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    Chapter 1 – Fantasy…Football


  


  September 6th. Thursday. 8:57 PM.


  Scott sat up straight in his seat, solely focused on the action at hand. So much was on the line. He’d been researching for weeks. Hours were spent listening to podcasts and reading articles—desperate to gain an edge. He couldn’t fail again. This was the year everything would finally work out.


  “Go! Go! Go!” he chanted.


  Kevin’s eyes were locked on the same television as his friend, but the eighteen-year-old high school senior’s attitude couldn’t have been any more different. “No! Get him!”


  “Twenty, fifteen, ten…” Scott commentated from his spot on the sofa as the electrifying running back dashed along the sidelines. “Five…”


  A defensive player desperately lunged in one final attempt to prevent the ballcarrier from finding the end zone. His outstretched fingertips managed to trip the running back just outside the goal line, causing the ball to squirt from his grasp and bounce out of the field of play.


  “That’s a touchback!” Kevin shouted. “He fumbled it through the end zone!”


  “No, dude, he crossed the goal line before he lost it,” Scott calmly debated, attempting to convince himself that his fantasy running back had in fact just scored. “That’s a touchdown.”


  The referee held his arms in the air to signal a score.


  It was opening night of the NFL season; and while the two best friends weren’t athletes, who didn’t love a little fantasy football? It also didn’t hurt matters that they were playing against each other in their week one matchup either. Scott owned the running back who may or may not have scored, while Kevin was starting the defense that either caused a fumble or allowed a touchdown. There was a lot on the line.


  Kevin sat on the loveseat while Scott was directly across the room on the sofa. An open box of pizza rested on the coffee table in front of the couch, but food was the furthest thing from either of their minds at the moment. Both boys’ eyes were locked on the television as they anxiously awaited a replay.


  The camera zoomed in on the action which had occurred just outside the goal line, and replayed it in super slow motion. The ball appeared to loosen from the running back’s hands before he not only fell into the end zone, but prior to his knee touching the turf as well. It was hard to see this touchdown not being reversed.


  “Oh, come on!” Scott huffed. “Are you serious!?”


  Kevin was all smiles. “Told you, dude. That’s a touchback.”


  And things were only getting worse for Scott. His star fantasy football running back was holding his knee on the sidelines.


  “He’s hurt already!?” Scott shouted. “Are you kidding me!? It’s the first quarter!”


  Kevin could only laugh. His buddy had quite the history of drafting guys who would go on to tear their ACL in week one. These poor football players didn’t know what they were getting into after Scott drafted them.


  The longtime friends were fairly alike. In fact, they’d been mistaken for brothers or cousins a time or two. Both were six feet tall with brown eyes, thick heads of brown hair, and both possessed long, skinny frames—not scrawny—but not built either. Neither were jocks, but both enjoyed the flag football league they participated in every summer. They were average high school kids: video games, girls, and music capturing most of their attention. Well, a particular girl in Kevin’s case.


  “This is fuckin’ bullshit!” Scott continued to angrily rant. “They’re getting the cart for him too! He can’t even walk on his own!”


  “Hey! Language!”


  Kevin’s attention snapped to the kitchen. He was sitting in the family room with his buddy while the layout of the house had the kitchen fifteen or so feet away. A two stair step-up led to a little eating area with a table and chairs ten feet from them. Just beyond that was the actual kitchen.


  “I know, I know, but Mom, look at this! Every year!” Scott groaned.


  Lisa’s eyes peered into the family room to observe the television from her spot at the kitchen table. She’d been busy paying bills when her son’s vulgar choice of words grabbed her attention. There were few things in life she cared about less than football.


  “You aren’t going to speak that way in this house,” she firmly told her son. “All-day I have to listen to the jerks I work with curse. The last thing I want is for you to talk like them.”


  He huffed while rolling his eyes, “Yeah, I know, but he’s hurt already! I drafted him in the first round! How does this keep happening every year?”


  “Maybe you should let your mom draft your team next season,” Kevin chimed in with a chuckle. “How about that, Ms. B? I guarantee you would put together a better squad than Scott.”


  “My ass…” Scott commented before glancing back at the kitchen table to find his mother glaring at him. “‘My ass’ is off-limits now too? Are you serious?”


  Maybe she was a little too strict with her rules regarding cursing. It was just so unbearable having to listen to her coworkers cuss like sailors day in and day out. She was a legal secretary at a successful law firm, and sometimes it felt like her male coworkers were pulled straight from a movie script. “Fucks, shits, and cunts” were thrown around without hesitation, all of them thought they were irresistible playboys, and even the girls were catty with one another. It wasn’t the most enjoyable place to spend ten hours a day, but she did it for her son.


  Her ex-husband had bailed on the family a long time ago. Scott was only three at the time, and Lisa was an extremely overworked twenty-three-year-old when she unexpectedly became a single mother. The brunette was a full-time waitress, a part-time college student, and an around-the-clock mom before she woke one morning to find a note from her husband on the kitchen table.


  Stan had moved across the country.


  It wasn’t easy before the days of social media, but she was able to find out exactly what had happened. Her husband had met another woman. Well, “woman” was using that term loosely. He’d met an eighteen-year-old girl. The two apparently hit it off and he had an affair; and the next thing she knew, Stan was moving to California to start a new life with his fresh out of high school lover.


  Her parents stepped in and babysat countless number of times while she attempted to rebuild her life. Two years later she wrapped up school, but she still struggled to find a stable job. Another two years passed before a surprising opportunity presented itself three hours from the place she’d spent the entirety of her life. She took a chance and drove down for an interview, landed the job, and a month later she bought a house in their new town—but that didn’t solve their problems.


  Scott was always a shy kid. Her son was the type of boy who would stay by his mother at the park rather than wander off to find new friends, so a change of scenery wasn’t easy on him—especially now that they were one hundred miles away from his grandfather who he’d grown so close to over the years. But then a blessing entered her life. A miracle from above swooped in and made everything better.


  Kevin showed up.


  Seven-year-old Scott was in the second grade when he first talked to his future best friend during after-school care. Sure, she would’ve preferred her son come home to herself or his grandparents, but that wasn’t a viable option given their situation. She worked fifty hours a week and they didn’t have any family or friends nearby, so Scott staying at school was the only realistic choice she had.


  The program was great, however. It was run by the school and the kids were able to play in the gym and outside on the playground as much as their little hearts desired. She would swing by at six o’clock and pick up a usually exhausted Scott who’d spent hours running around and having fun, but it wasn’t like that at first.


  Her quiet son struggled to make friends, and three hours in an after-school program instead of being at home was the equivalent of torture for the introverted youngster. The first week didn’t go so well as crying and complaining during the car rides home quickly became the norm. Those pains were short-lived though.


  A change in Kevin’s mother’s work schedule resulted in her son needing to stay after school as well. The two classmates who’d never talked to each other in class, immediately hit it off outside on the monkey bars. Tear-filled rides home were replaced by exciting stories. Quietness was swapped out for asking if he could have a sleepover on Saturday night. And while Lisa was thrilled that her son had found a friend, she didn’t know anything about the little brown-haired boy Scott would wave goodbye to when she picked him up. She quickly learned something that was still true to this day though: Kevin was an angel.


  Lisa and Kevin’s mom—who was also a single mother—originally made a schedule. Once a month the boys would spend the weekend at her house, and once a month they would be at Lisa’s house. It was a way to allow both women an opportunity to focus on their own love lives. You wouldn’t hear any complaints from either of them about getting some time off from being a mom; but as the years went by, that monthly ratio became more and more lopsided.


  Kevin’s mom remarried by the time and boys were in middle school, and Kevin may as well have been living with them on the weekends—not that Lisa cared. Her feelings toward her son’s friend only flourished as he aged. He’d become a second son to her in a lot of ways. She watched Scott attend concerts and parties, join clubs at school, and play in flag football leagues—all because of his sociable, more outgoing friend. He’d broken her somewhat reclusive child out of his shell, but there were never any issues with drugs or the two of them getting into trouble. She had a funny, personable, smart, eighteen-year-old son; and deep down, part of her knew that she had Kevin to thank.


  “Do you have any idea what my team would look like if my mom drafted it?” Scott asked his friend. A beer commercial played on the TV while they waited for the game to resume. “It would be a mess. She probably can’t name five guys in the NFL.”


  Kevin looked back at the table and asked, “You can name five guys, can’t you, Ms. B?”


  Lisa took a moment to think. “I know Tom Brady. He’s a hottie.”


  The two friends both immediately rolled their eyes, disgusted by what they’d just heard.


  “And who’s his backup?” she inquired. “They always show him too. He’s another cutie.”


  “You’re talking about Jimmy Garoppolo,” Scott said with an annoyed huff. “He plays for the 49ers now. Mom, you know two guys in the entire NFL, and they both played for the Patriots? Are you serious?”


  “It’s not my fault they have all the good-looking guys,” she nodded, getting a kick out of what she was doing to these two.


  “What’s going on in this house?” Kevin asked with a slight laugh. “You guys are Patriots fans now?”


  “Hey, I hate the Patriots!” Scott loudly declared. “You know that! Mom, I’m sickened from what I just heard.”


  She turned her attention back to the bills in front of her with a smirk.


  A video of Scott’s most important fantasy football player being carted off the field while he held back tears was what greeted the boys when the commercials ended. It was a very familiar picture for the guy with the worst luck in the history of fantasy football. It looked like he could kiss his one hundred dollar league fee goodbye.


  “You know he—”


  “Tore his ACL,” Scott finished Kevin’s sentence. “Yeah, I know…”


  “Are you guys going to finish this pop?” Lisa asked. There was probably half a glass of orange soda remaining in a two-liter bottle on the kitchen table. “Or do you want me to throw it in the fridge?”


  Kevin waited for his buddy to answer, but he was just staring at the TV, undoubtedly reflecting on another fantasy football season down the drain before it had even started. “I’m good, Ms. B.”


  “You want the rest of this, honey?” she called out to Scott.


  …


  “Scott!”


  Scott snapped out of his fog at the sound of his mother yelling at him. “Yeah, sure.”


  She hopped out of her seat and carried the drink over to the sofa her son was sitting on. The rest of the pop found its way into his mostly empty glass, and she couldn’t help but laugh while she poured the drink. He looked like a little kid who’d just found out that his dog died.


  “Honey, it’s just fantasy football…”


  He shot his mom a glare. “Just fantasy football? Take a guess at who constantly harasses me for thirteen weeks every year because my team is always terrible?”


  She took a peek at Kevin to find him with a big grin on his face.


  “But it shouldn’t be!” Scott went on. “I draft great teams, but Mom, like three guys suffer career-altering injuries every freakin’ year! I had a guy retire in the middle of the season two years ago!”


  “That was hilarious!” Kevin laughed.


  “No, it wasn’t!” Scott passionately argued. “How does a starting running back just retire in week eight? Huh? It’s ridiculous!”


  Kevin was attempting to play it cool and participate in the conversation, but that wasn’t the easiest thing to do at the moment. He’d been hanging out at this house for eleven years. How many nights had he slept in this very family room when he was younger? How many hours were spent playing video games upstairs in Scott’s room? How many meals did he eat at that exact kitchen table he could see out of his peripheral vision? And throughout the entirety of his time spent in this house, one thing remained unchanged: his infatuation with his friend’s mom.


  How tall was Ms. B? Five foot six? Maybe five foot seven? She may as well have been seven feet tall with those long, shapely legs which seemed to go on for days. His eyes trailed along her body as she now stood next to the couch with an empty soda bottle in hand, her attention on the same game they were watching.


  He attempted to control his lust as he now had the perfect side-profile view of her flawless body in a pair of black yoga pants. Her legs soon gave way to the world’s most exquisite backside. He was seven years old the first time his eyes had the pleasure of being treated to the angel that was this woman. Girls were icky back then. They had cooties, smelled weird, and were extremely annoying, but even his second grade self felt his insides tingle when she would give him a ride home. He really didn’t start caring about girls until three years later when he hit the fifth grade; and by that time, he was smitten by his first love.


  How was her ass so perky? She was thirty-eight years old and he’d never seen a better butt in his life: classmates, porn stars, models—you name it. The ass he was currently gazing at put every backside in the world to shame. It had to be from her vegan lifestyle and constant gym going habits, right? Whatever it was, it sure the hell worked.


  But things just kept getting better.


  Her pink spaghetti strap tank top showed off her flat tummy to a tee. The most he’d seen of her spectacular stomach was when her shirt would occasional lift while she reached for something. It was tight and toned, and he would seriously consider killing someone to get a peek at it without that pesky cotton fabric in the way. And then something came along that perfectly accentuated that amazing stomach. Something which only added to the majestic beauty he was fairly obsessed with.


  Big, eye-catching, mouth-watering, D cup breasts.


  Was she created in a lab? Was her body the work of some evil genius who was hellbent on destroying his life? His friend’s mom was the one thing he knew that he could never have, but his level of lust when it came to her was unparalleled. He would shut off porn to think about her. He would check out the annual swimsuit magazine and immediately imagine what she would look like posing in a skimpy bikini on an exotic beach, instead of the models who consumed the pages. Her body would have been enough as is. How could you do better than a perfect ten? Well, then he looked at her face.


  Flawless skin, pouty lips, high cheekbones, and a little nose to match. Her sparkling blue eyes wrapped a stranglehold around his attention each and every time they glanced in his direction, and her long, flowing, dark brown hair that ran down to her chest always had him feeling giddy.


  Every inch of her was perfection. Every curve and bend of her body was a mystery that he wanted to explore. She was his dream woman.


  “Hey! You alive down there?”


  Kevin jolted out of his haze and smiled at the stunning brunette who was standing in front of him. Wait, wasn’t she just next to Scott? Did he zone out for that long? He could’ve sworn that he was just admiring her body from afar, but this wouldn’t be the first time he’d drifted off to fantasy world around her.


  “Did you say something?” he asked.


  “I asked if you were done three times,” Lisa chuckled. She was pointing down at his plate which showed the greasy, cheesy remnants of four slices of pizza.


  He picked up his dish and handed it to her accepting hand. “Yeah, sorry, I’m all done. Thanks.”


  She sent a slight smile in his direction before taking his plate and heading toward the dishwasher. His eyes instinctively tracked the back of her body with every stride she took. Those two little stairs she quickly hopped up on her way into the kitchen caused her butt cheeks to flex, and his cock swiftly twitched in response.


  “Oh, just as expected!”


  Kevin’s eyes shifted to Scott who was staring at his phone.


  “It says on Twitter that early reports are a torn ACL…” Scott groaned. “Shocking… I wonder if any of these guys know that my drafting of them is a death sentence? You think I should try to inform them before the season starts? So they can take out an insurance policy or something?”


  “Hey, who knows, maybe one of your sleeper picks will hit and it’ll make up for losing him? It’s a long season,” Kevin told him.


  Scott shook his head. “Yeah, a long season of losing…”


  Kevin was still hung up on something as he glanced back at the kitchen to find Ms. B in her seat once again. “You really can’t name more than two guys in the NFL?”


  “She really only named one,” Scott jumped in. “‘Tom Brady’s backup’ isn’t exactly a name.”


  Lisa looked up from the last of the bills in front of her. “I don’t watch football. I’m a hockey girl. You know that.”


  Yeah, Kevin was well aware of that. In fact, it was the sole reason he started following hockey to begin with. There was something so captivating about a sexy, smart woman watching sports. But hockey? He never gave it a chance until he discovered that she was into it a few years ago, and it didn’t take long before he enjoyed watching the sport himself.


  “Hockey is so boring,” Scott commented. “You can’t even tell what’s going on.”


  Her eyebrows perked up after hearing that. How many times had this argument taken place in their house? “Yes, you can! Hockey is fun, exciting, and super fast-paced. It’s also the only sport that’s better in person, which is a bummer because I haven’t been to a game in forever.”


  “I’ll go with you.”


  The mother and son both looked at the guy now lying on the loveseat, his long legs dangling over the edge.


  “You want to go to a hockey game with me?” she asked Kevin, surprised and somewhat flattered.


  Kevin attempted to play his offer off like it was no big deal. “I mean, if you don’t have anyone to go with…”


  Scott’s focus was back on his phone as he joined his friend’s positioning by also sprawling across his own piece of furniture. “I’d rather kill myself than go to a hockey game.”


  Two seconds later, Kevin was playing through a fictional night on the town with his buddy’s mom. He’d pick her up around seven o’clock, and they’d make the twenty minute drive downtown in his car. The ride would be full of laughter and good conversation before they strolled into the arena just in time for the seven-thirty puck drop. The idea of spending two and a half hours next to her was almost enough to kill him as is, but then he thought about how small and cramped hockey seats were. Her arm would be leaning against his! And her leg would probably bump into his as well! And maybe they would go out and grab a bite to eat after. Maybe he could have the world’s most perfect woman all to himself for an entire night.


  Or maybe he could keep dreaming.


  “Yeah, maybe we’ll go to a game this season,” she told her son’s friend with a smile.


  Kevin’s heart skipped a beat.


  Lisa let out a loud yawn and announced, “Alright boys, I’m calling it a night.”


  “It’s nine-fifteen, Mom…” Scott said, surprised by her revelation.


  “Long day…” she groaned, cracking her neck in the process. She journeyed back into the family room and headed over to the sofa, giving her son a kiss on the cheek. “Good night, baby.”


  “Night, Mom,” Scott replied with his attention still locked on his Twitter feed. He was urgently searching for a report that his running back had only suffered a knee bruise.


  “Good night, Kevin.”


  And just like that, Kevin’s mind was back to a foggy mess. Her butt had been staring right at him while she bent over to kiss Scott on the cheek. God, how good did that look? Her long legs pointing toward the ceiling, her ass was high in the air, and her back arched as she leaned down. He had a few ideas for some fun with her in that position; ideally, bent over anything in the house. The sofa, the kitchen counter, the bathroom sink—he really didn’t care. He just wanted to get behind her.


  “Good night, Kevin…” Lisa repeated.


  Once again, he shooed the mist out of his brain and attempted to focus. “Goodnight, Ms. B.”


  She smiled before heading toward the stairs.


  Kevin took a deep breath. He needed to stop doing this. That was his best friend’s mom—not some porn star. He shouldn’t be thinking about her sexually, and it’s not like she would ever consider doing something with him anyway. He was twenty years younger than her! And she’d known him since he was a little kid! He needed to grow up and stop being a piece of shit.


  Lisa strolled into the upstairs bathroom and locked the door behind her, her vivid blue eyes quickly finding the mirror. Her body turned, allowing herself to soak in the physique she worked so hard to achieve. The gym had been a priority in her life for as long as she could remember. She’d always made time for it, even back when she was juggling school into her already busy schedule. The vegan lifestyle came along later and she immediately noticed the results: both mentally and physically. She felt sharper and more alive after cutting animal products from her diet. She needed less sleep to feel great in the morning, her body no longer experienced soreness after working out, and her mind was more than able to keep up with the know-it-all guys in her office.


  She knew she looked good. Male approval surrounded her everywhere. Men both young and old would eye her when she walked past them. Simple trips to the grocery store resulted in an onslaught of looks and attention. Running into a coffee shop to grab a green tea usually resulted in someone making small talk and occasionally asking her out. There was even that time a couple of years ago when Scott had a few friends from school over. One of the boys slipped and made a comment about her being the “School MILF,” before nonchalantly changing topics. Scott wouldn’t talk about it when she asked him the following day, but Kevin opened up when she got him alone. Apparently one of the upperclassmen saw her waiting to pick Scott up in the parking lot when he was in ninth grade, and he was known as “the kid with the hot mom” from that point on. Part of her liked that, but she also understood that it was teenage testosterone. A slight breeze could turn an eighteen-year-old kid on; but as horny as high schoolers were, that didn’t even compare to the men at work.


  Dating inside the office wasn’t encouraged at her job, but that didn’t stop the assholes she was surrounded by from trying to fuck everything that moved. What happens to a man’s mind when he starts making good money? Does common sense and reason just vanish? She would watch new hires act sweet and generous during their first few years on the job; and it was like the instant they jumped on board the money train, they immediately turned into pigs.


  She’d been at her office long enough for most of the guys to leave her alone. Sure, some of them would still flirt with her—especially the extremely wealthy ones—but they usually went for the fresh out of college hires. Her distinct and clear lack of interest in anyone involved in her profession came through loud and clear. Well, except that time she kind of slipped.


  Mike had made a temporary stop in her life sixteen months ago. He was a good-looking, successful personal injury lawyer who worked in their Chicago office, and he happened to be in town for a conference when they ran into each other by chance down in the lobby. Something about his noticeably fit body under his sharp suit caught her attention. His distinguished salt and pepper hair made her bubbly inside as well; and on that day, she decided to look past her refusal to date anyone she worked with for a night out with this mystery man.


  The first red flag shot up when he invited her to a five-star restaurant. One, she was more of an Applebee’s kind of girl. Actually, her dream date was a guy who cooked for her, but he was in town for business so it was unfair to judge him on that. The high-end restaurant was still a bit of a turn off. How about a quiet place where they didn’t have to wait forty-five minutes for their ridiculously expensive food to come out? But she bit her lip.


  And that was a good thing, because Mike really liked to talk about himself.


  Money, money, money, money, money. Everything was about money. He bragged about the 1965 Shelby Cobra he had back home, the boat he took out every weekend during the summer, and the professional level golf courses he would play. And then he finally asked her a question. He inquired if she played tennis.


  Because he could get her into a club if she wanted.


  Everything was a status symbol. Everything he owned was a way of flashing his dick to the world. Why would he have been any different? He was a lawyer. She was surrounded by them every day. They were all assholes, but she hadn’t been with a man in close to a year before that date, and Mike looked pretty damn good.


  She went back to his hotel room that night where they had mediocre sex. His selfish, arrogant attitude translated to the bedroom, and that was never fun for the lady on the receiving end. He told her that he would give her a call the next time he was in town for business; and right on cue, her phone buzzed a month later. It was another offer for a dinner date.


  He looked at her as a hook up.


  Lisa blocked his number and fortunately never saw him again, although she was waiting for the day when she bumped into him in the lobby. Maybe she would pretend to not remember who he was? It was her fault at the end of the day though. She fucked him. But she couldn’t help herself! She had needs! But that was what her vibrator was for. She should’ve known better by this point! She was almost forty!


  Her love life had been a bit of a mixed bag over the years. She’d never brought anyone around the house. Originally, she did it to keep boyfriends away from Scott. The last thing she wanted was for her timid seven-year-old son to grow attached to some boyfriend who wouldn’t be around six months later, and then it just kind of turned into a habit. It seemed strange to bring men home—not that there were a lot of them—but at the same time, she wasn’t excluded from the occasional relationship or even fling. She just made sure to do it at someone else’s place.


  Her last guy was a short lived romance which lasted only a few weeks. Eight months ago she’d received a Facebook message from a former college boyfriend, Andy. He was recently divorced, had moved back to town, and looked her up to see what she had going on. The two met up for coffee; and before she knew it, she was nineteen all over again.


  The emotional connection they once shared quickly rekindled after messing around for a few weeks, but then she learned about the reason for his divorce when his ex-wife sent her a message on Facebook to warn her. Andy was a serial cheater who had two kids behind his ex-wife’s back; and supposedly, he’d stolen her credit cards and racked up twenty-five thousand dollars worth of debt after their divorce was finalized. She couldn’t run away fast enough after he admitted to everything when she confronted him.


  But she knew a guy who didn’t cheat. He didn’t lie, steal, or only care about money. He didn’t spend hours bragging about himself, and he certainly wasn’t selfish in bed. No, he was absolutely perfect.


  He was her purple vibrator, and she was more than happy to call him her man.


  So, why was she still gazing at her reflection? Why was her back now to the mirror so that she could admire her perky backside? Why did she always have the greatest workouts of her life when she knew her son’s best friend was coming over later that night?


  Because deep down, Lisa was a bit of a tease.


  She’d never said anything to Kevin and she never would, but she’d noticed him checking her out more and more as the years went by. It was strange in a way. Part of her loved the attention. A guy would ask for her number or attempt to stop her in the street to talk, and she would find it flattering; but at the same time, it was somewhat annoying. She didn’t know that guy. He was a stranger. He could be a creep, or a serial killer, or a married man who was cheating on his wife. But she did know a certain guy who was respectful, polite; and if she was being completely honest, rather cute.


  She knew Kevin.


  And something about catching him checking her out caused an indescribable excitement to shoot throughout her body. Listening to him stumble over his words or zone out while he stared into her eyes made her feel silly. It was cute, but it was also charming. He almost seemed smitten with her at times.


  Bending over in front of him to give her son a kiss wasn’t an accident—she’d purposely done it. She couldn’t explain her behavior at times, but she found herself acting more and more flirtatious around Kevin over the years. Like when she would dramatically reach up to retrieve something, knowing that her actions would allow him to see the very bottom of her stomach as a result. It was fun!


  She slipped out of her clothes, hopped into a fresh pair of black panties, and slid into her black nightie. While her nightwear wasn’t overly revealing, she always wore a bathrobe over it when she was out of her bedroom. It just seemed appropriate to keep herself covered; but the more she thought about it, chances are Kevin would be over the moon if he got a peek at what was under the robe she’d just covered herself in. Maybe someday. Or maybe she should grow up and stop being a tease.


  The realization that her contact lenses were still in hit her like a ton of bricks. Just how tired was she? She couldn’t tell that everything was crystal clear despite her glasses being in her bedroom nightstand? And of course her contact case was in the downstairs bathroom. God, she was exhausted. All she wanted was to go to bed.


  She headed downstairs, slithering through the hallway before reaching out to grasp the handle of the downstairs bathroom door. It turned and slowly opened, revealing a rather peculiar sight…


  Three Minutes Earlier.


  A commercial overtook the screen immediately following Kevin’s defense intercepting a pass and returning it for a touchdown. The deflated huff from his buddy only made it that much sweeter. He was in prime position to win his week one fantasy football matchup.


  Kevin rolled off the loveseat and trekked for the bathroom. That liter of soda caused his bladder to bulge as he slipped inside the door and shut it behind him. Seconds later, he was peeing like a racehorse. He finished the deed and shuffled over to the sink to wash his hands, when a bottle of perfume caught his attention.


  A tall, skinny, eight ounce container of incense sat next to the hand soap. The bottle was clear; with fancy, baby blue lettering along the sides. Vanilla. God, did he love vanilla. And what caused him to hold that particular scent in such high regard? Well, it was the woman it reminded him of.


  Ms. B always smelled like vanilla.


  It was intoxicating. Her aroma was always so youthful and inviting. Nothing about her resembled a woman approaching forty. Her looks, her personality, her playful demeanor: she may as well have been one of his classmates. His own mom was quite the candle junkie, so there were always boxes and packages of them all over his house. Lighting a vanilla candle in his room for a few minutes before bed had grown into a steady routine over the years. He was teleported to his buddy’s house every time that spice came in his direction—to the place where the world’s most perfect brunette always greeted him with a smile. That smell put him at ease.


  He picked up the bottle and pulled off the cap. His finger found the top of the nozzle and he reached the container out before pressing it down, causing a spray of the stimulating scent to shoot out into the air. He immediately took a deep inhale.


  It was like she was in the room with him when he closed his eyes. Her beauty, sense of humor, and sharp wit held his hand. Her caring personality and nurturing instincts stood by his side. He sent one more spray of the vanilla scent into the air and took another long sniff.


  “What are you doing?”


  Kevin jumped and his eyes hastily opened. She was here! Ms. B was here with him—standing just feet away under the bathroom doorframe—but she wasn’t supposed to be!


  He panicked, realizing how ridiculous he must’ve looked. How long had she been staring at him? Seconds? Maybe even minutes? He was so lost in his own mind that it could’ve been hours for all he knew.


  Unkempt hair, little or no makeup, and a silk bathrobe completely covering her flawless body—yet, she looked perfect. Ten years wandering the desert and she would still be the sexiest woman on earth. But the curious look on her face was causing his stomach to churn. How would he explain what he’d been up to?


  “I uh…I-I used the bathroom and…um…”


  Lisa’s bewildered expression had yet to change as she listened to her son’s friend stammer in front of her.


  “I umm…the-the smell. I-I was covering the smell.”


  His stomach sank. Did he really just say that? That couldn’t have actually come out of his mouth. Had he seriously hinted at taking a stinky shit that needed to be masked by her vanilla perfume? He couldn’t have come up with something better than that?


  Her eyebrows perked up in response to hearing that. “Covering the smell?”


  “I um…”


  She giggled while pointing at a little blue case for her eye contact lenses on the bathroom sink. “I need that.”


  He reached out, his hand lightly shaking with embarrassment before collecting the case and handing it to her. There was a thousand-yard stare in his eyes, but it wasn’t from shell shock. It was from humiliation.


  “It would probably be easier to turn on the fan,” she told him with a smile. “You know, instead of wasting my perfume.”


  He silently nodded as he watched his long time crush leave the bathroom and head back up the stairs. He couldn’t see it, but she was grinning the entire way to her bedroom.


  




  

    Chapter 2 – Chicks Love Candles


  


  The Following Day. Friday. 3:15 PM.


  Embarrassment followed Kevin around all-day. Did Ms. B really think that he was trying to cover the smell from him using the bathroom, or was she more hip to what was really going on? Sometimes it felt like she was looking at him. Occasionally, those bends to show off her butt seemed intentional, but he also couldn’t trust his own judgment. How could he? His eyes were biased. Of course a smile from her would seem like something more than it really was. This was his dream girl, after all. But this was real life; not a porno. His friend’s mom wasn’t into him, and he needed to drop that ridiculous fantasy.


  He walked into his empty house and soon found himself sitting in the family room recliner. What to do, what to do? He pulled out his phone and gave Scott a call.


  His buddy immediately answered. “Dude!”


  Kevin let out a soft chuckle, surprised by Scott’s enthusiastic reaction. “That happy to hear from me?”


  “Dude! Dude! Dude! Dude! Dude!” Scott shouted. “Okay, first off, I know I wasn’t at my locker.”


  “Yeah, where were you?” Kevin asked. He always met his best friend at his locker right after school, but Scott wasn’t anywhere to be found today. And he hadn’t returned his text either.


  “I apologize. I’ve been busy,” Scott told him. “You’re not going to believe what happened!”


  Kevin waited.


  “Eva’s parents are staying at a hotel tonight,” revealed Scott.


  Kevin’s eyes lit up. “Really?”


  “She said that she wants me to sleep over!” Scott yelled. “Dude, she wants me to sleep over!”


  Scott had started dating a girl he’d met at his part-time car washing job two months ago. She attended a private Catholic school and was only working the gig for the summer while she was staying with her aunt. Come fall, she moved back with her parents and resumed her schooling forty-five minutes north of them.


  Kevin had met her a few times and was impressed. Eva was cute, perky, and really seemed into his buddy; but it was difficult to maintain a long-distance relationship in high school, and the mileage Scott racked up on his car only proved that. There was a certain aspect of their relationship that Kevin found rather strange though: Scott didn’t want to tell his mom about it.


  “You know what that means, don’t you!?” Scott continued to excitedly yell. “It’s gonna happen tonight! Finally! I’m finally gonna lose my V-Card!”


  “We at the Men’s Club eagerly await your arrival,” Kevin laughed. “Maybe you should tell your mom about Eva though. I don’t know why you’re avoiding it. What do you think she’s going to do? Get mad at you? Dude, she’s going to be fine with it.”


  Scott let out an annoyed huff into the phone. “No, she’s not. She’s going to want to talk about it, and then discuss sex stuff, and I just don’t want that. It’s weird coming from her.”


  “Your mom is super cool,” Kevin said. “She’s just looking out for you. And how much longer is this gym excuse going to work for? You can’t keep telling her that you’re going to workout when you’re actually driving to Eva’s house. You should look like Arnold Schwarzenegger by now!”


  Scott rolled his eyes. “You should talk…”


  “Hey, neither of us can pass for gym guys, so she’s eventually going to put the pieces together. You going to the gym to get pumped?” Kevin asked his buddy in his best Eastern European accent. “Huh? We’re here to pump you up!”


  …


  …


  “What?” Kevin laughed due to the lack of a response.


  “This is serious shit,” Scott told him. “I texted my mom that I’m sleeping over at your house tonight, so you need to cover for me if something happens, okay?”


  Kevin nodded from his spot in the recliner. “You got it. Wait, you’re not going home first?”


  “No.”


  “Shit, I left my English notebook at your house last night,” sighed Kevin.


  “Swing by and grab it tomorrow,” Scott said.


  “Yeah, but I wanted to work on it now so I don’t have to cram to finish it,” Kevin explained his plan. “You really can’t meet me at your house real quick?”


  “No, I’m at the store,” Scott stated while continuing his trek down the overwhelming aisle that seemingly held the key to unlocking his virginity. “Eva told me to pick up a candle for tonight, but there are like a million different scents. Do you have any idea what girls like?”


  Kevin wasn’t sure what girls liked, but he knew what he liked. “Vanilla.”


  “Really? They like vanilla?” Scott asked. “You sure? I don’t want to light this thing and have her get turned off.”


  Kevin wasn’t positive about a lot in life, but it was impossible to deny that the scent of vanilla correlated with the most unbelievable woman on the planet. “Nothing is sexier than vanilla…”


  Scott reached out and pulled one of the jars off the shelf. “Fifteen bucks for a candle! What the fuck!?”


  “Make sure you get a couple,” Kevin threw in his two cents. “You don’t want to open it and find out the wick is a dud or something.”


  Scott agreed, “Good call. I should probably get two of ‘em. I’m gonna go broke buying candles…”


  “You got condoms too, right?”


  “That’s taken care of,” Scott assured him. “Believe me, I’m good on that front.”


  “I really wanted to get my English paper out of the way today…” Kevin remarked under this breath.


  Scott was busy inspecting the candle jar for dents and cracks when he heard his friend’s comment. “Use the key in the shed.”


  Kevin was well aware of Scott’s extra house key being located behind a piece of loose wood on the side of the shed in the backyard. He hadn’t seen it in a while since Scott always had his house key with his car keys, but he used it all the time back when they were kids. He’d never considered actually using it for himself, however.


  “Are you sure that’s cool?” asked Kevin. “I don’t want to walk into your house when no one’s home and have your neighbors call the cops on me or something.”


  “No one’s going to call the cops on you,” Scott chuckled. “Yeah, go ahead and use the key. Just make sure you put it back when you’re done. I might need it someday.”


  “Okay, cool. Thanks, man,” Kevin said, his mood uplifted by this recent development.


  Scott was still debating his situation. “Sure, no problem. Do you think I should get three candles just in case?”


  Kevin was trying his hardest not to laugh. The last thing he buddy needed was to be even more nervous. “Better safe than sorry, right? Throw them in a backpack or something though. You’re going to look desperate if she sees you walk in with two backups.”


  “Another good call,” Scott commented. “Eleven years of friendship and having you around is finally paying off,” he sarcastically added. “Three candles, condoms…anything else?”


  Kevin took a moment to mull things over. That sounded pretty good to him. “Not that I can think of. Let me know how it went when it’s over.”


  “Will do. A few hours from now and I’m officially a man,” Scott said.


  “Good luck,” Kevin told him. “Alright, dude. Take it easy.”


  “Later.”


  The call ended and Kevin swiftly sat up. He should probably head over to Scott’s house now so he would avoid Ms. B. The last thing he wanted was to discuss yesterday’s strange encounter. He hustled out the door and began the ten minute drive to his friend’s place.


  




  

    Chapter 3 – All Alone


  


  Kevin pulled into Scott’s empty driveway ten minutes later, elated to not see Ms. B’s SUV. He strolled around the house and into the backyard to retrieve the spare key, letting himself in through the backdoor, and quickly finding his English notebook still sitting on the kitchen counter. And then he took a deep breath.


  He’d never been completely alone in this house before. Well, he had been here and there, but not like this. Scott running to the store or picking up a pizza while he was in the family room was different. His buddy wasn’t coming home tonight, Ms. B was at work for at least two more hours, and he suddenly found himself in the mood to take a look around.


  He always loved this house. Something about the layout was warm and comfortable. The way the rooms connected and flowed felt peaceful. The teen aimlessly wandered throughout the first floor before eventually heading for his true destination: Ms. B’s bedroom.


  He’d only taken a few peeks inside the queen’s chambers over his one hundred and thirty-two months of borderline living in this home. There was no reason for him to ever actually go in there. Even now, stepping inside this previously unexplored land felt intrusive. When he really thought about it, it felt intrusive because it was, but no one would ever find out. Taking a quick look around wouldn’t hurt anyone.


  It took two seconds before he darted over to her dresser. Moments later, he was holding a little black thong in his hand. This is what covered his dream woman? This!? Apparently a thin slice of smooth fabric was all that protected his buddy’s mom from the outside world after her yoga pants hit the floor.


  His hand carried the thong closer to his nose before he caught himself. He couldn’t smell her underwear. Her perfume was one thing, but her thong was a different story. He wasn’t a serial killer. He was a horny eighteen-year-old kid, and succumbing to this level of perversion was a line he wasn’t prepared to cross.


  The thong found its way back into the drawer before he explored a mix of bras; both sports and lace, and cute panties which caused his heart to flutter. This woman truly was an angel. Okay, that’s it. One last glance inside the most personal dresser drawer of his fantasy girl, and it would be time to call it a day.


  But what was in that nightstand of hers?


  He journeyed around her bed, envisioning the stunning brunette enjoying her beauty rest instead of the bundle of wrinkled sheets and blankets on the mattress. The drawer of her oak nightstand slid out and his eyes wasted little time soaking in the contents: tissues, lip balm, a case for glasses, a Kindle charger, and…


  “Holy shit…” he remarked in disbelief.


  Right in the middle of everything was a purple and white vibrator with a large purple head.


  The tip of his index finger started at the base, before slowly crawling toward the luckiest silicone in the world. That colorful head brought pleasure to the most special woman he’d ever had the honor of knowing, and the idea of touching it was making his cock hard. This was El Dorado. This was the lottery and was holding the winning ticket. This was heaven.


  Smelling her thong was too much, but touching the head of her vibrator wasn’t? What was wrong with him? He closed his eyes and reluctantly shut the drawer. He just needed to grab his notebook and get out of here before he did something stupid!


  He hurried down the stairs and into the kitchen before a sound caught his attention. It was a noise he hadn’t picked up on when first entering the house. There was a slight rumble coming from the far end of the home, and it was almost as if feet were lightly moving on the floor in unison. The high school senior cautiously moved past the kitchen and down the hallway.


  There it was again! The sound of footsteps. And they were growing louder as he approached the laundry room. Originally, he thought the door was closed, but a closer inspection revealed a slight crack of light. He gingerly peered his eyes and gazed into the room.


  And then he almost blacked out.


  His eyelids rapidly blinked in a desperate attempt to confirm that his mind wasn’t playing tricks on him. This wasn’t a daydream, or a fantasy, or some illusion brought on by drugs. This was real. He was actually seeing this!


  Ms. B had her back facing the door as she stood in front of a tumbling dryer machine, in only her bra and panties.


  Lace black cotton covered the inner halves of her butt, allowing the bottom and sides of that toned, perky backside to stare him right in the eyes. It was even tighter than he’d imagined. There was no sag, cellulite, or any hint of aging to be found on her perfect body. Her thighs were strong and fit, and her legs only added to her already majestic frame.


  Her black bra ran across her back, aided by strong muscles and athletic shoulders. Seeing her in this light only resulted in him appreciating her lifestyle that much more. In fact, he felt motivated to hit the gym himself. If a full-time mom approaching forty could have a kickass body, then why couldn’t he? But he would ponder over potentially signing up for a gym membership some other time; because right now, he had more important things to worry about.


  Puppies, babies, and videos of dogs losing their minds after their owners returned home from a year overseas in the military: nothing compared to this level of cuteness. She wasn’t just patiently waiting for the dryer timer to sound. No, her right hand had a firm grasp around her phone, and her headphones trailed from the device until those little white earbuds tangled through her long brown hair and ended in the sides of her head. She could’ve been doing a million different things and each and every one of them would’ve driven him crazy, but what he was gazing at didn’t just fill him with lust, it engulfed him with love.


  She was dancing.


  Those toned shoulders moved and grooved from left to right as her arms wiggled in every direction. Her hips shook and her butt bounced to the music filling her ears. Her naked right foot journeyed off the tile floor and gave a playful kick to the air before her hips rolled again.


  This smart, sexy, successful woman resembled that of a high school girl having a dance party all by herself. The laundry room was her own private boogie floor where no one judged or laughed at the goofy way she moved. He was watching his friend’s mom in her truest state: uninhibited, raw, and playful.


  “Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Woo!!!”


  His heart nearly gave out when she started singing. Her arms raised in the air as her hips and shoulders really began moving to the music now. That gravity-defying backside unknowingly gave him a shake, but all of his sexual desires took a backseat to his unquestionable desire to join her.


  Dancing wasn’t his forte. In fact, he usually skipped that part of weddings and school functions. He just didn’t have whatever “it” was that seemed to come so naturally to everyone around him. He was too busy thinking to truly let himself go on the dance floor. He would be worried if someone was recording him or if people were laughing, but all that changed at this very moment.


  There was no rhyme or reason to her movements. Whatever she was listening to caused her body to react in unexplainable ways, and she was just going along with it. It was a childlike mentally that was enabling her to be completely free and open. Every time he thought that he couldn’t love this woman more than he already did, she proved him wrong yet again.


  “Come on!”


  The gorgeous brunette spun the instant the “n” in “on” left her mouth. Her hair went flying and a knee-weakening smile was cemented on her breathtaking face. He gulped now that he was exposed to the front of this angel who’d surely descended from the heavens above. Smooth toned legs, shapely hips, a flat tummy which showed a hint of abs when her arms raised in the air and moved once again to the music, and a little peek of cleavage thanks to that lace black push-up bra. There was no more debating or considering the question. He would absolutely murder someone for a chance with her.


  “Yeah! Yeah! Ye—”


  Everything stopped.


  Time stood still as those mysterious lyrics were cut short. Her face was no longer fun and inviting; it was panicked and frightened. The innocent demeanor she carried herself with immediately turned frigid and distant. His eyes squinted in an attempt to understand why everything had stopped before it sunk in.


  She was looking right at him.


  Hurried footsteps sprinted to the door before it slammed in his face. The sound of it locking swiftly followed.


  “I’m calling the police!!” she screamed.


  Mass amounts of anxiety overtook his body. He was busted! He was busted and she was calling the cops on him! Eleven years of companionship and loyalty were gone. His best friend would now hate his guts. Everything was destroyed because he couldn’t control himself! But she wasn’t supposed to be home!


  He opened his mouth as he stared at the closed door in front of him, frantic to say something that would salvage this horrific situation. “I-I-I…”


  He was coming up empty. What was there to say? He was a pervert who’d taken advantage of his friend’s trust. Scott deserved better, and Ms. B absolutely did as well.


  Lisa hesitantly looked at the door with her thumb hovering over the call button on her phone. She already had 911 entered and just needed to send it through, but something about that stuttering voice sounded familiar. It abruptly came to her.


  “Kevin?”


  The teen gulped.


  “Kevin? Is that you?” she asked again.


  “Umm…yeah…” he nervously answered.


  Relief shot throughout her body. “Oh my God, Kevin! I thought someone had broken in!”


  Ms. B had thought he was a burglar? And she was relieved that it was actually him who was creeping on her almost naked body? Well, that was how she felt now. She certainly wouldn’t be that forgiving after she sat down to reflect on what had happened. He had to go. He needed to get out of here and formulate some kind of plan.


  “I-I-I have to go.”


  “No, sweetheart, it’s fine!” she reassured him, still having a hard time processing the amount of stress that had just melted away. “Let me throw something on real quick.”


  Why wasn’t he leaving? He had an opportunity to slip out of the house before the door opened, but it was like his feet were trapped in quicksand. Did her voice have that strong of a hold on him? His legs weren’t even able to budge. He was frozen.


  A minute later, he was greeted by a purple short sleeve button up dress shirt, and a black skirt that ended slightly above her knees. It was just another stunning work outfit which he’d grown oh-so familiar with over the years. How could something so simple, look so amazing? Why was it that every time he thought he’d seen the best of this woman, she showed him another level of grace and elegance? He was growing more infatuated by the minute.


  She reached out and wrapped her arms around him. “I’m so happy it’s you! Oh my God, I thought you were a burglar!”


  Wait, he was the hero? How had this happened? She was only acting like this because she felt so alleviated, right? He certainly didn’t have any plans of sticking around to find out.


  He gently pushed her away and scurried down the hall.


  “No, honey, it’s fine!” she called out. “You don’t have to leave!”


  Kevin hustled out of the backdoor before sprinting around the side of the house to his car. Ms. B wasn’t wrong about a lot, but she couldn’t have been more mistaken when it came to his plans. There was no way that he was staying anywhere near this house.


  




  

    Chapter 4 – Some Helpful Advice


  


  Friday Night. 8:57 PM.


  If there was a bigger dumbass on the planet, then Kevin was waiting to be introduced. He couldn’t believe he was in this situation after all he’d been through today. Somehow, his notebook was still at his buddy’s house.


  What would be the best way to approach this? He texted Scott to find out when he was going to be home tomorrow, but had yet to hear back. That was definitely a good sign for his friend. Chances are Eva was keeping him pretty busy.


  He’d left the spare key on the kitchen table and blew past it when he rushed out of the house earlier, so the only way he would get his homework was if Ms. B had returned the key behind the shed. That, or if she was home.


  What if he just knocked on the door? Would that really be the end of the world? Sure, she would’ve had time to think the situation through. She would finally understand what an obsessed pervert he was, but what if she didn’t care? Or better yet, what if it didn’t bother her? She’d never embarrassed or attempted to make him uncomfortable in their eleven years of knowing each other, so maybe she would act like nothing happened at all?


  His call to Scott went straight to voicemail. Yeah, he was busy alright.


  Kevin grabbed his keys and walked out his front door. He would just head over to Scott’s place. Did he have a game plan? Absolutely not. But maybe that’s why nothing ever worked out for him. Perhaps it was because he was always overthinking and dissecting every little situation in his life. He would just go with the flow for a change. Whatever happened, happened—regardless of how humiliating it may be.


  He pulled up to the dark house and parked out in the street. The idea of Ms. B not being home was the equivalent of swallowing a Valium; but then again, her car being in the garage had already fooled him once today. He couldn’t let his guard down.


  He walked back to the shed to find the spare key missing from its usual spot—not that he’d expected things to go any differently. She was probably home with his luck too. He headed back around the house and to the front door when his worst nightmare came to fruition. How could every single thing go wrong in one day?


  Ms. B’s black SUV was pulling into the driveway.


  He couldn’t see anything through the dark windows as the garage door opened and she parked inside, but she was going to be furious with him. She would have to be! The look on her face when she greeted him in the driveway seconds later said it all.


  “Hey, Kevin!”


  She was smiling. Even now?  Maybe it was just a habit though. The real question was why wasn’t she mad at him? He’d uncomfortably gawked at her earlier in her bra and panties, and now it was like she didn’t remember or care. A tight pair of black yoga pants and a long sleeve royal blue workout shirt only caused her smiling face to glow that much more. Everything about her drove him insane.


  He nervously greeted her, “Hey…Ms. B…”


  The SUV’s trunk opened to reveal a plethora of groceries next to a gym bag.


  “Can I get a hand with these?” she asked.


  He helped haul bag after bag of food, drinks, and snacks into the kitchen. Only a handful of words were exchanged while they moved from the garage, to the kitchen, before heading back to the garage again. A “thank you” here, a “where do you want this?” there, and a few smiles along the way. There was no denying the elephant in the room that still lingered, however. She was going to bring up his perverted ways eventually. It was only a matter of time.


  “Where’s Scott?”


  His head perked up at the sound of her question. Well, it was official: he was the biggest moron on the planet.


  Scott was supposed to be at his house! How had he forgotten about that? Covering for his friend had completely slipped his mind with how concerned he’d been about their laundry room incident; and now here he was, standing in the middle of his buddy’s kitchen, helplessly staring at the wall while he prayed for a strike of lightning to put an end to his misery.


  “He’s-he’s uh…” Kevin stammered in an attempt to buy more time. “He’s uh…”


  Why was he still trying to lie? He wasn’t good at it. He was awful at sneaking around, deceiving, and being untruthful in general. Maybe a little honesty would solve all his problems.


  “He’s with his girlfriend.”


  Lisa’s jaw dropped. “What?”


  “He’s with his girlfriend,” he said, nonchalantly picking through a bag of fruit on the kitchen counter.


  “Scott has a girlfriend?” she asked, flabbergasted.


  His hand continued to play with the groceries in front of him as he meekly answered, “Yeah…”


  Soft, warm skin briskly clamped around his forearm. His head shot up to see Ms. B standing directly next to him. Her vanilla scent was intoxicating. Her gentle touch was soothing and reassuring. All of his worries melted away as he gazed into those welcoming blue eyes. What was he doing here again?


  She guided him through the kitchen and into the family room. The next thing he knew, he was sitting on the couch with his best friend’s mom. He was speechless. He was nervous, anxious, and fidgety; but then he looked into her eyes again, and he was zen.


  “We need to talk.”


  He couldn’t get enough of her voice. “We need to talk” could have been “You need to drive across the country for me,” and he would’ve been on board. What he really wanted to know was what she did at the gym earlier. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that she got a workout in before going grocery shopping, and the only thing he could picture was her body in that amazing bra and panty set from this afternoon. How ridiculous would her always unbelievable butt and legs appear after a lower body workout?


  …


  “Kevin.”


  …


  “Kevin!”


  A few quick blinks cleared his mind. “Yeah?”


  That smile was back, and she was lightly giggling now as well. She just looked so cute, and he was the reason she was laughing! That wasn’t anything new though. He had a long track record of zoning out and daydreaming while he was in her presence, and she always seemed to get a kick out of it—even if she never said anything.


  “Scott has a girlfriend?”


  He took a deep breath and admitted, “Yeah, but you can’t say anything.”


  Her look was one of immense confusion. “What? Why not?”


  “Because he doesn’t want you to know,” he revealed.


  “Why?” she asked again.


  “He thinks you’re going to hassle him,” he said.


  “Hassle him? What!? That’s ridiculous!” Lisa loudly declared, annoyed and offended. “How could you say that? When have I ever been difficult? That’s insulting, Kevin!”


  He gulped as a result of her intense reaction. He’d never seen her angry like this before. “Why are you yelling at me? I don’t think you’re difficult. I’m just telling you what Scott said.”


  “Yeah, I don’t know why I’m yelling at you…” Her voice grew quiet and calm before she started to laugh in disbelief from what she was hearing. “I’m sorry. I just can’t believe he has a girlfriend. For how long has this been going on?”


  “Two months,” he answered.


  “Two months?” she questioned. “He’s been dating a girl for two months and I had no idea? Do you know her?”


  “Yeah, we’ve met a few times.”


  Just how out of the loop was she? “She doesn’t go to school with you guys?”


  He hastily shook his head. “No, she lives like forty-five minutes away. Scott met her while he was working at the car wash over the summer. She was living with her aunt, but moved back with her parents when school started.”


  “What’s her name?” she inquired.


  “Eva,” Kevin told the concerned brunette. “She’s really nice too.”


  She attempted to process what she’d just heard. How was this going on? Did she work that much? Was she that oblivious when it came to her own son’s personal life? He was dating a girl who lived forty-five minutes away—for two months—and she didn’t have the slightest of clues!


  “Wait, she lives forty-five minutes away?” she questioned, the logistics of the situation not quite adding up. “So, when does he see her?”


  He unsuccessfully attempted to hide his smile. “Let’s just say that your bodybuilder son isn’t actually hitting the gym…”


  Of course! How big of a dope was she? Hearing that Scott had signed up for a gym membership was surprising enough, and she was flabbergasted by the amount of time he would spend there—supposedly working out and playing basketball. Sixty days and not a single change to his lanky frame. It looked like a career as a detective most likely wouldn’t be in her future.


  “He’s actually driving out to her house when he tells me he’s going to the gym?” she asked.


  He nodded from his spot on the sofa. “Yeah, they meet halfway and go to movies, and play putt-putt, and stuff too; but yeah, he drives out there a lot.”


  She still couldn’t get over the revelation of her own son not wanting her to know that he had a girlfriend. “I just don’t understand why he wouldn’t tell me. I wouldn’t have a problem with him dating at all.”


  “Believe me, I’ve told him that,” he agreed. “I don’t know why he thinks you would. And you didn’t hear any of this from me either. I mean, shit…I’m supposed to be covering for him tonight.”


  Things abruptly clicked for Lisa. “He said that he was sleeping over at
your house, so is he—oh my God! He’s staying at this girl’s house!? Are her parents there!?”


  “Now I see why he didn’t want to tell you…” Kevin commented.


  “No, it’s not—” She stopped herself and let out a deep exhale. “Do you know what’s going on?”


  “You’re not going to freak out, right?” he hesitantly inquired.


  “I’m not going to freak out,” she assured the eighteen-year-old who she never would’ve imagined having this conversation with. “I promise.”


  “Scott is staying at Eva’s house because her parents are at a hotel tonight. I talked to him earlier and he’s fine.”


  Her concerns were spiking again. “He knows about protection and stuff, right?”


  “Like I said, he’s fine,” he did his best to calm her worries. “Trust me.”


  His voice relaxed her. She trusted Kevin. He looked out for her son; and at times, it felt like he was looking after her as well. Like a few years ago when an extremely strong storm covered their backyard in fallen limbs and broken branches. Who was over the next day helping Scott drag the debris out to the road? Kevin. And while he was doing his buddy a favor, she felt like he was doing it to help her out as well. She had a crisp fifty dollar bill and a homemade peach pie waiting for him the following day, but his act of kindness was more than an attempt for some quick cash and his favorite dessert. She knew that he would always be there for her.


  Kevin had put her worries to rest. If he said to trust him, then she would trust him. “So, tell me about this Eva girl.”


  “Well, she’s cute,” he started. “Brown hair, brown eyes, probably like five foot three. She’s pretty and like, how would you say…bubbly…maybe? She’s enjoyable to be around and she’s really fit too. Believe me, your son did good.”


  She was all smiles. “It sounds like he has the Kevin seal of approval.”


  He gave her a big thumbs up.


  “So, what about you? Is there a girl in your life that I don’t know about either?”


  His demeanor instantly changed as he shyly peered away. “Nope, no girls.”


  “Have there been any?”


  His eyes timidly found his fantasy woman again. This wasn’t a discussion that he wanted to have. “Really?”


  “What?” she chuckled. “I’m curious. I thought I knew everything about you two, and here I find out that my own son has a girlfriend! I’m interested.”


  His focus shot back to the floor. “There was one a couple years ago.”


  “Wait a minute. Was it before you guys started the tenth grade?” she asked.


  Kevin was baffled. “Yeah, how do you know that?”


  “You disappeared for that entire summer,” she laughed. “Well, maybe not disappeared, but you weren’t around nearly as much as you usually are. I missed you.”


  God, he loved this woman. She remembered him not being around as much as usual back before the tenth grade? How amazing was that?


  “Scott would always tell me that you were busy whenever I asked where you were,” she explained. “And I always forgot to ask when you came around. I knew something was up. So, who was the lucky lady?”


  “You seriously want to hear about my ex-girlfriend from two years ago?” he asked, fairly surprised and extremely embarrassed.


  Lisa suddenly sprang out of her seat. This discussion was missing a vital element. “Hold that thought!”


  He watched her hustle into the kitchen and rush to unload the rest of groceries. His offer to help was declined as he patiently waited on the sofa for her to return. Part of him loved this. Having her all alone this way was foreign territory, but it was something he could definitely get used to.


  “Have you ever drank wine?”


  His face scrunched. The question that had come from the kitchen was a rather strange one. “Umm…yeah. My Grandma would let us have some with dinner.”


  “Red wine?” her voice asked again.


  “Yeah,” he answered. Where was she going with this?


  He noticed her retrieve something out of the cupboard before strutting back into the family room a few moments later. This was seriously happening? Was this a movie or real life?


  He asked, “Really?”


  “I’m not forcing you to drink if you don’t want to,” she told him before finding her original seat with a half full glass of red wine in each hand. “Feel free to say no. I just have a little tradition on the weekends. I like to relax with my Kindle, treat myself to a glass of wine, and just unwind. You and Scott are usually out so I have the house to myself.”


  “Oh, I can leave
if you want me to. I don’t want to bug you,” he told her.


  Lisa instantly shook her head. “You’re not bugging me at all! Are you kidding me? I would much rather have you here than be by myself. Believe me, I can read whenever. Great conversations with amazing men are few and far between.”


  He couldn’t put into words how badly he wanted to lean over and kiss this angel; but instead, he reached out and accepted one of the glasses. Spending some alone time with her was amazing enough. He wasn’t about to blow things by pushing his luck.


  Her feet curled up on the sofa as she made herself more comfortable. Lisa was now slightly leaning against the arm of the couch with her feet pointed in her son’s friend’s direction. Kevin, on the other hand, was noticeably less relaxed than the voluptuous brunette. In fact, the nervous teen appeared to be on the verge of a panic attack from his spot on the middle cushion.


  “So, tell me about this girl.”


  He took a big swig from his glass. Something told him that he would need it. “Her name was Rachel.”


  “And how did you two meet?” she asked.


  “She was a cute blonde who I had a crush on all throughout the ninth grade,” he started. “I finally got the nerve to ask her out a week before summer vacation started. We were in the same first period math class and she always had a coffee in her hand when she walked in, so I asked if she wanted to get a coffee after school, and she said yes.”


  That brought a smile to her face. Ah, to be young again. Sometimes she regretted how she took her time in high school for granted. How was she supposed to know that the dating scene was all downhill after her youth? There was nothing appealing about some overweight asshole who attempted to buy her affection. An innocent eighteen-year-old sweetheart on the other hand? That was the kind of guy she missed flirting with.


  “We walked to that coffee shop in the village on Main Street after school,” Kevin went on. “You know, the one with the green awning? This was before any of us had cars. We both grabbed a coffee and I’m trying to get this thing down without puking. God, do I hate coffee.


  She giggled before taking a sip of wine.


  He was opening up more and more as the seconds ticked by. “I found myself really liking this girl—more than just physically. She’s perky, sharp, and really smart. She has all these great qualities I never saw from sitting next to her in class. I eventually walk her home and we stop at her front door, and she’s standing there waiting for me to make a move. I’ve never been good with women. I’m still not. I just can’t read ‘em. I know when they want something, but I have no clue what that something is. I can’t explain why I did it, but I told myself to go for it. So, I leaned in and gave her a kiss on the cheek.”


  “Alright!” Lisa cheered. “Hey, not good with women? According to who? That sounds pretty good to me.”


  “You didn’t see what happened next,” he announced with his eyes down on the floor. “I turned and booked out of there. I mean, I really moved. I couldn’t tell you how she reacted because I looked like the Road Runner. There was probably a cloud of smoke in front of her door.”


  “You were only fifteen!” she laughed. “You were nervous. It happens. You wouldn’t believe the way some guys in the thirties and forties act. They behave like terrified high schoolers too.”


  He shook his head, still disappointed in himself all these years later. “I don’t know. She gave me a big hug when I saw her in class the next day and we ended up dating.”


  “Am I missing something here?” she questioned, still curled up on the sofa with her glass of wine in hand. “That doesn’t sound bad to me at all! You took a cute blonde out for coffee, kissed her, and then started dating the next day. That’s like every guy’s dream!”


  He continued to peer down at the floor as memories which he thought had passed began to pour back. “We dated for close to two months and everything was amazing. I mean, we…we…”


  She curiously observed the now stammering teen who was seated beside her. He was so open and confident just moments ago, and that was the version of him she really liked. This incredible young man didn’t have anything to be ashamed of.


  “We kinda…did stuff.”


  “You two had sex?” she brazenly inquired.


  Kevin timidly nodded.


  She held out her wine glass with an ear-to-ear smile. “Alright, Kevin! Fifteen!”


  He clinked glasses with her as the two both helped themselves to another sip after a laugh.


  “Asking this cutie out, dating, and then having sex,” she noted. “You sound like quite the playboy to me.”


  “No playboy here,” he groaned. “She goes off to this summer camp for a week like she apparently did every year. She didn’t want to but her parents made her. I don’t think her dad really liked me. Anyway, the first few days are cool. We’re texting and she calls me every night and stuff. Now, listen, I’m not some obsessive guy. Do I want to talk to my girlfriend and know what she’s up to? For sure. Am I possessive and controlling? Absolutely not. But suddenly the calls and texts end, and she stops returning my messages as well.”


  She watched his face change. This moment in his life was in the past, and sitting on the couch with her had brought those feelings back. That could be a good thing though. Perhaps it was a chance to get over this self-proclaimed hurdle that he still struggled with. All she could do was listen.


  He took a deep breath and went for it. It was time to let it all out. “I was waiting for Scott to meet me at the movies when I checked her Instagram. I remember sitting on the bench outside the theater. I can still feel the sun shining down on my face. It’s like that moment just happened yesterday. Rachel took pictures of everything. We only dated for two months, but there were probably two hundred photos of us on her account. She just loved posting stuff. I got on there…”


  She followed his eyes dart down to the floor again as his emotions caused him to labor with his words. This confident guy had never gotten over his ex-girlfriend, and she wouldn’t move a muscle until Rachel was a distant memory for him. That was her promise tonight.


  “And every single picture of us was gone,” he finally managed to admit. “It was like I didn’t even exist, but the most shocking part was all the new pictures she’d put up.”


  “Of what?” she asked.


  “Of her with her new boyfriend,” he struggled to answer. “She met some seventeen-year-old guy at the camp and I don’t know what happened, but you would’ve thought they were married from the pictures I saw. And so many of their poses, and captions, and all of that stuff; were the same things we did. Rachel just swapped me out for him.”


  “Sweetheart—”


  “We lost our virginities together, but she acted like I didn’t exist,” he interrupted, growing somewhat frazzled for a brief moment. “And then it hit me like a train. She found someone better.”


  Lisa’s jaw dropped. “Don’t say that!”


  “But it’s the truth,” he said. “I know what I am. I’m a skinny, somewhat goofy guy, who couldn’t exactly pass for a model. You should’ve seen this guy. He was tall, ripped, and had young Leonardo DiCaprio hair. The guy looked like a movie star and he played football. I can’t compete with that!”


  She set her wineglass down on the coffee table to give him her undivided attention. “Kevin, that’s ridiculous! You’re funny, smart, and very handsome. You’re an amazing guy.”


  “But she upgraded,” he argued. “That’s what happened, and what’s to stop things from playing out the same way the next time I meet a girl? We’ll date for a while, and then I’ll just lose her to the first jock who throws some attention her way.”


  She reached her hand out and rubbed his knee through his jeans. “That isn’t how the real world works. That isn’t love. That’s juvenile lust. Are those two still together?”


  He revealed, “No, they didn’t even make it to the end of the summer, and then Rachel’s dad got a job out in Arizona so she moved before school started. I don’t know what she’s been up to over the past couple of years. I stopped checking, to be honest.”


  “That’s for the best,” she told him while continuing to slowly massage his knee. “Listen, that’s life at your age. People constantly fall in and out of what they think is love. That girl didn’t know what she had. You’re a total catch. You aren’t some dumb, using, multiplicative jerk. You’re an amazing, caring, funny guy. I can’t even tell you how badly I would want you to date my daughter if I had one. You’re that special.”


  He sheepishly smiled before timidly looking away again. “I’ve liked a few girls since Rachel, but I could never ask them out. I always feel like I’m being kicked in the stomach whenever I try to talk to them. I start jumbling my words and I probably come off like an ass.”


  Lisa did her best to hold back her grin. She was very familiar with him jumbling his words. He seemed to do it around her on a regular basis, but he’d stayed fairly composed since they sat down on the couch together. Maybe they were taking baby steps in the right direction.


  His eyes were still on the floor below. He couldn’t believe he was admitting to this. “There’s always this voice in my head—”


  “Telling you that you’re not good enough?”


  His attention shifted to the brunette who’d just finished his sentence. “Um…well, that wasn’t what I was going to say…”


  “But it’s what you’re thinking,” she added her two cents. “That’s what I’ve taken away from our conversation. This Rachel girl ruined your confidence. You said it yourself! That she upgraded! And you’re scared that the next girl you date will do that too.”


  “I’m not scared.”


  She attempted to comfort his distraught face with her soft voice. “Is worried a better word?


  “I don’t know…” he sighed.


  “Did Scott ever mention my cousin Jacky?” she asked.


  He shook his head no.


  She picked up her glass and took a big sip of her drink before starting. “Jacky is my cousin. She’s three years older than me and grew up down the street, so I always looked at her like a big sister, you know? She was responsible for so many of my first experiences. My first time smoking weed was when I was in the ninth grade and she called me to come hang out with her friends who were all seniors in high school. I still remember sitting in a circle in one of their backyards, listening to all these awesome older girls exchange stories about the things they’d done with guys. I totally lied when it was my turn and made up this ridiculous story about letting my fictional boyfriend feel me up. I was fourteen at the time! I didn’t have any experience with boys!”


  He laughed along with her as he soaked in her story. Listening to this amazing woman open up to him was indescribable. He was finding out about her past? And what about that thing she mentioned earlier? About wanting him to date her daughter if she had one? His infatuation with her was only growing.


  “My first beer was when I tagged along to a party like a week later. Again, all seniors and I was a freshman, so it’s hard to describe how psyched I was to be there. She was even somewhat responsible for me losing my virginity. That didn’t happen until I was eighteen and in college, but there was this guy I really liked, and I would talk on the phone with Jacky for hours as she coached me and gave me advice. She’s been so important in my life.”


  Those deep blues eyes now seemed to sparkle. That long brown hair may as well have been silk. Every word that poured from her captivating mouth sent him deeper into the trance he was already lost in. He just wanted to know more about her: her favorite movie, her first concert, and what truly happened with Scott’s dad. He wanted to know everything.


  “She moved to Texas when I was a senior in high school,” Lisa went on with her tale. “She had a friend who went to college down there so she shared a little apartment with her. It sucked having her leave, but we still kept in touch—it just wasn’t as easy back in those days. Holy cow, that was 1998! I’m getting old!”


  “You’re not old!” he jumped in with a laugh.


  “I’m not young either,” she smirked back. “Anyway, we didn’t have Facebook or Instagram back in the nineties, so we would talk on the phone, write each other letters, and stuff like that. It was more fun in a way. Having everything at your fingertips can ruin the excitement and anticipation of stuff. I remember how we would take pictures of our lives and send them to each other. Like, physical pictures that you had to get developed at the store, and there was something so awesome about hoping I had a package when I checked my mailbox every day—so I could take a peek inside my best friend’s life who lived thirteen hundred miles away.”


  He continued to gaze at her, curious to see where she was headed with this memory.


  “So, Jacky goes to this party with her friend one night and meets a guy,” she continued. “They hit it off; and the next thing she knows, they’re dating. This guy has a great job in the oil business, and she comes to find out that his dad owns the company. Two years later they’re married. You should’ve seen the house they moved into. Kevin, it was insane. I had her send me pictures of every room! It looked like something out of a magazine. I was dating Scott’s dad by this point and it was comical how different our lives were. We were eating soup every night, meanwhile Jacky’s bathroom was half the size of our apartment! It was ridiculous!”


  Kevin took a sip from his wineglass while he pondered that scenario. While moving into a huge house sounded like fun, he would be more than happy to live under a bridge if it resulted in having Ms. B by his side. Scott’s dad was the world’s biggest idiot for leaving this unbelievable woman.


  “Two years go by and she’s still completely happy,” she told him. “They were even trying to have kids. Her husband’s dad had unexpectedly passed away by this point, and he left the company to his son, so he was making crazy amounts of money. One night Jacky’s husband asked her to swing by the store to pick up a bottle of wine for a party she was meeting him at. She grabs some wine and heads to the checkout line to pay for it, when everything suddenly goes dark.”


  “Goes dark?” he asked.


  “Yeah, the power went out. The cashier was trying to use the key to open the register, but it’s stuck. So, everyone is just standing in line, waiting for something to happen. A few minutes go by when this guy in front of her turns around and smiles with a six pack of beer in his hand. He cracks one open, says ‘I think we’re gonna
be here a while,’ and hands it to my cousin. Jacky told me that she instantly knew.”


  “Knew what?” he inquired.


  “That she was in love,” she revealed. “She never met her husband at that party. She grabbed a cup of coffee with Rick instead.”


  His brow furrowed while he did his best to understand what he’d heard. “So…she cheated on her husband?”


  “No, she didn’t cheat,” she said. “She told her husband that she wanted a divorce, and she didn’t get alimony, or a chunk of the company, or anything like that. She left with the exact thing she’d entered the relationship with: nothing. And do you want to take a guess at what Rick did for a living?”


  “Finance?” he speculated.


  “He was a middle school gym teacher,” Lisa revealed with a smile. “Well, ‘was’ isn’t the right word. He still is. She left a marriage to a good-looking, extremely successful, unbelievably wealthy man; to start a relationship with a middle school gym teacher. She divorced a man who was making millions of dollars a year, for a guy who makes what, thirty grand?”


  He watched her retrieve her phone from the end table as he reflected on what he’d been listening to. If a handsome millionaire couldn’t keep a woman, then what chance did he have? He was going to end up all alone.


  Seconds later, she handed him her smartphone. “Tell me what you see.”


  The Instagram account of a “Jacky Thomas” was open, and his finger began scrolling through the images. A family photo in front of a Christmas tree, Rick playing catch in the backyard with their son, and Jacky carrying a birthday cake out for their daughter.


  “They look happy,” he noted.


  “Happy isn’t the word for what they have,” she went on. “Those two are in love at a level I’ve never seen before. They have two beautiful children, a little house, and not a hint of the luxuries my cousin once experienced. I used to get pictures of her in front of the Eiffel Tower, on Caribbean beaches, and sitting in a brand new Corvette that she received for a birthday present. Now look at her pictures. My cousin works in daycare. They’re just two hardworking, blue-collar people, who are madly in love with each other. Jacky was married to a guy who a lot of people would consider to be the ultimate catch, and she left him for love. You can’t explain or understand why things happen. They just do.”


  “I—”


  “There will be plenty of other girls in your life,” she interrupted. “Women will come and go, but that doesn’t change who you are as a person. Your perception of yourself is based on what you feel, and only you. Never let someone label your worth. Did Rachel break up with you because you treated her poorly?”


  He answered, “No.”


  Lisa stared at him.


  Her warm, comforting face suddenly explained everything. Rachel left because she left. She just had. He hadn’t hurt her, mistreated her, or caused her to drift away. He had to stop blaming himself, and Ms. B had made sense of two years of heartache in a handful of minutes.


  She reached out to take his almost empty wineglass, already heading for the kitchen before he could ask what she was up to. What’s that one saying? Mother knows best? She wasn’t this kid’s mother, but she still knew what was best for him.


  “Really?” he laughed at the sight of her returning with two full glasses of wine. “I guess we’re past the point of drinking half full glasses…”


  “Why not enjoy ourselves?” she told him with a grin as she took her seat once again. “What was I going to say? Oh yeah, there’s something I want to talk about: your confidence and attitude.”


  He curiously gazed at her.


  “I see the open, outgoing side of you with Scott,” she said. “I honestly don’t know if my son would have the social life he does if you hadn’t come along—especially a girlfriend! He used to be so shy and quiet when he was younger. Now, you told me about your first date with Rachel and how nervous you get around girls, so I want to give you some helpful advice. It’s something a lot of guys don’t figure out until later in life; and to be completely honest, there are a ton of men out there who still don’t understand this.”


  He downed half his glass which got a little giggle out of his buddy’s mom. Those nerves were coming back and he was desperately trying to do something to shoo them away. The alcohol wasn’t having the immediate effect that he’d hoped for.


  “Women love confidence,” she revealed. “We like guys who take charge, and are assertive, and will lead us places. We don’t like jerks though. There’s a huge difference between a man who’s confident, and a man who’s arrogant. Believe me, I work with a ton of guys who don’t understand what I’m talking about. A guy who’s aggressive and dominant can be the biggest turn on in the world, but only in the right way. Do you get what I’m saying?”


  The blank stare coming from his spot on the sofa answered her question. She took a moment to think of the best way to convey her message in a way that he would understand. “Okay, let’s go back to your first date with Rachel.”


  He quickly glanced away. That was the last thing he wanted to do. He’d already portrayed himself as a big enough nerd for one night.


  “There’s nothing wrong with what you did,” she told him. “Nervousness is part of being human. No girl wants to date a robot; but at the same time, there’s something very sexy about a guy who’s assertive. Personally, I love a man who just goes for it.”


  He asked, “Goes for it?”


  “Yeah, goes for it,” she nodded. “Be confident in your actions. What was the vibe you got after that first kiss with Rachel? Before you walked away.”


  “Ran away…” Kevin corrected her with a smirk.


  “Ran away,” she chuckled. “Did she feel comfortable to you? Or did she seem nervous too?”


  He took a deep breath as he went back to that sunny afternoon years ago. “I’m-I’m not totally sure. I-I-I don’t think I’m a…”


  She stared at him, encouraging the tense teen to continue with her eyes.


  “I don’t think I’m a good kisser.”


  Lisa’s eyebrows perked up.


  “Rachel never said anything but I always felt it,” he confessed. “Even when we would make out and stuff. I don’t know.”


  “You gave Rachel a little peck on the lips, right?” she asked


  He nodded.


  “Why did you stop there?” she further probed. “What was your reasoning for not going further?”


  He wasn’t following. “It was our first date…”


  “And?” she questioned again.


  “Well, you can’t go further than that on a first date…” he said, bewildered that he had to explain this to a woman approaching forty. “That’s the rule.”


  She helped herself to some of her wine before shooting him a look of disagreement. “According to who?”


  He was still having a hard time understanding her confusion. “According to everyone, right?”


  “Those dating rules are ridiculous: the number of dates you need to wait to kiss, when you can have sex, and all that stuff,” she expounded on her thoughts. “It’s nonsense. If there’s a connection, then there’s a connection. And if a guy is aggressive and makes a move, then there’s nothing saying the girl has to put a stop to it. Kevin, I know the type of guy you are and I don’t need to explain this, but you should never pressure a girl to do something she doesn’t want to do.”


  “I never would,” he quickly voiced.


  I know,” she smiled. “I know you. You’re a great guy. There’s a big difference between taking the lead, and being too aggressive. Actually, I have an idea. I think you should show me what happened on Rachel’s front step.”


  His heart stopped beating.


  “And I can give you some tips,” she casually added. “I can be your coach.”


  He was speechless.


  “It’s hard for me to really know what you did without seeing it,” she said. “Sure, you told me what happened, but being in Rachel’s shoes will be different. I can give you tips, suggestions, and advice on how to act. I can help your confidence.”


  He was doing his best to hide it, but he was shaking. He was going to kiss Ms. B? Kiss her!? How many times had he dreamed about this very moment? His prepubescent youth, that awkward puberty phase, and finally these last few years of being a man: the past eleven years of his life was full of lust and desire to touch that perfect mouth—but it was more than a physical attraction. Those pouty, inviting lips represented acceptance. Yes, this kiss was her way of attempting to improve his confidence with women, but it felt like more than that. He always thought that he had a connection with her, and maybe this was her way of showing that she felt it too.


  But his nerves weren’t going away. Kevin was having a hard time breathing.


  Lisa set her wineglass down on the coffee table to get things underway. “So, let’s pretend that you just took me out on a coffee date.”


  “We-we went on-on a coffee date?” he asked with a stutter.


  She reached out and removed the glass from his shaky hand before placing it on the table next to hers. “Come on, move closer.”


  The small gap on the sofa between his seat and her cute feet was depicted by two roads connected by a bridge, except this bridge was out of commission. He was standing face to face with a cliff which would send him plummeting hundreds of feet to his death if he mistimed his jump. The risk was immense. The pit below represented a falling out with Scott, the last time he would ever see Ms. B, and eleven years of his life going up in flames; but the road in the distance was undoubtedly filled with unimaginable joy. That freshly paved highway portrayed his ultimate fantasy. Perhaps he had a little Evel Knievel in him, after all.


  Kevin took that jump—his hands desperately clutching the handlebars of his imaginary motorcycle—until his butt was just inches from her feet. Was that churning in his stomach from anxiety or excitement? He honestly couldn’t tell. All he could do at the moment was gaze into those beautiful blue eyes and wait.


  “Do you remember exactly what happened?” she asked. “Like, did Rachel say anything before you kissed her?”


  Yeah, he remembered that moment, alright. First kisses were kind of tough to forget. “She said that she had fun and then just stared at me, waiting for me to get with the program. Are you sure we should do this? I mean, what about Scott?”


  “He’s not here, and my guess is he’s pretty busy at the moment,” she said.


  “Still—”


  “Kevin, this isn’t some out of control sex-crazed moment of lust between two people,” she cut him off. “This is a learning experience. I want to help you.”


  He had to ask. The last thing he wanted to do was take the chance at making her uncomfortable in the slightest. “You actually want me to…you know…kiss you?”


  “Absolutely,” Lisa confirmed. “I want you to show me what you did on your ex-girlfriend’s front step.” She took a breath before gazing into his timid brown eyes. “I had fun, Kevin.”


  She watched his entire face change. His bashful, frightened look quickly vanished, but it wasn’t replaced by confidence like she wanted. His handsome face was covered with confusion.


  “You had fun? Doing what?”


  She immediately rolled her eyes. “Are you kidding me? I’m pretending to be Rachel!”


  “Oh, I thought you were talking about yourself,” he nervously laughed, attempting to play it off as a joke to cover for his colossal sense of humiliation. He was such a nerd!


  Everything felt warm in an instant as her hand moved back on his knee, but not necessarily in a good way. The only thing on his mind was how thankful he was for wearing a baggy t-shirt and jeans. The combination of the firm denim and loose fitting cotton covered his rapidly hardening manhood. Admitting to fumbling a first kiss was one thing, but popping a boner in front of his friend’s mom was an entirely different level of shame.


  “Relax,” she softly told him.


  Relax? How in the world was he supposed to relax? The most unbelievable woman on the planet wanted to kiss him! Her perfect body was just inches from his, her face seemed more vibrant and lively than usual, and there was no denying that he loved those lips.


  He let out a deep exhale in an attempt to follow her advice. His attention moved back to her face where those piercing blue eyes were still locked on him. He could do this.


  “I had fun, Kevin,” she said once more.


  Here it was. This was the moment. His shoulders turned and opened to her as he leaned in, when both coordination and mind both promptly turned to goo. He was a child again. Maybe the best thing to do was just hurry up and get this over with. The longer he took, the more of an ass he would make himself out to be.


  He quickly leaned forward, gave her a little peck on the lips, and pulled back in a hurry. He was so nervous that his nose bumped into hers because he’d forgot to turn his head, only adding to the awkwardness of the situation. But oh God, that vanilla smell! Did he just run a marathon or kiss his friend’s mom? You wouldn’t be able to tell if you took his blood pressure. But his increased heart rate wasn’t the most surprising part of the experience. It was how silly he currently felt.


  This was like his first time with Rachel. He wasn’t referring to their initial kiss either. He was talking about when he officially became a man. A simple, clumsy touch of her pouty lips resulted in the same tingles from when he’d lost his virginity in his ex-girlfriend’s bedroom on that fateful summer night. In fact, it was stronger—much stronger.


  There was a power in those lips. If he could bottle it up and keep it to himself, he would. A daily dose of heaven that was Ms. B’s mouth would be a dream come true.


  She had a slight squint to her eyes. “Um…I’m going to be completely honest with you, okay?”


  Kevin was unsuccessful in his attempt to swallow. He’d never been this nervous before, and his bone-dry mouth was all the evidence you needed of that. The situation was rapidly becoming too much to process.


  “That um… That wasn’t…um…” She struggled to convey her thoughts without coming across as mean. The last thing she wanted to do was damage his confidence even further. “That wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t great either…”


  She felt a little part of herself die when a crushed expression swept across his face. “No, honey, I didn’t mean it like that! You seemed like you were in a hurry. You kind of banged into me and it felt like a kiss you would give to your grandma. It just wasn’t very…affectionate.”


  He couldn’t remember the last time he came this close to crying. What was worse? Hearing those words come out of her mouth, or knowing how disappointed she was in him? Probably both. He was doing his best to hold back tears.


  “Is that how you kissed Rachel?”


  He collected himself. He couldn’t have a breakdown in front of her. “The first time? Yeah, before I ran out of there. Jesus Christ, I must’ve come off like such a nerd…”


  “It obviously wasn’t a big deal if you two dated after that,” she told him. “And you mentioned making out so she must’ve liked it.”


  His face abruptly turned white. “Oh my God, how didn’t I see this until now? We didn’t kiss a lot. Actually, we only made out a few times. Rachel would always greet me with a hug instead of a kiss. She gave off a vibe that she didn’t really like kissing me either. I mentioned that.” The dim light bulb that had turned on in his head moments ago, was now fully lit. “It’s because she hated kissing me!”


  “You don’t know that,” she rushed to dispute.


  “It totally makes sense!” he loudly declared. “Of course! And what if, oh my God—”


  Lisa was thrown off from him stopping in mid-thought. “What, sweetheart?”


  “What if she broke up with me because I’m bad in bed?”


  “That’s not what happened,” she reassured him.


  “You don’t know that!” he argued. “I act like a nerd, I can’t kiss, I’m bad in bed: I’m not good at anything!”


  She ran her hand through her long brown hair in frustration. Tonight was supposed to be about building his confidence, not destroying it. “Kevin, stop.”


  “What if that’s the reason!?” he continued to panic. “What if—”


  His sentence was cut short from the sensation of something on his mouth. He looked down to see her index finger pressed against his lips, and those always captivating blue eyes locked on his face. The world was a better place with her around.


  “Stop freaking out,” she said calmly. “Now, you’re going to kiss me again, except I want you to relax this time, okay? Just take things slow. We’re not in a hurry, honey. We have all night. We’re going to stay here and work on this until you feel that you’re a good kisser.”


  Little cupids sat on his shoulders, firing heart-shaped arrows at him while those relaxing words poured from her perfect mouth. That brunette angel could put all his concerns to bed with something as simple as a smile. As nervous as he still was deep down inside, part of him was more than ready to give this another shot.


  “I had fun, Kevin,” she tried again with a smile.


  There was a brief moment of hesitation on his end so that he could get his act together. He just needed to be smooth; to act like he’s done this before. That shouldn’t be hard! He had done this before! Well, kind of. Rachel didn’t look like Ms. B, he hadn’t had a crush on her for over a decade, and his confidence wasn’t anywhere near as low as it currently was when he’d shared that kiss with his ex-girlfriend on her front step. But he wasn’t clueless. He could do this!


  He turned his head slightly to the left, leaned in, and went for round two. This time his nose pressed into her cheek as their lips once again met, but there wasn’t a clumsiness to it. It actually came off as natural. At least as natural as kissing the sexiest woman alive could be. And that spark he’d experienced the last time their lips touched was even stronger now. He pulled back expecting to be greeted by a smiling face, but he wasn’t.


  “Um…”


  Oh no! Again? He messed up again!? But that was so much better than the first time, wasn’t it? He didn’t stumble! He not only came off as a guy who knew what he was doing, but he even held their kiss a split second longer than before. Shit, he really was a nerd!


  A small smile grew on Lisa’s face before she noted, “Better. That was…pretty good.”


  Kevin felt like a king.


  “That was nice,” she went on, her smile only growing. “I do have a question though. What’s going on with your hands?”


  His eyes shot down to observe both his hands firmly planted on his thighs. All ten of his fingers were squeezing the rough denim of his jeans in an attempt to hold on for dear life. He didn’t know what else to do with them.


  “Kevin, hands are an instrumental part of kissing,” she revealed. “Think of them as your second and third pairs of lips. You can do so many things with them. You can touch a girl’s shoulders, feel her arms, or even brush the hair out of her face. I love that!”


  He was jotting down mental notes in his head.


  “But nothing is sexier than a strong pair of hands on my neck when I’m being kissed,” she divulged.


  “On your neck?” he hesitantly asked.


  “Yes, on my neck,” she confirmed. “That’s the dominant quality girls love that I was talking about earlier. Hands on a woman’s neck represents dominance, but not in a disrespectful or controlling way. It’s in a masculine way. You’re kissing a girl so you obviously want her, right? Show her that. Take charge. So, I want you to kiss me again, but use your hands this time. Gently place them on my neck so your thumbs are on my face, right next to my ears.”


  His hands cautiously moved off his thighs, and journeyed toward that welcoming angelic face in front of him, quivering in the process. The fingers on his respective hands slid behind the gorgeous brown hair which fell from both sides of her perfect head—all of his fingers except his thumbs, that is. Those were resting on the flawless skin just next to her ears. Was this really happening? Did he have a firm hold of her neck? Was she willingly giving herself to him?


  He leaned in again, slowly tilting his head as their lips met, but this time something happened.


  They connected.


  Both of their lips simultaneously parted in some kind of mutual, unspoken bond. Everything was warmer and more moist as her open mouth embraced his own. His head accidentally slid down and his kiss moved to her bottom lip. Before he knew it, her lower lip was the only thing getting his attention. He quickly pulled back, dropping his hands from her face and expecting to be met by another disappointed glance. He was doing so good too! Everything was perfect until he clumsily lost control and drifted downward!


  Lisa’s smile couldn’t be bigger. “Yes!”


  That wasn’t the reaction he’d expected.


  “Oh my God, yes!” she exclaimed again. “Kevin, that was perfect!”


  Perfect? That was perfect? Borderline mauling her lower lip was perfect? He was so lost.


  “I love that!” she continued to excitedly express her feelings. “I love my bottom lip kissed! Okay, it’s a little advanced, but you totally just showed that you can handle it. Do that again but suck on my lower lip.”


  “Suck on it?” he asked, his face full of confusion.


  “You’re not a vacuum trying to suck up dirt or anything,” she explained. “You’re not trying to drink something through a straw either. Just be nice and gentle. Actually, I want you to surprise me. Show me three things we haven’t gone over yet.”


  He hesitantly asked, “What?”


  “I want you to try three new things,” she repeated. “You’re picking this up super fast, and the lower lip kiss shows me that you’re a better kisser than you think you are.”


  He opened his mouth to inform her that his kiss was a mistake before thinking better of it. What was wrong with having one victory tonight? He’d already admitted to being a low confidence, sexually nervous little boy. Letting her think that maybe had a few tricks up his sleeve wasn’t the end of the world, but there wasn’t any faking what was coming next.


  Lisa’s glowing face reflected just how truly impressed she was. “Show me some stuff I didn’t mention and I’ll give you feedback. Don’t hold back either. Maybe there’s something that you’ve always been hesitant to try. Go ahead and give it a shot! I’ll give you my honest feedback!”


  He was riffling through movie scenes in his head. What was something he could do? Shit, actually, he needed three things. His mind shifted to all the porn scenes he’d watched over the years before quickly moving back to Hollywood flicks. Pulling some kind of adult film style kiss with her wouldn’t be good for anyone. Well, maybe it would briefly be enjoyable for him, but the baffled expression that was guaranteed to be on her face following his shenanigans wouldn’t help matters.


  One thing came to mind and it was really the only move he had left: his tongue.


  His hands found her neck again, but not before a jolt to his heart caused him to pause. Having her in his control was electrifying. She was right: there was something sexy about a man being dominant, and his rock hard cock could attest to that. He loved being in control of this woman. It was an incredible feeling of power.


  He went in for another kiss as their lips softly met, but he didn’t rush to give her what she wanted. He remembered reading something about how girls enjoy being teased. Maybe that would help him come off as confident and in control? Truth be told, he was starting to feel pretty good about himself. He was alone with his dream girl! Nerdy kids and little boys don’t kiss their friend’s hot moms. That was reserved for jocks and outlandish porn scenarios. He certainly wasn’t a football player, and this sure the hell wasn’t a porn scene.


  Their lips parted as the affectionate kiss the two shared grew in passion. The boy in him didn’t want to move. She seemed to be into this. If not, then why were both of her hands now on his knees? And did he just hear a whimper? What if she was more than into this? What if she liked it? He couldn’t hold back any longer. He was a man and it was time to act like it.


  He moved down to her lower lip without breaking their kiss. There it was again! He wasn’t dreaming! The attention he was now paying to her bottom lip caused her to moan in pleasure! He didn’t feel like a king anymore—he felt like a god—and with a previously unknown confidence, he gently sucked on her lower lip.


  There wasn’t a moan to be heard. No, this time her hands slid up his legs and came to rest on his thighs. The pinky on her left hand sat mere inches from the head of his hard dick which was trapped under his jeans and hidden thanks to his t-shirt. It wasn’t debatable any longer. She was getting turned on from this!


  He needed three things though, and his first idea was always something he wanted to try, but never went for. It was weird in a way. He had sex with Rachel multiple times, but still didn’t feel confident enough to push the envelope when it came to other forms of intimacy—specifically kissing. But his self-esteem had been sent soaring by Ms. B’s touch on his legs and his hands on her face. He was in the mood to take another chance.


  He very gently bit her lower lip. His teeth barely clenched onto that plump slice of heaven and gave it a little nibble. A moan encouraged him to slightly pull back and take her bottom lip with him, before his teeth released her mouth and his hands left her neck. He quickly found her blue eyes in hopes that the sounds coming from her mouth weren’t misleading.


  They weren’t.


  Lisa lunged at her son’s friend and locked lips with him. This time, it was her hands that found his face as their mouths opened and her tongue slipped inside. She couldn’t help herself. Yes, this was supposed to be a learning experience for the nervous eighteen-year-old, but his changed demeanor had her feeling all kinds of tingles. She’d been teleported back to her high school days of juvenile lust, except this kid somehow knew all of her ticks and turn-ons. Her hands moved up to his shoulders before she caught herself. She shouldn’t be doing this!


  She broke off their kiss and peered into the eyes on the stunned high schooler. Stunned might not be a strong enough word for what she was seeing. Bewildered, maybe? Or perhaps flabbergasted was more fitting for his reaction. This sweetheart looked like he’d just seen a ghost.


  “I’m sorry,” she hurried to apologize, her hands dropping back into her own lap. “I got a little carried away.”


  His mouth had yet to move. It simply hung open, frozen by what he’d just experienced. Her tongue had slipped inside his mouth! Not only that, but it played with his own tongue! Incredible amounts of regret rapidly began shooting through his body as he reflected on his lack of reciprocation. He could’ve made out with her, but he sat there like a dork instead. That still didn’t take away from the fact that his cock had never been harder.


  “I just…Kevin! You bit my lower lip!” she emphatically declared.


  His mouth finally closed as he nervously swallowed.


  She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this excited. “That’s my favorite thing in the world! How did you know that!?”


  He stopped himself just before “I didn’t” came out of his mouth. For the first time in his life, he was going to be the cool guy. He casually answered, “I just did.”


  Lisa was all smiles. “Well…wow! Okay…um…I’m-I’m very impressed.”


  Was he making her flustered now? Maybe acting like you know what you’re doing even when you don’t, can be a turn-on for women. Wait, wasn’t that pretty much what she told him? The thing about confidence? He was calling the shots, right? He made the move, he bit her lip, and she loved that he went for it. It was all starting to make sense now.


  “Making out was going to be one of my three surprises,” he told her, smirking like he’d done this a million times before.


  “We can definitely count it,” she said. “I just got a little caught up in the moment. I haven’t had a guy bite my lip in probably ten years, and the last guy who did it made me bleed. He didn’t understand what the word ‘gentle’ meant—unlike you. That was perfect. Okay, two surprises down, and one to go.”


  A coolness unmatched by anything in his life swept over him. “We’re still at one,” he told her with a grin before finding her neck with his hands once again and leaning in for another kiss.


  This time, it was his tongue that moved inside her mouth as she was quick to follow his lead. Their tongues quickly tangled, sharing in a dance of fluid mixing and saliva exchanging on the family room sofa. Twenty-four hours ago he’d sat across the room and watched a football game with his buddy. Now, lightning shot through his veins as he made out with his dream girl. Everything was hot and burning. Even his toes were experiencing vivid sensations from this magical moment. Sharp pins poked all over his body, causing every nook and cranny of his being to feel alive.


  As good as making out with her was, a little boy would go along with what was happening, but not a man. A man would keep her on her toes and give her something she never expected. His hands slipped down to the sides of her arms as his mouth moved to her neck, his lips working closer to her delicate skin before he hit a wall.


  A wall of vanilla.


  He busted through that intoxicating layer of heaven and found her neck. Soft, gentle kisses swiftly turned to stronger, more aggressive lust. His tongue joined his lips as her creamy skin became exposed to everything he had to offer.


  “That feels so good…” she moaned.


  Could he do it? Her pleasurable pants only encouraged him. Would going for it be a step too far? But he’d just made out with her! Actually, she was the one who first made out with him, so maybe this would be okay? This was his exact problem! He thought too much! If she didn’t like it, then she would put a stop to it. He needed to just go for it. After all, that was her advice.


  His left hand grazed along the slick material of her long-sleeve workout shirt until it found her breast. A light squeeze quickly gave way to her hand joining his and removing it from her chest. Well, no one could fault him for trying.


  “Easy, tiger…” Lisa giggled.


  His mouth moved back to her lips and his hands regained their place on her neck. Passionate, sensual kissing filled the next thirty seconds until he pulled back just a few inches and gazed at her face, waiting for her closed eyes to open.


  She finally broke the lock on her eyelids to be greeted by a never before seen pair of dominant brown eyes. This wasn’t the timid kid she’d grown so accustomed to having in her presence. There was a knowing, almost controlling vibe coming from Kevin. In fact, the urge to take things further was becoming an increasingly tougher battle to fight. Perhaps she should’ve let him cop a bit of a feel.


  His hand brushed a few stray strands of brown hair out of her dazzling right eye before leaning in and giving her one last peck on the lips.


  She was blown away after he pulled back from her. “I…you…wow… That was three things alright,” she told him with a girlish titter.


  “Actually, that was four things.”


  Her eyebrows perked up. “Four things?”


  “The lip bite, making out, the neck kisses, and the little peck after we finished,” he said, his voice brimming with confidence.


  “Yeah, I guess it was four,” she smiled, still giddy from the past few minutes. “Actually, I think we’re at five. Someone got a little touchy-feely…”


  He laughed, but this time his eyes didn’t move to the floor or sheepishly look away. This time, they remained locked on her face. “Well, my hands are my second and third pairs of lips, right?”


  She shot him a grin before reaching for her glass of wine. “I’m starting to think that this entire thing was some kind of ruse.” She didn’t really believe that, but his sudden burst of poise was fueling her naughty side. “I bet you have a line of girls waiting for you.”


  Kevin finally dropped his fictional persona. Ms. B wasn’t some high school girl. She wasn’t like any other girl either. She was special, and the last thing he wanted to do was be some kind of arrogant wiseass around her. He respected her too much to act that way.


  “Believe me, there’s no line of girls,” he admitted. “I’m not totally sure what happened. I just felt really comfortable.”


  That was music to her ears. “Awesome! That’s what we want! For you to feel comfortable and confident! Do you understand what I mean about taking charge now? You just went for it instead of waiting for me to tell you what to do. Like the lip bite and the neck kisses—which were both incredible by the way—were things you went for. I loved it and my body told you that. Now, you went for the little boob grab and I wasn’t so on board with that, and I told you.”


  “I apologize for that.”


  “There’s nothing to apologize for at all!” she immediately stated. “I love that you had the balls to go for it. We would’ve had a problem if you kept trying to cop a feel after I pushed you away, but I know you’re not that kind of guy.”


  He retrieved his glass of wine and finished the remainder of the drink. “I shouldn’t have touched you like that. It was out of line. I’m sorry.”


  “Kevin, sweetheart, it’s fine,” she reassured him. “I’m serious. I told you to go for it and I’d give you feedback. Hey, if I was one of your cute eighteen-year-old classmates, then chances are I would’ve let you get a feel. But I’m not. I’m an old lady.”


  There was a genuine look of bewilderment on his face. He was having a hard time comprehending what he’d just heard. “An old lady?”


  “I’m twenty years older than you,” she laughed. “I’m pretty sure that makes me an old lady.”


  He took a moment to consider a list of possible ways to approach this subject. The wine had started to kick in, and he was beginning to feel significantly looser and less tense. Or was his relaxed state a result of having kissed his ultimate fantasy girl? Who knows? Either way, he was on top of the world.


  He decided to stand up and silently head into the kitchen before giving her his two cents. The teen retrieved the bottle of wine from the refrigerator and carried it back to the couch. He could use a refill before taking this next leap.


  “More wine?” he asked.


  She held out her glass and allowed him to fill it. The bottle swiftly moved to his glass where he filled it to the top, promptly downing half of it.


  “Um…you’re supposed to sip wine, not chug it,” she laughed.


  He was well aware of that. He just needed a little liquid courage to truly speak his mind. “You’re not an old lady.”


  Lisa wasn’t a girl who fished for compliments. She knew that she was attractive; but at the same time, she was thirty-eight years old. No amount of yoga, working out, or healthy eating could make her eighteen again. And spending so much time around her son and his friend made her realize just how old she was. They didn’t even know any of the bands she listened to!


  “Well, I’m not young either…” she said.


  He took another chug of his drink. His glass was down to a quarter full. “You look amazing for your age. Wait, that didn’t sound right. You look amazing for any age.”


  She sipped a small amount of wine from her glass in an attempt to hide her smile.


  “You could be a model or something,” he added.


  She swallowed before rolling her eyes. “Get out of here…”


  “You could!” Kevin passionately argued, starting to show the effects of the alcohol as he finished the rest of his glass before refilling it. “You’re stunning.”


  “Sweetheart, maybe you should slow down,” she said.


  He took another long swig before shaking his head, moving onto more important matters. “I’m fine and I’m totally being serious. You know, every year I look at the swimsuit issue that comes out during the summer, and you’re like a hundred times hotter than those girls. I honestly mean that.”


  Was he drunk? That had to be the explanation for what she was hearing, right? Kevin had been nothing but a gentleman over their eleven years of knowing each other, and the idea of him even calling her beautiful before today seemed crazy. And now look where they were: they’d made out, he’d briefly felt her up, and now he was telling her that she belonged in the annual swimsuit issue. She never would’ve imagined her Friday night turning out like this.


  “Well, that—”


  “There isn’t one girl at our school who’s even in your league,” he interrupted before downing half his remaining glass.


  That one certainly caught Lisa’s attention. “That’s very nice of you to say, but come on…”


  “I’m being serious!” he shouted. “You’re in a completely different league than the rest of the girls at school. Actually, who am I kidding? You’re in a different league than the rest of the female population!”


  Her normal laugh turned to a snort before her hand embarrassingly covered her mouth. She couldn’t help but strongly react to what she’d just heard. It was just so ridiculous.


  The inebriated teen wasn’t above enjoying a few beers at a party from time to time, but he wasn’t exactly a seasoned drinker either; and, well, those two glasses of wine were certainly taking effect. He decided to finish the rest of his drink just for good measure.


  “Are you serious, Ms. B?” he asked. “You’ve been telling me all about confidence, and now you’re going to act shy? I put hot chicks into four groups.”


  Her eyebrows perked up again. This outgoing, brash, drunk side of him was quite a sight to see. In fact, it was somewhat enjoyable. When was the last time a man was this open and honest with her? Other than the assholes at work, of course. She found herself curious as to where he was going with this.


  “You have hot chicks, really hot chicks, super hot chicks, and finally we have Ms. B level hot chicks,” he explained.


  Lisa started laughing.


  “I’m being serious!” Kevin proclaimed while reaching for the bottle of wine again. She pulled it away from him before he could grab it. “Oh, come on! I’m fine!”


  “You’re not fine,” she continued to laugh. “You’re drunk. Your hotness scale only proves that.”


  He definitely didn’t agree with that. “My hotness scale only proves how sober I am. How am I wrong? Now, I would probably put Eva in the ‘really hot chicks’ group, but her personality might bump her up to a ‘super hot chick.’ I’d have to think about it.”


  “Yeah, you should probably do that…” she sarcastically noted.


  “But she isn’t even close to the Ms. B level of hot chicks,” he told her. “In fact, no one is. There’s only one member in that exclusive club.”


  She took a longer sip than usual from her glass as she continued to listen. How fun was this? Everything about it was awesome despite her acting like it was inappropriate. Making out with a cute guy she really cared about, helping him behave more confident and aggressive, and now listening to him talk about how sexy she was? When was the last time she’d spent a Friday night like this? It sure the hell wasn’t when she had some fifty-year-old guy attempting to win her over with his sports car. And Kevin wasn’t even trying to impress her; he was just being honest. At least that’s what she thought was happening. That red wine seemed to be quite the truth serum.


  Kevin set his empty wine glass down on the table and peered into her blue eyes. “You’ve always felt like a second mom to me.”


  Her heart stopped beating. “What?”


  “You really have,” he reiterated. “How many times did I come over on Friday and not leave until Sunday night when I was younger? How many dinners have I ate with you and Scott? How many mornings would I wake up to be greeted with breakfast at the kitchen table? You never complained, or protested, or said a single word about the ridiculous amount of time I’ve spent living in this house. You never bitched about all the food I ate, or when Scott and I would do something that made your life more difficult. I love my mom. I really do. But she can be frustrating at times, and the same goes for my stepdad. This house has always been an escape to me. I always knew that I would be greeted with open arms, and that the world’s most amazing woman would have a big smile on her face when I walked through the door. You’re way more than my buddy’s mom or even a friend. In a way, you’ve been like a mom to me.”


  She was speechless. Moments ago, he’d told her how sexy she was, and now he hit her with this? She felt like a mother to him? A multitude of emotions poured through her body; and to be completely honest, she wasn’t sure how to react.


  “You’re just an unbelievable woman,” he went on, those two and a half glasses of wine now tearing down the last of the walls which protected his true feelings. “You honestly are. You’re so funny, and smart, and awesome to be around. And I don’t want to step out of line here or anything, but I’m being serious about your looks. You’re like the hottest girl in the world.”


  She raised her glass to her lips and finished her wine because she didn’t know what else to do. Nobody had ever talked to her this way before, and she wasn’t only referring to her recent dating experiences either. No one in her thirty-eight years of life had raved about and praised her in the manner he just had. He wasn’t some hotshot lawyer who just wanted to use her. He was a sweet, authentic high school kid; and from her spot on the sofa with her son’s friend who was twenty years her junior on this Friday night, Lisa was in the mood to be fawned over.


  “I’m not the hottest girl in the world…”


  He managed to sneak in and grab the wine bottle before she could stop him. He helped himself to another refill, turning his attention back to the stunning brunette after he’d completed his task. “Name someone hotter.”


  She didn’t wait long to rattle off the first name that came to mind. “Taylor Swift.”


  He burst into laughter, almost spilling his mostly full drink in the process. He quickly downed a third of his glass to prevent that from happening again. “Are you seriously comparing Taylor Swift to yourself? Is that a joke?”


  “She’s very beautiful,” Lisa said.


  “She isn’t in the same ballpark as you,” he declared while dramatically shaking his head. “Shit…ballpark. She isn’t in the same league as you. Actually, she isn’t even on the same planet as you!”


  “I got it…” she chuckled.


  “Her body isn’t comparable to yours,” he brazenly continued. “She looks like a twelve-year-old girl stacked up next to you.”


  She was having a hard time hiding her smile. She topped off her own glass before digging around in her brain for another name. “Okay, what about Gal Gadot?”


  “Totally blah,” Kevin immediately answered. “We have girls at school hotter than Gal Gadot.”


  She was baffled. “No, you don’t!”


  “Yes, we do!” he drunkenly shouted back. “This is the problem with women. You girls act like female actresses and celebrities are the hottest women in the world just because they’re famous. That’s nonsense. I stand behind what I said earlier. You could totally be a swimsuit model if you wanted to.”


  She rolled her eyes.


  “You could! Oh, I have an idea! We should do a photo shoot!”


  She curiously looked over at the drunk teen sitting just a few feet away. “What?”


  “We could do a photo shoot!” he emphatically repeated. “And we could post the pictures online; anonymously, of course. We could blur your face and that way you could see what I see. Everyone would be commentating about how you should be a model.”


  “We aren’t doing a photo shoot!” she giggled while giving him a light slap on the knee. “Are you out of your mind?”


  “Well, I’m always up for it if you change your mind,” he told her with a big smile.


  She shook her head while peering down into her glass before a certain actress suddenly caused her to perk up. “I got one! There’s no way I’m hotter than Scarlett Johansson!”


  Kevin took a long sip while he debated her statement in his head. “Are we talking Scarlett Johansson now, or Scarlett Johansson of like 2006?”


  “Is there a difference?”


  “Umm…yeah, there’s a difference,” he answered. “There’s a big difference. Scarlett Johansson now isn’t in your league. Like, at all. Now, prime Scarlett Johansson might be able to give you a run for your money. You know, whatever year those pictures are from where she’s wearing that red dress. Maybe that version of Scarlett could compete with you. I’m not totally sure though.”


  She pulled out her phone, and a quick search for “Scarlett Johansson red dress” resulted in hundreds of the exact picture he’d referred to. She’d seen it before. Who hadn’t? The Hollywood bombshell was on the red carpet in a stunning red dress, her unbelievable cleavage on full display, her blonde hair looking amazing, and her beautiful face more flawless than ever. Lisa was sure of one thing.


  “I’m not hotter than this girl!” she loudly announced while holding up her phone.


  His eyes peered to get a look at the picture in an attempt to refresh his drunken memory. His attention shifted back to the dazzling brunette sitting next to him after he’d fully processed the situation. “Are you asking who I’d prefer to date?”


  She hesitantly glanced away before looking back at him. “Yeah, I am…”


  He took a swig of his wine before telling her his honest thoughts. It was time to get everything out in the open. “Now, I don’t know Scarlett Johansson personally. I have no idea what kind of person she is, or what her sense of humor is like, or any of that; but I can guarantee that she doesn’t stack up to you. No one does. You’re unmatchable when it comes to who you are as a human being, but, Ms. B, no one can match up to you looks-wise either. Was Scarlett Johansson super hot? Absolutely. Peak Scarlett Johansson may have been the second hottest woman in the world, but she still couldn’t compete with the hottest.”


  Her jaw was on the floor.


  “Yeah, you,” Kevin smiled. “You’re perfection. You know, sometimes I think you ruined me when it comes to other women. I always find myself comparing other girls to you. Like, if I’m into a girl, I immediately start stacking her up to you in my head; and none of them come close to matching up, obviously. Rachel never got any of my jokes like you do. It always bugged me. I mean, why can’t I find a girl like you?”


  A lifetime of compliments, love confessions, pick-up lines, and romantic gestures flooded her mind as she blankly stared at him. Twenty-eight years of being flirted with her had resulted in a cornucopia of attention and praise, so why was she having such a hard time finding something that topped the past five minutes of her life? No amount of money, sex appeal, or status had ever made her feel more lusted after than this very moment. Why couldn’t he find a girl like her? He really just said that! This eighteen-year-old high school kid was bummed that he couldn’t find a girl like his friend’s thirty-eight-year-old mother! And he thought that she was sexier than the most sought-after celebrities on the planet!


  She calmly set her wineglass down on the coffee table before reaching out and removing his glass from his hand. It found a spot next to hers.


  “Scott can never know about this.” she spoke up.


  “Know about what?” Kevin asked.


  For the second time tonight, Lisa lunged at him. She quickly found herself lying on top of him as the length of his tall frame sprawled along the couch. His back was pressed against the cushions and her lips were locked on his mouth. She didn’t care anymore. Was it the tabooness of the situation that egging her on? Kevin was young enough to be her son; yet here she was, smothering his body while her tongue explored the inside of his mouth. Or maybe this was her way of really boosting his confidence? How assured of himself would he be if he hooked up with the hottest woman alive (his words). And then she did something she never imagined doing. She did something solely reserved for those promiscuous girls in the erotic novels she loved to read.


  She squeezed his cock through his jeans.


  She had felt his hard-on the second she fell on top of him. She assumed their making out probably had some kind of effect on his manhood, but rubbing against his throbbing erection had caused her head to spin. Perhaps he wasn’t exaggerating his feelings toward her. She tightened her grip on his rock hard cock and heard a groan escape from his mouth as her tongue remained buried inside it. Hey, this was fun!


  Kevin wasn’t reacting. The high school senior was a deer in the headlights as this gorgeous woman pressed against his body. As if being jumped and then passionately made out with wasn’t enough, now her petite hand was rubbing his dick over his jeans as well. His dick! And this wasn’t the delicate, mellow kissing from before. This was two long-lost lovers finally reuniting after years apart. His hands wanted to move to so many places: her breasts, that flat tummy, her shapely hips; but more than anything, he needed to grab a big handful of the most fit, perky, immaculate ass on the planet.


  His hands finally got with the program and slithered up to her butt before pausing to soak in what was really happening. He didn’t want to rush things. He needed to fully appreciate what was about to happen. He was about to squeeze her ass! The same ass he’d spent eleven years staring at, lusting over, and fantasizing about, was about to be firmly in his grasp. His fingers slid to her backside before something caused him to stop.


  Her hand was off his cock. Not only that, but her lips weren’t locked on his anymore. She was just gazing down at him with those sparkling blue eyes.


  “We can’t do this.”


  That was the last thing he wanted to hear. “What?”


  “We can’t do this,” she quietly repeated. “It’s…it’s wrong.”


  Lust took a backseat to reality. She was right. He’d gotten so caught up in the heat of the moment that he’d completely forgotten about Scott. His best friend was off losing his virginity; and here he was, drunkenly making out with his mom. How big of an asshole was he?


  “You’re right,” he embarrassingly agreed while moving his eyes away from her beautiful face. “I’m sorry.”


  Lisa rushed to roll off of him. “You have nothing to be sorry about. It’s my fault.”


  All he wanted to do was leave. He needed to get as far away from her as possible. He had to be alone so that he could regroup. “I’m gonna leave.”


  “No!”


  Her loud yell caused him to freeze. He’d hopped off the couch in an attempt to leave, but now he was just standing in the middle of the room, motionless. Why did she shout at him? Was she going to freak out? Maybe it’d fully kicked in for her just how messed up this situation truly was. And who would she blame? Him! But Ms. B wasn’t like that. She wasn’t that kind of girl. He needed to calm down and relax.


  “There’s no way you’re driving home.”


  He let out a long exhale now that he understood the reason for her protests. She wasn’t mad at him. She was simply worried. “Trust me. I’m not drunk.”


  Lisa wasn’t having it. “Yes, you are. There’s no chance I’m letting you get behind the wheel tonight.”


  “Well—”


  “You can either sleep here…” she cut in.


  That was the last thing he wanted to do. He couldn’t be anywhere near his friend’s house tonight; and the sooner he got away, the better.


  “…or I can drive you home,” she finished.


  He considered her proposal for a moment. A car ride home would probably be the best way to go, but how awkward would that be? It certainly wouldn’t be the usual effortless conversation he’d grown accustomed to having with her over the years. A minute ago she had her hand on his cock! Now he was supposed to act like everything was back to normal?


  “Are you okay to drive?” he asked. “You had a couple of glasses too.”


  She brushed away his worries. “I’m fine.”


  “I’m ready whenever you are.”


  His urgency caught her off guard. “You don’t have to leave right away. I mean, you can hang out for a while if you want. I don’t want you to feel like you’re getting kicked out or something.”


  “It’s probably best if I just go now,” he shyly told her, looking away the entire time. “So…”


  She took the hint and headed into the kitchen to retrieve her keys. Moments later, the two were pulling out of the driveway and starting the ten minute journey to Kevin’s house.


  Three minutes of silence passed before Kevin decided to speak up. Something had been on his mind for the past seven hours, and he couldn’t look past it any longer. Sure, this would only bring attention to the topic of him spying on her which had somehow yet to come up, but an unanswered question had been bugging him since earlier in the afternoon. Maybe it was the alcohol, but he really needed to know.


  “What were you dancing to earlier?”


  She took a quick glance in his direction before focusing back on the road. “What?”


  “In the laundry room,” he specified. “What were you dancing to?”


  A big smile swept across her face. “What was I dancing to? Only the greatest band of all time.”


  He waited.


  “That isn’t enough of a hint?” Lisa asked with a smirk.


  “How am I supposed to know who the greatest band of all time is?” he asked. “That’s such a subjective question.”


  “No, it isn’t,” she disputed. “There’s only one answer to that question, sweetheart.”


  “What bands do old people like…?” he thought to himself.


  “Hey!”


  Perhaps he was more drunk than he thought. He could’ve sworn he hadn’t said that out loud. Shit, he really was drunk!


  “You spent like ten minutes earlier telling me how young I look!” she yelled, playful yet a little annoyed at the same time.


  “I didn’t mean it like that,” he quickly apologized. “I just…never mind. Okay…um…let’s see here. “The Beatles?”


  She shot him a mystified look before turning back to the windshield. “The Beatles?”


  “Don’t people your age love The Beatles?” he asked.


  “I’m thirty-eight,” she laughed. “I’m not sixty-eight. And who dances that way to The Beatles? We’re talking about the world’s greatest rock and roll band here. Their music just makes you get up and move. You can’t help but shake your hips when your hear ‘em. Honey, that’s not The Beatles!”


  “Elvis?” he guessed again.


  She flipped her turn signal on and carefully pulled over to the side of the road. “Get out.”


  He had no idea what was going on. “What?”


  “Get out,” she repeated, her eyes continuing to stare straight-ahead.


  He reached for the door handle.


  “I’m joking!” she loudly laughed. “Oh my God, will you relax?”


  He was having a hard time deciphering sarcasm as the minutes ticked by. He’d probably indulged in too much wine, and he’d definitely drank it too fast. Everything was starting to get a little loopy at this point.


  She checked her rearview mirror before pulling back out into the road. “But accusing me of listening to Elvis is even more insulting than The Beatles. My grandparents listened to Elvis, for God’s sake!”


  Kevin was out of guesses. He honestly just wanted to go to bed. “I give up.”


  “The Rolling Stones!” she revealed.


  He turned to his friend’s mom who was focused on the road. “Isn’t that a magazine?”


  She looked over at him, completely shocked. He was so cute, sweet, and innocent; but at this very moment, she wanted nothing more than to put her fist through his face. “Oh…my…God…”


  “Isn’t it though?” he questioned again.


  This cutie’s generation didn’t have a chance. “Yes, Rolling Stone is a magazine, but The Rolling Stones are a band. The greatest band ever!”


  “Oh, those are the t-shirts with the big tongues on them, right?” he asked.


  “That’s how you know them?” she inquired, genuinely unamused and dumbstruck. “Really?”


  “I’ll have to check ‘em out,” he noted.


  An idea came to her as their journey continued along the dark road. “I’ll make you a CD!”


  Was he that drunk or had he heard her correctly? “What?”


  “I’ll make you a CD!” she emphatically repeated.


  He asked, “Um…what year is it, Ms. B?”


  “Your generation is so jaded!” she told him. “Burning a CD for someone is the coolest thing ever! Is having every song in the world on your phone awesome? Absolutely. I love it. But there’s nothing better than getting a CD from someone. I bet you never have, have you?”


  “No,” he answered.


  “Could I recommend some songs and have you add them to your phone right now?” she continued before turning onto a side street. “Sure, but you want to know what’s way cooler? Popping a CD into a player and having my top twenty favorite songs on it. It’s so much more personal and authentic. It’s the same way renting movies from the store was better than streaming them online. Is Netflix easier than Blockbuster? You bet. But was going to Blockbuster on a Friday night and searching for the perfect movie more fun than cycling through ten thousand titles on Netflix? Without a doubt. All this technology has ruined the simple things that were so awesome.”


  “I totally want a CD from you.”


  She glanced over at him before asking, “Really?”


  “Absolutely,” he smiled. “Your top twenty Rolling Stones songs. I’m looking forward to it.”


  Her attention turned back to the road, all excited from what she’d just heard. Sometimes it was the little things that did it for her—like having a man in her life to make a mixtape for.


  She finally pulled in front of his house. “Alrighty, we’ve arrived at your destination, your highness.”


  He wasn’t drunk enough to miss that sarcastic remark. “I could’ve driven.”


  “Not a chance,” she argued. “Well, tonight was fun.”


  “You could say that again…” Kevin lightly chuckled. “I-I…um…just want to apologize again if things got weird. I—”


  His words were cut short by an index finger placed on his lips for the second time tonight. Even in the relative darkness of the dim SUV, those radiant blue eyes seemed to sparkle. Her mind was perfect and her body breathtaking. Day or night, light or dark, spring or fall; this was his dream girl.


  “Stop apologizing,” she told him. “Tonight was the most fun I’ve had in a long time, and it was all because of you. It was a blast.”


  He flashed her a smile before turning to open the passenger side door, but then his hand froze. The night would be over if he opened the door and walked inside his house. There wouldn’t be any more awkwardness if he just quietly left, but he couldn’t.


  The offer to make him a CD was playing over and over in his head. How amazing was that? She could’ve just recommended some songs to check out; or even easier, she could’ve had him look up some best of list online—but she didn’t. She offered to make him a CD. She would have to gather her top twenty songs, rank them, burn them onto a disc, and then give them to him. She was right: it was more personal. It was more personal, genuine, and awesome, and it summed up everything he loved about her.


  He turned back and leaned across the vehicle. His hand found the back of her neck as he pulled her close and kissed her on the lips. But it wasn’t some quick peck. He held her there as his tongue took that unbelievable trek inside her inviting mouth for the final time tonight.


  He broke off their embrace and told that surprised face, “I had a great time too.” And just like that, the door opened and for the first time in his life, he made a cool exit.


  




  

    Chapter 5 – A Confidence Builder


  


  Saturday Morning. 9:45 AM.


  Wind ripped through Kevin’s thick brown hair as he whipped around another turn. He was in a race against himself; but at the same time, he was taking on the world. His journey had sent him over mountains, across bridges, and through treacherous valleys; and now one more long stretch of hell separated him from his final destination. Every few feet consisted of a trap which was meant to derail his mission. Seven billion people wanted to see him fail, but nothing could stop him from completing his life’s goal.


  The high schooler’s bicycle pulled in front of Scott’s house. He leaned it against the large oak tree a mere few feet away from his parked car in the street. Okay, that bike ride may have had a little nostalgia to it. He was temporarily sent back to his elementary school days, but reality was quickly setting in. He wasn’t a fourth grader playing pretend anymore. Last night really happened, and his hangover only proved that.


  He hadn’t gotten much sleep as he replayed last night’s events over and over in his head while staring up at his bedroom ceiling. He made out with Ms. B, he drunkenly confessed his true feelings to her, she felt his dick, and then he kissed her one final time before the night was over. But the more he thought about that last kiss, the less cool it felt. He kind of ran away again, didn’t he? Sure, he kissed her; and yes, he had a smooth line to go with it; but he booked out of there in a similar fashion to his first time with Rachel. Maybe it was time to accept what he really was. Perhaps it would be best to admit that he was just an awkward dork.


  His phone abruptly rang while he retrieved his car keys from his pocket and opened
his backdoor to throw his bike inside. He pulled it out and was immediately hit by a multitude of emotions: excitement, guilt, and anxiety were a few to start. It was best that this was a phone call, because he wasn’t sure if he could ever look this guy in the eyes again.


  Scott was calling him


  “Hey, dude,” Kevin answered, his tone nervous and shaky.


  There was silence on the other end before his buddy’s voice finally spoke up. “Please address me as ‘man’ from now on.”


  “Alright!” Kevin cheered, his guilt taking a backseat to the feeling of excitement for his best friend. “So, it happened?”


  “Oh, it happened,” Scott confirmed. “It happened, and it happened, and then it happened a few more times. It happened six times to be exact.”


  “And how long did it happen the first time?”


  “Eight seconds,” Scott answered.


  Kevin couldn’t help but laugh. He’d been there before “Hey, that’s three seconds longer than my first time.”


  “I think I got up to a whopping three minutes by round six.”


  “It takes a while,” Kevin told him. “Are you still over there?”


  “Yep, still at Eva’s,” Scott verified. “That’s actually why I’m calling. Well, one, I wanted to tell you it happened; but more importantly, Eva’s parents are staying at their hotel for another night.”


  “Does that mean—”


  “You better believe it,” Scott interrupted. “Eva wants me to stay over again.”


  Kevin couldn’t be more excited for his buddy. “That’s what I’m talking about!”


  “Guess how she woke me up this morning?”


  “No idea,” said Kevin. “How?”


  “Breakfast in bed,” Scott told him. “Scrambled eggs, bacon, and a big glass of orange juice.”


  He sure as shit hadn’t gotten breakfast in bed after losing his virginity. “Breakfast in bed? That sounds like the life.”


  “It is the life,” Scott agreed. “I’m still in her bed and she’s taking a shower now. We’re going hiking in a bit.”


  “Hiking?” Kevin asked, taken aback by what he’d been told. “I’m surprised you want to leave her room.”


  Scott let out a laugh. “I don’t. Believe me, we’re doing the shortest trail I can find. The sooner we get back here the better. I’m on a mission to break the five minute mark.”


  “Don’t worry, I’ll cover for you,” Kevin joined in on his friend’s guffaw. “You just make sure you keep that girlfriend of yours busy.”


  “Oh, she’ll be busy, three minutes at a time…” Scott smirked to himself as his finger dragged along the greasy bottom of his breakfast plate. “We—”


  …


  The line going silent caused Kevin to ask, “Scott?”


  …


  “Scott?” Kevin tried again.


  There was a gulp from Scott’s end of the phone. “Dude…”


  “What?” Kevin questioned.


  “Dude, she’s wearing her school uniform,” Scott revealed, his voice perfectly reflecting what his astonished eyes were soaking in.


  Kevin’s mind immediately began racing. Eva in a catholic schoolgirl uniform? Holy shit!


  Scott described the scene unfolding in front of him. “She’s standing at the edge of the bed in a plaid skirt, a white dress shirt that’s tied off above her belly button, and a pair of black high heels. She has the tie on too.”


  His mind was quick to picture the cute brunette in the outfit his best friend had just translated to him. Sex, breakfast in bed, and now schoolgirl role-play? Some guys had all the luck.


  …


  …


  “You there?” Kevin asked, confused by the absence of sound.


  “Hey, Kevin…”


  That voice caused him to gulp. It was perky, cute, unusually devious, and it belonged to a particular girl that he’d had the pleasure of meeting a few times.


  “Hey, Eva,” Kevin greeted his buddy’s girlfriend.


  “I’m sorry for stealing your friend for the weekend,” she giggled. “I promise you can have him back on Monday.”


  “Keep him for as long as you want,” Kevin chuckled. “I’m pretty sure he prefers you to me anyway.”


  “I really like him,” Eva continued. “But can I let you in on a little secret? No one else knows about this. Not even Scott.”


  He nervously swallowed. She had a secret for him? “Um…sure…”


  “I’ve been a bad girl.”


  Kevin’s head almost exploded. “You’ve been a bad girl?”


  “I’ve been a very bad girl…” she repeated with a juvenile inflection. “I didn’t do any of my homework.”


  He only had one question at the moment. Did Eva have any sisters? “That doesn’t sound good.”


  “What do you think should happen?” she asked, continuing to pout. “It’s up to you.”


  Kevin was all smiles. How lucky was Scott? “Someone probably deserves to be punished.”


  “Kevin thinks I deserve to be punished,” Eva loudly repeated to her boyfriend. “What do you think, Scott?”


  Kevin could hear his friend agreeing in the background.


  “Well, I’d love to stay and chat, but the dean told me that it’s time for my spanking,” she playfully tittered.


  “That lucky shit…” remarked Kevin. “Make sure you send him back in one piece.”


  “No promises,” Eva laughed before ending the call.


  He slipped his phone into his pocket and shook his head. Twenty-four hours ago his best friend was a virgin, and now he was spanking a cute brunette while she was dressed up as a schoolgirl? How the hell had that happened?


  “Sounds like they’re having fun.”


  He jumped while a surprised yell escaped from his lips. As recognizable as Eva’s voice was on the phone, there was no mistaking the angel whose tone that belonged to. He quickly turned to see Ms. B standing just a few feet behind him in a black bathrobe.


  “Where did you come from?” he asked, rattled by her sudden appearance.


  “I’ve been standing here the entire time,” Lisa smiled. “I can’t believe you didn’t see my reflection in the window.”


  He looked back to his car to see a clear image of her standing behind him. He must’ve been too lost in the phone call to notice.


  “Deserves to be punished? What was that all about?” she asked.


  “Um…” he hesitated.


  She shot him a look that told him she was waiting for an answer. She also wasn’t in the mood to be lied to. He was the only person who could tell her what her son was up to, and she was expecting the truth.


  “Eva’s wearing her Catholic school uniform for Scott, and she forgot to do her homework.”


  “What part of this girl wouldn’t I like?” she asked with a big smile. “She’s taking care of Scott, making him breakfast in bed, and she’s dressing up in a schoolgirl outfit for him? That sounds like future daughter-in-law material to me!”


  “Yeah, she seems like a fun girl,” he agreed, shaking his head from what he was hearing. She was seriously into Eva dressing like a schoolgirl? What a perfect woman.


  “Scott is staying there again?” she asked.


  He nodded.


  Lisa watched him place his bike into the backseat of his car before getting his attention. “There’s a notebook of yours on the counter, by the way.”


  He couldn’t believe that his notebook was still here. Where was his head at? He nodded again before closing his car door and following her up the walkway and into the house. Grab that stupid notebook, drive home, and hopefully this current crazy level of awkwardness would dissipate over the next few weeks. He was almost out of dutch!


  Kevin shut the front door and turned around, only for his back to be roughly slammed against the entrance. Ms. B was pushing him against the wooden door with a little help from two handfuls gripping his cotton t-shirt. It was a stunning turn of events.


  She purred, “I’ve been a bad girl too.”


  His eyes were bulging. “What?”


  “I’ve been a very bad girl,” she told him with a devilish grin. “I think I need to be punished.


  He pushed her hands away and attempted to regain his bearings. His hangover wasn’t helping him understand this bizarre situation any clearer. “What are you talking about?”


  “I was thinking about last night,” she filled him in, standing just inches in front of the young man who towered above her. “I made a mistake.”


  “We both did, and I really shouldn’t have kissed you before I got out of your car either. That was a huge mistake.”


  “No, that’s not what I’m talking about,” she told him. “I made a mistake by stopping things on the couch. We should’ve went for it.”


  “But we couldn’t,” he firmly stated. “Because of Scott.”


  “Scott’s busy with his girlfriend.”


  “He’s still my best friend,” he argued. “And he’s your son! We can’t do that to him.”


  Her piercing blue eyes locked onto his concerned face. “Here’s what’s going to happen. Scott’s going to spend the day with his girlfriend, and you’re going to spend the day with yours.”


  Was he missing something? None of this made sense. “What? I don’t have a girlfriend.”


  “What time is it?” she asked.


  He pulled his phone out of his pocket to check. “9:57.”


  Lisa shot him a big smile. He was going to love this. “For the next fourteen hours and three minutes, I’m going to be your girlfriend.”


  Kevin gulped.


  “I was thinking about something after I dropped you off last night,” she went on. “Sure, we can kiss, and I can tell you what girls want to hear, and maybe we can even go a little further; but what better way to build your confidence than to have a test girlfriend for an entire day?”


  “A test girlfriend?” he inquired. “What’s a test girlfriend?”


  “I’m a test girlfriend,” she announced. “We’re going to spend the entire day together. Now, we can go out and do stuff, we can stay inside and have fun, or we can do something totally outside the box. It’s all up to you! And you know what? I’m going to give you feedback every step of the way. I’m going to make you irresistible to women!”


  He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.


  “My day is completely free,” she said. “Kevin, I’m all yours for the next fourteen hours. So, is there anything you want? Maybe something that’s been on your mind for a long time?”


  He gazed at that breathtaking face to be greeted by a never before seen mischievous grin. Somehow, at this very moment, he could read her like a book. She didn’t want to drink, flirt, or even kiss. No, she wanted to be bad—very bad.


  “Remember what we talked about last night?” she whispered to him. “About taking the lead? Lead me. Show me who’s in charge.”


  He reached out and found the top of her brunette head with his hand. The smirk she sent his way told him it was exactly what she desired. She wanted him to act like a man, and his days of behaving as a nervous teenager were in the past. It was about time he
took advantage of the world’s most unbelievable woman having a thing for him.


  He gently pushed down and watched her drop to her knees.


  She found herself face-to-face with a rapidly growing erection that was on the verge of bursting out at any moment. These gym shorts and that white tank top wouldn’t hold him back in the same way his jeans had last night. She was dying to discover one rather large detail, however. The fodder which had fueled her masturbatory fantasy last night had come courtesy of a particularly large bulge.


  The size of his dick wasn’t important; but at the same time, it certainly didn’t hurt matters that he appeared fairly well-endowed. There was no denying that he felt big in her hand last night either. The way he raved about her personality during their drunken evening together was what really did it for her. How he so passionately defended his stance on her looks resembling that of a supermodel was still fresh in her mind. His unbridled lust was the primary fuel behind her three overwhelming orgasms in her bedroom a mere eleven hours ago, and now it was time to return the favor.


  His confidence was absolutely growing. He took charge and pushed her right down to her knees moments ago! That never would’ve happened last night. But as amazing as the sight of her down on her knees must’ve been, there was one thing that drove a man crazier than anything, and she was really going to play up that angle.


  “That looks big.”


  She glanced up to find a smile from ear to ear on his handsome face. Yeah, she was just getting started.


  “I always thought you might be packing,” she went on.


  Kevin was in heaven. Someone needed to pinch him so he could tell if this was real or not. His dream girl was not only down on her knees in front of him, but now she was raving about his dick? This was the pinnacle of his existence.


  “Is that surprising to hear?” she asked with a sly grin. “That I think about you from time to time? Because I do.”


  He was desperately searching for something sexy to say. He was out of his element when it came to kissing her, so on what planet did he think he would be able to keep up with her dirty talk? Maybe it would be best to just shut up and enjoy.


  “The tall, skinny ones are usually on the larger side,” she continued, tracing her hand around his still hidden rock hard erection. “Have you thought about this before? Me on my knees, playing with your big cock?”


  His heart was pounding out of his chest. Kissing her was child’s play compared to his current situation. This was his buddy’s ridiculously sexy mom, in a bathrobe, down on her knees in front of him. Oh, and her fingers were brushing against his dick which she just so happened to be talking about. This was a completely different level from anything he’d ever imagined, but his mouth had yet to get with the program. The only thing he could manage to do was nod his head.


  Lisa wasted little time in turning her attention back to his groin. “That’s what I thought.”


  Her hands slipped inside the waistband of his basketball shorts, pulling the polyester fabric down to the floor to join his sneakers. The wet spot on his light blue boxers sent a chill down her spine. Precum! His cock was already leaking at the idea of messing around with her! She was being so bad. She jumped an eighteen-year-old cutie, told him that she would be his girlfriend for the day, and now she was staring right at his fully erect manhood which was only being held back by a thin layer of fabric. Who does something like this? Naughty girls, that’s who. Today, she was going to be one of the girls in the erotic stories she loved to read. Today, she was going to be a cougar.


  Her fingers slithered inside his boxers, dragging out the moment for as long as she could. She wanted this scene tattooed on his brain. He was never going to forget the time that he was the star of his very own porno.


  Inch by inch, his most prized possession was gradually unveiled. Maybe what she felt last night wasn’t an exaggeration. Perhaps this kid really was blessed. Thick, hard, masculine flesh continued to hypnotize her eyes until she finally met the big head of his cock. One more firm yank on his underwear finally freed his manhood, and she temporarily lost her breath in the process.


  “Jesus Christ…” she faintly remarked.


  What was that thing about confidence again? Oh yeah, Kevin was beaming with it now. Ms. B was staring at his penis with her mouth agape! She wasn’t talking, smiling, or reacting at all. She was just blankly gazing at him!


  It was time to join in on some of this verbal naughtiness. Who knows if he would ever get a chance like this again? He would most likely sound ridiculous, but he really didn’t care anymore. He was just going to go for it.


  “I think he likes you.”


  Her focus left the dripping tip of his stiff erection, and moved to the pair of fearless brown eyes that stared down at her. This wasn’t the nervous teen of yesteryear. He didn’t even resemble the guy who had seemingly been growing more assured of himself with every passing moment last night either. This was a man who truly felt good about himself. And now he was dirty talking too? This could get real fun.


  “Good, cause I like him,” she smiled before her eyes ran the length of the big dick in front of her again. “I think I know why Rachel broke up with you now.”


  Rachel was the last thing on his mind. Had she ever even existed?  Ms. B was the only woman alive as far as he was concerned.


  “Sweetheart, I don’t think she could handle this,” she told him while admiring his manhood. “You need a real woman for something this size.”


  Was she exaggerating slightly? Of course. Kevin wasn’t a porn star; but he certainly didn’t have anything to be ashamed of either, and he absolutely put most of the guys she’d been with over the past decade to shame. He was long, thick, and his trimmed pubic hair only made him that much more inviting. The big veins on his hard meat put the finishing touches on her now ruined panties, but she wasn’t ready to dive in just yet. Dirty talk was too much fun.


  “You have a beautiful cock.”


  He was trying his best not to smile like some giddy eight-year-old who’d just won a candy story shopping spree. Confidence was about staying cool. It was about acting like you’ve been here before, but he hadn’t been here before. A gorgeous woman worshiping his manhood was unexplored territory for the young man. It was hard to hold back his excitement.


  “Is there something you want?” Lisa asked. “Maybe something in particular?”


  Yeah, there was something he wanted, alright. He’d only fantasized about it about a million times over the years. How was he supposed to ask for it though?


  “Show me then,” she encouraged him to go for it. “You’re my boyfriend. It’s your job to lead me. Show me what you want.”


  He did his best to ask for what he desired, but terror consumed his now stammering voice. “I…uh… I…um…would really love-love a-a…a blowjob.”


  She wasn’t happy. “What did I just say?”


  He couldn’t possibly play this cool. He was asking her for a blowjob. For a fucking blowjob! “Um…”


  She used her eyes to capture his attention. “Look where I am. I’m on my knees with your cock two inches from my face. Kevin, I’m your girlfriend today! Isn’t it obvious what I want? So, stop stuttering, and asking, and acting like a little boy. No woman wants a boy. We want men, and men don’t second-guess themselves.”


  He reached out and grabbed the top of her brunette head. The immediate smile on her face told him everything he needed to know. This was exactly what she wanted. She was loving this just as much as he was.


  Her mouth opened as she allowed herself to be pulled closer to his throbbing manhood. Did this have to be a one time thing? Maybe she could talk Scott into allowing her to date his best friend. Funny, smart, kind, and now dominant? Yeah, she could get used to having this guy in her life as a boyfriend.


  And just like that, Kevin experienced the greatest moment of his life. It took all of two seconds for that perfect mouth to begin bobbing on his erection, and it was already the best blowjob he’d ever experienced. This wasn’t just some random hot chick. This was Ms. B! This was his fantasy girl of eleven years!


  Her hands gripped his bare thighs as she continued to make him feel things he didn’t know were possible. Half his cock disappeared each and every time her face moved nearer to his stomach. It was an effortless sensation of immense pleasure. Should that have surprised him though? Everything this woman did was amazing, so why wouldn’t her blowjobs be just as great?


  The moans and groans coming from above her were empowering. When was the last time a man reacted to one of her blowjobs like this? The idea of bringing this amazing guy pleasure was tapping into a part of her that she didn’t experience with men her own age. So many of those guys were jaded and unappreciative. She could still recall a few of them who were silent while she had their dicks in her mouth, and where’s the fun in that? She wanted to know what she was doing was being enjoyed, and Kevin was definitely letting her know. All she wanted was for that intense reaction to continue growing.


  She wrapped her hands around the back of his thighs and pulled herself into him. Seventy-five percent of his hard meat vanished deep down her throat as those moderate moans quickly turned to gasps. She held herself in place, her palms soaking in the pulsations from his legs. She wanted him thinking about this moment thirty years from now. She needed to wipe his mind of that Rachel girl who’d absolutely regret her decision to leave his life after realizing what else was out there. And yes, while this entire experience was for him, she would be lying if she didn’t admit to having fun being the hot mom every boy fantasized about.


  She finally pulled off of him and couldn’t help but laugh at his flabbergasted expression. “I’d love to deepthroat you, but, sweetheart, I don’t think I can get that thing all the way down my throat.”


  “Well, maybe I can give you a hand with that,” he boldly stated.


  His right hand reached out and firmly gripped the back of her head. He pulled her into him before stopping just inches in front of his cock. He didn’t want to be that guy.


  “If you’re okay with it,” he added.


  She reached behind her and removed his hand from her head before glaring up at him. Why couldn’t he get past this hurdle? “What did I just tell you? Huh? And what did I tell you last night?”


  “Yeah, but I don’t want to make you do something you’re not comfortable with,” he said.


  Maybe she was the jaded one? The guys she dated and hooked up with weren’t exactly gentlemen. Her urges and desires were usually pushed to the back-burner for their own needs, so perhaps that was why she interpreted his chivalry for weakness? At the end of the day, Kevin was just looking out for her, and wasn’t that her favorite quality of his?


  “You’re a sweetheart,” she told him. “You really are, you know that? Listen, while women don’t want to be forced to do things they aren’t comfortable with, we like when men take charge. It’s a fine line. Some girls like when you grab them by the head and make them choke on your dick, and others don’t want a hand anywhere near their head. You need to be able to read the person you’re with, and you should know what kind of girl I am by now.”


  “You’re probably more like the first kind…” he quietly noted.


  “I’m more like the first kind,” she verified with a big smile. “I want to make you happy; and if my boyfriend wants me to gag on his big cock, then I’m more than happy to do just that.”


  What sounded better coming out of her mouth? That he was her boyfriend, or that she was going to gag on his dick? They were both pretty freakin’ awesome, to be honest.


  His hand made its way to the back of her head once again before he pulled that pretty mouth back around his sensitive penis. Electricity shot throughout every inch of his body as he carefully inched his hips forward, the back of her throat contracting the deeper he probed. Her tight and gripping throat only added to the overwhelming sensation he was currently experiencing.


  A disappointed glance was there to meet him after releasing his hold at the first sound of gagging. Once again, she wasn’t a happy camper.


  “Did that feel good?” she asked, both audibly and visually annoyed.


  He nodded.


  “Then why’d you let me go?”


  He was having a difficult time understanding her frustration. “Because you were choking. I don’t want to hurt you.”


  Lisa took a moment to think of the best way to word her thoughts. She was just going to say it. That seemed to work pretty well last night. “You have two choices. Your first option is to be this timid little boy I’m looking at now. If that’s what you want, then you can go grab your notebook and head on home. Your second option is to be the guy I know you’re capable of being. Kevin, I promise that we’re going to have an awesome day together if you just act like the man I know you’re holding back from being. Because, sweetheart, I’m getting tired of having to hold your hand through every step of the process. You aren’t going to hurt me so stop worrying about that. Now, what is it you want?”


  “A blowjob…” he answered after taking a gulp, his faint voice barely loud enough to be heard.


  “And does it feel good when I take you deep?”


  “Yeah, it-it does-does,” he stuttered.


  “So, what’s the problem?” she asked. “Make me take you deep then.”


  “Even if you gag?”


  She did her best to send a reassuring smile up to him. “Honey, I want to gag on you. It makes me feel submissive. I love that! Now, make me choke on that big dick of yours before I run out of patience.”


  He laughed to himself before gripping the back of her head again. She really was something else.


  He watched the majority of his penis disappear once more before the sounds of choking were accompanied by wads of spit falling from her mouth and landing on her bathrobe below. Another glob of saliva dropped to the hardwood floor as his hips gave the back of her throat a few quick pumps. He eased his hold to allow her to breathe.


  “Perfect!” Lisa exclaimed. “Yes! Oh my God, yes! I love that!” Her blue eyes couldn’t appear more enthralled with what was happening. “Make me choke on it again!”


  He was well aware as to what she desired by this point. Not only did she want him to be confident and dominant, but she yearned to play the submissive role as well. In theory, they should be a perfect match, but he was still jumping mental hurdles in his mind. She was too special to harm. He just had to find her line; and, well, maybe something would help him relax a little.


  “Take your robe off.”


  She shot to feet and slipped out of her robe, throwing it over the stairway railing behind her. Seconds later, she was back to kneeling in front of her boyfriend for the day. Something about that sounded right.


  Kevin’s plan had backfired big time. Seeing her in her nightie had the complete opposite effect on him than the one he’d anticipated. While it was far from the tightest or most revealing outfit he’d witnessed her in over the years, that tiny hint of cleavage had turned his cock into a coffin nail, and those sexy legs had him feeling weak before she even dropped back down to her knees. Relaxing was the furthest thing from his mind now. The sudden urge to take control of this stunning woman had overwhelmed his body.


  He thrust back into her mouth, roughly pumping her throat as the sounds of gagging and choking filled the front entrance of the house. A few days ago he’d leaned against this very same door while waiting for Scott to grab something from his room. Now, he was fucking his dream girl’s mouth with his back pressed against that same wood. It’s weird how fast things can change.


  She wrapped her right hand around her left waist and placed them behind her back. She was sending a clear message. This was the exact thing she craved, and she by no means wanted it to stop. Feeling this previously shy high school kid control her mouth was exhilarating. She changed him! She took a cub and turned him into a lion!


  “Fuck yeah, Ms. B…”


  She wanted to scream! Did he really just grunt that at her while he continued to pump her throat? And what about those two handfuls of hair he was holding her up by? She felt like such a slut—but a good kind of slut. Being a slut for a guy who loves and respects you doesn’t make you a slut at all. It just means that a really fun day is in store for everyone involved!


  “You like gagging on that big cock?”


  She wanted nothing more than to tell him yes, but the big piece of meat lodged down her throat was preventing her from doing that. Kevin’s next girlfriend might like to give reserved blowjobs, but maybe she wouldn’t. It was her responsibility to prepare him for every kind of woman. It wouldn’t hurt anyone to have her personal needs attended to at the same time either.


  Her blue eyes were locked on him the entire time. No makeup, messy hair, and she still looked flawless. And she was even more perfect with his dick in her mouth. His thrusting came to a stop as he firmly pulled her into him, inching her cute little nose
closer to his stomach. Her pulsating throat gave way to a pair of dimming eyes which caused him to release his grip.


  Her mouth sprang off of him and quickly panted as she attempted to catch her breath. “Yes! Oh my God, Yes! That is—”


  “Stick out your tongue.”


  He was interrupting her with orders now? This was the side of this stud that she wanted to see. She quickly moved back in front of him and stuck out her tongue.


  Kevin gripped his rock hard member and firmly slapped it down on the soft, wet surface.


  Every part of her tingled and shivered. Where in the world had he picked that move up from? Who knows, but she loved it! He was so hard and he was showing her that. And she was the one who’d caused that!


  “Again!” she begged.


  The head of his manhood slammed down on her accepting tongue once more before he watched that amazing mouth slide along the bottom of his cock and turn its attention to his balls. Sloppy kisses and long licks soon wet his testicles in an onslaught of pleasure. There wasn’t one wasted movement from this perfect woman. Everything was done with the intent to please, and she was quite the expert in that field.


  Her mouth moved back to the head of his cock while both her hands wrapped around his thick shaft. She simultaneously began sucking and stroking, resulting in him seeing stars. He’d never felt anything like this before. Even her deepthroating didn’t compare to the feel of her hands and mouth working in unison to get him off; and with how great this felt, the growing urge to explode was becoming too much.


  “I’m gonna cum…”


  She didn’t stop for a single second. The first splash of cum hit her mouth, and the manly grunts sounding from above only urged her to keep at it. Shot after shot of semen promptly followed as she desperately worked to drain every drop from his precious manhood. A dream girlfriend doesn’t shy away from a mouthful of her man. No, she welcomes it.


  She kept on sucking as the last burst of fluids exploded from the unbelievably sensitive tip of his cock. She was relentless. Her mouth was a wanderer lost in the desert, and his dick was the only source of water for miles around. He was being worshipped and cherished. This amazing woman treated his manhood like a prize; and in turn, it made him feel like a million dollars. He didn’t want to come down from his high, but the buzz from his orgasm was unfortunately subsiding. The only thing he could do was glance down to find those stunning eyes staring up at him.


  Lisa opened her mouth to allow him a quick peek to see just how much had gathered inside. Moments later, she swallowed, grinning up at him before revealing her big finale. She parted her lips to reveal the end results.


  It was empty.


  “I only swallow guys I really, really care about,” she smiled up at him before wrapping her lips around his penis one last time to clean him off. Once she finished, she hopped to her feet and walked over to the stairs to retrieve her bathrobe. She slipped back into it and looked at her new boyfriend. “So, breakfast?”


  Kevin merely stared at her, the door behind him keeping his drained body off the floor.


  “Hey!” she snapped her fingers. “You there? You want some breakfast, honey?”


  He’d yet to move.


  “Pancakes, french toast, eggs…” she offered.


  He appeared frozen in time.


  “Cereal?” she asked. “I could go grab some donuts or something if you want too.”


  “You’re awesome.”


  That wasn’t the breakfast choice she expected to hear. “What?”


  “You’re so awesome,” he repeated with a big smile on his exhausted face. “You’re so beautiful, and nice, and smart…”


  He was really doing this again? Didn’t they already have this conversation last night? Not that she was complaining. It wasn’t like she would pass up the chance to be fawned over for the second time in the last thirteen hours.


  “And that blowjob,” he continued, glancing down at his wet cock. “That was absolutely unreal.”


  That brought a smile to her.


  “You do so much for everyone else,” he said. “Even your job. You’re a secretary. You help other people for a living, and that really sums up the kind of person you are, doesn’t it?”


  “What does that mean?” she questioned, somewhat confused.


  “You take care of everyone else,” Kevin explained. “What was last night about? Helping me become a good kisser. And what about right now? You’re teaching me how to take charge and behave in a manner women want. But you want to know what the past two days haven’t been about?”


  She had no idea.


  “You,” he said. “You just gave me a blowjob and then offered to make me breakfast. God, you’re so amazing. It’s time for things to be about you for a change.”


  “About me?” she asked.


  He moved away from the door and approached the puzzled brunette. His hand reached out and intertwined with the fingers on her right hand. He was doing the one thing she’d been repeatedly driving into his head. He was taking charge.


  She felt herself being pulled toward the stairs and willingly followed him up the steps. “Where are we going?”


  “To your bedroom,” he answered. “It’s time for things to be about you.”


  




  

    Chapter 6 – Giving Back


  


  The thrill of being led to her bedroom by an eighteen-year-old kid was almost paralyzing for the thirty-eight-year-old mom. There was naughtiness, there were taboo acts, and then there was this. How funny did he look naked with only his socks and sneakers on?
But his goofiness was the last thing on her mind at the moment. She couldn’t stop replaying his most recent words in her head. “It’s time for things to be about you.” What did that mean? She had a feeling that it wouldn’t be long before she found out.


  Her bedroom door opened as she followed him inside by the hand. Five teenage fingers found her shoulder and discarded her bathrobe, resulting in her only being covered by her black nightie. Her new choice in wardrobe wasn’t her priority, however. It was the possessive look on Kevin’s face. It was sending chills down her spine.


  Her hands gripped the bottom of her nightwear and playfully raised it several inches up her thighs. Kevin had made his way to her bed and taken a seat on the edge of the mattress as her shoulders slowly began to move. Was she really doing this? Was she actually giving a silent striptease to a high schooler? Slow, methodical footsteps toward the stud sitting on the end of her bed answered that question as her eyes remained locked on his face.


  “You’re so hot.”


  Those words sent her into a trance. She felt hot. Maybe all the praise over the past two days had gotten to her head? Every time he opened his mouth, part of her was desperate to live up to his acclaim. If he thought she was hot, then she wanted to be hot.


  She spun so her back faced the bed, lifting the bottom of her nightie for a split second. What had she expected after briefly flashing her panties to the sweetheart positioned just a few feet to her rear? Of course he would have more praise for her. It was pretty much a guarantee.


  “Jesus Christ…” he gasped.


  But she yearned for more. She wanted stronger, more passionate reactions from him. She needed remarks which would linger in her mind for years. It was clear that in order to get what she truly needed, she would have to step up her game.


  She turned so that she faced him once again. “I wanna be a bad girl today.”


  He couldn’t hide his surprised reaction. She’d even whined like some horny schoolgirl while unveiling her desires. It was heaven.


  “Like, really, really, really bad,” she continued before flashing him an innocent smirk. “But I just don’t want to be a bad girl. I want to be your bad girl.”


  “Um—”


  “How’s that sound?” she cut off his hesitation. “I’m gonna be your little plaything today. I’m a bad girl and I deserve to be punished.”


  “Nothing about you is bad,” he immediately countered. “You’re perfect. Now, take that nightie off. Slowly…”


  She bit her lower lip in an effort to conceal her smile. “But I don’t wanna…”


  “Excuse me?” he asked.


  She knew that her big grin was most likely giving away her attempt to play shy, but she really didn’t care. The situation was too hot to stress about if her acting was up to par.


  “I don’t wanna take it off…”


  “Oh, is that right?” Kevin asked.


  Her eyes locked onto the hardwood floor below. “Bad girls do what they want.”


  “Get over here,” he ordered.


  She glanced up to find the index finger on his right hand pointing to the floor at his feet. His willingness to act like a dominant man had her more turned on than she’d ever been in his life. But wait. What if he wasn’t acting? What if this was the real Kevin? What if her boyfriend for the day was everything she wanted in a man? She was about to find out.


  She responded with a quick shake of her head.


  “I’m not asking,” he said, his voice deep and demanding.


  This was the guy she wanted. A man who respected her; but at the same time, took control of the situation. That finger represented an order, and it was time she started listening.


  She slowly approached the bed, coming to a stop just inches in front of him. Her eyelashes rapidly fluttered, doing their best to appear as innocent as possible. She couldn’t get over how naughty she felt.


  Suddenly, there was a strong hand on the exposed skin of her thigh. Kevin’s palm and fingers ran along her smooth skin, exploring previously off-limit areas of her body. But then something changed. His touch vanished as he hopped to his feet, now standing in front of her. Her eyes journeyed the half of foot skyward to his face to discover him staring down at her, and it didn’t take long for that gaze to turn into a smirk.


  He reached out and grabbed a handful of the back of her silk nightgown. His strong arm pulled her past him, sending her flying over the edge of the bed. There was confidence, and then there was pushing your friend’s mom over the edge of her own mattress, and she couldn’t get enough of this aggressive side of him. Her feet were on the floor and her tummy pressed against the sheets of her bed; and if all that wasn’t good enough, a deep voice decided to speak up.


  “Look at that fuckin’ ass.”


  She decided to admit to a certain detail with the left side of her face resting against the soft bed sheets. “I’ve seen you checking me out over the years.”


  “Is that right?”


  “Mmm-hmm…” she playfully responded. “I like teasing you. I bend over in front of you for a reason. Because I’m a bad girl.”


  His hand methodically grazed along her fit thighs. Her gown was raised over her butt, revealing a little pair of black lace panties which were doing their best to cover the world’s most treasured jewel, but their efforts were in vain. The bottom of those perky cheeks were fully exposed to his accepting young eyes, and he was soaking up every inch of their purity. This wasn’t anything like his view inside the laundry room yesterday. His fingers were only inches away from the rump which had been on his mind for eleven years. Physics didn’t even apply to what he was gazing at. Two perfectly molded cheeks were mere seconds away from feeling his touch.


  His palm grasped the bottom of her left butt cheek and gave it a firm squeeze. Her skin melted in his fingers. Her backside was liquid and his hand a container. Every clutch of her ass caused her meat to take a new shape inside his grip. Her body was sculpted for his hold, and he could bend and shape her in any way he pleased.


  “Oh!” Lisa called out.


  The gentle worship of her tush had been replaced by a firm slap. His roughness was short-lived; however, because that dominant hand moved to her other cheek and began showering it with the attention it deserved. He was appreciating just how hard she worked to stay in shape. He was caressing and fondling her body. This hunk made her feel like a goddess, and she was eager to ride this high for as long as she could.


  But as much as he loved her butt, there was another part of her that had been on his mind nonstop for over a decade as well. He pulled her gown up further until it moved past her shoulders. It was time to see all of this angel.


  The surprise of no bra caused him to stop.


  Her chest was buried in the mattress below, hiding his childhood fantasy from his eyes. He raised the rest of the nightie over her elegant dark hair and tossed the dress off to the side. He had her. He finally had his crush all to himself. A small pair of black lace panties were the only thing keeping this amazing woman from her most natural self.


  His hands slid along her back to feel all of her strong muscles. She was a queen. She was the closest thing to perfection he’d encountered during his eighteen years of existence. Every inch of her skin was a gift that made his body feel electric. The little scar on her shoulder blade was a cherished painting in his eyes. He just wanted more of her.


  “Stand up.”


  That wasn’t what
Lisa wanted to hear. As much as she loved being worshiped, another part of her desired to be ravished. No words being exchanged over the next five or so minutes would’ve been ideal. What she really craved was to have her panties yanked to the side, and for his thick meat to sink inside her. Raw, animalistic, aggressive sex with her face pressed into the mattress—now, that was control. That was a man acting like a man; but at the end of the day, he was the one calling the shots.


  She reluctantly stood and turned to face him.


  His heart pounded in his chest. How was every part of her better than the last? Two big, teardrop breasts were positioned over a perfectly flat tummy. Small areolas and little erect nipples only caused her chest to appear that much fuller. No part of his ex-girlfriend’s body possessed the perk or youthfulness of his friend’s thirty-eight-year-old mother. All he could do was run his hand through his hair as he looked on in amazement, speechless.


  Her hands found her hips as she sported a pose for the flabbergasted teen. “So?”


  “You’re perfect.”


  “Well, thank you,” she smiled. “That’s very nice of you to say.”


  “I’m not trying to be nice,” he admitted with his eyes refusing to leave the sight in front of him. “You’re just…perfect.”


  Lisa was blushing.


  “I want you up on the bed,” he instructed. “On your back.”


  She flashed him a disappointed glance. This wasn’t even remotely playing out like she’d envisioned. “What’s wrong with me being bent over the side of it?”


  “Come on, let’s go,” he ordered, pointing at the mattress. “Get up there.”


  She rolled her eyes before following his instructions. She’d obviously jumped the gun with her assessment of Kevin. Apparently, there’s no such thing as a perfect guy.


  Forty-Five Minutes Later.


  Lisa was wrong. She was so, so, so wrong. There was such a thing as a perfect guy, and he’d just so happened to have his face buried between her legs for three quarters of an hour.


  Kevin still couldn’t believe he’d been momentarily caught off-guard forty-five minutes ago. Ms. B followed his directions and lied flat on her back with her head resting in her pillows. He remembered reading somewhere on the internet that women don’t like when you get right to it—instead preferring a slow, sensual build up—so that’s exactly what he did. He showered her smooth legs with passionate kisses as his mouth worked down to her feet. Each and every one of her toes received the proper amount of individual attention inside his mouth before he gradually made his way back up toward those sexy black panties.


  Her inner-thighs were next in line to be adored and worshipped before his tongue took over and slid along her fit stomach. The faint trail of saliva he left on her tummy resulted in a girlish giggle out of the underappreciated mom. That captivating titter only encouraged him to spend another few minutes worshiping her phenomenal midsection, but another part of her was waiting.


  It wasn’t long before his lips gently clamped around the erect nipple on her left breast. Her whimpers grew in strength as his playful licking and fondling turned to strong sucking. Flashbacks of last night quickly entered his mind. If she loved having her lower lip bit, then maybe she would feel the same way about her breasts? A boy would ask, while a man would go for it and react accordingly.


  His teeth softly locked around her hardened nipple and gave it a gentle bite. His clench turned to light nibbles as her gasps grew stronger and her hands gripped his hair. He was making this woman squirm! His mouth stayed locked on her left breast while his free hand fondled and squeezed her right one.


  This kid was a natural. Her body was being poked by pins and needles as her sensitive breasts were being properly attended to, and she didn’t even have to say a word! He just knew what to do! Her moans were providing adequate feedback, but this was still a teaching lesson at the end of the day. Verbal communication was part of the deal.


  “That feels so good, baby.”


  Kevin froze. Baby? She called him baby? His lips wasted little time in picking back up where they’d left off before her pet name had caught his attention. He loved being called baby. That was a name reserved for someone you really care about, and she was showing him just how special he was to her. But as much as he loved her breasts (and boy, did he love ‘em), it’d been an awfully long time since his tongue praised her neck.


  He slithered north and planted his lips on her neck, his stiff erection pressing against her bare thigh as the faint smell of vanilla permeated to the sensory cells inside his nose. Maybe it was just her regular odor? Why wouldn’t someone so perfect always smell this good? It made sense when he really thought about it. She was too amazing to be anything other than spectacular.


  His mouth moved to her ear and gave her lobe a light nibble before speaking up. “I’ve wanted to do something for a long time.”


  “Oh yeah?” she moaned, still riding high from the attention her body was receiving courtesy of his hands and mouth. “What’s that?”


  “I want to taste you.”


  Those five words sent a jolt through her. He wanted to taste her? As if having her body worshipped wasn’t enough, now they were really about to get intimate with each other. His warm breath faded from her ear; and suddenly, her panties were pulled down. Her lace underwear quickly found the floor before his mouth began working its way back up, kissing and licking every part of her skin in the process.


  Of course she looked like this. Why wouldn’t she? She was completely clean-shaven without a hint of a hair to be seen. Small, trim, inviting pink vaginal lips were next in line to greet his eyes. Ten minutes of kissing, licking, and sucking all over her body had resulted in a glistening glow to her flawless vulva. She wasn’t just wet. She was wet from him!


  His lips moved to her inner-thighs before he allowed his warm breath to graze over her pussy and still hidden clit. Every second of teasing caused her to squirm and wiggle on the bed. He didn’t need feedback to jot that mental note down. Girls like to be teased before you get down to business: make sure to never forget that.


  He was in heaven from the moment his tongue first touched her labia. Rachel didn’t have a taste to her. There was a plain, nonexistent flavor to his ex-girlfriend. It was like licking his forearm when he went down on her. Not that he minded it, but what he was currently experiencing wasn’t anything like that. In fact, it was the complete opposite.


  Ms. B tasted sweet.


  His tongue was taken to a world of nectar and citrus. Was it her health nut lifestyle? Maybe all those fruits she was always eating were responsible for her incredible flavor? Whatever it was, he could make a habit of tasting her, but her sweetness wasn’t the most intoxicating part of her.


  It was her moans.


  He gently pulled back her clitoral hood to reveal that little button of nerve endings. His mouth explored all around her clit, fueled by her increasingly loud whimpers and cries. He couldn’t wait any longer. He needed to take this woman to the pinnacle of sexual bliss.


  “Yessssssss… Just like that…” Lisa coached as his tongue finally swept across her aching clit for the first time.


  Fifteen minutes of growing sexual lust and intense build up were finally coming to fruition. That taboo tongue caused her body to shiver and shake as his hand began to wander along her stomach. Teaching him how to take care of a woman wouldn’t be difficult. This kid had a gift.


  But that was almost forty minutes and three orgasms ago. Kevin was what Lisa would label as a “fast learner.” Sure, from what she could tell he was naturally good in bed, but he picked up on every little detail and hint she threw out for him. A “that feels good” would result in him immediately adding whatever caused that pleasure into his repertoire. A loud moan kept his tongue exactly where it was. She even walked him through using his fingers, and it may as well have been second nature to him. This stud was going to make some cute coed a very happy girl in the future; but for the rest of her Saturday, Lisa was going to enjoy her boyfriend all to herself.


  She grabbed two handfuls of his thick brown hair and roughly squeezed. That warm, tingling feeling shot through her feet again while his tongue rapidly lapped at her clit. But even stronger than those tingles was the sensation of his arms wrapped around her legs. He had her under his control. Kevin wasn’t acting like a tentative little boy. He was listening to her feedback and what she wanted; but at the same time, he was controlling the situation. It was the exact kind of man that she wanted him to be.


  Her thighs were next to experience that overwhelming warmness as the heat quickly moved to the depths of her empty stomach. Abruptly, her chest caught fire. She was on the verge of screaming. This was even more powerful than her previous three explosions. Every thought in her brain promptly went blank as the flames reached her forehead. She was about to go off.


  “Oh my God!!!”


  She was cumming again! He’d dove headfirst into the situation with a “fake it till you make it” attitude. He’d given oral sex a few times, but he never really knew what he was doing. Rachel wasn’t one to provide much feedback. He knew that it was hard to go wrong with clitoral stimulation, but he really listened and read Ms. B’s body for how she reacted; and, hey, it sure as shit seemed to be working. The world’s most amazing woman was cumming in his mouth for the fourth time because he’d communicated with her.


  He couldn’t care less that the hair on his head felt like it was being torn out of his scalp. She could pull as hard as she wanted. Her body raved and twisted in pleasure, and those previous moans had turned to screams. This was the pinnacle of power. To be able to make someone you care about feel this way was life-changing. Even being able to give back a fraction of everything she’d done for him over the years was compelling.


  He pulled back after her screeching finally calmed. Her hair was messy, drool ran down her chin and neck, and her immaculate vagina possessed a shiny sparkle thanks to his mouth. Her fit body appeared even more tight and toned as a result of everything it’d been through. Ms. B wasn’t some mythical creature. She was a woman. She was a woman with needs, and he was lucky enough to be the guy taking care of them.


  Lisa’s hectic panting eventually gave way to normal breathing. It took a few minutes, but she was feeling like herself again. “Amazing. Kevin that was amazing.”


  “Anything in particular that felt good?”


  “Everything,” she wasted no time in answering. “Everything felt amazing. Do exactly what you did on me to your next girlfriend, and she’ll do anything for you. Believe me.”


  He was all smiles.


  Her eyes left the ceiling and moved to the ecstatic teen who was now kneeling on the bed in front of her. “Is there anything else you want help with?”


  He grinned.


  “Anything at all,” she added.


  “Go put some yoga pants on,” he said.


  Flabbergasted would describe her reaction to that request. “What?”


  “Go put some yoga pants on,” Kevin repeated. “Black ones.”


  “You…you want me to get dressed?” she inquired.


  He confidently nodded.


  She hopped off the bed, fairly confused by what she’d just heard. The last thing she expected was to be told to get dressed. “Just yoga pants?”


  He pondered her question for a moment before answering, “Black thong, black yoga pants, and that pink tank top you love to wear.”


  She skipped over to her dresser to find the outfit he’d demanded. While this wasn’t the direction she saw the morning headed in, she was always ready to play dress-up. What girl wasn’t? She slipped into a clean thong before a fresh pair of black yoga pants followed. Her favorite pink spaghetti strap tank top put the finishing touches on her outfit.


  “I think part of me just died.”


  She curiously glanced over at the young man who was now standing just to the side of her bed. “Huh?”


  “You were naked and then I had you get dressed,” he laughed. “Maybe I’m an idiot, but there’s something I’ve always wanted to do.”


  Could she continue to bite her tongue? She’d somehow made it this long without saying something, but she couldn’t hold back any longer. “I can’t get over how ridiculous you look.”


  He glanced down at his naked body to see his stiff erection standing at full attention. One thing looked a little out of place, however. He was so caught up in the moment, that he’d forgotten to take off his sneakers.


  “No good?” he sarcastically asked.


  “Naked with shoes on?” she snickered. “Yeah, no good…”


  He smiled at his now fully dressed dream girl before waving for her to follow him.


  She trailed behind him out the bedroom and down the stairs, observing him kicking his sneakers off at the front door before getting dressed in his basketball shorts and t-shirt. Were they going somewhere? They had to be, right? She was just naked in bed a few minutes ago, and now they were both dressed downstairs. This certainly wasn’t typical eighteen-year-old boy behavior.


  “Oh, you’re hungry?” she questioned after following him into the kitchen. “Why didn’t you just say something? So, what sounds good, sweetheart?”


  Kevin only smiled at her.


  “What?” she curiously asked. “Why are you looking at me like that?”


  “Do you have any fruit salad?”


  “No, I haven’t gotten around to cutting up the stuff I bought yesterday,” she said. “Do you want some fruit salad?”


  He nodded.


  She hustled over to the kitchen counter and pulled out a cutting board. A long, sharp knife joined the marble surface where a watermelon, two pineapples, and a container of kiwi were waiting. She rolled the watermelon onto the board and sliced into it with her blade.


  “So, that was fun,” he said.


  She turned her head to see him sitting at his usual spot at the kitchen table. “Yeah, you could say that again. I wish guys my age gave oral like you. You’re unbelievable.”


  His grin couldn’t be much bigger as his eyes did what they always had over the past eleven years of his life. What else was he supposed to do? It was the only thing that made sense to him.


  “You have no idea how many times I’ve sat in this very seat and watched you in the kitchen,” he told her while staring at her perfect backside. “I watched this amazing woman, make this awesome meals, all while looking so sexy.”


  She shot him a smile before continuing her mission to slice up the watermelon as fast as she could. He shouldn’t have to wait after what he’d just done for her. After all, she still felt giddy from that last orgasm.


  “There’s this one thing I’ve always wanted to do.”


  “Oh yeah? What’s that?” she asked with her back turned to the kitchen table. Quick, quiet footsteps evaded her attention as she sliced once again into the succulent fruit in front of her. Suddenly, she wasn’t alone. “Oh!”


  Kevin pressed against her back, her butt soaking in the feel of his still semi-erect cock through his shorts. His arms ran along the outside of her body before his hands found the countertop surface. He was doing the one thing he’d always fantasized about: trapping his dream girl in his hold.


  Cute giggles from kissing her neck had his manhood rock hard before he could say a word. She was casually cutting up fruit for him while he pressed into her like she was his girlfriend; and for today at least, she was.


  His mouth found her ear to let her know, “There’s one last thing on my list.”


  “And what’s that?” she asked.


  His right hand pushed the cutting board and fruit off to the side. The sharp knife followed until the countertop in front of them was completely clear. He leaned back and gave her shoulder a light push, sending her sprawling over the marble surface. It was almost like she was waiting for it.


  Lisa felt her yoga pants and thong swiftly pulled down, and the big head of his cock rub along the length of her moist pussy lips. Her attempt to step out of her clothes was derailed by an overwhelming sensation of fullness. He obviously didn’t care that her pants and underwear were down around her knees. The stud behind her didn’t have time for minuscule problems like those. He saw something he had to have, and he was taking it.


  A loud groan escaped from his lips as his thick cock sank inside the one place he’d always deemed off-limits. This incredible woman was amazing in bed, tasted sweet, and looked perfect; so why wouldn’t she feel like this too? He shouldn’t have been surprised, but he would be lying if he didn’t admit to being a little caught off guard.


  She gripped him like a glove as his throbbing erection explored the depths of her inviting hole. He was being hugged from every direction. Everything was tight, wet, and warm, and her ridges were sending electricity throughout his manhood. And having her bent over the counter while she was still partially dressed only made everything that much hotter. Over a decade of fantasies were coming to life; and he was going to enjoy every second of it, because something told him he didn’t have too many of those seconds left.


  He picked up the pace, the sound of his balls slamming into her pussy echoing throughout the kitchen. One hand on her hip, one on her clothed shoulder, and his cock in the most wonderful place on the planet. Life didn’t get any better than this.


  “Harder.”


  His ears perked up at the sound of her request. There was a desperation deep inside him to impress her. It’d always been there, and his new confident demeanor didn’t change that. His fingers sank further into her body so he could began to hammer away.


  “Harder!” she loudly demanded with the left side of her face buried against the countertop. “Fuckin’ give it to me!”


  Did Ms. B just swear? And she said “fuck!” Well, it looked like someone was letting loose. He wanted in on this.


  “You like that?” he asked.


  “I love it, baby!” she enthusiastically replied. “I’ve been a bad girl!”


  Kevin’s face lit up. He couldn’t get enough of her. “Fucking your son’s friend like a little slut.”


  “I need to be punished, Daddy…” she cried out.


  There wasn’t any point in holding back now. Lord knows he was giving it everything he had. His pelvis thrust into her plump backside as his cock continued its mission to touch every part of her heavenly pussy. She felt like a velvet—like one-of-a-kind fabric from some hidden part of the world that only he had access to. It was a feeling he wanted twenty-four seven access to.
His left hand joined his right, firmly gripping her shoulders in an attempt to impale her.


  Multiple oral orgasms always caused her to explode fairly quickly during sex, but it’d been so long since a guy had made her cum that she’d forgotten about that trait of hers. Her right hand slipped down to her clit and began feverishly rubbing herself. The realization that a pair of big balls were slamming into her hand while she went about her task only turned her on that much more. Kevin wasn’t a nervous teenager anymore. He was a stud. He was a stud capable of giving her something no one else could, and now she was getting the hardest pounding of her life—in the kitchen of all places!


  Lisa had one special talent that she reserved for select occasions. Years ago, her girlfriend introduced her to kegels, and they quickly became a staple in her daily routine. Their role in the bedroom was perhaps her favorite perk in the many health benefits attached to the exercises. She could give herself mind-blowing orgasms during intercourse. Now, it was a two-way street. Her pelvic muscles would contract around the dick which was inside her; and in turn, cause her partner to instantly cum almost every time. That kind of power over a man was exhilarating, but she didn’t want to make Kevin orgasm before she crossed the finish line first.


  Long, hard strokes combined with her fingers wildly rubbing her clit had her right on the edge. She was seconds away now, and who better to experience this moment with than the hunk behind her? Her muscles flexed, causing her vagina to tighten and immediately feel smaller. The increased amount of friction resulted in an almost deafening grunt from the stud to her rear.


  “Inside me!” she demanded before feeling her body lose all control and become engulfed by that familiar orgasmic warmth again.


  Kevin was a goner. She had clamped down on his cock, and her insides now pulsated around his manhood. Every bump and ridge of her perfect pussy was magnified as she erupted on his dick. An explosion of love, lust, and power burst from the tip of his cock, and propelled into her welcoming hole. Rope after rope of his seed filled her insides as the two came together. Years of passion, desire, and flirting all came out in that one single connecting moment. She no longer felt like his friend’s mom or even his girlfriend. She felt like his lover.


  Her vagina released and allowed him to slide out, sending a steady flow of cum along with him. It dripped down onto the kitchen floor and the clothes which were still wrapped around her knees. She was an exhausted mess heaped over the last place she’d ever imagined cumming this hard.


  He smiled at the drained woman still bent over in front of him. “Let me grab a towel.”


  She attempted to turn, but held onto the counter for dear life. Her right hand barely managed to reach out and give him the stop sign as she took a moment to collect herself. Her insides were still on fire.


  “You-you-you just…just s-s-s-sit…”


  “At the table?” he asked.


  She swallowed in an effort to regain her bearings. Four strong orgasms and one earth-shattering one can take a while to come down from, after all. “Yeah…table…at the table. I’m gonna make-make-make you breakfast.”


  “I can help if you—”


  “No!” she interrupted, her mind finally clearing. “You just sit. I’m making you breakfast.”


  He pulled up his shorts and headed over to the kitchen table to take a seat. He watched her hustle out of the kitchen and up the stairs—her legs still somewhat wobbly—before returning in a clean pair of gray yoga pants.


  “Still want fruit salad?” she inquired before strutting back over to the counter. She was finally feeling like herself again—just a hell of a lot more happy than usual.


  “If you’re making it,” he nodded. “French toast sounds pretty good too.”


  She quickly moved over to the refrigerator to retrieve a loaf of bread and some eggs. “So, does my boyfriend have anything else planned for us today?”


  “I was thinking about a hike,” he told her.


  “I’d love to go for a hike!” she energetically replied. “But make sure it’s a short one! I wanna get back here before noon!”


  He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. She sounded just like Scott.


  She cracked an egg into a bowl before grinning back at the table. “Because, sweetheart, you still have a lot to learn…”
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