick? Absolutely. Should she have admitted that? Definitely not. Her genuine opinion had slipped out in a moment of complete honest. Not only did she admit to her ex-husband not being well-endowed, but she conceded to never being with a guy his size. Shit, she’d told him that she’d never seen anything like him! But she was only telling the truth!


  His manhood possessed a certain presence. Not only was it long and thick, but it almost appeared intimidating in a way. Defined veins ran the length of his meat, complemented by two large, low-hanging balls. The unmistakable gleam of precum glistened from the large head of the biggest cock she’d ever laid her eyes upon.


  Suddenly, she’d begun to second-guess her plan. Would she even be able to give him a blowjob that resulted in an orgasm? She’d certainly never accomplished that feat with something this size. What if she couldn’t get him off? What if he was too much for her to handle? Would this entire experience be for naught?


  She rushed to collect herself, taking a deep breath to reinforce that she was still in charge. Wait a minute. Could raving about his manhood actually work in her favor? Just not honestly, of course. The sexier she behaved, the more excited Ryan would grow; and the further excited he became, the quicker he would cum. It was a perfect plan!


  An Academy Award would be waiting for her at the end of this performance. She locked onto his blue eyes, turning her sex appeal up to full throttle. This punk was about to lose his mind.


  “I’ve been thinking about seeing this cock all-day,” she told him with a seductive purr.


  Ryan’s smirk turned to a smile. “Is that right?”


  “All-day,” she reiterated, her eyes now dialed-in on his rock hard erection. “It’s so much bigger than I imagined.”


  “Why don’t you give Daddy a kiss?” he asked, but not really. It was more of a demand than anything.


  She leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on the side of his girthy meat. The masculine whimper which resonated from above caused her lips to instinctively move toward the head of his cock, but not before wetting it with another sensual smooch. She was going to make him feel worshipped. He wouldn’t be able to recall a single one of the cute eighteen-year-old girls he had vying for his attention after she got done with him. She would blow his mind, have him begging for more, and then promptly punch him square in the nose when he came crawling back. It would be beautiful.


  But she needed to tackle the rather large obstacle pressed against her lips before she could worry about crushing his dreams. She didn’t even bother to push away the hand she felt in her hair. Being his fantasy girl would only make his fall that much sweeter.


  Ryan moved several brown strands of hair away from her eyes before resting his hand on top of her brunette head. Those pouty lips grew ever closer to the head of his cock. That magical moment where they finally got on the same page was fast approaching. There wouldn’t be any further question of who was in charge after her sexy lips wrapped around his manhood. He was more than ready to put this woman in her proper place.


  She swallowed the head of his cock without another moment of hesitation. Aggressive lust swiftly replaced her previously reserved temperament, and her sore jaw already showed the effects of dealing with something this size. She was barely able to avoid scraping his thick manhood with her teeth, for God’s sake! He was just so big.


  And suddenly, he felt even bigger.


  His throbbing cock plunged down her throat after he pushed down on her head. Her unsuccessful attempt to recoil resulted in a wave of panic to wash over her. Desperation briskly sank in as her hands slapped at his bare thighs; but instead of easing his grip, he began to roughly pump her throat.


  Drool poured from her mouth, running down his cock and onto the bed sheets below. This wasn’t going according to plan. She was supposed to be the one calling the shots! And what in the world was this? He was thrusting into her mouth like he was trying to have sex with her throat. Was this what kids were into nowadays?


  None of the men she’d been with resembled this in the slightest. In fact, the closest she’d ever gotten to rough sex was when her ex-husband would lightly pull her hair. Was that why she hated the idea of Ryan doing anything rough with her? Because it reminded her of her ex?


  But her thoughts about the man she was once married to took a backseat to the large wad of spit she’d just coughed up. It wasn’t like Ryan even bothered to note her discomfort though. He simply continued to pump away.


  She balled up her fist and roughly punched down on his upper thigh, instantly freeing her head.


  “What the fuck!?” he shouted.


  She was seconds from passing out before she broke away from his hold. She gasped for air frantically. That was a good thing at the moment too; otherwise, she’d most likely be sending a punch in the direction of his dick.


  “You’re a fuckin’ asshole!” she screamed, panting and flustered.


  Ryan was busy rubbing his thigh which would undoubtedly be bruised by tomorrow. “That was really hard!”


  She couldn’t disagree more. Hard? That was a love tap compared to what she should’ve done! Shit! Her plan had fallen apart again! How many times would she slip up? Ryan wouldn’t cum if she was beating on him. He needed to feel relaxed and desired in order to orgasm, and it was her responsibility to get him into that mindset.


  She quickly slipped back into character, fluttering her long eyelashes to reflect the juvenile character she wanted to portray. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”


  Ryan’s pain melted away. Now, this was the side of her that he wanted to see.


  “Apology accepted, Princess,” he said. “I’m sure this entire experience is new to you. You know, being with a real man and all. Daddy was just showing you the proper way to treat a lady.”


  His condescending tone chipped away at her ability to play her role. She had to dig deep to stay in character. “I kind of liked it…”


  His cock twitched courtesy of the childish cadence she whined in. Had she seriously enjoyed getting face-fucked? He honestly didn’t care at the moment, to be completely honest. It was the adolescent purr in her voice that really drove him crazy.


  Ms. C was in her early forties, and basically baby talking to him! He’d only been with one other girl who did this—Cindy Thompson—and she was barely five-feet-tall, and lucky to break the ninety pound mark on the scale. Speaking like a child didn’t seem out of place for her, because in a lot of ways, Cindy resembled a little girl. It absolutely felt out of place for Ms. C, however. And that’s exactly what he desired for her to be: out of place. He wanted nothing more than to completely take her out of her comfort zone.


  “Suck Daddy’s balls and you’ll get a big reward if you do a good job,” he told her, his confidence now at an all-time high. “You’ll get that pretty mouth fucked again, Princess.”


  She did her best to hide her disgust the best she could, and moved her mouth to his large, shaven testicles. A masculine scent radiated from his groin. It wouldn’t be truthful to deny his manly presence. Did she believe that he was some kind of irresistible alpha male? No, but he had a certain level of sexual attractiveness that she’d never been privy to before.


  She smothered his low-hanging sack in kisses, leaving remnants of red on his skin from her bright lipstick. Seconds later, she was licking and sucking his balls. His scrotum was smooth and delicate to the touch. He was the ideal mix of manliness and proper hygiene.


  “Good girl,” he grunted down at her.


  While Ryan would most likely never know, his comment had bought him another minute of worship. When was the last time someone called her a “good girl?” Actually, had anyone referred to her by that pet name? It was the perfect amount of naughtiness to make her forget that she’d been blackmailed to do this.


  Her hands held onto his muscular legs as her mouth continued to make this eighteen-year-old stud feel like a king. The tips of her fingers felt his jittery legs twitch against her touch. All this, and she’d yet to showcase any of her real skills yet.


  His hands left the bed and found the sides of her head. In one swift motion, he pulled her mouth off his balls and slipped the throbbing head of his cock back between her lips. She didn’t require guidance this time around. No, on this Friday evening in her bedroom, the last thing she needed was a helping hand. She was bobbing up and down on his magnificent erection all by herself—like a good girl.


  But Ryan had other plans for the brunette stunner who was busy mutely idolizing his manhood. It wasn’t so much an act of pleasure, as it was a grab at power. Tonight was about so much more than physical satisfaction. He could get a blowjob from dozens of different girls at school if he wanted. The only thing he cared about now was having this powerful woman submit to him.


  His grip locked in place on her head before his hips repeatedly thrust upward at a feverish pace. More and more of his cock vanished down her throat each time he pumped. He was finally breaking through her tough outer shell. She was accepting him. She was submitting. The fact that her hands had yet to move from his legs only proved that. She wasn’t fighting him anymore.


  “Good… Fucking… Girl…” he grunted deeply, his pace growing to a previously unmatched level of dominance. His movements were frantic. Spit didn’t just trickle from her mouth, it poured out; yet, she never balked at her position despite her violent coughs and gags. She was a good girl—down on her knees—taking everything he had to give her. It was the way the world worked in his eyes, and it was nice to see this uptight businesswoman finally get with the program.


  Amy had shut her brain off a long time ago. She had to. How else would she be able to put up with something this degrading if she was being herself? Did this even feel good for him? He had to know that she was moments away from vomiting on his dick, and he couldn’t possibly ignore the deafening sounds of choking that filled the room.


  This asshole fed off of her discomfort, didn’t he? Her throat wasn’t a vagina to pound away in, but don’t tell Ryan that. He was treating her mouth like his own personal pussy.


  Suddenly, she was granted a chance to breathe. Her mouth had been pulled off his cock, allowing her a brief moment to collect herself. She didn’t find any relaxation on his face when she glanced up at him, however. Ryan’s icy blue eyes were locked on her face like a hawk.


  She knew what he wanted to hear. It couldn’t have been any more obvious; and surprisingly, she was ready to tell him exactly what he wanted he desired.


  “Thank you, Daddy,” she said with a sly smile. He wouldn’t last two more minutes with her talking dirty. “I’m a good girl.”


  Ryan immediately jumped off the bed, gripped her head, and resumed roughly fucking her mouth. She quickly warmed up to the fact that her hands were submissively placed behind her back. Kneeling at his feet while he stood above her was an entirely different dynamic. His tall frame appeared daunting through her watery eyes. His cock felt even larger in her mouth. She couldn’t believe how wet she was.


  The overwhelming sloppiness from the vast amount of saliva courtesy of her gagging and choking caused her to take more of his cock than she could comprehend. An abundant supply of spit surrounded his dick at all times, treating his manhood to the suffocating hold of her pulsating throat. She’d been taken to an unfamiliar world where she lacked any power. She’d been reduced to a mere hole for this hunk to use.


  He eased his grip once more, allowing her to gasp for air after she pulled away. There was little doubt concerning his next demand. It was the only thing on his mind.


  “Make me cum.”


  Amy urgently gripped his cock with both hands, hurrying to wrap her lips around the head of his thick meat. She didn’t bother to further recover from the rough way her throat had just been treated. She was far too excited to waste another second. This was the end of the line! Things definitely could’ve gone a hell of a lot worse when she really thought about it. Five minutes of this jerk playing out his wildest porn fantasy was nothing compared to saving her son’s future.


  Her grip tightened and glided along his girthy shaft, her mouth simultaneously bobbing on his throbbing head. This was her specialty. This was her go-to move when she was ready to take a man over the edge. Requiring two hands to pull off this feat was certainly a first, but Ryan wasn’t exactly average in the size department either.


  “Just like that…” he groaned, growing closer to an explosive orgasm. “Don’t you dare stop.”


  She had no intention of stopping. In fact, she increased her pace to a frantic level in an attempt to bring their session to an abrupt close. A thunderous roar signaled the beginning of the end as the first shot of cum burst from the tip of his cock and coated her tongue. A seemingly endless number of eruptions followed; and soon, her mouth was full of his youthful seed.


  Should she have expected anything different? Of course, this stud didn’t cum a few drops. It wouldn’t have been in a character to be anything other than memorable.


  His rapid panting soon calmed, his intense orgasm swiftly subsiding in the process. Moments later, it was over.


  One final task burdened her before they could wrap things up. Yesterday, she’d laid down her ground rules for where he could cum—on her stomach or back—but that was when she’d assumed that sex was part of the job. She didn’t have to deal with intercourse anymore thanks to flawlessly executing her plan. A blowjob had completely wiped this kid out!


  There was one remaining problem, however. She wasn’t exactly sure what to do with the enormous amount of semen inside her mouth.


  She’d always been a swallower. It was just in her nature. Spitting was the sign of a half-assed effort in her opinion, and she never gave anything other than one hundred percent. This was a little different though.


  Ryan would interpret her swallowing as submission, but she didn’t see it the same way. A blowjob was the ultimate act of control. She was the one with a man’s most prized possession inside her mouth, after all. Twenty-eight teeth could clamp down on that sensitive body part at any moment, and what was more authoritative than possessing that amount of power?


  Swallowing was along the same lines in her mind. It was her choice. She could either spit and only complete half the job, or she could swallow and give the maximum amount of effort possible. Forty-one years of tradition was an awfully tough routine to break.


  She swallowed.


  She didn’t hesitate to clean him off after he moved the head of his cock back to her lips. A chill shot down her spine courtesy of the deep growl she heard sound from above. While she still despised him, it would be dishonest if she didn’t admit to just experiencing the wildest sexual escapade of her life. A high school kid had used her mouth like a porn star!


  Amy allowed his manhood to fall from her now parted lips, and strutted over to her nightstand with a newfound energy. She noticed him plop down on the bed as she checked her phone. There were fifty-three minutes left! This punk had lasted seven minutes, and that included her seductive striptease, so he actually only lasted about four minutes. Apparently, high school girls didn’t have very high standards if this guy was considered a ladies’ man. She’d saved her son’s future in less than ten minutes!


  “The door is that way,” she said, pausing the timer on her phone.


  Ryan curiously glanced at her while she pointed at the room’s exit. “What?”


  “The door is that way,” she repeated, encouraging him to find his way out.


  The confusion on his face made it clear that he didn’t follow. Slowly but surely, his look softened until he was lightly laughing. It didn’t take long before the room filled with the sounds of his loud guffaw.


  “What’s so funny?” she asked.


  He was struggling to control himself. That may have been the single funniest thing he’d ever heard. “Do you think we’re done?”


  She nodded.


  “How much time is left?” he asked.


  She peered down at her phone again. “Fifty-three minutes.”


  “I believe I have fifty-three minutes left then,” he said. A black television remote briskly flew through the air and landed next to him, bouncing off the soft mattress. “What’s this?”


  “So you can watch TV,” she told him before heading for the door. She abruptly froze as a result of a loud voice.


  “Stop!”


  She looked back to find Ryan appearing awfully comfortable on her bed. She just wanted him out of her house. She’d lived up to her end of the bargain, so what was the point of him hanging around for another fifty-three minutes?


  The last thing she wanted to do was fight him though. Things hadn’t worked out so well the last time she’d attempted to gain the upper hand. It was how she ended up with his dick in her mouth to begin with.


  “Do you seriously think we’re done?” he inquired.


  “Um…yeah, we’re done,” she said coldly, not sure where the confusion was coming from. “I did what I agreed to do.”


  He shook his head slowly with a chuckle. “Amy…Amy…Amy… What part of an hour don’t you understand?”


  “But you came,” she pointed out.


  His bewilderment quickly changed to understanding. It all made sense now. “Oh, I get it. You’re used to one-and-done type of guys, aren’t you? And I imagine they usually bust pretty quickly with your sexy ass. Hell, I didn’t fare much better, did I? That was one hell of a blowjob. I would rank it in my personal top three.”


  Everything came together for her as well. Ryan was just a pain in the ass—plain and simple.


  “You’re crazy if you think that you knocked me out though,” he continued. “That was some amazing head, but we haven’t even gotten to the main event. Someone still needs to get fucked.”


  Well, she was wrong—very wrong. Her sinking stomach was all the proof she needed of that. Suddenly, his annoying personality was the last thing on her mind.


  He slipped off the bed and approached her calmly, his powerful footsteps roaring throughout the quiet room. Her plan had backfired big time. Why hadn’t this outcome ever crossed her mind? He was eighteen. Of course, he’d be ready for round two. It’d been so long since she was with someone this young, that she’d forgotten all about the sexual stamina of guys in his demographic.


  The warm breath from his mouth grazed her ear as he told her, “Get your sexy ass up on that bed and wait for me. I’ll be right back.”


  She obediently took a step in the direction of the bed before a rough slap on her butt caused her to jump. Her head snapped around to observe Ryan nonchalantly strolling out of the room like nothing had happened. It was simply business as usual for him.


  Okay, Plan A was a bust. Now, it was time for Plan B. She was going to fuck this kid’s brains out.


  Round three would be inconceivable, right? Especially if she took him on the ride of his young life. There would have to be some downtime after a second orgasm—especially if she blew his mind. She just needed to map everything out.


  First, she wouldn’t make him cum right away. She had to allow his orgasm time to build. He would be taken to the brink of orgasmic bliss before being pulled back—over and over again. She had no plans of fucking him for the fifty minutes they had left, but a wild ten minute session wasn’t out of the cards.


  Second, she would make this asshole forget that she was his classmate’s forty-one-year-old mother, and think that he had his own personal porn star in bed. She would treat him like a king, worship and praise him, and then kick his exhausted ass out of her house the moment he came. Her plan was too perfect to backfire this time.


  The sounds of approaching footsteps snapped her to attention. Ryan strolled into the room with a glass of orange juice in his right hand, and a bottle of water in his left. She wasn’t sure why he was now shirtless either, but she wasn’t necessarily complaining. His lean, fit body glistened from a light layer of sweat, creating a sexy shine. He tossed the bottle to her before helping himself to a big swig of his orange juice.


  He’d discovered the water that she kept in her freezer. She had a bit of a thing when it came to how she preferred her water. She liked it as close to frozen as possible, without actually being solid ice.


  In fact, she would transfer a bottle from the refrigerator to the freezer every few hours. It would be allowed just the right amount of time to turn ice cold and grow those tiny frozen chunks that she loved so much. It still went down smooth though. Few things hit the spot like a refreshing bottle of ice cold water.


  A firm push sent her sprawling back onto the bed, and her efforts to grab her water went for naught. Ryan had already retrieved the frigid bottle before she had a chance. Why would he toss a bottle in her direction if it wasn’t for her?


  It didn’t take her long to discover the answer to that question.


  The frigid bottle in his right hand moved to her foot, slowly tracing up along her smooth shin. Drops of moisture spilled from the outside of the container, paving a tiny river along the creamy skin of her leg. Her midsection was the next to be hit by the arctic chill as his weapon of choice continued its ascension north. The ice cold bottle tickled her ribs before focusing on the very place she desired more than life itself: her nipple.


  Faint moans poured from her mouth as the chilled sensation rubbed over her barely clothed breast, immediately causing her nipple to grow erect. That thin layer of lace didn’t help to keep her warm or dry. More and more perspiration collected on the outside of the bottle now that it was exposed to the mild bedroom air, and her skin was quick to soak up every drop. But suddenly, it wasn’t just the bottle. Someone else had joined the party.


  Ryan’s index finger traced along her pouty lips, and she was quick to part them and accept him inside her mouth. Her plan to make him feel masculine and irresistible was working perfectly. She would be his dream girl for the next ten minutes. She was on a mission to cripple him with pleasure. Every girl he encountered after her would pale in comparison to what she did, and he would spend decades searching for a woman who brought a fraction of that satisfaction to his world. She wanted to ruin his life.


  His finger slipped from her mouth and gradually ran down the delicate skin of her neck. His hand gravitated to her breast—almost as if a magnet had pulled him—before the frosty bottle went back on the move.


  His hand gently squeezing her boob almost didn’t register to her brain. She was far too concerned with the intention of his other hand. She’d been put back on the defensive with something as simple as ice.


  The bottom of the bottle gently grazed her skin as it descended the length of her body. It cleared the thin hurdle that her panties presented before firmly pressing against her inner thigh.


  “Oh!” she reacted, loudly and surprised.


  She’d been thrown into Lake Erie in the middle of February. Her world turned wintry. The icy bottle pressed into her soft skin, mere inches from her covered vagina. Those three inches turned to two, and then to one; and before she knew it, Ryan was knocking on her door—her most confidential of doors.


  But then a life raft was thrown in her direction. She was drowning woman—helpless and alone—and a certain someone had come along and wrapped a towel around her shivering body. That arctic bottle had been replaced by a warm hand. It was the touch of a cocky, condescending, arrogant asshole, but that didn’t deter from the unbelievable contrast in feelings from ice cold to soothing warmth. 


  Her skin was a blank canvas, and Ryan was creating his latest masterpiece as his fingertips carefully grazed over her black lace panties. A soft, effortless rub of her pussy caused her to instinctively squirm. The back of her head remained buried in her pillows, her closed eyes no longer gazing up at her white bedroom ceiling.


  She didn’t feel like herself. Why couldn’t she stay in control? Why did her current mentality resemble that of a horny high school girl who’d invited her boyfriend over after her parents went out to dinner and a movie?


  Except that had never happened to her back in high school.


  She’d never received attention from the jocks or the popular guys during her youth. They were all too busy chasing after the prettier girls, and that still annoyed her all these years later. But she should be past that part of her life! Just look at everything she’d accomplished over the last two decades!


  Her eyes bolted open in an attempt to snap out of her dream; but when she did, her ceiling was bright green. It was the same green she’d painted her bedroom back when she was seventeen. Her eyes quickly closed before opening once more, where she was met by vast amounts of whiteness. Somehow, she’d lost herself in a past memory for a brief moment.


  “What do you want, Princess?” he asked.


  She didn’t know if it was her natural resistance, or if part of her got off on the idea of playing hard to get. Either way, she wasn’t ready to put her plan into action just yet.


  “For you to get out of my house,” she answered.


  His fingers rubbed her pussy harder, resulting in her hands roughly squeezing the bed comforter. The touch of a man had been absent from her life for over two years. It’d just been her, her vibrator, and a whole lot of erotica. She was already squirming and this kid had yet to actually touch her! His fingers were still on the outside of her panties!


  His hand drifted upward before his fingers stroked in a circular motion. The loud moan coming from the head of the bed confirmed that he’d found her clit. How much longer could she continue this charade? She was lying in bed in lingerie straight from a Victoria’s Secret fashion show runway, having just swallowed his cum, but still refused to admit to wanting this.


  “What do you want, Princess?” he repeated.


  Her jittery legs had yet to calm as now it was only his thumb that locked in on her little pleasure-button. She knew what she wanted, and those eight thousand sensitive nerve endings in her clit yearned for it as well. He was waiting for her to submit to him. He wanted to hear her beg and plead to feel him inside her. He wanted to touch her without a microscopic strand of cotton acting as a barrier, and part of her desired that as well.


  But another part—and most likely a larger one—desperately wanted to tell him to fuck off. She craved to destroy his confidence and make him feel worthless. Her mind was locked in a furious struggle.


  “I want a real man,” she announced, not bothering to even glance in his direction.


  The overwhelming sensitivity of her clit being played with vanished, and was replaced by the sensation of his fingers touching the tender skin on her inner thigh. His hands were magic. Even a seemingly random brush against her body was made with extreme precision. She was beginning to see why he most likely had a line of girls following him around.


  But her thoughts of cute teenagers trailing this stud like a pack of puppies were abruptly ended, all because Ryan had upped the game to a whole new level.


  His fingers brazenly slipped under her panties and crawled along her now trembling skin. Moments later, there wasn’t any more cotton in the way. This eighteen-year-old was touching her bare pussy.


  She was a panting mess, squirming on her bed in a fit of lust. There was only so much fun a girl could have with herself before things became stale, and her sex life had grown unbelievably mundane by the millionth night alone with her vibrator. She was desperate for an intimate human touch, and Ryan didn’t make her wait long.


  His middle finger slowly pushed inside her still hidden pussy. Well, it was hidden from his view, but not from his touch. Her immense wetness couldn’t escape from him. When was the last time she’d been this turned on?


  His finger struggled to journey further inside her. His touch reinforced just how tight she really was. She didn’t have some hung stud wearing her out over the past decade. Hell, she’d barely had anyone! The loud whimper she heard escape from her lips resembled that of her first time back in college. She was tight, wet, and more turned on than ever before.


  “What do you want, Princess?” he asked for a third time, his finger pushing deeper inside her.


  She was done fighting herself. She could barely think straight, let alone act like a responsible mother. “I want to get fucked.”


  His finger slipped out of her before he hopped off the bed. His hands wrapped around her petite shins and roughly pulled her to him, positioning her to his liking. There was little doubt what was on his mind as he stood just to the side of the bed, staring down at her. His libidinous look was impossible to misinterpret.


  She felt so innocent—like a little girl who didn’t have a say in what was about to happen as she laid flat on her back. Her legs dangled off the bed, buzzing nervously from the sight of his big cock casting an imposing shadow over her vagina. Was it too late to change her mind? Ryan was the last person she should be looking to for sexual satisfaction; but at this very moment, she had never wanted someone more in her life.


  Her panties were promptly pulled down and tossed to the floor, revealing her freshly-shaven vagina. She didn’t need a mirror to know that her pussy glistened with her own juices. The time for foreplay was over.


  He lifted her right leg and placed it over his left shoulder. In one forceful motion, the strapping teen pushed inside her before wrapping both of his strong arms around her thigh, and began to tee off. Had it really been this long, or was this stud that big? Every pump was a step further into heaven. Each movement resulted in her hands squeezing the bed sheets in an attempt to hang on for dear life.


  Her eyes may have been shut, but her mouth was anything but closed. Her moans and cries of pleasure drowned out the loud thuds of his pelvis slamming into her. Was she getting off on not being treated with respect? Was she on the verge of orgasm because this hunk was fucking her like one of his cute eighteen-year-old classmates? She couldn’t believe how warm her entire body felt.


  “You feel so fuckin’ good,” he grunted, the pace of his thrusts increasing as her moans grew louder. “You like my big dick in your tight pussy, don’t you?”


  The urge to touch herself had never been greater than right now. The overwhelming feeling of being simultaneously filled and stretched sent her into a frenzy. Her heart pounded deep in her chest. Her clit throbbed. It was in desperate need of some attention.


  “Keep your hands on the bed!” he ordered loudly. “You don’t cum until Daddy lets you!”


  Her right arm immediately slammed into the sheets like a child who’d just watched their favorite toy taken away. But she could cum from this, and she’d never cum during sex before! All she needed was another minute of this stud unloading on her while a few fingers rubbed her clit. Her insides were boiling hot. She was so close!


  “Tell me what I want to hear,” he demanded, his strokes deep and rough.


  The elementary task of lifting her head off the pillows failed miserably. She’d never experienced anything like this. His cock may as well have been his forearm. While she was very familiar with his impressive size from the way he’d forced every inch of his manhood down her throat earlier, this was anything but uncomfortable. No, it was life-altering.


  How would a vibrator get her off now? Or what about her dildo? She didn’t want any of that. She desired the real thing. She needed her very own stud with a big cock to do the job!


  But she would never have that in her life unless she made Ryan happy, so she finally let down her guard.


  “You’re so big!” she cried out, still gripping the bed sheets to her sides. She would do just about anything to touch her clit.


  He viciously slammed into her, touching parts of her pussy for the very first time. “Tell me about the last time you got fucked.”


  How in the world was she supposed to convey a story during the roughest sex of her life? She certainly couldn’t refuse his request though. She wasn’t about to put a stop to this.


  “Two-two-two year-years ago,” she struggled to answer, stammering as a result of the rough way he was treating her.


  His already strong hold around her thigh squeezed like a python. Watching this well-spoken woman stutter and fall apart while attempting to communicate a simple sentence exhilarated him. He’d turned her into a mess, and he couldn’t get enough of it.


  “We-we went-went out to din-dinner,” she tried her best to continue, her nails digging deeper into the sheets. Two seconds with her clit would get her off like a rocket ship. A simple touch would send her to a distant planet full of euphoria. The quicker she told this story, the quicker she would be sent to a world of orgasmic bliss. She had to focus.


  She could get through a complete sentence. It wasn’t that hard. “We came back here because Jake was at-at-at Jesus fuckin’ Christ!”


  Ryan had attempted to break her in half toward the end of her sentence. His powerful lower body slammed as deep inside her as he could, bottoming out in her snug hole. Her cleavage which was pushed-up courtesy of her lace bra bounced with every motion. Her hands left the mattress and curled above her, grasping at nothing but air. She’d been reduced to her most basic form: a woman who needed to cum.


  “Hands back on the sheets!” he said firmly.


  She hurried to follow his order.


  “So, you came back here?” Ryan led her back into her story, his pumps now slow and deep to allow her to speak.


  She let out a long exhale while staring up at the ceiling. She could do this. “Jake was staying at his friend’s house for the night, so we-we-we…”


  He couldn’t help himself. He was impaling her again.


  “So you what, Princess?” he asked.


  “We-we-we came up-up-up-upstairs!” she finally spit out. The next thirty seconds weren’t filled with stories or dirty talk. The room only contained the sounds of a woman feeling parts of her insides being touched for the very first time.


  “And?” he asked.


  “Came-came up-upstairs,” she sputtered. Maybe she wouldn’t even need to touch her clit. What if she could cum just like this? We-we-we had sex.”


  “And was it any good?” Ryan inquired.


  She wasn’t successful in her attempt to shake her head. “No.”


  “Why not?”


  Oh my God, he was back at it again. She didn’t know that it was possible to be slammed into without mercy this way. “He-he had-had a-a-a little dick.”


  “You like big cock, don’t you, slut?” he asked.


  She’d never really thought about that before. The man attached to the penis was always far more important than the actual penis—at least that was the way she saw things until about two minutes ago. Maybe she’d been missing out for all these years? What if a confident man with a big dick was more vital to her life than she’d previously thought? She had plenty of money and a powerful job, but a guy who could make her behave submissively in bed was something she’d gone without over the course of her life.


  “I like your cock,” she said.


  She immediately caught herself. He hadn’t asked her about his cock, had he? He asked if she liked big cock, and what was her response? That she liked his cock. It was hard to ignore the obvious. Somehow, someway, this kid had hooked her.


  “He didn’t fuck you like I do, did he?” he asked in that way only he could. His questions never seemed like real questions. More times than not, it felt like he was simply leading her to stroke his ego.


  That realization didn’t change her answer though. “No, it was slow-slow and-and he was fat. He did-didn’t have any sta-sta-sta-stamina either.”


  She couldn’t take it any longer. She absolutely had to touch herself, but before her hands could lift of the mattress and make the journey to her vagina, her world unexpectedly changed.


  Ryan had his hands wrapped around her throat.


  With her right leg still positioned over his shoulder, he leaned into her, both of his hands locked around her fragile neck. Twenty-four hours ago they’d agreed to nothing rough. She’d even demanded that he not slap her ass or pull her hair, but now look at what had happened. Not only was being choked like a little slut, but she couldn’t get enough of it!


  “Harder!” she moaned vociferously, her gasps growing louder after he fulfilled her request.


  His big cock went about its mission of readjusting her previously tight pussy, but that had quickly become a distant priority to a much more pressing concern.


  She couldn’t breathe.


  Each passing second sent her a step further into an unknown world of ecstasy. Every thrust he hammered into her with while his hands strangled her throat weakened her body. The lack of oxygen flowing to her brain made her dumb. Her cares and worries drifted away, replaced by the challenge of solving where her next breath would come from.


  That warm, bubbly excitement she always felt in her groin before she came expanded to her entire body. It was a foreign feeling of pleasure. She’d been sent to a new world of elation. Her life had just been changed.


  His hands left her throat, causing her head to instinctively shoot skyward in an effort to send as much air to her lungs as possible; but when she took that much-needed deep inhale, she wasn’t met by an expected rush of oxygen. Instead, she was greeted by a firm slap across the face.


  Her head jolted to the side from the force, the loud crack of skin-on-skin contact echoing off her bedroom walls. She should be furious! She should be livid! She’d just been hit! The problem was that she didn’t feel any of those emotions. No, she finally realized what she was missing in life.


  Rough sex.


  “Again!” she demanded, staring straight into the blue eyes of her new dream guy. “Oh my God, do it again!”


  “Do what again?” Ryan asked with a big smirk. “Do want to get choked like a little slut, or slapped like the dirty whore you really are?”


  Her body was shaking. “Both! Now!”


  The palm of his hand roughly crashed into her cheek once more before all ten of his fingers clamped down around her neck, slamming her head back into the pillows. His hips resumed their forceful movements as he leaned closer, his mouth mere inches from hers. Her eyes were fading fast. Her brain was on the verge of shutting down. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could last, but she would enjoy every single second of this heaven.


  And then Ryan moved in and kissed her.


  Remember the rules? Exactly. What rules? Her parted lips made no attempt to close as her tongue eagerly explored his. This stud’s mouth was her new oxygen supply. An eighteen-year-old hunk was the only thing keeping her alive while her pussy continued to take the beating she’d quickly grown to love.


  And just like that, everything stopped.


  The hands around her neck, the tongue in her mouth, and big dick buried deep inside her all vanished in a split second. Just like so many nights over the past decade, she found herself alone in bed—cold, vacant, and desperate. She needed him back.


  Much needed air filled her lungs before her head lifted off her pillows and scanned the room. Her groggy eyes found Ryan making a beeline for her closet for some reason. Why? But she was so close to cumming!


  “Let’s see what else you have to play with…” Ryan mumbled to himself as he opened the door. He rapidly surveyed her belongings before something caught his attention in a major way, causing his focus to snap back to the bed just in time to catch her hand moving toward her pussy. “No touching yourself!”


  All she could do was let out a disheveled grunt and slam her hands down on the mattress. Why couldn’t he see how badly she needed to cum? She was on the verge of losing it!


  He couldn’t believe that they’d almost gone without incorporating this magical item. Something like this was on the top of his wish list when it came to his own sex life. It was a particular item that reinforced the idea that this entire ordeal was somehow meant to be.


  Attached to the back of the closet door was a twelve inch by forty-eight inch inch mirror with a solid black frame. He didn’t have to step back or tilt his head. Everything from his toes all the way to his face was completely visible. It was absolutely perfect.


  “Let’s go,” he told her. “Get over here.”


  “But I want to cum!” she whined.


  He looked back at the mirror and smiled. “You’re gonna cum.”


  She speedily jumped out of bed and hustled over to her closet in her tall heels. His hands found the back of her bra and unhook it once she arrived. The delicate black lace fell to the floor, his barefoot quick to kick it off to the side. All eyes moved to the tall mirror where they grinned at each other.


  There was no denying that they looked good together. To be completely honest, they could probably pass as a couple. What about a sexy cougar with a thirst for young prey? Or maybe a young stud with an appetite for experienced women? The last thing their reflection resembled was a case of sexual blackmail.


  She struggled to tear her eyes away from his lean body which glistened from the light layer of sweat that coated it. When was the last time she saw a guy with abs? Or how about with a thick head of hair? Even the way a few blond strands dangled over his forehead from the intense workout he’d just taken part in drove her crazy. And don’t even get her started on that rock hard erection. Just how many inches was that monster?


  But when her focus moved away from the perfect specimen next to her, she was met by the reflection of a woman who’d just been through one hell of an evening. Her dark eyeliner ran from her long lashes, her cheek glowed red from being slapped, and a hint of lipstick had somehow ended up smeared on her chin. She’d never seen herself this unkempt. It was a sight that she could certainly familiarize herself with.


  Ryan opened the door completely so that it pressed against the bedroom wall. She was swiftly moved directly in front of the mirror, his hands guiding her own to each respective side of the wood. Her fingers clutched the frame strongly, securing her hold for what she expected to be the ride of her life.


  Her six-inch pumps raised her to the perfect level for him to slide back inside her. Thanks to the laws of science, his considerable size resulted in a natural amount of resistance from her tight pussy, but it wasn’t anything that some good old-fashioned perseverance couldn’t defeat. Ryan came off as the type who wouldn’t go the extra mile in the classroom, but never gave anything other than his best effort inside the bedroom.


  It only took a few seconds for him to impale her once again like earlier on the bed. He really was her sexual soulmate, wasn’t he? She didn’t even need to make any requests. He knew the exact way that she wanted to get fucked.


  Being able to see her own jubilation was a mind-blowing experience. Watching her eyes roll back as she attempted to look straight-ahead caused her to appreciate her situation. Her large breasts flew forward each and every time Ryan thrust into her with his hands locked on her curvy hips. The way he bit his lower lip drove her wild with lust. He was so focused. This stud was searching deep to find another ounce of strength to give to her, and she couldn’t possibly be more appreciative.


  The feel of his right hand leaving her hip resulted in the side of her face being gently pressed against the glass. Her warm breath quickly fogged the mirror as they continued to grin at each other—only she didn’t need a reflection to see him now. A pair of animalistic sex drives were being satisfied. Two people who’d never imagined finding themselves in this situation forty-eight hours ago; now, couldn’t get enough of each other.


  He moved his mouth to her ear, his warm breath eager to relay an important message. “You’re mine now.”


  “Is that right?” she asked. His thick meat had her on the verge of going off without touching herself. It was truly heaven on earth.


  “All mine,” he emphasized. “Whenever I want you.”


  “But what if I get a boyfriend?” she asked with a sly smirk.


  Her playful question was met with a very serious response. Ryan roughly hammered into her, sending a very clear message as to what he thought about the idea of her dating.


  “Mine,” he grunted into her ear.


  Drool had made its way onto the mirror thanks to the saliva that flowed from between her helpless lips. No man could match his power and stamina. His confidence fueled her. He carried himself as someone who was truly better than her; and in the bedroom, that was exactly what she craved.


  “All yours, Daddy,” she said with a smile, a river of drool trickling down the mirror from her most recent attempt to speak.


  “Good girl,” he praised her, pulling back from her ear to observe the disheveled mess he’d turned her into. “Now, someone wants to cum, doesn’t she?”


  “So bad!” she shouted. “Please!”


  “A few things first,” he spoke deeply. “What if I want a blowjob while I’m at school?”


  “I’ll-I’ll meet you in-in-in the park-parking lot!” she promised. The force with which he drove into her with caused her stammer to return. “I swear!”


  “And what if it’s after school while you’re at work?” he asked.


  “You-you can come to my job and-and-and meet me in-in my car!”


  His voice managed to drop to an even lower octave. “What if you’re home and Jake is sitting right on the couch?”


  She’d officially lost her last bit of dignity and commonsense. She’d been reduced to an animal, driven solely by her personal pleasure. “I’ll suck your dick in front of him! Please, just let me cum!”


  Ryan’s right hand gripped her shoulder, his left hand sliding down the front of her body at a snail’s pace. His masculine touch soaked in her heaving breasts, her toned tummy, and her shaking legs. He rubbed just about everywhere except her clit.


  “OH MY GOD, PLEASE!!!” she screamed.


  Twenty-five minutes of sexual tension came to a head in a single moment. Everything exploded the moment his fingers touched her clit. Repeated teasing and constant orgasm denial had caused the water in her pot to boil over the edge; and with a simple rub of her most sensitive organ, her world went white.


  Suddenly, she was alone, except she wasn’t. Nothing existed in this blank room of nothingness. Her bed, the closet mirror, Ryan: none of it was there.


  But at the same time, there was everything.


  The feeling of fullness that only Ryan could bring to her life hadn’t vanished. That strong grip on her shoulder still squeezed her bare skin. The immense power from the stud to her rear hadn’t gone anywhere.


  Everything still existed. Her evening with Ryan, Jake spending the weekend at his father’s place, and the paperwork she had to complete for work: it was all there. The world hadn’t changed. It was her mind that had gone blank.


  Her brain shut off to allow her body to absorb every second of sexual bliss that her mind usually soaked up. The soothing warmth wasn’t just in her groin, but flowing throughout her skin. Her fingers curled and the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. Was she even breathing? She didn’t know, but her chest was red hot. Her body tensed, yet freed itself at the same time. Her eyes fluttered, yet closed. Every emotion and reaction in her soul had been let loose.


  She was experiencing the pinnacle of sexual pleasure.


  She was put on this earth to be this stud’s personal play toy. It was the only thing that made sense. What else could make her feel like this? What could cause her insides to explode with boiling bliss other than Ryan’s perfect cock?


  Even the idea of using her vibrator again was insulting. Sex toys had become a thing of the past. What she needed couldn’t be powered by a pair of AA batteries, and she would be on-call to attend to every one of his urges.


  Finally descending back down to Earth only caused her to further understand what she’d just experienced. She had a purpose. She had a reason for existing. She was now owned.


  “I’ve never felt any like that before!” she told him excitedly, gazing at his motionless reflection with a fair amount of giddiness still planted on her face. “That was amazing!”


  He gave her ear a soft kiss before saying, “I’m going to let you decide where your big reward goes since you were such a good girl. I can cum on your ass, or your tits, or all over that pretty fuckin’ face.”


  She was officially all-in. “Inside me!”


  He’d never experienced a more blissful moment in his life. “Dirty girl.”


  “Still think I’m a cunt?” she asked sarcastically.


  His smile turned to a laugh. “Absolutely. You’re my cunt.”


  She giggled along with his handsome face in the mirror. Maybe she should just marry him? What would be better than getting this a few times a week? How about having twenty-four seven access to her very own stud, of course!


  Her fantasy was abruptly interrupted by something.


  Ryan had spit on the glass.


  Saliva trickled down the mirror, leaving a sloppy trail as his fluids descended. Her brow furrowed as another wad of spit was launched in the same direction, adding to the out-of-place mess in front of her.


  The look on his face told her exactly what to do. He required that she find her naughty side. He demanded that she do anything he requested of her. He fully expected for her to be just like the dozens of other girls who waited on him hand and foot.


  And he wouldn’t have to ask twice.


  Her mouth moved to the mirror where her tongue greedily slurped up every drop of spit. Those stupid high school girls couldn’t compete with her. They couldn’t suck his dick that way she did. They wouldn’t fuck him in his car during class. She would be everything Ryan ever dreamed of


  She smiled back at the reflection of the stud behind her before taking a deep gulp.


  “All gone, Daddy!” she announced proudly.


  Ryan was in love.


  He gave her plump ass a hard slap before grabbing onto her hips and fucking her harder than he had all night. Euphoria shot through his body as his cock exploded. Burst after burst of semen emptied deep inside her. His erupting cock marked his territory. This smart, successful, sarcastic, gorgeous woman had been claimed—by him.


  His orgasm finally subsided as he regrettably pulled out of her gripping pussy, an inch at a time. Only a few drops of cum slid down her right leg as he stared at her vagina and waited. Had he cum that deep inside her? Or maybe her pussy refused to let go of his seed? Whatever the case, his cum was exactly where it belonged: deep inside her.


  The two stared at each other in the mirror for what felt like an eternity before Amy decided to speak up.


  “So, do you want to stay for dinner?”


  “Did you forget that we still have a date planned?” he reminded her.


  She couldn’t believe that she’d forgotten. “Hiking or dinner?”


  “Both,” he answered. “Short shorts and a top that shows off your sexy midsection. Let’s go.”


  She skipped over to her dresser with a smile, glowing from the firm smack on the ass she’d just received. She had in a man in her life to take her on hikes, out to dinner, and who dressed her now? It wasn’t debatable any longer.


  Ryan was moving in.
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