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    Chapter 1 – Different Tastes


  


  Saturday Night.


  “You’re such a fuckin’ idiot.”


  Phil could only shake his head at his friend’s comment. They were seriously arguing over something so dumb? It was midway through the third quarter of a 45-45 shootout, except no one in the room was even watching the football game at this point.


  “I’m talking about like a mentally challenged level of idiocy,” Dave continued.


  “Because I have a different opinion than you?” Phil asked.


  “No, because you have an opinion that you can’t have,” Dave told him.


  Phil turned and looked at Mike, who was sitting in the recliner next to the couch he was currently sharing with Dave. He was desperate to get some help here. “Do you believe this shit?”


  “I’m with Dave, bro,” Mike said. “Sorry, but you can’t have that opinion.”


  Phil should’ve known better by this point. Their arguments had a tendency to turn into two-on-ones, and he was usually on the undermanned side of the discussions. “Jesus Christ, it’s not my fault they suck.”


  The annoyed look on Dave’s face grew with each passing second. “I’m gonna punch you right in the fuckin’ head if you say The Rolling Stones suck one more time!”


  The three teens had been friends from the moment they’d first met in the fourth grade. Bonding over a mutual interest in sports and inappropriate jokes, they sparked a relationship which had lasted into their senior year of high school. Their classmates usually got fed up with Dave and Phil’s constant arguing: sports, movies, music, women—you name it. There was always a debate to be had about something.


  A world of arguing may as well have been home for Mike. That probably had something to do with his mom’s constant need to pick apart every little thing both he and his father did; and when it came to his buddies, a simple television advertisement for a fashion show would lead to a thirty minute argument over thin versus thick women. A bad performance in an NBA game would turn into a twenty minute shouting match because Phil claimed he was a better shooter than a professional basketball team’s all-star point guard. All the while Mike would sit back and let it play out—just like he did at home.


  “Okay, I’ll admit they aren’t terrible,” Phil conceded. “They aren’t good, but they aren’t terrible. I mean, they’re better than the shit you played for me last week.”


  “What did you play for him last week?” Mike asked.


  Dave promptly groaned, “You don’t want to know, dude.”


  Mike laughed as he looked at his Dave. Both had brown hair, brown eyes, and were in fantastic shape from their years of playing football and basketball. Phil, on the other hand, possessed blond hair and blue eyes, but was of a similar physical build as his two friends. The eighteen-year-old high school seniors were all tall, lean, muscular, and standouts on their school’s varsity football team.


  It was Saturday evening, and the three of them were at their friend and classmate’s Jake’s house, just like they always were. Hell, they spent multiple weeknights and almost all of their Saturdays in this very basement, watching whatever the must-see sporting event was for that particular night. Jake not being home didn’t even prevent them from coming over. That was probably a good thing because their buddy was rarely home on the weekends, but we’ll get to that later.


  Dave could see that Mike was waiting for him to continue. “Okay, brace yourself. You seriously need to prepare to hear maybe the most ridiculous thing ever. He told me that Led Zeppelin is a garbage band.”


  Mike immediately turned to Phil, stunned. “Dude…”


  Phil wasted little time going on the defensive. He was well prepared to defend his opinion against the oncoming gang up, per usual. This was exactly how things always unfolded. Mike would stay out of it for as long as he could, but ninety-nine times out of a hundred, he would ultimately join in and take Dave’s side. Same shit, different day.


  “I listened to like four songs,” Phil started, flabbergasted that his friends seriously liked this type of music. “All that whiny dickhead did was drone on and on about wanting a woman to stay loyal to him in every single song. It was fuckin’ draining.”


  “What songs did you play him?” questioned Mike.


  Dave answered, “I started with ‘How Many More Times.’”


  “Great song,” Mike chimed in with his thoughts.


  Dave dismissively glanced at Phil before turning his attention back to Mike. “No shit, right? But guess who didn’t like it?”


  “It was over eight minutes long!” Phil exclaimed. “Who the hell makes eight minute songs?”


  “Talented musicians,” Dave said.


  “More like self-indulgent blowhards…” Phil groaned.


  “Oh shit, I forgot that Phil doesn’t want to listen to anything that doesn’t involved bitches, guns, and money,” Dave laughed.


  Phil rolled his eyes, annoyed as ever. “You mean cool songs that you want to party to? Excuse me for wanting to have a good time. I’d prefer not to listen to some sissy moan about have a chick fuck around on him.”


  “What about The Stones then?” Mike asked. “Most of their songs are jams. You’re telling me you can’t party to some of their stuff?”


  “Maybe if I was some old-timer,” Phil chuckled. “I can’t believe I have to take shit from you two every time we discuss music. You guys have the musical taste of my parents, yet I somehow get attacked for listening to shit people our age are into. It’s ridiculous.”


  “Just because it’s popular doesn’t mean it’s good,” said Dave. “What was that song you played for me last week? You know, the biggest song of the year until a new rap song comes out next week and everyone forgets about that trash?”


  “It was called—”


  “I remember now!” Dave interrupted Phil, looking over at his best friend. “Get this, Mike. Hand to God, I had to replay it three times to make sure I was hearing it correctly. It was the most ridiculous shit ever. Guess what this rapper kept rhyming the word ‘nigga’ with?”


  “No idea,” Mike said.


  Dave paused for a moment before revealing the answer. “Nigga.”


  “He rhymed ‘nigga’ with ‘nigga’?” Phil asked with a laugh. “Really?”


  “Dude, he rhymed ‘nigga’ with ‘nigga,’ like fifty times,” Dave confirmed, joining in on his buddy’s laughter. “Poetry, right? Led Zeppelin couldn’t possibly come up with something that creative.”


  Phil was done with this nonsense. His friends treated rock and roll like it was Shakespeare or something. “Like that Rolling Stones song about a white slavemaster fucking his black slaves? Poetry like that?”


  Mike quickly spoke up in defense of not only Dave’s taste in music, but his own as well. “‘Brown Sugar’ is a jam, dude.”


  “Jam or not, the lyrics are fucked up,” Phil said. “All I’m saying is that rock music has just as many senseless and vulgar themes to it, but it doesn’t get the shit that rap and hip-hop does for some reason.”


  “Because when a group of uber-talented musicians get together and create a piece of music from scratch, they’re given more liberties than some dude who is just making guttural noises over a computer generated beat!” Dave passionately yelled at his friend.


  “According to who?” Phil asked.


  “According to me,” Dave answered with a know-it-all smile.


  Once again, the only thing Phil could do was shake his head. He would never be able to get through to these two. “Listen, I’m open to giving The Rolling Stones another chance. I honestly can’t with Led Zeppelin because they’re just so fucking terrible, but The Stones at least have some kind of hope. Pick one song.”


  “You know, part of me actually shutters inside every time you say Zeppelin is terrible,” Mike told him with a wince.


  “The truth hurts sometimes, buddy,” Phil laughed, checking the TV to find the score still all tied up.


  Dave pondered the situation for a moment before turning to Mike. “One song, huh? What would you go with?”


  “No question for me,” Mike instantly answered. “I’d go with the ultimate Stones jam.”


  “‘Bitch’?” Dave asked.


  “Gotta go with ‘Bitch,’” Mike smiled back.


  Dave wirelessly connected his phone to the basement’s surround sound speakers and opened his music app. Seconds later, the room was filled with the sound of Keith Richard’s powerful opening riff. It was a true slice of heaven for Dave and Mike, and just about the closest thing to hell for Phil.


  




  

    Chapter 2 – Love, It’s a Bitch


  


  Claire stood at the kitchen counter, sliding a pile of chopped up pineapple into a plastic container. She placed it off to the side before moving her attention to the watermelon that was next in line to feel the acute edge of her razor sharp chef’s knife. If you would have told her five years ago that she would be spending her Saturday night making fruit salad for a group of high school boys—while her son was having his weekend visitation with his dad—then she would’ve looked at you like you were crazy. It just wouldn’t have been a possibility in her mind.


  Her relationship with her husband couldn’t have been better half a decade ago. Al was the loving, caring, charismatic guy she’d fallen in love with when she was just a nineteen-year-old college freshman, but the man she loved changed. She couldn’t pinpoint why—and still to this day she wasn’t able to explain it—but he transformed into someone completely different from the guy she adored. The fun, spontaneous, exciting husband she once had, became cold and distant.


  She wasn’t a demanding wife. She didn’t nag and complain about things, and she was more than happy to do her wifely duties like cooking, cleaning, and whatever Al wanted in the bedroom. Life definitely became easier once her son turned fourteen, however. He suddenly didn’t have a problem helping out around the house. She would arrive home from her real estate secretarial job to find the dishwasher unloaded, the laundry folded, and the grass cut. Jake really was the perfect kid: bright, personable, athletic, and helpful. And as far as she was concerned, she had a perfect husband to match. Life was as good as you could get.


  But then the deep conversations with Al became short and abrupt. The jokes and nonsense that always made her laugh, suddenly ceased to exist. The enjoyable sex just evaporated. It was like creatures from another planet had kidnapped her husband in the cover of darkness, and replaced him with an android programmed to replicate basic human emotions.


  She’d assumed he was having an affair at first. That was the only thing that made sense. For months she snooped around, trying to find out what was happening, but he turned out to be clean. An appointment at his doctor’s office for a checkup came back normal as well. Normal testosterone levels, no medical issues: perfect. She never imagined she would be disappointed to find out that her husband had a clean bill of health, but that was exactly how she felt. At least a problem would’ve given her some kind of answer. What could possibly be causing him to act like this?


  Claire eventually grew to accept it after years of the same old routine. Having Jake in her life definitely made things easier, but she most likely wouldn’t have changed a thing even if their son wasn’t around. She was an easy going girl. Sure, she wasn’t happy and her marriage was about as far from perfect as it could possibly be, but she’d made a few rather important guarantees all those years ago on her wedding day. Remember for better, for worse? What about for richer, for poorer? There was that whole thing about in sickness and health too. Oh yeah, until death do us part carried some weight, didn’t it? Except Al apparently didn’t feel the same way, and he made that perfectly clear three years ago.


  “I’m filing for divorce today.”


  She looked up from her morning coffee with a smile. Maybe his sense of humor was finally coming back. It was about time.


  “Great,” she laughed. “Now I’m finally free to date Johnny Depp.”


  “I’m serious, Claire,” Al told her with an extremely serious look on his face.


  She waited for a crack to appear. A smile. A grin. She would settle for a wink. How about an eyebrow raise? A noise of some kind? Just something to let her know that this was a joke.


  “I don’t want it to be messy,” he said. “I think you should stay in the house with Jake, and I’ll find my own place. The mortgage is paid off so that’s not an issue. We don’t have any debts or major bills, and neither of us are the vindictive type, so I don’t see any reason for fighting. I’ll obviously still help you out with bills and stuff for Jake. We just need to go our separate ways and start over. This isn’t working.”


  “Why?”


  Al shot her a curious glance. “Why what?”


  “Why isn’t this working?” she asked again.


  For years she’d been trying to figure out why their marriage was falling apart, and she still wanted an answer despite how obvious it was that nothing could be done to save it. This was the only life she’d ever known. Unhappiness had just turned into her regular routine at this point. It felt too late to start over.


  Al only stood up and walked away from the table.


  She sank into an immediate depression. It didn’t start when the divorce was finalized, it didn’t begin the first time she dropped Jake off at his father’s new apartment, and it didn’t hit home when she saw Al’s new girlfriend on his Facebook page. It started the moment Al walked away from that oak table they’d shared thousands of meals, laughs, stories, and emotions over. That kitchen table symbolized their life together. It represented their commitment to one another. It embodied their family, and he’d stood up and walked away from it.


  She simply stopped caring about herself. Her work struggled, her body suffered more, but her mind endured the most pain. A constant cloud of exhaustion followed her. Her healthy lifestyle vanished. Even her parental responsibilities such as checking up on Jake’s schoolwork and activities were often forgotten. She felt overwhelmed all the time. Her weight ballooned from one hundred and thirty pounds to one hundred and eighty pounds, but the worst part was that she didn’t care. There wasn’t even a hint of desire to impress anyone.


  The most confusing part of it all was when she saw Al’s new girlfriend. She wasn’t some sexy twenty-two-year-old with a slim waist and D cup breasts. This woman was two years older than herself, significantly less pretty, and possessed love handles Claire never would’ve dreamed of having at the time of her divorce.


  So, if it wasn’t Al’s hormones or mental state, and it clearly wasn’t her own looks, then that left just one thing. It had to be her as a person. Was she that unpleasant to be around? She’d always been under the impression that people enjoyed her company. She was more of a bookworm who’d much rather curl up on the couch with her Kindle than be out socializing at some party, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t up for having a good time. She still liked to go out and have fun, but Al always bitched and complained whenever she wanted to do that. The more she attempted to figure all of this out, the further confused she grew, and the deeper she sank into that terrible physical and mental state.


  Two years went by before her son said something. In fact, it was almost one year ago to this very day that he finally spoke up.


  “I can’t see you like this anymore.”


  She was seated across from Jake at their granite kitchen table when she heard those words. She’d ended up ditching the oak table a few months earlier. It was full of too many memories.


  “Can’t see me like what?” she asked, glancing down at the open pizza box on the table between them before looking back to her son.


  “He didn’t deserve you.”


  She wasn’t following. “Deserve me? Who didn’t deserve me? What are you talking about, sweetheart?”


  “Dad,” he clarified himself. “He didn’t deserve you.”


  “Don’t say that about your father,” she lightly scolded him. Jerk or not, Al was still his dad.


  “It’s the truth though,” Jake continued. “You know I love dad, but he really changed toward you for some reason, and I hated it. And part of me was relieved when you told me that you guys were getting divorced. I wanted you to be free from him.”


  This was news to her.


  “But instead of freeing you, it just dug you deeper into some kind of hole,” he voiced. “It doesn’t make sense, Mom.”


  “It’s more than that,” she groaned, her dejected tone showing just how much this was still weighing on her.


  Jake pushed his plate off to the side to give his mother his undivided attention. “Tell me then. You don’t think getting this off your chest might help?”


  Maybe it would help. Four years had passed without her speaking to a soul about what was on her mind; and to be completely honest, she wasn’t even that sad anymore. She was more confused than anything. It was like reading a long novel, only for the author to leave the ending open. Some people looked at that as creativity, but she saw it as laziness. She put the time in, so she wanted some answers, but Al had never given her that necessary closure.


  “It’s something you can’t understand until you’re older,” she told him.


  “Bullshit!” he strongly responded. “Dad gave me that same BS line too.”


  Her eyebrows immediately perked up. That had caught her a bit off guard. “You talked to your father about this?”


  “I did,” Jake answered. “You need to move on from this and I want to help if you need it. Mom, I don’t want to see you like this anymore.”


  “It’s just…I…we spent twenty years of our lives together,” she hesitantly admitted. “He’s the only man I’ve ever been in a real relationship with. It’s all I’ve ever known since I was nineteen years old, and now here I am, a forty-three-year-old divorced single mother who’s expected to just move on. But move on to what? I don’t know how to not be with him.”


  He intently listened.


  “I know that I’ve wasted the past four years of my life in this rut; I really do, but I don’t know how to get out of it!” she admitted. “It’s like I’m stuck in Groundhog Day. I can barely sleep at night because my mind is constantly racing!”


  He continued to let his mother get it out while he watched her start to become emotional.


  “Your father was such an amazing man, and then something just changed in him and I don’t know what!” she said, her words masked by intense sniffles. “I still don’t know what I did!”


  “Why do you think it’s your fault?” he asked.


  She gazed across the table into her son’s eyes through her own watery ones. “Are you saying that it’s your father’s fault?”


  “Why does it have to be someone’s fault?” he proposed the way he saw things. “Don’t people sometimes just grow apart? Listen, you couldn’t have possibly enjoyed those last few years with dad. I know I didn’t, and he wasn’t anywhere near as cold to me as he was to you. Something is still different in him. I honestly don’t know what it is, but he isn’t the same person I knew for my entire childhood. It’s like you’re forgetting that he’s gone now. You’re free from the black cloud that was constantly raining on you. Mom, you’re smart, funny, beautiful, and a total catch. You should be enjoying yourself, not dwelling over a part of your life that’s never coming back.”


  Four years ago, in almost the same exact spot in the kitchen, Claire felt herself sink into a deep depression. Not anymore. That burden had floated away in a single moment of clarity. Her son was right: the past was the past. Why dwell over something she couldn’t change?


  Her life took a turn for the better that very day. She found her long unused gym membership card, restocked the refrigerator and pantry with healthy food, and started doing the things that made her happy again.


  Now, here she was. A year of hard work, healthy eating, and an enjoyable lifestyle had Claire Vetter feeling like an entirely different woman. The forty-four-year-old mom looked better than she had at any point since her mid-twenties. Sure, she didn’t possess the perfect body of her college days, but she looked great compared to most women her age. Her legs were toned, her butt was perky, and her impressive bust aided in accentuating her now significantly slimmer figure. Her new outlook on life helped wash away the rapidly growing wrinkles and crow’s-feet on her face as well. Her long blonde hair was flowing, and she could see the reflection of her vivid blue eyes in the chef’s knife she was using to finish slicing up the fresh watermelon she’d purchased earlier in the day.


  She found herself in the kitchen on this Saturday evening mixing watermelon, pineapple, and cantaloupe together to make a big bowl of fruit salad for her son’s friends. It was strange how things had just started happening. Her basement had suddenly turned into the boys’ hangout a few years ago. That was where the sports-crazy teens gathered together to watch the games, and she never had a problem with it—even during her depressed days. In fact, it was one of the bright spots during those dark times.


  Not seeing the three teens wouldn’t feel right after knowing them since they were in elementary school; but now that she was out of her funk, she adored having them around. Her favorite thing might’ve been their decision to start coming over to watch games together while Jake was at his dad’s for the weekends. She enjoyed having men around. It was fun to have guys to cook for and take care of, and young men possessed a certain energy that she couldn’t find anywhere else. She would be lying if she didn’t admit to occasionally feeling a sexual energy too, but it was more of an excitement than anything.


  A sense of unlimited possibility came along with them while they were merely over to watch football or basketball. It was always there, and it wasn’t exactly easy to describe. It was an energy that would best be characterized as “youthfulness.”


  Could she possibly explain her relief at Jake’s upcoming decision to live at home while attending their local college? She didn’t want to lose her little boy; but at the same time, there was a different feeling when it was just his friends around. It was a contrasting vibe. She loved cooking for and looking after her son, but she lived for doing it for his friends.


  Claire was immediately hit by a wave of sound as she barely managed to open the basement door with a big bowl of fruit salad in her right hand, and three smaller bowls in her left. A powerful lead guitar perfectly complemented the smooth rhythm guitar that flowed through the air. The deep, sultry, sexy sound of a saxophone quickly joined in before being paired with the broad tone of a trumpet. And just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, the gorgeous voice of Mick Jagger jolted her back. Sure, he wasn’t Freddie Mercury or Steve Perry, but his voice oozed a certain sexiness which took her back to her younger days. She could listen to that man sing names out of a phone book.


  And while Mick had the voice, Keith Richards had her heart. At least the 1960’s version of Keith did. Give her a time machine and send her back to 1969, and she would’ve turned that man’s world upside down. She would’ve done bad, bad, bad things to her favorite guitarist.


  Nostalgia ran through her body every time she listened to The Rolling Stones. Her most recent memory involved seeing the band in concert years ago with Al for her birthday. She could still remember looking around and seeing other couples dancing, singing, and enjoying the music, all the while her now ex-husband complained the entire time. The band members were too old, it didn’t sound like the albums, Mick Jagger was running out of breath: it was a miserable experience.


  She preferred to think back to the memories from high school—back to those carefree days of coming home from school and listening to Sticky Fingers on her Walkman until the wee hours of the morning. Her classmates could have Madonna and U2 all to themselves. She would be busy listening to the unmatched classic rock sound of the late sixties and early seventies. They sure don’t make ‘em like they used to.


  




  

    Chapter 3 – Guess Who Likes The Stones?


  


  “He’s feeling it a little bit!” Dave yelled over the blaring music with a smile.


  Phil was feeling it a bit. The mix of blues and rock created an awfully unique sound. Actually, he could see himself getting into this. He would never be a fan, but it was at least tolerable.


  “I guess it’s alright,” Phil stated, making sure to appear unimpressed. Whether he enjoyed the music or not, he wouldn’t openly concede to these two any more today.


  “Alright?” Mike asked. “Just alright?”


  “It’s not like Wu-Tang or anything, but it’s okay,” Phil said.


  Mike rolled his eyes. “Jesus Christ…”


  The music suddenly stopped.


  “What the fuck, dude!?” Mike shouted as he turned to Dave, wondering why he’d paused the tunes.


  “Am I interrupting something?”


  The three teens simultaneously smiled at the much welcomed arrival of a particular blonde. Did any of them not have a crush on her? Well, some may have felt a little more strongly than others…


  “You’re not interrupting at all, Ms. V,” Dave said, just as smitten as always.


  Dave had a longtime crush on his friend’s mom, and it wasn’t just a physical attraction like most teenagers have to sexy older women. It was something more than that. They seemed to have a connection. Everything either of them said was genuinely hilarious to the other, and her sense of humor and playful personality were the complete opposite of the bland personas he’d grown accustomed to with girls his own age.


  In fact, he was the one who’d encouraged Jake to talk to her about how she was feeling last year. It killed him to see this beautiful, funny, charismatic woman turn into a shell of her former self; and as bizarre as it may sound, seeing her finally snap out of her funk was one of the happiest moments of his life. It would probably rank behind the night he lost his virginity to Jessica Winds, and in front of the playoff game last year when he threw six touchdowns against North Park. No one had a spot in his heart like this amazing blonde.


  Three sets of enamored eyes watched as she strolled over to the couch, setting the bowls down on the coffee table. Her tight black yoga pants showed off her fit lower-body, and her gray New York Yankees tank-top perfectly displayed her toned arms and shoulders. When did she ever allow her hair to look this messy and unkempt? How about her decision to barely apply any makeup? There was an undeniable sense of comfort around these eighteen-year-old jocks. It was a safety that she could just be herself, and not have to worry about dressing up or looking pretty. It was a feeling she certainly lacked after leaving the comforts of her own home.


  “I hope you boys are in the mood for some fruit,” she said with a smile.


  Dave was always in the mood for whatever she had to offer. Food, conversation, her body: oh, the things he would do to that body. None of the girls at school looked like her; and when he really thought about it, celebrities couldn’t even compete with her elegance either. He could only recall a handful of porn stars and swimsuit models who possessed the beauty of his all-time dream girl.


  “Looks great,” Mike chimed in, his eyes journeying the length of her body until finally reaching her pretty face.


  Phil leaned forward and began scooping some of the fruit salad into a bowl for himself. “Thoughts on The Rolling Stones, Ms. V?”


  “Greatest band ever,” she swiftly responded.


  As if Dave couldn’t love this woman more than he already did.


  “You gotta be kidding me,” Phil laughed. Was everyone against him now? “You too?”


  “Ms. V knows what’s up,” Mike commented.


  “Of course,” Phil groaned. “I forgot that she grew up with this shit.”


  “Hey!” she snapped with a not so playful tone. “I did NOT grow up with The Rolling Stones! Jesus, how old do you think I am?”


  “What? They’re an eighties band, right?” Phil asked, looking at his buddies for help.


  Dave and Mike both shook their heads in amazement.


  “This is who we’ve been arguing with?” Mike asked. “A guy who thinks The Stones are some fuckin’ eighties hair metal band?”


  Dave pressed play on his phone before asking Phil, “Does this sound like hair metal to you?”


  She was receiving a quick reminder of just how much she loved this song. Did anything else on the planet resemble this? It really was a one of a kind sound.


  “Come on, Ms. V!” Dave shouted over the music. “Let’s see some of those moves.”


  She couldn’t shake her head fast enough. “There’s no way.”


  “Oh, come on,” he whined, flashing that knee-weakening smile of his.


  She wasn’t sure if it was the teen’s persistence, or if Bobby Keys’ saxophone was the culprit, but she soon found herself gingerly moving to the music. Comfortable or not, alone in the basement with these three probably wasn’t the best place to get her boogie on. She should’ve been old enough to know that by now.


  “Get over here.”


  She turned toward that deep voice to find Dave somehow standing next to her. Was the music so loud that she couldn’t hear him approach? And why was he grinning at her like that?


  Suddenly, there was a hand on her forearm, pulling her away from the table to lead her to an open space in the carpeted basement. What was she supposed to do? Say no? The charisma oozing from his muscular frame was captivating; and before she knew it, she was moving and grooving along with the charming football star.


  She never believed in the idea of someone being a bad dancer. Who’s to judge what’s acceptable when it comes to moving your body to music? It’s all about confidence at the end of the day, isn’t it? Heck, that’s what ran through her mind every time she saw Mick Jagger performing. Aimlessly wiggling his hips, jerking his body and head from side to side, random kicks in all directions: it looked like he was having a seizure on stage half the time. But would anyone actually admit to Mick being a bad dancer? His charm was way too infatuating to deny, and whatever that certain thing was Mick possessed, this kid had it too.


  Dave mouthed along with the lyrics, giving her a spin before shaking his hips. She was eating up his confidence. Thirty seconds ago she’d told him there was no way she would dance, and now she was wiggling her hips right along with him. Those cute eighteen-year-old classmates of his must be head over heels in love with this kid.


  Jim Price’s trumpet kicked in with two powerful blows which she instinctively shook her butt to.


  “Woah!” Dave shouted with a big smile in response to her loosening up.


  She broke loose from his hold and strutted toward the stairs, glancing back to find six eyes locked on her every move. It’d been a long time since she felt this level of admiration. These three may have well of been drooling.


  “Where you going?” Dave yelled as he shook his shoulders at her, still feeling the song as it made its way to the chorus again.


  That move got a big smile out of her—whatever the hell it was. This kid had plenty of Mick Jagger in him, alright. Could he possibly be more assured of himself?


  She took two playful steps up the stairs, still wiggling to the music before leaning over the railing to peer into his masculine brown eyes. He responded by lowering the volume of the speakers with his phone.


  “I have to go over to my parents’ house for a while,” she told the group of jocks.


  “We can leave if you want,” Mike said.


  “You guys are free to stay as long as you want,” she said, turning her attention to Mike. “I trust you. Just lock up when you leave, okay?”


  “Will do, Ms. V!” Dave replied before increasing the sound of the speakers. It didn’t take long before the music was deafeningly loud again. “It’s a shame you couldn’t keep up with me!”


  Claire responded with a smile before giving the basement one last sultry shake of her hips. She quickly jogged up the stairs with a big grin on her face. She wasn’t a tease, but she loved to flirt, and it wasn’t like she was necessarily flirting with these guys either. Well, maybe she was a little bit. She didn’t really know what she was doing, to be honest. She just loved knowing that she had a group of guys who were looking out for her best interest. Plus, she definitely knew what she would be listening to on the car ride over to her parents.


  Dave couldn’t hear the basement door shut, but he assumed Ms. V had to be upstairs by now. He was getting to the point in his life where he really didn’t care if she heard him admit to this or not. “I love that woman.”


  “Huh!?” Mike shouted, unable to hear his friend over the sound of the music.


  Dave muted the music and headed over to the sofa with his buddies. “I said that I love that woman.”


  “Right…” Phil laughed.


  “I’m serious, dude,” Dave firmly declared, taking a seat back in his original spot on the couch.


  “Get in line, bro,” Mike chimed in. “I got dibs on her.”


  Dave wasn’t about to allow that. If anyone got a shot at Ms. V, then it was going to be him. “Do you guys think Jake would lose his shit if I asked her out?”


  Phil and Mike both waited for some kind of joke.


  “Wait, you’re not kidding?” Mike finally asked after realizing his friend was serious. “You want to ask Ms. V out?”


  “Yeah, I mean, why not?” Dave asked.


  “Um…I don’t know…maybe because she’s Jake’s mom and we’ve been friends with him since the fourth grade,” Mike explained with a decent amount of bewilderment in his voice. “Not to mention she’s like twenty-five years older than you.”


  “Just hear me out,” Dave started, much to the chagrin of the rest of the room. “So, she got divorced back when we were in middle school. That’s like five years ago at this point, and we’ve never heard about a boyfriend or anything. Not once! I mean, maybe she doesn’t want to date; but if she does, wouldn’t Jake rather her date someone like me, over a random dude on some dating website?”


  “You think Jake would prefer his mom dated a scumbag he already knows like yourself?” Mike sarcastically inquired.


  “This is such a ridiculous discussion,” Phil commented, shaking his head at the absurdity of what he was listening to. “A forty-something-year-old mom isn’t going to date a fuckin’ eighteen-year-old high schooler.”


  “Says who?” Dave asked.


  Phil couldn’t appear more confused. “Says who? How about society?”


  “Bullshit!” Dave huffed, rolling his eyes. “Keep it up and I might be paying your mom a visit.”


  Phil took a deep breath and pondered what life would be like with a different group of friends. Was it too late to start hanging out with the baseball team? Maybe they wouldn’t be such idiots all the time?


  “Ms. V has a perfect ass, but Phil’s mom has that giant ass that I love,” Mike laughed. “I wouldn’t mind getting a piece of that either.”


  “You guys are assholes,” groaned Phil.


  “Let me hear it, Phil,” Dave grinned. “Is it okay if I stay out late tonight, Dad?”


  “What?” Phil asked.


  Dave repeated himself, “Is it okay if I stay out late tonight, Dad?”


  Phil still wasn’t following. The hesitation in his voice clearly showed that. “Is it okay….if I stay out late tonight…”


  “Dad…” Dave encouraged him to say.


  “Is it okay…if I stay out late tonight…Dad?” Phil finally finished, suddenly realizing what he’d said. “Oh, go fuck yourself!”


  Dave and Mike burst into laughter together, Dave’s guffaw promptly turning into a giggle. “Music to my ears hearing Phil refer to me as his dad.


  “Seriously, dude, fuck off,” Phil groaned again.


  “Hey!” Dave jokingly snapped at Phil. “You’ll be spending the weekend grounded in your room if you use that language in this house one more time, mister!”


  Even Phil had to laugh at that.


  “I don’t want to burst your bubble, but I could get Ms. V if I wanted,” Mike said to Dave.


  Dave’s eyebrows perked up while he looked over at his buddy who was sitting in the recliner. “Dude, are you out of your mind? Did you not see what just happened? We have this crazy chemistry with each other.”


  “Chemistry my ass…” Mike remarked with a grumble.


  Phil decided to change the subject to something that had been on his mind for the past few minutes. “I gotta be honest with you two, if Ms. V was dancing to Led Zeppelin, then I’m pretty sure I could get into it.”


  “I mean, shit, I could get into Bob Dylan if she was dancing to him,” Dave laughed.


  “Easy now,” Mike said. “No amount of sexiness could possibly make Bob Dylan listenable.”


  The room erupted with the sound of Mike and Dave’s laughter.


  It only took a few moments for Phil to speak up again. He obviously hadn’t gotten the joke. “Who the fuck is Bob Dylan?”


  




  

    Chapter 4 – A Game and a New Friend


  


  Claire pulled into her driveway a little before nine-thirty on this Saturday night, completely exhausted. Who knew it’d be such a hassle to set up her parents’ new smartphones? It’d taken her dad forty minutes to successfully send a text message. Forty minutes! She wouldn’t be able to name someone worse with technology than her father.


  The porch light was the only source of illumination in the otherwise dark house—just as she would’ve left things. The tired blonde was on a clear mission as she hustled up the pathway and to the front door to let herself in. Could it have been any more obvious that she was on a beeline for the kitchen? The only items on her mind for the past two hours had been the big glass of red wine with her name on it, and the story on her Kindle which she was desperate to resume. John Sales was a door-to-door salesman (ironic that his last name is Sales, isn’t it?) who’d just bumped into the newly single Tina Rickens. Tina’s story wasn’t all that different from her own, and John was a good-looking younger man ripped straight from the fantasy of pretty much every woman alive. The tale was right up her alley.


  She dug around the refrigerator for the bottle of Zinfandel that had a tendency to roll to the very back. She finally found it, grabbed a wine glass, and headed over to the kitchen table to pour herself a well-deserved treat. Her day was officially over.


  Or not.


  “What’s this?” she quietly muttered to herself as she set her wine supplies down on the table. The sealed white envelope sitting on the granite table top labeled “Ms. V” had certainly captured her attention. Where had this come from?


  It had to be from one of her son’s friends, right? No one else had been in the house since she’d left—at least that she knew about. Maybe it was a thank you for letting them use the house all the time. Or perhaps it was an apology for eating all of her food. Whatever it was, her curiosity to find out was growing.


  She tore open the envelope like a little kid unwrapping presents on Christmas morning. Inside was a white three inch by five inch index card, obviously taken from the pile of cards on top of the microwave which she and Jake used for leaving notes to one another about their whereabouts. That still wasn’t explaining anything though. Why in the world was one of her son’s friends leaving her messages inside a sealed envelope?


  Up for a game, Ms. V? You’ll get a very special prize if you win, but don’t count your chickens before they’re hatched. This game is tougher than it looks.


  A clue is located on the bottom of this card which leads to another card placed somewhere in the house if you can solve it. On that card will be another clue that leads to yet another card. You get the picture. Solve the clues, get to the end, and a very special reward will be waiting.


  How’s that sound, Ms. V? Wanna play?


  Clue #1 – Everyone in your life thinks you want this, but I know better. To find the clue, you won’t need a sweater.


  An ear-to-ear smile grew across her previously spent mouth. Wine and a novel now seemed like a distant memory. She returned her glass to the cabinet, placed the bottle of Zinfandel back in the fridge, and turned her attention to the index card. This was going to be fun.


  Ten minutes passed with her mindlessly wandering around the house, checking in drawers, under cushions, and really anywhere that possessed even the slightest hint of appeal. She wasn’t even playing the game, was she? She decided to pause and take a seat back at the kitchen table to thoroughly think this out.


  Everyone in your life thinks you want this?


  What was something everyone thought she wanted? A man, maybe? It wasn’t necessarily normal for a forty-four-year-old woman to be single and not looking for a relationship. Well, that wasn’t exactly true.


  She’d tried dating a few times over the past six months. There was that hotshot real estate agent her boss had set her up with back at the start of the summer. That was a fun dinner of listening to him talk about how amazing he was. Every time he’d ask her a question, she would start to answer before he would jump back in and tell another story about himself. Or there was the guy she’d met on that forty-plus dating site. He wasn’t as bad as the real estate agent, but he did confess to loving her midway through the chicken salad she was enjoying.


  But both of those duds paled in comparison to the college kid she’d bumped into while in the checkout line at the grocery store. That wasn’t some cute way of describing their initial encounter either. Her shopping cart literally bumped into him, and that caused the two to spark up a conversation. She skipped the formalities of a first date, went over to his apartment later that night, and experienced the least satisfying sexual experience of her entire life.


  That stuff about younger guys having unlimited stamina and a never-ending sex drive apparently didn’t apply to this kid, because he was a goner after the third pump. And not only that, but he had no interest in taking care of her either. That was made perfectly clear when he told her that it was time to go.


  She actually sent him a text later that week to see what he was up to. To be honest, she kind of liked him. He was funny, interesting, and somewhat charming, and the first time with a new partner can be rough. It takes a while to learn a stranger’s body. Plus, he could’ve been nervous for all she knew.


  She was willing to give him another chance, but when he responded with “Looks like someone needs more of this dick,” she knew this hunk was a lost cause. All she wanted was a nice, funny, intelligent guy she could have a conversation with, and if he could give her the occasional good fuck and go down on her from time to time, then she might even be up for making him her boyfriend.


  Everyone in your life thinks you want this?


  She hopped out of her seat and made her way to the stairs. No more blindly searching for an answer. It was time to put on her thinking cap.


  “What I need is a pillow,” she managed to get out over the sound of a loud yawn as she ascended the steps. Actually, what she really needed was someone she liked to bend her over, give her a much needed pounding, and then tuck her into bed for a rejuvenating ten hours of sleep. She wasn’t liking the chances of that happening anytime soon, however.


  Something caused her to stop directly outside of her son’s room. His door was open and his bookshelf stared back at her. Unlike herself, Jake wasn’t a bookworm. In fact, he wasn’t a fan of reading at all. Jake was a movie buff, and his bookcase more than showed that.


  Row after row of DVDs and Blu-rays filled the shelves. Her eyes squinted as she entered his room, approaching the endless number of movie cases ahead of her. A quick peek down at the index card in her hand reminded her of her clue.


  Everyone in your life thinks you want this, but I know better. To find the clue, you won’t need a sweater.


  Her eyes moved from left to right as she processed the movie titles in her brain. Nope, nope, nope, nope, stop! It wasn’t a movie that had grabbed her attention. Instead, it was a box set: The Complete Quentin Tarantino Collection.


  Claire wasn’t much of a movie fan, but she did like one director in particular, and that man was Quentin Tarantino. There was no denying that one of his titles would fit the hint on the index card perfectly either—that was assuming the movie was even included in this set. Tarantino wrote it but didn’t direct it, so she had her fingers crossed.


  Everyone loves Romeo and Juliet, don’t they? This was just the nineties version of that famous love story. Well, maybe it was slightly more violent. Okay, perhaps one of her favorite movies just so happened to be like a thousand times more violent. She wasn’t above admitting that.


  She opened the foldout case in which the DVDs were stored, and immediately smiled at the sight of an index card taped to a disc on the far left of the box. What was hidden behind that card was even more beautiful. True Romance. Bingo. She removed the scotch tape from the card and flipped it over to read its message.


  Congrats, Ms. V. One down, and who knows how many to go?


  Clue #2 – I’m a fan of the explorer who went by the name of William Mattery, these clever little things would sure help keep the lights on in that spooky, old cattery.


  That might have been a reach, but maybe a reach is all you need.


  Referring to that as a reach was the understatement of the century. These clever little things would sure help keep the lights on in that spooky, old cattery? It had to be some kind of light or candle, right? Maybe a reach is all you need? What in the world did that mean?


  She found her mind starting to drift. This was such a goofy activity that she was participating in, but it was the exact kind of thing she loved. Someone took the time to come up with a game by creating these clever little rhymes. She didn’t need constant attention or for someone to spoil her, but what she did crave was a connection at a level that was more than just physical.


  She would’ve killed to come home to Al having this very game planned out for her back when they were married; and to be completely honest, she would take this over jewelry, flowers, or chocolates. Why couldn’t men understand that? Diamond rings and gold jewelry were nice, but real moments meant so much more. She didn’t want to have to tell her partner that either. Why couldn’t she find a man who all this stuff was second nature for? Wait a minute. She kind of just discovered that very guy, didn’t she? Even if the only detail she was positive about was him being twenty-six years her junior.


  She would never figure out who was responsible for this game until she solved the clues, and this would be the last index card she found unless she solved how to keep that cattery lit. She was a smart girl. That brain of hers just needed to get with the program.


  Directly next to Jake’s bookshelf was his desk, and on top of his desk was a shoebox. She couldn’t recall ever seeing that box on his desk before; but then again, she didn’t make a habit out of snooping in his room either. She reached out and removed the lid to find a white index card on top of a pile of miscellaneous items. A pack of AA batteries joined along when she removed the card thanks to a hefty amount of scotch tape.


  “Keep a cattery lit with batteries,” she laughed to herself while rolling her eyes. She rushed to flip over the card to read her next clue.


  Impressive, Ms. V. Let’s be honest here, we both know your son would still be on the first clue. I’m just kidding. Kind of…


  On to the next and final clue.


  Clue #3 – You’re so close to finding your special gift, all you need to do is give a few things a lift.


  Good luck, Ms. V, and enjoy your new present.


  Remember that whole thing about gifts not mattering to her? That wasn’t entirely true. She still enjoyed receiving presents—just like everyone else in the world. Maybe it was more of the mystery of what it could be? Or perhaps her girly side was coming out? Whatever it was, she couldn’t wait to find out what this mystery man had in store for her.


  She thoroughly explored her son’s room, this time coming up empty. All you need to do is give a few things a lift? That could involve every part of the house! Her weary eyes weren’t helping to locate the last piece of the puzzle. She was so freakin’ tired!


  A quick check of her phone revealed that it was twenty minutes to midnight. She’d found the first two clues fairly quickly, but had now spent close to ninety minutes scouring the house for the final index card. She finally decided to throw in the towel five minutes later. She just couldn’t do it anymore. The only thing she could think about was sleep.


  She would try again in the morning since Jake didn’t return from his father’s until the afternoon on Sundays. She marched back upstairs and into her bedroom where she tossed the pack of batteries onto the mattress. Finally, time for bed.


  Crap, she’d been wearing this tank top all day. Had she turned into a teenage boy without realizing it? She wasn’t seriously considering sleeping like this, was she? Without even taking a shower? It was disgusting!


  A loud moan escaped from her mouth as rolled out of the bed and stumbled across the room toward her dresser, more than ready to call it a night. A light bulb lit up in her head while she dug around her drawer for a clean t-shirt. All you need to do is give a few things a lift. A lift? It couldn’t be this easy, could it?


  Claire began riffling through her t-shirt drawer, digging all the way to the bottom only to come up empty. She did the same for her drawer of jeans and athletic shorts to similar results. Maybe she was wrong. What if she never found this final clue? Then what? Or even worse, what if Jake stumbled across her gift because she was too stupid to solve this puzzle? That would make for one hell of an awkward conversation.


  She turned her attention to the top drawer which was the only one she’d yet to check. It just so happened to hold her bras and panties as well. She began exploring it until her hand hit a piece of plastic. It wasn’t a little piece either. It was fairly large, and almost felt like a container or a holder of some sort. She proceeded to pull it out, watching thongs and panties slide off from whatever the emerging object was until it finally came into view.


  “Oh, you gotta be kidding me…”


  She would be lying if she didn’t admit to feeling excited. Yes, a larger part of her felt embarrassed: embarrassed that one of her son’s friends had been in her panty drawer, embarrassed about what he’d bought her, and even more embarrassed that she couldn’t wait to use it. Did that make her a bad mother? Or a pervert of some kind? She didn’t know; and if she was being honest, she couldn’t care less at this particular moment.


  Claire was staring at a “Wireless, Waterproof, Large Sized Power Vibrator Wand Massager.” It was bright pink in color, and the big upsell across the front of the package was “No USB included, because something this powerful needs batteries.” It was officially the most bizarre gift she’d ever received.


  One of Jake’s friends had bought her a vibrator. And not just any vibrator. It was a vibrator that bragged about how powerful it was right across the front of it! Was this how his friends saw her? As some kind of perverted sex freak? As an insatiable older woman who constantly needed to get off? Or maybe they viewed her as a pathetic, lonely girl who couldn’t get a man? She would ponder those questions later. At this very moment, her number one concern involved finding some scissors to open this thing.


  She tracked down a pair of scissors in Jake’s room before making her way back to her bedroom with her new toy in hand. The pure size of this thing put all of her previous toys to shame—especially the little bullet vibrator she was currently using. That small purple toy didn’t pack a whole lot of punch to it.


  On the other hand, this wand massager looked like it could be used to jump start her car if she needed to. Loud guffaw filled the room after she opened the back of this thing. There were spots for four AA batteries. Four!


  She grabbed the eight pack of batteries from her bed and immediately noticed that it’d already been opened. In fact, the back had been clearly resealed with tape. She must’ve been too caught up in the moment to realize this little detail earlier, and a small piece of paper located behind the batteries put the finishing touches on this rather peculiar game. She pulled the note out and unfolded it.


  Enjoy your new toy, Ms. V. Look at it as a thank you for putting up with all of our shit every week.


  By the way, I’m always around for my favorite girl if you need a little encouragement to help you along :)


  A phone number was included at the bottom of the note. This didn’t feel like Phil. He was too reserved to pull something like this off. It had to be the work of either Dave or Mike, and she was surprised to find herself loving every minute of it. The game, the gift, the option to call or text whoever gave her this to help her out: it was like something out of an erotic novel—except this wasn’t fiction. This was real.


  She eagerly slid four batteries into the slots and flipped the vibrator over to look at the settings. There were five different levels with one being the lowest, and five being the highest. She moved the notch to the level three and turned it on.


  Holy shit! The sound coming from this thing took her back to the Saturday mornings of her youth—to those seven o’clock wake up calls courtesy of her dad deciding to spend the morning cutting the grass with their absurdly loud push mower. If she had her way, she would’ve disposed of their mower the same way Peter, Michael, and Samir had destroyed the printer in Office Space. That lawn mower from hell still owed her hundreds of hours of sleep as far as she was concerned.


  An undeniable excitement flowed through her once she got past the sound. She curiously tested out the fourth level, one thing becoming crystal clear: this new toy would only be used when Jake was out of the house. How else would she explain why it sounded like a car was running in her bedroom?


  She raised her tank top to her nose to take another whiff. She couldn’t believe she’d actually considered going to bed without showering. Maybe spending all her free time around a group of high school boys was rubbing off on her? Her eyes bolted to the broken plastic packaging that was scattered across her bed, where the word “Waterproof” jumped out at her thanks to the front panel managing to stay intact. She hopped off the bed with a new-found energy, and joyfully skipped to the shower at the end of the hallway with her new vibrator in hand.


  She had three really good friends in her life: her bullet vibrator, her longtime friend from college Trish, and the seven spray handheld showerhead she’d purchased by mistake off of Amazon last year. Jake took a few weeks before he got around to installing it; but once he did, she couldn’t believe what she’d been missing out on all this time. The seventy-two inch hose worked perfectly for both her showers and baths, and the center jet flow shot off just the right pulsations to make her forget about whatever stress was on her mind. She was a friendly girl who was always up for making new friends and acquaintances, so if her new pal who she’d already nicknamed “Mr. Pink” was ready to live up to expectations, then Trish just might find herself on the outside looking in when it came to her list of besties.


  It didn’t take long for her to detach the showerhead after stepping into the tub. Maybe she would make a habit of this becoming her new warm up routine? Warm up? That sounded awfully nice, didn’t it? It was a strong reminder of the new toy she had waiting for her.


  A soft moan escaped from her quivering lips when she found her clit with the strong jet flow. This showerhead was truly magically. Had it ever let her down before? Nope, this piece of heaven was putting up hall of fame numbers when it came to its perfect orgasm success rate.


  Trish loved to remind her about how lucky she was regarding her ability to cum. Apparently her girlfriend’s husband would end up with his neck in a brace someday due to how long it took him to get her off. That certainty wasn’t a problem when it came to her own sex life; and if she didn’t ease up with this water, then her first and likely most powerful orgasm of the night, wouldn’t be courtesy of Mr. Pink.


  She reattached the showerhead and picked up her new vibrator, deciding to gently run it along her legs and inner thighs on level three. The vibrations and sensations on this setting were strong—very strong. What in the world would level five feel like? Would it kill her? She would worry about that later; because right now, that buzzing head was moving directly for her clit.


  “Oh my God!”


  Claire reached out with her free hand to prop herself up against the shower wall as her knees buckled, her new toy dropping to the shower tile floor while she attempted to collect herself. She hadn’t expected that. She was well aware of her bullet’s lack of oomph in the power department, but she’d put off on ordering a much-needed upgrade for years. That probably had something to do with sharing an Amazon account with Jake. What mom wanted her son to find out that she was purchasing sex toys, after all? Or maybe the showerhead was enough to satisfy her needs? Or perhaps deep down, she was holding out for a man?


  Screw men. No guy had ever made her feel anything close to the intensity that she’d just experienced moments ago. She bent over and retrieved her still buzzing toy, lowering the power to level one before taking a deep breath. It was time to give her new boyfriend another try.


  Voice analysts would be debating for years if audio ever surfaced of what came out of Claire Vetter’s mouth over the next thirty-three seconds. Was she undergoing an exorcism? Was she mentally challenged? Was this the sound of a woman screaming in an unidentified language of some hidden and never-before-discovered South American tribe? But whatever the noise would be labeled as, all the evidence you really needed was in the disheveled blonde sitting on the tub floor, while streams of hot water poured onto her body courtesy of her former best friend.


  Her eyes were closed. Her breaths short and rapid. Her heart pounded. Her ears heard the sound of Mr. Pink continuing to buzz before her now opening eyes processed the noise. She’d never cum like that, and as much as she would like to credit her new favorite toy, a certain someone had a little to do with it as well.


  Dave had been on her mind for the entirety of those thirty-three seconds.


  She couldn’t explain why the hunky teen had drifted to the forefront, but there was no denying that he had. She wasn’t even sure if he was the one who’d gifted her this toy. Was it the dancing from earlier in the day? Or what about that sexy muscle shirt he was wearing? Who was she kidding? This wasn’t exactly the first time she’d thought about one of her son’s friends, and Dave making an appearance during her personal time was becoming a bit of a recurring event.


  She was becoming worked up again by the idea of her favorite of Jake’s friends gifting her this toy—not to mention the trouble he must’ve went through to set up that fun scavenger hunt. Suddenly, she was in the mood for round two.


  She struggled to her feet before shutting off the water, grabbing a towel from the rack to wrap around her wet body. Her damp feet carried her down the hallway toward her bedroom with a silent Mr. Pink in hand. Forget about this vibrator being her best friend. It was her soulmate now.


  She found herself flat on her back in bed as the clock showed twelve-thirty in the morning. The forty-four-year-old mother of one was dressed in a pair of black cotton panties and a plain red tank top with spaghetti straps—just like she would be on any other night—except she no longer felt sleepy on this particular occasion. In fact, her mind was locked in a vicious debate between reason and her own sexual desires.


  Her blue eyes constantly drifted to the right where Mr. Pink was resting against her thousand thread count sheets. Beyond her new toy was her cell phone, and further to the right was the note that had been hidden inside the pack of batteries. She must’ve read it twenty times over the past minute. How couldn’t she? It was so unreal!


  By the way, I’m always around for my favorite girl if you need a little encouragement to help you along :)


  Claire’s mind was tangled in a feverish fight with itself.


  Text him.


  Are you out of your mind? It’s one of your son’s friends!


  He’s eighteen and you’re a single woman. What’s the harm? Actually, it’s natural.


  Natural? You’re twenty-six years older than him, for God’s sake! What’s wrong with you? You can’t fantasize about one of Jake’s buddies!


  Just hear me out, Claire. Seriously, give me a second! Think back to what your new vibrator made you feel. Remember? I want you to really reflect on your orgasm. Okay, got it? Yeah, it was pretty awesome, wasn’t it? Now imagine having an eighteen-year-old jock to play with instead. Do you think Dave needs batteries? And is there any doubt that kid is hung with how confident he is? And what about that body? He would turn your world upside down!


  The devil on her shoulder was making some very solid points. On one hand, the pure part of her was reminding herself that she was a mom to a wonderful son. On the other hand, her naughty side couldn’t stop thinking about what a physique like that could do to her significantly more petite frame. Guys her own age sure as shit weren’t built like high school football players.


  Screw it. She was going to text this stud. Why not treat herself tonight?


  Thanks for the new toy :)


  And just like that, her inner-dialogue was back.


  Thanks for the new toy? Really? That’s the best you got? These guys are sharp and witty. How about trying to step up and match them?


  She deleted her text and took a deep breath to think.


  Witty banter over the phone wasn’t exactly her strong suit. Actually, it reminded her quite a bit of her experience signing up for that dating site a few months ago. How many guys would message her with some clever opener, only for her to respond with a simple one word answer? It wasn’t due to a lack of interest or effort either. She just hated not being able to have a face-to-face conversation with someone. She could more than hold her own in person, but the familiar sense of being overwhelmed by this new era of flirting was starting to set in before she knew it. She couldn’t blow this!


  Even though you’ve devoured thousands of dollars of my food over the years, I think we can call it even after what I just experienced ;)


  She audibly groaned after reading what she’d typed, quickly deleting it.


  That’s a good one, girl. Accuse him of wasting your money, and then admit to having a four thousand dollar orgasm. You’re a real charmer…


  A smile suddenly appeared on her formerly-confused face. Flirting 101: if you can’t match a man with cleverness or wit, then go for what drives every single one of them crazy. Eighteen or eighty, they’re all basically the same.


  I’ve been a bad girl.


  Send.


  What man could possibly turn down the innocent slut routine? She couldn’t care less that she was in her forties, that this kid was eighteen, and what she was doing was about as inappropriate as humanly possible. Tonight, she was going to behave like some slutty high school cheerleader.


  




  

    Chapter 5 – Retarded Ricky


  


  Six Years Ago. Tuesday. 2:07 PM.


  “Please don’t say anything.”


  Dave watched Ricky and his gang of goons mercifully walk away. It wasn’t a particularly hot afternoon, but the lack of clouds in the sky caused everyone who ventured out on this summer day to feel the sun’s wrath. His arms propped up his upper body as he eyed the group of eighth graders growing smaller and smaller in the distance from his position on his stomach.


  “Please, dude, we’re severely outmatched here,” Mike pleaded once more, sprawled along the grass directly next to his best friend.


  A seemingly innocent game of three-on-three basketball had morphed into a full-fledged fight in the field next to the concrete court at Miller’s Park. Dave, Mike, and Phil had made quick work of the first trio of eighth graders in the opener, but when Ricky and his much larger two friends stepped onto the court for the following game, the physicality ramped up to an entirely different level. Elbows, dirty screens, blatant pushing: apparently nothing was off-limits.


  Dave and his buddies were about to start the sixth grade and had yet to hit their growth spurts, and they definitely didn’t possess their muscular frames of present day. You would have a hard time finding three more lanky and scrawny teenagers. The faintest of breezes could get an erection out of Dave, Phil was battling a strong case of acne, and Mike’s voice seemed to crack more times than not. They weren’t exactly a pack of studs.


  As if Ricky and his crew being in the eighth grade wasn’t enough, Ricky Zimmerman should have actually been in the tenth grade—and he would’ve been big for a tenth grader as-is. No one knew what was wrong with him for sure. He wasn’t retarded (even though the nickname “Retarded Ricky” had caught on. This was used exclusive behind his back, however), but something was definitely off in that head of his. The school counselors couldn’t identify the cause of his incredible amount of aggression and rage, and they sure seemed to be taking their sweet time in finding out. Dave and his friends had unfortunately made a habit out of being the victims of their school’s lack of urgency when it came to Ricky’s situation.


  “Jesus…” Mike moaned as he propped himself up higher to check on Phil. It was like every bone in his body was broken. “You alright, dude?”


  Phil was lying flat on his back, his shirt ripped in half and blood running down his right arm. A painful moan at least let Mike know that his friend was alive. Speaking of Mike, he wasn’t doing much better himself. Blood slowly trickled from somewhere on the side of his neck, and his head was pounding. It most likely had something to do with that big asshole’s fist hammering into it God knows how many times.


  But as bad as Mike was doing, Dave was in even worse shape. The skinny twelve-year-old resembled that of a car accident victim. There were open cuts on his face, arms, legs, and his shirt had been completely torn off—not to mention the welts and bruises that were already forming on his back. It made sense that Dave received the worst beating though. He was the one who’d hit the game winning shot over Ricky’s outstretched hand after several attempts at cheating by the bully toward the end of a 10-10 tie, after all. There was a decent chance some kind of physical confrontation would have happened regardless, but Dave’s “Go fuck your mother” certainly seemed to speed things along.


  “Hey, you big fuckin’ idiot!”


  “Oh my God, dude…” Mike groaned, watching in horror as his friend took another deep inhale to yell out the rest of whatever was on his mind. They were off the hook, but now Dave was encouraging the crew of older boys to come right back for round two.


  It made sense in a weird way. Mike wouldn’t realize it at the moment, but the exact thing that had gotten them into this situation, would be what he grew to love most in Dave. He had this unbelievable ability to think he could accomplish anything. A fight against six eighth graders? No problem. A twenty point fourth quarter deficit in basketball? Bring it on. Dave had never encountered a situation that appeared too daunting to overcome.


  The countless number of comeback wins and upset victories that had been spearheaded by their all-state quarterback and star point guard over the years was evidence of that. The local newspaper had nicknamed them “The Comeback Kids” after nine come-from-behind wins over the course of last year’s football season. It started with a twenty-one point comeback win in their season opener, and ended with a twenty-four point comeback at the state semifinals which they eventually lost in double overtime. But as much as he grew to admire that attitude in Dave years later, Mike’s current self was flabbergasted at his friend’s inability to accept defeat.


  “I bet that sister of yours tastes like strawberries!”


  Mike couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. “Are you fucking kidding me!? Are you trying to get us killed!?”


  Ricky’s gang was hurrying back in their direction. They were maybe fifty or so yards away from the physically beaten trio of friends. Well, more like forty-five now. They were moving awfully fast.


  “This isn’t the movies, shithead!” Mike snapped at Dave again. “We just got our asses kicked! Why the hell would you invite them back?”


  “We got this,” Dave announced with a confident grin.


  Mike took a deep breath in an attempt to discover what he was missing. The one thing they most certainly didn’t have was “this.” The entire situation was fucked. He was fucked. They were fucked. Everything was fucked! It wasn’t like there was any point in running. The beating would come eventually.


  “No one cares more about their sister than their mom,” Phil faintly moaned, still lying on his back to the side of Dave. “Maybe they’ll go easier this time.”


  “I don’t think so, dude…” Mike sighed, now able to make out the sight of Ricky’s livid face. He was only twenty yards away.


  “You could talk shit about my sister all day,” Phil said with a cough. “I couldn’t care less.”


  “Your sister’s sixteen,” Mike said, bracing himself for the inevitable. “Ricky’s is four.”


  A burst of laughter rang out from Phil mouth, continuing until Ricky’s size fourteen Nike slammed into his kidneys. The kids playing in the park that afternoon would talk about that beating for years to come. It was unlike anything they’d ever seen, and who knows how far it would’ve went if not for the pair of college couples who were making their way to the tennis court to play doubles?


  Phil ended up with a broken arm, Mike with a mild concussion, and Dave with blood pouring from the majority of the orifices on his body. That still didn’t stop Dave from having the last word even as Ricky’s gang scurried away from the four college friends who’d gotten in between the brawling teenagers. He just couldn’t help himself.


  “I’ll find out how that little sister of yours taste in fourteen years; you big, dumb, Frankenstein lookin’ motherfucker!”


  Fortunately for them, Ricky was sent off to a boarding school in the fall, and that was the last they ever saw of him.


  Not a day went by without Dave reflecting on that afternoon. Something about that event motivated him. It pushed him to never back down. To never shy away from a challenge. To always show you had the backbone to accomplish anything. That day was the best example of his ballsiness—until now. Today was an entirely different level of gall. Today, he may have taken things a step too far.


  –


  Hours Earlier.


  “You guys want to do something?” Mike asked as the three friends gathered around Jake’s front door. The final game the boys had wanted to watch just ended at a quarter to nine.


  “I don’t know, I’m pretty beat,” Phil answered with a loud yawn.


  “Tough day?” Mike sarcastically inquired. A light football practice in the morning before sitting around and watching football on TV for the next eight hours wasn’t exactly exhausting. He wasn’t sure what his friend was “beat” from.


  Phil bumped fists with both of his friends before heading for his car. “Yeah, I think I’m gonna call it a night. Later, fellas.”


  “Later, dude,” Dave yelled out before turning his attention back to Mike. “I’m going to call it a night too.”


  Mike hadn’t expected to hear that. “Really? Kelly has that party going on tonight, and her parents have a heated pool. I mean, who doesn’t want to see that body in a bikini, am I right?”


  He definitely had a point, but there was another body Dave would prefer to see in a swimsuit, and her name wasn’t Kelly. “Honestly, I’m beat too. Maybe next week.”


  Mike was going to give it one last shot. When had his friends all become so lame? “Scott texted me that all the cheerleaders are over there.”


  “Nah, I’ll pass,” Dave announced after a few moments of debating with himself. It was quite the tempting offer to decline.


  “Guess I’m flying solo tonight,” Mike said, giving his buddy a handshake. “You locking up?”


  “Yeah, right after I take a leak. Let me know how the party turns out,” Dave said while watching Mike descend the driveway.


  “Will do!” Mike shouted back before unlocking his car.


  Dave shut the front door, patiently waiting for Mike to pull out of the driveway and vanish down the street. Moments later, he was retrieving a plastic bag from the trunk of his car, before heading inside once again. It took fifteen minutes to set everything up. That was mostly due to his inability to think of a word that rhymed with “battery,” but that was solved with a little help from an online rhyming dictionary. Who’d ever heard of a cattery anyway?


  




  

    Chapter 6 – A Step Too Far


  


  Back to Current Day. 12:35 AM.


  Dave was lying in bed with one of the movie channels playing on the television. A confused and somewhat perplexed look was planted on his face, and that disgust was only growing with every passing second. The plot of this clusterfuck didn’t make any sense. Why were all the characters coated in dirt if this was a flooded, post-apocalyptic world where every square inch of the earth was covered with water? And it wasn’t just a little dirt. Faces, arms, hands, legs, backs: everything was filthy.


  Okay, maybe the movie wasn’t that bad. The truth was something else had been on his mind for the past couple of hours, and his jittery legs reflected just how poorly he was handling things. Nervousness wasn’t a feeling the always confident high school jock was familiar with. His eyes repeatedly drifted to the smartphone on his bed. The light coming from the television would occasional reflect off his phone and catch his eye, so by the twelfth time he thought he’d received a text message only for it to have been a false alarm, he found himself becoming more and more fed up at this piece of shit movie.


  It’s not the movie. Relax.


  Maybe Ms. V hadn’t texted him because she was busy calling the police. Or what if she was upset that one of her son’s friends had inappropriately invaded her personal space? Could that be some kind of criminal charge? Oh shit, what if she called Jake? Or even her ex-husband? Or perhaps she’d already called both of them, and they were on their way over to his house with baseball bats?


  Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to buy a vibrator for his friend’s mom. Maybe it was a terrible idea. Maybe their chemistry was just some kind of illusion in his head. Maybe he was a piece of shit. Maybe this movie wasn’t that bad. Maybe—


  His phone suddenly lit up.


  Part of him didn’t want to get his hopes up. It was probably just another reflection coming from the TV, but he could’ve sworn that he also felt his phone buzz. That might’ve been one of those phantom vibrations you feel when you’re expecting a message though. There’s no way Ms. V would ever actually text him, but it wouldn’t hurt anyone to check.


  I’ve been a bad girl.


  It was a text from an unknown number.


  He rushed to unlock his phone with a never before experienced sense of excitement consuming his soul. In all honesty, he could die a happy man at this very moment. He’d created a contact for Ms. V. That meant he had her number in his phone. He had her number!


  Sandwiched between Molly from trigonometry and Nate from basketball, was the one woman he’d been obsessed with for as long as he could remember. He took a much needed minute of silence to observe this historic moment. How many guys even had her number? It probably wasn’t that many, but it was time to add his name to that lucky list.


  Another unfamiliar sense of panic abruptly hit him after rereading the text message. This entire ordeal had been weeks in the making, and he couldn’t believe his luck when she announced her plans to head over to her parents’ place. Her decision created the perfect opportunity to hide the vibrator that had been stored in the trunk of his car for close to a month. He had the entire house to himself!


  How many different scenarios had he planned for? Thousands? Maybe even a million? He’d assumed she would text instead of call, but he hadn’t expected for her to start with something sexual right off the bat. What if she was way more on board with his game than he’d planned for? Shit, what if she’d actually used his gift? And oh my God, what if it’d gotten her off!?


  Who’s this?


  He hurried to erase his message.


  Fortunately, he’d caught himself before sending that rather inappropriate text. Could he stop being a wiseass for a minute? His mind seriously went right to making her think that she’d texted a wrong number? He should know better by this point.


  He’d just gone through this with Beth from his gym class a few weeks ago. He couldn’t help but tell her that he often fantasized about “furry role-play” right when their dirty texting really started to pick up. Nine very strange text messages later, Beth was well-schooled on what exactly a “furry” was. Any regret over blowing his shot with his cute brunette classmate was justified by the inner satisfaction of busting her balls. He just couldn’t help himself. Well, that was until three minutes later (apparently that was all the video she needed to watch) when Beth responded with a text simply stating, “I’m on board.”


  But Beth Carr was the exception, and countless other still furious high school girls could attest to that. No, he couldn’t mess this up. This was literally his one and only chance. Women in their forties didn’t have time for bullshit—at least that was the impression he’d always been under.


  Bad enough to get tied up?


  Perfect. He hit send before setting his phone down next to him on his soft blankets.


  His leg twitched once again as he eagerly awaited her response. He hadn’t felt this level of excitement since the day he’d snuck into the computer room to receive his first kiss on the lips back in the fourth grade. It was an entire day of waiting, and waiting, and more waiting, and then bam: Jessica Jurek’s amazing mouth. It was a jolt of electricity his adolescent self had yet to experience at the time.


  The beginning of this text exchange with Ms. V reminded him of what was possible. If the idea of simply talking dirty with her through text could cause butterflies to flutter around in his stomach, then what would actually being alone with her do to him? He needed to forget about that for the time being. He had to focus. There wouldn’t be a chance at any alone time if he wasn’t on his game right now.


  Minutes ticked by and still nothing. Maybe he’d crossed the line? He didn’t think that he had, but she was also of a different generation—a generation which hadn’t been desensitized by internet porn and sexting. This could’ve been too much for her, and while these thoughts continued to race through his anxious mind, a new cast of characters were making an appearance in this disaster of a film. How hard was it to write a screenplay? It couldn’t be that difficult if this junk had gotten funded. And who would have guessed it? These new characters were also completely covered in filth.


  His phone lit up.


  You wouldn’t know what to do with me…


  His cock moved after reading that. She wasn’t just up for this! She was completely on board! He wouldn’t know what to do with her? He wouldn’t know what to do with her!? Something this dirty had originated in the head of the world’s most perfect woman? It was unbelievable!


  Another message came through while he was holding his phone in his hand. Things were somehow getting even better.


  Maybe those little cheerleaders think you’re hot shit, but I know better.


  That was all it took for his dick to stiffen. Who was this woman? He’d never even heard her swear before, and now she was talking shit about the cheerleaders he went to school with. He would kill to hear those words come out of her pretty mouth. Her soft voice had a long history of making him loopy.


  Think! You have to come back with something good!


  Those cheerleaders usually aren’t walking straight for a few days. What makes you think you’d be any different?


  He sat and stared at his phone. That had come to him quickly—seemingly too quickly. It felt like too much as well. There was some truth in that statement though. While he wasn’t a porn star with some giant dick, he could more than hold his own in the bedroom.


  Rumors began to spread around school last year after he started dating Becky Morrison. Sure, Becky wasn’t exactly the quickest, the most well-versed, or the smartest; but she was the head cheerleader. That’s how things were supposed to work, right? It only made sense that the prettiest girl and the star quarterback were a couple.


  Plus, Becky was sweet, kind, and different from the other pretty girls at school. She didn’t have the undeserved sense of entitlement that came along with most hot chicks. They actually got along really well, and aided by her parents’ busy work schedules and her lack of siblings, they had the cheerleader’s house all to themselves for several hours after school every day.


  Their chemistry in the bedroom was unparalleled. The sex was amazing. His friend’s dad once told him to avoid relationships with really attractive girls because they don’t put in any effort in bed. This seemed like more of a shot at his wife (who was way out of the pudgy dad’s league physically), than it did a useful piece of life advice. That stereotype definitely didn’t apply to Becky. What wasn’t she up for? Facials, getting choked, dressing up: she was game for all of his wildest fantasies.


  What type of friends do hot girls have? Other hot girls. And who does the school’s most popular chick gossip with? The other popular chicks, of course. That was evident by the number of girls who’d taken an interest in him after Becky told her girlfriends that he was a stud in bed.


  But that wasn’t Dave’s personality. He preferred a girl he cared about over a new fling every week. Becky unfortunately moved away when her father received a job offer in Texas that winter, but he still kept in touch with her on Facebook. It was the least he could do. She’d spread those rumors throughout school, after all. Player or not, what guy didn’t want to be known as a stud amongst his peers?


  Fuck it. He was going to send it. Why not trust his gut? It’d gotten him this far.


  Those cheerleaders usually aren’t walking straight for a few days. What makes you think you’d be any different?


  12:49 AM.


  An eternity passed before he looked down at his phone again.


  12:53 AM.


  He couldn’t take another minute of this movie. He decided to watch sports highlights for the third time instead.


  12:57 AM.


  “You wouldn’t know what to do with me?” was cool from her, but “Those cheerleaders usually aren’t walking straight for a few days. What makes you think you’d be any different?” from him wasn’t? Was he missing something? He’d just played along.


  He reread the message, and the most painful groan of his life echoed throughout his bedroom as a result. He’d fucked up. He’d fucked up really, really, really bad.


  Where to start? How about with implying that his school’s cheerleaders couldn’t walk properly because he was such an amazing lay. There was that whole thing about treating her like an eighteen-year-old coed, despite her being a single mother in her forties who’d known him since he was an elementary school as well. God, he was so stupid.


  1:03 AM.


  Yep, he’d blown it. He’d ruined any chance he had with his dream girl, and the only thing he could hear was his inner-voice reminding him of what an idiot he was.


  Do you want to know what you are, Dave? You’re an overconfident, dumb, delusional jock. Guess what, shithead? Coming back from twenty-one down at halftime is a whole lot more realistic than banging your friend’s mom. Is this real life or a porn scene? What planet do you live on? You seriously didn’t see things playing out like this?


  He held out until ten after one before finally conceding to the obvious. She wasn’t interested in a guy like him. She’d been merely humoring him when she laughed at his jokes over the years. A decade of fantasies came crashing down as reality hit him hard.


  It was over.


  




  

    Chapter 7 – Two Can Play That Game


  


  Claire looked down at her phone. She couldn’t believe she’d actually sent that to this hunk. What had gotten into her?


  I’ve been a bad girl.


  That’s it. You’re officially caught up in whatever game this kid wants to play with you. And guess what, dumbass? You don’t even know who you’re talking to! Did you forget that you’re a forty-four-year-old mother? Or that your son just so happens to be friends with whoever you’re texting? Or do you think it’s normal to be sexting with eighteen-year-old jocks at your age? You really are a mess.


  Claire had never dirty talked in her life. Yes, you read that right. Forty-four years old and she’d never fully explored her naughty side before. That probably had something to do with her lack of sexual experience. It’s a little tough to be a slut when you’ve only been with three men in your life.


  Her first boyfriend came into her world at the end of high school. Shawn was a timid guy who seemed somewhat terrified to do anything sexual with her, and that made sense when she really thought about. Their relationship never would’ve come to be without her initiating things. That was probably for the best, however. There was no way that she was ready to explore the world of sex at just eighteen.


  Everything changed when she went off to college the following fall, and she could credit that to her crazy hormones. Suddenly, she was horny all the time, and her taste in men shifted right along with her increased sex drive. The days of finding herself attracted to nerdy guys was a thing of the past.


  Roy couldn’t have been more different from Shawn. Strong, muscular, and physical: he fit the picture of your stereotypical football jock to a tee, and his personality certainly carried over into the bedroom in a major way. It didn’t take long before she found herself introduced to an entirely new lifestyle.


  Calling Roy aggressive would be quite the understatement. Sometimes he felt downright violent. She was submissive by nature, he got off on being dominant, and they were a match made in heaven inside the bedroom. Her first real sexual partner talked her into doing things she never would’ve imagined, and sometimes he didn’t ask for her permission at all. He had a habit of taking what he wanted.


  She would be lying if she didn’t admit to enjoying the sex. Maybe that was a bit of a fib. She loved the sex. The way Roy bossed her around, the times he would take what he wanted instead of checking with her first, and the moments when she wondered if he would even care if he broke her in half: it was unbelievable.


  Don’t even get her started on the dirty talk either. The filth he would grunt into her ear while she was pinned face down against his mattress was wild, and his lack of wanting to hear anything back only turned her on that much more. He was in charge. As far as he was concerned, she was just there to receive whatever he had to dish out, and she couldn’t get enough of it.


  That type of behavior drove her wild in the bedroom, but it wasn’t the most enjoyable to be around outside of it. Unfortunately, Roy’s controlling attitude came along with him everywhere, and she soon found herself in a significantly different type of relationship.


  Al was a gentle person. He was a kind, considerate man. Maybe it was easy to say now since everything with him had fallen apart, but she should’ve known better than to think things would’ve worked with Al in the long run. She’d experienced two types of men in her life: aggressive assholes both inside and outside the bedroom, and guys who were timid in all facets of life. She’d never been with a man who possessed a healthy mix of great traits.


  But what were her attempts always met with whenever she tried to spice things up back in the days of her marriage with Al? “You need to stop reading those stupid porn books.” God, she could still hear him dismissing her in that unadventurous tone of his. So what if she wanted to get kinky? Was it the end of the world if she wanted him to act a little like Roy in bed?


  She longed for the days of being slammed against the wall. Was there any harm in wanting a stud to make her take every inch of his thick cock? Or what about when Roy would hold her down and cum on her face? Jesus, did that turn her on. And the days when her ex-boyfriend would stop by her dorm unannounced at the end of a frustrating day? Or when he would show up legitimately mad about something? Those nights usually ended with her sprawled across the bed, an exhausted yet satisfied mess. Chaotic hair, shaky legs, and thick ropes of cum on her face: she didn’t appreciate how good she had it.


  It finally clicked for her what she wanted after snapping out of her depression last year. She desired a sweetheart who treated her like a queen outside the bedroom, but someone who looked at her as a slut once things got hot and heavy. Was that asking too much? Did that man not exist? It sure the hell didn’t seem like it based on her horrific dating experiences.


  So, she settled for the world of erotica as a substitute. If she couldn’t receive what she needed from a man in real life, then she would get it from the imagination of some author whose face she would never see. Picturing herself in the place of a mom from a steamy novel had done the job over the past twelve months. Well, it was more of a combination of her books, powerful showerhead, and vibrator that had been responsible for taking care of her needs. Until a few minutes ago, that is.


  She looked down at her text messages again.


  I’ve been a bad girl.


  She’d fully embraced her alter ego. She was no longer Claire Vetter, forty-four-year-old single mother of one. She was now Ms. V; the sexy, flirty, seductive mom straight out of every schoolboy’s fantasy. She was type of mom who would pull her son’s friend into the bathroom while the rest of his buddies were outside, and give him the best blowjob of his young life. She was the kind of older woman who dressed provocatively for no other reason than wanting all eyes on her—especially the young ones.


  She yearned to feel wanted, desired, and hunted after. The moms from her erotic novels embraced their situations. They ignored common sense and maturity, instead focusing on their own needs and urges. Those women never had a problem being bad. She was ready to finally get what she wanted.


  Or at least keep pretending…


  Her phone buzzed.


  Bad enough to get tied up?


  Her panties were soaked. This was a erotic novel that she was going to write. There wasn’t a story laid out for her that she had to fit herself into this time. Nope, she was the author, and only she possessed the ability to shape and style this tale exactly to her liking.


  She didn’t know if “tied up” was meant to be taken literally or if it was just a witty line, but it was doing it for her either way. In her story, his comment was inquiring if she wanted to be dominated, and this kid couldn’t even begin to imagine how right on the money he was. It was everything she’d missed since college.


  She tossed her phone to the side, allowing herself to drift off to a world of fantasy.


  Dave was the one on her mind. She knew it was a possibility that Mike or even Phil was on the other end of this conversation, but it was her fantasy and she was going to tell the story.


  A simple pair of black athletic shorts and a lime green tank top was the outfit of choice for her fantasy man. Dave certainly didn’t fall into the category of guys who needed to put much effort into the way they dressed. Thick traps, ripped arms, and a muscular frame: he could show up in a snowsuit and it would work for her.


  But Dave wasn’t in the basement watching TV, he wasn’t outside in the driveway shooting hoops with Jake, and he wasn’t playing a worryingly rough game of tackle football in the backyard with his buddies. No, he was standing just a few feet to her left, and he wasn’t saying a word. He was merely staring—gazing into her eyes as she lay in bed—slowly circling her clit with her index finger.


  She closed her eyes and threw her head back into her pillow, wasting little time in further losing herself in a world of fictional lust.


  The desire to feel his hand roughly wrap around her forearm and lead her was indescribable. The urge for him to position her to his liking consumed her mind. She was dying to be used. She wanted to be the girl who made his fantasies a reality. She needed to be the woman who did things that his cute classmates wouldn’t even dream of doing. Her only problem was when she opened her eyes; he was still standing there, motionless. This was her story. No one would write it for her. She had to do her part to lead him—at least for now.


  She removed her hand from the inside her panties and reached for her phone. There was little doubt what message she would send. While Claire wouldn’t dare say something like this to an eighteen-year-old jock, Ms. V wouldn’t bat an eye at getting dirty. In fact, it was right up her alley.


  You wouldn’t know what to do with me…


  She knew that wasn’t true. Dave was too confident, too smooth, and too much of a leader to not know what to do with her. It didn’t matter that she’d already celebrated her twenty-sixth birthday when he was born either. Deep down, she knew he was different. He was special. He could teach her a thing or two. And while Claire knew that, she didn’t have any reason to act on any of her urges, but someone else did: Ms. V.


  Her previous problems with flirting over the phone vanished. A million provocative lines riffled through her head, her only problem deciding which would drive this kid the craziest. A smile washed across her face as the perfect line came to her. This couldn’t be better!


  Maybe those little cheerleaders think you’re hot shit, but I know better.


  Send.


  Her grin couldn’t possibly be bigger. She’d even impressed herself with that line. Claire was a fairly reserved woman, but Ms. V on the other hand? Ms. V was libidinous. Ms. V would wear those high school boys out. Ms. V was sexually insatiable. Claire was starting to open up to the idea of embracing at least a little part of Ms. V’s attitude herself. Maybe she—


  Her buzzing phone brought an abrupt end to her thoughts.


  Those cheerleaders usually aren’t walking straight for a few days. What makes you think you’d be any different?


  That whole thing about Claire embracing her alter-ego? Yeah, she couldn’t remember what that was about. What she had for dinner last night? She couldn’t recall. Her ex-husband’s first name? Maybe it started with an A? Her mind had been completely wiped cleaned by what she’d just read. It was so unreal!


  What did she love most when it came to Dave? His welcoming personality? Those muscles were tough to overlook too. Or what about his handsome face and thick head of brown hair? That was quite the lethal combination, alright. And while she wasn’t some petite little girl, she paled in comparison to the towering physique of the strapping young man. Everything suddenly came together for her.


  Dave reminded her of Roy.


  Their athletic bodies were similar, they both effortlessly oozed confidence and charisma, and there was no denying that either one of them was a natural born leader. It was all making sense as to why she’d always gravitated toward the star quarterback of her son’s football team. In her mind, Dave possessed all of Roy’s amazing qualities, without any of her college ex-boyfriend’s negative traits.


  But Dave being a sweetheart outside the bedroom was far back on her list of fantasies right now. There were far more pressing matters at hand; primarily, his prowess inside it.


  She found Mr. Pink, turned him on as she closed her eyes, and once again drifted off to a much happier place where she had her own personal stud waiting.


  A strong hand firmly wrapped around her forearm and yanked her to the edge of the bed. No words were spoken, no glances were exchanged, and no verbal consent was needed. It couldn’t have been any more obvious as to what both of them wanted. She was finally getting her opportunity with a young stud who could rock her world, and Dave was about to experience a night with his dream girl—at least that’s how she viewed herself in her fantasy: as this young man’s ultimate woman.


  She was a rag doll in the strapping grasp of the hulking athlete. He effortlessly pulled her off the bed without breaking a sweat, his powerful body able to throw her around to his liking. She was getting goosebumps from how much this kid reminded her of Roy. What else did they have in common?


  Her face was sent rocketing down into the blankets with one aggressive push. It’d been over twenty years since she found herself bent over a bed with her ass in the air and her face in the sheets, and it was a position she’d be more than up for welcoming back in her world. Two decades had been trimmed off her life by her arms submissively reaching as far forward as they possibly could on the king size mattress. She was back in her college mindset.


  She may have been bent over her bed in her fantasy; but back in reality, she was comfortably sprawled along her blankets with her head resting on her fluffy white pillow. Her left hand ran along her neck, down to her breast where it paused to play with her erect nipple. A certain buzzing toy was preventing her right hand from joining in on the action, but you wouldn’t hear any complaints from her. Things couldn’t be much better than this.


  A soft moan slipped from her quivering lips as Mr. Pink traced northward along her inner thighs. Her world suddenly turned warm. Her legs, stomach, and even her face: everything was hot. Her eyes remained closed as her hips and lower back reacted to the sensations that her new vibrating friend had introduced to her life. She was on the verge of exploding in the real world, but she was just getting started back in the land of make believe.


  The unmistakable sound of a zipper rang out in the seemingly silent bedroom, and she didn’t need to look back to know what was coming. Her face remained buried in the sheets with her butt high in the air. The only thing that had changed was the big smile she couldn’t conceal. Twenty-six years was a long time to wait. An almost unbearable anticipation built inside of her, her body desperate to once again experience that unrivaled feeling of the first time with a new stud. Her hands grabbed two handfuls of blankets and braced for the inevitable.


  “Ahhhhhhhh…”


  Claire let out a loud moan alone in bed. Things were unfolding a little differently in her dreams though. In fact, when it came to her fantasy, she was anything but alone.


  Shock waves burst down her legs thanks to the sensation of Dave’s fat cockhead rubbing against her moist pussy lips. Where had this kid been her entire life? Most guys didn’t have the patience to continue building tension when they were this close to what they wanted, but that wasn’t the case when it came to her son’s friend. The hunk knew exactly what he was doing.


  “Who wants this big cock?”


  A stream of saliva poured from her mouth when she attempted to answer. That was a pretty pathetic attempt to partake in the verbal fun with her face still hidden in the sheets, wasn’t it? She resembled a wild animal who couldn’t control its most primal of instincts. She’d been rendered incapable of responding from a combination of his big hand on her hip, and his throbbing manhood pressed against her pussy. The time for teasing was over. She needed to get fucked.


  “Slut.”


  This was Roy. Her ex-boyfriend had simply gone back in time somehow. Or maybe this was his son? How could Dave know exactly what she wanted? Being called a slut drove her insane; because when it came to the bedroom, that was exactly what she wanted to be. Was he so perfect that he just so happened to possess every single amazing quality of Roy’s? It certainly looked that way.


  She could do this. She could be the filthy mom straight out of his wildest fantasy. The only problem was that she wasn’t provided the opportunity to participate, because when her still drooling mouth attempted to get with the program, someone decided to speak up first.


  “My slut,” Dave roughly grunted before pushing inside her.


  Nothing would ever be the same after this. Men her own age? She was over them. College guys on those confusing dating apps? No thanks. There was only one hunk in her life from now on.


  “Oh…” she gasped.


  His hips slowly moved forward as more of his cock disappeared inside her.


  “My…”


  His pelvis finally pressed against her perky butt after what felt like an eternity. Each and every one of those thick inches were making themselves at home. He was completely inside her now.


  “God!” she yelled.


  Roy had never felt like this. The length between her ex-boyfriend and her new stud was similar, but even Roy couldn’t compare to this girth. God, this kid was thick. The immense feeling of fullness was something she’d never experienced before. The hint of pain from her pussy stretching to accommodate his size was nullified by the incredible amount of pleasure, and she knew this was just the beginning. He’d yet to take a single stroke.


  “Who likes that big fuckin’ cock?” he asked.


  She knew it was a rhetorical question. Guys like Dave didn’t make those kinds of inquiries. Why would they? How many cheerleaders had come before her? Lord knows a line of eighteen-year-old cuties followed this stud around wherever he went, but that would be a thing of the past if she had anything to say about it. This was her man now.


  His cock cautiously moved back in an almost worried manner, leaving just the head of his penis inside. What was going on? Should she ask if something was wrong? A million different questions raced through her mind before the jock to her rear let her know exactly what was unfolding in his head. He was by no means concerned.


  Her mind was wiped clean by the brutal thrust which followed. All of her worries, stress, and hesitation ceased to exist while she was being driven into. That amazing feeling of being pummeled that she’d missed so much was back, except it wasn’t coming courtesy of an asshole with an ego problem this time. Nope, the world’s most perfect eighteen-year-old was putting her in her place.


  Could she be more wet? That had to be the only possible explanation as to how she was taking this kind of pounding. The one thing that would send her into overdrive was the touch of a particular masculine hand on the back of her neck; and as if he could read her mind, she soon found her face being pressed further into the sheets.


  It wasn’t a soft push like Al had occasionally done after convincing him to try to get rough. It was a helplessness that could only come from a strong, aggressive, testosterone-fueled man taking what he wanted. It was an attitude which was impossible to fake.


  She missed this. She missed this so, so, so much. The feeling of being under someone’s complete control was captivating; and if that wasn’t enough, his free hand gave her jiggling ass cheek a rough crack as he continued to tee off on her. All those hours in the gym, all those times she’d passed on junk food for a healthy meal, and her choice to keep her hair long despite all of her friends opting for mom-bobs: it was for this exact moment. Everything in her life had unknowingly unfolded the way it had so a dominant male could fully appreciate her body. She didn’t even need to cum. Just hearing his grunts was enough. Knowing how good her pussy must’ve felt was her real reward. It wasn’t like she had to worry about not getting hers though. There was little doubt that this stud would make her orgasm—over, and over, and over again.


  Her body erupted with Mr. Pink buzzing on her clit, causing her screeching cries to travel throughout the empty house. “Ahhhhhh, fuck!”


  Her first orgasm in the shower couldn’t compare to the most recent one she’d just experienced alone in bed. The intensity was indescribable. Her relief was monumental. Her most powerful orgasm in over two decades was all due to a high school kid’s perverted game, and she couldn’t be happier.


  The world appeared so differently after opening her eyes moments later. Dave’s presence lingered, despite no longer sharing the room with her. That excitable energy refused to leave her bed. His touch, scent, and dominant demeanor remained as she gradually descended from the vast heights of orgasmic bliss, and she would do anything for it to stay with her forever.


  Dave wasn’t some fictional character from her own personal erotic novel. He was her son’s friend who just so happened to spend hours at her house every week. Maybe it was time to stop acting like Claire, and to begin behaving like Ms. V. And what would Ms. V do in her situation? What would her next move be when she had a young stud right on the edge? It was obvious, wasn’t it?


  She picked up her phone and powered it off with a grin. She was going to drive this kid wild.


  




  

    Chapter 8 – Time To Face The Music


  


  One Week Later. Saturday. 12:07 PM.


  Dave had avoided Jake’s house all week. Homework, family parties, sore from practice: he’d used a litany of excuses as to why he couldn’t attend their regular get-togethers. He just couldn’t get over the way Ms. V had left him hanging. Was she disgusted with him? Was she teasing him? Or what if she was furious?


  But then again, she didn’t have anyway of knowing that it was him. That was the most well thought-out part of his plan, after all. That way the heat wouldn’t be on him if everything blew up in his face.


  He did feel a little bad that Mike and Phil were over at Jake’s house without any knowledge of the situation. Maybe things would get weird or uncomfortable because of his game? Or perhaps she would make a move on one of them instead? The entire ordeal had thrown him off all week. There was only one place he truly felt at home; and fortunately for him, Ms. V didn’t have a negative impact on his performance in last night’s football game.


  He sat in his car outside of Jake’s house with Mike and Phil’s vehicles parked in the street. He had no idea how to approach this. Should he act playful and slightly flirty like always? Would his usual light sexual energy now be interpreted as over-aggressiveness? She could be pissed to see him too. Then again, she might be excited. Shit, how was he supposed to know!?


  A game plan suddenly came to him. He was going to act like nothing ever happened. The game with the index cards, that ninety dollar vibrator, and the raunchy text conversation in the wee hours of the morning: it was all part of his wild imagination. Yes, this could work! She wouldn’t bring anything up unless he admitted to his part in it, and there was no way in hell he was planning on ever doing that.


  He took a deep breath and opened his driver side door. He couldn’t avoid her forever. It was time to get this over with.


  




  

    Chapter 9 – Not So Smooth


  


  Claire looked over at the clock above the stove: 12:09 PM. Her eyes moved down to the gray pot where her broccoli and cheese soup still had another six minutes before it was ready. How happy had it made her when she’d discovered just how much Jake’s friends loved her homemade soup? Heck, it was good enough that her son liked it, but it really did it for her when three hunky high school football players lined up in the kitchen every time she made her trademark meal. It was a certain approval that she lacked in her rather mundane life. Well, things weren’t so boring anymore.


  She checked the time once again: 12:10 PM. Her eyes had been locked on that clock from the moment Mike and Phil had stepped foot in the house. It was also fairly obvious that neither one of them was the mystery man she’d texted with last week. First off, there was that gut feeling she couldn’t ignore. Call it a mother’s intuition, but she just knew. And what about Dave not showing up at her house one time over the past seven days? That hadn’t happened in forever!


  Her biggest problem wasn’t concerning her son’s friends’ schedule, however. It was with her decision to cut off their steamy text conversation early on that fateful night in her bedroom with Mr. Pink. Nothing else had been on her mind for the past week. How many times had she almost texted him? Twenty? And what about her almost firing off that really perverted message to him while he was at school on Thursday morning? That would’ve been beyond inappropriate.


  But she’d been embracing her bad side lately. The idea of behaving like some seductive character straight out of a steamy novel looked awfully appealing as the days passed. Hey, who’s to say Dave wouldn’t get a full dose of Ms. V when he stepped through the front door? Boring old Claire might not even make an appearance if she had anything to say about it.


  “Hey, Ms. V.”


  Her head snapped around to find Dave nonchalantly leaning against the kitchen counter. How hadn’t she heard him enter the room? Uh-oh, was she starting to lose it again?


  “Oh, hey-hey-hey, Da-Da-Dave.”


  Crap, she was already tensing up! How easy was it to be a confident character in your head? There was no one cooler than herself when it came to her own imagination; but here she was, panicking at the sight of a high school jock in her kitchen.


  “I haven’t seen you in a while,” he casually spoke dressed in a pair of black basketball shorts and a gray t-shirt with their high school football team’s logo on it. He removed a glass from the cupboard and filled it with water from the tap. “So, what have you been up to?”


  What had she been up to? What had she been up to!? Well, let’s see here. There was that whole thing about her being gifted a new vibrator. She’d sexted for the first time too. And oh yeah, she’d been orgasming nonstop all week thanks to him! So why was she acting like nothing had happened between the two of them?


  What if she was wrong? Could it actually have been either Mike or Phil? Or maybe it wasn’t any of them. Could someone else have done this? What if a stranger knew about the spare key hanging in the garage that just so happened to have a backdoor with a broken lock? Or what if she’d dreamed this entire scenario to fit her fantasy—her fantasy involving Dave.


  “Same old,” she smiled, doing her best to play it cool. A bit of the fangirl in her came out without even realizing it. “You guys played great last night, by the way. Your touchdown pass in the third quarter was amazing!”


  “Thanks,” he smiled after opening the freezer and tossing a few ice cubes into his drink. “It was more luck than anything.”


  He wasn’t lying. The decision to go for the killshot on the first play of the third quarter despite being up thirty-five points, was everything he loved about Coach Matterson. He faked a handoff to the running back, only to see the entire left side of the defensive line in his face when he squared around to the line of scrimmage. That wasn’t how this played out in practice.


  A defender flew over the top of him after he instinctively ducked, a second lineman falling to the grass below as a result of him spinning out of his grasp. He barely managed to maintain his footing with two more defenders zeroing in on him. He gave one of them a juke before escaping toward the near sideline with the last lineman hot on his trail.


  Coach had been harping on him for over a year to not force passes. When wasn’t he telling him that it was fine to live to see another day? Dave had gotten better at embracing throwing the ball away when no one was open, but guys like him couldn’t ever fully hop on board with that mentality. It just wasn’t who he was. In his mind, there wasn’t a throw he couldn’t make.


  And as that hulking defender closed in with him running out of space near the sideline, he committed the cardinal sin of throwing the ball across his body, back toward the middle of the field. It was a decision that made every single football coach in America sick. It was a throw that was almost always intercepted, and a pass the majority of high school quarterbacks couldn’t even dream of making. But he wasn’t most high school quarterbacks.


  The ball whistled between the cornerback and linebacker, right into Mike’s chest. His buddy then took it fifty yards to the end zone for a touchdown after making the safety miss. Coach may have been the only person in the stadium who wasn’t impressed once he made his way to the sidelines after celebrating with his teammates. All the sixty-two-year-old former college standout could do was give his quarterback a slap on the shoulder pads with a grin. Sometimes you just had to let guys like Dave be themselves.


  Things were anything but spectacular at the moment though. An uncomfortable silence filled the kitchen—Dave staring down at the ground while Claire checked the clock above the stove again. This was the first moment of awkwardness between the two in their nine years of knowing each other. You could cut the tension with a knife.


  She was done lying to herself. What was more realistic? That Dave had organized everything and now didn’t know how to approach it, or that someone had broken into her house and planted all of those cards? It was amazing that she’d actually considered the latter as a possibility, but this stud seemed to have that effect on her. She couldn’t think clearly around him!


  “See you around,” he said before quickly turning and heading for the basement stairs.


  He felt like an awkward teen who’d finally built up the courage to say a few words to his crush, only to completely panic when she acknowledged his existence. The last thing he’d come off as was cool. Could he have appeared any more nerdy? And to be honest, nerdy was how she made him feel. He hadn’t been in this type of a position in a long time.


  




  

    Chapter 10 – All Alone?


  


  Hours Later. 8:30 PM.


  Mike wasn’t happy. “Are you guys serious? Really? What the fuck?”


  “I’m tired, dude,” Phil moaned, standing up to stretch. He’d just finished an exhausting eight hours of being fed and watching football on his buddy’s sofa.


  “When did my friends turn into a bunch of nerds?” Mike asked. “I’m seriously gonna have to go to another party by myself? That shit last week was lame without you two.” He shifted his attention to Dave. “Hey? Hey? Hey!”


  “What’s up?” Dave questioned, finally snapping to attention.


  “And what the hell is going on with you?” Mike asked with a puzzled look.


  Dave responded with a confused squint of his eyes.


  “You’ve been weird all week,” Mike explained. “I was terrified that you were gonna be a mess last night, but I guess football is excluded from whatever the fuck is going on in your mind.”


  “You have been a little distant, dude,” Phil chimed in.


  “I’ve just been tired,” Dave lied.


  “This is ridiculous!” Mike went back to complaining. “It’s like I’m hanging out with my fuckin’ grandparents!”


  Phil inquired, “Where’s the party?”


  “Kelly’s house again,” Mike answered.


  Phil pondered the situation for a moment. Maybe he wasn’t that tired. “You know what, I’m in.”


  “There we go!” Mike smiled before looking over at Dave. “And what about you, princess? Did you have a change of heart too?”


  “I’m gonna sit this one out,” Dave announced, not changing his mind unlike Phil.


  Mike rolled his eyes, turning his focus back to his wingman for the night. “Alright, baby boy, you and me. Ready to roll?”


  “After you, honey bunny,” Phil smiled, reaching out his hand to encourage Mike to lead the way. “Take it easy, Dave.”


  “Yeah, have fun jerking off, bro,” Mike shouted back as he headed upstairs with his buddy.


  Dave had far too much on his mind to care about his friend’s nonsense—particularly that last insult. He sat all alone on the sofa while the college football post game wrap-up show played highlights of the game they’d just watched. At least Mike and Phil watched it. While he was looking at the TV, his mind was anywhere other than the game at hand.


  Fifteen minutes passed without him moving a muscle. A foreign sense of exhaustion consumed his body. It wasn’t a physical fatigue either. For the first time in his young life, he was mentally worn out.


  “Oh, I didn’t know you were still here.”


  He turned his head to see the girl who was responsible for the chaos playing out in his mind.


  –


  Nothing about today felt right. Claire loved when her son’s friends were over. Sometimes she would even go down into the basement and watch football with them. Today was different though. Just look at her decision to yell downstairs that the soup was ready instead of bringing it down to them like usual. And she hid upstairs in her room until they were done serving themselves. The chores she’d made up throughout the day which put her upstairs or outside, were done with an obvious agenda as well. Everything was about avoiding Dave.


  She was experiencing an almost comical level of confusion. One second she’d be mad at herself for not making some kind of move on him, and the next she would regret finding herself in this situation at all. Opening the sex toy, texting that number, fantasizing about him: everything she’d done over the past week was a mistake. But then her mind would abruptly switch. She would kick herself for not jumping the sexy jock after seeing him. She’d be mad for not dragging him upstairs and having her way with him. There was no denying she was a wreck. She’d never been so conflicted.


  But it was over for now. Actually, it was only over until he showed up again. Would this her life from now on? Being trapped in her own house while these boys were over? All because of some ridiculous sexual fantasy that she felt she’d missed out on?


  Last Saturday night with Mr. Pink was more excitement than she’d experienced in the past ten years combined. It was that unmatchable energy of sexual tension with someone you had no right sharing that tabooness with. Her body was begging for that feeling to return, while her mind was doing its best to push it away.


  Jake’s friends were never messy and always picked up after themselves, but she would still go down into the basement after they left just to tidy things up. She possessed a little OCD when it came to cleanliness. It’s how she’d always been.


  Something caught her attention the moment she opened the basement door. The unmistakable flickering light illuminating the white wall next to the stairs belonged to that of a television. That was certainly a first. Leaving the TV on? That wasn’t like these guys.


  She headed downstairs with her mind still attempting to process everything that had happened over the past one-hundred and sixty-eight hours, but her priorities immediately changed when she saw the back of a head sitting on the middle of the couch. The mystery of who was occupying the seat swiftly faded as her cautious steps carried her closer to the piece of furniture. Her heart thumped in her chest as she watched Dave sitting in silence with a distant look in his eyes after she’d arrived next to the sofa. The teen was simply staring straight-ahead, unaware that he was no longer alone.


  She had one last chance to bail. She could quietly slip out of the room and wait for him to eventually leave. She took a step toward the stairs before something caused her to stop. What was she doing? Why wasn’t she leaving? And why on God’s green earth was she opening her mouth to say something?


  “Oh, I didn’t know you were still here.”


  She watched him turn his head to the sound of her voice.


  




  

    Chapter 11 – A Helpful Piece of Advice


  


  A Little Over Three Years Ago.


  “Go say something to her, kiddo.”


  Dave looked to his right to find his uncle taking a seat next to him. He was only a few weeks away from starting his freshman year of high school, but classes were the last thing on his mind as he sat at the backyard picnic table for his seventeen-year-old cousin’s birthday party. Was it that obvious he’d be staring at her?


  “Say something to who?” Dave asked, trying to play off what he was afraid his uncle had already picked up on.


  “To that cute little blonde,” Uncle Pete answered with a grin.


  That particular cute blonde had caught his eye from the moment she first strolled into his uncle’s backyard. He had no idea what her name was, the type of music she listened to, or what she did for fun, but he wanted to know everything. She was incredible.


  A pair of short ripped jean shorts fit perfectly on her long bronzed legs, and her pink tank top showed off her athletic figure to a tee. Her long blonde hair and pretty smile had the ability to make a thirteen-year-old boy reprioritize his life. He would do just about anything to have her in his world.


  “She wouldn’t want anything to do with someone like me,” Dave dejectedly admitted.


  A baffled look swept across his uncle’s face. “What?”


  “I assume she’s going to be a senior,” said Dave. “She has to be if she’s friends with Kyle. I’m going to be a freshman. It doesn’t work like that.”


  “According to who?” Uncle Pete asked.


  “That’s just how it is,” he answered before taking a sip of his orange soda.


  Uncle Pete clearly wasn’t following. “What the hell is going on with your generation? I’m seeing this shit everywhere. All these little hotties are getting no attention because the guys your age are glued to their phones or too scared to approach them. Let’s say you go over there and hit on her? What’s the worst that could happen?”


  “Umm…I guess her saying no, right?” Dave said.


  “Exactly,” Pete confirmed. “And is no the end of the world?”


  Dave answered, “I guess not.”


  “She tells you no and you go hit on her friend,” Uncle Pete went on. “Her friend tells you no and you hit on her sister. Listen, it’s a numbers game. You can’t win if you don’t play.”


  “What are you two talking about?”


  The already uncomfortable environment increased after Aunt Karen arrived, sitting across the table from him and his uncle. Great, now they would both know what a dork he was? What would his aunt think about his inability to even approach a cute girl?


  “Nothing,” the teen meekly answered.


  “Guy talk,” Pete told his wife. “I’m going to turn this kid into a stud.”


  “He’s a real playboy, isn’t he?” Karen sarcastically asked her nephew while pointing at her husband. “It would be in your best interest to ignore everything he says.”


  Dave couldn’t help but laugh. Uncle Pete was about sixty pounds overweight, balding, and his big ears and sizable nose weren’t exactly helping him either. He had plenty of good traits, however. He was funny, charismatic, and he possessed a certain something which attracted people to his presence. The fact that he’d ended up with his knockout of an aunt only attested to that. The guy looked like Humpty Dumpty, for God’s sake!


  “Pretend that your aunt is some sexy girl you like,” Uncle Pete said. “I know it’s going to be hard, but try to imagine that she isn’t forty-three years old for a second.”


  The annoyed blonde picked up an empty plastic cup, and threw it across the table at her husband’s head.


  Pete wiped off some soda from the side of his face with a smirk before turning his attention back to his nephew. Apparently the cup wasn’t completely empty. “Where were we? Oh yeah, pretend your aunt is a cute girl. Let’s hear how you would approach her.”


  He turned his attention to his aunt. That was going to be so awkward. “Hi, I’m Dave. It’s nice to meet you.”


  “No, no, no!” Uncle Pete wasted no time in expressing his opinion with his nephew’s choice of words. “Every guy who talks to her is going to open with that line, and when you get older, that line turns into ‘Can I get you a drink?’ You need to get her attention. You want to make her remember you.”


  “Like, compliment her?” the young man asked.


  “Um…maybe,” Pete hesitantly answered. “Listen, there’s nothing wrong with complimenting a girl, but try to come up with something more. Every guy follows up his introduction with a compliment. Stand out. Do something that makes her think about you later in the day. You don’t want to just another guy who flirted with her.”


  Dave took a deep breath before turning to his aunt once again. “So, my friend and I were having an argument that I was hoping you could chime in on.”


  “Oh yeah, about what?” Karen asked.


  He pointed his index finger at her. “About those.”


  “Huh?” she questioned again.


  “My buddy thinks they’re fake, but I think they’re real,” he explained, somewhat baffled by what he’d just said to his favorite aunt. He was really doing this?


  A shocked look spread across her face after she realized that her teenage nephew was referring to her chest. “I-I-I…uh…I…”


  “Perfect!” Pete shouted, causing a table of older relatives sitting near the house to turn and look. “This kid’s a natural!”


  “A natural?” Karen laughed, looking on in amazement at her husband. “Are you crazy? That kind of question wouldn’t fly with me.”


  “Yes, it would,” Pete argued.


  “No, it wouldn’t,” she shot back.


  He ignored his wife and instead looked over at his nephew. “Look at the response you got out of her. That’s what you want: a reaction. Then you can flip it.”


  “Flip it?” Dave asked.


  “Yeah, flip it,” Pete said. “Right now you got her attention by getting under her skin. Think of it as a negative. So, flip it. Turn the conversation around and get it to where you want it.”


  “They’re real by the way!” she passionately proclaimed. She wasn’t about to allow the legitimacy of her best physical attribute to be questioned.


  “Ah!” Pete smiled. “See? She flipped it for you! Look at what just happened. You came up with something other than the generic bullshit your peers use, and you have her talking about her tits thirty seconds into the conversation. And so what if she turns you down, right? She can go fuck herself for all you care.”


  “Hey!” Karen snapped.


  “I’m not literally talking about you, honey,” Pete laughed. “I’m referring to this hypothetical woman he’s talking to.”


  Dave waited for that cute blonde to eventually separate from her friends before moving in with a line he would eventually look back and laugh at years later. He told her that he had no idea they made women’s flip flops in that size. It was a big feet joke which bombed horribly, but he laughed it off. That was also the last time he ever felt nervous around a girl. Uncle Pete was right: if a woman didn’t give him the time of day, then she could go fuck herself. There were single women everywhere he looked. Why would he waste his time and energy dwelling over any of them?


  But he was.


  Ms. V was different. He’d talked and flirted with hundreds of women over the years after approaching that cute blonde in his uncle’s backyard, but he never felt nervous around any of them. Yet here he was, sitting on the couch with his stomach churning. He was surrounded by darkness with the exception of the light radiating from the television. Somehow, he’d reverted back to his childhood days, where nervousness and anxiety ruled his world. He was a mess.


  “Oh, I didn’t know you were still here.”


  




  

    Chapter 12 – Never Alone


  


  The knot in his stomach was starting to feel like a boulder. Why was he still sitting in the basement? What was he doing at Jake’s house after his friends had left? This all could’ve been avoided if he’d simply used his head.


  “I-I was just-just-just leav-leaving,” he nervously stammered, just as smitten as ever by the knockout dressed in a purple v-neck t-shirt and a pair of black yoga pants.


  “It’s fine,” she told him. “You can stay if you want. I just thought you guys had left the TV on.”


  He wasn’t sitting on the couch in his friend’s basement anymore. He’d been transported back to that August afternoon in his uncle’s backyard—back to a time before he’d learned a very valuable lesson regarding women. He was nervous, anxious, and self-conscious again. The idea of merely talking to a girl felt like an impossible feat. All of his confidence had disappeared.


  He thought back to that conversation at the picnic table. Uncle Pete had changed his outlook on the the opposite sex in a matter of minutes, and he left that party viewing women as regular people instead of mythical creatures. Why should he be intimidated? Ms. V was just a woman. He could do this.


  Claire watched the teen’s browns eyes shoot past her and focus on something off in the distance. He appeared to be deep in thought, reflecting on concerns she wasn’t privy to knowing about. This was her final chance to escape. She could slip upstairs and wiggle out of this near disaster of a situation. Things would eventually fizzle out if she avoided him for a few weeks. They would have to.


  She turned and took a step toward the stairs before pausing.


  It wasn’t her doing this time. She wanted nothing more than to slither up those steps and out of sight, but it wasn’t her confused mind that was controlling her body anymore. Something else was stopping her.


  There was a hand around her arm.


  She looked back to find Dave now sitting on the sofa cushion nearest to her, his upper body hanging over the armrest so he could reach out and grab hold of her. His fingers completely wrapped around her petite wrist. What in the world was he doing?


  “I’m just gonna head upstairs then,” she said before attempting to pull away.


  His grip didn’t break.


  “Dave,” she tried.


  His blank expression remained unchanged.


  “David!” she shouted.


  He forcibly pulled her to the couch, sitting back in his seat with his fingers still locked around her arm after completing his rather aggressive deed. On the other hand, Claire’s demeanor was anything but relaxed. This kid may have appeared calm, but the lack of saliva in own her throat swiftly reminded her of just how skittish she really was. Her mouth was barren.


  That strong hand yanked her wrist again. This time she stumbled into him, spinning so that her butt eventually landed on his knee. She wasn’t one of his cute classmates. She was a woman in her forties! She shouldn’t be sitting on him this way!


  Her mind was doing its best to process the situation. She was pretty sure Dave had bought her a sex toy last week before they sexted each other, but then she kind of messed things up and confused him by trying to be a tease. Instead of ending it right there like any responsible adult would do, she fantasized about it nonstop for the next seven days, and then he appeared somewhat rattled around her when they saw each other earlier today. None of that was helping to explain his most recent actions, however. Either he’d had a total change of heart, or she’d completely misread the situation, because this was an entirely new level of confidence. The jock still holding her arm didn’t remind her of their encounter in the kitchen whatsoever.


  She glanced back to find his striking brown eyes coolly staring at her. It was time to put an end to whatever fantasy world she’d been caught up in over the past week. “This is wrong. You have to let me go.”


  Why wasn’t he responding to her? What wasn’t he reacting at all!? This was so inappropriate!


  “I’m serious!” she loudly reiterated.


  Once again, the eighteen-year-old jock opted for a silent response.


  Her focus moved down to her arm to discover an unexplainable sight. His hand was nowhere to be found. She had no idea how long ago he’d removed it, but she’d been willingly sitting on his right knee for God knows how long. She was free to go, but she wasn’t moving for some reason.


  She took a deep gulp and this time managed to find a hint of saliva in her throat. Her heart raced like a schoolgirl who’d just spoken to her crush for the first time. What was unfolding in front of her belonged in a raunchy romance novel, not in her basement!


  Then the unimaginable happened. It was something she couldn’t comprehend on any level at all. She watched him pull out his smartphone and begin to fiddle with it.


  Really? I’m sitting on his knee which is beyond inappropriate, and he’s playing with his phone? What if this isn’t even a fantasy for him? Why isn’t he paying attention to me!?


  Her phone vibrated in her pocket.


  She didn’t want to engage in this electronically obsessed culture where people compulsively checked their phones every two minutes; but as Dave put his phone away, she watched his eyes move back to hers and wait. She could read him. They was a certain chemistry they’d always shared. He was mutely telling her to look at her phone.


  She leaned slightly to the left and retrieved her smartphone from her right pocket. The name of the sender being marked as “Dave?” solved the mystery of who she’d sexted with last week. Well, whatever mystery that was exactly. She pretty much knew she’d been talking to him, but still entered his contact info as “Dave?” instead of “Dave” just to be safe. This just confirmed it.


  But then her heart stopped beating after lowering her eyes to read the text message on her phone. What was she looking at? He’d seriously sent this to her?


  Get on your knees.


  Her focus remained locked on the screen as she read the message yet again. This polite, personable, well-mannered young man was telling her to get on her knees? Really?


  She didn’t look at his face. She didn’t even glance around the room. There wasn’t any help out there for her. No one would reveal what happened next. She’d flipped the page of her own story, but instead of it being full of juicy details, it was blank. The tale was waiting to be told. The only pen capable of writing this story was the one in her hand.


  Claire tossed her phone onto the cushion at the other end of the couch and smiled to herself. What she was about to do was so out of character, but that’s what made it so hot, right? Real life is full of uneventful moments and dull activities. Her fantasy world was a much different story.


  She slid off of his knee and down to the floor.


  Dave was trying to play it cool. He was doing his best to maintain his composure, but holy shit that actually worked! He made a move and she went with it. Not only that, but she was following his orders now! He didn’t have to think too hard about his next move as he observed her patiently waiting for a demand. He’d fantasized about this moment a million times.


  He rose to his feet.


  As if her son’s friend didn’t look big enough already, he now resembled a giant from her lowly spot on the carpeted floor. It’d been a long time since a physical specimen like this towered above her. It was a sense of submission that she missed.


  The urge to reach up and tug at his shorts was almost overwhelming. How wet had the idea of pulling them down around his ankles made her? How badly did she want to make him feel things that those enamored cheerleaders couldn’t provide? But before she could get around to answering either of those dirty questions, he abruptly stepped forward, his groin now just inches from her face. It wasn’t long before the sight of a sizable bulge was replaced by a handsome face that she was very familiar with. This stud was bent at the waist, leaning down to kiss her with his hands running through her blonde hair.


  But he stopped just before reaching her mouth.


  Kissing her sat firmly atop his list of fantasies. It’s something most people take for granted—the simple act of a pair of lips meeting. It was also something he wasn’t in a hurry to put behind him. No, he would save that feeling for the perfect moment, because he had something else on his mind.


  “You’re so fuckin’ sexy.”


  Claire sheepishly smiled, her cheeks rosey red from blushing. Sometimes it was the little things she missed most about having a man desire her: like being told how sexy she was. It was a sense of excitement that she longed for in her rather uneventful life, but she had a feeling that was all about to change.


  Seeing her react with that glowing smile lit a fire inside of him. He wanted to witness that bliss every day. He needed to be the one who brought joy to the one woman who deserved it more than anyone in the world; and right now, he was about to make his dream girl feel like the queen she really was.


  He leaned back, pulling his gray t-shirt over his head, and tossed it down to the floor below. The look on her face said it all. It was a reaction he would never forget.


  An unmistakable warmth consumed her body. This wasn’t her first time seeing this stud shirtless, but it was definitely the most memorable. His muscles glistened from the faint light courtesy of the television. Those bulging biceps, that powerful chest, and his thick traps: it was unlike anything she’d ever seen. Even Roy’s college body couldn’t compete with the jock casting a shadow down upon her.


  Sure, who didn’t love ripped arms? And was there a woman alive who wouldn’t be turned on by a defined chest like this? There was just one part of him which captured her attention unlike the rest of his amazing body though. It was something most men couldn’t even dream of possessing. It was a particular set of muscles that she hadn’t had the privilege of touching since her college days.


  Abs.


  That rock hard midsection caused her to drool. Those six chiseled abs put her blue eyes in a deep trance. He was so lean and muscular. The five o’clock shadow on his handsome face was a swift reminder that she was dealing with a man, not a little boy. Those high school girls didn’t deserve a guy like this. They wouldn’t even know what to do with him!


  She was done teasing herself.


  Claire lunged forward, planting her face into his stomach as her hands gripped the back of his muscular butt to maintain her balance. The passionate groans coming from above only encouraged her wet lips to continue planting kisses all over his stomach. Her wandering hands soon abandoned his butt to explore his pecs and biceps. She could do this for hours. Hours? How about days? This was heaven as far as she was concerned.


  A blissful moan poured from her lips as his hands ran through her hair. Feeling those fingers firmly grab a handful of her blonde locks resulted in a thick mess of spit to fall from her enamored lips. Her head was roughly snapped back without warning, sending her eyes northward to the gorgeous face waiting above. His grin told her that he was up to no good, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.


  “I’ve been thinking about something for a long time,” he said.


  She wanted to hear about each and every one of his naughty thoughts. Just how long had she been on his mind? Years? Longer than that? And when had he started planning that sexy game which ended with her finding a vibrator in her underwear drawer?


  She was so small and submissive from her position on the floor. Her panties were soaked thanks to the big hand controlling her neck. She yearned to be dominated. She needed someone to put her in her place. This stud owned the commanding persona of Roy combined with the loving traits of someone who truly cared about her, and she couldn’t get enough of it.


  “What’s that?” she asked with a devilish smirk.


  He dropped his hold of her hair and moved his hand to the waistband of his basketball shorts. “Having those pretty blue eyes looking up at me.”


  She was on the verge of losing it. Did this make her a bad person? Was it wrong to be turned on by the reveal that a high school stud wanted her down on her knees in front of him? So what if she desired to act slutty? This hunk was worth behaving naughty for.


  “With my fuckin’ cock in your mouth,” he finished, his words dripping with testosterone.


  Her hands bolted for the waistband of his shorts. She felt like a little girl playing some kind of childish game. Where was the fun in yanking his clothes down? Dragging this moment out for minutes was far sexier than an instant reveal, and the snail’s pace at which she was lowering his shorts showed just how turned on she really was.


  Inch by inch his shorts and boxers descended. Her hands were caught in a struggle between getting his clothes off as fast as she could, and teasing the cutie who was staring down at her with a possessive glare in his eyes. She wanted him to be furious if he found that she’d created a profile on a dating site. Being yelled at on the phone because he’d heard that she was going out on a date with a coworker? That was something she would welcome into her life with open arms. She would kill for someone to demand ownership over her.


  The sight of his trimmed pubic hair gave way to the base of his penis, and that soon revealed the fat midsection covered in thick veins. Her mouth only further salivated with each endless inch that was exposed to the cool basement air. Just how big was this thing?


  A hint of the pink head of his cock finally made an appearance after what felt like hours. His manhood was even more perfect than she’d fantasized about. His masculine shaft matched all his big muscles to a tee, and she was yet to see the entire thing. That was about to change very quickly, however.


  Her excited hands froze as she peered up at him. His dick was begging to be unleashed. The slightest of nylon fabric was all that held his manhood back from the world, and he was going to come bursting out the second she slid the last inch of material off his impressive cock. She knew what she was doing. It was no secret that she got off on teasing him, but her actions were about more than just being playful. She was doing this for herself as well.


  It’d been over twenty years since she’d freed a stud like this from the shackles which were his clothes. The memories of being down on her knees in Roy’s dorm room faded with each passing day. How was she supposed to recall tastes, touch, and smells from twenty-five years ago? She was well overdue to replace those outdated recollections with new and improved moments, and her first step in that journey involved getting this perfect specimen in his most natural of states. She closed her eyes and gave his shorts one final tug.


  The loud thud which echoed throughout the room brought a big smile to Claire’s face.


  His cock had sprung out and slammed into the underpart of her jaw. Even the noise from the TV couldn’t prevent her ears from soaking in that indescribable sound. She could do that a hundred more times and never grow tired of hearing it. It was just so powerful and strong, and she was adsorbing his manhood. He was rock hard because of her!


  She slowly slid her head back, soaking in the feel of his warm meat pressing and throbbing against her smooth skin as she moved. It couldn’t actually be this big. No one was this perfect, but her eyes told her otherwise when she finally no longer felt him under her chin.


  Yep, this was heaven, alright. Not only was this stud packing the longest dick she’d ever seen, but it was by far the thickest. How jealous would Roy be if he saw this? Her ultracompetitive ex-boyfriend wouldn’t be a fan of finding out that he was now in second place when it came to the biggest cocks in her life. Heck, this might even get Al pissy. He certainly had never been a fan of Roy, especially after she honestly answered his question as to if he was the biggest guy she’d ever been with. She learned her lesson that day for sure: no man enjoyed finding out that he didn’t match up physically to an ex-boyfriend.


  She had a hard time seeing Dave ever finding himself in a similar situation. Could any guy out there stack up against this kid? It didn’t seem likely.


  He gripped his dick in his hand and slowly began to stroke it in front of her, unaware that he was teasing her with the treat she so desperately craved. A moment later, he took a step forward and rested his cock on her face. He couldn’t believe he’d just done that. Shit, he couldn’t believe any of this was happening!


  Now, this was the greatest thing he’d ever seen. The middle of Ms. V’s pretty face was covered by his thick cock, but her stunning blue eyes glowed from each side of his manhood. And he could barely make out a smile as his eyes traveled south. Sure, he would probably see a big smirk if he lifted his dick, but he was willing to sacrifice that reassurance for a few more seconds of this outlandish fantasy playing out as reality. Would he ever be able to look down again to see his cock run the length of his friend’s hot mom’s face? It was just about the most unbelievable thing he’d ever witnessed.


  Claire had experienced a number of extremely hot things in her lifetime, but she was having a hard time finding one that ranked above this moment. Some women might find it degrading. Others would call juvenile or disgusting, but she found it sexy. The warmth radiating from his most precious body part resembled sunshine hitting her face. The pheromones that poured off his body were magical. It was the indescribable smell of a guy who was ready. It was the unmatched passion of a man who desired nothing more than the woman in front of him. She was done torturing herself.


  She opened her mouth and began lapping at his large testicles, resulting in the basement filling with a heavenly song from above.


  Dave was loudly moaning


  That sound. God, she couldn’t get enough of that sound. She didn’t even need to be taken care of sexually if she was being completely honest. Would she ever turn down being on the receiving end of some oral attention? Absolutely not. But she could cum solely from bringing an orgasm to a man she truly cared about. It was the joy of pleasing that really did it for her.


  Her panties were officially ruined from hearing that audible feedback escape from his mouth while she worshipped his balls. It’d been so long since she found herself in this kind of position. It’d been decades from the last time she submitted to a man worth being submissive for, and she wasn’t about to hold back. Who knows how many chances she would get with a stud like this?


  She stuck her tongue out and moved on from his balls, sliding it along the bottom of his fat, thick, warm shaft as she made her way to the head. Once she got there, she took him inside her mouth before beginning to slowly bob on his rock hard meat. It was a significantly more difficult task than any she’d taken on prior. Her mouth was stretched and her jaw was worked in ways she hadn’t experienced before. But she wanted to impress. She was dying to please.


  “Fuck……” he moaned once more.


  There it was again: that sound. She began to bob faster with her right hand now stroking in unison as her mouth worked. Her left hand wasn’t concerned with helping. Instead, it’d vanished from the party, and was last seen sliding inside her black yoga pants and matching cotton panties.


  The only thing he could do was admire the sight he was seeing. Her purple t-shirt had streaks of wet marks from her spit all over it. That wasn’t a problem though. That top wouldn’t be on for much longer anyway. Actually, he wanted it off now; but then again, the last thing he wanted to do was leave her mouth for a single second. It was just too good.


  Her messy hair and lack of makeup appeared flawless even in the relative darkness, but the most amazing moment of his life didn’t involve her incredible looks or the unbelievable sight of his dick in her mouth. It revolved around a particular appendage. His eyes almost refused to believe what they saw while he received the best oral experience of his life. This was his friend’s mom? This was Ms. V!?


  She was rubbing her pussy.


  Well, she wasn’t just rubbing it—she was feverishly rubbing it. Her hand moved with the celerity of a boxer working a speed bag. He was on the verge of passing out. His legs grew weaker with every passing second. This was heaven.


  The moans and whimpers coming from her mouth had his head on the brink of exploding. She sounded like one of those porn girls who acted like giving a blowjob was the most stimulating experience in the world. Except this wasn’t an act. His friend’s mom was getting off on sucking his dick!


  Her rapidly moving head froze, her mouth going limp around his stiff cock as her eyes rolled back into her head. A wave of warmth flowed throughout her body. Her toes tingled with energy and excitement. Her always working mind went blank. She’d just came! She’d orgasmed with some eighteen-year-old stud’s cock in her mouth! How naughty was she?


  “How far can you go?”


  She didn’t answer. Why would she? She couldn’t believe that he even had to ask in the first place. The task of showing him what he was missing out on by only dating those cheerleaders had somehow slipped her mind. Could you really blame her though? How was she supposed to remain focused with this hunk towering above her?


  No one can give oral sex like an older woman. Nothing could bring pleasure like a sexually deprived girl with experience, and this kid was about to find that out for himself. What did some slutty high school girl know about taking care of a stud like this? Nothing, that’s what!


  She pulled her hand out of her pants and wrapped it around the back of his muscular thighs, her pussy juices soaking into his youthful skin. Her right hand wasted little time in following suit. It was time to rock his world.


  Inch by inch her mouth slowly moved toward his chiseled midsection. It was a magic trick—a trick that just so happened to involve a loving mouth wrapped around a hard cock which was stiffening and pulsating as she journeyed further. This kid must’ve been in a state of shock as her cute little nose approached his pubic bone.


  Her eyes instinctively opened as she crept closer to her target, locking onto something majestic in her peripheral vision. His chiseled v-line that ran from his hips down to his trimmed pubic hair had her desperate to touch herself again. If she was wearing lipstick, then that amazing part of his sexy body would’ve been covered in red within the next two minutes, but she had a mission to accomplish first. Priorities!


  She closed her eyes and pulled herself into him again, fighting back her gag reflex to show this stud something that few women could do. Lord knows some cute coed couldn’t dream of pulling this off. Nope, it was just one of the many perks of being with an older woman.


  “Oh…my…fucking….God!”


  Her nose hit his body.


  Her mouth desperately shot back for oxygen, allowing his drenched cock to soak in the feel of the basement air again. It wasn’t just covered in saliva and spit. It was the kind of spit you could only get from the back of your throat—the thicker, wetter, sexier spit that proved you were doing something right. It was the very spit she was positive he’d never felt on his cock before, and his face told her everything when she glanced up to gauge his emotions. He was in heaven, and it was time for her to get a piece of that bliss too. It was time to push him over the edge.


  She attacked his cock with her mouth, relentlessly inhaling it in an attempt to suck his soul out in the process. She was ready to play a little game with herself. Why not, right? What better time than now?


  This was a unique game in which she was the sole contestant. In fact, she was the only one who knew a game was taking place at all. This simple activity was called How Long Before Dave Cums?
The timer in her head was set for thirty seconds. It was just her, an imaginary clock, and an eighteen-year-old who was about to experience the best orgasm of his life.


  She could feel him trying to fight her. He was doing his best to hold back. This cutie would kill to be able to last for hours inside her mouth, but she wasn’t about to allow for that luxury. She was too greedy of a girl for that.


  With her right hand stroking his thick meat, she gave him a blowjob that he would be able to vividly recall on his deathbed seventy years from now. Her mouth focused solely on the head of his sensitive manhood. This was her purpose. It was her calling. She was so sick of being an ideal mother all the time. Sometimes, she wanted to be a little bad.


  “Cum-cum-cum-cumming…”


  She never let up for a single moment. She didn’t have time to slow down. Her mouth was on a mission to extract every drop of this hunk’s precious seed. How many of his classmates would kill to be where she was? How many other moms secretly wanted a young stud all to themselves? Well, get lost ladies, because she wasn’t sharing Dave with anyone!


  Fifteen seconds later, it was over.


  Dave fell back onto the sofa, visibly shaken. His mind struggled to comprehend what he’d just experienced, but his eyes were even more confused at the moment. This was seriously happening?


  He watched her take a deep gulp before sliding her right hand down under her yoga pants, quickly beginning to rub herself again. Her eyes were closed and her head was thrown back. That was far from the wildest part of this bizarre scene though. A hint of his cum dripping from the edge of her lips as she let out a moan would probably take the cake in that regard.


  It certainly didn’t take long. What had it been? Thirty, maybe forty seconds at the most before a booming shriek rang throughout the room. For the second time in the past five minutes, he watched this spectacular woman make herself orgasm from giving him oral sex. And not even oral sex this time! This recent eruption could be solely credited to her swallowing his cum! He never would’ve imagined that this reserved woman was so sexually insatiable. Maybe she was a little kinkier than he’d fantasized about. What if she was just as deviant as him?


  Mr. Pink hadn’t ever made her feel like that. She’d been running on overdrive thanks to all the tension and build-up, combined with the complete tabooness of what was taking place in her basement. Her first orgasm during the blowjob was amazing, but this recent one was marvelous. He tasted sweet. It probably had something to do with all the fruit she was always feeding him and his friends; but then again, he didn’t need to taste sweet. It wouldn’t have made a difference if his fluids were bitter or sour either. His semen only signaled one thing to her: a job well done. It meant she’d brought the ultimate pleasure to someone by using her body. The idea was more than enough to get her off.


  Her mind had wandered, snapping back to the moment as a result of suddenly feeling more exposed than before. She glanced up to see Dave standing in front of her with her purple t-shirt in his hand. She’d been so caught up in reflecting on the past few minutes, that she hadn’t felt him tug her shirt off. This kid wouldn’t have to worry about unhooking her bra though. Her hands were already working on taking care of that.


  He was checking boxes off of his bucket list, but he wasn’t exactly going in chronological order. This fictional agenda had first been published in his head at the age of nine. More risque desires like oral sex were far down on that list. How was he supposed to know about that kind of stuff at that age?


  No, the first box desired a simple kiss from his dream girl, but he was still saving that. And while a nine-year-old Dave wasn’t completely sure what the purpose of boobs were, he knew that he liked them even at that juvenile age, and seeing her breasts sat at number two on his list.


  Check off another box.


  This woman was breathtaking. Every inch of her was flawless. Her breasts weren’t big and saggy, and they certainly weren’t petite. They were the perfect size, and they possessed a similar perkiness of his younger ex-girlfriends. Had he expected anything different? Would this angelic woman possess some kind of physical imperfection? Of course not. She was immaculate.


  She soon found herself lying on the sofa thanks to Dave playfully picking her up and tossing her onto the bouncy cushions. She lived for this feeling of unpredictability. You can’t surprise yourself when you’re all alone. It took a partner to make you wonder what was coming next, and she didn’t have to wait long to discover what he had planned for her.


  His warm mouth explored every inch of her body from the waist up. Her smooth stomach, her sensitive nipples, her neck and the areas behind her ears: it was an onslaught of affection. She’d noticed him avoiding her lips though.


  She was dying to taste him, but before she could pull him to her mouth, he slipped out of her reach and gave her pants a firm tug down with a big smile. How in the world could she hold a grudge with this stud? She immediately forgave him for not kissing her when she saw the look of appreciation on his face. He was so in love with her body. It was flattering!


  His young mouth drooled at the sight of her black cotton panties. Sometimes you just know what a woman will look like before you ever see her naked. There wasn’t an explanation for it. It was merely instinct. A sixth sense, if you will.


  He could’ve picked her pussy out of a lineup before ever even seeing it. What did it look like? She would be completely shaved, with trim and inviting lips. Her taste would stay with him throughout the day—salty with a hint of sweetness. It would resemble heaven.


  A smile swept across his face as his hands slid her panties down her toned thighs. Winner winner! It looked exactly like he’d pictured. Now, it was time to see if she tasted like he’d imagined too.


  “I want you inside me.”


  He would get around to finding out later.


  He pulled her panties down past her ankles and discarded them onto the floor next to her pants. His friend’s voluptuous mother was positioned on her back along the couch, while he sat at the far end, admiring the magical view. Where didn’t she possess curves? How could she look so sexy at this age? Why was he still blankly staring at her?


  “Nowwwwwww!” she whined.


  She wouldn’t have to ask twice.


  Before Claire knew it, she was turned onto her stomach, a young stud slowing sliding inside of her as he struggled to control his eagerness. She was doing her best to relax and keep calm so that she wouldn’t tense up, but it didn’t seem to help. A quick glance behind her caught the image of him spitting on his hand and rubbing it into his cock. He was still having issues being able to fit inside her despite how wet she was. He was just so big!


  Her eyes rolled back as she felt the head of his cock finally push through her natural resistance. He went easy at first, allowing her to not only adjust to his size, but primarily to his thickness. It wasn’t long before those impossible to tame teenage urges took over, however.


  She was being pummeled. She honestly didn’t expect it to be so similar to her fantasy. He was just an eighteen-year-old kid. He wasn’t some porn star. The fact that he was hard again within moments of cumming in her mouth was a miracle in itself. The college punk from a few months ago certainly wasn’t able to pull off such a feat. But why was she still thinking about him? Why had that dud of a lay from the summer snuck into her mind? It was time to completely enjoy this, because it might be the only time it happened.


  He’d gone into this with the best of intentions. He would take things slow. He would work her up to it. That was before the situation had really sunk in for him though.


  She looked too good. She felt even better. How was she so tight? He always thought that older women were loose. That was the rumor surrounding them—but not Ms. V. Not only was she anything but loose, but she was stretching to accommodate his size. Her pussy resembled his past high school girlfriends. The biggest difference was none of those girls had been blessed with a body like this angel.


  Her perfect ass bounced and rippled with every rough thrust forward. His left knee was on the couch next to the back cushions, his right foot planted on the carpeted basement floor. His hands refused to leave the slender waist he loved so much as he hammered away. Every thrust resulted in his pelvic bone slamming into butt. Every pump ensued a yelp to jet out of her mouth. It was everything he’d ever dreamed of.


  He slowed his pace to catch his breath. Sure, he’d cum just prior to this, but he wouldn’t last much longer if he refused to pace himself. This perfect woman had cast a spell on him. Her pussy caused him to feel like an anxious virgin. He had to focus. He needed to impress her!


  “Mo-mo-mo-mo-more,” Claire stammered, her right hand blindly reaching behind her to egg on the pounding that she so desperately missed. “Please more!”


  How could he say no to that? To the sound of her incoherently begging him to resume fucking the shit out of her. Even her face was still buried in that throw pillow. Could she move? Could she form a coherent sentence? Maybe he could really satisfy each and every one of her needs.


  He viciously hammered into her five more times before reaching forward and snatching the pillow from her face, tossing it to the floor below. How sexually deprived was she? She was begging for more of his dick? Why wasn’t there a line of men waiting to ask her out to dinner? God knows he would take on the entire world for the chance to call her his girl.


  He lowered his body, almost on-top of her as he placed one hand on the back of her neck, and his other hand on the front of her neck—before turning her head to gaze directly into her eyes from mere inches away. Nothing separated their bodies now as he had her completely under his muscular frame. They were a pair of animals in heat. They were two lovers reunited after years apart. They were attempting to engulf each other’s souls.


  Roy had never treated her this way. Her definition of physicality had been completely redefined. What she’d always thought of as rough sex, was simply child’s play compared to what this jock was doing to her. Her body suffocated under his weight. Her breaths became few and far between as his grip on her neck tightened. She was being smothered. Her lifeless body was being treated like a rag doll. She never wanted this to end.


  The feeling of helplessness syncing with the sensation of fullness was almost too much to handle. And that was when she felt two vicious thrusts slam into her before a hand brushed her messy hair out of her face. She opened her eyes to see Dave staring down, his body now still.


  “You’re fucking perfect.”


  Claire came. There was no pumping, no thrusting, no choking: nothing physical made her explode. It was hearing those words escape from his mouth that did it for her. This hunk found her perfect. It was the ultimate compliment.


  She tensed up a wave of euphoria swept throughout her body. How many years had it been since she’d experienced this? All orgasms were good, but exploding while a hard dick filled her tight pussy was a completely different level of bliss. There was no bigger joy. Her vagina, her soul, her mind: everything was so full. Nothing could possibly add to this magical moment.


  He leaned in and kissed her on the lips.


  She was wrong. Another wave—electric this time—exploded in her stomach. There was such a deep love in those lips. The stud she was pinned beneath lusted after her. He longed for her attention. All the flirty comments over the years swiftly made sense. She was finally able to fully appreciate how his wandering eyes had a tendency to lock onto her curves. He loved her.


  “So fucking perfect,” he whispered into her ear, his grinding hips attempting to reach every nook and cranny of her snug pussy. “Who knew you were such a bad girl?”


  His rhetorical question was followed by three rough thrusts.


  “So…”


  He ferociously pumped into her.


  “…fucking…”


  He slid almost completely out of her before pausing and waiting for her to think that something else was coming. When her body relaxed, he laid into her again.


  “…bad.”


  His breath tickled her ear canal. His cock reached places no one else ever had. She was being physically manhandled, and she’d never been more ready to submit to a man in her life. She would crawl around her neighborhood naked if it resulted in more of this. Would Jake be upset if she asked his friend to move in?


  She was experiencing an indescribable sense of ecstasy—the kind of feeling you only received from sex or drugs. It was a high that wasn’t relatable to any other aspect in life. One little taste was all it took to turn her into an addict. She craved this kid. She needed more.


  Feeling her pussy tighten on his cock was all he could take. She just felt too good to control himself.


  “I’m gonna cum.”


  Her body didn’t react, but she was sure that she wanted to taste him again. She needed to savor every drop before greedily swallowing it all, but her arms and legs weren’t allowing her to keep up with her mind. Her body was numb. She was exhausted and overwhelmed by pleasure. Fortunately for her though, her new soulmate had read the entire situation. It was almost like they shared a connection…


  A strong hand roughly grabbed her by the hair and pulled her down to the floor. She opened her mouth as her knees met the carpet, accepting his throbbing cock which swiftly emptied onto her tongue for the second time in so many minutes. She’d been turned into some little porn slut out of this hunk’s wildest fantasies, and she couldn’t get enough of it.


  Claire swallowed every drop.


  If there was such a thing as being “dick drunk,” then she was currently experiencing it. She would’ve been sprawled out on the floor at this very moment if Dave hadn’t helped her to the sofa to lie down. She watched the teen retrieve a blanket out of the closet to cover her with, resting her head on the throw pillow he’d fetched from the floor. She wasn’t necessarily sleepy. She was more exhausted. Her energy levels resembled those of a marathon runner who’d just crossed the finish line—a marathon where she’d just so happened to cum over and over again.


  She heard Dave plop down on the recliner next to the couch, out of her line of sight. He had to be shot. Eighteen or not, she’d completely drained him twice. Even a stud like Dave needed a break to recover once in a while.


  There was rarely a moment of awkwardness between the two with the exception of the past week. Their conversations and witty banter were always so effortlessly. Their words flowed with one another. It was just how things were, and it only took a few seconds for Dave to rekindle that flame.


  “So, you wanna go out on a date some time, Ms. V?”


  She could only smile to herself. Kids these days…
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