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Chapter 1











G
 reat Uncle Albert always was a bit of a recluse. To the rest of the family, he was the eccentric uncle who might show up to ever third Christmas. If he came it was with dozens of well thought out gifts. He was related to my dad's side, but no one ever really knew how. He had just always been crazy old Uncle Albert.

My first memory of the man he arrived early one Christmas morning just as the snows began to fall. The gentle white flakes sticking to the icy pavement as a long elegant car drove down the street. Our small town of Brewster, Nebraska had never seen anything so fancy before.

He hopped out of the car dressed in an expensive suit and carrying bags of presents into the house. The presents were clothes and other practical goods, but on that first Christmas, I met him he gave me only one gift. It was an ancient wooden box, and inside arranged neatly were several glass tiles with gold on them, spools of wire and other odd things to my ten-year-old mind. Tucked within the lid was a slim book listing all sorts of different circuits and basic electronic information. I did not understand what it all was at first and thought the wire was meant to be the toy.

He only stayed a few minutes to hug my dad and mom, drop off their presents and give me my odd box. Then he asked if I would walk him to his car and my parents look at each other, as if to say, that’s rather odd, but agreed. Great Uncle Albert walked with slow steps through the fresh snow and paused at the sidewalk. I hugged my coat, wondering what the strange man wanted with me.

“I’ve been told you excel with your studies,” he finally said quietly, his small eyes suddenly very sharp as they gauged me, “that you have been placed in the gifted programs.”

“There isn't much of a gifted program," I said laughing, "it's a student-teacher and two other kids. We mostly make baking soda and vinegar volcanos, because the county budget can only afford a box of baking soda.”

“Is that so,” He said with a frown, “It’s a shame your grandfather moved out here, but I haven’t come to litigate the past. I’ve come to find the next key-holder.”

“Next what?” I asked.

“I have a challenge for you,” he said, his eyes boring into mine, "The box I gave you contains several items. The challenge is to use what’s in that box, and only what’s in that box, to construct a device that will turn a light bulb on and off without touching it.”

“Ok,” I said grinning, “That sounds pretty cool. But by when?”

“Good question,” he said with a small smile, “You have exactly one year, give or take a few hours. I will be here next Christmas to see your results. Any more questions?”

“What do I get if I beat the challenge?” I asked.

He smiled a small sly smile and said, “A key.”

“To what lock?” I asked, puzzled. The old man just laughed and headed out to his car.

“The lock is in Massachusetts. You should visit sometime!" Then he hopped in the back of his car and the driver sped off. That was crazy old Great Uncle Albert. I spent the whole year playing with that box, but I solved the puzzle.

Now I sat in my dorm room with a letter, written in calligraphy, informing me that Great Uncle Albert has passed away the weekend before and that my presence was requested at his lawyer’s office in Boston. Along with the letter was an ancient key. I hadn't been especially close to Uncle Albert; the man wasn't close to anyone in the family, so I couldn't imagine what he would have left me. I thought after I got into MIT at sixteen that he might visit more often, seeing as how he lived somewhere in Massachusetts, but I hadn’t heard from him in the three years I had been at the school so far.

It had been a rough transition, moving from Nebraska to MIT at such a young age. But I couldn’t turn down the scholarship the prestigious university offered me. I had always been into science, electronics and mathematics growing up, my interest sparked by Uncle Albert’s constant puzzles and challenges throughout the years. The school was amazing and for the first time in my life; I felt challenged and engaged with meaningful material.

Living in the dorms was never fun when you're a few years younger than every roommate they assign you. But not having a social life helped me to focus on my studies, and I got top marks in nearly all of my courses. Though my studies went well, I never really made friends at school and never dated. In my second year, I got up the nerve to ask a plump sweet redhead from my Complex Numbers and Complex Exponentials course. I stood outside the classroom, struggling to meet her eyes as I asked for her number. The look of surprise and awkwardness on the girl’s face when she said, ‘no sorry, I’m seeing someone’, cut to my heart. I resigned myself to a life of celibacy and study.

The door to my room opened and my roommate and one of his lacrosse friends came in talking loudly to one another.

“So, I told Todd, that girl is a slut even Blake should be able to hook up with her,” Eaton glanced at me standing in front of my small computer desk, “The little pimple could even hook up with her. Right pimp?” He snickered at the nickname in his cruel way. He shoved me aside, and the letter slipped from my fingers. His friend snatched it out of the air before I could grab it. Holding me off easy as I tried to grab it back from him.

“Give that back!” I said the anger boiling up in me. I usually put up with my roommate's bullying, but something felt ragged inside me, perhaps it was the loss I felt finding an outlet.

“What is it?” Eaton asked in his snide voice, “A love note from his boyfriend?”

“To the young master Aiden Alric Agustus Sussex,” Eaton’s friend read off the letting in a mocking voice.

“Young masturbator, huh huh,” Eaton said.

“We regret to inform you of the passing of your Great Uncle Albert Alric Agustus Sussex the II,” he frowned at that, “Ahh your uncle passed away, damn man I’m sorry.”

“Give me that,” Eaton said, snatching the paper out of his hand, frowning as he read it, “Looks like you’re getting some inheritance. Maybe you can get off the voucher program, huh huh, fucking Pimple.” He pushed me with one hard shove and snatched up his lacrosse bag and slouched from the room. His friend bent and picked up the paper and handed it to me, with an apologetic look, then tagged along after the walking chode I had been forced to room with for the past three years.

Pulling out my cell phone, I called the lawyer's office and asked a pleasant-sounding woman for its address, as the letter I’d received had no return address and I couldn’t find any information on it online, which was strange.

“Young Master Sussex, a car will be sent to pick you up at your current residence. You are still located at Westgate?”

“Yes,” I said, “how did you know that?”

“Young Master Sussex,” she said in her pleasant manner, “Cohn & Stepford, have been the personal attorneys for the estate and all its antecedents for over a century. You’ll find that we keep ourselves informed and discreet about our client’s business.”

“Then if you have to communicate with me again, just send an email,” I said wryly, “that letter wasn’t very discreet.”

“My sincerest apologies Young Master,” the woman said, sounding shaken, “I assure you we will adjust out communications to coincide with your wishes in the future. We have been operating as per your Great Uncles wishes up until now, and it would behove us to modernize our systems.”

“Um, ok,” I said.

“The car will arrive in the next three minutes, we look forward to your arrival, Young Master, and have a pleasant trip.” She hung up, and I sat up and quickly changed, running into the bathroom and slicking back my unruly black hair as best I could. I threw on my old jacket and a tie, not knowing what to expect, but wishing to be respectful. I threw my laptop and a book into my backpack and ran downstairs and out to the street.

There was a small crowd gathered near a car that looked like it had been stolen from a 1930s tycoon. It was all black and chrome, with a long engine block and big scoop fenders. The cab was lined with soft black leather and appointed in mahogany and silver. Standing next to the vintage car was a short blond woman dressed in a uniform of dark blue and white, wearing black leather driving gloves and dark shades. Her hair was pulled back into a tight braid that hung down her back. As I came running up, I saw her stand straighter and turn to open the back door of the car. The small crowd began to mutter as I walked up.

“Hey Pimple,” I heard a familiar voice from the crowd. I turned to see Eaton swagger out of a small pack of his lacrosse friends, “have fun burying your dead gay uncle!” He laughed his stupid ‘huh huh' laugh and a few of his friends laughed along. Most looked slightly uncomfortable, though. I turned back to the car, ignoring him.

“Aiden Sussex?” The blond woman asked, her eyes searching my face in a strange way, almost like she was looking for an old friend and recognizing it, afraid to find out it wasn’t who she thought it was. I could see now as I drew close. She was perhaps in her mid-twenties. She was also really cute, with a button nose and bow-shaped lips. I tried not to notice how well her uniform showed off her slender body, and round behind, but it was hard not to.

“Yea, that’s me,” I said with a smile, and her expression of relief and joy at my words took me aback. Then she bowed low at the waist, her braid swinging down with the motion.

“Young Master, I am so sorry for your loss,” she stood, her face solemn, “I am Penny, I will be your driver.”

“Thank you,” I said sincerely, “it was a shock.”

“Please, sir, they are awaiting your arrival,” then she stepped aside and opened the door, bowing low as she did.

I stepped into the back of the car and found the seat even more comfortable than it looked. The young woman closed the door softly and hopped into the driver's seat. The small crowd still watched on, Eaton with a sour look to his face. I saw one kid in the same engineering major as me. He raised a hand and waved as we drove off, his face puzzled.

“Where are we going?” I asked the driver as she pulled out.

“The offices of Cohen & Stepford,” she said, speeding away.

“Do you know what this is all about?” I asked, hoping to get some information before I walked into the offices of lawyers.

“I think it would be best if they answer your questions, Sir,” she said in a courteous tone.












Chapter 2











I
 sat in the back staring out the window as we raced through the narrow Boston streets winding our way to downtown. The car was so beautiful inside that it looked like a museum piece. The wood and silver both polished to a mirror shine. It was still very comfortable though, and I marvelled at the soft leather interior. The seat I sat in was a small bench seat that looked like it could fit three people snuggly. It was tucked back in the car, with only two small tinted windows to see out of. I was hidden from the world back here and found I thoroughly enjoyed the experience. The car drew stares wherever we went and as we drove deeper into the heart of downtown; I saw more and more suit-wearing gentlemen stare after us with undisguised envy.

Finally, the car pulled to a stop before a large brick building with no signs or markings to identify it. Penny came around and opened the door and I climbed out, feeling the cold wind whip through my thin jacket. I glanced up and down the street and saw old law offices and financial firms, housed in businesses that dated back to before the turn of the century or even to before the founding of the republic.

“You can head on in Young Master,” Penny said with a short bow, “They are expecting you.”

“Please, just call me Aiden,” I said with a pained grimace.

“Very well, Young Master Aiden,” she gave me a small amused grin.

I sighed and walked up the steps and pushed open the heavy green door. Within I found a nice cozy waiting room with a small desk in one corner. A pretty young woman sat behind it, and she leaped to her feet when I stepped in. She smoothed down her tight vest and pushed back her thick dark brown hair and gave me a large winning smile.

“Young Master Sussex!” She walked around her desk and I saw she wore a narrow pencil skirt and black heels that showed off her legs wonderfully. I did my best to ignore her hourglass beauty and the perfume that wafted off her, like sweet summer flowers, as she pulled open a side door, showing a narrow staircase that led up, “I am Sarah. Please follow me and I will show you up.”

“Thank you,” I said, glancing around curiously as I made my way over.

“Have you ever been in a colonial building before?” She asked me as she led the way upstairs.

“No. Is this building really that old?” I asked.

“Yes, it’s one of the oldest in the city,” she said, “both it and the surrounding property have been in the Sussex family for centuries now. Unfortunately, the rest of the block was torn down many decades ago to make way for more modern construction, but your Great Uncle had this building designated as a historical landmark.”

“So, my uncle owned property in the city?" I asked curiously.

"He did…" the pretty woman paused at the top of the stairs, "You will learn today that there were many things about your great uncle's life…" her eyes searched mine, looking for what I had no idea, “We only ask that you keep an open mind. His work was very important, and we believe you are the perfect man to continue it.”

“His work?” I asked as the woman paused at the end of the hallway before a large set of double doors.

“My mother and Cynthia will have to inform you of all the work your uncle was doing,” her smile was warm as she gazed at me, and I felt a little uncomfortable at the way her eyes lit with an emotion I didn’t recognize. She took a half step up to me and I saw her wet her bottom lip with her tongue before biting it, some internal struggle going on in her. Then to my great surprise, she pulled me into a firm hug, and I was all too aware of her big firm breasts and soft body pressing against me.

"I am so excited for you to become out new lord," she whispered in my ear as she held me tight, her hands sliding down my back. My awkward grip held her loosely, trying to shift my hips to the side, so she couldn’t feel my rapidly firming manhood.

"I pray you to accept the proposal," Leaning back she looked me deep in the eyes, hers holding a smouldering promise that both excited and unnerved me, “Without you, we will all be lost, the world will be lost."

“Ok,” I said.

She was my look of unease and her grin deepened and she kissed me on one cheek, her soft thick lips burning where they came in contact with my skin. Then she stepped back, smoothing out her skirts and vest, and gave me a sly wink, before pulling the two doors open and stepping back with a small bow.

The room opened up into a massive office with twin desks at either end facing one another. Two women stood up from the desks, each dressed similar to Sarah in business attire with form-fitting skirts. Each was beautiful and older, clearly in their late forties or fifties but with an elegance and self-assurance that spoke volumes about them. One was clearly Sarah's mother. Each had the same thick dark hair, cut in a similar fashion. The older woman had thick red lips and bright blue eyes framed by long lashes. A heavy bust and wide hip dominated her slightly plump form. The other woman was tall and slender, with thick-framed glasses and her red hair styled in waves full of body and bounce as she moved. They each came out from behind their desks and walked to the middle of the room, where a low table and three chairs had been set up, along with a stack of paperwork.

“Young Master Aiden,” said the taller blond woman, “welcome to our offices, Sarah, thank you, that will be all,” The younger woman gave a brief bow and backed out of the room, closing the door gently behind herself. The glance she sent me just as the door closed unnerved me, I’d never had a woman look at me that way before and I had no idea what it meant.

“I am Cynthia Bain,” she continued when the door was shut, “and this is my associate Muriel Cohn. We represented your Great Uncle in his estate and business ventures.”

“It is a pleasure to meet you Young Master Aiden,” the brunette said in a voice like warm brandy over ice, “please have a seat,” she motioned to one of the chairs before the table.

“Please, just call me Aiden,” I said uncomfortably as I sat down, “all this Young Master stuff is a little weird.”

“Sir,” Cynthia said, glancing at Muriel who nodded before she continued, “Unfortunately the will was most explicit in certain… regards. If you chose to accept the burden of your Great Uncles holdings then you, of course, can change the terms of address, but I fear you will find that those in your Great Uncles employ are… enthusiastic… about the prospect of you as our new lord. You will have to forgive a certain amount of respect and subservience.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, shaking my head, “what is all this about?”

“Let me explain,” Muriel said, and I felt a shiver down my spine at her voice, so sexy and powerful was it, “Your Great Uncle was one of a long line that stretches back for generation to before the birth of this nation. He was of your family but at the same time not,” she saw my confused look and smiled, “You see each Lord of Starmount is chosen by the previous Lord. Your great Uncle was given the responsibility and honor of ruling the estate by his grandfather, chosen over twenty-two other male relatives. Your Great Uncle chose you, out of the nineteen other males of the Sussex line, spread out around the world.”

“Why me?” I asked, feeling lost and grateful to my crazy old uncle.

“That has to do with the nature of a test you were given as a boy,” Cynthia said, “your name was given to us during Christmas of your eleventh year. We have been preparing for your ascension ever since.”

“Ascension?” I asked, “What am I becoming, a king?” I laughed at the absurdity of it, but my laughter died off as I saw the two women glance at one another.

"In away… yes, you will be," Muriel said, “Once you sign these papers you will be the Lord of Starmount, and rights holder to all that seat entails. The lands you will lay claim to are matched only by the Crown of England itself, you will no longer be only a citizen of the United States, you will be the ruler of an autonomous protectorate. In secret court filings written by John Jay and James Madison, before the founding of the Republic, your ancestors were provided special dispensation, though that secret remains to this day."

“What she means,” Cynthia said with a warm smile, “Is the government will never interfere with how you run your lands or how you chose to govern your people.”

“Why?” I asked, the first of a hundred more I wanted to ask them.

“That is because of the work your Great Uncle and those before him have been working on, work he has groomed you to continue,” Muriel pulled out a manila folder from the bottom of the stack and handed it over, “We were told to let you read through your Great Uncles notes before you decided anything. He wanted you to be fully informed of the task ahead.”

Intrigued, I took the folder and opened it. I was soon lost in the diagrams and notes that had been left in the first section. There was no written note laying out what he had been working on, but that made sense. Something this complicated could be explained so much quicker to a technical mind through test results and mechanical drawings.

“But this is…” I flipped through more pages, stunned at what I was reading, “this is impossible…”

"I assure you, Young Master," Cynthia said, "all the Lords of Starmount have been driven by the same task. One your government has been aware of and quietly encouraging. Although it is entirely self-funded and free from any outside influence.”

"It bases this on Nikola Tesla's theory of free energy transmission and generation,” I said glancing up from the papers, “From the looks of this his initial research has been progressed over at least a century.”

“Ahh,” Muriel said with a wide smile, “In truth the research that was stolen from your Great, Great, Great Grandfather was used by Nikola Tesla, to further his own theories.”

“These are devices and cables that can transmit electricity without loss if I read these calculations properly… wires with no resistance… why have I never heard of such products?”

The two women glanced up and behind them to an ancient plaque on the wall. On it was a quote, engraved into a copper plate that had been buffed to a brilliant shine. It read:

“A Warm Light For All Mankind”

I knew the answer without them having to say anything. Flipping through the folder, I pulled out a small stack from the bottom, ancient pages of notes mixed with more modern ones in the elegant script of my Great Uncle.

“A form of Cold Fusion…” I breathed, “a final answer to the energy problem of humanity… never to be sold though,” I glanced up and saw both women had warm encouraging smiles on their faces, “They planned to give it to the entire world… but how has it been kept secret for so long? The amount of research and experimentations that must have been done to get this close.”

"Now you see the wisdom in your ancestor carving out a special dispensation from the founders of this nation," Muriel said, standing and walking over to a large safe door, embedded into the wall, "Other than the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court and a few local magistrates, none even know about the extent of the Starmount estate.” She pulled an ancient yellowed parchment, pressed between two sheets of gorilla glass, out of the safe and brought it over for me to read over.

“Ensuring the independence and special dispensation of our greatest mind, so that a warm light for all mankind can be born in the birthplace of our republic,” I read aloud, “that handwriting looks familiar.”

“I would hope it does,” Muriel said as she brought it back to the safe, “it’s the same hand and pen that wrote the Declaration of Independence.”

“What the fuck…” I breathed; it was all too much. My mind, so happy to work on engineering and math problems all day and ignore the rest of the world, wanted nothing more than to dive into the stack of notes before me. It was a world of research and knowledge that I’d been told my whole life couldn’t possibly exist, and yet here it was.

“So if I take control of my Great Uncle’s estate, I’ll get to work on this?” I said, patting the stack of notes and drawings.

“Yes,” Muriel said with a big grin matched by Cynthia. Each was a stunning woman, older, brilliant and self-assured. My whole life women like that had made me nervous and filled me with desire at the same time. I thought I’d buried my MILF obsession years ago, but as the two pretty women gazed at me, I found it come roaring back.

“There are other… responsibilities that come with being the Lord of Starmount,” Cynthia said, and I saw them exchange another look, “You see many have come to believe in the cause your Great Uncle and forbearers have been working on, and have given over their entire lives and… bodies in service to that great task.”

“The work has remained secret for all these years because the Lords of Starmount have kept themselves isolated, having no wives and never mixing with the rest of the world. It is an isolating task and one that requires you to maintain a perfect mental focus for years and years. It is not a thing to be undertaken lightly," Muriel said.

“I can never marry?” I asked, feeling like my stomach was falling out of my body.

"Unfortunately, that is true," Cynthia said, "If you chose to accept the terms your Great Uncle set for you then you would never be allowed to marry or give your last name to any of your offspring. There is a clause that allows you to step aside after a year if you find that this life is not for you."

That should have been enough to turn me away, but honestly, the prospect of never needing to worry about marriage was comforting. I'd never done well with women, always being a bit too awkward and nerdy for them. I thought back on my Great Uncle and all the small puzzles he had given me over the years and the encouraging words about my studies. I saw now that he had been guiding my education into fields of study that would be most useful to continue the work he had been doing. I felt such an upwelling of love and respect for the man that my eyes misted slightly. My parents had always questioned why the man had never married and settled down, and now I knew the reason because he had devoted his life to a higher cause.

I realized my mind was made up, and if my sacrifice was to remain a wifeless virgin my whole life, then so be it. At the very least I would be working on the coolest project I could imagine, and if these drawings and notes were any evidence, I could play with some amazing toys and in an amazing lab.

“Ok,” I said with a firm nod, “I’ll do it.” The woman smiled broadly and pulled out a few papers. They went over the details with me in full, spending a full hour making sure I understood the various clauses. When I finally signed my name on the line they indicated, I saw both women sag and sigh in obvious pleasure.

"Is that all?" I asked. The two women glanced at one another, their cheeks coloring, and then turned bright eyes to me, their lips pressing together in near-identical firm smiles.

“That is all for today, Young Master,” Cynthia said, “unless there is something you would require from us?” Her voice was heated, and I felt instantly nervous as she lifted one red nailed hand to graze soft fingers over the swell of her firm bust.

“Cynthia,” Muriel said in a warning tone, “the Young Master has no use for a couple old women like us, let him find new girls for those needs.” Cynthia frowned and nodded; her face grew sad, as if she had just lost something she had been desperately hoping for. I was totally lost, my mind still overwhelmed with everything I’d learned.

“Do I just go back to my dorm now?” I asked, kind of at a loss for what to do next and ignoring what I didn’t yet understand.

“You are the Lord of Starmount now,” Muriel said with a smile, “You won’t be living in dorms anymore. We will inform your household staff of the decision and they will be awaiting your arrival at the Manor. Do you require anything from your dorm rooms immediately?”

“No,” I said, hefting my backpack on my shoulder, “I guess not right now.”

“Well it was a privilege to meet you, Young Master," Cynthia said standing, her hands clasped before her waist, knuckles white as it she was holding herself back from something, "I pray we can be of service to you in the future."

“Please take this packet,” Muriel said, handing me a thick red leather folio from her desk, “It has keys, credit cards, information on the estate's holdings, staff information as well as a list of approved patents that are now held in your name.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking the folio and turning to the door. I felt strongly empty-headed, as if I was floating through reality. I paused at the door and turned back, to find both women watching me with hopeful looks, their hands fidgeting at the buttons of their coats, “Can I come back if I have any questions? It really was nice talking with you both, I’m sorry I’m just a little overwhelmed right now.”

“Of course, you can,” Cynthia said, her smile warm and understanding.

“You are welcome here anytime, Young Master Aiden,” Muriel breathed out, “we will be here… ready and waiting.”












Chapter 3











I
 stepped back out into the hall. My mind going straight to dirty places as I imagined what those two sexy older women might be like without their posh clothing and perfect demeanors. My nineteen-year-old brain already thinking about sex. I shook my head, driving off the distracting thoughts and found Sarah standing in the hallway, hands clasped before herself. She glanced down and saw the red leather folio in my hands, and her plump lips grew into a big grin.

“Oh, Young Master!” She enthused, stepping up and bowing low, “I am so very happy that you accepted the title,” she glanced up, eyes twinkling as she caught me glancing down her blouse. The pale flesh of her plump breasts drew my eyes down into the magical shadows within.

“Thank you, Sarah,” I said awkwardly, “it’s all rather sudden.”

The young woman stood, and her look softened, and a small smile played across her lips. She turned, still holding my arm and pressing it against her body as she drew me down the hall and to the stairs.

“May I ask a question of you, Young Master?” She asked delicately.

“Of course,” I said, hoping to be done with it quickly. The pressure of her firm breasts and soft body against my side was driving me crazy. I’d never been so close to a woman as pretty as she was, let alone had one clinging to me.

“Do you have a girlfriend or lover, currently?”

“No, I don’t,” I grumbled, “never had one, why?”

“That is perfect, Young Master,” she said with a winsome smile, “you see none on the staff were looking forward to the competition. As much as we all love and respect one another, it can get a little catty at times, as I’m sure you could guess, and adding an outsider who doesn’t understand our culture… well, none of us were looking forward to that.”

“Yea, sure,” I said, “Wait, what do you mean by competition?”

“You don’t know,” she said, eyes widening in realization, “I assumed you just didn’t want my mom or Cynthia…” she glanced down the stairs quickly and then back down the hall to the now closed and locked double doors. Then a mischievous smile stole over her face and she dragged me to the side. I just wanted the sweet torture of her sexy body so close to me, to stop. She pushed us into a small side office, her voice breathless as she spoke.

“Anna will never forgive me if I steal her thunder, she will tell you everything,” she pushed me back against the wall and I felt stunned into silence as I felt the young woman’s hand slide across my chest and down my stomach and across my already hard dick, “But you are our Lord in all things, sir. I gave my life over to this purpose, we all have.” Then she dropped into a squat, her knees widening and, my ever-widening eyes caught a glimpse of bright pink lacy panties peeking out.

“Can you keep a secret Aiden?” She breathed while looking up at me with passionate dark eyes.

“Yes,” I croaked out. She grinned wide and my jaw dropped as her hand slid up to my belt and unhooked the leather, then with deft hands she slipped it and the buttons free. My pants-dropping around my ankles. She ran her hand up my thighs, her eyes wide as she stared at my hard cock tenting my boxer-briefs.

"Oh, my… I've been dreaming of this for years," she smiled brightly as her fingertips slid over the waistband of my underwear. I panicked and reached down to grip her wrists.

“What are you doing?” I asked, cursing myself for stopping her but also freaked out by this turn of events.

“I’m going to suck my Lord’s cock,” she said, her eyes smouldering, “and drink down his cum… please, sir?”

The plaintive tone of her voice and the sincerity in her expression shook me to my core. I released my grip on her wrists and nodded, not knowing what else to do, and letting my hormones drive my brain. She grinned and drew my boxer-briefs down. Slipping one hand around the base of my cock, her cool fingers causing me to shiver at the touch.

“My Lord’s cock is beautiful,” she said staring at it in awe, making me a little self-conscious but also filling me with pride, “Mhmm long, thick and hard… we’re all blessed indeed.”


What the fuck is going on today?!
 I thought.

Then the thoughts were shattered as I watched her thick smiling lips kiss the tip, then around the head, until they parted, and my cockhead slipped into her hot mouth. She sucked me down a few inches, then her tongue began to play around the head, as she sucked me in and out of her mouth.

“Ohh god… that’s better than I imagined,” I moaned out.

“Young Master," Sarah said, her voice in disbelief, "Is this your first blowjob?" She pulled back off my cock, her hand slowly stroking the shaft.

“Yes,” I said hesitantly. Both ashamed and nervous that something I might do would cause her to stop this glorious moment.

“I am so grateful and honored that you allowed me to be your first,” her smile was genuine as she settled her knees on the ground, hiking up her skirt and undoing the top two buttons of her blouse quickly, “Relax my Lord and let me ease your great need.”

She took me back into her mouth and I moaned out in pleasure. Her sucking mouth, stroking hand and ever moving tongue soon had me near the edge of orgasm. I looked down, trying to memorize this crazy, sexy sight. The hot older legal secretary, in her business clothes, with the tops of her plump tits out and jiggling. Her thick red lips wrapped around my cock, eyes staring up at me filled with desire and hunger. She wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock and sucked hard. My toes curled, my hands clenched into fists, and I may have blacked out for a second as I leaned heavily against the wall. Catching my breath, I glanced down to see Sarah with her eyes closed, sucking her lips into her mouth as she licked up all of my cum, swallowing the white pearly substance down.

“That was… oh my god, that was amazing,” I sighed as she stood, pushing back a few dishevelled locks from her face.

“My Lord is even more potent than I dreamed," Sarah said with an impish grin before turning to lead me out into the hall and down the stairs. “I trust the Young Master is a little more clear-headed now?” She asked in the stairway.

"I am," I said, realizing that she was right. In the wake of all that had happened, getting my first blowjob from an older woman, practically a stranger, wasn't nearly the craziest thing. After my orgasm, my thoughts were clearer and more orderly as well.

“Thank you,” I said awkwardly, “that really was… just… wow.”

“You do me too much honor Young Master,” she said with a small bow before a mischievous smile played across her lips, “I will be sure to get you just as you arrive next time.” Then we were in the small foyer, with her tiny desk, and I spotted Penny standing with her hands crossed behind her back just inside the door. The small blond woman rose an eyebrow at the sight of the dishevelled secretary but said nothing as she turned and opened the door for me. Glancing back, I saw Sarah sitting at her desk with a beatific grin on her face, as she pulled over her laptop and dug into her work.

I stepped out onto the street, glancing up and down the block before stepping into the backseat of the old Rolls Royce once more. Penny climbed behind the wheel and sped us off through town. I sat in silence for a long time, pondering all that I had heard and trying not to think about how quickly I could get back to the lovely Sarah and her strange, but welcome manners.

“Young Master,” Penny said glancing back into the mirror, “It will be several hours before we arrive at the estate. Is there anything you require?”

“No,” I said, “thank you, though.” She looked slightly disappointed, and maybe a touch offended.

I tried to ignore the woman, as I opened the folio and thumbed through its contents. The inside flap had a series of credit and bank cards. All from different major brands and banks, and with my name on them. I pulled out document after document reviewing them and trying to get a handle on all of this. From the looks of things, this was an ancient estate, with roots back into Europe. There were dozens of properties in England, Germany, Austria and France that dated back hundreds of years. Most were being managed by local companies, and each had lists of assets and bills of sale for various work, renters, and leases. Not just property but investments and bonds all over. The holdings within America were just as vast. There was a finger in nearly every pie, from biotech companies to steel mills, from organic dairy farms to Silicon Valley software companies.

I set the first packet of documents aside and pulled out a small list of staffers. The first thing I noticed immediately was that the entire staff was female. There was a small picture beside each name and a brief description of their duties and hours. There was a strange mix of household staff, a scientist, and two different types of engineers. In the back of the package were copies of contracts that each woman had signed. The single-page documents were written in such tiny and compressed script that I would need a magnifying glass, if not a microscope to read them.

The last third of the folio held the true treasure, at least to me. A stack of the most incredible inventions all centered around electronics, applications of physics, and complex parts designed for power transmission. I lost myself in the documentation and drawings. Slowly piecing together what they had been working on for so long. It was incredible. The focus of so many of my ancestors all driven to the same task; find a way to power and heat the world with free and clean energy.












Chapter 4











W
 e pulled into a service station, and Penny started to fill the tank. I was curious, so I told her I was going inside for a bottle of water and grabbed one of the bank cards from the folio. I ran into the mini-mart and found a small ATM near the back. I put in the pin code from the notes and checked the account balance and yelled out in surprise, turning to look around behind myself, suddenly fearful. I glanced back, and a hand covered my mouth as I looked at the balance again. More than 300 million dollars in just this one account. I withdrew $40 and whipped the card out of the machine. Suddenly things were very real. I bought a bottle of water and walked back to the car. Penny was just pulling the nozzle out of the car as I slipped into the backseat.

“Is everything ok?” She asked me when she got behind the wheel.

“Yea,” I said, “things are perfect.”

We took off, and I watched the countryside roll by the last hour of the drive. We got to more and more remote country until finally we climbed around a mountain and dropped down into a green valley. The valley was filled with orchards and vineyards and had a small river running through the center of it. We drive along the wide country lane and saw no one.

“Where is the estate?” I asked, and Penny glanced back in the mirror smiling.

“You’re looking at it, Sir,” she said, “Sussex lands extend outside of the valley for a few acres in all directions.”

I watched the manicured and park-like lands roll by realizing that I now owned everything I saw. It still seemed unreal to me. The Rolls Royce pulled through a wide steel gate that swung open as we approached. She drove down a wide lane with ancient oak trees marching up either side of it, their spreading limbs arching over the road like a tunnel. We emerged and my breath caught in my throat. Standing before us was a massive manor house that looked more like a castle than a home. It was easily five stories tall, with round towers reaching up from two back corners. The whole of the building was faced in slate gray stone, trimmed in white wood. There were several smaller outbuildings, including a large garage filled with luxury cars.

Perhaps the most stunning sight was the line of women standing outside of the manor house. They all wore uniforms of black and white, similar to Penny’s. Several were in black and white maids’ outfits and I felt my eyes widen at their short frilly skirts and plunging necklines. A couple of women were dressed in lab coats and three wore aprons like they were cooking staff. At their head was an elegant woman who wore a full-length black uniform that hugged her form like a second skin.

Penny pulled the car to a stop in front of the manor house and had the car door opened before I could manage it. I climbed free and stretched my legs, looking around myself.

“Welcome to Starmount, Lord Sussex,” the elegant woman said as she and the others lined up behind her followed suit. The woman before me was gorgeous, utterly without flaw to my eyes, and I felt my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth as I struggled to speak. Her pale blue eyes flashed with wit and intelligence and gazed upon me with a warmth and welcome that was comforting. All while her body drew my eyes like a lodestone. She had a narrow waist and flat stomach, with wide hips and a perfectly plump behind. Her most arresting feature, besides her flawless and noble face, was her massive breasts. They were large and heavy and barely contained within her tight black uniform. The neckline plunged just enough to offer me a tantalizing view of the soft pale flesh and the deep shadow between them. She caught me glancing down at her uniform and I saw a small smile tug at the corner of her lips. Though whether it was in annoyance or pleasure I couldn’t tell.

“Thank you,” I finally managed to get out, cursing myself for my croaking voice.

“I am Anna the Housekeeper, and I have been running the household staff and managing the affairs of the manor for the past seven years. If the Young Master would like, I will now introduce the staff here.”

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Anna," I said, finally getting some moisture in my mouth.

“The pleasure is all our Young Master,” her voice was soft and caressing as she said it, then she turned and motioned to the women behind her who all stood a little straighter.

“This will be your household staff,” she said, indicating the first few women.

The first two indicated were both wearing matching maids’ outfits and the next three in the white aprons of kitchen staff. She said the women’s names, and each said hello and curtseyed, but to be honest I couldn’t register any of it. The plethora of beautiful older women, each different and more adorable than the last, was overwhelming. I smiled and nodded and walked awkwardly beside Anna as she motioned and spoke. We got to the end of the line and I was surprised when she introduced the final three women.

“Here are your lab staff, Frita, Hitomi and Mina,” Frita was an older pretty blond with straight hair and a cold hard look to her, Hitomi was a short slightly plump Japanese woman, young, perhaps early twenties with big round eyes and dimples when she smiled. Mina was a shy and quiet woman in her early thirties, whose face grew beet red when she glanced up at me, before looking back down at the dirt at her toes.

“They will bring you up to speed on the work that’s been done so far and the current state of our great task,” Anna said with a satisfied smile.

"I look forward to working with each of you," I said, "your resumes and professional accomplishments are impressive. I can only hope I live up to this honor." The three women glanced at one another, sharing small smiles before curtsying again.

“If my lord cares to visit the lab tomorrow, we can give you a tour,” Frita said in a thick German accent, “Work out the kinks of our new arrangement.”

“That would be great,” I said, ignoring her odd choice of words.

“Yes,” Anna said with a slight frown to Frita, I could read the tension between the two women, “Well it is getting late, and I am sure you are hungry and tired from your long day my Lord. If you would be so kind as to follow me, I will take you to the rooms we have prepared for you.”

“Yes,” I said, “thank you.”

The women who had been standing in a line all broke off into pairs and small groups when Anna clapped her hands, heading back to their work or rooms. I could feel all of their eyes on me as I followed Anna up the wide stairs and into the grand entrance of the Manor house. A great spiral staircase rose up from the foyer and inside, framed in white marble columns, was a room fit for a king. Paintings hung on the walls and thickly padded fine furniture filled the spaces. Door and stairs ways lead off in all directions, but Anna lead me up the great spiral staircase and back through a series of small halls. I was already lost when she took me to a set of double doors and pushed them open.

“Here are your rooms, Young Master,” she strode into the room and pushed the drapes back, letting light into the large space.

The room was dominated by a giant bed against one wall, massive and covered in soft down blankets. There was also a sitting area with a few chairs and a small couch. Over on one side of the room was a large desk set up with a bank of three monitors. The system looks powerful, and I was eager to check it out. I dropped my backpack on one of the chairs and looked out the window. The view looked out over the back property and was breath-taking. The hills rose up behind and just outside the building was a beautiful garden of brightly colored flowers, sculpted shrubs, and fruit trees, all dotted through the bright green grass.

I heard the door to the rooms close and turned to find Anna, the head Housekeeper, turning the large bolt. She turned back into the room, her eyes upon me and a small smile pulling at her thick lips.

“Lord Aiden,” she said, “I wondered if I could have a moment of your time. There are some things of a delicate nature, and I believe it would be best if we dispensed with it all now.”

“Of course, Anna,” I motioned to one of the chairs as I sat in the other. She nodded graciously and sat, her back straight and hands smoothing out non-existent wrinkles in her dress. I struggled to keep my eyes on hers. The woman’s bosom swayed with her every motion, and it was all I could do not to stare.

“My lord is aware of the great work your family has undertaken here,” she said, and I nodded, “and that work requires as much of your attention and focus as possible.” She paused then, her eyes searching my face as she continued slowly, “The blessing of children and family will be absent from your life. The work will take a toll that you cannot comprehend, not one as young as yourself.”

“I’m not that young,” I said, irrationally I wanted this gorgeous older woman to see me as a man.

“You understand what I’m saying, right?” She asked, her gaze searching mine.

"That I will never have a girlfriend, never date, marry or father children with my own name," I said, feeling the sadness touch my face. But my resolve firmed, "These are small prices to pay for a life with real purpose.”

Anna relaxed, and I saw her face soften, her smile growing, “I am so glad to hear that you are of the same opinion as the rest of us. You do not have a girlfriend or lover… currently?”

I shook my head, suddenly frozen as I remembered what followed the last time I had been asked that question. But surely such a thing would never happen with this woman, who stood head and shoulders over any woman I’d seen in real life before.

“That is excellent,” she breathed, and I couldn’t help but glance down as I saw her large nipple press against the fabric of her black uniform top. “Am I correct in assuming that you didn’t read the fine print when you accepted your inheritance?”

“It was a little small,” I laughed, “but I planned to request a PDF that I can read in full.”

"There is something in that document that pertains to your staff here at the estate, as well as all those in your employ, including your lawyers. You see, we have devoted our lives and bodies to the same cause as you, Young Master. We each serve in our capacity, in the house, on the grounds, or in the lab; and we have been selected, everyone, and chosen for this role, because of our absolute devotion to the mission that our Lord and Master be free of distractions and desires when he is at his work.” Her eyes held a heat and a promise that I dared not believe.

“I’m not sure I understand,” I said slowly, and Anna’s eyes twinkled as she stood.

“I believe you do Young Master,” slow graceful movements as her fingers undid the buttons of her uniform. Slowly her massive pale breasts were revealed to my eyes, and a strange sound came from my throat, almost a squeal. Slow motions as she pulled the top over her shoulders and let the fabric fall around her waist. Her tits were perfect, heavenly, and cupped in a lacy black bra. The only thing I could think of was she looked like a natural version of the porn star Ava Addams, the image even more so as she pulled the clip from her hair, shaking its thick loose locks out.

“Your staff is yours to command as you see fit my Lord,” she took a half step forward, her hands sliding down her sides and pushing the dress down over her wide hips. The pair of lacy black panties that matched the bra revealed, “You may release any who do not please you, I know some of us are older than the others, there are dozens of younger women who would eagerly jump at the chance… tell me, my Lord, do I please you?"

“Yes,” I said in a strained voice, realizing that I was pressing myself back into the chair, “Jesus… Anna, you're not too old at all… but are you saying… all those women I just met…” I couldn’t complete the thought, and as my eyes finally met hers, I saw the pleased smile on her face as she nodded.

“Every one of them would rather be here with you, than anywhere else in the world,” she breathed, and I realized she stood just before my knees now, “Tomorrow you begin your great work Young Master, but tonight… tonight I get the great honor of satisfying your needs.”
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S
 he held out a hand, and I reached up, taking it in mine. She drew me to my feet, and I found I was taller than her, her presence and personality seem so large. Turning, she led me slowly to the bed; I watched her perfect wide ass bob side to side before me. My cock was diamond-hard in my pants.

“Anna,” I said, feeling like a fool but needing to know, “this isn’t part of your job, you don’t have to do this.” She stopped and turned around; her face concerned as she looked into my eyes. She seemed to see something that pleased her, and I felt myself pulled into a passionate kiss, her body pressed to mine, making it even harder to think rationally. Then she pulled back her head and looked in my eyes.

“I have wanted you for years, Aiden Sussex. Each of us hopes to be the type of woman who might please your eyes best, as you’re the man who we have all come to care so much about already.”

“You’re the sexiest woman I have ever seen,” I said in all honesty, “and I still feel like I’m dreaming.”

“The dream has yet to begin,” she said, and then she was kissing me again, her arms pulling at me hungrily, tongue questing in my mouth. Her kisses strangely inexperienced for a woman in her mid-thirties, and I found myself leading our little dance of lips and tongues. I pressed her down on the large bed and felt the two of us sink deep down into the soft comforters and mattress.

“This is my first time,” I breathed into her thick hair, ashamed but needing to be honest. She pulled back, and I saw a big grin on her face.

“It is mine too,” she said, and I froze stunned as she grinned tight and fierce before rolling atop me. Her fingers flickered and the buttons on my shirt and pants came undone, dragging the shirt off with a graceful motion as she let her fingertips slide down my skin softly. I sat there and reached out two hands and felt her sides, her body shivering beneath my first touch. It was only then, as I looked into her face and she into mine, that I saw that she felt just as excited and nervous about what was to come as I did.

My hands slid up her back, and after a first fumbled attempt, unhooked her lacy black bra. She held the fabric to her breasts, before slowly drawing them down and away, revealing the heavy curving flesh to my feasting gaze. Her nipples were large and hard, with puffy soft areola and licking my lips I reached out and cupped the heavy flesh. It felt like my cock was going to rip out of my boxer briefs and I shifted uncomfortably, unwilling to take my hands off her incredible body.

“Let me take care of that,” she sighed as her soft hand slid over the fabric covering my cock. Then her hand slid into my underwear and I felt her cool fingers encircle the hot, turgid flesh. Her eyes went wide, and she looked down, pulling my cock out of my underwear.

“Oh, my Lord,” she said, her grin widening, “It seems we are triply blessed." She watched her hand slide up and down my cock and I slid a hand down her flat stomach and into her lacy panties.

“Oh!” she cried and turned her face to me. We kissed, each exploring the other, her hand searching out for my most pleasurable places just as mine did with her.

“I’m getting close,” I said as her hand worked the head of my cock, then I felt her slacken the pressure and back off.

“I wouldn’t have my Lord spent so early in our fun,” she panted into my neck.

“Hah! It’s going to take more than once or twice until I’m spent
 tonight,” I said, chuckling.

"Then let me watch you cum Young Master," she said, grinning and pressing herself up against my side, licking her bottom lips as we watched her hand grip me and pull my cock. The sight of her big heavy breast swaying with the motion of her hand was so sexy, and the feeling of her hand on my cock, so amazing that I couldn't hold back for another second. Thick jets of cum shot out of my cock, landing on her tits and my stomach. She jerked back in shock for one second, then watched the pearly white cum slide along her hands and breasts.

I was laying there panting, feeling my toes tingling when I saw her lift a hand tentatively to her mouth and her delicate tongue slid out, tasting my cum. My cock grew hard right there and then, doubly so when she turned to look at me with delighted surprise.

“You taste wonderful, Young Master, not nearly as terrible as I’ve heard,” then she leaned forward and began to kiss, lick and suck the cum away from my flesh, finishing with my cock.

"Oh, Anna… that is heaven… fuck that's hot…" Anna had taken my cock into her mouth and knelt up at my side, her breasts swaying as she rose and fell. My cock taken in and out of her sucking mouth. I felt her throat grip the tip of my cock and my mind went black with pleasure. I could smell the woman’s sweet musk and reached out and gripped her firm-wide hips. She yelped in surprise, then smiled around my dick when she realized what I was after.

Her thigh slide across my face and I slid my tongue across her outer lips, getting the barest taste of her sex, and loving the way her body shivered in pleasure. My tongue slid into her and I found the hard nubbin of her clit. Licking it with a steady rhythm down into her depth and up around the firm flesh, then back in tasting her. I felt her orgasm and grow unable to focus on pleasuring me at all; she pulled my cock out of her mouth and panting and shuddering; I drove her up and over the brink of ecstasy. She came with a scream, her thighs closing on my head, and then she slumped to the side, panting, muscles liquid.

The most beautiful and buxom woman I’d ever seen had just had a big, body shaking orgasm from me. Pride and joy swelled within, and I got up between her legs. Her smile was languid as she bit her bottom lip and reached down, taking hold of my cock. She pressed the fat tip to her small hole and our eyes both went wide, staring into one another’s, as I slid into her incredible tightness. I drew back slightly, and her wetness coated my cock, easing its way in deeper as I pushed back in. I felt something tear and her body tensed for one second. I stopped, barely able to control myself, the feeling was so powerful. I looked to Anna and saw her face tense a second before relaxing into a big grin.

“It’s ok,” she breathed, “Oh… you feel so good… Please, Lord Aiden… Oh god… ahh… ahh!” I was sliding my hips back and forth; the walls of her pussy were a hot sucking vortex of pleasure that fought against my will to make me cum again. I held the older beautiful woman close, clutching her ass and back, and I drove into her again and again. I felt her body begin to tense, her nails raking down my back, and then the walls of her pussy were twitching on my cock, milking it as she came.

“OHHH!!! GGOOODDDD!!!!!!” She screamed, and I bellowed as I came inside her, my cock throbbing again and again. I didn’t even think about condoms or pulling out in the madness of everything, and as I collapsed beside her, panting and sweaty on the bed, the thought flickered in my mind. Then out in a second as she rolled over, stretching and purring like a kitten on its back. Her massive breasts hanging down as she climbed to hands and knees.

“I seem to recall my Lord mentioning something about more than once or twice,” her grin was wicked as she crawled up my body, dragging her breasts over my half-hard cock.

She sat back and took it up in two hands, her eyes on my face as she slowly jacked it off, using the juices of our mingled sexes as lube. Her titties bouncing each time her hand rose and fell. In moments I was hard again and she was grinning, then she sank on my cock. Taking control of the motions as she rode me slowly. Long glorious minutes passed where I kissed, sucked and touched those big tits as they hung in my face, and pulled the MILF’s sexy thick lips to mine as I gripped her ass, our slow fucking building the tension and inevitable release to a fever pitch. When we came our lips were glued together, our arms clutching each other’s bodies tight.

We lay for a time in quiet darkness; the sun having set outside. There were a thousand questions I wanted to ask her, but I didn't want to shatter this perfect night. Eventually, our touches grew more heated and soon we were at it again. This time I took her bent over. Her ass up in the air and face down in the sheets as I pounded her hard. Two more times throughout the evening we made love until finally, we both passed out naked and in each other's arms.

I woke with the strange feeling that I was still in a dream. My narrow dorm room bed was gone, and my body sunk deep into a luxurious mattress, and a soft down comforter in a 1000 thread count duvet cover kept me toasty warm. I didn't want to move, but the insistent beeping of an alarm forced my eyes open. I lifted my head and saw a side door open and one of the maids I’d seen the day before slipped in. She kept her eyes down and moved silently over to a wall and threw back the curtains. I covered my face to shield my eyes from the morning sun, but it was still dark out. I groaned, realizing it was hours earlier than I had any desire to be awake.

“It is time for waking my Lord,” she said in a sweet voice, thick with an English accent. The young woman had dark brown hair and big round brown eyes. She was short, with large round boobs and a small firm behind.

“Morning,” I said, rolling out of the bed. I realized I was still naked from the night before and quickly pulled a blanket around my waist, “You’ll have to forgive me,” I said, “I seem to have forgotten your name.”

"I'm Elsie, my Lord," she said with a big grin as she brought over a thick soft robe. She held out the robe, and I had to drop the blanket to slip into it. Her eyes dropped to my naked body, and I saw hers widen and her smile deepened. Then her eyes met mine, and she bit her bottom lip.

“My Lord still has his morning wood,” she tilted her head, glancing up through her lashes, “would you care to have it… ministered to?”

“Um,” I said, frozen in awkwardness, “maybe another time.”

“Of course,” she said, and I thought I could detect a hint of sadness in her voice, “If you would prefer to bathe first, I understand. My apologies, Lord, we will learn your habits and have things better prepared in the future.”

“A shower would be great,” I said, pulling on the robe and cinching the waist.

“Follow me, my Lord," she said with a small bow and turned and lead me to the side door she had come in from. There was a small room on the other side with a large closet and stool and a full-length mirror. On the other side of that small room was a large plush bathroom, with a deep spa tub set into the floor in the back corner, and a large glass-walled shower on one side.
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E
 lsie left me to shower and get ready for the day. The shower had three heads on three different walls, and it felt like I was in the middle of a warm storm of soapy water as I shampooed my hair. The bathroom had high end and luxurious creams, soaps and lotions. I just brushed my teeth with a toothbrush and paste I found in a drawer and pulled the robes back on. The interior of this place was like a museum or a royal manor, but I loved the intricate detail paid by the craftsmen who built the place, that showed in the smallest touches. Such as the drawers in the bathroom. They were built by the finest craftsmen, probably over a hundred years ago, and still slid perfectly smoothly and fit snug.

I stood there for a few long moments staring in the mirror. My entire life had flipped upside down and I felt adrift and lost. I felt like a fraud, and that I probably wasn’t going to be much help to the project and the goals they were all working towards. I certainly wasn’t worthy of the attentions of so many beautiful older women. I was standing there, anxiety building within when there was a slight knock on the bathroom door that startled me out of my reverie. I shook my head and pulled the door open.

“My Lord, we have a schedule we try to maintain, I have no desire to rush you, but they will be expecting it in the gym.”

“I’m ready, sorry,” I said stepping into the small room and finding a set of workout clothes laid out for me, “wait the gym?”

“Yes, my Lord,” the woman said with a small sympathetic smile, “Awake at 4, showered by 430, then a 20-minute workout for increased blood flow to the brain, enhancing focus and cognitive thought. Then a perfectly balanced meal, and off to the lab. Lunch will be brought to you and the lab staff at noon, and you will end for the day at 5pm sharp. Returning to the mansion for dinner and a few hours of entertainments, whatever you choose,” her grin was wicked at that, “Then asleep by nine, in order to get a perfect seven hours. Your Sundays are yours to do with as you see fit, and it’s a day of rest for some of the staff as well. Though have no fear, there will always be enough on hand to attend my Lord in all he may want or need. If my Lord would dress, please, I wouldn’t have you be late on your first day.”

“Of course,” I said and felt a moment of panic when I realized she intended to stand there and watch me get dressed. The woman must have been in her mid-twenties and if she was one of my T.A.’s or a young professor, I would have fallen for her on the first day. She was so lovely. Her body, hidden so poorly beneath that maids’ outfit, was incredible. I turned my back on her, her earlier offer to ‘minister’
 to my morning boner flitting through my thoughts. I pushed them down and dropped the robe and dressed quickly. When I turned back around, I saw a smile crinkling the edges of the woman’s eyes.

“Follow me, my Lord,” she said as she led me back through my bedroom and down the hallway. The day before, I hadn’t paid much attention to my surroundings. If I was being honest with myself most of my attention was paid to the perfect bottom of Housekeeper Anna as she took me to my rooms. This morning though I craned my head left and right, trying to take in all that I saw. The ceilings were tall, the rich woods worked into intricate patterns by master craftsmen. The walls were covered by paintings showing countrysides and portraits.

“This floor is yours to set up as you will my Lord,” Elsie said in her thick accent, “Just let the staff know, either Gwen, Anna or myself and we will see that everything is arranged.”

“Thanks,” I said, “My stuff from the dorms, do you think I could go grab that?”

“Gwen is at your old residence currently packing everything up.” Elsie said with a smile, “She should have everything here for you by the time you return from the lab this evening.”

“Everything?” I asked with an audible gulp.

“Was there anything you wanted her to leave behind?” She asked pulled out an iPhone from a pocket at her waist, “I can let her know.”

“No, nothing!” I said hurriedly, “Tell her thanks,” I don’t know how I was going to explain my collection of vintage eroge game and hentai magazines. I felt my cheeks coloring as Elsie lead me downstairs and into a workout room.

The workout room had every machine you could think of and along one wall was a whole collection of free weights that I couldn’t hope to lift. A tall red-headed woman I recognized from the day before stood stretching in front of the floor to ceiling mirrors. When we walked in she stood and turned, a big grin stretching her freckled cheeks wide.

“Lord Aiden, this is Rosie, she is both personal trainer and the head groundskeeper for the property,” Elsie said with a bow and then turned and left, throwing a final smile over her shoulder.

“You don’t mind if we skip all the formal Lord this and Lord that while we workout, do you?” The woman asked in a sweet voice all high-pitched girlishness.

“I would welcome it,” I said with a grin, then holding out my hand, “Aiden.”

“Rosie!” She said and slapped the palm with hers and then hit my fist in a dap I barely registered, “Let’s start with some stretches, then see where you’re at, sound good.”

“You’re the boss,” I said. I had been dreading anything having to do with working out most of my entire life, but Rosie managed to keep things fun. The stretches were comfortable, and I didn’t feel like I was about to tear a muscle. Then we played basketball for ten minutes, and then she had me on the rowing machine while she rode the bike beside me. I couldn’t fail to notice how she was in such incredible shape as we worked out. Her loose workout shirt covering a black spandex top and pants that hugged a body without an ounce of fat.

She caught me looking at her ass, while she peddled on her bike and when I noticed and blushed, she just winked. A minute later she called a halt to the exertions, announcing that the workout was over. Time had flown by, but I still felt a sheen of sweat coating my body as I stood panting and walked over to get a bottle of water from the fridge against one wall.

“You don’t really get what all this is yet, do you?” Rosie asked as she walked up behind me, grabbing her own bottle of water. She stood close as she spoke, close enough I could smell the sweat coating her sexy body.

“To maximize cognitive functions for when I have to work in the lab?” I asked.

“Well, yes,” she said with a surprised frown, “but do you know where Mina and Hitomi are right now?”

“No,” I said.

“They have their tongues buried in each other’s pussies making sure they each have a nice big orgasm before they head into the office,” she stared into my eyes as she said it, and couldn’t help but miss how her words startled me.

“Mina is 32 years old, and Hitomi is 26. Do you know what that means?” When I shook my head, she continued, “Research shows that Mina will be three times as effective in problem-solving and attention-to-detail if she had 1.3 orgasms in the morning, before a healthy balanced meal. While Hitomi will be at peak effectiveness with 0.7 orgasms.”

“What research?” I managed to ask, voice strangled.

“I’ll have the white papers sent to your room,” she said with a smile, “But my point is this, do you know how many orgasms a nineteen-year-old with a 285 IQ requires in order to think clearly?” When I just stared at her she said, “2.7 orgasms. I know this is all new to you, but just trust the process and I promise you’ll find it really is a help.”

I glanced down at where her large breasts nearly brushed my chest and then looked up into her eyes, swallowing audibly. She tilted her head back and laughed.

“Don’t worry Aiden, I’m not going to jump you,” then her smile grew hungry, and she said, “yet. I just wanted you to understand why all of this is here,” she twirled a finger in the air indicating the whole mansion.

“Thank you,” I said, “honestly I’m pretty fucking freaked out about all this. I haven’t even called my parents… not that I’d know what to tell them… last night… fuck last night I had the most amazing, well anyway. Thanks.”

“Oh, I know all about your night,” she said, stepping back and leading the way over to the exit, “Anna had been planning that for years.”

“Really?” I said, I hadn’t let myself believe the gorgeous woman the night before, in spite of the proof that it really had been her first time too. Rosie paused and looked at me with a small secretive smile, then changed the topic.

“Do you think Elsie is pretty?” she asked, pausing with her hand on the door handle.

“Of course, she’s hot,” I said, shocked into admitting the truth. Rosie had a way about her, right from the start she had been easy to talk to, the sexual tension was cut through by her easy going personality and I felt like I was hanging out with an older sister, instead of a sexy redhead.

“And would you like to see her pretty little mouth wrapped around your cock?” She asked in a purr.

“What?!” I asked in a strangled voice.

“It’s a simple question, Aiden,” she said, voice tinged with exasperation, “You need to understand that we take our jobs seriously here. We’ve all devoted our lives to this work. Do you imagine Elsie would have taken the job, as your chambermaid, if she wasn’t willing, no eager
 , to pleasure her Lord?”

“What the fuck, Rosie… you have to hear how crazy that sounds… right?” I asked, my eyes wide, and trying to tamp down the lecherous beast that reared its head within my heart.

“You’re telling me,” she said with a grin, “Two things to remember: polyamory is a long-standing tradition in your family’s history, and number two, we all have faith and believe in the work here. Do we think a cure for the world’s ills will be discovered this year? This decade? Or even this century? Probably not,” she shrugged, “but we will always, always be working towards that noble goal. And third,”

“I thought you said two things,” I said with a grin.

“Shut up kid,” she grinned back, “Third thing, and if you don’t remember any of the others, remember this one. All the women here have come to serve you, Aiden. Most of us never even met the old Lord, but we learned about you years ago and have been given pictures and reports on your progress ever since you started at MIT. Every woman here selected because of their compatibility to you.” She leaned forward, and I froze, stunned as her soft lips pressed to mine, her hand pulling my lower body close to hers, my cock throbbing awake, and then she pulled the door open and pushed me through, laughing as she did.












Chapter 7











“E
 lsie take care of the young Lord,” Rosie winked at me, “he seems to have a big problem there.”

Then she shut the door to the gym, and I turned slowly, finding Elsie sitting in a chair against the wall, looking over with a bright smile. My face blanched then went red. How much of that had the young woman heard?

“My Lord if you will follow me,” she said smoothly while standing and leading me back to my rooms. There she had laid out a set of blue slacks, fitted white shirt and a comfortable pair of brown shoes and socks. I turned to thank her and found the young woman less than a foot behind me, and I shuffled back but she stepped up with me. Her large firm tits pressing into my chest.

“My lord,” she breathed, her thick bow-shaped lips curling into a mischievous smile, “Please allow me to perform my duties,” she looked up into my eyes, her bright blues shining and wide.

“Very well,” I said, and the young woman grinned a mischievous smile, “on one condition,” I said feeling nervous but daring.

“Anything,” she breathed, practically bouncing on her toes, her small hands moved to my chest and I felt my nerves afire as her hands slid along my workout shirt, fingers delicately touching me.

“I’d like to shower after the workout from now on,” I said chickening out from what I’d wanted to say. I’d wanted to tell her not to wear panties when she served me, but I was a coward. She smiled and nodded.

“Would you care for a shower now, my Lord?” Her fingers slid down my side and into the waistband of my gym shorts. Her fingers slid along the skin of my thighs and my cock tented the shorts, “Oh it looks like that your big
 problem is back! Let me take care of this first.”

She sank to her knees and drew my shorts down with her. I gasped as my cock sprang into view. The pretty brunette’s eyes widened, and I saw genuine pleasure and desire there, and felt myself relaxing muscles I hadn’t known were tense. Her small hands slipped around my cock and I gasped at the sensation. Her cool fingers on my hot cock felt like heaven.

“Gwen will be so jealous I got to you before she did,” Elsie said with a grin, she looked up into my eyes, her grin gentle and loving, “I’ve wanted to do this since the moment I laid eyes on you, please sir… show me how to pleasure you. Guide me.”

She took the head of my cock in her fiery mouth, and I hissed in pleasure. One hand reached down, and I slid my fingers into her hair. She pressed her head into my hand as she pushed more of my cock into her mouth, her tongue sliding all over and under the sensitive parts.

“Just like that,” I breathed, “oh fuck that feels amazing,” I looked down and saw her grin, then she closed her eyes, sucking hard and devoting her complete attention to ministering my dick. I felt like a Lord in truth as I stood in the beautiful room and looked down on the gorgeous woman in a maid’s uniform sucking me off. I felt the pleasure peaking quickly, my toes tingling with pleasure.

My hand in her hair held her in place, as I felt my orgasm approach. Elsie looked up at me and smiled, and the look was so sexy and submissive I felt the orgasm rush through me there. Elsie swallowed my cum as it poured forth, her cheeks coloring and a low hum of pleasure escaping the back of her throat.

I staggered back, and she sat up, her eyes opening as she sucked in her bottom lip, swallowing the last of my cum. I panted, staring at the woman with a clear head, amazed at what had just happened. As I stood there she stood smoothly and bobbed a small curtsy. Then she stepped over to a small table and lifted a silver lid, revealing a plate of eggs, bacon, fruit and a small bowl of flax seeds and yogurt.

I sat at the small table once I’d dressed, Elsie cleaning up in the room as I ate down the food, ravenous. I’d never had scrambled eggs this good before. They were creamy and salty, the bacon perfectly crisp. The yogurt had a small amount of golden honey drizzled on top. A red folder had been slipped onto the tray. I pulled it out and opened it up. Inside was a stack of notes, outlining the project’s history, going back decades and decades.

I got lost in the notes. Before I realized it, Elsie was escorting me down and through back hallways, I kept reading though, flipping through pages, fascinated by the problems they had been working on and solving. I didn’t even quite realize when we got to the lab. I seemed to remember a tunnel, but I’d been lost in the notes.

“Greetings my Lord,” the tall cold blonde scientist Frita said.

“Please let’s ignore the formalities in the lab,” I said, “Umm, can I see the data from the phasoid test you did in 1997?”

“Of course, sir!” She said in surprise. We spent the morning reviewing various topics. There was so much to learn that I could lose myself in it all. But I chose just the topics most pressing for the current research.

Hitomi and Mina slipped into the lab and brought their laptops over. Soon we had a full-on study session going. The women pulled out notes and sat cross-legged in their chairs, bouncing around from topic to topic as I peppered them with questions.

Currently, they were working on two major projects. The first was a battery cell that could store energy more efficiently and longer lasting in its recharging capabilities. The second was the big project, a self-sustaining energy system.

At noon we broke for lunch. Elsie had brought a tray of sandwiches, a mix of grilled and cold and four bowls of fresh potato salad. Then I sat with a new MacBook they had given me and began to pull files and drawings off the server so I could study them further. The rest of that day I sat in a small cubicle and lost myself in the data. I was startled from a deep analysis by Hitomi and looked around, surprised to see how late it was.

“It’s 5pm, Aiden,” the short, busty woman said, “Take off for the night, rest your mind, tomorrow we will begin to break down the device for you.”

“I can’t wait,” I said with a grin. The device was a system that my great uncle had built years before, and something he had become obsessed with. Most of what I had been researching were from various projects that had gone into the device’s initial construction.

I stood stretching and walked out of the lab, feeling mighty hungry. I walked through the underground tunnel that lead back to the mansion and found the buxom beauty Gwen standing at the bottom of the stairs awaiting my return. She gave a deep bow when she saw me.

“Welcome home, my Lord,” she said, “I have taken the liberty of unpacking the things I got from your dorm room. They’re awaiting you in your rooms.”

“All of it eh?” I asked with a wince, I waved her forward and she led me down to the dining room, “You didn’t happen to see my roommate did you.”

“Yes, sir, I saw Mr. Eaton, he inquired as to when you would be returning to your rooms,” she paused, her face twisting in distaste, “he was most rude.”

“Yea, that’s Eaton,” I said, “Fuck that guy.”

“He inquired about my availability for relations Young Master,” she said with a shake of her head, “but I informed him that unless he was our handsome, trillionaire heir, with a brain as big as his dick, he couldn’t hope to sleep with me, let alone the dozen women now eager for you to crawl into their beds.”

I made a choked sound in the back of my throat and Gwen looked over, her smile devilish.

“The young man nearly bit his own tongue off, when I told him what you were doing with us out here. Speaking of,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes, “your taste in literature was very… revealing.”

“Don’t tell me you read through the manga,” I said with a wince. She pulled open the doors to a vast dining room, in the center of which was a long elegant table, with silverware set for one person at the head.

“I did browse through it, my Lord,” she said, “In the interest of getting to know you better. I hope I haven’t upset you.”

“No,” I said waving my hand, “Not upset, just really embarrassed,” I glanced around the dining room, “Can I just eat in my rooms or something? This place is a little stuffy and uncomfortable to relax after a long day.”

“Right this way,” she said with an understanding smile, then lead me down the hall to a narrow servant’s stairway. We got to the bottom of the stairs and Gwen pulled a key out of a pocket and turned back to me, stepping close as she spoke.

“There is no reason to be embarrassed, my Lord,” she said with a grin that lit a fire in my loins, “I’m so grateful I got to learn what you like and excites you. Trust me,” she said with a wink, “nothing I saw made me uncomfortable or was a turnoff. In fact, just the opposite, I’d never imagined some of the more… taboo things I saw in your Japanese porn games.” Her hand slid over the bulge in my pants and I sucked in a breath, “And I know for certain Anna and the others are game for anything. Now let’s get some food in that belly of yours, Anna has plans for you tonight, but tomorrow morning,” her grin grew hungry, “tomorrow morning you’re mine and Elsie’s, so don’t you forget it.”

She stepped up on my step and planted a kiss on my lips, her soft tongue slipping into my mouth and my hand gripped her waist, just as she stepped back down, a mischievous grin on her lips. Then she pulled open the door and the warm smells of a kitchen wafted to my nose.












Chapter 8











W
 e walked in and found the cook and her two assistants bustling about, cleaning and prepping the next day’s meals. Gwen called Bess, and the cook spun, coming over to us with a wide grin splitting her dark features. Bess was narrow of waist and wide of hip, with a massive heavy bosom, and black kinky hair, worked into a braid down her back.

“I thought you could give Lord Aiden a tour of the kitchens,” Gwen said as she walked over to a side table and picked up a dinner roll, slathering it with soft butter, “he wanted to eat in his rooms, unpack and relax.”

“Of course, my Lord!” Bess said, “Sarah! Lydia!” she called over her shoulder, “bring the young master’s dinner to his room, you’ll be serving him this evening.” The two women scurried about, Sarah was a short slender little thing, who glanced around nervously when we had come in and now dashed around piling a plate high with food, and filling dishes with sauces and pastries. Her companion moved with slow grace. Lydia, her opposite in all things was an older large blond woman, with a bust so expansive and wide I thought she must tip over.

Bess linked her arm in mine and lead me around the kitchens, showing me the walk in fridge if I ever wanted a midnight snack or ice cream, and the splendid collection of ovens and ranges she had acquired over the years. There was even a drying room, where she had several cuts of meat, dry aging, and even various charcuterie meats hanging.

The woman was an outrageous flirt, and I found myself relaxing around her like I rarely did around beautiful women. She took me into the pantry and showed me where the different snacks and chips were, in case I felt a bit peckish throughout the day.

“Down here is where I store the potatoes and onions,” she said bending over in front of me as she dug into a tub. She glanced back, and I saw a devilish smile twist her lips, and I glanced over and saw her white uniform was riding up her wide ass, and her bare black pussy was peeking through. My eyes widened, and I bit my bottom lip. Glancing around the kitchen, I saw the other two women had left with the trays of food. I looked back down and Bess had a hungry look in her eyes.

“See anything you like, my Lord?” She asked, “If you do, you just feel free to take it… these are your kitchens after all…”

I stared at the woman’s sexy ass, and her willing and excited grin. I felt my own grin steal over my face and a rush suffuse my limbs. I pulled my fly down and fished out my nearly hard dick and stepped up behind Bess’s thick, dark thighs. I pressed the head of my cock to her soaking gash and sighed in pleasure as my cock sank into her warmth.

“Oh, Lord… uhh… fuck me sir… fuck… that’s a big dick daddy!” Her ass undulated beneath me, her sucking depth drawing me in further and further. I pulled out and sank in deeper as her wetness coated my dick.

I stood in the pantry, slowly driving in and out of the older black woman, gripping her hips. Her massive breasts swaying even in her uniform, her apron swishing about as she gripped the shelves in a white-knuckled grip.

Long slow minutes passed as my pleasure built and built, the only sounds that of our sexes slapping together wetly and her low moans and groans of pleasure. My cock was throbbing, and I felt my orgasm get close when Bess fucked back against me with wildly rolling hips.

“Oh daddy, I’m cumming on that big dick… I’m cumming! Oh, Lord!” Her spasming pussy walls pulled me up to the edge as well.

“I’m going to cum,” I said, my voice breathless and strained.

“Don’t pull out! I want to feel you shoot… please daddy… oh fuck… I feel it… so deep!”

My knees went weak as I came deep within her soft wet hole. Panting, she stood up, both of our knees weak, and planted a wet, hungry kiss on my lips.

“That was fucking amazing my Lord,” she breathed when she finally pulled back from our kiss, “Anytime you’re hungering for a quick snack like that, you come find ole Bess.”

“That was incredible,” I said with a big grin, “and you have my promise, I’ll be back for seconds.”

She laughed with me and we walked out into the kitchen proper. Bess tutted and went over to a pot, giving it a stir.

“Head on up to your room, Young Master,” she said over her shoulder to me, “my girls will be cross if they don’t get to feed you.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said and laughed when she frowned at me. I walked out into the foyer, feeling like I was on top of the world, and found Anna the Housekeeper standing at the foot of the stairs.

“Ahh, Lord Aiden, there you are,” she gave me a deep curtsy and I couldn’t help but glance down into the great shadowed expanse of her cleavage. She looked up before rising and smiled when she saw where I was looking.

“Sarah and Lydia have brought the evening meal to your rooms, and I know Gwen had unpacked your things,” she said as we began walking up to my rooms, “I know all of this must be strange and trying for you. I just wanted to say everyone is very impressed with how well you’re adjusting here, my Lord.”

“Thank you,” I said with a sigh of relief, “to be honest it all still very overwhelming.”

“I’ve instructed the staff to give you the rest of the evening alone,” she said with a soft smile, “I know how hard it can be to adjust to change, and I thought it might help.”

“Oh Anna,” I said with genuine relief, “thank you, I’m not sure I would have asked for it, but I need it, and appreciate it. I just need a little time to unpack, call my parents and relax.”

“Of course, my Lord,” she said with a smile as we stopped before the doors to my rooms, “if there is anything else you require, please don’t hesitate to ask.” She gave another deep, her glorious cleavage on display, and then rose smoothly and glided down the hall.

I entered my rooms and found all of my stuff from my dorm had been neatly unpacked and put away the last few boxes sitting in the middle of the room. I sat at the small table I’d eaten breakfast at and dug into the delicious meal of roast beef and vegetables, covering everything with the gravy and brown beef sauce they had left for me.

When I was full, I pulled out my phone and called my parents. I’d been dreading the call, but it went much smoother than I’d hoped. They both knew Uncle Albert had passed and knew he had put me in his will. They had no idea what it truly meant, and I had no desire to inform them. Not that night, at least. We said our goodbyes, and I promised I would still plan to visit on the coming holiday.

Crawling into bed, exhausted, I pulled out my old laptop and began transferring my files and programs over to the new one I’d gotten that day. I went over the project again and saw that they had been stuck on a single problem for years now. The housing for their device had a thermal expansion problem and would bleed off energy unless we cooled it to a temp so cold it would be impractical.

I dug through old records reading up on old break throughs and abandoned projects. I found documents and drawings describing a wireless energy transmission system that could transmit electricity wirelessly without loss. It was determined to be impractical decades ago, requiring so much land to construct the network that it could never be built. Finally, letting my eyes close, I nodded off.

The alarm woke me again, and I reached over and shut it off, turning my head to see the side door open once again and the lovely Elsie walk in with a bright, cheerful smile on her lips. Behind her carrying a pile of clean linens was Gwen, the bigger, massively endowed maidservant. Both were dressed in identical black and white maids’ uniforms as ever, and I felt my morning hard-on throb at the sexy sight.

“How is my Lord feeling this morning?” Elsie asked in a chipper voice.

“This waking up before the sun rises will take some getting used to,” I grumbled.

“If my Lord wishes to adjust the schedule,” Gwen said, setting the clean sheets down on a chair and coming around beside Elsie next to the bed, “You can speak to Mistress Anna.”

“No, that’s ok,” I said yawning, and swinging my legs off the mattress, “I’m just grumbling, don’t mind me.”

“Oh my,” Gwen said, covering her mouth with one hand as she glanced at my crotch. I looked down and saw to my embarrassment that my morning wood was tenting my boxers out obscenely. I pulled the comforter over myself in embarrassment and glanced at the two women.

They exchanged secretive smiles and both of them stepped forward as one. Gwen pulling the comforter out of my grasp and to the side even as Elsie began slowly unbuttoned the top of her white blouse, slowly exposing the firm breasts pushed together by her bra.

“I was so jealous that Elsie was here to service you without me my Lord,” Gwen said her smile gentle and hands soft as they pressed me back into the bed, sliding down to the top of my boxers, “Just relax sir, let us comfort you.”

“Both of you?” I said disbelieving.

Elsie looked at me with a big grin on her face as she did an artful twist and her uniform slid free of her body. The black bra and panties covered her high firm breasts and firm behind but left little to the imagination.

“We are your chambermaids, my Lord,” Elsie said as Gwen drew my boxers off, leaving me naked. Gwen sat back on the bed and began to undo the top of her uniform and my eyes wide as her massive breasts began to slowly come into view.

“We had a duty, sir,” Gwen breathed as the uniform fell about her glorious body, her white bra and panties barely containing her treasures, “Please allow us to… do it.” Her grin was lascivious, and I couldn’t contain my own smile of elation.

Elsie bent at the waist and I hissed in pleasure as her small hand encircled my cock. She grinned and glanced over at her friend to see the larger blond woman moving to my other side. As I watched in awe, the two women took turns sucking and licking my cock, then the height of pleasure as they both ran their tongues up and down either side. Watching their lips touch over the head of my cock, and the heavenly feeling of their soft tongues playing along the sensitive areas had me cumming.

“I’m going to cum,” I said, and both women grinned, eyes flaring wide. Elsie stroked me faster and Gwen’s soft tongue flicked over my pee slit, then bubbling pearly white cum flew out. Both women sharing my dick back and forth as they sucked and licked it clean.

“Now that my Lord is properly relaxed,” Gwen said, sitting back and unhooking her large white bra, “We can begin your morning’s workout.” Her massive tits came into view and I felt Elsie stroking my cock slowly, it thickened in her hand at the sexy sight before me. Her panties flew off and then she was crawling up my body, dragging her hard nipples along my skin.

I reached up and pulled her face to mine, letting my hands wander down and explore her body as I felt Elsie push my cock into the older woman’s hot wet folds. She rode me with desperate passion and I could tell how much she needed it. Her pussy came on my cock in minutes and then I rolled her over, hammering her down into the bed as in pulled one great big pink nipple into my mouth. My own orgasm was about to hit as I pulled out of her, rising up feeling like the king of the world as I gripped the now nude Elsie. The cute younger woman giggling as I pressed her down on top of Gwen. Their lips meeting in wet passionate kisses and their wet pussies lined up one above the other.

I pressed my hard dick into Elsie’s tiny wet pussy and sighed in pleasure as I felt her push back into me. Her grunt of pleasure filling me with pride. I fucked her with long sure stroked and then pulled out and drove into Gwen. The older woman moaned out in surprise and both women looked back at me, grinning.

I came deep in Elsie many minutes later, the small brunette bent over, face in the mattress after Gwen had slid from under her and was now pressed to my side. The blond woman’s hand playing with the younger woman’s clit and pussy, while she fed me one great tit to suckle on. My cock throbbed and spit its load deep into Elsie.

The three of us collapsed on the bed, sweaty and panting from the exertion. The two women clung to one another, giggling in pleasure when I slapped both of their firm behinds. I hauled myself out of the bed and staggered over to the bathroom. The two women following me. We crawled into the deep tub, Gwen filling it with hot water, while Elsie brought over soap and sponges. We spent the next thirty minutes luxuriating in the warm soapy water, before I took both of them bent over the edge of the tub in turn. When I came, I had them both crouch down below me and I watched in wonder as I sprayed white jism across their beautiful face. The two women swallowed my cum with smiles on their faces, before kissing one another passionately, licking the rest from their lips and chins.
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M
 y work out that morning was short and full of cardio. Rosie was in fine spirits as always, happy to see that I was taking advantage of the willing and horny servants. She was like an older sister as we worked out, giving me advice and listening to me talk about how strange this new world was. She left me with a piece of advice, that I was a Lord now, according to ancient traditions, and in the power I now wielded. It served no one any good if I didn’t act like it. Me least of all.

Ten minutes later I found myself sitting at my small dining table eating another perfectly balanced breakfast. My mind clear and feeling like a king or a god or something. I’d certainly never expected to have a threesome in my life, and now it looked like I could have one every day if I wanted. I shook my head and pulled up my notes from the day before, reviewing the wireless transmission project.

After breakfast I headed down to the lab, eager to start the day. I dug into information pulling up old records and data and cross-referencing it with what the women had told me the day before. I was deep into it when the women filtered into the office. I felt on the verge of a breakthrough, but the more I poured over the data, the more impossible it seemed. Finally, I set it aside in frustration and dug into the work of the day with Hitomi. Working with her on her design for the device housing, trying to determine if a series of ventilation ports could cool it down enough so it wouldn’t turn into a bomb after running hot for an hour.

The day in the lab ended on a frustrating note, with me and Hitomi unable to get a working model. I spent hours in SolidWorks playing with her 3D models. I had taken a few classes in the program and felt competent, but watching Hitomi design complex parts in minutes, using hot keys and shortcuts to accomplish everything quickly and efficiently, I felt like the total noob I was.

I got to know the small Japanese woman really well throughout the day, though. Spending lunch with her, chatting about her life growing up on the west coast. She had a similar experience to me, going to an ivy league college when she was a young teenager. Awkward and out of place in every class and lecture.

She had spent several years working for a Silicon Valley firm, designing the first smart phone LCD screens. She had hated the work and wanted to do something meaningful with her life. After applying to many grant programs working on clean energy projects, she had been recruited to work in the lab. After a week here she had fallen in love with the project, the manor and its grounds and the lifestyle. She and Mina had met and started a relationship, both deeply committed to one another.

I left the lab exhausted and brain fried and made my way up to the kitchens to grab a snack. I found Bess and her small assistant Sarah finishing up their evening work. Bess showed me where the granola bars were in the pantry bending over once more to point them out. I felt my cock grow stiff when I saw her wide black-skinned butt spread out before me and I glanced over to see Sarah watching with avid interest.

The nervousness never came, as I pulled hard dick out and slid into Bess’s tight wet folds. I took her there bent over in the kitchen while her tiny little assistant masturbated watching us. When I felt Bess cum on my cock in shuddering pleasure, I pulled out and walked over to Sarah. The small woman grinning broadly as I stepped between her spread legs and shoved my cock into her tiny pussy. She was incredibly tight, and I held onto her narrow hips, fucking her with powerful thrusts. I’d never spoken to her for more than a minute, but now I had her half naked on a kitchen table, legs spread and crying for me to fuck her harder.

“Take her Daddy,” Bess breathed in my ear as I fucked Sarah, “show her who her Lord is.” The small woman yelped in pleasure as Bess reached down and slid a finger into her butt, tickling my balls as she did.

“I’m cumming Bess,” she moaned, “Oh Lord!” I pulled out once her pussy was done quivering and watched Bess’s dark hands stroke my cock off, the white pearly goo spraying across the tiny woman’s stomach and apron.

I left them in the kitchen, both humming in pleasure. I got to my rooms to find Anna was there, putting the last of my clothes away in a closet. The woman was wearing her sexy uniform and the sight of her perfect, stacked body sent a thrill to my exhausted cock.

“My Lord,” she said when I stepped in, “I have taken the liberty of running you a hot bath, if you would care to relax after your long day in the lab.”

“That sounds amazing Anna,” I said, smiling with genuine pleasure, “You’re the best, truly.”

“Thank you, my Lord,” she smiled in delight at my words, “please let’s get those clothes off you.”

She pulled my pants down and saw the evidence of my recent session with the kitchen help and she grinned up at me.

“I can see Bess and her helpers have been treating you well,” she glanced to my eyes shyly, “If my Lord is too tired for any… assistance this evening, I can leave you to rest alone.”

“No!” I blurted, realizing I could have another night with her, “Please I would love it if you stayed.”

“It is my pleasure, my lord,” she said with a grin and taking my hand to lead me back through the changing room and into the large bathroom. The mirrors were fogged up, and the tub filled with soapy hot water. I slipped into the small pool and turned to see Anna slowly removing her uniform. Revealing the sexy lacy white bra and panties beneath. She folded the uniform neatly and set it to the side and drew off her bra and panties. She was shy and moved quickly, but I was in awe and took every second to drink in her incredible curves.

“Anna…” I breathed when she was slipping into the steamy water, “you are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen… and your body is absolutely incredible.”

“Thank you,” she said slipping up and into my arms, “I’ve always been self-conscious and hated the attention of men, but from you… I find I love when you look at me my Lord,” her grin was mischievous as her hand slipped beneath the bubbles and took my cock in a soft grip.

“Hmm and I could never have imagined how good this would feel inside me,” I pulled her into my arms and kissed her soft lips, feeling her body press against mine. My hard-on pressing into her stomach.

We spent a couple hours bathing one another and making love. She rode me slowly and gently for the longest time, her cries of pleasure and the twisted look on her face as she reached sweet bliss driving me wild. She was innocent and at the same time had the body of a porn star and the lust of a MILF.

I lay her back on the cold tiles and licked her to sweet release, tasting her nearly virginal folds. Then we cleaned the soap off, towelled each other dry and fell into the bed. Making love one last time, her beneath me, her fingers digging into my back, my lips on her neck and hands caressing her breasts and ass.

I slept like the dead that night and dreamed of nothing better than the life I was living.

I woke the next morning to find Elsie and Gwen already climbing into my bed, the pretty older women having shed their uniforms and giggling, crawled under the covers with me. Waking with two sexy, horny women, eager to suck and fuck may be the greatest way to wake in the world.

After a half hour delighting in the two of them and letting myself relax and take a bit more command of the situation, I went down to the gym in an excellent mood. Rosie and I lifted light weights and did a circuit routine. None of it was super taxing, but I worked up a good sweat by the end of it. Once again, she pushed and pressed for how I was feeling and doing with all the changes. I reassured her I was coming to grips with things and after she pestered, even told her about my evening the night before, and all the shenanigans I’d gotten into.

“That Bess is a randy old broad,” she said with a big grin, “but I never imagined Mistress Anna to become so taken with you my Lord.”

“I think it’s me who is enchanted,” I said and caught her looking at me curiously, changed the subject quickly.

I’d promised myself not to get too close to any of the women. In spite of the sexiness we got up to, I knew I was the type that would fall head over heels, and I had no desire to put that kind of pressure on any of the women. Still, Anna was so beautiful and so sweet and capable in everything she did, that I found it hard not to admire her whenever I saw her moving about the mansion, giving orders to staff or overseeing the household.

Sarah delivered breakfast to my rooms just as I was stepping out of the shower and towelling off. She waited for me beside the table and after politely begging; I allowed her to climb beneath the table and fish out my cock. She said this had been her biggest fantasy for years, and I could almost believe it, as I smelled her musky sex fill the room. She fairly wiggled in pleasure as she sucked softly on my cock, taking her time and worshipping it. She insisted I eat, smiling with submissive pleasure as I let her work, trying my best to ignore her.

I came in her throat, the small woman deep throating me with amazing skill. I was panting, my whole body relaxed and content as she stood, licking her lips clean. Then with a deep curtsy, she thanked me for letting her drink my cum. Thanked me!


With everything that had happened up till that point, I could only shake my head in wonder as she left my rooms. I dressed quickly and was in the lab before the women showed up. The women were in fine spirits as always, eagerly jumping into their work, but I was frustrated. Time and time again I came up against the same heating issues with the device and could see no way around it.

Frita had given up hope on the device and was already working on something else, tasking Mina to help her. Meanwhile Hitomi was giving up on the device as well after confirming that our attempts to add in heat relief were ineffective.

“It’s just not viable,” she said with a frown at the end of the day, “Sometimes you just have to cut your losses.”

I went to the kitchen and got a big glass of milk and a sandwich, trying to ignore my frustrations. Thanking Bess for the sandwich and begging off when she tried to entice me between her legs, I slipped out a side door of the manor and went for a long walk through the gardens.

The place was immaculately landscaped, and I felt like I was walking through a true English garden. I found a quiet place and sat on a stone bench, enjoying the bird song that came to my ears and watching the colorful flowers wave in the gentle breeze. Often a little bit of exercise outside would clear my head and help me get past a frustrating problem, but my mind wouldn’t let it go.

I kept coming back to the issue again and again. Finally brimming with frustration, I went back inside and climbed up to my rooms. Ignoring dinner and everything else, I crawled beneath the thick blankets and passed out early.












Chapter 10











T
 he next morning I woke surprised when Anna slip into my rooms from the servant’s door.

“My Lord,” she said with a warm smile when she saw me getting out of bed, “I came to check on you. You were so out of sorts last night.”

She walked up and cupped one of my cheeks with her soft warm hand and I felt the frustration melt away. I stood and pulled the older, beautiful woman into my arms. Hugging her close.

“It’s nothing,” I said, “I just tend to get lost in problems with no solutions sometimes, don’t mind me.”

“So long as you are ok,” she said with concern, “Don’t take too much on yourself, my Lord. You’ve been here a few days. You can’t expect miracles.”

“I know,” I said, feeling a knot of tension relax inside as her hands stroked my back and my fingers played along her uniform, “I just don’t show some kind of progress. To give back for all that you have done for me.”

“My Lord,” she whispered, “we do not love you because of the work you do, we love you for who you are. A good and smart young man, honest and honorable, kind and compassionate. You’re our Lord, Aiden, and nothing will change that.” She pulled my face down and gazed into my eyes, hers soft and filled with love, warming my insides.

“Thank you,” I said, feeling a swell of love within, threatening to bring tears to my eyes. I leaned forward and our lips met.

First the kiss was gentle, then our tongue touched, and my hands moved down her incredible body. Our kiss grew heated and then clothes were flying off. I pushed her back onto the mattress and was between her legs, her heels drawing me in deeper and deeper into her incredible tightness.

She was even more desperate for the sex than I was, and she rolled me over, her hips gyrating on mine, grinding into me. Then she sat back, and I gripped her hips, and she held onto my forearms, her head thrown back, thick dark hair bouncing as she rode me. I watched her massive tits swaying and jiggling with my every thrust and as her pussy walls began to flutter, her climax approaching, a thought popped into my head. The heat of our lovemaking building, beads of sweat running down her massive breasts. Her nipples inscribed figure eights as they bounced and I couldn’t get the image of a gyroscope, swaying in space out of my head.

She came on me, screaming in pleasure and collapsing on top of me. My cock was rock hard, but my mind was gone, running down paths of possibility.

“My lord has yet to cum,” she purred into my neck, “should I call in Elsie and Gwen to help me coax that delicious nectar from you?”

“Three…” I breathed, my mind exploding with insight, “Anna you’re a genius!” I said and kissing her I leapt up on the bed, “It’s so obvious now… but the trajectories… I don’t know if it’s possible… we will need to calculate it…”

I had hopped off the bed and was pacing back and forth, my mind whirling.

“My Lord?” Anna asked, pulling a sheet up to cover her pink nipples, looking at me unsure.

“Anna,” I turned to look her full in the eyes, my grin wild and wide, “I think I’ve solved it, with your help, your wonderful help!”

“Solved what?” She asked, slipping out from under the comforter and walking up to me, her face concerned.

“It!” I said, “Everything! It’s been here all along. Just the application was implemented improperly and then they solved the other issue in the past decade, the loss transmission problem. Hitomi’s device will work! It might all work!”

“You’re serious,” she said, a hand coming up to cover her mouth.

“I have to get to the lab,” I said, rushing over to throw on my boxers and a shirt, not bothering with pants, turning to look at Anna with wild eyes and a big smile. She had a look of concern on her face, thinking maybe I had gone mad or something, but she smiled to me.

“Go,” she said, “and then come back and finish what you started,” she grinned wide as I ran over and pulled her into a quick, fierce kiss. Then I was dashing out the door and down the hall. I got to the lab before I realized I’d only put one sock on.

It was empty, but that was perfect. I pulled up the old files and drawings, setting the different projects that would apply to my idea up on the projectors, covering one wall with several disparate systems and data.

When Frita, Hitomi and Mina walked in they found me pacing back and forth. The lab was surprisingly chilly when you didn’t have pants, or a coat, and only one sock.

“Frita,” I said when she looked at me questioningly, “do you have the data on the old team’s wireless transmission tests?”

“Yes,” she said puzzled, “what good would they do though? It’s much too impractical to implement.”

“Yes, yes,” I said, waving that away, “I need the data on their longest transmission tests, and anything down to one mile. Anything you have on directional vectoring.”

“Ok,” she said, pulling her laptop over and searching through the server.

“Mina, can you calculate some trajectories for me?”

“Of course,” she said, and when I sat her down and described what calculation I needed, she grinned. The brilliant woman already seeing what I was trying to figure out.

“Hitomi, can you bring up those simulations we ran yesterday of your device and how it would function in a vacuum?”

“Sure,” she said, “but all the simulations were failures.”

“Yes, but I’d like to change one of the parameters,” I walked over to her computer and reaching over her shoulder, input different variables into her algorithm, “One device can’t handle the heat generation, but if we divide the workload between four devices, and have them in 0-G space,”

“We tested that,” she said, shaking her head in frustration, “There is still the issue of interference, and no control system could handle that workload. Nothing we would trust to regulate that much energy, that is.”

“Here,” I said, drawing out my idea and inputting the final variable, “If we build a gimbal housing for the devices, like this,” I pulled out the small sketch I had made that morning and showed her, “and set the attractive properties to be more or less powerful depending on each device’s temperature…”

“Then we could ensure only one device at a time is within range!” Hitomi said, jumping to her feet and looking around, “They would regulate themselves!”

“Exactly,” I said, “Can you design a model? We need to see how it would function in geo-synchronous orbit.”

“If it’s in orbit,” Hitomi said, and she looked to Frita.

“And the wireless transmission has no loss when passing through the atmosphere…” Frita continued, her eyes wide.

“The generation devices will be able to function until the metals give out to fatigue!” Mina said picking her head up from her calculations, “That would be,” she looked to the sky, calculating in her head, “over 200 years of free, clean power… with four devices running at once… that’s enough to power the entire eastern seaboard.”

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” I said, suppressing my elation, “we have to be absolutely certain of our calculations.”

“Aiden…” Hitomi breathed looking at me, “My Lord… how did you figure this out… and in your first week!”

“This morning I was watching,” I bit my tongue before I finished the sentence, not wanting to admit that Anna’s perfect tits had given me the inspiration, “It doesn’t matter,” I finished lamely and Hitomi and Mina gave me sly smiles before they went back to their work.

That morning and afternoon flew by and we got a lot of work done. By 3pm we had a working model of my idea. The massive amount of computing power on hand was all devoted to crunching the numbers and running through simulations. We all stood, holding our breaths as we watched the first results come in.

They all passed.

The women screamed in joy, jumping and dancing around.

“What’s going on?” A voice called from the lab door and I turned to see Anna, Elsie and Gwen standing there, looks of concern and worry on their faces.

“We heard the screams and came right away,” said Gwen, a confused frown marring her pretty face.

“Master did it!” Hitomi called running over and grabbing Elsie and Gwen’s hands, “Come and see, he solved it!”

“It’s true then?” Anna asked disbelieving, “My Lord, but how?”

“It’s the oscillation and leveraging the thermal expansion against basic laws of physics,” Mina said.

“What?” Asked Gwen.

“It doesn’t matter Gwen,” laughed Hitomi, “we have a solution to the world’s energy problems. Free and safe and remarkably cheap to implement.”

“That’s due to your amazing design,” I told Hitomi with a smile, “We still have a lot of tests to run, and numbers to crunch. We should build and test a prototype in the next couple months, but if everything checks out, as it has so far. Within the next year or two we will realize my Great Uncle and all of his ancestors dream.”

“This calls for a party!” Elsie said.

“I agree!” Said Frita, and everyone turned shocked stares to the cold tall blond, “What?”

“I never thought you were the partying type,” said Mina.

“Tonight,” Anna said with a big grin, “Elsie, go let Bess and Sarah know that we’re feasting tonight and to break out the wine!”

They all cheered, and Anna walked over and gave me a big hug, Elsie coming over to do the same, then Frita. Soon every woman was hugging each other with me in the middle as we laughed and cried in joy.












Chapter 11











I
 don’t know when she found the time, but Elsie had laid out a nice suit for me by the time I got back to my rooms. I took my time, bathing and shaving before I got dressed before the great stand mirror in the corner.

Wonder of wonders, as I stood there seeing myself in the fancy suit, surrounded by wealth and beauty, I didn’t feel like a fraud at all. I felt, for the first time, that I was worthy of this place, of the wealth and power I had been given. I resolved to never be unworthy of it in the future. I thought of the beautiful women downstairs. Each could have wealth and freedom at any moment they wanted. They were all here because they wanted to be, because they wanted to be nowhere else. I felt my cock throb at the thought. I glanced over to the wall and saw Gwen had put my manga books up on a shelf. On the top shelf, in a special place, were my harem books. She was telling me something there, and I smiled, grateful to my Great Uncle and to these gorgeous women, for giving me the greatest gift I’d ever gotten. Their love and devotion.

Once I was dressed and ready, I headed downstairs to the formal dining room. As I approached, I heard the sounds of laughter and gentle music spilling forth from the room. I froze in the doorway at the sight before me. All the women who worked at the mansion were there, all dressed to the nines in elegant gowns and attire. They paused in their conversations to turn and smile at me, almost as one when I stood in the doorway. Hitomi began to clap and then soon they all were.

I blushed a under all their stares, but I didn’t feel nearly as embarrassed or like a fraud as I had even a day before. I smiled and nodded, and Anna came out from the group. The woman was in a black dress with a slit up one thigh and a plunging neckline that showed a vast amount of her large soft bosom. She smiled her special smile when she noticed me checking out her tits, and linked her arm in mine, drawing me into the room.

“All wish to show their devotion and give thanks to you, my Lord,” Anna said, “But first let’s get you something to drink.”

Elsie walked over, the small busty brunette in a tight red dress that left nothing to the imagination. She walked with a strut as she stepped up before me and handed me a glass of champagne.

“Thank you,” I said with a smile, sipping the bubbly drink. I’d never been a fan of champagne, but right then I didn’t mind, because it tasted like victory. Also, as I looked around the room, I saw the women were downing the golden drink like it was water. Bess already looked quite tipsy as she pulled Lydia’s large body into a sloppy embrace.

“You are more than welcome, my Lord,” She said with a wicked grin… glancing to Anna she said, “Please tell me we’re going to have the New Year’s celebration tonight,”

“New Year?” I asked, the holiday was still months off.

“Oh yes,” Anna told Elsie with a small smile, “All will have their chance to… give their appreciation.”

“Oh, perfect!” Elsie said, and she looked up at me with bright eyes, “I’ll go tell the girls,” then she walked off, her firm ass swaying beneath the red dress in a way that drew my eyes.

“What was she talking about?” I asked Anna.

“My Lord will find out soon,” She said with a mysterious smile, “We were planning a special celebration for you, for all of us. Ahh Rosie, I’m so glad you got the message.”

The fit redhead was stuffing her face with finger sandwiches when we stopped near the table. I reached down and took a couple, realizing I was ravenous.

“Aye, Mistress,” she said with a broad grin, “wouldn’t miss it for the world. It’s true then, what Frita said about the project?”

“So, it appears,” Anna said with a proud smile looking up at me, “our Young Master here has proven himself to be the greatest of his line. He saved the world today.”

“Mhmm,” Rosie said, her eyes taking on a hungry look as she looked me up and down. Then she bit her bottom lip and turned around, looking over her shoulder with a smouldering look as she pressed her round firm ass back against my crotch, “Would my Lord care to take his reward now?”

“Rosie,” Anna said disapprovingly, “Let the man eat, he must be starving, and then give him a few to digest. Then we will begin the festivities.”

“Yes Mistress,” she said with a chuckle and I realized Rosie was already quite tipsy as she staggered off. Seeing Gwen talking with Frita she went over and butted into their conversation.

“Rosie is a fan of the…. Backdoor love,” Anna whispered, to me with a slight blush.

“Oh,” I said, feeling my cock stiffen as I stuffed another finger sandwich into my mouth, “that’s good to know.”

Anna laughed and called over Hitomi, who was standing awkwardly in the corner. The busty little Japanese woman smiled, relieved. We chatted for several minutes, others coming over and offering congratulation. The bubbles flowed and soon Sarah came out of the Kitchen bearing a large tray of roasted and smoked meats. Bess and Lydia followed with trays of vegetables and sauces, and soon we were all standing around, eating and laughing. Everyone in high spirits.

I was going out of my mind with the amount of flirtations and dirty comments I was getting from the women. They were all so beautiful and sexy with their hair done up and their dangerous curves on display.

I had a nice buzz going and my food had settled down in my stomach. Speaking with Mina about her time at Cal Berkley, I saw Anna step up at the head of the table. She clinked a fork on her champagne flute and all the conversations died down, all eyes turning to the gorgeous head of the household.

“We have come here to celebrate our Lord’s brilliant achievement today,” she held up her glass and all the women began to clap and turned adoring faces on me. I dipped my head and smiled, still a little awkward under so many beautiful women’s stares.

“More important than that,” Anna continued, “To us here at least. Is that we have come to celebrate the man that we have all devoted our lives to, and each other. For we are one family, one body. I would have waited until the New Year, when our lord has had a chance to get to know every one of you, and be comfortable with this, but tonight seems like the perfect time.”

She stepped to the side and Elsie opened a door behind her showing a large study, strangely appointed in furniture.

“Lord Aiden we have a boon to ask of you,” Anna said with formality and I saw the other women setting down their glasses, and folding their hands over their hearts, even as Anna did the same, “We wish to bind our union, all of us, in a sacred trust. Each of us wants to bind ourselves to you, if you will have us.”

I looked around the room, stunned, and saw a dozen faced turned to me, each shining with love. This was more than I could have dreamed of. My tongue was cleaved to the roof of my mouth so I just nodded, turning back to Anna with a big grin.

“If you would all come into the study,” Anna said with a wide smile, “we will let the true festivities begin.”

I followed the women in; they were whispering to one another, the friends and lovers pairing off as they spread out. The room was a large study, the walls covered in books and paintings, but there was no desk, just a small cushioned chair at one end and arrayed around it in a half circle were couches, piles of pillows and blankets. I looked to Anna curiously, and she came over, linking her arm in mine once more and lead me over to the chair.

Pressing me into the chair, she turned to address the rest of the women who had taken up seats or lounged upon the floor spread out around me. I felt my hands trembling as I realized what was about to happen, and I couldn’t keep the giant grin off my face.

A low throbbing music was playing in the background, and the light was warm and hazy. As I glanced around the half circle my mind fuzzy from the champagne, I saw women beginning to pull other women to themselves. Hands exploring, lips kissing, and clothing slowly being peeled off. Bess had stripped Lydia of her flowing dress and the black woman had a hand down between the big blonde’s thighs, their massive tits smashed against one another as their tongues danced together.

Anna leaned down and kissed my cheek, and I turned wide eyes on her and saw her excited smile.

“My Lord has yet to gift young Penny with his touch,” she whispered in my ear and I turned my head back to the front just in time to see the tiny blond driver, stepped up from the group, her blue cocktail dress pooling at her feet.

My jaw dropped open when I saw she was nude beneath, her slender and tight body sauntering up to me.

“I wanted you to come visit me in the garage my Lord,” Penny said as she slipped her legs to either side of mine, sitting her firm ass on my thighs and leaned down to kiss me, then said, “but you were busy saving the world, so I guess I can forgive you.” She kissed me again, her small fingers undoing the button of my shirt.

“I didn’t know,” I said lamely, my hands coming up to slide up her firm hips and across the tight muscles of her back. Her skin was so soft and tender.

“My Lord knows now,” she said with a wink a she slipped down between my legs unhooking my belt, and letting my rock-hard cock stand free, “Mhmm and now I know my Lord feels the same about me!”

With a grin, I watched her small pink tongue slide up the underside of my cock. I groaned out in pleasure and when I looked up the sight in front of my eyes stole my breath. All around the study, beautiful women were in the throes of passion. Slowly stripping each other of clothes, fingers and tongues teasing delicate parts.

“I will just get a taste of you tonight Young Master,” Penny said, her hot breath caressing the head of my cock, “Because all here must have their chance, but I want you soon…” Her eyes bore into me and I saw real need there and I reached down slipping my fingers in her hair and pulling her lips to mine, our kiss passionate.

Then I took control of her, laying the tiny woman down and feeling her shudder in pleasure as my dick pressed down into her sex. I reached down and pressed the fat head into her wet folds, and she cried out in joy.

I could sense others coming over. Felt hands on my ass and back, fingers running through my hair as soft flesh pressed in. But my focus was on Penny. The tiny little woman was a wild cat beneath me. Her fingers digging into my back, her body writhing against me. I felt her firm nipple press against my chest and my hand still in her hair, the other on her ass. We kissed and fucked with wild passion.

Penny came beneath me, screaming out her pleasure. Her strong little hands held me off as she panted.

“So sensitive… oh god Aiden, that was amazing,” she pulled me into a kiss and then rolled me over.

“What?” I asked in distress as I felt her weight lift up off me, her lips still on mine. Then an incredibly hot wet pussy was sliding down over me as another pair of thighs straddled my hips. I looked up and saw the enormous, sagging tits of Lydia. The older blond looked down at me with desire and a just a touch of nervousness.

Her nervousness disappeared when she saw my face and the desire for her written plain on it. I reached up and took two handfuls of soft tit flesh as she rode me slowly. Bess slid up to her friend's side, kissing the large woman and sliding a hand down to tease and play with her clit. Lydia came with a small shudder minutes later, after I pulled her down, tasting her thick soft lips with mine.

She rolled off me and into Penny’s arms. Then Elsie was there, the happy little maid sucking my cock into her talented mouth. The young woman really loved to suck me off. She wouldn’t release my cock until I had deposited a huge load of cum into it, and across her pretty face. Sarah pulled Elsie into a kiss and happily licked the other woman's face clean of my cum.

Then Hitomi was pulling me up and dragging me over to the couch Frita and Mina shared. I stared down at my naked lab staff and shook my head in disbelief at all of this. Then smiled and stepped up to them.

“Let us thank you properly for your brilliance today,” Frita said, with a wink.

The tall thin beauty sucked my soft cock into her mouth, Mina at her side, kissing one thigh while Hitomi kissed the other. The women traded off blowing me, passing my rapidly hardening cock back and forth between them. I stood and went from one to the other, fucking their faces and loving the sight of two or three pairs of lips and tongues sliding along my length, or trading me back and forth between them.

“I need to be inside you,” I said with a grin, and the three glanced from one to the other, then all grinned at once.

The women hopped up onto the couch on their knees, elbows on the back. Three amazing asses and dripping wet pussies lined up before me. I stepped up to Mina in the middle and the small brunette arched her back in pleasure as I drove my cock into her in one powerful thrust. After several hard thrusts, feeling her pussy clenching up in pleasure I pulled out and drove into Hitomi, the tiny Asian woman had an incredibly tight pussy and soon I pulled out of her and then stepped over to Frita.

Like a Lord or a King in truth, I moved between the women. They kissed one another, hands caressing and pleasuring, along with my fingers and hands, whoever I wasn’t fucking at the time. Each of their pleasure heightening moment by moment. The women each came at least once, either with my cock in them or with another’s hands teasing and pleasing them. I felt my orgasm about to hit and ordered them all at my feet. My knees shook and toes curled as I saw three pretty faces turned up and waiting for my cum to cover them.

I had an audience of a half dozen of the women and, as I began to shoot, several came over and pressed themselves to my sides. Hand pulling me into kisses and then pressing me back down onto the floor.

The next hour was a haze of pleasure, sweaty flesh and beautiful naked bodies. Gwen rode me to a massive orgasm, her best friend Elsie there at her side, her big tits swaying deliciously. Then I had Sarah bent over and the tiny kitchen helper fucked back at me with desperate need. She was the wildest little fuck toy, saying the nastiest things as I drove into her. Bess at her side, whispering for ‘daddy’ to fuck his little toy, over and over again. The two of them had a kink for the taboo that kept my dick diamond hard.

Rosie stole me away after that and all watched as I bent her over a chair, taking control of the sexy redhead and pressing my cum covered cock into her tiny tight ass. Anna was there, guiding me and teasing the red heads pussy as I fucked her. I came deep in her bowels and stumbled back, exhausted.

The women continued to pour glasses of champagne and make love, in pairs and threesomes, and even a foursome around the room. I looked down on them all and felt my heart about to burst with love and appreciation.

Then Anna was leading me out of the room and into my bathroom. There she already had a soapy hot bath set up. I felt utterly grateful for the gorgeous older woman as we sank down into the hot water. She bathed me with gentle hands and I her. I would never admit it out loud, but Anna was hands down the most beautiful of the women in the mansion and I felt most comfortable with her. We spent the next hour in the bath, making love again and again and just touching and holding one another. The best was when she rode me in the water, her massive perfect breasts bouncing in the water as she rose and fell slowly. We drew our pleasure out of a long thirty minutes, both of us riding right on the edge of orgasm until we finally exploded.

I lay in bed with her that night. Holding her in my arms, I drifted off to sleep with nothing but hope and joy for the future to come.












Epilogue











I
 t took several years before we could roll the devices out to the public. We had to file and get approval for the patents. Which required a trip to the lawyers, Cohn & Bain. Let me tell you, the reception I received when I got there was… incredible. Muriel and Cynthia were so excited they jumped my bone right there in the offices. The sexy older women simply raising their skirts and riding me. Sarah, Muriel’s daughter, gave me a lot more than she had the first time we met, once she realized what was going on in the office, and joined in. That was so amazing I invited them all to the Mansion for a weekend of fun soon, and all three eagerly agreed.

Then we had the initial design phases and proto builds. Testing and licensing were a very time-intensive process as well. When we rolled the devices out to the world, there was a grand celebration, also a massive disruption as energy companies all over the world now struggled to exist. I didn’t fear for them, however, because there were plenty of jobs installing and maintaining our systems around the world.

The glorious mission of my ancestors has been completed, and now I live for today. We are creating a new mission, me and my harem of wives. The next substantial challenge for humanity… reaching our race out into the stars… ensuring the species survives no matter what. That is what we are bending our minds and wills to now. But there is no rush, and I intend to enjoy myself now that I have total comfort with my bevy of gorgeous MILFs.




THE END

















Mommy’s Allstar




















Chapter 1











I
 t was bottom of the ninth, two outs, no hits, and the clean-up batter for the opposing team was walking to the plate. The stands were packed with tense, silent faces. I sat clutching my sister and best friends’ hands in either of mine. The women pressed in close to my side on the cold stone bleachers, their bodies stiff with tension. None of us hardly dared to breathe.

It was the state championship match, and my stepson stood on the mound. He was one batter away from throwing a perfect game, and the stands were filled with scouts from all the major pro teams. Our dugout was deathly silent, with the team all wearing their hats in odd ways, strange rituals and superstitions, as they tried not to jinx their pitchers’ perfect game.

The batter stepped into the box, tapping the plate with the tip of his bat, settling into his stance. Luke gave a slight shake of his head, throwing off the catcher’s sign and then nodded. He stood smoothly, and I was struck, as always, by the graceful motions of his body. His long, lean form stood and then smoothly stepped forward, his arm suddenly a whipcord of explosive movement, as his whole body stretched out, the ball flying free.

The women beside me held their breath, and I realized I was too, as the batter whipped his bat around. The crack of bat on ball sent a jolt of fear through me, and a flinch to our side of the stands until we saw it spinning up and back, a foul.

The catcher threw Luke a fresh ball, and he nearly slapped it out of the air when he caught it. He was working himself up into an anger I saw, using the emotion to distract himself from the high stake’s moment. I glanced at my sister, Laurie, and saw she had her eyes closed, lips muttering in silent prayer. I couldn't help but grin, the woman and I had grown so close over the last few months, and her faith never ceased to surprise me. She wasn’t my real sister, of course, but we looked so similar that Luke liked to joke we were, and since our friendship bloomed, the name stuck. How Laurie squared her strong faith, with our kinky lifestyle, I'd never figured out. Her love and devotion to Luke were just as intense as mine and Jen's.

After all we'd been through, I could never doubt that.

Looking over to Jen on my other side, I saw a different emotion on her face, certainty. Her smile was wide, eyes shining with passionate excitement. Jen has been my best friend since grade school, and there’s no woman more loyal and steadfast than her. Since she found out about Luke and me, and then joined in, she’s transferred that love and loyalty to my stepson. She glanced at me and winked, clutching my hand and easing my anxiety.

I looked back in time to see Luke winding up to throw his second pitch. The ball was out of his hand faster than I’d seen all game and hit the catcher’s mitt with a crack of sound that stunned the crowd. The umpire called a ball, and I could see the batter sigh in relief. All eyes turned to the scoreboard, and a low murmur sprang up when 96 MPH appeared on the screen. That was the fastest pitch Luke had thrown all game and easily ten miles an hour faster than the opposing team’s pitcher could throw.

Luke wasted no time as he wound up for his next pitch, letting the ball fly, the batter swung, but he was far behind the pitch, and it struck the catcher's glove a half-second before the batter could get his bat around. I felt Jen and Laurie shaking beside me, and I gripped their hands tighter, unable to look away from the spectacle playing out on the field.

Luke got his sign from the catcher and was standing up to let it fly. I noticed the batter lean forward ever so slightly, crowding the plate. Just as the ball was flying in, the batter jerked back, playing it up perfectly and drawing a ball from the umpire.

Once more, Luke slapped the ball out of the air when it was thrown back to him. Stalking back up the mound, I could see him seething in anger. I joined Laurie in prayer, praying he found some calm to that temper of his and used the focusing techniques we’d worked on.

Luke stood looking out into center field, taking a couple deep breaths and then turned back to the batter. He glanced up into the stands and looked straight at us. My body was on fire as his dark gaze swept over me, Laurie and Jen. I saw him breathe a slow deep breath, the tension leaving his body. The women beside me huddled in closer, our breaths frozen in our lungs as the beautiful young man began his pitch.

There has rarely been a thing as balanced in form and function, while also being both graceful and beautiful as a perfectly thrown baseball.

The opposing batter stood with his feet rooted to the ground as the 103 MPH fastball smacked into the catcher’s glove.

“Strike three!” The umpires yell coincided with a roar from our side of the stands.

We all jumped to our feet, dancing and shouting in joy. Jen and Laurie hugged me tight as we raised our hands, waving in cheer to the boys below. I was looking and saw Luke turn to us, a giant grin of triumph on his face. He was still staring, raising one hand in a fist of victory when his team swarmed him.

Our eyes had met for one instant, long enough for me to see the delicious hopes in my young champions' mind. Long enough for him to see my smile, confirming the promised pleasures to come.

Jen, Laurie, and I left talking excitedly about the thrilling game. We drew lots of looks from men and even women, as we did wherever we went, but we ignored them. Instead, we hurried back to my house to prepare for our champions return and the wild, sexy reward we had in store for him. For months now, the three of us had been Luke’s sexual playthings, fulfilling his every desire and fantasy as well as our own.





----------








It all began
 a year before with the death of my husband, Caleb. He and I had only been married for a few years, but they had all been wonderful. It was a shock to the whole family when he had a brain aneurism. One moment he was there laughing and cleaning out the garage, and the next instant, he was collapsing to the ground, dead.

I was lost those first few months after the funeral, and Luke was too. I found myself in bed most days too tired to get up, too depressed to do anything besides lay around and watch daytime TV. It was Luke who saved me, but I guess if I’m being honest, we saved one another.

The poor boy had lost his mother when he was young, lost a stepmother to a bitter divorce, and now his father. He was gone from the house most of the time, and when he was around, he was sullen and irritable.

Several months into my mourning, I got a call from his coach informing me he was failing two of his classes and was at risk of losing his baseball scholarship. He told me he’d been forced to kick Luke out of practice that afternoon for showing up with some girl, the two of them drunk. I promised the man I would speak with the boy and that something like this would never happen again.

I sent Luke a text telling him we needed to talk, and he better be home that night. Then I climbed out of bed and took a look at myself in the mirror. I looked a sight. My hair was a rats nest, face puffy from tears, and lack of sleep, and when I took a whiff of my clothes, I shuddered at the stench. Stripping and tossing the t-shirt and sweats in the hamper, I hopped in the shower.

The boy was a naturally gifted athlete, he’d lettered in four sports in high-school, and Caleb and I had loved to go to his games. Luke’s former stepmom still came to watch the young man play every once in a while, too. I never had a comfortable relationship with Laurie, she and Caleb rarely got along, but we bonded over our shared love of baseball and Luke. Laurie loved Luke, and it wouldn’t have been right to keep her out of his life entirely.

Luke had received a full-ride scholarship to play baseball for the local college and was rumored to be good enough to make the major leagues. If he was failing his classes, and at risk for being kicked off the team and out of school, then he could kiss that future goodbye. This was serious.

As I showered, I thought of my handsome stepson. He was a gorgeous young man, both talented and popular. His father’s death had come at the worst possible moment for him, with all the stress of school and sports added to it. I tried to think about how I could ease his burden, perhaps find him a good therapist.

Thinking about Luke, I couldn't help but picture him in his uniform. He looked so striking, with the tight pants showing off his perfect behind to perfection. His broad shoulders and chiseled frame were enough to make most women swoon, if they didn’t see his perfect curling blond locks or dark, piercing green eyes. His father was a charismatic man, wealthy and powerful, but he couldn’t hold a candle to Luke for sheer masculine beauty. It was like having Brad Pitt or Jude Law for a stepson.

I don't know what came over me as I stood there beneath the hot cascading water. Perhaps it was madness born of loss, and perhaps it was that I hadn’t been touched in so long. Whatever it was, I found myself leaning back against the cool tile wall. One hand wandered down to press and rub my aching sex, while the other pinched one large nipple, pulling on it gently.

The water ran down my body, and my mind filled with images of Luke’s gorgeous face and form. Of the lingering looks, he sometimes sent my way. A wicked thought began to form in my mind, but before I allowed myself to explore it fully, a powerful orgasm rushed through my body.

Knees weak, I pressed myself hard against the wall to keep from sliding down it. I was breathing heavily, body flush with both pleasure and shame. I finished my shower and put the fantasy out of my mind.

Stepping out and grabbing a towel, I called for Alexa to put on some classic rock and let the music soothe me. Drying off and wrapping myself in a towel, I went around my room and opened the curtains letting the late afternoon sunlight stream into the bedroom.












Chapter 2











F
 eeling better than I had in a long time, I walked into the closet and began digging through my wardrobe to find an outfit. I finally pulled on a loose white dress that hung down to mid-thigh and then checked myself out in the mirror. It needed a little sparkle, so I pulled on a diamond necklace and checked myself out again, more than happy with the results. I hung the dress and got started on my makeup and hair.

This was the first time I'd done my makeup since the funeral, and I found myself getting misty-eyed a time or two. I forced the bad thoughts out and focused instead on my stepson, and how much I knew he was hurting and lonely. The poor boy had lost so many family members in his life. From what his coach had said, It seemed like he was trying to hit rock bottom in a hurry.

I know the effect I have on men and women. It's been a source of both power and annoyance for me thought my life. Now that I'm in my late thirties, I get fewer looks, but I’d never failed to notice the lingering stares Luke had sent my way throughout the years. He’d had such a bad attitude the past few months, and it was getting worse and worse, that I had to do something to get his attention.

Trying not to picture my fantasies from earlier, and telling myself this was for the boy’s benefit, I painted my eyes dark, high lighting their pale green with eyeliner and mascara. Then I teased out my hair and pulled it back into a loose ponytail. My bangs hung down, framing the sides of my face and highlighting my high cheekbones and wide full-lipped mouth. I painted pale pink lipstick on and gave myself a critical once over before dressing.

I was careful not to overdo it, but I felt great as I checked myself out in the mirror. Feeling better and better about my plan, I headed downstairs to the kitchen and started preparing dinner. I had to clean up days’ worth of take-out boxes that had piled up and ended up giving the kitchen a thorough cleaning once the chicken and potatoes were roasting in the oven.

Luke came home, slamming the front door behind him and running upstairs without even a hello. I heard him drop his baseball bag and books and climb into the shower. He was only twenty, and his father had been strict about such things, but I figured he was old enough to have a glass of wine with dinner.

I set the table and poured us two glasses and then pulled out the chicken and tossed some fresh-cut garlic in with the green right at the last minute, tossing them in some virgin olive oil. The potatoes came out last, piping hot and toasted a perfect golden brown. Luke got into the kitchen just then, and I turned my smile, dropping into a frown when I saw him dressed to go out.

“I told you we were having dinner tonight,” I said, “and that I wanted to talk.”

“Tara’s parents are gone for the night, so I’m gonna head over there,” he didn't meet my eyes as he spoke. Instead of opening the fridge and pulling out a plate of cold leftover pizza, "I'll just eat this."

“Don’t you have an exam tomorrow?” I asked, my voice hitching in emotion as I tried to swallow the hurt I felt.

“Yea," he said, pausing with the fridge door open, still not meeting my eyes, but he looked around at the food and set table, "It doesn't matter though, I'll just fail it anyway."

“Luke, please," My voice broke, and he looked up, meeting my eyes, and then looked away again, "honey, I talked to your coach today. Drinking at practice? He said if you fail this test, they’re going to end your scholarship.”

“I’m failing anyway,” he said, hopelessly, “It doesn’t matter, Tara's dad said he could get me a job down at the quarry. I can move out in a month or two, and then you won't have to deal with me."

“I don’t want that," I said softly, feeling an aching abyss within at the thought of him moving out now, "Please, I have the number of a therapist, she’s a good woman, a friend of mine. Specializing in grief and loss, just promise me you'll go and see her. I think it will help."

“You think I’m sad?!” He suddenly roared, spinning on me, face red with anger. I jumped back startled, and he calmed down a touch, but his voice was still rough as he went on, "This is the opposite of that! I’m finally out enjoying my life! I spent my whole childhood being the perfect son, perfect ballplayer, and for what?! To drop dead without warning? Tara gives me the only comfort I need. What I’ve craved for so long.” His eyes were red and baleful, breathing ragged, “I’m done going through life and withholding the rewards for a future that will never come.”

"Luke, you have a god-given talent," I said my heart racing. This moment between us was so fragile, he was finally speaking, even if it was in bitter anger, and I didn’t want to do anything to shatter it. “You can’t throw this opportunity away, please, honey!”

“I don’t care about the stupid test, just let me live my life!” He turned and grabbed his jacket heading for the door, “I’m going to Tara’s, I’ll be back tomorrow.”

"Luke, wait!”

My heart was racing, mind flitting through possibilities when suddenly I realized what I had to do. It was insane, outrageous, and could blow up in my face, ruining my life. But when Luke looked back at me, face struggling to suppress emotion, I realized that it wasn't just sadness the young man struggled with right now, it was his hormones and desires. I knew how I could reach him. I just prayed it wasn't my own secret desires that motivated me.

“You said Tara gives you the only comfort you need," my voice was soft, and now it was I who couldn't meet his eyes, "What if… what if I provided you that release instead.”

I closed my eyes, unable to see the look of disgust on his face. The silence stretched, and slowly I opened them to see Luke standing there stunned, eyes wide as saucers as they traveled down my hourglass form. His jaw worked until finally sound came out.

“You can’t be serious,” he said with a half-smile of disbelief.

He couldn’t hide the hope that laced his words, and I felt my confidence soar. A dozen arguments against this madness raced through my mind, but the sight of my gorgeous stepson quieted them to a whisper. This girl Tara was bad news, and his desire to get laid, coupled with the loss of his father, were combining to ruin his life. I saw a path forward for both of us, and my sex throbbed and grew damp as I realized what I was prepared to do for this handsome young man.

“On two conditions,” I said, untying my apron slowly, "First, you visit a therapist. Second,” my cheeks blushed as I went on, unable to meet his eyes, “No more showing up drunk to practice or school. You have to give 110% to baseball and your classes.”

“And what?” He asked, still with that smirk of disbelief on his face.

"And if you do," I said, meeting his eyes finally, “I promise you won’t need Tara or any of those other sorority girls."

“But you’re my mom,” he said, and I didn’t fail to notice the flare of his pupils as he stared at me and contemplated the possibility.

“I’m only your stepmom,” I said, my heart racing, “and I really think this is the best thing for both of us… You don’t believe me,” I looked into his face, and he shook his head, eyes hopeful but still disbelieving. He couldn’t wrap his mind around what I was offering. To be honest, I still hadn't either, but I felt a thrill of excitement run through me as I turned, turning off the oven and putting the chicken and potatoes back in to stay warm.

“Head up to your room and cancel your date with Tara," I said, pulling the apron over my head and hanging it up. “I’ll be up there in a minute.”

"You'll be…" his brows pinched together as if he was working through a difficult problem, then slow realization dawned in his face, and his cheeks grew red.

I stepped up to him and rested one small hand on his broad, muscular chest and looked up into his beautiful green eyes. I could feel the coiled tension in him at my closeness and the awkwardness of a young man unused to women still. My audacity again amazed me, but as I stared into his handsome face, I realized I'd been wanting this for so long but had been too fearful and ashamed to admit to myself.

“I'll be up in a minute, and then I can prove to you my… resolve… in making sure you stay focused on school and baseball. Then we'll come down and have a nice family meal, and you can study for your exam."

“Ok… mom,” he said, his voice breathless.

He turned and almost fled up the stairs. As I watched his firm butt move, I felt my pussy dampen with desire. What was I planning on doing? How far was I going to take this? I didn’t know precisely, but my own bottomless desire and need for the young man worried me.












Chapter 3











I
 switched off the burners and wiped down the counter, taking a deep drink of my wine glass to steady my nerves and pausing before the hall mirror and touched up my eye make-up. My heart was racing as I looked myself over. I’d always been a little self-conscious of my thin frame and limbs, no matter what I ate, or did I stay tiny. All the weight seemed just to make my boobs grow bigger. They sagged a little now, but still looked a little obscene on my small body. I gave my nipples a final pinch, hardening them against the thin bra I wore and then slipped upstairs.

Luke’s door was open, and I found him sitting on his bed, toying with his phone. He set it aside when I stepped in, face red as he gazed up at me. He opened his mouth to speak but lost what he was going to say, mouth closing.

“This is just to help you focus,” I said, my voice sounding far more confident than I felt, “and it has to stay a secret between you and me.”

“I promise,” he said, eyes tracing the lines of my face and dropping down to stare at my chest, widening to saucers, “I won’t tell a soul.”

“Tonight is just to prove to you how serious I am,” my hands and knees were trembling as I sank down before him, looking up I caught his eyes and felt wanton as I went on, “If you pass your test tomorrow, and prove how serious you are about this, then… there is more we can do… for now, let mommy help you release your stress.”

My fingers still trembled as I slid them up his thighs and to the buckle of his pants. He moved to help, but I pushed his hands away gently, taking the initiative for this first illicit encounter. My mind didn’t want to comprehend what was pressed against the fabric of his pants, but I couldn’t deny it as I drew the jeans down his thighs and saw the massive tent in his boxers. I couldn't help but stare as I pulled the pants off his ankles. My jaw was hanging open, heart racing as I realized I was about to do this.

“I know it's gross," he said, and the raw emotion in his voice made me drag my eyes away from the behemoth between his legs. His face twisted in shame, eyes looking away, hands gripping the mattress in white-knuckled fists, "the guys always make fun of me, and Tara is the only girl who's ever been willing to… Anyway, I know it’s gross, so you don't need to say anything."

“Luke, no!” Putting more passion in it than I’d meant to let out.

I reached up and ripped down his boxers, the giant thick log of cock rolling free. I wasn’t fully hard, but it was already far longer and thicker than any cock I'd ever seen, outside of maybe a porn video I’d watched with my husband.

“Honey, those boys were just jealous, trust me! There is nothing gross about you… oh, no baby, just the opposite," my mouth was watering as I stared at the thick veiny cock. I ran my hands up his thighs and let my fingers graze along its length. His heavy balls tightened, and the beast pulsed as it began to fill with blood.

“And those poor little girls will regret not taking advantage of this gorgeous dick.”

I felt Luke's eyes on me and sensed his amazement at my reaction, but I was wholly absorbed in the most magnificent organ I'd ever seen. It grew in my hand's thickening and lengthening as my gentle fingers played along its length. Without thinking, I spat on my hand and brought it up to his cock.

“Oh, fuck mom,” Luke moaned, and I remembered where I was and who I was with.

I looked up and felt pleasure wash through me as bliss stole over his handsome face. Watching his reaction, I wrapped both my hands around his massive cock and worked them up and down, twisting them in opposite directions as I did. I couldn’t help but imagine what this thing would do to my insides, how it would feel sliding into me, his young hard body above pounding.

Lost in the thoughts, I didn't notice his heavy balls tighten up, but I felt his cock pulsing beneath my hands.

“I’m cumming!”

He announced it not a second before thick streams of pearly white jizz shot out of his cock, coating my dress top. I flinched back and let go of his cock, and it slapped back into his hard stomach. I sat back on my heels, panting as I looked down at my plastered dress. My white bra could be seen beneath, and my nipples stood out hard and firm against the material.

Looking up at Luke, our eyes locked, and for one powerfully charged moment, we both sat there. I wanted him to rip my clothes off and take me there. My pussy ached to feel him within me. He wanted it too, and his cock was still rock hard, but he hesitated. The moment passed, and I let out a long breath, standing slowly.

“I can… I can get another handjob if I pass the test tomorrow?” Luke asked, a little out of breath as he sat up and rested his elbows on his knees.

“You pass your test and give your all at practice, and you'll get more than that," I said with a slow seductive smile as I stepped to the door, “Now get some studying done, I’ll have dinner heated and ready in twenty minutes.”

With that, I slipped down the stairs, leaving him staring after me with a silly grin on his handsome face. When I got to the kitchen, I turned the oven back on and slipped into the pantry. I moved a hand down into my underwear and found it a mess of wetness. Slowly rubbing my clit with the image of that spewing beast of my stepson’s filling my mind.

One hand cupped one of my massive breasts and drew the wet fabric of my top up to my lips. My tongue slid out and tasted the salty cum of my son, and right then, I was overcome with one of the biggest orgasms of my life. Knees were bending and back bowing over as it ripped through me. Finally, I stood panting and shaky, wiping the sweat from my brow, and only then slipped up to my room and changed my dress.

I stared at myself in the mirror before heading back downstairs. I was disbelieving at what I’d just done, but as I looked at myself, I found a grin forming on my lips, and knew I couldn’t wait to do it again.

I practically skipped downstairs and refilled my wine glass. I popped on the burner and gave the green a few tosses to warm then pulled out the chicken and potatoes. I filled two plates with the warm food just as Luke was getting downstairs.

He was awkward at first, but I kept things normal, just asking about their next game and what his exam was on. In a couple of minutes, he relaxed, and we had a wonderful meal. He tried to help me clean-up, which is very unlike him. It was amazing seeing him so sweet and attentive, but I told him to study, giving him a wink and a mischievous smile.

I cleaned up the kitchen and did the dishes, then lay on the couch for a couple hours and watched reality TV. I kept thinking Luke might wander in and try to finagle another handjob or more from me, but to my disappointment, he never came out of his room. When I went to bed around eleven, his desk light was still on, and he was busy reviewing his books.

I woke in the morning, and he was gone for the day already. I got showered and got ready and was just brewing a pot of coffee when Jen came over. We run a catering and party planning company together. We had an office and kitchen space where we stored most of our tables, chairs, and the catering equipment, but we did most of the planning and organizing from my office downstairs.

“Morning, Dawn!" She said as she breezed in, heading to the office to drop her jacket and bag.

Over the past couple of months, she'd taken to just walking in, and I'd never bothered to correct her of it. Jen has been my best friend since grade school; she's practically a sister. After my husband passed, she had been there for me, taking more than her share of the business work and listening to me cry late into the night on multiple occasions.

I was just wiping the last few slices of avocado on two large pieces of toast when she came into the kitchen to pour a cup of coffee.

“How you doing this morning?” She asked me with concern.

“I feel wonderful,” I said, realizing it was true.

“You look good,” she said with an approving nod, “did you get that business with Luke all cleared up?”

"Yes," I said, turning and pulling the mil out for her, feeling my cheeks heat as I said, “I think we have a good understanding now. We will see after his exam today, but he was up late last night studying, so if nothing else, I can't fault him for not trying."

“That’s great,” Jen said with a sigh of relief, she took a sip of her coffee, “if he can focus just a little, he could have a decent career in the minors, I keep telling him he has to get his pitches in and that temper of his under control. If he can do that, he has a shot at a real career.”












Chapter 4











I
 have always been a fan of baseball. I got it from my dad. He used to take me to the park every weekend the Sox were in town. I still get goosebumps when I remember the windy walk down that narrow hall, the bright green field there at the end — a miracle of perfect green grass in the center of the city. I’ve followed my favorite team for years and never miss the playoffs and world series, but Jen takes it to a whole other level.

Jen’s dad is a retired scout for the Orioles. Where I grew up watching games on TV and following box scores occasionally, Jen grew up reading scouting reports on prospects for every major team. She was going to games every night with her dad, and in her, later teen years had even helped him out when advanced metrics were introduced.

The week after I got married, I went to my first high-school baseball game to watch Luke play, and Jen had tagged along. The other parents on the team had thought she was his stepmom for weeks because she was so invested in the games and Luke's skill.

She continued to talk about Luke’s game, how his training regimen was wrong for his build, how the coach and the college’s trainers didn’t know what they were doing. I was used to this from her, Jen often lamented not going into sports medicine. The chatter that was typically background noise as we worked was suddenly exciting to me.

“They have him working out the wrong muscles,” Jen said, “why would he be lifting weights? It makes no sense; all his power comes from the legs and hips when he throws. Besides, Luke will never be a power hitter, better for him to be lean and fast.”

"What kind of workout should he be doing then?" I asked curiously, "His coach is adamant that they workout, but he doesn't force them into the weight room; Luke just likes the gym."

“Hmph,” Jen made a sound in her throat, “he just likes to go and check out the women, I’m sure. And be checked out too,
 ” the last was a whisper, barely audible to my ears, “He should do more hip thrusts, with resistance, belts or rubber bands or something. Push-ups and sit-ups are good his pitching arm as well, build up good core strength.”

“Thrusting, eh?” I asked.

I was digging through a box, my head down as I hunted for the golden and white table cloths. When I came up with them, I saw Jen regarding me with a sly smile.

“You just pictured him thrusting,” she laughed, “didn’t you?”

“Quit teasing,” I admonished her with a smile, hoping she mistook the red of my cheeks from being bent over, “get back to work, we have to get the car packed by ten.”

“Poor Luke,” she said in mock sadness, “his father never let him date, did he?”

“No, he was pretty strict about that,” I said.

“No wonder he’s going a little crazy,” she said, “especially now. He needs to find himself a good girl, not like that floozy he’s been running around with. It will be bad for her, though."

“What do you mean?” I asked.

"Well, he's not that tall," Jen said with a shrug, "and those good looks will only get him so far. You said it yourself, his dad was,” she wiggled her pinky finger, “you know, and I can’t imagine Luke will be more… endowed. It’s got to be hard for him just starting out at twenty.”

“Yea,” I breathed, my face burning, “I’m sure,” I swallowed audibly, and Jen glanced at me curiously. I struggled to control my expression, finally smiling wanly, “Poor Luke.”

“You know,” she began, far too innocently, "if you ever needed someone to… help Luke out… maybe I could do it.” Her face was beet red like mine, I saw, and she went on in a rush, "I mean it's not like you would have to worry about some slut coming in with a disease or pregnancy, ahaha! I haven't been with anyone in ten years, so I'm ok. He is such a good kid, though, and he could go so far. Oh, god, look at me. I'm rambling, please don't hate me, Dawn. It was a dumb idea. Just forget I said anything!"

Before I could say anything, she was up and out the door, carrying two bags out to the car. I sat there more than a little stunned. She had come up with the same idea I had, and for the first time, I had the image of Jen and Luke together in my brain.

Jen is a gorgeous woman, with adorable dimples and a cute button nose. Her hair is dirty blond, and she usually styles it cut just above her shoulders and parted down the middle, framing her face. She is petite like me, with a smaller bust, but with a large and firm ass that I’ve always been jealous of. She says she is jealous of my breasts, but I know she doesn't envy my backaches. We had fooled around, mostly exploring, a few times in our college years, and had joked about sharing a man between us but had never acted on it. I found myself entertaining intriguing new notions now. The fantasies were dancing around in my head when Jen breezed back into the room. She took one look at my red face and changed the topic quickly.

“The car is packed, and we should have just enough time to get to Meritage Bank and set up for the luncheon,” she grabbed her coat and purse and motioned me on hurriedly, “Come on Dawn, what are you waiting for?”

I hopped up and followed her out to the car. I let her words carry me back into the work mindset, but throughout the day I saw her pause, mouth open as if she was about to say something, then close her mouth and carry on with work as if nothing had happened. I tucked the information away and didn’t bring it up myself.

I was exhausted by the time I got home. Turning on some music, I let it soothe me as I unpacked the car into the garage. Then heading in, I pulled food from the fridge and started preparing dinner. I was dicing up a yellow onion when Luke got home, bursting in through the front door filled with energy. I looked up startled when he barreled into the kitchen.

“Hey, watch out for the walls!" I shouted as I heard his baseball bag banging on things.

“Oops, sorry,” he said, "Mom, you're never gonna believe this, Look!” He held up a piece of paper.

I wiped my hands on an apron and walked over. The paper was the answer sheet for his exam, and at the top circled in red was 98%. My eyes opened wide, and I stared at him, his face was beaming, and I looked back, double-checking that it was his name.

"Honey, this is amazing!" I said and pulled him into a giant hug.

“My professor might think I cheated,” he laughed, “It felt so good to know the answers to all the questions, instead of stressing and guessing.”

“How was practice?” I asked, reluctantly releasing the hard-muscled young man from our hug.

“Practice was great,” he said, “Coach said if I keep throwing like I did today, he is going to start me on Friday’s game.”

"That's wonderful, Luke," I said, my insides were all warm and fuzzy, “I’m so proud of you. Now go take a shower, you’re tracking mud all over the house, then come down. Dinner will be ready in thirty minutes.”

“About your… promise from last night,” Luke said, his voice a touch nervous, I turned from the cutting board to tell him to go shower, it could wait.

Then I saw the beast between his legs jutting out, creating a massive tent. The fat head was pressed to the rayon material, and I could see a small damp spot where he oozed precum. My mouth flooded with saliva, and my body grew warm. I licked my lips, unable to drag my eyes away from the impossibly big cock.

“I was going to say we should wait until later,” I said, my voice coming far more breathlessly than I intended, “but it doesn't look like you can, can you honey?"

"Oh god, mom," he moaned, his eyes wide as saucers, "I can't. I've been thinking about it all day."

“You have?” I asked, pleased at the passion in his voice and the compliment, “Come, you can tell me all about it in the living room.”












Chapter 5











I
 took his hand and led him out of the kitchen and into the living room. It faces the back of the house and would give us privacy for what I had planned. My cheeks were burning as I drew him to the couch. I was about to press him back into the cushions when I felt his strong hand slide around my waist.

Glancing back, I saw Luke stepping up to me, his eyes filled with passion and need. I gasped in shock as his lips pressed to mine. I hadn’t dared to imagine kissing his beautiful lips, and I’m glad I didn’t because the reality was far greater than any dream could have been. I let my hands slide down his hard back and sides, while one of his took a grip on my small butt. He pulled me into him, and I felt his massive hardon press into my stomach.

I was dangerously close to losing all control. I just wanted him to throw me down and take me there, but I had a plan I was hoping to stick to. With trembling hands, I pressed him back and into the couch.

“Sit back,” I said, my voice soft, “let me take care of this.”

“But I want you mom,” he said, his hand caressing my face, "God I've wanted you for years… you have no idea…" his eyes fell down and stared at my breasts, then back up to trace the lines of my face, “You drive me crazy and always have.”

“And you’ll have me,” I said, pushing him into the couch and giving him a wink, “If you keep up with school and baseball. Have to keep something for you to work towards.”

Stepping away from him required more willpower than I thought I might. I stood before him, nervous but also feeling beautiful under his enchanted gaze. The pounding blood filled my ears, and my fingers trembled slightly, but I felt wild and free. Reaching up, I began to unbutton my top slowly, I smiled at him mischievously as the button on my blouse popped open showing pale curving flesh and a deep shadow between.

“You are so gorgeous,” Luke breathed.

Then his fumbling hands pulled down his pants, and his massive rod flopped out into view. My nipples went hard instantly, and I couldn’t help but stare at it as I popped the last few buttons on my blouse. I let the material slide free and reached back unhooking my bra. Luke took his cock in one big hand, and I watched in fascination as he gave it a firm squeeze then released it. I could see how hard it was for him not to touch himself, and when I looked up at his face, he seemed almost pained. His eyes widen as he stared at my massive breasts now pressed against my body as I held the bra cups firmly against me.

"Honey," I said softly, stepping forward with small steps, "you have no idea how beautiful you are. You're going to make a young woman incredibly happy." I lifted my hands slowly, taking the bra with them and let my tits drop, heavy and round.

“Ung…. Holy shit…” Luke breathed, his hand twitching over to give his dick a quick stroke before he released it and gripped the couch cushion.

“Until then, Luke," I breathed as I knelt before him and took his steel hard shaft in one hand, “let mommy take her place.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He stared at the massive pale flesh of my breasts, my nipples hard and aching. I'd never done anything like this before, not for my husband, or when I was younger. Something about Luke's powerful masculinity drew the submission out of me. I could also sense the fragility in him, the fear of being unloved, and knew he would need help to heal and realize his true potential. Until then, I was happy to serve him. I felt a small shiver of pleasure race up my spine from my pussy, and I realized I might be liking this too much.

Thinking I would give him a handjob again and let him cum all over my breasts, I wrapped both hands around the beast. It felt incredible. It was harder than any cock I’d ever felt, with throbbing veins and bulging shaft, but covered in the softest and smoothest pale pink skin. My hands slid lightly over the soft flesh up and down, so big my fingers and thumb couldn’t touch. I didn't even think as I tilted the beast forward and let the saliva that filled my mouth pool near my lips. Then the soft flesh of the tip of his cock was against my lips, and I let the spit slide down his cock, my forefingers and thumb coating him in slickness.

“Oh yes, suck me, mom!" Luke moaned, and I felt his hand gently slide across the back of my head.

I hadn’t been planning to, but I kissed around the massive head. Looking up at Luke as pleasure and taboo thrill crossed his features. I, too, felt wicked as I let my tongue play along the side of his massive cock, but I saw the deep sea of emotion in his eyes as well, and I felt warmed in my heart. Besides, there was no way I was giving up this magnificent cock anytime soon.

My breasts pressed between my arms as I slowly sucked the head into my mouth. The musky taste of his precum filled me with desire, and I felt my pussy quiver with a small orgasm. Both hands moved before my lips, twisting along his slick shaft as I bobbed slowly. I stared up into the boy’s eyes and loved the pleasure there as he watched my breasts sway, or the tip of his dick disappear into my mouth.

Jaw creaking, I took more and more of his beast into my mouth, my tongue working the soft underside as I sucked him slowly. Finally, I had to give in at I could take him no deeper into my small throat, and I backed up off him, licking kissing and sucking all over as I stroked him.

“Your cock is magnificent, baby," I moaned, unable to help myself as I stared at it. His balls were tight, and I could feel the shaft throbbing, veins pulsing, "yes, Luke, give mommy your cum!”

I looked up at him and saw straining on his face, his fists gripping the couch. His throbbing cock remained hard as a rock, his balls tight.

"It's ok, honey," I said, moving forward and pressing my tits to the tip of his cock, "cum on mommy's tits, I want to see it shoot on me.”

“But,” his voice tense as he spoke, "once I cum, it's over… so I'm trying to make it last."

“Oh, Luke,” I said, heart filled with affection, and my pussy was tingling as I spoke, "Then tonight you can get it all out of your system, Mommy will help you cum as many times as you want… just cum for me, baby… let mommy see all that hot cum!”

He could hold back no longer, and his cock jerked in my hands, the first massive blast spewing out and splashing across my neck and tops of my breasts. I yanked it and let him coat my tits before I pulled the tip to my lips and sucked the last spurts down, savoring the taste of him.

“Ohhhh, god…." Luke moaned as he relaxed back into the couch, his cock was still rock hard in my hand as I sat back and looked down at myself.

I lifted one massive breast and licked his cum from one nipple.

“You were serious?” He asked, and I caught a note of firmness in his voice I’d never heard there before.

“I was,” I said, smiling as I looked up at him.

Suddenly he stood and took me by my shoulders, pressing me back onto the couch. He pulled my pants and panties off before I could stop him, my hands weak for some reason.

"Wait, Luke," I panted as he pushed down above me, spreading my slender legs wide. I stared in fascinated horror as he pressed the massive head of his cock to my wet sex. "Honey, we can't not yet… oh god, baby… go slow… you're tearing mommy open!"

“I’m sorry mom,” Luke panted, his cock sinking into me with delicious slowly as my pussy accommodated his girth, “I just needed you so bad!”

"Yes, baby," I panted, the words spilling out, my hands clutching his strong back, "take me… make me yours… Use me!”

He showed some small self-control and didn’t tear me apart with powerful thrusts right from the start. My stepson fucked me with slow long strokes, as he worked the whole of his great cock into me. I didn't know where it all went when I felt his balls rest against my ass.

I was biting my lip the entire time as he worked his dick into me, the orgasm building and building, pleasure washing through me, even as I ached. Finally, he was bottomed out, and I held him for one long second, both of us still, naked bodies pressed against one another. Then he shifted, and his lips found mine.

When the soft flesh met mine, I was consumed by passion, the orgasm ripping through me as my own cum squirted around his cock. Body shaking with pleasure, I felt my lips go slack against his kiss, my limbs weak as he began to fuck me. He didn’t even realize he’d made me orgasm; it was so powerful I couldn’t scream out in pleasure.

As I was coming down from my bliss, he was just beginning to fuck me with purpose. I was a toy for his pleasure, his lips trailed down my slender pale neck, and he pulled one massive breast to his lips, sucking the nipple hard as he drove into me with powerful thrusts. I clutched his head to me as he ravaged me with long powerful strokes. The massive cock digging into my depth and touching places I’d never known existed.

I was on the verge of orgasm again, his powerful arms holding me close, and weight pressing me down into the couch. His insistent cock filled me again, and again, suddenly, I felt his rhythm falter, and his fingers dig into the flesh of my ass and breast as he unloaded deep in my womb. I felt a second of panic when I thought of all that cum filling me, but then my own orgasm hit, his jerking spasming cock was like a wild mustang inside me, and I felt the pleasure hit me so powerfully the world went white.












Chapter 6











I
 came to with Luke cuddling me close, his hands exploring my body gently, his face staring down at me, eyes amazed. I looked up at him and smiled lazily.

“That was incredible,” I said, “and not what I’d had planned for today.”

“I’m sorry if I ruined your plans,” he said.

“Are you really?”

“No,” he grinned as he pulled me into a kiss, I flinched when I felt his cock, still mostly hard flex against my leg.

“Does this monster ever calm down?” I asked playfully.

"Sorry," he said, blushing slightly, "It’s just… that’s part of the reason I never did that good in school.”

“What is?” I asked.

"I have to masturbate like ten to fifteen times a day, or else I get random erections throughout the day… and that can be super embarrassing.”

“Ten to fifteen times?” I asked in wonder, reaching down to slowly stroke the massive erection, “Mhmm looks like I’ve got my work cut out for me tonight,” I said as I bent down and sucked him into my mouth. I lay along his side and slowly worshipped his cock, loving how turned on he got at me, licking up our combined juices. As I sucked him, the image of Jen's blushing face from earlier entered my mind, and a plan began to form.

I gave Luke a long slow blowjob, or at least I tried to, the young man had other ideas. Soon had me bent over the end of the couch. I was crying out in pleasure so loud I worried the neighbors would hear us, but I didn’t care as he once more filled me with his cum.

We stumbled into my large shower after that, and I took particular delight in washing his lean muscled body, marveling as his massive dick grew stiff once more. He soaped up my body and took his time with my breasts and pussy. His fingers exploring my folds, teasing and touching as he kissed, sucked, and pinch my nipples. I was desperate for it again, but he had me kneel on the floor of the shower and showed me how to wrap my breasts around his cock, pressing them together as he slowly fucked them.

I'd never been with a man whose dick was half as big, and titty-fucking had never been that pleasant. I'd done it once or twice with my ex, but it wasn't something that had ever seemed interesting to me. Now, as I felt the thick veiny beast sliding between my sensitive breasts, I realized what a joy it could be.

The rock hard log nestled between the pillow softness of my breasts. His thick head stopped just at my lips, and I could kiss, suck, and lick him as he slowly fucked my tits. His heavy balls pressed into my trim stomach each time he thrust into me, and I loved the feel of them. Most of all, I loved looking up into my son's handsome face as he stared down — eyes filled with passion and grinning with pleasure.

“You’re so hard,” I breathed as he slid between my tits, “god I love this big dick baby. I can't get enough of it."

“I’m gonna cum mom,” he moaned.

“Cum on my face Luke, cum on mommy’s face!”

He shot into my tits, then pressed the cock out, plastering my cheeks and chin with his cum, my tongue reached out and lapped up all that I could. Then I sucked it clean, and we finished bathing beneath the warm waters.

Like a kid with a new toy, he wouldn't let me go. Dragging me back to his room, he pulled me onto his bed. Pressing me to all fours, he slid into me once more. I moaned out as the giant thing stretched my sore pussy.

I don’t know how long he fucked me, but I was covered in sweat once more and aching by the time he lay beside me. I could feel his giant dick still twitching, his libido inexhaustible. I lay on my side and pulled him against my back. I closed my eyes as he cradled me close, his hands cupping my breasts as I pressed my ass against his stiffness. I reached down and slipped him between my legs, accepting his mighty staff deep into me.

“Mhmm,” I moaned, “I’m gonna sleep just like this.”

He rocked his hips ever so slowly, and I felt my aching sex grow wetter. Sleep dragged me down, and I wore a smile on my face. My waking dreams filled with wild scenarios of being used by the powerful, handsome young man inside me. Of watching him dominate others as he had done to me.

I woke from my half-dreams when he flooded my womb once more with his seed, his fingers digging into one large breast. Moaning, I turned and kissed him gently, and then we drifted off to sleep together.












Chapter 7











I
 woke the next morning to the sound of Luke's alarm as he turned it off and rolled out of bed. Grumbling, I burrowed deeper under the blankets. I couldn't help the little wiggle of pleasure as he smacked my butt as he stood.

“Last night was,” he said softly, “amazing.”

"Just make sure you keep up with your studies and baseball, and I promise it won't be the last," I said, sitting up and holding the blankets against my chest.

I knew how I looked with my hair all wild from sex, leaning on one elbow, my breasts just barely covered by the blanket. Luke's eyes filled with desire.

"Head into the shower, young man," I said, "and besides, don't you have class this morning?"

"Not until one," he said, slowly stroking that beast of his as he moved over to his bathroom, "but I'm going to the gym this morning."

“That sounds like a good plan,” I said, “I might join you with Jen, she had mentioned something about a new training plan for you.”

“Tell me about it when I’m out!” He called as he turned on the hot water.

I slipped out of his bed and managed to get a peek of his firm butt as he bent over, testing the water. With a sudden thought, I pulled my phone out of my pants and snapped a quick secret photo of Luke. I got the perfect shot, with him turned away, his powerful torso on display and hips turned to show the long semi-hard cock hanging magnificently down his thigh.

Snatching up my clothes, I slipped back to my room. Scenes from the night before played out in my mind, and it was like remembering a dream. A naughty wicked dream, where I'd let myself sink into the depths of depravity. I could only pray as I took a shower that I managed to hang onto a shred of dignity. I love Luke, he is kind, gentle and good, everything I value in a man. But I was falling under the spell of his massive dick. I touched myself in the shower, feeling empty without it filling me. At the same time, I was too sore to take him back inside just then.

Jen and I didn't have to get ready for that day's appointment until later in the afternoon, so I text her saying I would be working out that morning with Luke. She asked how his test went, and I told her. I told her he was interested in her workout regimen, and she sent a bunch of party emoji. She promised to be there in twenty minutes.

We have a small gym in the spare bedroom downstairs. The room was originally a study but has slowly evolved over time. My husband bought a workout machine and moved his desk out a year before he passed, and other than a nice reading chair and a few shelves of books, it's now become a gym.

I got a bottle of water and was stretching when Luke came in. I was dressed in a tiny baby blue top that left my midriff bare. My large breasts were pressed together by the sports bra, but a deep shadow of cleavage was visible in its low neckline. My slender tone legs and small butt were clad in skintight yoga pants.

Luke froze in the doorway when I saw me, and I saw his member chub up slightly against his loose gym shorts. I grinned when I noticed and held my stretch.

“You better get that beast under control,” I joked, “Jen is going to be here any minute.”

“Oh god,” he said, his voice tense, “that’s my nightmare scenario… why do you have to dress like that, you’re going to drive me crazy!”

“Why is it a nightmare scenario?” I asked, concerned at his reaction. I had just thought to tease him a little, but he seemed genuinely upset.

“Just forget about it,” he was blushing a deep red as he turned and set the weights on the pulldown bar, “sorry I mentioned it.”

"No, tell me," I said, really concerned now, "I was just joking honey, I'm sorry I didn't mean to upset you."

"It's not that," he said, then he gave a great sigh turning to look at me with a pained expression, "I just can't have her… I mean, if she knew, then… It's nothing, forget it."

“You have a crush on Jen,” the words just slipped out of my mouth, I wasn’t even sure I believed them till I saw Luke jolt upright, his red face tight with shame and worry. SO many little things clicked into place for me then. I had worried for years that he didn’t like my friend, he was always running off whenever she came around, but I realized he’d just been shy.

He saw that he'd given his secret away, and his face crumpled even more.

"It's stupid, I know," he said, "please don't say anything, god, I would die if she found out."

"Oh honey," I said, beaming with warmth. There was so much I wanted to say, so much I wanted to know, but just at that moment, the front door swung open, and I heard Jen call out as she came in.

Luke turned back to his weights. He froze for one moment, and I saw he was about to bolt, standing to leave. I moved faster and rested my hands on his shoulders, pressing him back down. I gave him a kiss on the cheek then called out.

“Luke and I are back here, Jen!”

Then I gave him a wink and went back to my mat, stretching. He shook his head, a half-smile on his face then went back to setting the weights.

"There you are!" Jen said, stepping into the room in her loose sweats. She gave a beaming grin to Luke that faltered when she looked at me. She wasn't used to be dressing in such revealing gym clothing, even around the house. Her loose grey sweats looked odd beside my bright blue and pink.

“Dawn, you look amazing!" She grinned as she set down her bag and came over. She unrolled a mat beside me and started stretching, "Whatever you've been doing the past couple days, it's had you glowing. It's nice to see you back to your old self, and then some."

“Thank you,” I said, letting myself stretch out until it ached.

I glanced over to Luke and saw him watching us thoughtfully. I stood and bend at the waist. Looking back between my leg as I stretched deep. Jen was just unrolling her mat, and I caught her glancing surreptitiously at Luke's crotch. Luke was staring between my legs, where I knew my pussy lips pressed against the thin material of my workout pants. I breathed in deep and almost laughed out loud when his eyes grew wide. My breasts hung down and strained against my sports bra almost obscenely with a deep breath.

There was a strangled breath from beside me, and I saw Jen's eyes bug as she noticed the thick log rolling around in Luke's shorts. I released my stretch and stood. Luke blinked and went back to his weights, blushing slightly but thinking he'd gone unnoticed in his staring.

"Jen, do you mind coming with me for a sec?"

I didn't wait for her to respond as I took walked out of the room. Luke glanced at me, wide-eyed, but I shook my head and smiled at him. Letting him know that, of course, I wouldn't say anything.

“Dawn,” she whispered when we were in the hall, “do you think Luke would mind if I gave him some advice on stretches and workouts he should be doing?”

"I'm sure he would love it," I said, leading her up to my room, "In fact, that's one of the reasons I invited you over today."

“One of the reasons?” she asked, then she looked around at my room curiously, “Why are we here?”

"I just thought you could put on something a little more… eye-catching for our workout," I pulled out the drawer with my yoga pants and tops, "I think this would look great." I held up a small top, "I think it's yours, actually."

“I think you’re right,” she said laughing, she pulled her sweater over her head and unclasped her bra and began changing. I couldn’t help myself as I drank in her beautiful curves.

“What’s all this about,” she asked as the settled the small sports bra in place and pulled out a pair of tight leggings, “is this your trick to get Luke to focus more?”

“That’s exactly what it is,” I said, and it was true, but not all the truth.

"So, you thought about what I said yesterday?" Jen asked, turning to look at me as she pulled the tights into place.

"I did," I said, unable to keep the blush from my face. I still felt the ache between my legs and remembered the hungry need in Luke's eyes, and I knew what I had to do. "And I want to talk about it more, but let's wait until later."

She beamed at me and came over and pulled me into a big hug. I let my hands linger on her taut torso as I held her close. My hands had slid down her back, and the image of her soft pink lips pressed to mine, popped in my head, then I felt her start in my arms. She pulled back and moved, and I realized she was staring at something over my shoulder. I looked back and saw the blouse from two nights before hanging out of the hamper. It was stiff and white with a noticeable stain across the bust.

Jen walked over with her head tilted, and my heart leaped into my throat as she bent and picked up the shirt. I waited for her reaction as she felt it, sniffed it, then gasped and spun on me. A rush of relief passed through me as she grinned wide.

“You slut!” She hissed, “I know how you’re motivating Luke!”

“Yes, well,” I said blushing and patting my hair in place, “we can talk about all this later, he’s downstairs waiting for us now.”

“You want me to join in,” Jen said in realization, “Jesus Dawn, hell yeah, I will!"

"Jen, we can talk about this later!" I said a little harshly. I knew he could come looking for us at any moment or run out of there, and I really did want Jen to help him with his workout. She calmed down and took my arm, leading me downstairs.


“Dawn, I love you, and I love Luke,”
 she whispered in my ear as we walked downstairs and I could hear the depth of her emotions, “this is… You won’t regret this… I promise!”



“Don’t say anything to Luke!”
 I admonished her just before we got into the workout room.












Chapter 8











J
 en is nothing if not cool, and she played it perfectly. I felt wild inside, both stressed and carefree at the same time. I did my workout as I watched Jen show Luke several exercises he could do to increase his balance and thrust when he was pitching from the mound. She went over which muscled groups he should be focusing on and why.

He argued that his coach had told him something completely different. But when she had him do her stretches and workout for ten minutes, then go through the motions of his pitch, he saw its efficacy.

As they worked together, Jen was touching and moving Luke's body around, and I saw him react. Before what I had always taken as awkwardness, I now saw as shyness. He tried not to stare at Jen's beautiful face, or he slender firm body and round ass, but I caught him several times. Jen seemed oblivious to his regard, and he to hers.

It was halfway through their workout when I saw Jen startle, covering her reaction in a cough. Her eyes were bulging out as she saw the monster pressed to Luke's shorts clearly for the first time. The rest of the workout, Jen was distracted, her eyes a little unfocused. Luke took it for disinterest, and I saw his sadness grow. It was hard not to grin at the tragic little play unfolding before me, but I knew how this would end up, and my wetness threatened to soak through my panties as I dreamed of it.

We ended the workout after an hour and a half, each of us coated in sweat and feeling gross. Jen took a long shower, and Luke hopped in and out of his, saying he had to hurry, or he would be late for class.

“You have another test tomorrow and a game the next day,” I said, cornering him in the foyer before he left, “and I don’t think it’s wise to burn all of your energy before you pitch. However,” I smiled up at him seeing the hope flare at my words, “if you try your hardest, and do good on your test…” I glanced up the stairs where Jen still showered, “then you might be ready for the next phase of my plan.”

“Next phase?” He said, a little nervously.

"Oh, yes," I said, dragging a nail down his cheek and across his strong jaw, "I realized something last night… In order to keep my promise to you, and give you all you need… I'm going to need help."

“You can’t be serious,” he said, shaking his head slightly.

“I am,” I said with a grin, then reference his favorite show and an old movie, “and don’t call me Shirley.”

“But that’s just insane,” he breathed.

I gripped his jaw with firm fingers and forced his face down to look at mine.

"Don't doubt my commitment or love," my gaze fierce as I held his, "I know that woman better than I know my own sisters. She's loved you for years, and she sees you for the talented, beautiful young man you are, just as I do. You go and play like you were born to play, and if you're magnificent…"

I let the last trail off as I released his jaw, my nail sliding down the side of his jaw. I bit my lip, my dark eyes letting him see the promise within. Then I turned and walked upstairs, knowing the effect my tight yoga pants had on my ass as I stepped up each step with my toes.

I heard a heavy breath exhale out of Luke's lungs just as he opened the door and left. My heart was racing as I slipped into my room. My panties were a mess, and the warm light and steam rolling out of the bathroom but me in a randy mood. I opened my phone and pulled up the picture of Luke I'd taken in his bathroom earlier. The sight of his lean muscled form and massive cock made me shiver with desire.

I undressed and stepped into the bathroom, just as Jen turned off the water and reached for a towel. I was cleaning my face when she stepped out of the shower. Her eyes met mine in the mirror for one second, and I saw her eyes dancing with some suppressed emotion.

"Luke, take off to class?" She asked as she wiped herself dry.

"Yea," I said with a grin, "Poor guy was so worked up. I thought he might explode."

"Ok, I have to ask," she said, her cheeks coloring slightly as she wrapped the towel around herself, "Was it just me, or did you see the size of the log that boy has in his shorts too?!"

“I saw it too,” I said, suppressing a giggle that wanted to escape my throat.

“I don’t want you to be weirded out or anything,” she said as she stepped up beside me, peering at herself I the mirror, “but I would give anything to see that thing in all its glory.”

“Then you might be interested in what’s in the picture I took this morning,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat as I stepped over to the shower.

“You didn’t!” Jen said with an excited grin, she snatched up my phone and plugged in the code, “You bitch! I can’t believe my sweet Dawn could be such a creeper!” She laughed as she opened up the photo’s app, then she gasped, hand to her heart, jaw hanging open.

I watched her eyes widen more and more, she tried to speak, but nothing came out, unable to tear her eyes from the picture she licked her lips. I grinned as her other hand slid down and pressed the towel between her legs. Turning on the hot water startled her out of her reverie, and she glanced to me guiltily. The guilt disappeared into a mischievous grin when she saw my expression.

“Where did you take this?” She asked, “Wait… don’t tell me you fucked your stepson… did you?”

I didn't say anything, but she saw the truth in my expression, and for one awful second, I thought she was going to tell me what a terrible person I was. Her expression was frozen. Then she glanced down at the phone and whistled slowly.

“I didn’t mean for it to go all the way,” I said, “It was just supposed to be a little incentive to stay focused on school and baseball… I needed something to keep him away from that girl.”

"Tell me everything," she said, her eyes intense as she slipped out of the towel and moved into the shower with me.

I trembled as her hands encircled my waist, and tentatively, I let my own slide down her wet back. Her skin was so soft I couldn't help my fingers as they traced around and wandered. As I spoke about the night before, Jen cupped my ass with one hand. It was the first sexual touch we'd shared in years, and it sent a thrill of pleasure through my body and down to my aching sex.

I told her about the first night, and she listened raptly as I spoke of my surprise at his massive and gorgeous cock, and how he had coated my shirt in his cum so quickly. When I began to talk about last night, she stopped me.

"Describe it," she said softly, just above the sound of the cascading waters. Her small hand lifted one of my massive breasts, and her beautifully shaped lips kissed the hard nipple. I moaned out in pleasure as she did, "Tell me about every inch of Luke's cock and what pleased him best."

I was all too happy to as she soaped me up. My hands slid over her wet body whispered in her hear about all the wicked things I’d done the night before. When I described how Luke had thrown me down and ravished me, Jen groaned in pleasure, grinding herself against me.

Her lips met mine, and passion swept us away. My story was forgotten as our hands explored one another's bodies. Her lips were soft but hungry, and her little nips to my neck and earlobe reminded me of her playfulness in bed. I pressed the beautiful woman up against the cold shower tiles and devoured her, massaging her breasts and ass as my fingers then slid into her wet depths.

My questing fingers found her little pleasure button, and she found mine, we kissed, breaths hot and heavy as our mutual pleasure soared. We both came with shuddering orgasms, sliding down the tile wall, holding onto one another, and laughing as the water cascaded down upon our heads.

“I promised Luke a special treat Friday after his fame if he plays well and passes his test tomorrow,” I said, one hand lazily playing with Jens wet golden hair.

“I hope I’m invited,” she said with a wicked grin, “I can think of a few special
 things I’d love to do to the boy.”

"Oh, you're invited all right," I said, kissing her cheek, "You're the special treat."

We both fell into giggling fits as we finished up our shower. The rest of the day flew by as we packed up and went to work. We were both in the best mood, and whenever we were alone, we couldn’t help but touch one another or make some small comment about bats, or baby arms that would have the other bent over in laughter.

I knew the jokes were, in part, a way for Jen to assuage her nervousness. What I hadn't realized, until the day before when she'd made her offer, was that she had a crush on Luke, just as he did on her. It warmed my heart to see her falling for someone, even if he was twelve years her junior.
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T
 hat night I ordered takeout and was up late working through invoices, but I managed to catch Luke when he got home. I felt like a perfect whore as I pressed him down onto the couch and took his massive erection between my breasts again, sucking the head deep into my mouth. I worked him like that until he flooded my mouth to overflowing with his salty seed.

I made him promise to hit the books hard that night and that I would be in before he fell asleep to give him the same again. He brought his books down and spread out on the dining room table to study, and I grabbed a blanket and curled up on the couch nearby with my laptop and spreadsheets.

It was a relaxing evening of domestic bliss. Whenever I glanced up, I saw his broad, muscular back bent over the book, and I felt a thrill race through me.

It was getting close to ten when I got a text message from Laurie, my husband’s ex before me. She said she wanted to come by and drop off a few things the next afternoon. Laurie is so beautiful and kind that I felt threatened by her for a long time. It took me a year or so to realize she wasn't interested in her former ex at all. She was very attached to Luke, though, and she still came by every Sunday and took him to church with her.

I let her know when I would be home and that she was welcome to come by. I would usually invite her to Luke’s ball game, but with all that was happening with Jen, I figured this time I’d leave her out of it.

Work was just beginning to pull me in again when I got another text, this time from Jen. She said she couldn't get the image of Luke's massive cock out of her mind. I sent her the photo and told her to get ready for Friday night. She asked me what I was doing, and I told her just working on bookkeeping. Then she sent a message that gave me a thrill of naught feelings. She wanted to watch it when I took care of Luke.

Thinking quickly, I called her over facetime, but put her on mute, flashing her a wink in the camera before I set the phone up facing the couch. Then I stood feeling especially naughty as I walked over to the dining room table. Luke turned when I approached, and he grinned, seeing the lust in my eyes.

“I was going to head to bed,” I said with a grin, “but I wanted to remind you about your therapy appointment tomorrow, and I thought I'd help you out one last time."

“Mmm, I’m almost done,” he said, standing and circling my waist with his large hands and pulling me into him, “why don’t I head to bed with you?”

“Now, now,” I said, pushing him back and steering him into place on the couch, “don’t get greedy young man, otherwise what would you have to enjoy Friday night?”

“You drive me crazy, mom,” he said with a growl, his hands pawing at my breasts and ass as I fell into the couch with him.

To be honest, I was all I could do to turn him down. My body was aching to be filled with him once more, but I had a plan, and I was going to stick to it this time. I licked my lips, feeling nervous, but the thought of her watching sent a thrill of pleasure down to my sex, and I shivered as I slowly drew his pants down his legs.

Knowing I was being watched, I took my time and was aware of my movements, trying to be as sensual as possible. I drew his pants down off his feet, and Luke leaned forward, surprising me, he pulled my shirt up over my head and unhooked my bra, releasing my massive breasts to his massaging hands.

I wrapped my fingers around his thickness and let my fingers play up and down its glorious length. Then smiling wickedly at him, I kissed the tip, licking around the crown gently, then sucking his head into my mouth.

"Oh, fuck that's so hot," he moaned, "The way you use your tongue like that… Jesus, mom, that's incredible."

“Mmmmm, I'm glad you like it, baby," I said letting his cock pop out of my mouth and giving it a slow stroke, "Because I looooove sucking this cock, I could do it all night.”

"I won't complain if you do," Luke grinned, and then he let his hand slide to the back of my head, and he drew my mouth down onto his cock. He took control of me, his hips thrusting lightly up from the couch as he fucked my mouth. Drool pooled out lips and down his cock, and I used it as lube, my hands worked him up and down — my fingers a tight 'O' just before my lips.

“Mom, I’m cumming,” he moaned, “take it!”

My whole body was bowed down over him and I felt my own orgasm rip through me as his cum flooded my mouth. I swallowed it down as fast as I could and felt the excess oozing out my lips and down his shaft. I licked him clean, staring up at him and feeling the wanton slut inside peeking through. His eyes were glazed over in bliss in the wake of his orgasm, and his fingers gently stroked my cheek. I saw a possessive dominance in his eyes, and it made my pussy ache all the harder.

Suddenly I remembered that Jen had been watching the whole thing, and I felt a shiver of wicked pleasure. I grabbed up my computer and phone and ran upstairs. Not turning the phone over until I was halfway to my room. When I did, I saw Jen had dropped hers on the pillow beside her. Her face was twisted in sweet bliss as I watched. I got to my room and shut the door and unmuted the feed.

The woman's heavy breathing and the buzz of a vibrator could be heard, and I fell into bed, my fingers touching myself, finding a wet mess in my panties before bringing myself off once more.

“Did you watch?” I panted into the phone.

"Oh, fuck that was so hot," Jen panted out, her face tense as her orgasm built, "I took a recording so I can watch later… Gwen, I'm cumming… oh, god!"

I was right behind her as I imagined his massive boner stretching me out again. I passed out minutes later after making Jen promise that she would delete the video, but not until she sent it to me, of course. I had wicked dreams where I was forced to choose between Luke or Jen and unable to, I took them both, again and again in every way my unconscious mind could dream up.
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T
 he next morning was Thursday and I got out of bed before the sun rose. Thursday, Jen and I have a standing brunch for the senior management at a large corporation in town, so I was busy. I met Jen at our offices, and we packed up the cars and headed over to pick up the food. The morning went smoothly as it always did, and poor Jen had to deflect the unwanted attentions of several executives. Her charming blond beauty is the type that draws men to her like flies.

I was just getting home around one in the afternoon and was making a shopping list when the doorbell rang. I ran over and opened the door and found Laurie standing there in an immaculate cream-colored top and long skirt.

"Welcome!" I said as I let her in, "It's so good to see you, Laurie.”

"How are you doing, Gwen?" Laurie asked with her typical concern, reaching out and resting a warm hand on my arm, “You look good, happy.”

“I feel good,” I said with a smile drawing her into the kitchen.

“Is Luke here?” Laurie asked, craning her neck as she looked for the young man, I saw a slight reddening of her cheeks when she asked, and I grew curious.

"No," I said, "He's meeting with a therapist friend of mine today for a couple of hours."

“Therapy?” Laurie said with a frown, “I’m not sure that’s the best thing for the boy.

“We’ll see. Things were getting bad,” I said, and I told her about the coaches call and how Luke had nearly failed out of college.

"I'm not sure therapy is the best thing for him either," I said with a sigh when I was done, "but at this point, I'm willing to try anything."

“The boy needs distractions,” Laurie said with a little frown, “Hopefully you can keep him away from that girl, she sounds like a bad influence.”

“I agree,” I said, “He passed his big exam earlier this week and has another test today. I think he’ll do good. He was up late studying last night. I have some hope that he is starting to dig out of it.”

“That’s wonderful news!” Laurie beamed, reaching out and gripping my hands in hers. “He’s such a special young man, so talented and handsome. But he needs something to keep him focused and motivated.”

“Oh?” I asked.

“He’s always been that way ever since I’ve known him," she said, leaning back and staring off into space in remembrance, "I was a young woman without any experience with a child, suddenly given a middle-school-age boy to raise. He's always been a good boy, but those were tough times. He was dealing with the death of his mother then. He started making trouble in class, for attention I figured out." The woman laughed and reached up and touched the cross hanging outside her conservative top.

"So, how did you motivate him?" I asked her, drawing her out of her reverie with a start. The woman blushed, and I was struck more by how beautiful her delicate featured face was.

“Oh… well… that was about the time I started taking him to church with me.” She smiled, her face turning a deeper shade of red as she went on, “I found ways to motivate him around the house… letting him watch me clean while he studied… or setting aside an hour to swim together every day. Things like that.”

“Letting him watch you clean?” I asked with a curious grin, “If that’s all it take’s to keep Luke focused on school and ball, then I'll happily do it."

She looked at me, eyes intense and a little troubled, but when she saw only curiosity and excitement on my face, she softened her expression.

"You understand I did it for the boys benefit," her voice was soft as she went on, looking down at her hands as she spoke, "It was a joke the first time, but he smiled for the first time in months, and it broke my heart to find I could help him. So, I kept doing it when I cleaned the house in the afternoons."

“Kept doing what?” I asked, my attention wholly wrapped up in her story now.

“It’s so embarrassing to say,” Laurie said with a laugh and a shake of her head, “I can’t believe I’m admitting this!”

“This is a safe space,” I said, “We’re like sisters Laurie, I hope you know you can tell me anything, and I won't judge you."

“I wasn’t working back then and had a lot of free time on my hands in the afternoon. One day I decided to dress up just for fun. I put on a tiny black cocktail dress I’d never had the nerve to wear out and did my makeup and hair. I thought maybe I would surprise Luke’s father when he got home, but Luke was the first through the door. I… this might be terrible to admit, but I'd never felt as beautiful as I did when he looked at me that day.

"He watched me clean up in the kitchen, studying like crazy the whole time, and I heard from his teacher the next day that he showed a lot of improvement. For the next few weeks, I dressed up every time I cleaned the house, and then I found out about his dad and the secretary. And well, the rest is history."

She trailed off, and I saw she was tense, waiting for my reaction. I was amazed to learn the woman had this in her and felt closer to her than ever. She had felt beautiful, and given the boy something fascinating to look at, there was no harm in that. I felt a kinship with her and was grateful she had opened up to me.

I took her in again as I hadn't done in years. Luke's father, Caleb, defiantly had a type: diminutive brunettes with large breasts. She has pale, milk-white skin with a flawless complexion that makes her look years younger than she is. She was almost willow thin with narrow shoulders and hips, which only made her massive 'E' cup breasts all the more obscene on her body.

Laurie had dressed conservatively ever since I'd known her, preferring loose blouses and sweaters that extended up to her neck and long skirts or dresses. But now that I thought about it, she was always made up to perfection with hair, nails, and makeup when she was going to be seeing Luke that day.

The moment had dragged on, and I could see Laurie shift uncomfortably. Finally, she looked up through her lashes to check my expression. Her worry and shame melted away when she saw my grin.

"Do you still have the dress?" I asked her, as I stood and pulled down two wine glasses and poured us each a healthy drink. She took it gratefully and downed half the contents in one giant sip.

“Thank you,” she said, her pale cheeks had small spots of red in them when she looked up from the glass grinning, "And yes, I still have it."

“Maybe I could borrow it from you,” I said with a grin, I caught the faint flush of jealousy cross her features then said quickly, “or if you wanted to come over some afternoon I would love help… cleaning.”

“Yes! Your serious?” Laurie asked with a mixture of surprise and excitement, "I mean if you think it would help, then, of course, I would be willing to." She finished with a deep blush, trying to cover her evident excitement.

I saw the woman’s big nipples harden, even though her thick bra, and I found my self wondering just how much the woman like being watched. After the night before, I could understand the thrill, but Laurie seemed to be on a whole other level.

We planned for her to come over Sunday morning and help me clean. We finished our wine, gossiping about the other mothers from Luke's team for a couple of minutes, and then she headed out, with a final promise to be there Sunday. The woman seemed more than a little excited as she walked out to her car, her narrow hips swaying.
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I
 was once more buried in spreadsheets when Luke came home later that night. He was exhausted from his test, practice, and the therapy session. I could tell whatever he had talked about upset him, so I made up a plate and poured him a big glass of orange juice and brought it up to his room. He was zoning out on Netflix when I came in to drop them off.

“Laurie stopped by today," I said and was happy to see him perk up at that, "she dropped a few things off for you, I left them down in the kitchen."

"I'll text her thanks," he said, turning back to his iPad.

“She will be stopping by early Sunday morning to help me out with some things around the house,” I watched his expression closely and caught the blush that stole over his face, “she will help me clean for an hour or so. I take it she used to do that when she was married to your father.”

“Jesus,” Luke said as he let out a deep breath, “I’d almost forgotten about that… what did she tell you?”

"Just that she used to dress up and clean," I said, grinning at him and slipping next to him on the bed, "Why, did something else happen between you two?"

"No," he said, shaking his head with a little grin, "of course not."

“But you secretly fantasized about something happening, didn’t you?” I let my hand slide across his crotch and felt his massive boner growing. He shifted, obviously uncomfortable with this like of questioning, but I wouldn’t let him escape.

“Tell me,” I whispered in his ear, letting my lips graze the soft flesh of his neck, “did you dream of her coming in your room and sucking this big juicy cock of yours?”

"Jesus, mom!" He said, but as I drew his hard steel cock out into the open and let my hand slide along the soft flesh, he sighed out softly, "Yea, I did… every damn night… Suddenly a hot woman is living in the house… I couldn't help it."

"I understand, baby," I purred as I kissed his neck, my hand slowly stroking his cock, "It's only natural. The woman acts all high and mighty, but I think there's a wildcat lurking beneath the surface."

“I can’t imagine that,” Luke breathed.

“Mmm, we'll see," I kissed him gently on the cheek then looked down at the beast in my hand, "Now let me take care of you, you've had such a long day."

I bent down and took him into my mouth, worshipping him with every ounce of skill I had. Luke filled my mouth with cum minutes later, his hand filled with my tit as he groped me. My sex was damp and aching, and I could tell he was still raring to go, but I knew he needed to keep up his strength for tomorrow's game.

When I got downstairs and checked my phone, I saw a lot of texts from Jen, talking about outfits and ideas for the next night. I responded to her and then told her all about my conversation with Laurie. Jen didn’t think anything was strange about it, but she grew excited when I told her about Laurie coming over Sunday morning. She said she wished she could be there and made me promise to memorize Laurie's expression if she ever caught a glimpse of Luke's massive cock. Nothing would give her more delight, she said, than seeing the uptight Laurie shocked in such away.

That night as I slept, my dreams were a jumble. In one dream, it was I who was bending low in a tiny black dress, before a young Luke. Teasing the boy with my body and catching glimpses of the big dick as it grew hard. In another, I was tying up the saintly Laurie and ravaging her butt with a strap-on; I have no idea what that was about. Just before I woke, I had the most vivid dream, and that was watching Laurie and Luke make love, while Jen cuddled close to me.

I woke feeling warm and comforted inside and rose to a perfect sunny day waiting for me outside. Luke was already gone to class, it being his early day, and I hit the gym for an hour before heading out and running errands.

Jen came over in the early afternoon, and we began to plan for the night. We were like nervous schoolgirls as we went over everything. We picked out clothes, and Jen even made a playlist. She was adamant that no matter what happened, we couldn't let anything get in the way of our friendship. I promised her that nothing ever would, and our hug of friendship turned into a hot make-out session that we both had to pull ourselves away from.

She headed home to get ready, and I hopped in the shower to do the same. I still had three hours until the game started, but I planned to use every minute of it. I dressed normal enough, in a form-fitting white top with a plunging neckline and tight blue-jeans. I took special care with make-up and hair, though, and shaved myself bare down there.

Luke sent a text saying he had gotten a ride to the field and would need one home after the game. I promised him that I would wait for him, then wished him good luck. He was always nervous before a game, so I left him be to work through the emotions on his own and with his team.

I hopped in my car and drove over to Jen's. She was waiting for me and came running out of her apartment building when I pulled up. The woman looked unbelievably beautiful. Like me, she had taken special care with her makeup. Men often say they can't notice the difference between a little eye make-up and a full face, but they definitely check out a woman with a full face done up, more than a woman without.

We were both wearing tight white tops and blue jeans and looked almost like sisters. We drove to the stadium and got great seats in the bleachers in time to see the two teams out on the field warming up. The other parents were staring at us as we sat down, but Jen and I gave them no mind. I am used to the other parents on Luke's team gossiping about me, they always did about my husband and me, so it was nothing new. I did feel good when several wives began scolding their husbands for staring.

When Luke noticed us, we waved excitedly, and I saw his eyes widen at the sight of Jen and me all done up. Several of his teammates stared openly at us until their coach yelled at them to get their back to work. The attention as flattering, but Jen and I only had eyes for Luke. He looked so handsome in his uniform, so tall, lean, and powerful.

There was a group of younger girls down near the first couple rows of bleachers, and I could tell they weren't there to watch baseball. The girls were obviously hunting boys. Luke was the focus of their attention, none of the other players even came close to his good looks, and I saw a few of the moms also giving the boy lingering stares. I pointed one out to Jen, and she grinned, whispering to me, wondering how the woman or girls would react if she knew what we had planned for the night.

“Some of them might even be willing to jump in,” Jen said with a dimpled grin.

“They might be willing,” I said with a small laugh, “but I’m not willing to share with just anyone.”

“Me either,” Jen agreed, “What’s going on with Laurie? Do you really think that stick-in-the-mud wants Luke too?”

“Oh, I'm pretty certain," I said with a grin, "I'll find out Sunday, though."

I whispered to her my plan for the woman, and she was excited. Jen insisted that I invite her over in the afternoon when Laurie and Luke went to church so she could hear all about it in person.

"I'll bring a bottle of bubbly, and we can have mimosas," she grinned, "It will be perfect!"

"I'll make brunch for us," I said, "Look, the games about to start!"
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T
 he teams had gone to their respective dugouts, and we waited while a member of the school's choir came out and sang the national anthem. The girl did a great job, and we were all cheering loudly for her when Luke's team ran onto the field. He was the starting pitcher, and my throat was tight with nervousness, just like it always was when I watched him pitch.

As I said, I've always been a fan of the sport, but Jen is an expert. She pointed out a dozen details about the players that I would never have noticed. When Luke struck out the first batter, out, I breathed a great sigh of relief, and our bleachers cheered wildly.

"Look at that extension!" Jen said. Her eyes were shining with pride and joy as she watched Luke pitch, "I can tell he's been doing the stretches I showed him, he looks much more relaxed in his release. Oh, Gwen, he really is a special athlete."

She continued to point think out throughout the whole game. Luke's team got an early lead, and he even got an RBI off a single hit. His pitching was so dominant that the opposing team couldn't score a run. They got a couple hits off him, but nothing more. The coach pulled Luke and put in a closer when the game looked all but won.

The closing pitcher gave us all a fright in the stands when he gave up two runs in the last inning but was finally able to put the other team away. It was a solid win for the team, and they were now tied for second in their division. A few more wins and they would be in the play-offs.

The night was chilly, and Jen and I had been forced to put on our jackets mid-way through the game. We stood huddled together for warmth outside the locker room, our arms inside each other's jacked, wrapped around one another's waist as we shivered. The group of co-eds was hangout near us, gossiping, and posting to social media with their phones out.

When the players began leaving the locker room, I saw a tall, pretty blond from the group watching with interest, when Luke emerged, she grinned in pleasure at the sight of him. I felt a twinge of jealousy and heard an almost inaudible growl from Jen as she watched the girl too. The girl went to say something to Luke, twirling a lock of her golden hair in her fingers artfully as she pressed her firm young breasts together with her upper arms.

Luke ignored the girl, though, his eyes passing over her as if she didn't exist. I just had time to see her frown in annoyance, and then Luke saw Jen and I. His eyes were bright with excitement as he jogged over.

"You two must be freezing," he said when he got to us. Pulling off his thick coat, he wrapped it around our shoulders, "Here, I'm still all jacked up from the game."

"You were amazing, Luke," I said, leading us back to my car, "Your team really has a shot."

"Your form was perfect," Jen said, grinning up at him, her teeth chattering, "I could tell you've been doing those stretches and workouts. Your extension is something, but your power had jumped up a lot."

“Yea I wanted to thank you,” Luke said with a boyish grin, “I thought they were silly at first, but I’ve been seeing the results. I’m less sore after I pitch now, and I thought harder, which doesn’t make sense.”

“That’s because you’re no longer throwing with your arm, you’re using your whole body,” Jen said. They continued to chat about his pitching and the game. She even gave pointers on a few of his teammates that she had noticed, things like their batting stances and conditioning.

We piled into the car, Jen taking the backseat, and I fired it up and began driving home.

“Are we dropping Jen off?” Luke asked me when he saw where we were headed.

“No,” I said, “She wanted to come by for dinner and help celebrate your victory.”

"Oh, cool," he said, but I caught the hint of disappointment in his voice, and his face fell as he turned to stare out the window. Jen grinned at me in the mirror, and she bit her bottom lip and winked.

By the time we got home, Luke was in better spirits. I told him to go upstairs, shower, and change while Jen and I got the table set. I felt butterflies dancing in my stomach as he ran upstairs. Jen clutched my arm, and I saw in her face that she was dreadfully nervous too.

We ran into the guest bedroom and changed quickly. We had planned for this earlier and had out outfits all laid out. Then we went into the kitchen and pulled out the take-out I’d gotten earlier. I had stopped by at Luke’s favorite restaurant and brought home a few appetizers and entrees. The table was set, and everything was ready.

I heard the shower cut off upstairs, and then Jen and I hurried into the living room. My butterflies were a storm in my stomach, and I saw a bead of sweat tracing its way down Jen's temple. I reassured her everything would be fine, and hoped the words would quiet my fears, but they didn't.

We felt like two schoolgirls meeting their crush for the first time as Luke came down the stairs. He paused at the base of the stairs and glanced around the living room, not seeing us.

“Mom?” He asked.

"Over here, honey," I said, drawing his gaze to the dimly lit living room.

Luke gasped when he saw us, his eyes wide as saucers. We had lit candles to light the room, and all was bathed in their soft golden light. Jen and I were dressed in matching negligee, each with an arm around the other's waist. Black lacy pieces with garters and stockings. Luke's eyes traveled over my busty form and then widened even further as he took in Jen. Her slender body looked terrific in the lacy black pushup bra, and the tiny panties showed off the gap in her thighs to perfection.

“I told you I had a special surprise for you,” I said with a grin.

“I insisted on joining in,” Jen said, stiff with nervousness, “I hope you don’t mind.”

"Mind?" Luke said, his startlement turning to awe and joy.

"I just want you to know I didn't say, anything baby," I said with a wink, then I turned to Jen and kissed her on the cheek, whispering in her ear, "Go to him, tell him how you feel."

She looked at me fearfully for one second, this hadn’t been in our plan, but I felt the two of them needed the push. Then fear turned to resolve as she slipped out of my arms and approached Luke slowly.












Chapter 13











“H
 i,” Jen said in a shy little voice as she gazed up at my handsome young stepson, “are you freaking out?”

“Just a little,” Luke said with a lopsided grin.

He glanced at me once nervously but relaxed when he saw the love and joy shining through my expression. His eyes lingered for a second on my body, then they flickered to Jen's, and he gulped. Jen giggled and slipped up to him, wrapping her arms around his waist and gazing up at him.

“Me too,” Jen said with her own grin, “You were magnificent today. It was inspiring to watch.”

"Thanks," Luke said blushing, he froze when Jen pressed herself close to him, "Jen… there is something I've wanted to tell you for a long time, I…" He stumbled, and the beautiful older woman pressed a small hand to his lips.

"You don't have to say anything Luke," she breathed, standing on tiptoes as she removed her hand, lips brushing his as she spoke, "I feel it too."

Then his head tilted down ever so slightly, and their lips met. Their kiss was tentative at first, but soon Luke was pulling her close, his arms encircling her waist and hand gripping her tight. She was a rag doll in his arms as he turned and dropped them onto the couch. Their moans of passion and pleasure-filled the living room and felt awkward for a second as I stood there, then Jen looked up at me from under Luke, a wild grin on her face as she mouthed the words: Thank You!


I sank into the large armchair and watched the sexy pair make out. Luke had Jen’s bra off and was massaging and kissing her breasts, looking like a kid who had just been given the only toy he wanted for Christmas. Jen bit her lip and moaned in pleasure, but her attention was focused on her fingers as they worked the buttons of his pants open and then slid into the waistband of his pants.

"Oh, Luke…" She moaned as her hand slid down his thick length, "you're magnificent!"

The boy shifted and kicked off his pants, letting the giant slab of cock meat flop free. Jen was staring at it and licking her lips, like a woman who was spellbound. Luke could wait no longer though, the boy hunched over her, whipping free her panties.

"Yes, Luke, take me!" Jen moaned out and take her he did.

He wasted no time with foreplay, this was the long object of his affections and lust, and he had her wet and willing beneath him. He was already so horny and worked up imagining what naughtiness he and I were going to get up to tonight, that Jen’s confession and touches had sent him over the edge. He was like a beast in heat, his prey caught, and ready to be consumed.

“Slow baby… of god… fuck yes, nnnghhh… Ohhh, Luke, you're gonna make me cum… Yes, fuck me, baby!"

He had just begun to work his cock into her, driving in with slow but firm thrusts, deeper and deeper. Her sex was soaking wet, the sounds filling the living room turned naughty, and I felt wanton as I slid my hand down to touch my own aching folds. I slipped my hand within my panties and let my fingers rub lightly around my engorged clit. I was already hovering on the brink of a major orgasm myself, so I touched gently, my eyes filled with the wicked sight before me.

Their lips met in more passionate kisses, his cock driving into her tightness. I could see her lips stretching around his considerable girth. He hadn't even worked all of his cock in her when she began to cum. Clutching to his back, her eyes met mine, and I watched as the bliss swept through her body.

"Oh god, Dawn! I’m… I’m cuming again…!”

She cried out in pleasure, her eyes rolling back into her skull as she shuddered beneath Luke's hammering body. She pressed her small hands to his chest, breath hissing out, and I knew how she got overly sensitive after an orgasm. I was moving over and to their side, before she even spoke, kicking my panties off along the way.

My gentle hands pressed Luke back. He gazed at me, his eyes a little wild, and then sense returned somewhat, and he realized the state Jen was in. He let me guide him to a seated position as I slid my thighs to either side of his, the sheer material of my stocking gliding along his legs. I felt his slick rampaging boner press against me, and I shuddered in anticipation. I moved forward and let the fat head grace along the smooth skin of my shaven pussy, and Luke started in surprise, his hands sliding up my sides to cup my bra covered breasts. As I sank onto his fat staff, he unhooked my bra and pressed my breasts together, sucking first on one nipple and then the other.

Jen recovered and moved over to our side, turning Luke’s face towards her with both hands pressed to his cheeks. She gazed into his eyes, hers soft and full of love. I could feel his cock throb within me; she kissed him passionately. Then Jen turned to me, and I grinned as our lips met, my own fire igniting hotter. I felt Luke's fingers flex their grip on my hard as he watched Jen and I make out. His fingertips were digging into my hip and breast.

"Holy fuck, that's hot," Luke breathed.

"Now, now," I scolded him, turning and smiling at him, "language young man…. Ohhh… mmm!” He drove up into me with a hard thrust, his need upon him now.

“Mmmm good boy,” Jen said, her voice dripping with passion, “fuck your mommy good! Aren’t these the most amazing tits, Luke… mmhmmm, watch them bounce!"

I was riding Luke hard now, my breasts bouncing hard. I gripped his forearms and held on for dear life as he fucked up into me with powerful thrusts. He would pull out until just the fat head of his dick remained in me, stretching my outer lips wide. Then he would thrust up until he touched the back of my pussy, stretching me out completely. I could feel every delicious inch of him, throbbing and veiny as he rammed home. Jen continued to whisper kinky words into Luke's ear, kissing him and me and caressing my breasts as they shook.

The orgasm hit me powerfully, and I was shaking, my muscles convulsing as I twisted in upon myself. The pleasure raced out to my fingers and toes in waves of bliss, and it took me a moment to realize I was hissing out through clenched teeth. Luke was bending Jen over me, her moaning mouth close to mine.

"Oh god, Luke… you're amazing baby! Fuck me!" Jen cried out as she was jolting with his powerful thrusts.

I reached out and pulled her lips to mine, moaning in the wake of my bliss. Breaking our kiss, I looked over her shoulder and stared into Luke’s eyes as he gripped her and rammed his hips into hers.

"Cum for us, Luke," I purred, "Full her pussy with your cum, do it for us, baby!"

"You want my cum, Jen?" He asked, leaning forward and sliding his hand up her slender body to press her against him, "Tell me… tell me you want my cum." His voice was full of dark command, and I saw Jen shudder in pleasure as she thrust her big firm ass back at him.

"Cum for me, please cum for me… oh god, baby, I want that cum so bad!"

He gripped the back of my head and pulled my lips to his, and we kissed, our tongue sliding into each other's mouths, warring passionately. Then I felt him shudder, his motions faltering as he unloaded within Jen.

“OHHHHH FFFUUUUCCCKKK!!!!!!!” The woman screamed into the pillows as she came with him and felt the thick jets of cum filling her pussy and womb.

Luke collapsed onto the couch with us. All three of us panting, sweaty, and happy in the wake of that wild encounter. Luke held the two of us, his eyes staring off into the distance a silly little grin spread across his face. He turned down and gave me a deep kiss, his eyes full of love, and then he did the same to Jen. We all heaved a deep sigh and snuggled in closer.

Eventually, we disentangled ourselves from the couch and headed upstairs to my room. We piled into my large shower and spent a pleasant hour playing around under the hot waters as we cleaned one another off. Luke took particular delight when Jen and I made out for long minutes, out fingers teasing and touching one another's breasts and pussies.

He was raging hard and stroking himself slowly when we turned and flashed him a wicked grin. With a growl, he stepped up his hand, pulling both of us close. He took us both bent over in the shower, driving up into out sore little pussies as Jen and I held and kissed one another.

We fell into the bed after drying off, and we were asleep in moments. Jen and I were sore and had been fucked to more orgasms than we could count. I felt Luke's massive log press up against my ass as she cuddled up behind me. The poor boy felt like he could go another round or two. As I drifted off, I let my mind play with the possibility that he might need three wet and willing pussies to sate his vast desires. I found myself wondering what the cold and pristine Laurie would look like on hands and knees while Luke drove into her tiny, sexy body. The thought sends a shiver of pleasure to my aching sex, and I fell asleep looking forward to what the future would hold.












Chapter 14











I
 woke first and found Luke passed out on his back behind me and Jen on his other side, all twisted up in most of the blankets. I remember she used to do that in college, and I found myself smiling with amusement that she still did that to a bed.

My stepson’s massive morning erection was bobbing with his heartbeat. I felt my mouth water as I stared at the veiny monstrosity. My pussy flooded with wetness, and I couldn't help myself as I slid down the bed and wrapped my small hand around the base. My fingers didn't even meet around it; it was so thick.

I spent my younger years fantasizing nightly about what a giant cock like this would feel like. Years of dating had proven to me that most men were average or smaller, and I'd resigned myself to a life of 'ok' sex. To find such a magnificent specimen on my handsome young stepson had been eye-opening and paradigm-shifting. My mind now open to a world of taboo possibilities.

Dragging my face up the side of his cock, I felt the soft veiny flesh as it slid down my cheek and lips. I inhaled the musky aroma of his manhood and let my tongue play around the thick head, tasting the bead of precum that oozed out of the tip.

Luke moaned and shifted in his sleep, causing Jen to shift, twisting, and pulling her limbs in the twisted sheets. She blinked in sleepy confusion, finally extricating herself from the sheet as she sat up, blinking away the sleep. She grinned wide, face full of joy as she saw Luke lying naked beside her. Then her grin turned lascivious when she saw me lying down near his waist, hand wrapped around his cock.

“Looks like you got started without me,” Jen said, biting her bottom lips she slid down Luke’s other side and leaned over giving me a deep and slow tongue kiss. I felt warmth fill my entire being as our tongue played together, and I felt her soft lips against mine.

Jen is a beauty. The quintessential dirty-blond beauty with decent sized breasts still that still stood out proud and firm from her chest. She had been the head-cheerleader and miss popularity in high-school, and since the show 'Friends’ came out, everyone has told her she looks like a young version of Jennifer Aniston. I think she’s a lot prettier than the actress, but I’m biased.

We broke our kiss, and Jen gazed at Luke's massive erection as if she were looking at an exquisite work of art. Reaching out her small hand, she slid her fingers above mine and pumped it gently with me.

“I’ll never get over how massive this dick is," she breathed, grinning when she caught my eyes, "God, I'm still sore from last night."

"Mhmm me too," I said, planting a kiss on the side of the veiny shaft, “let give the boy some good dreams.”

Jen flashed a wicked smile as she leaned forward, her lips pressing against the other side of his cock. We kissed and licked out way up to the thick head. I felt her tongue touch mine as we licked and kissed around the soft spongy tip, and Luke moaned out in his sleep. Jen sucked him into her mouth, her soft lips spreading wide to accommodate his thickness as I licked down to his balls.

"Mhmm, Jen…" Luke moaned, and we looked up, but he was still sleeping. Jen laughed gently and went back to worshipping his cock. I felt happy for the woman and a touch sad that he wasn't dreaming of me, until a few seconds later, when Luke moaned out again, "Mommy… suck me…”

He shifted his head, stirring slightly, but slumber still had a hold of him. I felt a surge of love and pride as I moved up beside Jen. I wrapped my hand around his wet cock, tightening my fingers just before her fellating lips. Jen was bobbing up and down, and my hand stroked him. I felt the boy’s balls tighten up, and he stirred, eyes fluttering open but still vacant in the half-dream as I felt his cock throb.

“Laurie, swallow it!" Luke moaned out eyes pressing shut and head back as he shot thick streams of cum into Jen’s mouth.

Her cheeks puffed out as her mouth filled with the copious amounts of cum. She couldn't swallow it all fast enough, and I licked up what slid down his cock, savoring the salty taste of my stepson’s seed.

“Oh god,” Luke moaned, “That was the most amazing way to wake up… I was having the most vivid dreams.”

“We heard,” I said with a grin when he gazed down at Jen and me.

His face was filled with worry as he asked, “Did I… I’m sorry if I said anything I shouldn’t have.”

"Just a piece of advice," Jen said as she sat up, wiping the last of his cum off her lips and licking it clean of her fingers, "Women don't like it when a man dreams of someone else as they blow him.”

“I’m so sorry,” Luke said, blushing deeper, “you can't blame a guy for what's in his dreams, though… right?"

“I can when he’s imagining that cold princess Laurie,” Jen said, but the small smile twisting her lips gave away that she was joking, “I’ll let you make it up to me though big boy.”

She bent over and spanked her own round butt, flashing us both a grin. I leaned forward and kissed Luke’s stomach and up to his chest.

“It might have gone worse for you,” I whispered in his ear as I reached down and let his soft wet cock fill my hand, “but you moaned out both of our names too… Just want was going on in those dreams of yours?”

“Yea,” Jen said, joining me as she pressed her body to Luke’s other side, “two sexy MILF’s isn’t enough for you? You want to add your old stepmom into the mix too?”

“The two of you are more than I could have ever dreamed of,” Luke breathed, the sincerity in his face plain. His hands cupped my butt cheek, gripping it and pulling me closer to him. “Really, last night was beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Just make sure you keep studying and playing hard,” Jen said, "We would hate for all this to end.”

“Speaking of playing hard,” I said, looking down at my hand as it slowly stroked his beast, “Luke, you just came, and you're already rock hard.”

“I’m sorry,” he said with a grin that proved he wasn’t sorry at all, “you both just so sexy… mmm!”

Jen pressed her lips to his, turning his head to kiss her, and I pressed my lips to the soft skin of his neck. His hand gripped my ass tighter, and he pulled my hips over his. I sighed out in pleasure as I pressed the thick head of his cock into my pussy.

I rode my stepson slowly as he and Jen made out, then he pulled her hips over, and she grinned as she pressed her pussy to his lips. Biting her bottom lips as his tongue came in contact with her sensitive clit. Reaching out, we clutched at one another as she rode his face, and I rode his cock. Jen's hand reached up and cupped one of my massive breasts, and she pilled the nipple to her mouth. I moaned out in pleasure as she suckled the nipple. Luke's long, thick cock was stretching my sore pussy out, and I felt my orgasm approaching fast.

“I’m cumming baby,” I moaned out, “Mommy’s cumming on your giant cock… god… damn!”

I clung to Jen as the orgasm swept through me, my breaths heaving in my chest. Then Luke was rolling me over and pressing Jen down beneath him. His powerful arms slid her down, parting her slender legs.

“Jesus, you're both so gorgeous," he hissed as he stared down at us.

“Mmm," Jen moaned, turning to give me a sexy kiss before she reached up and drew Luke’s head down to us, "Fuck me, baby, give me that glorious dick and make me cum like your mom just did."

The boy growled in pleasure as Jen gripped him, fitting the fat head into her soaking pussy. He slid deep into her with his first thrust, and the woman let out an "Oof!”, her eyes opening wide, smile broad as she clung to his back.

I reached down and pressed his ass down as he drove into her, letting my hand play with his firm cheeks. The sight of them fucking beside me was so hot I couldn’t help but touch and tease my own pussy as the bed shook beneath me.

Luke gripped Jen’s ass in one hand, pulling her up and into him with each thrust. His other hand was holding him up as he stared down at the two of us. His eyes were alternating between our swaying breasts and pretty faces. I felt his rhythm falter, and I sat up, pulling his mouth to mine.

"Cumming! Fuck, baby!" Jen cried out, her fingers gripping the back of Luke’s arms as he drove into her hard. Then the boy was cumming, his body shuddering, and Jen began moaning incoherently as he filled her womb, pushing her to eve greater heights of pleasure.

We collapsed onto the bed, giggling and kissing one another as we caught our breath. It was a lazy morning as we took our time crawling out of bed. I made a large pot of coffee and cooked pancakes and sausages, and we all ate a massive breakfast.
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J
 en and Luke watched ESPN, laughing and joking with one another as I cleaned up from the night before. I made a mental note to rent a carpet cleaner for the couch. The unfortunate thing looked like it had been in a porn studio after our antics the night before. I scrubbed it clean with carpet cleaner and covered it with a beautiful blanket for now.

Saturday evening Jen and I had a fundraiser for a local charity that we were throwing. It was a party we threw every year, so we were well prepared for it. When noon came around, Luke headed out, saying he was going to the batting cages with a couple of friends, and Jen and I got to work.

The fundraiser is for a local animal shelter, and Jen and I volunteer our time and services to help with the fundraiser every year. It was a wonderful time, as always. We got their early, and a few other volunteers were there to help us set up. We had the appetizers all plated up and ready for servers in plenty of time and were able to enjoy the evening stress-free.

Throughout the night, Jen and I kept catching each other’s eyes at random times. That's all it took was one glance, and we were both blushing furiously as we remembered the craziness from the night before and that morning. We found ourselves sitting alone for the first time near the end of the evening, enjoying a glass of wine.

“Do you have any regrets?” Jen asked, her voice a touch nervous.

“No!” I said, “Honestly, last night was one of the best of my life. Do you?”

“Not at all,” Jen said with a little grin, “I feel closer to you now more than ever… I don’t know how this is going to work out… I can’t give Luke up… I won’t give him up.”

“I know you care about him,” I said, “and if he and I being together is a problem for you, please let me know. I don’t ever want to cause problems between us. I couldn’t live with that.”

“No!” Jen said, “I'd have said it was crazy two weeks ago, but honestly, I don’t think I could handle that boy alone. Jesus, he can go all night!"

“I know,” I said, pausing I gathered up the courage to go on with what I wanted to get out, “Speaking of which there was something else I wanted to run by you.”

“Laurie?" Jen asked, meeting my eyes with a mischievous little grin.

“Yea,” I said, blowing out a deep breath, “You already know what I’m thinking, don't you?”

“I support it,” she said, nodding, "That boy has the potential to make the majors if he keeps playing like he did yesterday. I don’t know the woman well, but I know Luke cares for her deeply, and that's enough for me. She would make sure he stays focused on his true goal, like you and I. But she is very cold and religious; you think she will go along with all of this?”

“I plan to find out tomorrow,” I said with a sigh, “I think there are hidden depths to the woman. I told you how she opened up to me. I suspect she wants the boy, but her manner is very odd."

“She’s coming over tomorrow morning, right?”

“Yea," I said, nodding, "She’ll be by for a few hours before she takes Luke to church at eleven.”

“How about I come by just before they leave?” Jen asked, and I could see her devious little mind was at work.

“What are you thinking?” I asked excitedly.

“I’m not sure yet,” she said, “but perhaps the woman just needs a little push, a little competition to realize what she’s missing.”

“You're so bad!" I said, laughing.

“Me?” The pretty blond said with a grin, “Who’s the woman pimping her son out to her friends?”

"Quiet!" I said, blushing and glancing around us, “Let's start breaking things down, looks like the fundraiser will be over soon.”

We went back to work, giggling and whispering to one another about our wicked plans for the boy. We dropped the equipment off at the offices, and it was late by the time I got home. I was exhausted from the night before and such a long day, but I felt wonderful as I curled up under my covers. As I thought about it, I realized this was the first night in months that I felt utterly hopeful about the future.

I woke the next morning later than usual, but still far earlier than Luke would on a Sunday. I took my time getting out of bed and ready, it is my lazy day, and I wasn't going to rush for anyone. I was just making a pot of coffee when I saw Laurie pull up in her Porsche SUV. I hadn’t expected her for a couple of hours, so I was surprised.

The woman hopped out of her car wearing a trench coat and carrying a Nordstrom’s shopping bag and a pair of tall black heels. I could tell she had spent a lot of time getting ready that morning. Her dark hair had a bright shine and hung flat-iron straight, and giant dark sunglasses hid her face. She hurried up to the house, and I let her in.

The woman was blushing furiously when she got inside, head tilted down and glasses still on, unable to meet my eyes. Nervousness and shame were written plain as day in her, and I felt for the woman right then. I knew something of what she was feeling, but for the most part, the woman was a cipher to me.

“Morning Laurie,” I said warmly, “would you like a cup of coffee? Luke probably won’t be up for another hour or so. You're a bit early.”

“I would have texted you,” she said, her typically icy manners a little awkward as she apologized, “but I was just so nervous I didn’t think about it… sorry.”

"No need to apologize," I said, taking her arm to draw her into the kitchen, she resisted me though and held up the bag in her hand.

“I was thinking about what you said… so I went out and bought another dress.”

“For me?” I asked with a grin taking the bag from her.

“Yes, and a matching set of heels,” she took her glasses off, and her pale blue eyes met mine, her gaze a touch nervous, then I saw her take a deep breath firming as she stood taller, “I was thinking about it, and if you’re serious about this, then you should join me.”

“Oh, I’m serious,” I said, almost laughing as the absurdity of it, “and I’d love to join you. I’m curious though, how does this all work… between you and Luke?”

“Let’s get you changed,” the woman said, ignoring my question and taking my hand in hers.

She led me up and into my room, closing the door behind herself and setting down the bag and her heels. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. I could tell by her manner that she was working up to say something difficult for her, so I sat on the edge of my bed and waited.

“I wasn’t entirely honest with you before when I told you about what… happened. God, give me strength, I had this all planned out earlier, but now my minds a jumble!"

“Come here,” I said gently, patting the spot next to me on the bed, “sit down, you can tell me anything, Laurie.”

She walked over and sat down; the trench coat still wrapped around herself. My curiosity was burning in me, but I just rested a comforting hand on her back and rubbed it gently. I could smell a delicate floral perfume wafting up from her, and it smelled amazing.

“Caleb was so difficult back then, so harsh and demanding. He was putting so much pressure on the boy constantly. That combined with school and athletics, and the loss of his mother and the boy was going downhill fast. He was miserable, becoming introverted, and getting into trouble in school, bullying other kids.

“It started like I told you, I was trying on a… dress and Luke caught me. He… told me to do things, gave me commands. Just as if I was a… maid in the house. The work needed to get done anyway, and the boy seemed happy to have an outlet where he had some control. I think he needed that… we both did." The last she said in a near whisper, and I began to have a tingling suspicion about the woman.

“It was always innocent,” she blushed, “or so I always told myself. But when you brought it up the other day… and I imagined doing those things again, now that Luke has grown up to be such a wonderful young man… I can’t help but think there might be something… something wrong about it.”

“I don’t see anything wrong about it,” I said with a warm smile, pulling her into a small hug, “you love Luke just like I do, and you want the best for him. If it makes you happy, and it makes him happy, then how can it be wrong?”

“Do you really think that?” She asked me, her face scrunched up with anxiety and a touch of self-loathing.

“I do,” I said with a grin, then I plucked at the front of her coat and said, “Now let’s see this dress that Luke likes so much.”

Her face blushed a deep red, but she stood slowly and began to undo the belt slowly.

“Oh God," she muttered; her eyes pressed shut, "this is so embarrassing."

As the trench coat fell to the ground in a dull thud, I suddenly realized what the woman meant. Laurie stood before me in a small French maids’ outfit, complete with a short lacy skirt and neckline that showed a touch of cleavage. It didn’t reveal as much skin or hug as tight as a cocktail dress, but for the first time ever, I saw the woman’s full curves.
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T
 he dress clung to an hourglass frame, narrow waist and slender limbs, and a massive vast expanse of cleavage that was bound within the tight black top, ruffled lace trimming the neckline. It was almost like looking into a mirror. Laurie is an inch or two shorter than me, and her butt just a touch smaller, but in most things, we are very similar. The thought gave me an idea, and I found myself grinning wide. Her eyes peeked open just then, and she smiled back, her blush fading.

"Now, I understand why you cleaned,” I said with a quiet laugh, “you have another one for me?”

“I do!” Laurie said with a tight grin as she bent down and pulled one from the bag, “I got you the same size as mine, I hope it fits.”

“Let me get ready then!” I said, hopping up and giving her a quick, tight hug, “Thank you for letting me share this with you, and for helping Luke.” I whispered it in her ears and planted a soft kiss on her cheek.

The woman froze in my arms, and I flashed her a grin as I skipped to my bathroom. I could tell I had made her uncomfortable with my embrace, and the hint of sensuality in it, but I caught her staring at me a couple of times as I got ready. A thoughtful expression was passing across her face as her eyes traveled up and down my body. I could see the kinky ideas working their way into her mind as we chatted, keeping the conversation light. I found more and more that I was coming to really like this woman.

She caught on to what I was doing quickly and reacted just as I’d hoped she would. She ran out and grabbed her purse, sharing her lipstick and perfume with me. She didn't speak as we put the final touches on. I pulled the maid's outfit on and found it fit me perfectly. I guess Laurie and I’s bodies were more similar than I’d thought.

I stood and took myself in, in the mirror, Laurie stepping up beside me. I gave a slight gasp when I saw us together. Other than our eye color and her paler complexion, we looked like sisters. Both of us had the same dark hair, and now that it was straightened and styled the same, with identical eye makeup, the resemblance was uncanny.

“The poor boy isn’t going to know what to do with himself,” I said as I took us both in.

Laurie blushed and looked down, smoothing out her outfit. There was a sound from out in the hall, and we both glanced up and at the door, then to one another. My cheeks on fire and hers an even deeper red as we realized Luke was up and moving around.

“This is only to help Luke,” she said with a fierce whisper, suppressing her palpable excitement, her lips pressing to a tight line, "we just need him to focus for a few more months on school and his sport.”

“Of course,” I said, biting my lip and keeping my face severe, “this is a critical moment in the boy’s life. He just needs a little distraction.”

“Yes,” Laurie said with a little smile. I could see an intense emotion playing out behind her carefully controlled features, “are you ready?”

“I am,” I said, and I couldn’t help the excited grin that tugged at my lips.

I linked one of my arms in hers, and we stepped out of my room. Luke was just stepping out of the bathroom, flicking off the lights. He was in nothing, but his boxers and I heard Laurie breath in a sharp breath as she took in the sight of him. His lean muscles were on perfect display, and a giant boyish grin spread across his lips as he took us in.

“What’s this?” He said, “Laurie… Mom…”

“Your mom mentioned you were struggling in school… again,” Laurie said with her hands clasped before her waist and eyes downcast, “I mentioned to her something that I thought had helped you when you were younger… she said it might help…”

“Have you already forgotten Laurie?” Luke asked, his eyes gleaming with some suppressed desire as the bore into her face. There was a steely note of command in his tone that I’d never heard before but sent a shiver of delicious pleasure coursing through my body.

“No, Young Master,” the woman glanced up at him as she spoke, and I saw a brief smile of genuine pleasure flash across her pretty features. Then she sank into a deep curtsy, hands spreading her lacy skirts out wide as he bowed forward, giving the young man an eyeful of her expansive cleavage. “I have not forgotten how you like to be served. Please allow your stepmom and me to serve the Young Master this morning.” Her voice was gentle and submissive, her eyes downcast. My suspicions about the woman appeared to be accurate.

“Mom?”

When he addressed me, he had a touch of nervousness in his voice. I could see a slight tightening around them as if he expected to be judged for something, but I could never judge him poorly. I met his eyes and gave him a look of caution that he seemed to understand, then I grinned wide and curtsied low in perfect imitation of Laurie.

“We are here to clean for you, Young Master, as good maids should.”

I putt stress on the words ‘clean for you’ and caught the slight nod from him as he understood what I meant.

“Then you ladies should begin down in the living room. I will be down in a minute," His breath was coming heavy, and when I glanced down from his beautiful eyes I saw the beast between his legs hardening, pressing its girthy length against his boxer shorts.

Laurie was staring and failed to hear what Luke said. She was still staring as he turned at walked back to his room, her jaw hanging open. I reached out and took her arm, and she gave a start. Composing herself, her cheeks blushed a deep rosy red, and she wouldn't meet my eyes as she pulled me down the stairs.

The woman was distracted in her excitement as we went into the kitchen and pulled out cleaning supplies. We had just begun to clean in the living room when Luke came down. I must say I felt a touch ridiculous for a minute, until Luke stopped in the doorway and crossed his arms across his broad chest, a slight frown of disapproval on his face as he frowned at us.

He was such a picture of masculinity I felt blood begin to heat. I was starting to see what it was that Laurie loved about this under his stern gaze. It was when he ordered us to scrub the baseboards that I saw Laurie really respond, and I felt the thrill of his control as well. The woman sank to her knees and bent forward slowly, Luke taking a seat on the couch as I did the same beside her. Our frilly skirts bounced in the air, our white panties peeking out and heavy breasts hanging down and swaying as we scrubbed with sponges and cleanser.

I caught Laurie peeking between her legs at Luke, trying to get another glimpse of his hog. The rest of the morning went much the same way. Luke would order us to clean something, the two of us posing in sexy postures as we scrubbed, wiped, and brushed the house clean.

I grew hotter and hornier by the minute, knowing Luke was staring at our bodies. My panties were soaked, and the aroma of our musk filled the air. As the morning wore on, I learned that there was a whole ritual to Luke and Laurie’s interactions. She kept her features stoic and composed. Eyes downcast the entire time. She always referred to Luke as the Young Master and leaped to every task he set as if doing it perfectly was her whole desire. Her nipples were hard as rocks, pressing against her tops, proof of how much sexual excitement she was getting from this.

The submission was new for me, but I loved how commanding and dominant Luke was. He was relaxing more and more as the morning went on, and what was emerging was a confident and powerful man who knew exactly what he wanted. That has always been my favorite kind of man, and I could see Laurie responding as well. Her perfect poise was occasionally slipping as she glanced at the massive erection pressing against Luke's pants. The young man didn't bother to hide it, and I could see him watching Laurie’s reaction with curiosity.

The sexual tension grew minute by minute. The silences between his commands were deafening. Filled only with Laurie and I’s labored breathing and the scrubbing of our brushes of cloths. It was in the bathroom when the inevitable moment happened. Laurie and I were bent over the tub, the edge digging into out flat stomachs as we scrubbed with both hands. Our massive breasts swaying with the motions. Luke walked up behind us, his dark shadow covering us both, and when I glanced up, I saw Laurie close her eyes and bite her bottom lip just as I felt him step between our legs.












Chapter 17











“L
 et me see how you’re doing,” Luke said, his voice quiet but firm with command.

Both Laurie and I went to move back, our legs had been stretched out, but as we did, our vulvas rubbed along the hard line of his shin. I sighed in pleasure as I felt him flex his legs, and without thinking, I gyrated my hips, grinding my clit on his leg. My eyes flashed open, and I looked at Laurie, face on fire. I hadn’t meant to do that, but I was so turned on my body had just responded.

Laurie was staring at me, the wide pale blue orbs looked so innocent, and her face was white as a sheet. The tip of her tongue slipped out of her mouth and touched the tip of her tongue, and I saw a look of sublime pleasure steal over her face for one second as she rocked her hips just as I had.

“Mmmhmmmmm…” Laurie moaned; her eyes locked on mine.

“Unnghhhh!” I moaned as well as I ground my pussy on his powerful leg.

“Looking good,” Luke said, his voice just above us, making us freeze, "now get back to it, I'll check again in five minutes."

For some reason, this small thing was the most erotica and forbidden feeling moment of my life. When he stepped away from us, I found myself sagging heaving deep lungful’s of air, Laurie doing the same beside me. We slowly went back to scrubbing, but I could see she wore a troubled expression, but her cheeks were still blooming red with desire.

She glanced at me, and I met her eyes, flashing her a small tight smile. Her own grin was slow in forming, but I was pleased to see the troubled expression fade as she focused on her work.

Luke didn't announce himself this time. Suddenly he was looming over us, his dark shadow covering us once more as he stepped between our legs — his shin pressing firmly into our folds this time. Laurie and I had moved closer together as we’d cleaned, until out hips were pressed together, and our shoulders touched.

I could feel the heat radiating off her, and I was close enough to hear her whisper to herself when Luke touched her.

"Dear God give me strength," she whispered.

Luke said nothing. He just stood there. A long-frozen moment and then I felt his leg flex. I don’t know how he did it, but the muscle of his calm dug into my lips, and I rubbed my clit against him hard before I could stop myself again. Looking at Laurie, she had her eyes closed shut tight and was biting her bottom lip. There was no hesitation this time as she rocked her hips just as I had, face flushed.

“Ooooooohhhh,” Laurie moaned out low and throat, then she froze. Shame washing over her as she sucked in her bottom lip.

“Don’t stop,” Luke commanded, his voice a little husky, “until you’re finished.”

I stifled a whimper of pleasure as I felt my self about to cum just from his wicked command. Glancing over, I saw Laurie’s face lose all of its shame and hesitation. She relaxed and smiled a small little grin as she began to grind herself on him.

The last hour had been the most intense foreplay I realized and without any touching. I was soaking wet and primed to explode. I lost all sense of myself, of where I was and who I was with, as I followed his command. My whole world shrank down to Luke pressed against my wet sex, and the feeling of him towering over me, powerful and watching as I came with a shuddering orgasm.

Panting, I felt worry replace my pleasure as I realize who I was with. Looking over at Laurie, I saw her face was soft and relaxed, eyes dreams as she looked at me. We shared a secret little smile then. I saw a truth about her as she relaxed her guard with me right then. She was deeply ashamed of her submissiveness and her other kinks and was doubly embarrassed to have gotten off just now with Luke. More than all of that, though, she was grateful to have found a sister who shared at least some of her fetishes and this precious moment. The woman was just one surprise after another.

“Good work today,” Luke said, and I couldn’t help glancing up at him. Oh, how I ached to feel him inside me right then. But he was in charge right now, and I saw satisfaction filling his face as he gazed down at is.

“You could both be sisters,” he said with a shake of his head as he stepped back.

Laurie and I glanced at one another, and the woman gave me one of her rare smiles.

“We are,” we both said it at the same time and smiled at one another, the tension broke between us.

I found myself hanging onto the woman, hugging her tight. When I relaxed my grip, she leaned back a tight smile on her face for a second as she wiped away a couple of tears. Luke left us there, saying he had to get ready for church.

Laurie’s reserved mask slowly slipped back into place as we made our way downstairs and put the cleaning supplies away.

“Thank you so much for this,” she said when we were alone in the kitchen, “I… I don’t think there’s anyone else in my life I could have confided this part of myself to… let alone experience it.”

“Something tells me this is just the beginning,” I said with a grin, “Tell me, is this how you imagined it going?”

“I don’t know what I imagined…" she said it simply and continued when she saw my puzzled expression, “Luke is a good young man, a great man… I’ve always cared for him deeply. But what I saw today… Have you ever seen anything like it?” She gazed at me with an almost stricken expression, and I knew exactly what she was talking about.

“Never on another man,” I said.

“He is a man of… power… This may have all started out as a bit of whimsy and fancy, or to get him to straighten up, what I didn’t realize until today is that if he commands me to do anything… anything… I’ll do it.”

She held herself perfectly still, hands clasped before her waist, face frozen, twisted in shame, as she waited for my wrathful judgment to fall upon her. When she finally glanced up to see my reaction, she shoulders relaxed ever so slightly when she saw my answering grin.

“Then you are going to fit in perfectly,” Her puzzled expression causing me to grin all the wider.

Just then, the doorbell rang. I went and answered it and found Jen standing outside. She wore a loose beach shirt and had on a red string bikini beneath. Laurie had her bag with her ready to go home and get ready for church, and she froze when she saw Jen.

“Hey,” Jen said giving me a big hug, “I hope it’s ok I come over, I thought we could hang out by the pool, it’s such a lovely day.”

“That sounds wonderful,” I said, “just let me get ready, and I'll join you out there in a bit. Luke, Jen's here!"

The young man ran down the stairs, his slacks on, but his button-up shirt undone. The boy hadn’t bothered to handle his massive erection, and it flopped around in his pants obscenely as he ran down the stairs. Jen, Laurie, and I couldn't help but stare. I saw Jen grin as he pulled her into a tight embrace.

“Someone sure is happy to see me,” Jen said, winking at Laurie and me over the boy’s shoulder. Laurie blushed a furious shade of red and glanced from the woman to my eyes widening. "Hurry back from church so you can come swimming with us.”

“I will,” Luke said with a grin as he set the woman down, “Laurie, you want to come over as well?"

"I'm not sure," she said, glancing from Jen's exposed flesh to me, her face a picture of suppressed desire and worry, “if you would like it, then I could.”

“You will come over,” Luke said, his voice taking on that tone of command, “and wear a bikini like Jen and mom will be. The smaller, the better."

"As you wish," the woman said, and once more, the worry left her face instantly, and I saw happy subservience fill it. "I will need to stop by a store. I don't own anything that but full piece suits.”

“I have one you can borrow,” I said, ignoring the curious look Jen was shooting at Laurie and me, her eyes finally taking in the French maids outfits and widening.

“Sounds perfect,” Luke said, “I’ll finish getting ready!” He ran up the stairs and left the three of us standing around.

“It looks like you ladies had an interesting morning,” Jen said with a little grin she crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “I just want to say, Laurie," she went on her voice more serious, causing the other woman to stiffen at first as though she expected to be castigated for her slutty clothes, “I think it’s really amazing that your willing to be there for Luke. He’s such a special young man, he really deserves only the best, from those of us… who love him.”

Laurie relaxed, and her face softened from its severe mask, and she offered the woman a slight smile.

“Luke is a true MAN… those are a rare breed, and it's only fitting that he is given all he needs by those who love him. I’m grateful that you both feel the same way. Its been… difficult living with my shame alone.”

“There is no shame in love,” I said, holding the woman close with one arm. She nodded gently, then shook herself and made her apologies as she headed out to her car. She still had to head home and change before she went to church with Luke.












Chapter 18











J
 en and I made our way to my room, pausing to say goodbye to Luke, who was just heading out to his car. Each of us taking the opportunity to give the boy passionate kisses before he left. I found myself wanton with desire as I pressed myself to him, driven almost mad by our earlier play.

When Jen and I were alone, I told her all about my wild morning. She was fascinated by the dynamic Luke and Laurie shared and wiggled in her seat, saying she wanted to buy a maid’s outfit now and join in. Only her ideas of what kinds of games we would get up to might scandalize Laurie… then again, perhaps not. I had my suspicions that if Luke ordered it, she really would do anything
 for the boy.

I put my baby blue bikini on and was pleased to see that my figure still held up in it. Jen and I made a pitcher of iced tea and another of lemonade and lounged in the backyard under the bright morning sun, enjoying the great weather.

As we lay, Jen kept bringing Laurie up and probed what I thought about her. I told her everything, and she got especially excited when I told her about my suspicions.

“I want her to join in," Jen said, turning to me, her voice serious, "I think she would be great for Luke, and she is sexy as hell. Plus, honestly, I don’t think the two of us are going to be enough to satisfy that boy… he has some powerful needs.”

“I think we can arrange that,” I said with a grin.

We talked about it all morning, working ourselves up into a lather by the time Luke and Laurie arrived. There was an awkward tension between the two of them. When I met the woman's eyes, they shied away from mine. Luke had a blush, and he too wouldn't meet my eyes.

Jen took Laurie up to my room and helped her pick out a bikini while I make a batch of margaritas. Luke got downstairs first, and I called him over to the kitchen.

“Did something happen at church between you and Laurie?” I asked him.

“I’m sorry,” he said, his face crumpling in apology, "I didn't want to break your rules, it just happened… you have no idea how crazy she makes me… has always made me… the power it just goes to my head, I guess."

“Tell me,” I said, and I gripped his forearm and stepped close, my grin and eager eyes telling him I wasn't angry at all, in fact just the opposite.

“This morning was just so wild and hot, and I didn’t have a chance to cum,” he glanced up the stairs to make sure no one could overhear, "The whole time we were sitting there in church she kept glancing at my cock and up at me. Her big blue eyes were so imploring… then we went to breakfast after just like usual, and she led us to the back booth, where no one could see.

“She was just so submissive and doing everything I said… I don’t know what came over me, but I told her I needed to cum."

"What did she do?" I asked breathlessly.

“She pulled my cock out right there under the table and stroked me off… it was insane! I thought we were going to get caught, but Laurie didn’t blink and… and I think she even came just sitting there. You’re not mad?”

“Of course I’m not mad,” I said, “It would be better if you discussed it with me first, but I would have told you to go for it… maybe not in the middle of a diner… but I promised you that I would make sure you had all of your needs taken care of… not that it would be me doing the ‘taking care of’ every time.”

I grinned up at him, loving the shock that melted into surprised pleasure. Laurie and Jen were chatting as they left my room and started down the stairs.


“Don’t let your need to order her around stop just because Jen and I are here to see,”
 I whispered in the young man’s ear, “Just remember this all disappears if you start to backslide…”


“No chance of that,” Luke said with a wide grin, his cock shifting in his pants in his excitement, “I’ll be perfect if I get to keep living this fantasy!”

“What fantasy?” Jen asked with a sly little grin on her face. Laurie stood behind the pretty blonde, hiding her body with her arms as well, face a bright red.

"Laurie, stop being self-conscious,” Luke said in his tone of command, “Head out to the pool and relax.”

The woman obeyed his commands instantly. She relaxed, and though not all her embarrassment and shyness disappeared, most of it did. She dropped her arms to her sides, grabbed a towel from the counter, and headed into the backyard, her face composed and docile.

Laurie looked terrific in the tiny black suit, her pale flesh contrasting with the fine material beautifully. Her big nipples and areola pressed hard against the material, evidence of her excitement — the bottoms hugging her firm round ass tightly.

“Keep the naughtiness to a minimum,” I said to Jen with a wink, “Luke is going to have Laurie suck his cock in front of us.”

“I am?” He asked with a slightly shocked and amused smile.

“Yes,” I glanced up at him with a little smile, “You better enjoy this afternoon because you won’t see all three of us together unless you make it through the entire season playing your heart out and don’t fail a single exam.”

“All three…?” Luke breathed, too stunned to continue.

I grinned up at him, feeling flush with confidence and desire. I saw an answering grin from Jen when our eyes met, and we linked arms and headed out with the pitcher of margaritas. She flashed me a wicked smile as we sashayed our way to the table and deck chairs laid out around the pool.

When we got outside, Laurie was laying her towel out on a chair. Jen and I surprised the woman when we took the chairs to either side of her. I had warned Jen not to get too kinky with Luke, I didn't want to scare the woman off, but I knew Jen wouldn't be able to tone it down entirely and that worked to our advantage.

After laying her towel out, Jen whipped off her loose shirt. She stretched her arms above her head, her flat stomach taunt, her body tanned and gorgeous. I glanced at Laurie and saw her stare at the pretty blond, a curious expression on the woman’s face when she saw Luke looking. It wasn't jealousy, and neither was its interest. If anything, I’d have said it was satisfaction.

“Luke,” I said, "would you mind putting lotion on my back, honey?"

“Me too!” Jen said with a wide grin.

We both flattened our chairs and lay down on our stomachs. Laurie watched us with curiosity, and then I saw the woman’s eyes focus on Luke. Her lips parted, and her breathing grew heavy as she watched the young man’s hard-muscled body revealed under the warm sunlight.

"Undo the ties," Luke said when he was behind me, just a hint of the command in his voice.

“Yes, young master,” I said with a wink to Laurie when she stared at me.

Reaching back, I undid the ties to my bikini top and then folded my arms under my head, turning it so I could watch Laurie's reaction. I heard Luke squirt the lotion into his palm, and then his large, strong hands were on my flesh. The suntan lotion was cold at first, and I shivered and then couldn’t help the mewl of pleasure that escaped my throat as he began to work it into my skin.

He took his time, pressing firmly on the muscled of my back and shoulders. The massage felt wonderful, and if he continued, I probably would have nodded off into a restful nap. His fingers teased the sides of my breasts, pressing into the soft flesh as he rubbed my sides. It was over all too quickly, and I stifled a groan of disappointment when he lifted his hands off me.

“You should do the front too,” Jen said, “Wouldn’t want your mom to burn.”

“I’m not sure that’s appropriate,” Laurie said, her tone disapproving.

“This is all for Luke’s benefit,” Jen said, “or are you not as willing as Dawn and I to see him get back on the right track?”

“I’m willing to do anything to help Luke,” Laurie said, sounding affronted.

"Luke, what were the scores on your two exams last week?" Jen asked.

“98% and 93%,” he said with a touch of pride.

“See?” Jen said, “I think we should trust in what’s been working so far. What about you, Laurie?"

“Ok, I see your point,” the woman said, she was stiff with uncomfortableness, but her nipples were even more prominently standing out against the material of her bikini.

I felt a thrill of taboo pleasure as I rolled over. It was nothing new for Luke to see my bare breasts, but something about having Laurie there made me all the more aware of the taboo aspects of what we were doing.

"Make sure to get everything, honey," I said softly, looking up at Luke.

He stood staring down at me like a kid in a candy store, and I caught a hint of envy on Laurie’s face as he stared at me, but just a touch. It was quickly suppressed when she caught sight of the boys rapidly hardening cock.

Squeezing another dollop of lotion in his hands, he sat on the edge of my chair. He didn’t even try to hide his stares at my hard-dark nipples. He began on my legs. His motions slow and smooth as he worked the white cream into my skin. Then he moved to my stomach. I edged my bikini bottoms down a hair for him, and his strong fingers slide along my skin, causing my pussy to ache with desire.

Then he gathered my massive breasts in his hands, slowly massaging the suntan lotion into the pale flesh. I sat back and closed my eyes, feeling a delicious pleasure race through my body as he massaged each breast. He paid particular attention to my nipples, and when he twisted them gently, pulling down ever so slightly, I let slip a low moan of pleasure. I was panting when he finished, my body crying out for more.

“Me next!” Jen said, whipping off her top and rolling over.












Chapter 19











L
 uke grinned as he moved over to the pretty blonde, but my eyes were focused on his massive erection that tented the front of his swim trunks. He hadn't bothered to hide it in the slightest, and my mouth watered as he moved around the chairs. I heard a whimper beside me and glancing over saw Laurie staring at his package as well, biting her bottom lip, face painted with wanton desire that I don’t think she was even aware of.

I didn’t put my top back on as I sat back, watching Luke massage lotion into Jen. The warm sun felt wonderful, and I felt a thrill as I sat outside. Our backyard is in the corner of our cul-de-sac, and there is no chance of anyone seeing us over the fences, but it still felt wicked to be topless before Laurie. Especially with the woman blushing so furiously and her thighs pressed so tightly together.

Luke bent over Jen, hard muscles rippling as he moved, tousled golden locks looking as though they’d been artfully arranged. I was stuck once more by how much of a man
 he was becoming. He had a quiet confidence to himself over the past couple of days. A poise that had only peeked through occasionally when he was younger.

His eyes traveled over Jen's naked back and ass, and there was so much affection in his gaze I felt my heart-melting. Looking at Laurie, I saw she noticed it too and was happy to see she wore a small pleased smile. Her eyes widened when Jen rolled over, a seductive smile on the blonde’s face as she gazed up at Luke, saying not a word. He finished up with her firm breasts, not bothering to hide how much he was enjoying touching her body. Jen didn’t bother to hide her pleasure at his touch, her moans, and little whimpers of pleasure, sending a jolt of shock through Laurie each time.

Laurie was growing more and more nervous until Luke finally stood and grabbed up the bottle of lotion. He turned and stared at her, the woman’s chest heaving slowly as his commanding green eyes bored into her blue.

"Rollover," he said, once more in that hard tone of command.

Laurie did as she was told, and though she hid it from Luke, I caught a quick flash of sinful pleasure wash over her face before she lay prone and composed herself.

“Top off,” Luke commanded as he squirted the lotion into his hand.

She closed her eyes and licked her lips before reaching back and untying the black strings. Luke sat beside her and began massaging the lotion into her skin. Taking his time once more, fingers rubbing up the woman’s sides, teasing the soft flesh around where her breasts squished against the chair. Finally, he sat back, and I stared into his eyes for one second, seeing the lust and desire there, but also the hesitation. I nodded slightly and gave him a smile of encouragement. He took a deep breath and nodded back, smiling as he let dominant alpha in him take over.

“Now roll over,” he said in that tone of command, “I have to get the front.”

“Now, Luke,” Laurie began her voice shaky with nervous worry, “perhaps we should-”

Whatever she was about to say was cut off as Luke raised his hand and brought it down on the bare skin of the woman's butt cheek. The sound was like a whip crack, and both Jen and I jumped. There was a touch of anger in Luke's face, and I saw he had left a red handprint on her ass. I was about to say something worrying he had gone too far, but then I realized what Laurie was doing.

The woman was writhing, one hand had worked its way beneath her crotch, and she was rubbing herself. Her face was a picture of shame and pleasure; eyes glazed as she stared at me. Luke brought his hand down again, and I saw her close her eyes in bliss as it connected, moaning out in pleasure.

“Mhmmmm!”

She sucked in her bottom lip and then spoke, her voice a breathy whisper, “I’m sorry young master, I shouldn’t have spoken back to you, please forgive me.”

“Rollover and I will think about it," Luke said, a dark gleam in his eyes.

Laurie rolled over, her movements slow and sexy as she drew the bikini away from her breasts. She gazed up at Luke, meek and submissive, pressing her hands down to the chair at her sides. His face said it all. His eyes were wide, and a slow delighted grin stole over his face as he took in the woman’s massive breasts. They are a touch bigger than mine, but with more sag to them. Her nipples were big, pink, and had puffy areola; I just wanted to reach over and pinch them. I could see Jen grinning too as she watched the woman submit to Luke.

He began with the woman’s legs, and as he worked his way up her body, the tension grew and grew. Until finally, he cupped one massive breast in hand and hefted it, rolling the nipple between thumb and finger.

“Ungh! Uhhh…. Uhhh… ohhh heaven, Luke… NGH!!”

I was in shock as the woman screamed out in obvious orgasm. Her legs relaxing and spreading, her whole body melting back into the chair. He had just begun to massage her breasts, and then she exploded. As she came down from her peak of bliss, she grew more and more nervous. Finally, glancing around in fear to see mine and Jen’s reaction.

We were both grinning, Jen was even touching herself between her legs, and it was all I could do to keep my hands from reaching down or pawing my breasts. Luke was the most amazed of all, though, and though relief showed in Laurie’s face, it quickly flashed to shock when Luke stood suddenly before her. The massive spear of his rock-hard cock tenting out his shorts.

“Now,” Luke’s voice was ragged with desire as he gazed down at Laurie, “return the favor.”












Chapter 20











T
 he woman turned a shocked face to me and Jen, fear and uncertainty warring with her desire to serve and consuming lust.

“I think the boy deserves a reward for all his hard work this week and today,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant, but my words were laced with my own throaty desire, “what do you think Jen?”

“Oh yes,” the woman moaned, shifting as she rubbed herself over the bikini bottoms of her suit. “Give him what he deserves, Laurie… what he so obviously needs."

Laurie didn’t say anything as she looked un into Luke’s eyes for a long second. Whatever she saw reflected back from him put her at ease, and I saw her take in and breathe out a controlled breath. Then with a small smile of triumph, she sank to her knees beside her chair.

Her hands were pale against his tan skin as she ran her hands up his legs and under his trunks. I saw them grasp his massive cock from inside the shorts, and her eyes flared with pleasure. Then she pulled the trunks down, letting the gigantic cock come out into the light.

“Suck it,” Luke commanded, his eyes locked on hers,

“Yes, young master, Laurie said, a grin on pleasure forming on her lips as she leaned forward and planted a big kiss on the tip.

A little whimper of pleasure, escaping her throat as her lips parted around the thick tip. She continued to stare up at him, gazing into his green eyes as she took his cock into her mouth, the head stretching her throat out obscenely. Then to my amazement she took him deeper and deeper, without a single gag or struggle. Her throat opening wide to accept his massive cock deep into it.

“Oh fuck… that feels so good… Jesus!” Luke moaned out in pleasure.

The boy’s eyes flared with desire, and he reached down and took hold of Laurie's head in two hands. The woman moaned loudly in pleasure as her body relaxed, giving herself over to his control.

Jen and I couldn’t help but play with ourselves as we watched the incredible display before us. Luke stood tall and powerful, muscled flexing as he drove his massive cock in and out of the woman’s mouth. His cock was covered in spit and drool pooled out of Laurie’s mouth, dripping onto her massive tits, but she didn’t notice or care.

One of her hands slid up and gathered a massive handful of breast flesh and pulled hard on the nipple, while the other hovered near the waistband of her bikini bottoms. Her eyes remained wide open, smiling with joy and staring up at Luke, drinking in the pleasure she was giving him.

“Fuck this is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Jen said, her voice straining with her extreme pleasure, “You’re fucking your mommy’s face, while your other mommy watches, wishing it was her…,” Laurie moaned out even louder at the dirty talk, lips writhing around Lukes cock and her hand sliding down to touch her soaking sex, “Jesus, you're so fucking hot, Luke, fuck her face baby… like she’s your little cock sleeve… a submissive little whore for you… ugh… cumming!”

“Me too,” I panted, my own orgasm sneaking up on me as Jen had been talking. Her taboo and kinky words pushing me past the limit.

Luke, too was just about to cum, his balls were pulled up and tight, and he had a look of strained pleasure frozen on his face. Finally, he pulled back, releasing Laurie as he stroked his cock.

“Let me drink you, Master," Laurie moaned her orgasm ripping through her body, she tried to sit up and wrap her lips around his cock, but her body was shaking hard, her muscles rubbery. “Please!” She whimpered.

Luke grinned, taking the back of the woman’s head and pressing the tip of his cock into her lips as he began to throb. Her hand wrapped around his cock, milking it as he filled her swallowing mouth with thick streams of pearly white cum. It seeped out of her lips, dribbling down her chin and across her breasts.

Finally, he released her, panting and stepping back. For one frozen moment, in the wake of his release, I saw fear cross Luke's face as he gazed down at Laurie, and I understood his concern. He worried once more that somehow he had gone too far or ruined something. But the fear was gone in a second when Laurie sat back up on her knees and gazed up at him with a giant smile. Her hair in disarray, makeup smeared and drool and cum a sheet down her chin, neck, and tits.

“Do you require anything else, Master?” Laurie asked.

Luke stared down at the woman, and I saw his face fill with love and joy. He could only shake his head as he turned to Jen and me, seeing the same from us. He laughed a deep belly laugh of pleasure and then turned and hopped in the pool.

Jen and I took Laurie into the house and helped her clean up. We had a long conversation while we were in there about each of our roles in helping to keep Luke focused. This was all relatively new to Laurie, and she wasn't sure how comfortable she was with sharing. We all promised to meet for coffee the next morning so we could talk it through further, but we did decide on a few things there in the kitchen.

Sundays would be Laurie's time with Luke, and then he only got the reward if he did good in school and baseball all week. Jen would take Wednesdays and occasionally after a major game. The women both always envied me that I had access to the handsome boy and his massive cock, although I had to be careful always to keep him motivated.

The most challenging part was one none of us woman foresaw. The problem we each faced was in keeping ourselves away from Luke. We all talked and texted through the days and weeks that followed. If not for that and our support for one another, we would have all been jumping Luke’s bone day and night.

The results were undeniable, however. Luke brought his grade point average up to a 3.7 in just a couple months, and with Jen as his personal trainer, and his focus on improving his game, he became the most scouted college player that season.

His team blew through the playoffs and made it to the championship game for the first time in more than forty years. There were a couple of tough times in those months, but we made it through together. As their team’s fame grew, the pressures on Luke grew as well, peer pressure and coeds tried dragging him back in bad habits. However, with the potential of not just ruining any career he might have in baseball, but us three women as well, Luke always made the mature and wise choice.

We never let him fool around with all three of us together, that was a prize we dangled before him like a carrot on a string. There was no end to the wild scenarios we got up to. Each Friday night, Jen and I would spend the night with Luke. Each week things got wilder and wilder. Each Sunday, Laurie would arrive in her French maid outfit and clean my house with me. The sessions often devolved into Laurie, and I sucking slavishly on his cock, or bent over and cleaning, as he lifted our skirts and played with us, or took us roughly. One time he even ordered Laurie to eat out his ass as he fucked me, and she did so with gusto.

One evening, two weeks after the incident by the pool, Luke was gone for the night at an away game we couldn’t make. Jen and I invited Laurie over for dinner. We opened a couple of bottles of wine, and the cold, austere woman relaxed and opened up to us.

Just recently, she had discovered that she was a submissive. Many years of frustrated sexual experience had lead to the epiphany. She realized that even though it was her secret desire to give up all control to a man, the only time she had been comfortable enough to do, it had been with Luke. She had been sick with shame for who she was and what she’d done, until she’d been able to find an outlet with us.

After dinner we grabbed another bottle of wine and headed to the living room. When I got there, I found Jen had pressed Laurie back on the couch and was kissing her passionately. Laurie was shy and nervous at first, but soon her inhibitions flew out with her panties, and the three of us ended up in the hot tub, naked and touching, whispering naughty things to one another.

Jen took several selfies of the three of us in the water, naked and grinning drunkenly. She sent it to Luke with a promise that if they won the championship, this would be waiting for him when he got home. The three of us laughed because, at the time, it had seemed absurd. However, I could tell that we all secretly wished it would happen.












Epilogue











T
 he three of us got back to my house and raced up to my bedroom, giggling like schoolgirls. Jen grabbed a bottle of champagne and three paper cups and poured us each a big glass full of bubbles as I began digging through my closet.

“Ladies,” Jen said with a bright smile, handing each of us a cup, "let's toast our champion and exciting night ahead!"

“I’ll drink to that,” Laurie said, and I agreed as we drank deep of the delicious bubbly alcohol.

“What are we going to wear?” I asked, “Or should we be wearing anything?”

"I got you, ladies, something as a thank you," Laurie said, reaching under my bed and pulling out a shopping bag she had hidden there, “These past few weeks have been the happiest of my life, and none of it would have happened if not for you two.”

“Aww, that's so sweet," Jen said.

“Yea, Laurie,” I said, “You didn’t have to do that.”

“When you see the outfits I got,” she said with a grin, “you’ll realize why I did. Now try them on!”

She pulled three sets of matching clothes out of the bag. They consisted of short white t-shirts that barely covered anything and tiny pink and black plaid skirts. When I pulled the shirt on, I found that it just covered my nipples and left the bottoms of my breasts exposed — a tantalizing display of curving swinging flesh. Lauren wore the same as did Jen. When Jen bent over and looked at herself in the mirror, we all grinned. The tiny skirt peeked up and flashed her bare muff and the bottom curve of her perfect ass.

We were feeling a little loose and tipsy as we squeezed into my bathroom and touched up our make up. Jen started to get handsy with Laurie, and I soon joined in. The woman was so submissive. She got off the more we played with and used her.

The sound of the door opening downstairs startled us out of our play, and we hurried out of the room, pressing our skirts down and shirts back into place. We found Luke dropping off his bag near the door, and he flashed a bright grin when he saw us.

“You all look so sexy,” He breathed, eyes roaming over our bodies and face.

“Let’s get you out of that cup,” Jen said with a grin as she slid up to him and began undoing his belt.

I was about to move to help her, but Laurie stopped me, the woman’s shy little hands slipping up under my top and cupping my breasts from behind. She pressed herself behind me, lips to my neck, as she pinched both of my nipples, causing me to moan out in pleasure. Luke gazed at us as Jen pulled off his jockstrap, his giant cock flopping out.

Laurie slipped a hand down into my skirt, and I arched back into her, biting my lips as her delicate fingers grazed my clit. She had never shown any initiative with Jen or me, and this surprised and pleased me, just as much as it obviously did Luke.

“You were magnificent today,” Jen said, kissing his lips gently, then kissing her way down his neck and chest, “a perfect game, during the championship… you’re all over ESPN… Luke,” her tone drawing his gaze as she sank to her knees, cradling his heft cock meat against her cheek and neck, "you could be the best ballplayer in a century!”

He grinned down at her, but Laurie gentle words cut to the quick for all of us.

“None of that matters,” she said, “he is the greatest man any of us will ever know, and it’s our great honor to be with him… to be together…”

"Look at them, Luke," Jen breathed, slowly stroking his cock and kissing its hardening length as she spoke, "your mommies are both the sexiest women I know… and all they want is to feel this beast inside them…”

“I’m the luckiest guy in the world,” he said, eyes shining with emotion. He reached out his arms, and Laurie and I rushed forward into his embrace. Jen stood and wrapped her arms around his waist too. My heart has never been so full as in that moment, and I caught Laurie’s eyes as we both tightened our embrace around Luke, and I saw the peace and love there as well.

Then he was pulling us along with him, up the stairs and into the master bedroom. We were laughing and tripping over one another at first. Luke keeping us upright with his sturdy power. But the flesh was warm, and none of us wore panties, Lukes cock was hard, and our aching bodies were so needy.

We made it halfway up the stairs before he could take no more of our teasing hands, and the feel of our bodies rubbing against his, lips locked to his most sensitive flesh. Then I felt him press me down, lifting my skirt and his massive erection pressing into me — the fat head demanding entrance to a body that had long grown accustomed to it. My sex was weeping as he slipped into its soft depths. With one hard thrust, he filled me completely.

I screamed out in pleasure, throwing my head back, hanging onto the step before me as he gripped my hips. I felt him saw out of me, feeling like he pulled my guts out with him, suddenly empty. Then sweet relief and a wave of pleasure as he drove back in, his strong fingers gripping me about my slender waist, pulling me back into him.

I was a woman in heat, and my stepson the only thing that could fully assuage my needs. His steady hard pounding was relentless, and my sex quivered around him. I clutched at his wrist, unable to hold myself up any longer, my muscles growing weak.

"Oh, god, baby… you're so big… mommy's gonna cum baby… mommy's cumming… oh, fuck!!!"

He clutched me to him, hands suddenly all over my body, cupping my breasts as his lips met mine. As the orgasms began to unleash in me, I felt soft hands playing with my sex, and a finger began grazing my clit gently but insistently.

“NGNGHHH!!!!”

My world went white as the pleasure stole through my body. My nerves were all alive, and my brain a fire of sparkling joy like I’d never felt before.

Hands were helping me down, and I clutched to Jen, her sweet lips on my neck as I heaved in deep lungful’s of sweet air. I could feel her grinding on my hip, her back tense with her own bottled lust. Beside us, Luke bent Laurie over, the beautiful and dignified woman looking anything but that now. He gripped her hair in a tight fist and arched her back, slamming into her from behind. Her face was pressed against the wall, breath hissing out as he ravaged her.

He was like a beast in heat as he pinned her arms behind her back with one hand and took her throat in a tight grip with the other. Laurie arched her back further, slamming her ass back into his every thrust. Her eyes squeezed shut and face frozen with intense pleasure, her tongue sticking out of her mouth obscenely. The sound and smell of her wetness filled the narrow space.

“Tell me what you want, mommy-slut?" Luke asked in a gruff voice, his ass clenched as he staved off his orgasm.

“I want your cum master! Please give this mommy-slut your cum!” Her lips writhed against the wall as she spoke, her eyes finally opening and rolling back to look at him, filled with pleasure and shame combined into her own orgasmic bliss, “Baby, please cum in me.” Her soft voice more a whimper than a plea sent Luke over the edge, and he filled her pussy with his cum, grunting out as he came.

“Fuck… take it you wonderful mommy-slut… take it!”

He clung to the wall, holding up Laurie as she writhed in pleasure, her feet kicking up into the air, knees too weak to hold herself upright. I sat up, still feeling woozy, and took the woman into my arms. We stumbled our way to the master bedroom and into the waiting bed.

I held Laurie in my arms, stroking back her as she slowly calmed down, a beautiful grin suffusing her face the entire time. There was the sound of sucking from the hall, and I could hear Jen's little mewls of pleasure and Luke's sigh of contentment. A few seconds later, he was pressing her back into the room and back onto the bed.

He gripped her legs in his powerful hands and pulled her back to him. She growled like a cat that sees a treat and wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing his cock into her desperate depths. He did not fuck her with passion and need as he'd taken me. Nor with total domination as he'd taken Laurie. Instead, he made passionate and slow love to Jen, his face filled with wonder still that he got to be with the woman he’d love for years.

She would not let him go until he had filled her womb with his next load of cum, and by that point, Laurie and I were worked up once again. Luke kept glancing at us lying there, and I knew he must see us as true sisters. I kissed the woman as he watched, feeling the thrill of his attentions as well as her soft lips upon mine. Soon I was lost in Laurie’s sexy body and touch.

Jen’s screams of pleasure as she and Luke came together must have woken the neighbors; it was so loud. We recovered then for a short time. Then we led Luke into the hot tub. Jen and I sat on either side of his massive hardon and kissed the shaft, licking and sucking all the way to his fat head, our lips meeting there. When they did, Laurie would start sucking on his tip and in one fell swoop, deep throat the whole of his cock.

We alternated sucking and licking. I would pause now and then and take Laurie’s giant soft nipple in my mouth and suckle it, nibbling her inverted nipples gently until she shuddered with pleasure. The other women would do the same, our hands dipping between legs and rubbing, teasing and fingering each other.

Luke covered all our faces with his cum, his face filled with awe at the sight. Each of us filled with pleasure as the thick cum fell upon our flesh.

That was one of the hottest nights of our lives, but definitely not the last like it. Luke would go on to get picked up by a major league team and put in their farm league. Six months later, he was playing professionally and has amassed one of the best records of any era, to date.

The three of us women had become inseparable over the years. So, when Jen and Luke married and bought a large house out in the country, Laurie and I moved in with them on day one. The four of us have made a home together and have been living in bliss ever since.





THE END


















Mommy’s College Prep




















Chapter 1











T
 here is nothing more annoying than sitting around on summer break without anything to do. That’s where I found myself the summer after graduation. My dad was in China for an extended work trip, and my older sister Rachel was always busy with friends and her summer waitressing job. My best friends Earnest and Jason were in Europe for a few weeks with their family on vacation. The house was usually empty and boring save for my stepmom Julia and me.

Earnest and Jason would both be going to the state college in the fall, along with most of our D&D group. Everything was changing, and I hated it. My other friends were either working already, taking apprenticeships with electricians or other trades, or heading to the local community college.

It was the first week of summer vacation, and I had procrastinated so much on picking a college and been given so many extensions to decide. The truth was I was nearly overwhelmed with panic at having to choose something so significant about my life. But my dad was adamant that it was my decision, and a man picks his future. My dad and stepmom had agreed to give me this week and the next to decide, but then if I still hadn't settled on a school, he was going to kick me out, and I would have to get a full-time job and pay rent somewhere.

In truth, the thought of moving out and being on my own was appealing. My high school life had been buried in books, and the only times I got away from studying was when I went over to Jason and Earnest's for our weekly Dungeons and Dragons sessions. I was the Dungeon Master, and my favorite thing in the world was designing the next week's encounters and storylines for the party of four to five people to adventure through. My dad had always made fun of my hobby, and I was forced to hide my rulebooks from him after he had thrown out two sets of Dungeon Masters Guide and Monsters Manual. Part of the idea of why living on my own was so enticing: my own space to play games and live life how I wanted.

My singular focus on studying was the major reason for my current predicament. I had been accepted to all seven of my top choices, and I couldn't decide where to go. My dad was pushing for me to be prelaw, or go for an MBA like he did, but most of my friends planned to be either philosophy majors or to study literature.

I had always loved to read and thought the life of a lit student might be romantic, sitting around with pretty girls, reading and discussing the classics. Considering how little action I had in high school, I could use all the help I could get, I thought. The problem for me was always my shyness and awkwardness around girls. More often than not, I would freeze up on a date or hanging out with a girl, right at the moment when I should have tried to kiss her or make a move. Things inevitably grew strained and weird between us. Then I would seek solace in books and studying.

Usually, I would be at my summer job tutoring, or the community pool, but my dad had insisted that until I returned an acceptance letter, I was stuck at the house. So, I sat in my bedroom playing some World of Warcraft Classic, whacking mobs and grinding those final few levels to 60, doing my best to ignore the future. That’s when the knock at my door sounded that would change my life forever.

I knew it was my stepmom because only she employed an overly loud and sharp knock while waiting silently for a long time before trying again. If it were my sister or dad, they would have just knocked and burst in. My stepmom had given me a lot of space ever since she walked on me in a compromising position one time in my early teenage years, just after my dad had married her. We’d both been so awkward and embarrassed that we avoided each other for days. Things went back to normal, and in a way, we were closer than ever after she didn't tell my dad, sharing a secret never spoken between us.

“Come in!” I called once I heard her knock.

She opened the door, and I turned in my computer chair, kicking a small pile of dirty clothes aside as I did. She glanced around my messy room and frowned slightly, wrinkling her nose.

Julia is what you might call a trophy wife. My dad divorced from my mom when I was young, and she disappeared to Italy with some singer, never to be heard from except the occasional Christmas card, arriving in March or May. Julia was the perfect answer for a senior corporate executive in need of attractive accompaniment. He met her at a country club function, the daughter of a wealthy and conservative Jewish family. They were married quickly, and before my sister and I knew it, we had a young mom who was more comfortable throwing dinner parties than attending PTA meetings.

Since then, with the amount of work my dad does, we have mostly been left to ourselves. My sister chose to go the party route, staying out late and rebelling. She was a constant headache for my dad and stepmom. Eventually, they gave up after dozens of screaming and crying fights. A stand-off of some kind exists between the women now, and Rachel still lives at home but is rarely here.

Julia stood now in my doorway and took my breath away with her appearance. She was always dressed well, in designer clothes and shoes. Now though, she looked nothing like how I was used to seeing her, wearing a small white button-up halter that showed off her smooth stomach and little blue booty shorts. I felt myself staring and had to force my eyes to meet hers.

She was a taller woman, with thick dark hair, styled artfully to accentuate her graceful neck and shoulders. Her face was beautiful, with high cheekbones and delicate features. Her dark eyes were always alluring, and the long lashes and perfectly sculpted brows could capture the attention of a room with but a look.

Her most impressive aspect was her body, kept in shape through daily workouts and yoga, her breasts were large and heavy, swaying whenever she moved and bouncing enough to draw stares from every direction. While her waist was narrow, her hips flared out wide to the firm swell of plump ass and tapering down to long graceful legs. I had blown so many loads in my early teenage years into her bra's that I knew she was a 36E. She smiled at me now, with some emotion in her eyes I had never seen before. I felt myself getting awkward and anxious for no reason.

“Jake, I wanted to check on you, see how you’re doing,” Her voice was comforting, and she picked her way across the room carefully, her bare feet stepping delicately to avoid the clutter.

“Sorry for the mess. I'll clean it up," I said in embarrassment, "I'm doing ok." I said, and then feeling my tongue loosen with honest words continued, "I'm thinking of taking the state school letter, go hang out with Earnest and Jason." The decision had been sitting in the back of my mind for a while. I still wasn't sure how I felt about settling on my last pick even if my friends were there.

“I thought that’s what you might decide,” she said, her voice a touch sad before it picked up slightly, “I know it’s your decision, but I think State would be a mistake. It’s so far away, and they lack specialization. I wanted to come and speak with you about maybe thinking of medical school.”

“Medical School?” I said, confused.

"Yes, I think it would be the wisest thing for you, for your future, I mean, and you were accepted into both Johns Hopkins and Stanford Universities with full-ride scholarships." She sounded earnest, and her voice was almost imploring as she spoke, "they both have excellent pre-med programs. I think if you went, you would find that you loved it."

“I’ve never thought of being a doctor,” I said in all honesty, “sounds like a lot of work. Plus, couldn’t I make more money like dad does with an MBA?”

Her face grew pained, and she nodded slightly before speaking, "That's true, but think of your love of studying, and how focused you are at it, that is a rare talent and would be valuable in medical school. Also, think of the prestige of being a doctor. There is more to life than just money Jake."

“I know, mom,” I said, trying to placate her, “I’ll think about it.”

“Good,” she said, smiling at me.

I felt my insides go buttery soft at her smiles; her eyes always lite up so beautifully. She leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead, something I never remembered her doing before. As I sat frozen awkwardly, feeling her thick, soft lips touching my skin, I happened to glance down and saw on full display her bra clad breasts as they hung down, their soft weight cupped by the white material as they were held up in perfect round glory.

Then she was leaning back, her eyes twinkling down at me as she turned on her toes, her ass flexing perfectly before my face, the smooth tan skin of her legs flashing as she walked out of the room. Pausing at the door, she turned to glance back at me, catching me as I stared at her ass, with a wink and a grin she slipped out of the room.

I leaned back in my chair and breathing heavily, thought to myself, What the hell was that?


Turning back to my computer, I tabbed out of WoW Classic and pulled up my browser. I fired up a search for the hottest stepmom porn I could find and was soon stroking my massive boner to thoughts of my stepmoms crazy hot body. Remembering times by the pool or at the beach, when she was in a bikini, her massive breasts and round ass drawing the eyes of every man around.

The woman on the screen was blowing the guy POV, and I couldn't help but imagine my stepmoms thick lips wrapped around my cock, then I was cumming. Once I had cum, I felt instant shame and cursed myself for being a perv. I went outside and took a few secret tokes from my little weed vape pen. Then happily ignoring my predilections to pervert, I went back to playing video games, forgetting about most of it as quickly as possible.












Chapter 2











I
 went downstairs when my mom called and smelled her lasagna, my favorite food in the whole world. I raced down the stairs to seem my mom smiling as she set a big plate of cheesy, saucy, pasta goodness on the table.

"Thanks, Mom!" I cried as it dug in, not even bothering to look up I devoured the delicious food.

Mom has never really had to work; she could have become like one of the other country club wives and hired someone to do all the cooking and cleaning around the house. But she had decided to take it on herself and over the years had become a great home cook.

She sat down across from me with her small plate and a glass of red wine. I looked around and spoke around a mouth full of food, "Where's Rachel?"

“Don’t you remember?” She asked with a grin, “It’s her beach week with the girls. She will be gone till next Monday.”

“I didn’t realize she was doing it so soon this summer,” I said, getting up to get myself a second helping and coating it with a few spoons of parmesan cheese.

“She said something about graduation parties,” mom got quiet for a minute looking down at her plate, her cheek coloring slightly as I sat down. “Have you thought about what I said earlier?”

“I don’t think I would be very interested in medical school,” I said, forking a big bite of lasagna into my mouth.

“Are you sure you won’t reconsider?” She said, her voice strangely breathless.

“Why do you care so much?” I asked, slightly annoyed.

"The main reason I told you already, I think you would find you loved it. Also," She said in a slightly offhand manner, "My sisters Eliana and Hanna have been talking nonstop about their boys and how both got into NYU as a premed," her voice dripped with frustration, "I just can't stand it anymore! And neither of their boys are as smart and focused as you are."

“You want me to become a doctor to piss off your sisters?” I knew mom and her sisters had an ongoing competition with one another, but I had no idea it was this crazy.

“Yes!” She said, and the intensity in her voice surprised me. She saw me flinch back from her, and she smoothed her features taking a small bite of dinner before she went on, “It’s not just that Jake, you would make a fine doctor, and I am certain you would love it.”

"Well, your competition with your sisters has nothing to do with me," I said, feeling irrationally annoyed and angry at her for pressuring me, "and I'll decide my own future."

I got up from my half-eaten second helping and stormed off to my room. I felt guilty even as I climbed the stairs, and by the time I got to my room, I was feeling like a total ass. The woman only wanted the best for me, and so what if she was competing with her sisters. She'd still made my favorite meal, and I’d been rude.

I was about to get up and go downstairs to apologize when I heard mom's hesitant steps coming up the stairs. She got to my room and, without knocking, opened the door. I was lying on my bed on my back with an arm over my eyes, and I looked up in surprise at her.

This was the first time since she caught me, that she opened my door without knocking first. Mom stood there in the doorway, in her short button-up halter and shorts, her breathing heavy and her face had an intensity to it that I recognized from earlier. Her gaze drew me up to a sitting position.

"Mom?" I asked, wondering what she was doing just standing there. She gave a small start and walked the rest of the way into the room, kicking a dirty pair of shorts out of the way and closing the door behind herself. When she clicked the lock into place, I began to get alarmed. "Mom, what's going on?"

"I was a model in college, you know," she said, her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were glassy like she had had a few more glasses of wine since I left the table.

“Yea, dad mentioned it once or twice,” I said. “Mom, what are you doing?” I asked panicked as she reached up to the buttons on her top and began to undo them.

“I never told you that I won the prize for best boobs.”

She removed the final button, and the white top slid down her arms and fell back onto the floor, leaving her in just the short shorts’ and her tight white bra. I felt my cock grow hard at the sight and my anxiety spiked. My tongue wrapped itself into a knot in my mouth, and I froze, not sure what to do.

“What do you think, Jake?” My stepmom asked as she turned to the side and back front, before squeezing her upper arms together and squishing her massive tits together, “I’ve tried to stay in shape, and I’ve noticed you peeking,” Her cheeks grew beet red and she dropped her eyes for a second. I froze, wondering if she had noticed the cum in her bras over the years.

“Do you think they are worth it, Jake?” She asked, she glanced back up, once more her dark eyes boring into mine, her voice dripping with sensuality.

“Worth?” I asked, and even getting that much out was a herculean effort.

She smiled coyly and reaching behind her back, I heard her uncast her bra, and my breath froze in my throat. This was all happening so fast. All of my fantasies were coming true, and I was too dumb to move, or speak more than a single syllable.

“I want only what’s best for you Jake, and I am willing to do anything to help you make the right choice,” Her hands now cradled her bra cups up against her chest as she slowly walked forward to where I sat on the bed, “if you accept the offer for Stanford, I will let you…” She paused, gathering her courage I thought, her eyes flicking down to the bulge in my crotch, reflexively I covered it even though it was covered already by the comforter and my boxers.

“I will let you look at my breasts while you relieve yourself.” She said it in a rush, her eyes closing in embarrassment, unable to look at me.

I sat there stunned, unable to compute what she had just said, shaking my head mutely. Finally, after several long seconds, she peeked out of one eye and looked at me sitting there, her face slowly growing more hurt.

"I know I'm not young anymore, but I know you've never had a girlfriend, and I thought maybe if you had the right motivations and focus, knew what was out there… I'm sorry this was a mistake." She turned to go, her face crumpling in shame, and I felt real fear that I might lose this opportunity course through me.

“No!” I said far too loudly, halting her fast.

“No,” I said again as my mom turned around standing there embarrassed in her tiny blue shorts and holding her bra against her naked breasts, “please can I… touch them?”

It was my biggest fantasy, the thing I had stroked off to most. Once, I’d even snuck into her room when she was passed out drunk and felt up her blouse. But I’d chickened out, not wanting to become that much of a perv.

“You will accept the offer to Stanford and go premed?” She asked, her face filled with so much hope that I almost couldn’t say no to her, forget the insane offer.

“Yes,” I said, my voice choking up.

“Oh, Jake, I’m so happy!” She cried and ran over and pulled my face into a big kiss.

My eyes filled with the sight of her bare jiggling breasts for one second, then all thought left my mind as her thick lips met mine for an extended moment. When she pulled away, I could still feel where her lips had touched mine, the skin tingling and alive. She reached up, covering herself with her hands and then looking at me, smiling shyly and dropped them, slowly watching as I drank in the sight of her.

The pale skin was soft, smooth, and firm, swelling outwards from her body in massive sloping curves, capped in large soft pink areola and inverted nipples. Mom knelt there her hands down on her thighs eyes downcast, cheeks flushed pink as I sat there and took her in. Not even conscious of my action, I saw my hand reach out, and Mom flinched back for one second, and I paused, then she looked up at me and smiled, nodding gently, and I felt a shock of awe as butter-soft flesh met my fingers. I slid my hand down, feeling my fingers sink into soft flesh.

“Mhmm, gentle,” she said, turning her head to the side as she moaned softly, “They’re very sensitive.”

“This is crazy,” I breathed out and instantly regretted it, wanting to curse myself for saying something that might break the mood.

“Do you not like them?” She asked again, looking at me, and in a second, she knew I did just by the look on my face. She smiled and slid her hand over mine, showing me how to squeeze it gently and even pull lightly on her large nipples.

"It's OK, Jake," she breathed as I hesitated, "this will be our little secret." I sat there completely absorbed in her breasts. When finally, I noticed her looking at me amused, "Did you want to," she waved her hand in a circle around my crotch, "you know to take care of that?"

I was so awkward and nervous still, I could only nod my head vigorously, and mom laughed slightly, sitting back so I could move the comforter aside. I couldn’t meet her eyes as I slid my boxers down, focusing on her enormous breasts so hard I almost missed her slight gasp. I saw her big pink nipples firming up, the inverted flesh crinkling hard. My cock felt burning hot and rock hard as I slid my hand over it.

“Oh Jake,” mom said, with an odd hitch to her voice that caused me to get the courage to look up at her finally. Her eyes were saucer wide as she stared at my hard dick. I got super embarrassed and tried to cover it up, and mom reached out to stop me freezing just before she touched my hands, “Sorry,” she said, “you’ve just grown so much, I… I was taken aback.”

She shuffled forward again, edging between my thighs as my hand stroked my cock. I watched her eyes travel the length of my cock, a small smile tugging the corners of her lips, and her nipple firming up under her gently massaging hands.

“It’s beautiful,” mom breathed, and I swear I could feel her hot breath on the tip of my cock. The sensation was too much for my virgin manhood.

“Oh god,” I said, already feeling my orgasm approaching, embarrassed and angry it had come so quickly.

“Cum for me, Jake,” she said as she cupped her breasts just before my cock, my hand flying across the length of it, “Cum for mommy!”

She flinched back as the first gushing blast stuck her left breast, then she leaned forward, a look of ecstasy on her face that I wanted to memorize. Blast after blast of cum shot out and coated the pale flesh of her bosom. Soon I was leaning back on the bed, panting and shaking. I could feel the nerve ending in my fingers and toes still tingling.

In the wake of my orgasm, I felt utter shock and shame at what had happened. I struggled to look at my stepmom and apologize. The words dried up on my lips, though, when I saw her. She was panting heavily, her lips moist and legs spread wide one finger reaching up to her mouth with a white glob of cum, vacant lust-filled eyes desperate with hunger. Then she noticed me and, with a start, wiped the cum on her shirt that she picked up quickly. Wiping the rest off her chest, she stood suddenly, her cheeks coloring as she looked down at me.

We stared at one another, me on the bed, my softening cock lying on my bare stomach. Her topless form, dark and alluring, standing above me. I saw her eyes soften, and she smiled at me.

“Remember this is our little secret,” she said and, with one final smile, slipped from the room, shutting the door quietly behind herself.












Chapter 3











I
 fell back on my bed, staring up at my ceiling. My mind was whirling, going over everything that had just happened. I couldn’t believe it. Seriously I really couldn’t believe it. I pinched myself, and reaching down felt my dick hard as a rock once more, still wet from my last orgasm.

Crawling back under my comforter, I spent the next couple hours jacking off to the image of my mom’s perfect tits in my hand and the sight of my cum splattering across them, and the look of rare desire on her face as she begged for it.


I guess I’m going to Stanford,
 I thought to myself, drifting off to sleep.

To be honest, I felt a great sense of peace at finally having the decision made, and I'd never considered medicine before, not seriously. I was looking forward to physics and chemistry, but to be honest, I was freaked out by the prospect of anatomy class, and just the thought of a cadaver made me ill. Those would be worries for another time.

One benefit of going to Stanford was that it was only on the other side of the bay. I could come home on weekends and over breaks easily. The truth was we lived about 90 miles from the university, but it was through Bay Area traffic, so it was a three to five-hour drive most days.

One thing that was interesting: I never once considered not
 going premed once I’d given mom my word.

I was ready for things to be awkward the next day when I went down for breakfast, but mom acted almost entirely normal. If anything, she was extra chipper and excited. Throughout breakfast, I kept stealing glances at her t-shirt, clad breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra, which was very unlike her, and they swung and jiggled so wonderfully as she moved around the kitchen.

Once done eating, I ran back upstairs and jerked off to visions of her lovely tits. Then I sat at my desk and filled out the acceptance letter. I felt a real sense of purpose as I did so. I looked through the school brochure and was starting to get excited about the school. I had never wanted to stay near home, hoping to go far away and escape my empty house. But now I could think of one or two reasons I didn't want to go.

When I went to the kitchen to look for a stamp, mom had her MacBook out and was searching through websites and taking notes in her day planner. I rooted around in a drawer and came up with a packet of stamps and was just about to head back upstairs when mom called me over to her.

"Jake, I have been researching how to make sure you are a good candidate for medical school throughout premed, and the requirements are tough," her voice sounded almost distressed.

“I could have told you that,” I said wryly.

"I want to get you a tutor for the summer. One for biology, anatomy, chemistry, and physics. That should prepare you for your first year." She noted down a tutor's name and number as she spoke.

"What?" I said, annoyance creeping into my voice, "I didn't realize I was giving up my summer too! I planned to get a job and hang out with my friend." I sounded whiney even to myself but couldn't manage to keep it from my voice. Mom looked at me, her eyes softening into a compassionate smile.

“I know it’s going to be tough honey,” She reached out and took one of my hands in hers, “but mommy will be here to help you every step of the way. Whatever it takes to help you be successful.”

"Thanks, mom," I said, and I forced the perverted thoughts out of my head, "It's just biology I'm not looking forward to, I've always hated that subject."

"Well," she said, her cheeks coloring deep red, "I may know a way to help you keep focused." I wanted to ask what she meant, but she continued quickly, "you run off now and go play your games, I'm going to call around and see if I can find a good tutor for you, one who will work through the school year as well.”

“Ok,” I said, turning and heading back upstairs. I was still annoyed that it turned out I was losing most of my summer to more schoolwork, not that I minded studying terribly, but I still would have enjoyed the break. I got upstairs and plopped down in my computer chair, realizing that my stepmom had gotten by far the better end of the deal. I got to stare at her perfect tits and jack off to them once, and she got me to agree to 8-10 years of brutally hard work.

I fired up my computer and logged into the game. Just as I was about to take a flight point, I heard the garage door open, and my mom's Range Rover start up and drive away. Smiling to myself, I ran into the backyard and took a few tokes from my vape pen. This modern world is such a wonder.

I had been drunk a few times at parties or with friends, and the beautiful thing was it reduced my social anxiety, and I was able to speak to girls for the first time in my life. However, I rarely stopped after 2-3 beers and would soon be so wasted I'd be puking all over the place. Then I would be sick for days afterward. I never really enjoyed the experience.

My friend Jason had taken me for a hike two years back and smoked me out for the first time. It had been a revelation. No hangover, no sickness, no loss of control, I just felt terrific and slightly stupid; able to turn my brain off for a bit and just relax for the first time in my life.

He bought me a little vape pen as a graduation present, and I was loving being able to sneak into the backyard and take a toke or two and slip back in and play some videogames, read comics or watch some anime. Jason had gotten me some powerful Sativa shit, Jack Herer. I noticed that if I took 1-2 tokes, I felt happy and super focused, but if I took any more than that, I would sit in my chair, staring at my computer screen stuck and useless.

I stayed in my room all day, fielding messages from friends when they saw the Insta post that I had accepted Stanford and grinding out my final couple levels in WoW. I spent a few hours in the groove gaming, zoning out and killing mobs, music playing in the background. I came out of my daze and felt my stomach rumbling, so I headed downstairs to get a bite of food. I had my head in the fridge when my stepmom poked her head into the kitchen.

“I’m glad I caught you,” she said, “make sure you’re here Monday, I found you a biology tutor!”

“I really have to start studying this summer?” I asked.

"Yes," mom was dressed in tight blue yoga pants and a loose workout shirt and sports bra, and I couldn't help my stare as I took her in, "but as I said, I am working on something to help focus you.” She took a seat on one of the bar stools and began to go through the pile of mail on the counter.

“What do you mean help me focus?” I asked her. Mom sure was acting weird again, and I tried not to get my hopes up. Finally, she looked up and met my eyes, her cheeks coloring.

“Liz, that’s your tutor, will be giving you a test each week,” mom said.

“Are you serious?” I complained.

"Don't interrupt," she said, "just hear me out." I remained silent, and she paused for a second gathering her will before going on, "As I said she will be here starting on Monday, three days a week and each Friday she will give you a test on the stuff you've covered. If you get a passing grade… Oh my god, I can't believe I'm doing this… If you get a passing score, we will do the… thing… from earlier again."

I felt a tingling energy in my fingers and toes as what I had been secretly hoping for happened. I fought to remain calm, though, as I replied to her.

“What do I get if I get a perfect score?” I asked, hating the lack of confidence in my voice. I nearly pissed myself in fear at pressing my luck.

“Jake don’t be silly, Liz was recommended as the best and hardest tutors in the area, I don’t think that’s going to be happening.” She replied.

“But if it does?” I asked, my cock already hard as I slipped behind the counter, my hunger forgotten.

“I’ll tell you what,” mom said with a smirk, “if you manage to get a perfect score on each test, Liz gives you, then I’ll finish you off myself.” She said, at once joking and disbelieving of her own words.

"Deal!" I said happily.

I'd never had a better incentive to study, even if it was biology, my mind was whirling with the possibility, and I felt myself growing awkward around mom as she got up from her stool, putting the bills away and trash in the bin

“Are you hungry?” Mom asked, her voice at once so ordinary and kind I felt all the tension and awkwardness disappear as if it were a bubble that had popped. I felt my shoulders relax, and my stomach grumble.

“Oh yea,” I said, rubbing my stomach, “I’m starving.”

“Sit down, and I’ll heat you a plate of lasagna.” She said as she got out the Pyrex dish and loaded a plate with a heaping portion.

"Thanks, mom," I said, "I love you."

The words just came out natural and easy, and I didn't think anything of it as I was scrolling through my phone, but as mom brought over the plate she had tears in her smiling eyes and as she placed the plate down she hugged my head close to her midriff and kissed the top warmly. I inhaled the scent of her, clean and floral, with the hint of sweat from her workout earlier.

“I love you too, baby,” she said as she walked briskly out of the kitchen. I heard her head upstairs, and start taking a shower.

I finished the lasagna and washed my plate. Usually, I would just leave the dish in the sink, but the image of my mom having to scrub the plate after the cheese, pasta, and sauce had dried on it didn't sit right with me. So, I cleaned it, feeling good about myself, and went back upstairs to my room.

Slipping on my headphones, I buried myself in the game until late in the night. Finally, crawling into bed exhausted and content, passing out to the flickering lights of my screen saver and dreams filled with gorgeous stacked MILFs.












Chapter 4











I
 was worried that I would be awkward around my mom the next day, but the opposite was the case strangely. I usually avoid my stepmom around the house, just like I avoid my sister, but for entirely different reasons. I avoid my stepmom because I don’t want to be noticed staring at her or freezing up under her enchanting eyes.

My sister, I avoid because she is a royal cunt. Like a massive, massive bitch, to me, at least. She has a lot of friends and was always super popular and outgoing in high school. For some reason, she resented even the small amounts of attention I might get.

When I was a sophomore, I grew about seven inches that year and, as a result, lost a lot of weight and for the first time in my school life, was getting attention from girls. When my sister heard her senior friends were checking me out, she told them all that I was gay. No one told me, of course, but the rumor spread around school. Rachel graduated at the end of the year, but I had to deal with it for another two. Like I said, she is a cunt, and I try to avoid her.

On Sundays, avoiding my sister is impossible, or at least it is if I’m around the house. She has a set hang out with a bunch of her girlfriends where they drink margaritas, or mimosas, or mojitos, or whatever fruity cocktail they’re all into, while hangout by the pool and talking shit all afternoon.

Sundays were usually my D&D day, but with my friends on vacation, I didn’t have anywhere to go. I was locked in my room, trying to ignore the shrieks and laughter of my sister and her friends, when a familiar knock came at the door. Smiling, I shouted her to open it. My stepmom peeked in and glanced around the room.

“Nice job cleaning,” her sarcasm was apparent because my room was even more of a mess than the day before, “Come on, the new Joker movie is in theatres, and I love that actor.”

“You want to go see Joker?” I asked, surprised, and amused.

“You want to stay here?” Mom asked, wincing at a particularly loud shriek from one of the girls and an even louder, “Oh My God That Bitch!”
 from another.

“No,” I said, firmly shaking my head. Grabbing my coat, I gingerly made my way across the room and followed her out to the car. “I really want to see the movie, but figured I’d just wait till it comes out on a streaming service.”

“Kids nowadays are so screwed up,” she said as she pulled the Range Rover out of the garage and flipped on the stereo playing an older rock band.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“A small screen in your bedroom, wearing headphones will never equal the quality you can get from being in the theatre. I have a friend who is a sound engineer, and she had been…”

My stepmom went on and on as we drove to the theatre, the two of us having a good-natured debate. We each had gotten our own soda but were sharing a bucket of popcorn, and as our hands brushed one another, the theatre now dark, I felt a nervous anxiety for the first time. I suddenly realized that the entire morning and our whole car ride here, I had never been nervous, hadn’t once felt anxiety creeping its nasty claws into my brain. There was a warm flood of emotion that swept through me, and I felt myself smiling, feeling comfortable beside a beautiful woman for perhaps the first time in my life. The perfect frame of mind to watch a movie about a sociopathic comic book villain.

We left the movie theatre and couldn’t stop talking about the movie. It was excellent, far better than some of the latest DC movies. When we got home, Rachel and her friends had taken off, and mom and I were able to have a nice relaxing meal. I went up to my room, with her reminding me that the tutor would be coming by the next day in the morning.

I slept in late and gave a start when I looked at my phone and saw it was already 11:00 am. I hopped out of bed and ran down the hall to shower and brush my teeth. I was slipping out of the bathroom and heading to my room with a towel around my waist when my mom came into the hall, she gave a start at the sight of me nearly naked, and I saw her eyes travel down my torso, taking a long glance at my cock as it pressed against the towel.

“I just wanted to say,” Mom said a little breathless, “good luck with the studying today. I will be playing tennis with the girls, just make sure Liz gets the check, it's sitting on the counter.”

“Ok,” I said as I passed her in the hall.

The smell of her nearly made me shiver in desire. There is something so wonderful about a beautiful woman who smells good. Mom rarely wore perfume, her hair so thick and lustrous always smelled of flowers and spices from her expensive shampoos, and that’s the scent that caused me to turn back, glancing at her again. I caught her staring at my ass as I walked by, and I worried there was a mark on the towel or something.

But I saw her look of sincere regard, and I felt an unfamiliar feeling of elation at being checked out. She saw me catch her looking, and her cheeks grew red, and without a word, she whirled and practically ran down the stairs and out of the house.

I was dressed and pouring myself a cup of coffee when the doorbell rang. I went and opened it only to be confronted by a storm of nerves and anxiety. Standing in the door, her face bright and cheerful and sporting a big grin was a tiny and adorable young Asian woman. She had a cherubic face, glasses with thick black frames, and her black hair was cut into a bob angled down from the back of her head. Her eyes were light brown, and she practically bounced on her toes in excitement.

“Jake?” She asked.

“Yea,” I said nervously, opening the door all the way, “You’re Liz?”

“Yes,” she said, looking me up and down, “Your mom mentioned you were handsome, but she didn’t tell me you were a stud!” I grew alarmed and looked down at myself in confusion.

“Huh?” I asked.

“Not quite as bright as she said, though,” the young woman said as she pushed her way into the house, smiling to herself at the joke.

“Sounds like she was messing with you,” I said, not really believing myself because that didn’t sound like mom at all. I lead her over to the kitchen table, and she dropped her backpack on a chair and began pulling out textbooks.

“Your mom said you will be pre-med at Stanford in the fall?” Liz asked as she pulled out a notepad, and I drew up a chair.

“That’s the plan,” I said, my voice glum and resigned.

“Not that excited for the major?” She asked with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“It’s my stepmoms idea,” I said glumly, “whatever, not like there is anything I had my heart set on studying anyway.”

“Don’t worry dude,” she said smiling and shaking her head, “it’s a lot of work in the first two years of undergrad, and then studying for your MCAT’s will be a bitch, and the first year of Medical School is fucking brutal,” I was shaking my head at her litany of ills, was this a pep talk?

“But don’t worry, it's totally worth it when you get to treat your first patient.”

“Yea?” I asked. I hadn’t thought about practicing medicine, only the work of studying it.

“There is nothing like it,” she said, smiling confidently, “my first patient was a girl of seven who had a pea stuck in her eardrum.”

“Ouch,” I said, “my sister had a piece of corn stuck in her nose as a kid,” I laughed and winced at the memory, “she screamed like murder till it was removed.”

“The girl I had was the same,” her smile grew fond as she relived the memories, “She was wiggling, screaming and crying. But once I got a hold and drew it out with the tweezers, she finally relaxed, the pain was gone. I’d done that.” She said, looking at me with a fierce intensity, I found very alluring. “With the knowledge I’d gained, I was able to help that girl and remove her pain.”

“That’s really cool,” I said, completely serious.

“I know,” Liz said with a smile, “Now, are you ready to get to work?” She asked me, looking up over the frames of her glasses to give me a stern stare.

“I guess so,” I said, picking up a pen and the notebook.

“You can’t guess so, dude,” Liz said, and she leaned back and crossed her arms, she was so adorable and confident that I found it hard to look at her, instead staring at the pen twirling in my fingers.

“Your mom is paying me a lot of money to see you’re prepared for this. I don’t know you or her very well, but where I come from that kind of money isn’t a joke. If you’re not going to do this and be serious about it, then I don’t see a reason to waste my time coming over here and teaching some kid who doesn’t appreciate my effort. There are others out there,” she gave me a significant look up and down, “kids with less privilege, who would benefit and make something out of what I taught them. You understand me?”

I picked my head up and looked at the young woman truly for the first time. She was adorable, and obviously very bright, the intelligence fairly danced in her eyes. She was also serious, confident, and composed. I found myself drawn to her, to her confidence and self-possession.

The thought of helping people was a new one, and I loved it, but something in me warned that focusing on it might be too self-serving. Here though, was something I could grab onto. This young woman knew who she was, knew her place in the world, and knew her worth, and it was great. I found myself nodding, and when she gave me a look prompting me, I began to speak, slowly at first but gaining confidence.

“You don’t know me,” I shook my head unhappy with how I had started finally I looker her square in the eyes, “I gave my mom my word, I would never break that,” I said as the simple truth it was and Liz’s answering grin was warm and happy.

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” she said, and leaning forward, she flipped open the first textbook, “Ok then, let’s start at the beginning with phylum’s…”
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S
 o, we began, five hours a day or constant studying. Part of the tutoring was biology, but the majority of it, I came to find out was learning how to learn. It may seem strange, but I found her style of teaching to be incredibly useful and practical. She told me that soon I would be getting so much information and need to take tests so quickly, that the most important thing I could learn first was how I best-absorbed information and processed it.

I didn’t even notice my stepmom come home, Liz and I were so deep in a discussion of what precisely a receptor was in the brain. But the smells of cooking meat soon drew my attention to the kitchen, and mom announced that she would have dinner ready soon. Liz was invited to stay, but she begged off, saying she had to head home before her parent began to worry, and that she had rounds later in the night to get ready for.

I watched the adorable and badass young woman walk down out pathway and get into her car, waving bye to each other as she drove off down the street.

“She is rather cute, isn’t she?” Mom asked from just behind me. I nearly jumped out of my skin as she surprised me.

“It’s not like that!” I said, turning away in embarrassment and heading to the kitchen.

“Oh?” Mom asked with a raised eyebrow and a smile. “So, you don’t want to know about her Twitch stream?” She asked as she made up two plates of grilled pork, green beans, and roasted potatoes.

“She’s a streamer?” I asked, “Wait, you know what twitch is?” I asked incredulously. Mom laughed as she set the plates down and poured herself a glass of wine.

“To be honest, I didn’t know what Twitch was before her mom mentioned it when I was there yesterday. If you ever want to meet a woman who will talk endlessly in pride about their daughter, met Huan.” She chuckled to herself. “How did the studying go? You two seemed deep in it when I got home.”

“It went really well,” I said and told her all about what we had gone over. Much of the biology was a refresher for me, but the new study habits, note-taking skills, and memorization tricks were fascinating. “How was tennis?”

“You’ll never believe what Betsy did!” Mom proceeded to tell me all about her afternoon at the club and lunch with her friends.

Most of the women were divorced or on their second or third husband by this time. So there was no end to the drama. I found myself lingering at the table with mom, her sparkling eyes and dazzling smile trapping me in the spell of her. Finally, I forced myself away from the table with my regrets. It was just too painful seeing her stellar, beautiful, and figure without wanting to reach out and kiss her or touch her.

I slipped into my room, feeling bad. I’d left mom so abruptly, but as I lay on my bed, stroking my cock to thoughts of my sexy Asian tutor, I heard mom's footsteps outside in the hallway, and my breath caught. I tried to stay silent, but my need was too great to stop, and the mattress squeezed ever so gently beneath me. I couldn’t hear anything in the hall, but I saw twin shadows beneath the gap of my bedroom door.

“Oh, mom,” I moaned out, unable to help myself as I felt my cock pulsing and spitting up its cum all over my stomach and hand.

I heard quick footsteps retreating down the hallway and back to the master bedroom. I had planned to play games late into the night, but I was honestly exhausted after studying and my spine shaking orgasm. I passed out there atop my sheets, with my cock hanging out. When I woke in the middle of the night, my dick was back in my underwear, and I was covered by the comforter.


I must have done it in my sleep,
 I thought with a shrug.

I woke early and was able to play games for a few hours and get out of the house for a bike ride down the trail a few miles. That’s about all I could go, I was a bit out of shape, but mostly my ass was sore from the narrow bike seat. It would take a few more trips until I got used to it. I was feeling energetic and focused when

I got home in time to see my stepmom heading to her car in her tennis skirt and top. She gave me a wave, a strange tension around her eyes as she hurriedly got in her car and drove off. I stared off after her, her tits had looked so amazing in the tight white and pink top, and her ass and legs had made my mouth dry in her short white skirt. I jerked off to the memory of her in that outfit as I showered. Finally, getting ready, I heard Liz pull up.

It was another long day of studying, but Liz kept it interesting, changing topics and subjects as I began to tire on something. The pace was fast, and we were covering a lot of topics, but over the next couple of days, whenever I would get stuck on a concept or idea, she would spend lots of time going over and over again, making sure I was crystal clear before we moved in.

This was awesome because I was able to absorb the easy stuff super-fast and at my own pace, but when we hit on complicated things, I didn’t feel rushed or lost. I grew to respect her intelligence and patience immensely. Mom kept inviting her to stay for dinner, but she begged off each time, leaving each day promptly.

Before I knew it, Friday had arrived, and I sat nervously while Liz pulled out the twenty-page test. She had told me she would be testing me each week in the same way. I would get testing throughout the school with timed sections of both multiple-choice answers and written long-form answers. I was serious and focused as she laid the paper out in front of me. I hadn’t even come out of my room for dinner the night before or breakfast before the test. I had been reviewing my notes and flashcards from the week. This was serious business. I didn’t even let myself think about what the reward was. Worried, I would be psyched out and doo poorly when I remembered what was on the line.

I lifted my pencil just as she hit the stopwatch on her phone, “Begin!” Liz said, and I was reading quickly.

All awareness of Liz and my surroundings left me, and my world became the simple test before me. I flew through answers, stopping at the end of each page to glance at the time and seeing I had time to space, quickly reviewing each answer again. Doing this, I was able to find one mistake, or what I thought was a mistake I had made. Filling in the final bubble, I felt like I had just five miles. I was exhausted and elated and nervous about the results.

“Done?” Liz said in surprise as she looked up from her phone. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, and she pulled the answer sheet over to her and pulled out her master. With an evil grin at me, she pulled out a significant red marker and began pouring over the quiz. I stared at my hands as she graded the test, finally, after what seemed like an hour, she leaned back in her chair, expelling a loud breath.

“Well?” came a nervous voice from the living room. I turned surprised to see my mom standing there, nervously chewing on one nail. She smiled at me a look of encouragement, then nervously looked back at Liz.

“Fuck, dude,” the young woman said, looking at me with a mixture of pride and amusement, “Apparently, you really do care about your promises to your mom.” Then she held up the test for mom and me to see, and at the top circled in red, it said 100 / 100.

“Perfect.” Mom breathed, and she glanced at me, smiling in both pride and shyness, her cheeks coloring.

“Great work Jake,” Liz said, standing and packing up her books, “That was a hard test, but things are going to get a lot harder over the next three weeks. You two enjoy your weekend.” She said as mom and I lead her to the door.

“You too, Liz,” I said.

“Oh, I will I’m going to a rave!” She said excitedly.

“How fun!” Mom said, “I used to love going to raves when I was younger.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Oh yea,” mom said, remembering fondly, “when I was in high school is when the first raves in the states were just starting up. My first rave was in an abandoned warehouse. Someone kicked in the door and threw up a turntable.”

“That’s fucking cool,” said Liz looking at my mom with newfound respect. I, too, was taking her in anew, sometimes I forget that she is only in her mid-thirties, more than twenty years younger than my dad.

We said our goodbyes, and soon Liz was gone, and it was just mom and I standing there in the doorway. I realized things were awkward all of a sudden, and I felt the anxiety and nervousness creep back in. Mom looked at me, and I saw her face soften, and she reached out a warm had to stroke my cheek, calming me somewhat.

“I’m so proud of you, Jake,” she said, “you got your perfect score.” Her cheeks colored, and she got a seductive shy little smile as she looked up at me, “Goodluck getting three more.”

“Thanks,” I squeaked out, feeling excitement and anxiety in equal parts mixing inside me.

“You have a reward coming to you,” mom said as her warm hand stroked down my arm, and she stepped up close to me. Strangely as she drew nearer, my anxiety quieted, and I smelled her sweet scent, calming me down. “Can I give it to you tonight?” Her voice was almost a caress as she asked me.

“Yes,” I said, and hearing the hesitation in my voice, I repeated myself more firmly, “Yes.”

“Good,” she said with a sincere smile as she pulled back, her hand squeezing my arm gently before she withdrew it, “I’m looking forward to it.”

“Not as much as I am,” I said in a vast understatement.

“Don’t be so sure there big guy,” mom threw me a mysterious smile as she slipped down the hall and out of sight.












Chapter 6











I
 practically sprinted up to my room, and throwing the door shut had my dick in my hands and was cumming in minutes. I passed out after that, exhausted from the test and staying up late the night before. I woke as the sun was setting, and smelling food went downstairs to get something to eat.

Mom had roasted a chicken, and it was sitting out with some dressed vegetables. I made myself a plate and practically inhaled the food. When I was done eating and had cleaned my plate, I started to wonder where my mom was. I went back upstairs and was heading to my bedroom when the door to my mom and dad’s room flew open, and my stepmom walked out. I say walked, but it was closer to the runway strut of a model than it was her usual walk.

My eyes widened to saucers at the sight of her. Walking down the hall to me was a vision of sexuality that took my breath away. Her face was done up artfully with dark eye makeup setting off her already gorgeous peepers and freshly painted finger and toenails. The robe she wore was blue, shimmering, and nearly opaque, tied loosely around the middle it did little to hide the body and its lack of covering beneath. Her large breasts were pushed up in a lacy blue bra, and she was wearing short ruffled boy shorts that hugged her ass and went a few inches down her thighs.

My mouth worked like a fish out of water as she walked towards me. Each foot placed before the other carefully, her hips were swaying side to side hypnotically, drawing my eyes from bare feet, up dainty ankles, and over the rounded swell of cloth-covered hips—the Blue robe swirling artfully, revealing her smooth tanned stomach as she approached me.

“Jake,” she said, her voice seductive as it woke me from my trance, “honey, are you ok?” Her eyes twinkled in merriment as she looked me over. With a start, I forced myself to meet her eyes.

“Yea,” I swallowed audibly, “you just took my breath away,” I said, my voice still breathless.

“You say the sweetest things,” She said. Standing there, she gave me a look.

“You’re welcome…” I said, completely at a loss what to do next—just standing there like a deer in the headlights.

She looked me over then, taking in my trembling hands and nervous eyes, and she smiled sweetly at me, coming to some realization that I wasn’t privy to.

“Come, Jake, let’s go to your room,” she linked her arm in mine and led me to my bedroom. She walked me over to my computer chair and sat me down. “I want you to get comfortable, baby,” she said her voice husky, “you have done so good this week, I want you to relax, you’ve earned this. She turned and slipped out of my room as I took my shirt off and hesitated. Should I take off my shorts? What that too, presumptuous? I decided to keep them on, and just as I was sitting back down in the chair, mom came back in with a bottle of lotion in her hand and closed and locked the door gently. At my questioning look, she smiled gently.

“I want you to use this when you… you know.” She said as she settled herself on the grown just before my legs. “Can’t have you chafing that beast.”

She held up the bottle, and I put my hand out, her eyes on mine, the secret taboo energy almost alive between us. I felt the cold liquid drizzle into my hand. Then smiling widely, she set the bottle aside on the ground, then she shrugged out of her robe, letting the silky material slide down her slender arms and pool on the ground behind her.

My eyes slide down her form, drinking in the sight. She let me look and seemed to even preen under my regard. Her back was straight and stomach in, and as she turned her head just so and looked at me with a cocked eyebrow, I was dumbstruck by her fierce beauty. I sat back in the chair, beginning to feel myself grow more relaxed.

Something about my stepmom both set my nerves on edge with intense desire and relaxed me with her comforting presence. My eyes were roaming around her body as I slid my hands down to my belt. I saw her pupils dilate, and she watched my movements with a nervous excitement animating her features. My movements were slow, and I felt my cock grow hard at her regard. I had never felt attractive, always awkward, and self-conscious, but mom's eyes had a layer of desire to them that I didn’t think I was imagining. As I undid the buttons of my jeans, I saw her breathing deepen, and the chest and cheeks flushed with pinpricks of red as the blood suffused her flesh in need.

My pants hit the flood, and I drew my hand up my length feeling sweet relief at the contact. Mom licked her lips, parting them slightly, and I saw her flex her hands on her thighs, then she started as I began to stroke myself. With a slight look of apology, she glanced at my face, breaking her stare on my cock for a second. She reached up to the front clasp on her bra, and her eyes on my face, she undid the bra, letting it slowly swing free, her large, massive breasts open to my naked stare once again.

“You are so gorgeous, mom!” I said, my hand flying on my cock as I ogled her.

“I’ve never felt more beautiful than when you look at me like that,” she said shyly as she dropped the bra to the ground. “You really like them that much?” She said with a little smile as she reached up and pinching one nipple hefted the heavy flesh in her hand.

“They are the best tits I’ve ever seen,” I glanced at her in apology at the language, but she just smiled, her eyes boring into me with so much hidden within them.

“Slow honey,” she said imploringly as she glanced at my stroking hand. “Take your time. Let us both enjoy this.” I stopped and let go of my cock. She had no idea how close I had been to blowing. Taking several deep breaths, I let the edge of pleasure drawback down before I took my cock in my hand again and began stroking it lightly and slowly.

“Both?” I asked, “You like this too?”

Mom was silent for a short time, her hand both lightly playing with her breasts massaging, squeezing and gently pulling on her large inverted nipples, drawing the flesh out into firm little pink caps. When she finally spoke, it was in a whisper, as if the words were dragged out of her.

“Oh yes, baby!” her eyes flicked from my steel hard dick to my eyes, “Please keep this a secret, but I’ve never seen a bigger or more beautiful cock than yours.”

She squeezed her eyes tight in shame, her face flushed red, before they sprang open again and looked at me, seeking some sort of approval.

“Really?” I asked, pausing my stroking to look at her, disbelieving.

“Yes, God forgive me, but yes,” she seemed sincere, and as she spoke, I saw her nipple crinkling in excitement, and my hand began to once more stroke up and down my cock.

“It’s not too small?” I asked, still fearful of what her answer might be.

“Are you serious?” She asked, looking at me in wonder, “Oh god Jack, if anything that beast may give girls your age pause. When I was in college, there was a group that would hunt down… well, never mind that. Let’s just say that once word gets out about that… of yours, you will be very popular with the ladies.”

“Fuck,” I said, feeling my dick pulse, “I’m about to cum mom.”

“Yes, Jake,” She said, pressing her tits together and scooting closer between my legs, “Cum for mommy, cum on mommy’s tits!”

The orgasm began in the pit of my stomach. It ripped through my body until my fingers and toes were tingling in bliss. I felt my dick pulsing in my had as thick strands of pearly white cum shot out of the tip, slashing into my mom’s tits. She jerked back for one second, stunned by the force of the first blast, then she was leaning forward, cooing in joy as the next few splattered her tits and neck, dripping down in thick streaks.

I collapsed back in my chair, panting, feeling instant remorse or regret for making a mess of my mom, but as I looked, she just sat there with a big smile on her face as she looked down at all the cum covering her.

“Oh god, Jake, you came so much!” She ran one finger through the mess on her chest, wiping a large glob off the side of her tit and looking at it in fascination, “It even smells wonderful.”

“Taste it,” I said, and my tone surprised me, it was authoritative and deep with command. Mom looked at me and held my gaze for one long moment, when there was no hesitation or backtracking in my face, she smiled sincerely and lifted a finger to her mouth. Her thick lips parting as she slipped the cum covered finger into her mouth with a smile. Her lips closed over it, and she closed her eyes, savoring the taste.

My cock got hard again as I watched her suck on her finger. Her eyes opened at the sound of my hand on skin and widened when she saw me hard again.

“Again? So soon?” she asked her breath coming in deep, ragged exhalations

“Eat it all,” I commanded, and with a small submissive nod, mom proceeded to do just that.

In slow and graceful movements, she cleaned my cum off her body, her eyes traveling from mine to my cock, desire, and lust filling her face. My hand was flying on my cock, and she was watching me as she drew one great breast up to her lips, and her tongue sliding out, licking the cum off her big soft nipple, and I felt my orgasm hit me.

I stood up, and mom shuffled closer beneath me, whipping back her hair, I felt her flat stomach and big tits rest against my thighs and without thinking I reached down and took one big handful of her tit in my hand just as I began to shoot ropes of cum across her tits and neck.

“Oh, god!” I cried out my knees weak and shuddering in bliss.

I collapsed back in my chair, and for one intense moment, mom leaned forward, her mouth open and tongue out, ready to lick up the remaining cum on my cock, but then she stopped herself and sat back, breathing heavily and regaining control of herself.

“That was… that was intense…” mom said when she finally looked up into my eyes, her face red with some emotion.

“I’m sorry,” I said, instantly feeling guilty for commanding her like that.

“Never say you’re sorry for demanding what you want,” she said, leaning forward slightly with a fierce look and holding my gaze. “I saw you be a man, and it was glorious!”

“Thanks,” I said, embarrassmened. But, it had felt good. It had felt right.

Mom got up, gathering her robe and bra, and with a final shy smile, slipped out of my bedroom. She gave me a

last glance and wink as she shut the door. All I could do was sit there in amazement at how incredible and perfect that had been.












Chapter 7











T
 he next day I got up early and went to the game store and played a few games of Magic with the workers there. They’re a good sort of nerd, always helpful and friendly. I got home in the early afternoon and found Mom was lounging out by the pool, so I changed into trunks and headed out. She turned and smiled at me as I came over.

“Perfect timing,” she said, “I need another coat of lotion. Would you mind?”

I certainly would not! She turned and lay on the lounge chair face down, untying the string holding her top together from back and neck.

“Be sure to rub it in deep,” she murmured, and I could almost hear the smile in her voice. I squirted a large dollop of suntan lotion in my hand, gazing at the tan flesh before me as I worked it into my hands. Her skin felt soft and smooth as I slid my hands down the muscles of her back, feeling the pliant flesh give beneath.

“Mmmm, that’s nice,” mom said, “you’re good at that.”

I felt a flush of pride as I continued to massage her back—the muscles giving beneath my fingers and palms as they pressed upon her. Careful to avoid putting any pressure where it was just skin and bone and remembering my anatomy lessons from earlier in the week, I began to massage along the straps of back muscles.

As I worked my way down, I rubbed her lower back, and mom pulled the tops of her bottoms down slightly so I could work the lotion in along her tan line. As my hands slid across her hips and the top of her ass, I felt my cock grow stiff, and I had to shift to keep it from poking into her back.

“What are you doing, perv?!” A snooty voice called from the kitchen window. I heard my stepmom sigh in annoyance, and I wanted to do the same. I got up trying to ignore my sister as she stepped out the sliding glass door, hand on her hips and a face twisted in ridicule.

“Oh my god! Do you have a boner? From your mom?” Her voice was cutting, and I hunched my shoulders under the scorn.

"Rachel," Mom said in a voice that brooked no-nonsense, "go to your room, no friends, no phone, and you can't come out until Monday morning."

“What?!” She said incredulously, “But I didn’t do anything!”

“Exactly,” Mom said, turning her head to look at Rachel with languid expression, “wasn’t there a bill you were supposed to pay yesterday?”

"Oh, shit, my car insurance," Rachel said, her voice falling as she remembered, "Dads' going to kill me."

“I took care of it,” mom said.

"Thanks, Julia," my sister said with a look of fake contrition on her pretty face, "I'll pay you back soon, I almost have the money."

“I’ve heard that before,” mom said, turning back and giving me a wink, “but I won’t hold my breath. Room. Now.”

Rachel hung her head but marched off to her room, throwing me the finger before she disappeared in the house. I just smiled and hopped into the pool, letting the cold water calm down my libido. After swimming around for a bit, I got out and laid out with my mom, getting a tan with her.

I could almost feel my sisters’ eyes staring at us from her bedroom window upstairs. She and mom had never gotten along tremendous and since Dad had started going on several months-long trips, they got along even less. A constant issue between them was money.

Dad had cut Rachel off, letting her live at home rent-free, but no longer giving her an allowance or money since she had failed out of college. Instead of getting pissed at dad she took it all out on our stepmom, and when dad was gone on a trip, she would screw mom over all the time, knowing dad didn't want to deal with it, and if he had to, it would cause a big fight between him and my stepmom.

I hopped into the pool one more time and then went inside and took a shower. Plopping down in my computer chair, I tried to game for a bit, but I just couldn't focus on it. I found myself pulling out the Bio and Chem books and studying for a couple of hours. When my stepmom came to tell me dinner was ready, she found me bent over a book with a highlighter in hand.

"Well, look at you," she said with a smile, "dinners ready so come on down before it gets cold."

My sister refused to come down for dinner, and mom and I had a pleasant meal, just sitting around and chatting. I helped her clean up and then went back to my room and played games for a few hours before passing out. Sunday was a quiet affair, with my sister grounded, her friends couldn’t come over, and after a bike ride and a bit of gaming, I laid around and caught up on a bunch of Netflix shows I had meant to get to.

My best friends, the twins, were getting back the next weekend, and I couldn't wait till we could all hang out again and play some D&D. I had another long week of studying to look forward to. I woke early the next morning and went downstairs to find my stepmom up and reading the news on her iPad. I got myself a cup of coffee and came over and sat beside her, pulling out my phone and going through my notifications.

“What time is Liz coming over?” Mom asked her cheeks reddening as she glanced at me.

“She should be here at noon,” I said.

“I’ll be heading to Stephen’s garden party around then, so you two will have the place to yourself.”

“Rachel?” I asked.

“She took off first thing, I doubt she comes back home for a few days, she was still pissed.” I just chuckled, happy to have a break from my sister.

“I thought maybe,” mom began her voice with an odd hitch to it, “you might need some assistance with focus… for your studies.”

“I think I’m fine,” I said, not catching her meaning at first.

“Oh,” mom said, her voice a touch sad, “ok.”

She stood abruptly and began to walk from the kitchen, her shoulders slightly slumped. Then her words replayed themselves in my head, and I called after her, feeling like a fool.

“Wait!” I said, and mom spun, looking at me concerned, “I didn’t realize what you meant… I ugh, I’d love that.” Mom smiled one of her big warm smiles that she saved just for me.

“You silly,” she said, then glancing to the window to the front of the house she motioned upstairs, “Head to your room, I’ll be in in a minute.”

I practically run up the stairs. Why was she choosing to help me now? Did she actually like watching me jack off?
 So many thoughts tumbled around in my head when my stepmom slipped into my room, shutting the door behind herself.

“This isn’t going to become a regular thing,” she said while standing just inside the door, sounding more like she was trying to convince herself than me. She was wearing a loose soft sweater, and I could tell she had no bra on underneath. I just nodded my head and began to undo my pants, scooting them down my legs and onto the floor.

Mom eyed my thick, long cock with an unreadable gaze and then slowly drew the sweater over her head, dropping it to the floor. She walked towards me, and I couldn’t help the gasp of delight escape from my lips as I saw her big tits sway side to side. She stopped just in front of me, and I looked down her smooth flat stomach to the white slacks she was wearing.

"The pants too," I said as my hand slid up my big cock slowly, rubbing lotion into the soft flesh.

I saw her face twist in concern for a moment, and I felt fear that I had gone too far, but she reached down and began to unbuckle her pants slowly. Then I watched in awe as she slid them down her wide hips, revealing her nearly sheer white panties and the dark bush beneath. She wore nothing but her white panties and a shy smile.

“I love the way you look at me,” She said, her eyes soft and filled with love.

“You’re so gorgeous, mom,” I said breathless, “you are the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen!”

Mom smiled deeply and settled down on her knees between my legs, her hands coming up to massage her tits sexily. My hand was sliding up and down my cock, in slowly strokes trying to draw out my pleasure, but I could already feel the cum boiling in my balls.

“Touch yourself for me, mom,” I said, glancing down to her crotch, “Please.”

“I don’t know, honey,” Mom said even as she leaned back, letting one hand trail down her stomach slowly, “that may be going too far.”

Despite her words, the fingers of her hand still played at the waistband of her panties. As if she almost couldn’t help herself.

"I want you to feel good, too," I said, not knowing where the confidence came from but feeling comfortable in telling my mom exactly what I wanted.

“Ok, baby,” Mom said, and closing her eyes slipped her hand down into her panties, letting out a stifled moan as she came in contact with the delicate flesh.

“I fantasize about you all the time, mom,” I said, stroking my cock slowly and watching her begin to masturbate, “Do you ever think about me?”

Mom shook her head once, her eyes still closed. Her wetness was evident from the sound her fingers made sliding along her clit and into her pussy again and again. My cock was throbbing, and it was all I could do to hold back. Then moms’ eyes opened slowly, and I saw her passion flair as her gaze took in the sight of my long thick cock as I slowly stroked it, the head throbbing and my balls tight.

"God forgive me, baby, I have," She breathed out her fingers pulsing harder on her clit and pussy, "Mommy can't get the thought of your big beautiful cock out of her head! You would stretch me so good. Oh, fuck baby, mommy's cumming! Cum with me, Jack, Nghe!”

I could hardly believe her words, and they were so sexy that I couldn’t hold back, my cock began spewing thick streams of white cum that arced out and splattered on my mom’s tits and stomach. She shuddered, curling in on herself as her own orgasm tore through her body and the final spurt of cum from my cock hit her square in the chin and lips.

We were both panting heavily and stunned by how far we’d gone. Shame and nervousness filled me in the wake of my orgasm, but I watched mom relax and get a look of pure contentment on her face as she lazily licked the cum from her lips, savoring the taste of it. She stood slowly taking up her clothes and turned back to regard me with a warm smile she slipped out of my room.

“Remember,” she said, “study hard.”

Then she was gone, and I was left breathing heavily with so much left unsaid between us. With a start, I realized what the time was and jumped in the shower and got dressed, cleaning my room quickly before Liz showed up.












Chapter 8











S
 oon after, we were in the dining room with books and papers laid out. It was a tough week, and if not for my stepmom, I would have struggled to find the motivation to keep up with it like I knew I needed to at night. As it was, she consumed my thoughts when I wasn't focused on learning or memorizing what Liz was feeding to me.

Being around mom in the house should have been impossible, with the revealing clothing she often wore lately and lack of bra, but in fact, it was the opposite. We had a much more comfortable and relaxed relationship now, which at first was odd to me. I screwed up the courage to ask her about it that Wednesday night when we were eating dinner, my sister still not back from her friend's house.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” I began, “for everything.”

“Oh, you’re welcome,” mom said, her cheeks coloring slightly.

We had never brought up the sexual moments between us outside of them, and I felt the tension build slightly as I broached the subject.

“It’s just,” I tried to find the right words, “I’ve been able to focus better.”

“I’m glad,” mom said warmly, “It may be a little… unconventional, but I’m glad we’ve found something to help you. I do think medicine is the best path for you Jack, I know in time you’ll agree with me.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, “but I feel better now that I’ve made a decision about the future. One way or another, it had to be done. “Thanks for getting Liz too, she’s been a big help.”

“I thought you might enjoy her,” mom said with a secretive smile as she filled a fork with green beans and pork.

“It’s not like that, mom,” I said.

“Oh?” she said with a raised eyebrow, “You don’t think she’s cute, smart, and capable?”

“Of course, she is,” I said, it was a little uncomfortable talking to her about another girl, but I decided she had been so open and honest with me, it paid for me to do the same with her. “She’s amazing, and if I thought it might be a possibility I’d be in love with her in a heartbeat, but she’s three years older than me, and would never look at me that way, so it’s easier to just not even entertain the thought, you know?”

“Honey, age is just a number, why I-," she had been about to say something but cut herself off and changed what she said, "I think you will find that women are more attracted to a man's attitude and mind than they are to his age and looks."

“I’m not so sure about that,” I said skeptically.

“Trust me,” mom said with a smile as she took a bit of food.

“What attracted you to dad?” I asked, curious. I sensed it was the wrong thing to say even as the words came out of my mouth. Mom’s face twisted in a sour grimace.

“That is a different truth about men and women,” she said softly.

“What do you mean?” I asked, knowing I walked on fragile ground here but unable to stop myself. I burned to know more about this gorgeous and provocative woman. Mom sat back in her chair with her wine glass and gazed off into space as she spoke, occasionally sipping from her glass.

“We’ve never really spoken about what my life was like before I met your father." Her words came slow and measured, "but it was a difficult time for me. I was in a relationship out of college and planned to marry the man. I was madly in love and blind to so many things. Eventually, I became wise and figured out that he had been cheating on me with my best friend and business partner. I called off our wedding and ended the business partnership. My life was ruined, and I was left, broke, and broken.” I could hear the depth of emotion in her voice and realized why she’d never spoken of this before. I wondered how much of it my dad knew.

"I was practically homeless and jobless, and that's when I met your father. He was sweet to me and lost just like I was, a single dad with more money than he knew what to do with and no idea how to raise the two kids at home. I don't know why I agreed to the evening, I had no desire to date him, but I found myself at a fundraiser with him. Two conversations later, and he had two checks in his pocket. By the end of the evening, he promised me the world if I agreed to be with him. Where else would I go? So, I came to stay here, and I met you, kids, my broken heart was mended in time, and I found a good life, and a home." I felt myself wanting to cry for her. It was a sad tale but also one bereft of love.

“You didn’t answer my question,” I said after the silence had hung in the room for a few moments. Mom just looked at me and smiled broadly.

"It was you, kids," she said, waving her glass of wine, "this life, I was attracted to it all."

“Even Rachel?” I asked, joking.

"Your sister is a smart, capable and beautiful girl, almost impossible for her not to be seen as a ‘bitch’” she said taking another sip, “she’s just going through a transition period, every girl goes through it.”

“I know,” I grumbled, “but this transition period has lasted a few years.”

“True,” mom said with a small laugh, “probably last another few years too.”

“Great,” I said, clearing my plate.

“Jack, how’s the studying going this week?” She asked just as I was heading into the kitchen.

“Good,” I said, “Liz is pushing me pretty hard, but so far, I think I understand most everything. Memorizing is a bitch, though.”

“Keep up with it,” Mom said as she downed her glass of wine, and poured herself another, “I’m counting on your perfect scores.”

My tongue froze in my mouth as she threw me a sly wink over her glass of wine. I cleaned my plate and then dashed upstairs to fantasize about my mom’s huge tits and thick lips and all the delightful things I wanted to do with her body.

On Friday afternoon, I found myself sitting at the dining room table once again with the test packet opened before me as I poured over the questions, double-checking my work. Liz had thrown two curveball questions in; about subjects we hadn't covered in-depth but that she had casually mentioned. I had taken notes about many of her random comments and done my own research at night. Now I was delighted that some of it had paid off. When the timer sounded, I handed it back to Liz feeling slightly more confident that I had the week before.

Liz had a smirk as she began checking my answers, that slipped from her face as she continued on, having no need for the red pen held poised in her hand. She got to the first of the questions she hadn’t covered, and I saw her eyes alight in triumph for one second until she read my answer then scowl in frustration as she glanced at me.

“I read up on Moorish cleaning practices at night,” I said with a smile. Liz smiled and shook her head in rueful amusement and kept grading. Finally, she put her pen down and sat back, giving me a big smile.

“Another perfect score Jake,” her eyes were reassessing me as she spoke, “that’s very impressive. These are not easy tests.”

“Thanks,” I said, trying to hide how pleased I was, “you’re a great tutor.”

“I’m ok,” she said, “but you’re fucking brilliant kid. What are you doing this Sunday afternoon?”

“Me?” I asked, feeling myself fill with anxiety and nervousness immediately, “Um uhh, playing Dungeons and, err hanging out with some friends, why?”

“Dungeons and Dragons?” She asked her expression, excited, “I love D&D!”

“Wait, what?” I asked, confused.

“I used to play with an ex and his friends,” she said with a shrug, “but after we broke up, I didn’t have any friends that played. But what I wanted to ask you is if you want to come by the clinic late Sunday afternoon. I’ll be volunteering, and I thought it would be a great chance for you to see what working in medicine is really like, see if its right for you before you do all this work.”

“Oh sure,” I said, “what time?”

"I start at four and I'm off at eight," She said, picking up her books.

“That sounds perfect. We finish around three or four,” I said.

"Perfect, I'll test then to see if you need a lift." She was kind of dragging as she packed her stuff up, and I sensed an opportunity. Usually, I would have folded and never said anything, but I felt warmed by my mom’s confidence and words, and by my blossoming friendship with Liz, so I just spoke, the words coming out natural and relaxed.

“If you want to come play,” I said, “You’re more than welcome, we can always use more people around the dice table.”

"I'd love to!" She said, and I realized she'd been waiting for me to ask, relieved I had read the situation right, I lead her out, setting plans to meet in the morning and make her a character before we headed over to Jason and Earnest's house.

I was walking up the stairs, still in wonder that I got to hang out with the adorable Liz on Sunday when I heard the downstairs open, and I heard my mom come in. Heading back down, I saw she was carrying a bunch of shopping bags from various department stores.

“I saw Liz on the way out,” she said, setting her purchases down and locking the door, “she mentioned you two are hanging out this weekend?”

“Uh, yea,” I said, “She is coming to play D&D with us, and then she wanted me to visit a clinic with her."

“I think that’s great dear,” moms said as she picked up her packages and began to make her way up the stairs, “I told you the girl was interested in you.”

“It’s not like that, mom!” I said as I took a couple of her bags, helping her carry them to her room.

“Oh?” She looked at me with that raised eyebrow again and then smiled, “well, whatever the reason, I’m glad you two are getting along, she’s a lovely young woman.”

She set her bags down on the bed, and I set the ones I had been carrying beside them, then I felt her hand on my shoulder, and I was turning around slowly, mom stepping close to me. She was dressed in a long-sleeved blouse buttoned up to a low-cut V-neck and a pair of silky loose pants. I couldn’t help but glance down the neckline of her shirt, and I could smell her floral scent, she was that close.

“Liz also told me you got another perfect score on your test,” her eyes flicked up to mine, dark and enchanting. Her breathing was heavy, and I suddenly felt my cock throb in my boxer-briefs. I felt her draw closer, and I stepped back, subconsciously feeling my legs bump up against her mattress. “I am so proud of you, Jake; you have no idea how proud.”

Her hand reached out and drew down my cheek, and I suddenly felt such a deep well of love and affection for this beautiful woman, I felt my head tilt forward just as hers tilted back, my hands touching her waist. At the contact of my hands to her body, we both started, an electric shock passing through us both.

My fingers flexed on the expensive material and felt her firm flesh give beneath, my thumbs in the crook of her hip and my fingers spreading down her hips and the top of her ass. Our breathing was in sync, deep, ragged breaths as we stared deep into one anthers eye. She stood not even an inch away from me, the tips of her large breasts brushing my chest, for one second, I felt her hot breath on my lips. Then I saw her come to her senses, a curious and enchanting smile coming to her lips as she pressed me back onto the bed in a seated position.

“I bought a few sets of new clothes today,” She said, ignoring the charged moment we had just shared as she walked over to her makeup desk with slow, graceful movements, removing her earing as she spoke. Pausing as she placed the jewelry away, she glanced back as me, “would you care to see them?”

I nodded, settling back on her soft mattress, and mom smiled, coming and taking her bags and bringing them into her walk-in closet. After a minute, she stepped out in a narrow gray pencil skirt and a tight purple blouse with ruffles around the plunging neckline. She walked a few feet into the room and spun, her hair twirling around her as she gave me a devastating stare.

“Damn, mom!” I said in admiration.

“You like it?” She asked, looking down at herself and smoothing out the skirt, “I rarely wear skirts anymore.”

“You definitely should more often you have the legs and butt for it,” I said, admiring her ass in the tight fabric. She turned and flashed her behind to me with an impish smile.

"Thanks, baby!" She slipped back in the walk-in closet and came back out a few minutes later wearing a body-hugging small red dress. It was held up my tiny straps over her shoulders, and it clung to her body like a glove, flaring out wide just below her hips and showing a lot of slim tan legs.

“Wow!” I said, stunned. I could only stare at her with wide eyes as she walked and spun on her toes.

“You like?” she said, “I need shoes, and I don’t have anything that would match this dress. It’s definitely more risqué than anything I’ve ever worn!”

“It looks amazing, mom,” I said in awe, “amazing! But you need to change your panties.”

“My panties?” She looked down, turning to see her hips and butt.

“Yea, I think women usually wear G-strings with dresses like that, because I can see the outline of your panties on your um… your butt.”

“Ok, one sec let me change,” Mom popped over to her dresser and, without hesitation, reached under her dress and pulled down her panties in front of me. My eyes widened to saucers, and I saw the mischievous look on her face as she caught me peeking between her legs. I caught a flash of dark bush as she drew the red G-string panties up her smooth legs.

“Better?” she asked, turning and letting the dress twirl out from her thighs.

"Yea," I gulped audibly, "Jesus, mom…" I just sat there at a loss for more words as I took her in. Her dark hair was lustrous and shiny as her lips were thick and red, eyes dark and mysterious. The red dress clung to her massive breasts and down to the flat stomach and narrow waist, hugging her wide hips and firm ass.

“Mmmm,” Mom said with a glance down my body, “I see someone is ready for their reward,” then she slipped back into the closet, and I was left sitting there curious and with an aching hard-on.

When mom slipped out of her closet next, she was wearing a pair of pink lacy panties and nothing else, her hands were covering her nipples, and her eyes were looking down shyly. My breath caught, and she smiled as I began to unbuckle my pants.

“Wait,” I said, and mom froze her slow advance towards me, “Lay on the chair,” I said, pointing to the divan on the corner of her room. Mom nodded gently and slipped over to the chair, pulling herself back into its reclining pose and cocking an eyebrow at me, waiting.

I stood slowly, removing my shirt and letting my pants drop to the floor and made my way over to her—my rock-hard cock bobbing with each step. Mom watched my cock, her eyes tracking its every move, and I saw her knees part ever so slightly in unconscious desire. Smiling to myself, I stopped with my cock hanging just in front of her, my thigh touching hers.

"Touch yourself, mom," I said as I slid a hand around my big cock, "I want to watch you cum for me."

“Oh Jake,” She moaned, and let one hand slid down her body and into her panties, the wet sounds of her sex filling the room soon after, “this is so wrong…”

"Tell me what you dreamed about mom when you fantasized about me." My voice was quiet and commanding, more confident than I had ever remembered feeling as I ordered my stepmom into further depravity.

“I couldn’t, Jake,” Mom said, but her eyes opened wide and stared at me, telling me different.

"Tell me," I said, sure she wanted to. My fingers played gently over my cock, drawing out my pleasure as I took in her perfect form before me, watching her fingers play within her panties, loving the smell and sounds filling the room.

“This is so wrong, Jake, all of it, so wrong.” She said closing her eyes, but she kept talking as if desperate to get it out, “But it’s been so long since mommy was touched, and I can’t get the thought of your big beautiful cock out of my head. I imagine sucking on it and riding it and seeing the pleasure in your face as you use me!... Fuck baby… Mommy is going to cum!” Her eyes flew open and rose from my cock to my face, desperate for the connection I sought too.

“Oh, mom, I love you!” I said as my own orgasm hit me, beginning in my tingling toes and racing up and down my body in waves.

“I love you too, baby, oh god, so much cum!” I was coating her in the white goo, shooting out across her stomach and chest, lines of white cum crossed her arms too, one still wrapped around a tit and the other sliding out from her soaking panties.

My knees were trembling, and I almost collapsed right there, but I met her eyes, smiling at one another.

"Well," mom said as she sat up, blinking a small strand of cum from an eyelash, "that was certainly… well, it was something."

“That was the hottest thing that’s ever happened to me,” I said in all sincerity as I pulled my pants on and sat on the bed, still breathless.

“Me too,” my stepmom said with a smile as she wiped the cum from her body with a small rag from her makeup desk.

“You have a little...” I motioned to one earlobe and laughing she wiped the glob of cum hanging there.

Soon we were both laughing, and the tension in the room was broken. Mom went into her bathroom and took a shower, humming and singing to herself, a rare sign of happiness from her. I went to my bedroom and cleaned it. Filling the dirty clothes hamper with about two loads of laundry and even dusting the surfaces. It felt great to have everything in my room put back in its proper spot. Then hearing my mom still in her bathroom, I snuck out into the backyard and took a few tokes from my little vape pen.












Chapter 9











A
 s I was slipping into the kitchen, I saw my sister with her arms crossed and one eyebrow raised looking from the vape pen in my hand to me. I felt instant fear and paranoia rush through me, but Rachel just smiled slyly and winked, then took a beer out of the fridge and went down to her room.

I walked my paranoid ass up to my room, expecting my sister to start screaming at my moment. I stashed the vape pen and pulled my headphones on, trying to lose myself in the game and ignore the whirling emotions inside me. An hour later, I was coming down from my high, and there was a knock at my door when I opened it, I found my sister standing there with a smirk on her face.

“Mom went to go get takeout,” she hooked her head behind her, “come on, we don’t have long.”

“What?” I asked dumbly.

She held up a slim black rectangular cartridge before her and winked at me, slowly understanding dawned, and I smiled and dug out my little vape pen. We slipped out to the backyard and passed each others pens taking small tokes.

“I had no idea you smoked,” Rachel said as she exhaled her first hit.

“I didn’t know you smoked either,” I said as I let my hit out.

“Well, grab me next time you slip out here,” she said with a big grin, “nice to know my little brother isn’t a total nerd. Why are you studying like crazy so much this summer? You should be out partying and chasing girls.”

“Mom made me promise to go premed. She has me working with a tutor,” I said, shrugging, “I was pretty annoyed at first, but it’s not that bad. Actually, I’m even starting to enjoy the bio work.”

“I guess it doesn’t hurt your tutor is a cute little Asian girl, eh?” she said with a sly grin as she slipped her vape back into a pocket in her purse that was nearly invisible.

“That’s pretty cool,” I said, pointing at her purse, “yea, it doesn't hurt," I said, laughing as we went inside my brain pretty fuzzy.

“Look at you, dude,” my sister said, punching my shoulder, “I guess you’re having an ok summer then.”

“Going out with her Sunday,” I said, feeling full of myself.

“Don’t tell me you invited her to play D&D…” When I just stood there, she laughed hard, “oh god, baby bro, you’re hopeless! Dude, with that kind of game, you’re never gonna get a girl willing to touch your dick, let alone look at it.”

“Who said that’s all I was interested in?” I said indignant and embarrassed, “Besides, she likes to play.”

"Wait, she told you she likes to play D&D?" My sister said incredulously as she opened the fridge to pull out a bottle of juice.

“Yea, she said she used to play with her ex.” I was digging in the cupboard and perked up when I found the box of fruit roll-ups.


Fuck, I love these!
 I thought to my stoner self as I pulled them out and began to unroll one slowly, pulling the paperback from my face. My sister turned with the juice in her hand and cracked up with laughter at the sight of me.

She walked over to me and pulled the other end of the fruit roll-up tearing it in half and stuffing the big wad of candy into her mouth. As I was still sucking on my and savoring it, she had chewed hers down and swallowed it.

“If she mentioned her ex and that she likes playing D&D then you are gonna get laid little brother,” she said with a big grin, before shrugging and saying, “unless you royally fuck it up that is.”

“Wait, how do you know?” I asked her, pulling out another fruit roll-up, cherry this time, and sucking on one end.

“Girls just know these things,” Rachel said as she came over and took the other end of the fruit roll-up once again, tearing half free and stuffing it in her mouth.

“Hey,” I said, laughing, “there is a whole box. You can have your own!”

“That’s no fun, though,” Rachel said as she laughed and plopped down on the couch. We flipped on the TV and found a dumb movie to make fun of together. That’s where we were when my mom came home and found us laughing together. We all ate some ice cream and watched a movie before passing out. It was one of the most delightful evenings we had ever had as a family.

Saturday passed in a blur, and before I knew it found myself heading out to meet Liz at the local coffee shop with rulebooks and dice in hand. She was a sight in her short green plaid skirt and tight blacktop.

"I'm Slytherin," she confided in me when I complimented her on her clothes. Soon we were geeking out on making her character. Occasionally her arm would brush against mine and wonder of wonders I didn’t feel awkward or nervous in the slightest. In fact, at one point, I felt the tension growing between us, and I just leaned back in my chair and gave her a warm and confident smile. My mom had given me a new measure of confidence in myself, and I was employing it now.

Before I knew it, we had to head over to the twins. We stopped off at a store on the way over, and I picked up a box of Mt Dew and a bag of chips. It was great seeing Jason and Earnest again, and they were excited to meet Liz. The fraternal twins falling over themselves to each show the pretty older girl a good time. We had an excellent session, picking up right where we had left off, but this time with a dangerous (and slightly evil) rogue with us. Liz proved her command of the game, even digging through the rulebook to argue with the DM a couple of times, as any good player should.

We left as late as possible for the clinic, and when we arrived, it was a madhouse there. It turned out that Liz volunteered at a free clinic, and Sundays were one of their busiest times, most people being free from work. She slipped right into her role, and I was handed off to a nurse. I felt overwhelmed at once as the nurse went from patient to patient, performing tasks so quickly I could barely keep up. But as the hours wore on, I began to get a feel for the rhythm of the clinic. It was awe-inspiring seeing how much of an impact the nurses and doctors were able to have.

About halfway through the shift Liz came to find me to check how I was doing, but I barely had time to say hi, I was so wrapped up in helping the nurse settle a man who was having back spasms, I had a hand on the spasming vertebra and while I kept pressure just so
 the nurse was able to slip the needle into his arm without him flopping around in pain. Then we were seeing the final patient, and an exhausted nurse turned to look at me and, with a warm smile, finally introduced herself. We shook hands and were both knuckling our lower backs when Liz found me.

“That’s was amazing,” I said, staring out the window on the drive back to my house.

“I’m glad you liked it,” She said, “same time next week if you’re down.”

“Oh, I am,” I said, “Thanks again for inviting me.”

“Of course, but don’t think I’m going to go easy on you on next week’s test!” she said, teasing.

“Don’t remind me,” I groaned out.

I slept like the dead that night and woke early in the morning, heading downstairs to get a cup of coffee and finding my mom once again up reading the news on her iPad. I got a cup and sat down across from her. Enjoying the relaxing morning routine, we had to go. I was scrolling through twitter, seeing what madness had happened over the weekend. Mom set her iPad down after a few minutes, and took a sip of her coffee, gazing at me with a warm, loving smile.

“How did it go at the clinic last night?” She asked once I had finished reading and set my phone down.

“It went really well,” I said, “It’s crazy how fast the time goes by there. I felt completely useless, but it was pretty inspiring, seeing how many patients they were able to help.”

“And Liz?” She asked with a raised eyebrow and smile, “anything to report?”

"Jeez, mom!" I said, "no, nothing like that."

“Just thought I’d ask,” she said placatingly, “I have an intuition about her.”

“You and Rachel keep saying the same thing, but I don’t see it,” I grumbled.

“We’re often blind to our effect on those around us,” mom said, and as I looked at her, I couldn’t help my glance that raked down over her massive breasts and rounded form. She caught my look, and I saw her shift slightly in her chair, her big wide inverted nipples drawing in and pressing ever so slightly on her loose t-shirt.

“Mom,” I said as my eyes locked back onto hers. The tension was suddenly thick between us.

“Yes, baby,” Mom breathed out, the hint of a smile on her face, cheeks flush.

“Do you think,” Moms eyes flicked to the doorway to the kitchen, and I saw them tense, and I cut my words off. A second later, I hear my sisters shuffling footsteps enter the kitchen.

“There any coffee?” She asked even as she grabbed a cup and filled it. Turning to go, she paused and glanced at us sitting there, frozen in mid-sentence.

“What’re you talking about?” Rachel asked.

"Jake’s dentist appointment this morning," mom said smoothly as she picked up her iPad.

“I didn’t know he had an appointment,” she said before turning to go.

“Why would you?” Mom asked, barely paying attention to her words, and my sister just laughed once before she was gone. Mom looked at me and gave me a wink. Then she stood slowly, letting one hand trail along her stomach and up into her shirt, massaging one large breast beneath the shirt.

“Go get ready, Jake,” mom said with a hint of heat in her soft voice, “we have to be back before Liz arrives.”












Chapter 10











I
 bolted to my feet and dashed upstairs, wondering what she had in mind as I threw on a pair of pants and a shirt. I got downstairs to find mom already grabbing her car keys and heading out to the garage. She started up the Range Rover, and I climbed in the passenger seat. Mom looked ravishing in a tight blue wool sweater and narrow skirt, her hair had been brushed out quickly, and it swirled around her shoulders thick and full of volume.

I flexed my sweaty palms on the fabric of my pants as mom pulled out the driveway and down the street. She reached over and flicked on the radio, letting some 60's soul music drift through the room interior of the big car. I was glancing out the window nervous and all in my head about what we might be doing soon, when I felt mom's smaller warm hand take mine gently, lacing her fingers in mine. I glanced over and saw a little satisfied smile on her face and felt all my anxiety and worry drain away. I help her hand in mine, letting my fingers play softly over hers and enjoying the thrill of contact with her soft flesh.

I watched the neighborhood pass by out the window and was curious to see we were headed deeper into the subdivision and not towards the rest of the town. Then I felt mom's hand grip mine and release me as she pulled into a big Mormon church. The property the church sat on was crowded by tall trees and hills, and mom drove around the building to a small hidden parking lot in the back.

“How did you know about this?” I asked.

“I used to walk the dog back here,” Mom said, glancing around as she pulled into a back spot facing the hillside. “I would see this parking lot and think… well, never mind what I would think.”

“What?” I asked, and reaching out, I took my stepmoms hand, looking at her.

"It's nothing," mom said, and suddenly her eyes misted with emotion, "I wasn't going to mention this but… Your father hasn't been able to… you know... get an erection for a few years." She wouldn't meet my eyes as she spoke, instead of staring out the side window away from me, but she gripped my hand firmly.

"It was hard in the beginning, I very nearly cheated… when I would think about it or dream about it, I'd imagine it happening in this place." She turned back to look at me, her smile shy and vulnerable, "It's kind of my secret place to get away."

“I won’t tell anyone,” I said, “I promise.” Mom smiled, then I saw her eyes glance at the clock, and her grin turned a little wicked.

“Ok baby climb in the back,” mom released my hand and quickly slipped out of the driver’s seat and into the captain’s chair in the second row. I followed her lead, closing the doors behind us and locking out all prying eyes behind the dark tinted windows. I released the latch on the seat, feeling my breathing coming heavier and my cock pulsing with desire. My stepmom had moved her chair back and was laying a pillow she must have stashed in here down on the ground.

“You planned this,” I said, watching her face carefully as I slowly unbuckled my pants. Moms cheeks colored red, and she nodded slightly, quickly removing her sweater, her eyes downcast and watching my hands as I slowly undid my pants, sliding them down to the ground and off one ankle.

My cock rose tall and stiff between us, mom's eyes traveling its pulsing length, and I felt a bead of precum ooze out the tip, and mom wet her lips with the tip of her tongue as she saw it slide down my thick head.

“Take off your bra,” I said and she moved quickly to comply. Her hands going behind her back and unclasping the thick material, then letting it slowly slide down her arms and onto the sweater beside her.

“I want to touch them again,” mom glanced at me, hesitation on her face before she nodded gently and closing her eyes moved forward slightly.

I did the same, spreading my legs wide as I sat forward, releasing my cock and letting my hands slide softly down the outer swells of her massive firm breasts. My gentle fingers took them up, massaging and tweaking her nipples just as she had shown me before.

"Oh, Jake… Mmhmm, that's feel good… really good," mom said, her voice breathless. I rolled on big inverted nipple between thumb and fingers, and the large hard nub popped out, my mom moaned out as I pulled the nipple down gently.

"Yes! Oh god, yes, Jake!" Mom bit down on her bottom lip, her body shuddering and shaking, her skirt spreading wide as she pressed her crotch down into the pillow she had been gently grinding on. "Oh, baby, I needed that…"

Mom panted heavily, and I was stunned, amazed at the incredibly sexy sight of her having an orgasm, and from only having her breasts played with. She leaned forward and planted a big soft kiss on my lips, the charge of sexual energy that surged through both of us froze me in place, overwhelming me. I felt mom start in fright and pull back, her eyes wide, lips still pursed, and a hand came up to touch her lips as she stared at mine, awe and a swirl of other emotions.

I was coming to grips with the kiss, and all it might mean when I felt something incredibly soft and warm, cradling my cock. Glancing down, I was stunned to see it nestled between my mom's tits when she had backed off, my cupping hands, and pulled her tits around my stiff cock.

My hands sprang away in surprise, but moms slipped hers over mine, trapping them against her tits. Her eyes flared wide as they met mine, and I saw them full of love and passion, and as they searched my face, seeing how much pleasure and joy I was getting she smiled deeper and releasing my hands, she pulled my hips slightly guiding me.

"Oh my god, mom, your tits feel amazing!” I said in breathless awe as I held her massive tits around my cock, thrusting my hips gently and fucking them gently.

Mom looked down and bit her lip as the tip of my thick cock drove through her tits and up near her mouth. Her hot breath was on my cock, and I felt the orgasm already rushing to hit me. I flexed a muscle in my body, and worked to have an iron will, staving off the rush and drawing out the pleasure as much as possible.

“This is my fantasy,” I said, my voice conspiratorial, my eyes taking in her gorgeous face and big tits.

“Your… dick is so big, baby,” mom said, her voice wondering and strained with her own need, “mommy has never felt anything like it.” She glanced up at me and saw the strain on my face, and her gaze softened, “Cum for me baby, don’t hold back, mommy loves to see you cum.”

“Oh, god!” I cried, and then my cock was filling her tits with cum, my toes were curling, and my whole body locked up as the orgasm tore through me. Several thick ropes of cum hit mom in the neck, and one even struck her cheek, and she blinked in surprise, tongue snaking out to lick up the pearly goodness.

“Mom…” I said panting, at a loss for words.

“Hush,” she said with a smile, leaving me cum on her flesh, she glanced at the clock and swore softly, “We have to hurry back.”

I went to speak again, but mom leaned forward and grabbed my face in her hands and pulled my lips to hers in a big kiss, the same charge or emotion from earlier, coursing through us both.

“I’m counting on you getting that perfect score,” mom said when she pulled back. The kiss had only lasted a second, but we were both panting and smiling stupidly at one another.

"Wait," I said, and on impulse, I pulled out my phone and opened the camera.

“What are you doing?” mom asked, alarmed, hands going to cover her breasts.

"Relax," I said, "I won't put your face in it," Then I took my cock in the other hand, still mostly stiff and angled it between mom's cum splattered breasts. I took a picture of my cock, long and thick, standing up between her gloriously perfect tits, careful not to get anything else in the background.

“What’s that for?” Mom asked as she pulled on her bra and sweater, leaving my cum to soak into her flesh.

“Later,” I said with a wink. Mom laughed and got up front starting up the car and the music once more.

“I can’t believe that just happened,” mom said, staring out the front of the car.

“Neither can I,” I said, “are you ok?” I asked her, concerned.

“Oh Jake,” mom said, turning to me with a broad smile and taking my hand in hers once again, “I’m more than ok. It’s strange, but these past few weeks have been the happiest in a few years. Is that weird?”

"Maybe," I laughed, "but honestly, I feel the same. I love you, mom."

“I love you too, Jake,” she said and with a final squeeze of her hand on mine, pulled out of the parking lot and headed back home.
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W
 e got back from the church parking lot and out hot session, with some time to spare, and I went up and got my notes and books. Bringing them down and setting up on the dining room table, mom hung out preparing something in the kitchen, rolling out doughs, and putting things in the oven. She wore a long white apron and seemed to be really enjoying herself, the music blaring, and she was singing along now and then when she knew the lyrics.

Liz showed up, and for the first time in the past two weeks, it was a full house. My sister was kicking around upstairs and would come down now and then. Mom stuck to the kitchen for the most part, but she did bring out drinks and snacks throughout, and it was a welcome improvement from our regular rigorous focus.

The only drawback was how distracted Liz got by my mom and sisters’ intrusions. To say she was self-conscious was an understatement. The more my beautiful mom and sister came into the room waltzing by in tight and revealing clothing, the more, the smaller Asian woman hunched her shoulders and drew into herself.

“Your sister is so beautiful,” she whispered to me at one point, just after my sister had flounced upstairs, her blond ponytail swinging and her hips swaying with each step.

“You ever seen the movie Mean Girls?” I asked quietly with a small smile.

“Of course,” she replied.

“Well, Rachel is one of the plastics,” I said, hooking a thumb over my shoulder in the direction she had gone, “Ever since she got tits in ninth grade, she’s been impossible to be around.”

“I know the type,” Liz said with a smirk.

“Do you kids need anything?” Mom asked, poking her head out of the kitchen and wiping her hands on a towel. She wore a tight and lowcut shirt and jeans, covered by the apron that molded itself to her body.

“No, we’re ok,” I said, “Thanks.”

"Liz, can you stay for dinner this evening?" Mom asked with a hopeful look.

“Yea, sure,” Liz said with a smile, “I’d love to. Everything smells great.”

"Wonderful!" Mom said, giving me a wide-eyed grin before she slipped back into the kitchen.

“Your mom is even prettier than your sister,” Liz said once mom had gone.

“Tell me about it,” it just slipped out, and I found myself backtracking when Liz turned her smiling face up to mine with a big grin, “I mean, she’s just my stepmom, not that I think she’s hot or anything.” My cheeks were red, and I was blushing by the time I was done speaking.

“Dude,” Liz said bumping me with her shoulder, “It’s cool, I’m not naive, I can imagine how hard it was growing up with a stepmom that looked like that.”

“Sorry,” I said with a shrug, “I guess I just get a little defensive sometimes.”

“No worries,” She said with a small smile, “let’s get back to the books.”

We spent another two hours going over complicated subjects before we finally both threw our hands up, brains exhausted. Dinner was still an hour away, so Liz and I went over her character sheet for a while, laughing and joking about the session the day before.

“Ok, I hope everyone’s ready to eat!” mom said, popping into the dining room, “Jake clear off and set the table and go get your sister.”

“Can I help with anything?” Liz asked.

“No dear, thank you, but I could use your help bringing out the food in a few, why don’t you go get Rachel with Jake? He can show you his gaming set up while you’re up there.” Mom threw a final smile at me, winking. Leaving me wondering what she might be planning, “I’ll have the food brought out in ten minutes.”

I headed upstairs and went down the hall to my sisters' room to knock, but I felt a tug on my sleeve and turned to see Liz standing right behind me with a flush to her cheeks and a shy expression on her face.

“Which one is your room?” The adorable Asian girl asked, not quite able to meet my eyes.

“This one here,” I said, “did you really want to see it?” I asked, Liz just nodded simply, and I turned to open my room up, glad I had just cleaned it. I stepped in and took in the simple room, walls of light blue and covered in posters and pictures of anime characters and video games. And one wall dominated by my computer desk and system.

“Wow!” Liz said when she saw my PC, brushing past me quickly and walking over to check it out, “Dude, you have an Alienware Area 51? Games must look sick on this, and especially with these two 4K Monitors, you must get amazing graphics.

“Yea, it took two years of tutoring to earn enough money to buy it,” I said with some pride, “and all I usually play lately on it is WoW Classic, so it’s kind of a waste.” I chuckled at myself.

"I almost rolled a character for Classic," Liz said wistfully, "but I just have my MacBook now, and it's a terrible experience to game on."

“This system will run a few versions at once, and I have extra monitors,” I said glancing around and digging a keyboard from a bin in the closet, “Yea I have a whole extra set up if you ever want to make a character and slay some boars.”

I turned back to the room, surprised to find Liz standing really close to me. She looked up at me with her large eyes, and I felt my heart beating wildly in my chest. Our eyes locked, and I found myself moving slowly as if in a dream, setting the keyboard down and stepping up to her.

“I would like that… Jake.” Liz said, almost savoring my name as she said it.

Usually, I would be sweating and nervous with anxiety being in a situation like this with a girl. I don’t know if it was because of my mom, or because I had grown so comfortable with Liz over the past few weeks, but I felt no nerves as I slipped an arm around the tiny woman's waist and drew her into me.

Our lips met, and fireworks once again exploded in my brain, I felt Liz's arms reach around me and pull me in close to her, her small tongue slipped against my lips which parted gently for her and soon our tongues were locked. I don't know how much time passed, but eventually, we drew back from each other, eyes wide and both breathless. With a big grin, Liz pressed her cheek to my chest, and I stared out at my wall, stunned by this turn of events.

“I can’t say I expected that,” Liz said, then glancing up at me with a smile said, “how good of a kisser you are, not that I was going to kiss you.” Her smile turned wicked as she added, “I planned to do that from the first day I saw you.”

“Really?” I asked dumbly.

"Dude, you have no idea how much of a catch you are, do you?"

“Me?” I don’t know if the kiss or her words were the cause, but I felt my brain muddling through a hazy sea of happiness, and it was hard to concentrate.

“Come on,” Liz said with a chuckle, “let’s get your sister, I’m starving, and that food really does smell delicious.”

Her small delicate fingers interlocked with mine, and we walked down the hall glancing at each other and giggling once or twice. I knocked at Rachels's door but didn't hear anything, so I opened the door wide, and both Liz and I gasped at the sight before us.

My sister lay on her bed in just a tight white tank top. Her golden hair spread out around her head, lips twisted in a grimace of pleasure. Her legs were spread wide, one hand working a small vibrator around her clit while the other massaged a breast over the thin fabric of her shirt.

On her head was a pair of white VR goggles, the kind that a phone slips into, and her ears were covered in a big pair of noise-canceling headphones. My sister, as I have said, is super-hot, with a body that makes men drool. She isn't nearly as busty as my stepmom, but her chest is full and firm, her skin golden and flawless, stomach flat with just a hint of firm muscle beneath smooth flesh. Her exquisite face, flawless blond hair, and slim tone legs capped off what had once been the queen of our high school and was now the most desired co-ed in her college.

My eyes widened, and I felt instant shame at my reaction to the sight and quickly went to back out and close the door, grateful Rachel didn’t seem to notice we had entered. As I was pulling the door closed, Liz gripped my hand hard, and peaking around the door, halted it when I had it half-closed.

“Oh my god!” Liz whispered fiercely.

She was pressing back against me as I tried to back out of the room, halting my progress. My eyes betrayed me and ran along my sisters’ sexy legs, and I saw the pink folds of her pussy, plump, and drooling with wetness as the small vibrator slid up, down and around her clit. Her thighs were trembling, and I felt my cock thicken against my pants, the delicious pleasure as it pressed against Liz's ass for one second before I bucked my hips up as far as they would go.

“We should go,” I whispered in her ear, smelling her fruity shampoo did nothing to help my now raging boner. Liz glanced back and up at me, her eyes filled with a rebellious edge.

“I’m not going anywhere,” then she pressed her ass back against my crotch, trapping my hard cock between her firm cheeks, “and it looks like you don’t want to either.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, “Liz, that’s my sister!” I couldn’t stop my body’s betrayal as the groan of pleasure slipped out of my throat when I glanced at Rachel, her back arching as she drew closer and closer to sweet bliss.

“That,” the smaller Asian girl whispered as she turned back to look at my sister as her orgasm began to hit her, “is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Her words, echoing my own from earlier settled my nerves for some reason, perhaps the shared sexual feelings, and I reached down and took hold of her slender hips, one hand slipping down and into her pants and panties.

“Mhmm, Jake!” Liz hummed as her ass cheeks slid up and down my hard pecker, “fuck, yes, right there…!” My gently probing fingers found her nubbin, having watched my stepmom get herself off I learned that gentle fingers could tease and please more than hard probing digits.

My sister was biting her lips and hissing out in pleasure, her hips beginning to shake when her words slipped out of her mouth, stunning us for a second.

“That’s right, you little Asian whore, eat me, lick my pussy, just like you suck his cock!”

The vibrator slipped in her pussy, and I felt Liz tensing up and shaking on my finger, her tiny little slit drenching my hand as she bit on her tongue to keep from screaming out in pleasure. Then my sister was cumming her moans quiet and breathing rapidly as she shuddered and shook. Liz pressed me back, pushing us both out of the room and pulling the door closed behind her. Small delicate features flushed and a big grin on her face a she looked at me, catching her breath. For my part, I stood there stunned, my cock still a raging hardon and my fingers coated in her cum.

“Was she…” Liz said, looking up at me with wide eyes and flush cheeks, “about me?” I could only nod, “That was wild!” Liz said then with a quick glance at the door she led me back down the hall her little hand gripping mine tight then she stopped and turned to pull me into a fierce kiss and then pulling away quickly as my hands slid around her waist.

“Mhmm looks like you still have a problem there,” Liz said as she glanced down the hardon pressed to my pants leg, “a big problem.” She looked up at my face and smiled, “maybe you could drive me home tonight, and I could return the favor?”

“You mean…?” I said my voice cracking as I stood there rocked from one too many surprising things happening in such a short time.

“Rachel! Your mom said dinner is ready!” Liz called out loudly down the hall, and her face split into a big grin when we both heard the scrambled sounds of sheets being tossed from the room.

“Down in a minute!” Came the muffled reply.

“So,” Liz whispered conspiratorially as she led me down the stairs, “what do you think she was watching? It was VR obviously, but do you think it was some lesbian porn? Is she straight of gay?”

“I don’t know,” I said and realized I’d never really seen my sister date. She was always flirtatious and popular with the boys, but as far as I knew had never gone steady with any, although she had dated several here and there.

She continued to talk about it, mentioning how sexy and crazy it had been, how hot my sister was, and how wild it was that I got to watch. We quit speaking as we entered the dining room to find the table already filled with food and my stepmom seated, sipping a glass of red wine, patiently waiting. Her eyebrow lifted artfully as we slipped into our seats, and she gave me a warm smile, saying nothing about our absence or asking what we had been whispering about.

“Is Rachel coming to dinner?” she asked.

“In a minute, she said,” I managed to squeak out, unable to meet my mom’s eyes. For some reason, I felt very guilty. We all filled out plates but waited to eat, my sister dashing down the stairs and to her chair, cheeks flushed, and a big grin on her face as she took in the spread. My mom had outdone herself tonight, and everything smelled fantastic.

Soon we were all digging in, and mom struck a conversation in between bites. She started by asking Liz how her studies were going. I watched my sister as they talked and noticed her perk up when the topic of Liz came up. She was careful not to look at the cute Asian girl often, although when she thought no one was watching, I saw her eyes tracing Liz’s delicate features. Mom kept prying into Liz's personal life, although delicately and Liz was happy to open up to us all.












Chapter 12











T
 he meal was as delicious as it smelled, and soon, we were finished and clearing the table. Liz and I helped mom while Rachel helped as well. I borrowed the keys to mom’s range rover, and with hugs and goodbyes, we slipped out into the garage and climbed in the car. We were quiet as I pulled out of the garage and started driving, then I realized in my nervousness I hadn't asked where she lived.

“Put your address in the maps app. The car will direct us over the speakers," I said, unlocking and handing my phone over.

“Ok,” Liz typed into the map’s app, “you sure are pretty trusting, aren’t you?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, glancing over to see her opening my messenger app and scrolling through it, “Hey!” I said, feeling panic rise, “What are you doing? Give that back!”

"Ha!" Liz said, scooting over near the door, "let's see who you've been sending ‘dick pics’ too, eh?”

“No one!” I said.

“Huh, you really don’t have any girls you’re hooking up with?” She asked, “You need to get out more, Jake, wait a minute! Woah!” I looked over to see Liz’s eyes widened, but I couldn’t see what she was looking at, “Is this your dick? It’s huge,” she breathed gently, “and whose tits? They’re amazing!” The panic nearly choked me when I realized what picture she was looking at, and I hit the brakes by accident, causing several cars to honk on the busy road.

“No ones,” I managed to get out, feeling my face burning in embarrassment.

“It’s ok, Jake,” Liz said, her hand covering mine where it gripped the shifter hard. “I’m not jealous, well maybe I’m jealous of her tits, but not about you and her.” I pulled along the side of her house and shut off the car, calming my breathing and looking at Liz. Her face was sincere, and she had a reassuring smile on her face. She squeezed my hand once and then slid hers up my arm as she moved close beside me. “I think it’s super fucking hot, actually.”

“You do?” I managed to ask.

"Hell yeah," She said nodding firmly as her hand slid over to my leg, "you have no idea how quiet and conservative my life has been, growing up in my household, the perfect Asian daughter, honors student, med school. I’ve had one boyfriend, one! And we never did anything but simple boring missionary sex,” as she spoke her hand slid up my thigh and across my crotch when it slid across the pants covering my thick hard cock her fingers flexed, and she looked down, "and he didn't have anything like this."

“Take it out,” I said, my voice calm, quiet, and commanding. Just like with my mom, I felt myself relaxing into the role and knew instantly how Liz would respond. She nodded silently, and we both watched her trembling hands fumble the buckle and buttons undone. Just as it was about to grow awkward, I slid my hand down her back, squeezing her ass in my strong fingers, loving the feel of her small firm cheeks.

“Oh god,” Liz whispered as she drew forth my big dick, she looked from me to it, her eyes widening with awe and desire, one hand came up to grasp it, and she paused glancing up at me, and when I nodded for her to continue, she grinned in delight and her gentle little hand took my cock in it. I hissed in pleasure as her fingers, at first cold, then warming up, slid up my cock.

"We watched your sister cum tonight," Liz said in a quiet whisper as she watched my cock pulse in her jacking hand, “and you gave me my first orgasm.” She said.

“Really?” I asked, and when she turned her head to look at me, I kissed her once more, feeling the thrill of emotion course through me as our lips made contact. Our tongues interlocked, and soon we were making out with passion as her hand drew me closer and closer to orgasm.

“I want to see you cum on that woman’s tits in real life,” Liz said breathlessly at one point between kisses.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, “that’s hot!”

“Cum for me, Jake,” She said, turning to look at my cock as her little hand flew up it, “I want to make you cum so bad!”

Then my hand gripped her ass tight, holding her close as I felt the orgasm hit in my fingers and toes coursing through me. Thick globs of cum shot out, the first strand hitting Liz on her shirt and the rest covering her arm and hand.

“Holy shit, that’s so much cum,” She breathed, panting heavily just as I was, “do you cum like that all the time?”

“I do when I’m that turned on,” I said, smiling and pulling her into another kiss.

“I have to go,” she said, pulling back, “But you’ll pick me up and drop me off tomorrow, right?”

“Of course,” I said.

With one final kiss, she slipped out of the car and dashed up to her house. I tucked my dick back in my pants and glanced around, happy to see no one could have been watching us from where we had sat. My mind was buzzing with happiness as I drove back home. I walked into the kitchen and still had a dumbstruck expression on my face when my mom caught me digging in the fridge.

“Well, how did it go?” She asked with her arms crossed under her large breasts and a smug smile on her face.

“Oh, uh fine,” I said, not quite able to meet her eyes. I saw Rachel perk up from where she sat in the living room, reading her book.

“I see,” mom said her smug smile turning more ‘Cheshire Cat’
 by the moment, I saw Rachel’s face get red with anger, and she stood abruptly and began stalking upstairs, “I still expect you to keep up with your studies Jake, and I demand,” her voice turned fierce. Her eyes bore into mine with an intensity I never remembered seeing in them, “that you score a perfect on the final test. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, gulping audibly.

Suddenly she shook herself as if coming to and turned abruptly with a troubled expression on her face and took off up to her room, passing my sister who had paused in storming out and wore a confused expression on her face. Rachel glanced at me, her expression turning sympathetic, then she winked and nodded outback. I smiled broadly and nodded. In a couple of minutes, we were both huddled behind the pool house, each taking a couple of tokes.

“What’s mom’s deal?” Rachel asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Ordering you to get a perfect score on some test that doesn’t matter? That’s insane!” She said right before taking a big toke.

“She just really wants me to do well next year and not waste the money she is paying, Liz,” I replied lamely.

“Maybe,” she said doubtfully, “what’s up with you and Liz anyway? You two fucking?” She asked. Her smile had an edge to it though, as she grinned at me, passing the vape pen.

“No!” I said, surprised by her crude language, “I mean we haven’t had sex.” I said, not wanting to lie to her any more than I had to.

"Ahh, so you two are dating? Is that why mom was so weird tonight?" I could sense the sadness in her at the news.

“No, not dating. I don’t know what’s going on, we just kissed for the first time tonight, but she doesn’t seem to be looking for anything exclusive. It’s all kinda confusing.”

“What do you mean?” Rachel asked.

She sat close to me, our hips touching, and whether it was the pot or the closeness I felt with her, I was able to open up.

“Don’t get mad,” I said, feeling nervous but also relaxed, “but we walked in on you… doing your thing, before dinner.”

“What?!” Rachel said, pulling back slightly in shock, her cheeks coloring, “you watched?” I couldn’t make out her expression; it was such a confusing wash of emotions.

“I tried not to,” I said, “but Liz pinned me in the door and she… she got off on watching you.”

"She did!?" Rachel said the shame and embarrassment of a moment before replaced with happiness and surprise. So, I told her all that happened after we walked in on her. I watched my beautiful sister's eye dilate when she heard how hot Liz had thought the scene and once more saw the confusing mix of emotions as I described all that had happened in the car.

“Whose tits, were they?” She asked when I was done with the story.

“Everything I tell you, and that’s what you focus on?” I asked, taking another hit on the pen, already very stoned.

“Wait,” she said with a start, “show me the photo.”

“No!” I said, grabbing the pocket with my phone in it.

“Jake,” my sister said, looking me dead in the eyes, “you watched me masturbate tonight and got off on it, the least you can do is show me the picture.”

“Fine,” I said and drew out my phone, unlocking it and pulling up the pic, “There,” I handed her the phone and looked away, unable to meet her eyes, so much shame at my admissions compounding with the embarrassment of her seeing the photo.

"Damn…" She said, "My little brother's dick is fucking huge!"

“Are you done,” I said, reaching out to take the phone back.

“Almost," She zoomed in on the pic, and I felt my heartbeat fast.

“What are you doing?” I asked, my voice slightly fearful. Then Rachel turned to look at me her eyes wide then back to the phone. Abruptly she handed the phone back to me and stood up. “What?” I asked her.

She stood above me, and my paranoid stoned mind froze me in place, trying to figure out what had just happened when Rachel smiled down and leaned forward. She planted a kiss on my cheek and whispered in my ear, “Mom has the sexiest tits I’ve ever seen but take a video next time, so I can have something to watch." Then she waltzed back inside with a final wink to me over her shoulder. I pulled up my phone and saw she had texted the photo to herself. I passed out that night exhausted, and my mind filled with wild images of my sister and Liz, getting it on while I took my mom over and over again.












Chapter 13











T
 he next few days were a blur of study and loaded looks passed around between the women in my life. Liz came over on Tuesday, and we got to studying, but my sister or mom would interrupt us at least a couple times each hour. Either with a question, comment, or just flouncing by dressing in skimpy and revealing clothes.

My sister Rachel was almost obsessed with Liz, and the smaller Asian woman used it to full advantage. Making sure to wear tiny schoolgirl skirts nearly every day with tight sweaters or short shirts. Whenever my sister would walk behind Liz, she would bend over the table, exposing a healthy amount of smooth thighs and tight round butt cheeks.

I saw Rachels's eyes tracking Liz's every movement. Mom was little better. She would pass behind Liz and give me exaggerated winks or checking if we wanted to just study in my room, and that it would be fine if we kept the door shut. My face was beet red with embarrassment whenever she was that obvious, but Liz just chuckled and said the dining room was perfect, that she liked the space to spread out.

I picked Liz up each morning and drove her home and got a kiss or a long make-out session each time for my trouble. We never went farther than that, there is little time, and since it was always daylighted out when I picked her up or dropped her off, we never felt safe enough to fool around in the car, we came close though a few times. Her little body felt so good it was hard to keep my hands off her.

My mom posed another problem when that Wednesday, she came through the dining room headed out to lounge by the pool with my sister. She was wearing a tiny red string bikini, and Liz's eyes nearly popped out of her skull when she saw mom's massive tits on such impressive display. Liz glanced from her big bouncing boobies to me and back again, and as mom slipped out into the backyard, she gave me a considering look.

“Hey, can I see that photo again?” Liz asked, and I felt like a rock had been dropped on my stomach. Panic filled me, and I felt my face heating up.

“Oh, I deleted it,” I said lamely.

“Really?” Liz asked with an expression that said she didn’t believe me.

“No,” I said glumly, and I pulled out my phone and let her see the photo.

“Who did you say this was again?” She asked after she had stared at it for long moments.

“I didn’t,” I said, and her answering smile was big and confident, “What?” I asked her already nervous.

“Nothing,” She said with a small secret smile, “let’s get back to studying.”

The whole week I was on pins and needles, getting knowing looks from my sister and Liz, but not knowing for sure if they had put two and two together. Finally, Friday came, and I was nervous and excited when Liz showed up. I had told her I wanted to study as much as possible for the test and couldn’t drive her that morning, but she had made me agree to take her out to dinner that night, and I had been all too happy to.

I tried hard not to get distracted by Liz and our date that night or my deal with my mom and how nervous and excited I was for that. Finally, I had the packet of papers in front of Liz, and I started the timer.

My confidence soared as I began reading through the questions, realizing I was more than prepared for the test. I flew through it, and going back had a chance to review my answers before the time was up. Liz pulled the packet before her and got out the answer sheet and her red pen.

“Let’s see how you did their smart guy,” she said with a little grin. I watched with growing confidence as she turned page after page, and the red pen never touched the paper. I was just beginning to sigh in relief when she was on the last page, certain I had done it when she said, “Ugh oh!” and checked off an answer with the pen.

“Which question?” I asked, feeling a crushing sensation of loss as I realized I had failed.

“This one here,” she said, pointing to it.

“But I’m certain I’m right!” I said, pulling over a book, “I just read that last night it’s here… somewhere.” I began furiously flipping through the book, my face red with embarrassment when I heard Liz cackling with laughter.

“I’m just fucking with you, Jake, you didn’t miss anything,” looking down at the test, she shook her head, “You got another perfect score, pretty impressive.”

“Don’t do that!” I said with a big exhalation of breath, “nearly gave me a heart attack!”

“Why do you care so much about getting perfect scores anyway?” Liz asked curiously, “It’s not like these tests matter.”

"He has a bet with me," came a soft and seductive voice from the kitchen and turning I saw my mom standing there leaning on the door frame, a big grin spreading across her face, "You did it, Jake," she said her cheeks flush with pride, "I'm so proud of you."

“What was the bet for?” Liz asked, glancing from my stacked stepmom and back to me.

“Just something he’s wanted for a long time,” mom said with a small smile, “Something I’ve been dreaming of giving him.”

“Well, he has certainly earned it,” Liz said with her own grin. “Are we still on for tonight?”

“Of course!” I said.

“Good, you can pick me up at seven if that works,” she said, avoiding my mom’s inquisitive stare.

"I'll be there," I said. Liz was packing her books away, and I stood to walk her out. At the door, she turned and pulled me into a big hug and kissed me deeply. I felt slightly awkward as this was the first time I had kissed her in the house.

“Remember to take another picture of those big tits for me,” she whispered in my ear just as she was slipping out the door.

“What do you mean?” I asked a touch nervously.

Liz just glanced back at me as she walked to her car and threw me a wink. I watched her go, staring at her tiny firm ass as it bounced back and forth. Then I felt a warm hand settle on my shoulder and something firm and soft at once, graze my back.

“You two are cute together,” mom said with a smile and a wave after Liz.

“Thanks,” I said, “I’m not sure what’s going on really, but we have a date tonight.”

“I happy for you,” mom said with a warm smile, then as she glanced at me I saw her cheeks redden and eyes shift side to side nervously, “I’m also so proud of you for how much hard work and study you have done this past month Jake. Its’ been so amazing to see.”

"It's nothing," I said, feeling awkward under her praise, "I have to thank you," I said as we headed back into the house and I began cleaning up my books, "I’ve enjoyed the clinical work and even the biology studying, I think medicine is a good fit for me, and you pushed me towards it. I might not have done this without you… help."

“You have no idea how much it warms my heart to hear you say that,” mom said, and I saw her eyes dampen with emotion, and she pulled me into a fierce embrace, “you’ve grown into such a fine young man, Jake.” She whispered the words into my ears, and I could feel her body pressed to mine, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.

“You have a reward coming to you,” mom said with a shy smile as she pulled back and looked me in the eyes, “would you like it now?” I could see mom was nervous herself, and her hips shifted side to side as if there was an itch she couldn’t scratch.

"Yes!" I said, feeling a rush of desire flood me. I'd avoided thinking about her promise because it seemed almost too good to be real.

"Your sister shouldn't be home for a few hours, so we have time," She smiled and stroked my cheek with one warm hand, "Head up to your room, and I'll go get ready."

"Ok," I said, and on impulse, I leaned forward and planted a kiss on moms' lips before dashing upstairs, the surge of desire and emotion when our lips met, nearly caused us both to get carried away.

I felt mom's hands sliding down my back to the waistband of my pants, and my hand slid down and over her firm ass, then I pulled away with ragged breath and our eyes locked, unspoken desire raging between us. Then I ran up the stairs, tearing myself away from the gorgeous woman.

I was cleaning up the little bit of mess that I had left in the room when I heard my mom exit her room and walk down the hall to mine. I felt my stomach roiling with nervousness, but the moment I saw mom step into the doorway, and I saw her soft loving eyes and smile, all my nerves disappeared. Then I noticed what she was wearing, and all thought left my mind.

Mom had on a sheer black top that clung to her curves and lifted her breasts most spectacularly. She was wearing matching sheer panties, and I could make out the dark-V of her sex between her legs. My breath finally came back, and as I took in her gorgeous face, our eyes met, and I saw a desire and hunger in her features, I’d only glimpsed before.

“Do you like it?” She asked, her shy smile turning mischievous as she cocked one leg and placed a hand on her hip, twisting sexily.

“You look amazing,” I breathed as I stood there awestruck.

“I am so proud of you, Jake,” Mom said as she walked up to me, placing a warm hand on my chest. I could feel her body heat radiating out from her, she was that close, and as I glanced down, I saw her large soft inverted nipples tightening ever so slightly, “and you have no idea how happy I am, that I get to do this for you.”

“Really?” I asked as I looked up into her beautiful eyes, “Because I’ve been fantasizing about this for weeks now.”

“I know you have baby,” Mom said as she pressed me back down into a seated position on my bed. Bending down her large, massive breasts hung deliciously before me, and she caught me staring with a wicked grin, “Just sit back and let mommy take care of everything.”

At her taboo words, I felt my cock firm up even more, and I saw her eyes flash with intense desire. I leaned back, and mom smiling slid her hands down my chest and stomach until she was undoing the buttons on my jeans. Her hands were confident and sure as she stropped my clothes off me. Soon I was completely nude and feeling vulnerable before her, but mom's sincere regard for me dashed away my nerves.

“God, you are beautiful, Jake,” Mom said as she knelt between my legs, her hands resting on my thighs. My might cock rising up between us.

“I’m beautiful?!” I said incredulously, “Just look at you mom, you’re a goddess.”

"You have no idea the effect you have on women, baby," mom said, smiling and shaking her head slightly, "smart, handsome, funny and kind… you’re the perfect package for any woman. And this,” mom grinned even wider as she slid her hands up my thighs and dragged gentle fingertips up the sides of my shaft, “You have the perfect cock baby. Long and thick, with just the perfect amount of veiny ridges to make a woman… mmhmm, Mommy is going to enjoy this.”

“Oh god, that feels amazing,” I moaned out as her fingers closed around my cock.

We both watched as her slender hand slid up and down the thick shaft. Then she released my cock, causing me to moan out in despair, only to groan in pleasure as she popped the small beaded buttons holding her top together and let her massive breasts swing free.

She watched me as I drank in the sight of her, obviously pleased with my love of her body. Then she took my cock back in a two-handed grip and began to slide her hands up and down it once more.

"Oh fuck," I said as her hands milked my cock, pleasure radiated out from her gentle but firm fingers were like a fire burning through my balls and up my spine. "That feels so good… I think…"

"Not yet baby," mom said releasing my cock just moments before I got too close to cumming, "mommy is going to savor this," she said, her eyes full of passion and her smile wanton as she peeled off her panties, now completely naked before my eyes. Knees spread, she leaned back and began to touch herself, "watch me, Jake, watch mommy cum for you."

"Holy fuck…" I breathed out my mind exploding at the perfect sight of her, one hand behind her holding her up, as the other rubbed her clit in fast little motions, her tits swaying and jiggling with the movements. In seconds I saw her stomach muscles tensing, and then she leaned forward, suddenly taking my cock in her free hand.

"Forgive me, baby, mommy needs to feel you in her mouth," my mouth opened wide as before I could say anything, I felt her hot breath and wet sucking mouth close over my cock.

"Ohhh… Mmmmm… Ohhhh!" I moaned out, and moms' eyes flew open, smiling as she saw my look of pure bliss. She sucked hard, her tongue sliding around and over my cock head, and then she was clamping down on it like a vise, as her whole body shuddered and convulsed in orgasm.

Calming down, mom closed her eyes. Her hands coming up to my cock, wrapping around the long shaft, her whole body in the motions as she slobbered all down my shaft, coating her hands in saliva. The sensation was incredible, but the sight was just too much for me. I watched her lifting up and lowering herself, hoovering my dick deeper into her mouth each time, her massive tits swaying and the room full of the scents and sounds of our passion.

“Mom,” I said, my voice strained with the effort of prolonging this pleasure as long as possible, “I’m going to cum.”

My stepmoms’ eyes flew open, and she smiled at me around the dick in her mouth, and nodding slightly kept up her heavenly ministrations. When it hit me, it was so powerful that I felt my eyes rolling back in my head, my toes curling, and even my fingers twitching as I lost control of myself. Mom had her lips wrapped tightly around the head of my cock, swallowing the pearly goodness that shot powerfully into her mouth and down her throat. A few dribbles made their way down her chin as she sat back, her hands still stroking me with tenderness as she sucked in her lips, savoring each bit of my cum.

“Oh baby, it’s been so long since I got to do that,” she looked at me, panting there on the bed and said, “thank you.”

“Jesus, mom,” I said in wonder, trying to catch my breath, “don’t thank me. Thank you! That was… I can’t even find the words…”

"That was fucking insane." Came a loud voice from the doorway cutting through the perfect mood. Moms' face turned white, and I felt my fear choke my throat as I looked over and saw Rachel standing in the doorway, an evil little grin on her face.

“Oh god!” mom cried, grabbing up her clothes and pressing them to her nakedness, she dashed out and down the hall, slamming her bedroom door behind her.

I sat there stunned on the bed naked and with my still hard cock lying across my stomach. My brain was racing about the possibilities of us getting caught. Since that first week, I hadn't worried about it.

“Don’t worry, Jake,” Rachel said with a smirk, “I’m not going to tell dad, that is so long as you do what I tell you to.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, covering myself with a blanket.

"You'll find out tonight when we pick up Liz and bring her back here," with a final wink, she closed my bedroom door and left me wide-eyed, scared, and more than a little aroused.












Chapter 14











I
 was sitting on my bed, fear and worry coursing through me at what might happen now that my sister, who had always been a bitch to me, knew about me and my stepmom's relationship
 . I was just wondering if I could cancel my date with Liz when my phone buzzed.


I can’t wait to go to dinner! Especially for after!
 The text was from Liz, followed by a few devils and fire emojis. I was just about to send her some made-up excuse for why I couldn’t go, feeling my stomach doing somersaults in my guts when another notification popped up.


Don't even think of canceling!
 The message was followed by a short video showing me with my head thrown back and my mom’s head bobbing over my crotch, her naked body on display, and a hand working furiously between her legs. I felt my cock grow hard at the video in spite of myself and then felt a chill at the next message.


You will do whatever I say, or I send this to dad, and your life and moms are ruined


Helpless rage swept through me, and I felt fury at my sister. She had always been a bitch to me, but I thought we had finally been getting along. In my bitterness, it was hard not to see that she had been manipulating me this whole time, but I knew that was absurd.

Fuming and trying to figure a way out of this situation, I started to get dressed, putting on a nice shirt, slacks, and a good pair of shoes. I was just styling my hair back from my face when my sister barged into my room, seeing me in front of the mirror, she smiled slyly.

“Don’t worry about your looks too much killer,” she said with a wink, “you’ve already trapped your prize.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” I asked, my fury at her bubbling up, “Rachel, what are you going to do with that video?”

"Nothing so long as you do everything I say," she said standing up straight and getting serious, her voice had the firm whipcord of command in it that surprised me, "now get your ass down those stairs, now!" I found myself leaping to obey.

As I hurried down the steps, I caught my mom peeking out of her room, eyes tear-stained, and face red. I paused to speak, but my sister slapped her hands together right next to my ear, "Now! And you! Get yourself washed up and dressed. You look like a mess!"

I heard mom’s door slam shut, and the water in the shower turn on, just as we walked into the garage. Rachel had a smirk on her face as she opened the driver’s side of the range rover and said, “Get in.” I paused with the door open, unable to let this madness go on.

“No!” My voice was so loud and forceful I surprised myself and saw Rachel tilt her head and look at me with slightly new eyes, “I’m not going to let you mess with Liz too, if you want to punish mom and I or if you’re going to tell dad then just do it.” Rachels's face softened and smiling; she shook her head slightly.

"Get in Jake," her voice had lost all of its earlier commands, and its easy comfort caught me so off guard I found myself getting in the seat, even more confused than I was before.

“I’m sorry if I was a bitch at home. It's just that's the best way to get anything done with mom, and I always thought you were like that too," she pulled out of the driveway and shrugged.

“What way?” I asked.

“Submissive,” she said, “so you’re not?”

"No," I said, shaking my head, "I don't think so, I don't have a preference one way or the other, I guess. What does this have to do with everything?"

“Shit… A lot of stuff is making sense now then… I guess you kind of hated me growing up.”

“You told people I was gay when I wasn’t,” I said, “not that it’s bad if I was, but you shouldn’t be the one to out me.”

“I didn’t tell anyone you were gay!” Rachel said, “What are you talking about?”

"Heather Dennison, sophomore year told practically my whole grade that you said I was gay," I said, crossing my arms, feeling the old anger rise.

“Heather Dennison came up to me in volleyball practice and told me she thought you were hot, and she was going to take you out, I told that slut she wasn’t good enough for you and that if she did, I’d tell the whole school about her giving chlamydia to the soccer team. She said that?! Fucking bitch!”

“You told her what?” I said, my mind spinning, “Wait, you’re serious?" Rachel pulled over to the side of the road and turned in her seat to look at me.

"You thought I'd do something that fucked up to you?” Her face was a mixture of sadness and dawning understanding, “And I guess if you aren’t into power play on top of that, then you hated me. Oh man, I'm sorry, Jake," she reached out and gripped my hand her voice and face sincere, then she chuckled, "you have to admit that it’s kind of funny.”

“It wasn’t funny to me at the time!” I said, still somewhat angry, although I wasn’t sure exactly why. Perhaps it was that I still felt hurt but didn’t have anywhere to direct it anymore, not if I was going to believe Rachel. “Why did you think I was a sub, or into… power play?”

"Well… I guess I have to tell you now; honestly, I thought you already knew." Rachel sat back in the seat and looked up, thinking to herself, then she began to speak quietly, opening up to me in a way she never had before, “You have to remember I was just a confused kid, figuring out my sexuality. I guess I never really thought there was anything outside of what I was into. With mom gone, and dad an absentee father, I learned on my own, and that came from observing others around me through the prism of my desires.

“You see, I knew early on that I enjoyed being in control. I saw all of life as a power struggle and sex more than anything. It didn’t matter if it was a man or a woman. I just enjoy being in control. I found Julia’s collection of straps and harnesses early on.”

“What?” I asked in surprise, interrupting her.

“Oh yea,” Rachel said, giving me a wink, “our stepmom secretly collects BDSM gear and toys. She has never acted out on it, near as I can tell, or at least not in years. She never takes it, but the porn movies are often watched.”

"Porn?" I said, hating how strained and immature my voice sounded and resolving to stop asking silly questions.

“You know the shoe rack she had built into her closet years back?” Rachel asked.

“Yea.”

“Well, if you pull that out, there’s a large storage area hidden behind it, and it's filled with all sorts of things. Straps, buckles, bindings… dildoes… vibrators. Everything you can imagine. There's also a massive porn collection, but it's all BDSM videos. Nothing too hardcore, just some tying up and spanking, lots of anal videos. LOTS of anal videos."

“Dude, what the fuck?” I said, amazed, “that was in mom and dad’s room? And I never knew?! You sure it’s not dads?”

“Positive, I found out dads' fetish early on, and he is so gross he keeps that shit on lockdown. Honestly, I think that's why he lives in Asia now. Julia’s stuff never got moved more than a little bit here and there if she cleaned up. At first, I thought she was like me and was into dominating, but she is super submissive and seems to delight in being ordered around or yelled at, although she tries to hide it. So, I kind of got away with murder growing up,” Rachel said with an embarrassed shrug.

“So, wait,” I said, letting a lot of pieces fall into place in my head, and trying to fill in the gaps, “are you a lesbian? Because you seemed super into Liz.”

"I don't like labels," Rachel said with an offhand wave of her hand and a sniff. I was reassured to see she was still my sister, and things made a lot more sense now, "but I've learned to sniff out someone who is the perfect sub over the years, and that little minx is just waiting for a collar."

“You were wrong about me,” I said, “you could be about her too.”

“Yea, I was,” she said, “but you have to forgive me that, I saw how obsessed you were with Julia growing up, and I just assumed. I’m not wrong about Liz though, that girl has a freak lurking within her, dying to get out.” I couldn’t argue with that.

"I had you wrong all along with little brother," Rachel said, turning back in her seat and starting the car again, "but don't worry, I'll make it all up to you."

“How are you going to do that?” I asked, curious, and a little nervous at the same time.

“Just you wait and see,” Rachel said with a sly grin.

No matter how I asked, she wouldn’t tell me about what she was planning. She was all too happy to tell me about her exploits over the years, of the girls and guys who she had tried to dominate and how it had worked out, or more often didn’t work out. It wasn’t until she found a weak-willed professor all too willing to be tied up spanked by a gorgeous young co-ed that she had finally been able to explore her fantasies a bit. That relationship had ended quickly once she got over the rush of finally living out her fantasy in full and realized the man was shallow, ugly, and not even really into being a sub. Just willing to do whatever he had to touch her.












Chapter 15











F
 inally, we pulled up out front of Liz's house, and I saw her door open, and she came running out, a severe-looking older Asian couple was standing in the doorway, and my sister and I got out and walked. Liz was surprised to see my sister and her parents glanced at each other, giving us each a slightly confused smile. Liz introduced Rachel and me and I shook their hands, feeling judged by their eyes. My sister broke the mood; however, informing the parents that she would be our chaperone for the evening to make sure we kids had good clean fun.

The effect her tall blond beauty had on the two Asian parents was immediate and pronounced. Liz's mom fluttered under the attention, unable to slip in comments about her daughter's many accomplishments in-between wondering glances at the type of woman she typically only ever saw in magazines. Liz's dad had his tongue-tied around in knots, and his eyes were practically falling out of his skull as they bulged. They betrayed the man as they slid over Rachels, long lean, and rounded form.

When my sister turned her devastating eyes on the man and let him know that no matter how late Liz returned, he could rest assured she would be safe with her, the man could only nod, smiling dumbly. His wife swatted his arm, and he blinked, not even glancing at the woman before going back to trying to memorize my sister's looks. We were walking out to the car when the man finally perked up.

“Pictures!” He cried, as if he had some great revelation, then running inside, he came out a few seconds later. Liz apologized, her face blushing prettily.

“Don’t apologize,” Rachel said with a smile and a wink, “I enjoy the attention.”

Then the man was back with a super expensive Nikon and large lens. Rachel pulled Liz in between us, and the man snapped away. We pretended to ignore as he zoomed in on Rachel and snapped photos of her in a somewhat creepy fashion.

His wife didn't notice, frowning behind the man and finally swatting him in the head and barking at him. The man hopped away and back inside, the two of them arguing as they shut the door, with one final smile for us.

“Jake,” Liz said, once we had both climbed in the car, Liz and I in the back seat my sister driving, “why is your sister here?”

“A better question is, why did you watch me masturbate?” Rachel asked, her lips twisted in a knowing grin.

"What?" Liz asked, stunned, then she turned to me, "you told her?" her eyes didn't hold accusation, more curiosity, and intrigue than anything else. Rachel gave me a wink and drove downtown, parking at a nice little sushi restaurant.

“Let’s get something straight,” Rachel said once we had all sat down and ordered, the awkwardness and tension so thick you could cut it with a knife, “I’ve got my brothers back no matter what, and I’m not going to let some cute little cock tease come and play with his emotions.”

“Cock tease?!” Liz said indignantly, “I don’t know what he told you,”

“Everything,” Rachel said with a hard smile cutting her off, “he told me everything. If you aren’t playing some game, then why did you want to see him fooling around with some big titted older woman?”

“Because,” Liz began her eyes downcast in shame, “because I thought it was hot.”

“And why did you dress so sexy every day this week, flashing your little panties for all of us to see?”

“Were you thinking about me… when we watched you?” Liz asked a sliver of defiance in her voice as she looked up.

“Answer my question.” Rachel said.

"No, first you answer mine," Liz had a furrowed brow and a look that I recognized.

“Just answer her, Rachel,” I said, “she won’t talk until you do.” Liz glanced at me, grateful for the support but still a little unsure of what was going on.

“Ok, fine,” Rachel said, leaning back her grin wicked, “I was thinking about you… but that wasn’t all I was thinking about.” She finished with a wink.

“What else?” Liz asked.

“Nope,” Rachel shook her head, still grinning, “I answered your question, now you answer mine.”

“Ok, fine,” Liz said, scowling, “yes, I was wearing the clothes to tease you and Jake, I just liked the attention is all.”

“Is that all you planned to do,” Rachel said, leaning forward and whispering over the sushi plates, “a little wank and then on to the next dude?”

“I don’t know,” Liz said, glancing at me and blushing, “do we have to talk about this here?”

"Yes," Rachel said, her voice ringing with command once more, "you have to do everything I say because you're a nasty little slut who peeps on girls in their rooms, now answer me."

“I planned to give him a blowjob, but,” she glanced at me apologetically, “I wasn’t going to have sex with him unless he took the video and sent it to me.”

“Why?” Rachel and I asked at the same time.

Liz closed her eyes tight, face and neck flushed red with embarrassment, “Because I recognized the tits as your stepmom’s, and I thought it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I went straight to bed and got off like seven times, thinking about seeing the video.” She dropped her face into her hands in shame, “God, I’m a terrible person.”

Rachel looked at me, and her face bore a triumphant expression, nothing like the stunned amazement I felt. Does everyone know?!
 I thought to myself.

“No, Liz,” my sister said, her eyes staring into mine, dancing with kinky energy, “you aren’t a terrible person, you’re exactly what my brother needs.” Then my sisters hypnotically beautiful turned their radiance on Liz, the smaller Asian woman spellbound and by the older and more confident one. “And I believe you’re exactly what I need.”

“You?” Liz asked, the shame draining from her expression, replaced with shy hope.

The check came, and Rachel reached out and took it before I could, slipping her credit card in, "That's right, darling if you want ever to see that video, or something even better, then you’ll have to agree to do everything I say, first."

Liz looked at me, her gaze questioning, and when she saw the look in my eyes, she grinned and turned back to my sister.

“Yes, Mistress, I agree to it all!”

“Mistress… I like the sound of that.” She stood, “come on; then, we need to get home.”

Liz and I slid into the back of the car once more, and Rachel started heading home. Once we were on the road, Liz reached over and gripped my hand, and I squeezed her back, still nervous and unsure what my sister had planned.

“Liz, you promise to do anything I tell you, right?” Rachel asked, glancing into the rearview mirror at us as she drove.

“Yes,” Liz said, then hesitating said, “you’re aren’t going to tell me to do anything illegal, are you?”

“No, nothing illegal, not in most states at least,” Rachel said with a smile, “It turns out I have a lot of making up to do with my little brother, and you know the way to any man’s heart right, Liz?”

“Their stomachs?” She asked nervously.

"Wrong, the true way to a man's heart is through his dick," Rachel winked at her in the mirror, "so you put that pretty little mouth of yours to work, sucking my little brothers cock. I want him to cum at least one more time before he gets his prize."

“Of course, mistress!” Liz said with a happy little smile on her face as she turned in the bucket seat towards me, reaching down to the buckle of my pants.

“Hey, wait!” I said, glancing out the windows. They were tinted dark, but we were still driving through town while the sun was just setting and the roads full of traffic. "aren't we a little exposed?" Liz didn't stop in her removing my pants.

“You promised to do everything I said, little brother, remember?” Rachel asked, glancing at me in the mirror, “I can still send that video to dad.”

"What video?" Liz asked as she slipped out of her seat and pulled my cock out of pants.

“Just the one of him getting a blowjob a couple hours ago from our mom.”

"Damn!" Liz said with a smile as she looked up at me, one small hand sliding up my cock, "Show it to me, Jake," then she planted a soft kiss just under the head of my cock, causing me to shiver in pleasure, "Please?"

“Show her Jake,” Rachel said, “Give her a taste of what she’s going to see later.”

So, I pulled out my phone and pulled up the video, even as Liz slipped her wet lips over the head of my cock. They stretched out wide as she sucked me into her mouth. I felt her little tongue slide up and around the tip of my cock, teasing, and tasting. I let the video start to play, and Liz moaned out, her humming throat doing wonders to my dick.

“Hurry up, we’re almost home,” Rachel said with a wink to me in the mirror.

“Mhmm mmmm Juuukkkkeeee, mmmhmmm gluck gluck mmm gluck,” Liz pulled her hand into the motion as her head began to bob up and down on my cock, saliva pooling out of her mouth and down my cock. She was inexperienced, and I could tell she was just putting into practice things she had seen or read about, the motions awkward until she began to relax and learn what pleased me best.

I felt my orgasm approaching, the fact that my sister was in the front seat of the car, watching the action now and then in the mirror and licking her lips in lusty desire, only made the encounter hotter, to be honest. I fought to hold it off as long as I could, wanting to savor the pleasure, but then I felt Liz stop her steady bobbing and begin sucking and slobbering focused on the soft and sensitive head of my cock, her hand jacking up and down my shaft and I felt myself going over the edge.

“I’m cumming, Liz!” I said, warning the young woman.

"You better swallow it all," my sister said, "like a good little cock sucking slut. Fill her mouth, Jake!"

“Oh fuck,” I moaned out as the orgasm hit me. I saw Liz’s cheeks bulge as thick streams of cum filled her mouth, nearly overflowing out. But the small woman swallowed it down, sucking and savoring each morsel until I had to stop her questing lips and tongue as my cock grew over sensitive.

“Good girl,” said Rachel as she pulled onto our street, “that was excellent work and perfect timing.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Liz said with a self-satisfied smile as she plopped back into her seat, wiping her lips with a dainty hand. She flashed me a big grin, and I felt my cock twitch once again at her adorable dimples.












Chapter 16











R
 achel parked the car in the garage, and we all climbed out. When we entered the house, I was surprised to find mom up in the kitchen with a cup of tea, with a gentle smile on her face. I looked at her concerned at first, but she had no signs of stress or worries as she watched us come in. Her eyes found mine first, and when I put all my love and concern for her in my gaze, I saw her small smile grow and deepen, and she nodded as if deciding something to herself. Then she turned to my sister, and her big grin tempered and grew somewhat unsure.

“Welcome back.” She said, “Is the date done already?”

“Oh no,” Rachel said before I could speak, “the date’s just getting started.”

“What are you kids going to do this evening?” Mom asked both her voice and expression mild.

“Well, you see, mom, that’s just the thing,” Rachel said, stopping and stroking one finger down Liz’s cheek. “I was just thinking what Jake did over his summer break was pretty amazing.”

“I agree,” mom said.

"And since he will be at Stanford next year hitting the books hard, I figured he needed an extra special reward for all that he has done… and will do."

“Oh?” Mom asked, her voice still completely non-committal, “and you, Liz, what do you think about Jake here being rewarded for his hard work?”

“I think he deserves it, and it would be a privilege to… witness it.” She hissed in a breath as my sister dragged one perfectly manicured nail down her cheek, “and I am willing to do anything
 to serve my mistress.” She turned her big docile eyes up to Rachel in a slavish expression that might have been funny if it didn’t charge the room with sudden sexual energy.

“Get upstairs,” Rachel said to mom, and I recognized her normal snide tone, but in light of my recent knowledge, I was able to see new things. It was amazing. Mom just gave her a gentle, calm smile like always, but she was quick to oblige my sister. Sashaying up the stairs with her round firm behind drawing my gaze like a load stone.

“You two, get up to your room Jake and wait for us,” she held up one finger and admonished us, “don’t get up to any hanky-panky. I want you both fresh for the… festivities.”

I felt Liz shuddering with desire next to me, and my limbs were trembling. I still wasn't sure that I felt comfortable as a total sub, it just didn't quite fit for my headspace, but so far everything had gone amazingly well, and I couldn't wait to see what was coming.

“This night just got so intense, dude!” Liz said at my side, “I feel almost liberated by this.”

“What do you mean?” I asked as we climbed to my room.

"Like everything I dreamed of doing but was too shy or nervous about taking the initiative and just doing, your sister has this way of just… well, not forcing me, but making me do it and not feel guilty, embarrassed, or shy about it. Like in the car, that was my first time giving head. I had no idea what I was doing at first, but something about the situation let me get out of my head, relax, and just enjoy it."

“Well, I couldn’t tell,” I said with a grin as I hugged her close quickly and entered my room, “although that was only my second, so I don’t have much more experience.”

“So earlier, your mom gave you your first,” then she made the head motion with a round ‘O’ of her lips, I nodded, “that’s intense, and now… now you’re going to fuck her.”

“No,” I said incredulously, but even as I said it, I knew she was right. My cock grew hard just as I realized it, and Liz seeing the look on my face and my now thickened cock as it pulled against my pants, laughed so hard she snorted.

Just then, I heard the door at the end of the hall open, and Liz stood on tiptoes giving me a peck on the cheek, “Go get her tiger!”


“LIZ!” My sister shouted from the end of the hall, and Liz perked up and stepped out of the room, I peeked out as well to see my mom standing at the end of the hall, dressed in a white, pink and baby blue nighty that did little to hide her prodigious proportions. My sister stood beside my stepmom, dressed in a black leather outfit with the crotch and tits bare.

“You ever lick pussy with that cock sucking mouth of yours?” The crude language sent a jolt through my mom, but I felt Liz trembling in desire, even as she shook her head.

“No Mistress, but I am eager to try,” her cheeks blushed, and her little shy smile brought out her dimples, nearly breaking my heart.

“Good girl, now come here.” Reaching out, she placed a hand on moms’ shoulder, stopping her and waited there until Liz drew close. “Now give her a kiss, mom,” she said, stunning both women. Mom’s eyes were wide as she glanced at me, shy, and then to Liz with a sweet smile. Leaning forward, she was stopped by my sisters’ hand once again, “His reward begins now, Julia.”

Mom nodded, and with one final glance to me, she pulled Liz into a passionate embrace, her hand sliding down to cup the smaller Asian woman's ass as she lifted and drew her in close, grinding on her. Her tongue slid into Liz's mouth, surprising her, but in a half-second, Liz was fully into it.

Several long seconds passed as the two of them made out. Finally, they pulled back from each other, both breathing heavily, and then mom turned to walk to me, her gaze hot upon my face and body, resting on my crotch as they flared wide.

"She is yours now, Jake," my sister said, "your very own mommy slave. I expect you to use every one of her holes before I'm done with little Liz here," she said, stroking her hand down Liz's back and pulling her close. "You take care of that, and I promise dad will never see that video or any other."

“You’re insane,” I said with a big stupid grin on my face looking at Rachel.

"I love you too, little bro'." She said with a wicked grin as she pulled a grinning Liz into her room.

“I love you too big sis’,” I said as I took in my mother’s heavenly body, dressed up in sexy little clothes. Her head bowed, and hand clasped before her waist. It was such a perfect submissive role. I knew she was trying to communicate her desires and what our dynamic would be. I stood there, taking her in with a critical eye for a few seconds before I finally said, “come in here and stand before my bed.”

“Yes, Jake,” mom said, her voice and demeanor docile while her face bore a small triumphant smile.

She walked in slowly and stood before my bed facing me. I walked in, closing the door behind me absently. Here, now was finally my greatest fantasy. My stepmoms’ body was so sexy, and her face so gorgeous; it was like a wonderland that I was finally allowed to enter. One I had dreamed about for years and never hoped to enter.

From slender toes and elegant feet, up trim well-muscled legs, to wide hips, a small patch of trimmed hair between her legs, flat, taut stomach, and massive swaying breasts that seemed to have their gravity. I wanted to kiss her, to make passionate love to her, but if I was honest, that was secondary to my overwhelming desire just to explore and please her. Mom seemed more than willing, eager even as I stepped up, both my hands cupping her heavy breasts as gazed at them, hefting their weight and massaging them together.

“Mhmm! Oh, Jake… uh mmm…!"

I relaxed my hands and felt her soften into me, her little moans of pleasure spurring me on as I slowly pulled free the ties of her baby doll nighty, and the top slid down her arms. I took first one great big inverted nipple into my mouth, slowly and gently sucking and rolling the nipple between my lips and tongue, then the other. Sinking to my knees, I kissed down the tan skin of her stomach and breathed in her musky aroma. With gentle, delicate fingers, I drew her panties down her hips and thighs.

“No, Jake,” Mom said, her hands weakly trying to push me away, “this is for you.”

"Exactly," I growled, "now lay back on the bed." Mom sat down and lay back, her hands clutched together over her stomach, "Don't forget, you're my toy mom, and I'll play with you, however I want." To my amazement, her whole body relaxed at the words, and her knees parted slowly.

“Yes, Jake, whatever you want, baby,” her words were loving, but the sounds were filled with heat and desire, “Mommy will give you everything.”

I licked, touched and teased her, exploring her sex just at Liz had explored mine. Free of all stress, I was able to learn how to please her—finding that soft and gentle touches would get me farther than a firm and rough approach. Light flicks of my tongue just across the hood of her clit soon had her hand wrapped up in my comforter in two fists, as she screamed out her joy.

I stood back, a great big grin on my face as I watched my mom heaving deep breaths, her chest mottled red in the wake of her great orgasm. Then as if she was a woman possessed, she sat up quickly hand, reaching out and clawing me to her. Her lips found mine, and soon the passion had swallowed all thought and plans.

“Oh Jake, I need you, please I need you, baby,” her hands worked quickly undoing my pants and buckle, soon they were kicked off, and we were both pulling my shirt over my head, Her long legs wrapped around my hips, and she pulled me in, her warm hand gripping my cock and lining it up. I felt the head of my cock brush warm wetness, then one of her hands was on my hip, guiding me forward.

“It’s ok, baby, mommy will guide you, uh… oh!” I felt her heavenly embrace drawing me in, and my cock slid into her, feeling her pussy to tight it gripped me. “Slow baby,” mom hissed her eyes opening to look at me in wonder and joy, “oh, you’re so big, I’m getting… uhh…. Stretched out so good.”

The grip of her pussy on my cock sent shivers throughout my body. Her hands on my back slid up and took my head, turning it to face hers until our lips met. Tongues interlocked, and bodies writhed. Her hungry body devoured me, and I intern sought every nook and cranny of her flesh to feel and caress as I pounded into her with abandon.

She locked up under me, her teeth sinking into my shoulder as she cried out in ecstasy, and I felt my cock beginning to pulse with orgasm, and I tried to back my cock out of her spasming pussy walls.

“Cum in me, baby, cum deep in mommy!” She locked her ankles around my back, forcing me deeper into her as I began to cum deep in her womb, “Oh god… mhmm.”

"Oh, mom," I panted as I caught my breath, your skin slick with sweat. My stepmoms body gave a small shiver, and I felt my cock pulse with pleasure. "Oh, too sensitive," she said, her face scrunched up. I had other ideas anyway and orders from my sister to carry out. Her legs relaxed, and I pulled out of her rolling onto my back, propped up on pillows. Mom glanced at me, her eyes slightly dazed and unfocused until I spoke, then a crystal clarity of desire burnt through her eyes.

“Suck my cock clean, mom,” I commanded in a gentle voice.

"Oh, baby!" Mom said as she rolled over, gathering my dick in her gentle hands and raining kisses upon it and gently sucking my head into her warm wet mouth, "you made mommy feel so good, Jake. I have never cum like that," She looked up at me, her expression serious, "I've wanted this for so long, please promise me things won't change back, I couldn't stand that life."

“Never,” I said as I cupped her cheek, “your mine now, and I have no plans to ever let you go. You couldn’t possibly have wanted this more than I did, but either way, oh…. Ahhh damn that is so hot mom!” she had taken my cock into her mouth, wrapping her great tits around the shaft, her lips just popping up and over the crown of my cock and then back down to suck in the little of my dick that protruded from her breasts.

I rested my head back and felt my whole-body relaxing, melting back into the mattress.

“Yes, baby, let mommy take care of you,” she said as she slowly and gently worshipped my cock with her tits and tight lips.

I felt my balls churning once again, and I glanced down, amazed that she had brought me to orgasm so quickly. Her eyes smiled up at me, and as I watched her thick lips twisting and teasing my dick, I reached down and wrapped her tits around the shaft tight. With two firm thrusts each sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body, I watched as thick creamy jets of cum shot out and across my mom’s face, and then into her open waiting mouth, filling it as she swallowed as quickly as she could, tongue sliding around my dick licking away all that remained.

My stepmom gazed up at me with eyes that looked drunk, her cheeks and thick hair covered in lines of pearly white cum as she sucked in her bottom lip, eyes closed as she savored her reward. Once I had caught my breath, I stood and pulled mom to her feet.

“Woah, my legs are shaky,” she said, smiling and falling into my arms, “where are we going?”

"To take a shower," I said as I looked her over, glancing down to the rest of her sweat-slick body, seeing her bare ass juggling side to side and massive breasts swaying was so sexy, I knew I just had to have her again.

I pulled her in close, kissing her deep and felt her melt into me. My hand slid down her body and took up her firm cheeks, kneading, and gripping the flesh tight. The need to be in firm control swept over me, and I took hold of mom's hips and turned her around.

“Oh, Jake!” she cried as I pressed her face down into my computer desk. The mouse was jostled, and the screen clicked on, showing an image of a cute anime girl I had as my desktop, mom glanced up at the picture, and her hips flexed back into me. I felt her wet pussy slide along my cock as I popped up hard between her thighs.

“Did you dream of this, Jake?” Mom said in a nasty whisper as she between me and the computer screen, “Imagine bending mommy over your desk while you used her pussy as your personal toy?”

I slammed my cock deep into her in one thrust, and she squealed in surprise and pleasure.

“How about you, mom? Did you imagine my big dick ravaging your pussy?”

"Oh, yes, baby! I imagined you bending me over in the kitchen, ugh….. fuck baby….. mommy’s gunna…. Cum……”

“Keep…. Talkin… “ I said between thrusts, the walls of her sex were writhing and flexing around my dick in ways that melted my brain, but I knew I could hold out now, and her words were insanely hot and taboo.

“You’ve made your step mommy… your slave baby… oh fuck… I dreamed of this… this… I imagined kneeling… under your desk… servicing you… while you watch you hentai and pornos. Your perfect slave.”

I paused in my thrusting, “You’re going to do that,” I said with certainty.

“Now, baby?” Mom said, picking up her head, it wobbled on her neck as she blinked her eyes owlishly at me. I slammed back into her, my cock feeling too good ever to leave her heavenly place.

“No, but soon… fuck, that’s so incredible!”

“Mhmm, I can't wait… I can feel your cock… so thick… using me…"

I felt my orgasm approaching again, sliding my hand up mom's stomach, I gripped one massive tit and pulled her up close. She turned back her lips finding mine as we rutted there against the desk, losing my rhythm I lost myself in wantonly hammering into her, feeling her body tense and wrap around me like a vise, I filled her womb once more.

We collapsed back onto the bed, making our way hand over hand, out legs weak from pleasure, laughing as we flopped back. I thought of my sister and Liz and wondered what wickedness they’d gotten up to, but that was far off and hazy. Right now, I felt the gorgeous stepmom snuggle up into my arm, her thick, soft hair tickling at my cheeks as with a murmured “I love you,” we passed out in each other’s arms. I slept like a king and dreamed of what the next school year would be like, with all its challenges and amazing benefits.





To Be Continued


















Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage




















Chapter 1











I
 walked through the airport with my wife, and my heart filled with dread. The day had finally come when my Mother-in-law would be moving in with us. I had never even met the woman, but now she would be living in my house for the rest of our lives.

Let me back up and explain. My wife is a Vietnamese immigrant who came over when she was a teenager and lived with family here. She is a genius, certified in Vietnam apparently, and excelled in school, all while having to teach herself the language. She put herself through college and got her master's in engineering and then a job as a design engineer for a small start-up. That's where I met her.

I was hired at the firm as a system engineer, and on my first project, Hahn was my design engineer. For me, it was love at first sight, for Hahn I was just one more white guy flirting with the cute Asian girl. She is ten years younger than me and much as you might imagine a young Asian woman. She is 5' 4'' and very slim, with decent b-cup breasts, but her best feature is her ass. It is perfect. Every man who sees her agrees, there are few Asian girls with as perfect an ass.

It took me a few months to win her over, but eventually, we went out on a date. Hahn is reserved and shy, so it took a long time for her to open up. It turned out that she wasn't very experienced in bed. Our sex was good in the beginning, but she was never willing to try anything other than missionary sex, and she had a very low libido. Despite this, we both fell madly in love and got married two years later.

Hahn and her mom have a great relationship, but her mom was in Vietnam for most of her life. It took many years for the paperwork to be approved, but finally, she was able to move over here to the states, and since we had just bought our first home, a little four-bedroom house in northern California, the timing was perfect. Except for the fact that I was about to be living with a woman I didn't know who spoke a language, I could only understand a few words in, and most of those swear words.

So, I stood waiting at the bottom of an escalator, anxious as hell, as I watched people stream down. I had seen photos of Mai, but most were old and grainy. We noticed her step onto the escalator at the same time, but I suspect we both had different reactions. Hahn gripped my arm and jumped up in excitement, but I just stood there a bit stunned.

Her face was an older version of Hahn, thought her skin was beautiful still, but that's where the similarity ended. Where Hahn is slim of hip and bust, Mai is rounded. My mouth went dry as I saw her massive cleavage, hidden beneath a conservative sweater and jacket. That instantly made me think of Hitomi Tanaka, the Japanese porn star.

Then she was at the base of the escalator and Hahn, and she was hugging and crying, speaking over each other in Vietnamese. When Mai turned to me, her eyes lit up and took me in, pausing at my broad shoulders and bearded face as her smile widened. I tried to shake her hand, but she just pulled me into a tight embrace.

We got her luggage, which required several carts to get to the car and then headed home to a surprise party. Hahn had invited a lot of her friends from church and the local community to welcome her mom. Hoping she would make a friend or two to help her fit in. Everyone had brought dishes, and I'd made a pot of pulled pork with coleslaw and toasted buns.

I think Mai just wanted to go to bed and sleep after her long trip, but she put on a smile when she saw the party and was very gracious to everyone there. Hahn loves to entertain, so she was in her element bouncing from one group to another and keeping everyone entertained. I love to see her like that, so happy and flower-like, spinning around the room, all bright colors, and sweet smells.

The party was a great success, and I was quite proud of the food I had served, so I had a couple of glasses of wine. I didn't realize I was drunk until I walked to the bathroom and stumbled in the hallway wall. Before I knew it, Mai was at my side, helping me up and down to the bathroom. She was speaking, but I couldn't understand her words, I kept looking at her trying to puzzle out the meaning my mind and eyes kept wandering down to that expanse of marvelous cleavage that had been threatening to draw my gaze all day.

I suddenly realized that we were in the bathroom standing still and had been for quite some time. Somehow my hands had encircled Mai's slim waist, and she was pressed up close against my crotch, my hardness pressing itself against her.

As I realized our situation, my hands sprang from her hips, and I tried to step away, but her hands which had circled around me grabbed my ass in two handfuls, and she pulled me close to her, her eyes were closed, and she breathed heavily. For several awkward seconds, we stood like that, and just as I was about to say something, Mai began to shudder slightly against me, and her face flushed red, then she sagged. Her eyes opened and looked up at me. I thought to see fear or shame, but all she showed me was pure happiness and gratitude.

My drunken mind was still in a haze trying to process what had happened as she let me go, and quickly slipped from the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. But not before looking back in and giving me one final smile and a wink. 

Once my raging hardon had died down, I pissed and then went about cleaning up after the party. Hahn said her mom had gone to bed early a combination of wine and too much jet lag. When we finally got into bed, I tried once again to get Hahn into the mood.

“Jesus Dave isn’t once a month enough for you?!” Hahn complained loudly when I pulled her close and let her know how excited I was.

“Just take care of it yourself and not in the bed like last time. You woke me up.” 

I got out of bed, deciding I'd have a glass of wine and watch a little Sports Center to calm down. When I got to the kitchen, I found Mai sitting at the table, having a cup of tea. She looked up and smiled as I came in and stood to wave me to a chair, saying something in Vietnamese. Then she went to the liquor cabinet and pulled out my bottle of Jameson and poured a double shot worth into a glass, and brought it to me neat.

All I could do was smile at her in gratitude as I took a sip, Mai didn't move back to her seat, however, she rested her hand on my shoulders and began to give me a massage. Her small hands were sure and strong, and soon my stress was melting away. Combined with the whiskey, I promptly forgot the troubles with my wife and just enjoyed the moment. Soon I began to enjoy it a little too much, perhaps it was my frustrations from earlier, or maybe it was the feel of Mai's large breasts pressed against my back, but my body began to respond, and my shorts were so loose I didn't really notice. What drew my attention was Mai's sharp intake of breath and her hands stopping their ministrations on my shoulders. I opened my eyes to see the flagpole that had risen at my waist, and I looked up at Mai with embarrassment, only to find her eyes wide and mouth open as she stared openly at my hard-on.

I stood and turned from her, apologizing as I took my glass to the sink, downing the last of it. When I turned back, Mai's expression was back to her sweet and gentle smile as she bustled around the table, cleaning up her tea and honey.

I went to move out of the kitchen, muttering a goodnight to her, but she stopped me with a hand on my arm, and her arms encircled me in another tight hug, this was almost too much for me as I felt her amazingly rounded body pressed close. She pressed her cheek into my chest and muttered something in Vietnamese before looking up to me and cupping my cheek in one warm hand.

"You a good man David," She said in a thick accent, "Hahn is lucky woman."

"Uhm, thank you," I said awkwardly. Standing there, I felt myself getting hard again.

“Hahn may be cold, but she loves you, you know?" She asked, haltingly looking at me with a questioning frown.

I didn't trust myself to speak, so I just nodded and gave her a tight smile.

"I know problems, she tells me," Hahn said as she pressed herself to me tightly, one hand sliding down my back to gently cup my butt cheek. "I'm here to help…" That last was almost a whisper, she said it so gently and quietly.

Then she released her grip on me and was moving back and down the hall but not before giving me one last secretive smile as she slipped into her bedroom.

There I stood even harder than I had been in my bedroom and utterly confused. I went to bed frustrated that night, my mind turning over her words again and again.












Chapter 2











T
 he next morning, we all woke and began to establish a morning routine. Hahn would be up first, get ready, and head into the office for a 7 am manufacturing meeting. Meanwhile, I didn't have to be in the office until 9 am every day, so I would take my time, have a cup of coffee, and then head to the garage and lift weights for an hour while I read the paper.

When I got up that morning, Hahn was already and heading out the door.

"I'm heading out Dave, my mom hasn't gotten up yet, but let her know the rice for porridge is in the fridge."

"Ok, darlin, have a good day," I mumbled, still wiping the sleep from my eyes.

"I love you, honey," Hahn said as she came to give me a hug and a kiss. "I am sorry about last night; I was just so tired."

“Oh… it’s ok.” I said as I circled my arms around her waist, “Maybe tonight?”

"Oh, honey, I'm sorry I will be stuck at the office until late tonight." Hahn looked disappointed, but then a mischievous light entered her eyes, "Don't worry, my mom is here to help with things."

“Ha! How is she going to help with that?” I said it with a laugh in my voice, but my dick twitched at the thought of the busty little Mai and our interactions the previous night.

Hahn's face turned bright red, and she turned it down to hide from me, "You might be surprised," she whispered then she turned up to look at me with that mischievous look back in her eyes, "Just promise me that you will let her love you just as much as I do."

“What an odd thing to say. Of course, darling." I said.

Hahn looked up at me, and her smile was broader, "You better love me the most! No matter what happens!"

"Ugh, of course, I love you." I pulled back and looked her in the eye. "What's going on Hahn, what's this about your mom?"

Hahn looked down, and her cheeks blushed red again.

"I talked to my mom about…. So, she came to help me… no us, out…. I can't say more than that yet, and the final decision is moms. But promise me that you won't refuse anything she wants to do for you. Anything at all." Hahn looked up into my eyes with a pleading and intense look.

“Of course, Hahn, but you’re making me worried, what’s going on?” I asked.

"Nothing, don't worry about it, Dave. But know that I love you, and nothing that you or my mom could do will change that. Remember that, OK?"

"Ok, Hahn." My mind was preoccupied with thoughts about my mysterious wife as she hustled off to work, and I made a cup of coffee and headed to the garage with my paper.

After my workout, I made myself another cup of coffee and headed to the bathroom to shower and shave. As I passed Mai's room, I saw the door was standing wide open, and I couldn't help but glance in. She stood before the closets floor-length mirrors brushing her hair. Her bathroom hung, tied loosely at her waist. It was wide open at the top, giving me a spectacular view of her massive breasts, the edges of the soft fabric just covering her nipples.

I just stood there for a second frozen in shock, then I remembered myself and went to keep walking> Mai had been watching me through with a knowing look on her face.

“David,” Mai said as she came to the doorway brush forgotten in one hand and a gentle look on her face, “Come.” 

She reached out and took my arm, holding it against her side as she drew me into her room. I couldn't help but feel the massive swell of her breast as it pressed against my side. She brought me over to an old chair we had set up in a corner for her to read or sew-in, and pushed me into it. Then stood by my side hands clasped before her as she struggled to find words.

"Hanh, tell me many things." She said in her thick accent. "She love you very much, but worry, she not enough." Then Mai looked me in the eye, her cheeks coloring slightly. "That you have needs, she can't make good… no, not word she use…. Satisfy!" She said in excitement for remembering the word. Then in one fluid motion, Mai knelt before me and bowed her head. "I'm here to serve."

"Mai, I don't understand…" I began. But she hushed me with a wave of her hand, and then her hands were at the waistband of my gym shorts dragging them down. I was so stunned I froze in place. I had hoped, but I hadn't dared to dream this might happen.

My shorts hit the floor, and my semi-hard cock flopped between my legs. Mai stared at it for a second, and I saw a series of emotions wash over her face. Then her small hands were sliding up my thighs, and she looked me deep in the eyes.

"Relax, David, my happiness to serve." Then leaning forward, she slid her delicate hands around the shaft of my cock lifting it so she could suck the head into her warm wet mouth. I watch in stunned silence as my mother-in-law nursed on the head of my cock, sucking it while her tongue licked at the slit inside her mouth. My cock got hard in seconds at the sight before me.

It had been months since Hanh had given me a blowjob, and that had been a few seconds foreplay. Mai took her time, slowly and gently sucking my cock, taking me a few inches into her mouth and then stroking me a few times as she sucked back and off me. Her face was one of pure bliss, and as her eyes opened briefly, ours met, and I saw lust and love mingled there.

"Mai, I'm going to cum!" I said as soon as I felt the approaching orgasm. Mai let go of my dick but kept sucking it. She shrugged out of the top of her robe, and for the first time, I saw those magnificent breasts hanging free, capped in large pale pink nipples.

My legs were shaking at the orgasm hit me, I felt rope after rope of cum shot out of my cock and into Mai's mouth, soon her mouth was overflowing, and she pulled my dick out aiming it at the gap between her tits for me to shoot my last couple ropes of cum.

I sat there, panting for breath as Mai massaged my cum into her breasts, lifting up large globs to lick of her fingers. Then she got up and walked to her bathroom and came back with a warm towel to wipe me down.

“Mai, thank you so much.” I stammered, “I don’t know what to say, but that was amazing.”

"You a strong man." She said gently as she wiped me down, "Strong men need to relax. Hanh, too busy, too young." She looked up at me with soft eyes, "My husband dead many years. No other purpose till grandbabies. So, I offer to help."

“This was your idea?!” I asked in surprise.

"Yes," Mai blushed as she admitted it, "I think you very handsome." her hand slid down to my semi-soft cock. "But I had no idea how big… how manly." her breathing was coming heavy now, and my cock was thickening again under her gentle strokes. "I just want to serve you."

This last, she said in a whisper before collapsing to her knees and sucking my cock deep into her mouth. I sat there for a few minutes. Letting my beautiful mother-in-law give me pleasure with her mouth as I watched her big tits swaying back and forth with her motions. I needed more, though.

I pushed Mai back, and she gave a moan of disappointment that turned into a moan of pleasure as I pushed her back onto the bed. She spun around and bent over the high mattress, looking back at me with lust-filled eyes.

I didn't even think twice about the fact I was cheating on my wife with her mother. I pressed the tip of my cock to her wet opening, and then I was inside her. Mai screamed something out in Vietnamese, but I ignored it as I started pounding away.

Even though I had just cum and the edge was taken off my need, there was still a backlog of desire and need in me for the past few months of my wife's cold shoulder. I was like a man possessed as I fucked into Mai with long hard strokes. Her pussy was not as tight as my wife, but it felt wonderful.

I pulled back and drove all the way deep into Mai, feeling her pussy quaking on my cock as she moaned my name and Vietnamese words into the mattress. One perk about Mai over my wife, I thought, is that her pussy is deep enough to take my whole cock. Then it was full strokes down to the hilt. Mai arched her back at that, and I felt her cumming on my cock.

I pulled out and rolled her over. Climbing between her legs, I started fucking her again in long hard strokes. Mai moved my face towards her, and then we were kissing, desperate, passionate kisses as my own orgasm was building in me.

"I'm going to cum," I whispered fiercely into her neck. Mai wrapped her legs around my waist, drawing me deep into her, where I began to shoot rope after rope of cum into her.

“Mmhmm, yes!" She hissed. We lay there for a few moments catching our breath.

“Oh my god, Mai.” I said, “That was unbelievable. Thank you so much.”

Mai turned and gave me a deep kiss.

“You come every day, or when you need.” Then she reached down and patted my soft cock, “He greater than I dream. I’m here to serve.”

Not believing my luck, I went and took a shower and got ready for work. As I was leaving the house, Mai came out with a cup of coffee in a travel mug.

"Hanh, work late. I make dinner." Then she looked up at me with a twinkle in her eye, "You get home soon so you can relax."

I laughed and headed out the door. More excited to get home at the end of the day than I had been in months.












Chapter 3











I
 came home from work that evening to find our house spotless and filled with the smell of grilling pork and steamed vegetables. I found Mai washing dishes in the kitchen, and after dropping off my bags in the bedroom and changing into comfortable clothes, I headed back to the kitchen to see what was for dinner.

I was prepared for things to be awkward after out wild encounter in the morning, but Mai was as comfortable and relaxed as could be as she sat me down at the table and placed a plate of grilled lemon-grass pork, sliced cucumbers, steamed vegetables, and rice before me. It smelled delicious, and I dug in immediately.

I heard the pop of a beer bottle and turned to see Mai bring me a cold one from the fridge, and then she sat at the table with me and sipped a cup of tea and pulled out a book in Vietnamese and began reading.

"The food is delicious," I said, and Mai just nodded to me with a gentle smile and continued reading. I took my time, enjoying the meal and my beer. This was a new experience for me. I couldn't remember the last time I had a home-cooked meal right when I came home from work.

When I finished, I went to clear the table, but Mai pushed me back in the chair with gentle motions and then cleaned up. I couldn't help staring down her neckline into the vast expanse of cleavage hinted at within as she bent over. Her massive breasts swung back and forth as she moved around the kitchen, and her nipples were hardening under my intense stare.

I still felt guilty for what had happened in the morning, but Hanh, my wife, had seemed almost to want it to happen. Plus, the hormones that had built up over the past few months were still bubbling in me, confusing my thoughts with lust.

Sitting on the couch, I turned on the game and lost myself in baseball for a while. Mai came into the living room with another beer for me and sat next to me on the couch. As I took a sip of the cold beer, I couldn't help but glance over at her cleavage as she sat leaning towards me. She caught my look, and a small smile came to her lips.

"You relax," She said as her hand snaked out and slid over my shorts, stroking my cock. I almost spit up the beer, and Mai just chuckled as she leaned forward and slipped her warm little hand into my shorts, pulling my hard cock free. Then she bent over and sucked it into her hot wet mouth.

I groaned out in pleasure, glancing back towards the doorway in apprehension. Mai just sucked me deeper, her hand sliding up and down my shaft in time with her head bobbing movements. I reached down and took a large handful of boobs and massaged as her gentle and insistent mouth brought me such unexpected pleasure.

She took my other hand in hers, her mouth sucking just on the tip of my cock and brought it to the back of her head. I got her meaning instantly, and guiding her head began to fuck into her mouth. She gave overall control to me as I slid my cock in and out of her wet and slobbering mouth.

In moments I felt my orgasm approaching, and I let Mai know, but she didn't quit her ministrations to my dick, and soon my hand tightened in her hair as I was shooting rope after rope of jism into her swallowing mouth. She sucked me gently and cleaned my cock with her mouth. Then quietly, she went to the kitchen and came back with a rag, wiping me dry before returning to the kitchen.

I was breathing deeply, still somewhat stunned by having a woman happily worship my cock as her total desire. Wondering when the hell I was going to wake from this dream. Mai returned with another beer and gave me a warm, gentle kiss on the cheek and handed me the remote before she retired to bed.

Hanh got home a couple of hours later to find me tipsy, letting me know in a text what time she would get there. I had a plate heated up for her, and when she had dropped her bags, we sat down to chat about our days. Eventually, the topic of her mom and our evening together came up.

“You and mom are getting along well?” Hanh asked her voice filling with tension for the first time that night.

“We are,” I said carefully, “What did you mean earlier when you said she was here to help us?”

Hanh got uncomfortable then and looked all around the kitchen, fiddling with her plate before finally taking it to the sink. I got up and followed her, resting my hand on her back and giving her the time to find the words. Finally, she began haltingly.

"My mom," taking a deep breath, she continued, "She knows how much I love you, and she knows how I can be. We both worried that you would grow too frustrated with me, that you might cheat or leave."

"Hanh," I began, but she cut me off.

"Let me finish; this is hard enough." Turning, she wiped a tear from one eye and gave me a warm smile. "I know you couldn't imagine doing such a thing, and I don't think you would. But in a year? In two or three? How frustrated might you be with… things? My mom came up with a solution after I confessed… my own fantasy to her. She had been alone for so many years and offered her… services. At first, I thought it was madness, but the more and more I thought about it, the more it made sense."

“I wish you had spoken about it with me," I said.

"It was just too shameful." She said, hiding her face from me.

"I take it then that things… happened?" She asked, her cheeks coloring, and she wasn't able to meet my eyes.

"Yes, I wanted-." I began, but she cut me off, turning to give me a quick kiss and then headed off to bed. I followed her after cleaning up a bit in the kitchen. My mind was churning with thoughts. My wife had always been quiet and reserved, but I had no idea she was capable of something like this. She had never admitted any fantasies to me, but I knew how hard it was for her to open up to anyone but her family back home in Vietnam.

The next morning, we woke and went about our routines, much like we had the day before. I came in from working-out and made myself a cup of coffee just as Hanh was getting out of the shower and started to get ready for work.

My nerves were on edge as I listened to see if Mai was up to while puttering around the kitchen. Finally, giving up, I headed into the master bathroom to take a shower. I had just finished rinsing off when I heard the bathroom door open.

"Could you get me a towel, Hanh?" I asked as I opened the door. I was stunned to see Mai standing there with a towel. I stepped out, and she stepped up to begin drying me with a little smile on her plump lips and a lusty happy look in her eyes.

No amount of trying would make her give up the towel, so I stood there and let her dry me off. She knelt and began to dry off each leg, and I saw her eyes glance at my hardening cock. Then she was drying my balls and cock lovingly with gentle hands.

She looked up at me with a one of submissive expectation, and I smiled in grateful lust as I reached down with one hand and drew her face forward, letting her suck up my cock into her hungry MILF mouth. Something came over me then, and I felt the power rush through me, and I delighted in the control I had over my mother-in-law. I began to fuck her mouth with slow, gentle thrusts while holding onto each side of her head in strong hands, going deeper and deeper into her mouth with each thrust.

The bathroom filled with the wet sucking sounds of her mouth as it devoured my cock and her hungry moans. I glanced up from staring at Mai's massive swinging breasts and pretty face and froze in place when I noticed the reflection in the mirror.

Hanh was peeking into the bedroom from out in the hallway. I could just make out her face as she watched her mother suck my cock. There was an intensity to her expression that amazed me. This was a woman reveling in her most secret and hoped for fantasy, and I felt myself losing some of my guilt and being more comfortable with the dynamic.

The sight of her mother on her knees at my feet, happily sucking away at my cock and licking and sucking my balls while my wife watching was so hot; I felt my orgasm sweeping up unbidden and without warning, I began to cum thick streams into Mai's throat and mouth.

She nearly choked as the first few ejaculations filled her throat and mouth, but her lips curled up in delights, and she sucked and swallowed down every drop of my cum, her tongue slipping out of her mouth and snaking around my cock head and balls.

I glanced up after the rush of pleasure had abated, but Hanh was gone from the hallway.

"Thank you, Mai," I said in a husky voice as I reached down and pulled the woman up to her feet.

“My pleasure,” She said as she pulled me into a warm embrace, “always my pleasure.”

The illicit nature of what we had just been doing, with my wife watching no less, still had my nerves and body on edge. The feel of Mai's body pressed against mine had me once more feeling horny. The woman was a goddess, and I had yet to appreciate her naked beauty fully.

I held her close and tilted my head down and kissed the older woman's soft lips. She was hesitant at first, almost unsure of herself, but as my hands roamed her body, she began to soften in my embrace. Then as my hands slid over her ass, the fire came alive in her.

Like two teenagers making out, we fell against the sink. Our lips locked together, tongues tasting and teasing each other's mouths. I drew her long shirt over her head and then, slipping a finger into the hemline of her panties, dragged them down her legs.

"Oh, the lights!" She said, trying to reach the light, but I held her back, drinking in the sight of her gorgeous body. I had never seen such massive and perfect breasts before in my life, except perhaps on Hitomi Tanaka, and that's precisely who my Mother-in-law resembles in the nude. A bit wider in the hips and thighs but with the same slim limbs and belly, with those unearthly proportions.

My cock stood out from my body, but I ignored it as I slid my hands down her nude body, touching and teasing her large breasts. Mai moaned out at my touch, and her thighs pressed in against my sides.

Her eyes, however, were once more staring adoringly at my cock. Her hands were reaching down and sliding along its length.

"So big…so manly!" She said, and I could only moan out in pleasure as her hands drew me to steely hardness, sliding the head of my cock up and down her pussy lips, coating it in her juices.

“Dụ tôi đẹp trai quá!" She said in Vietnamese as I was sliding home into her tight wet pussy. My hands took hold of her hips, marveling at her smooth skin and slim waist as I fucked her with deep, powerful strokes. Her hands came up to my face, and I saw her eyes going wide and then felt the shivering walls of her pussy as she came on my cock.

Her back pressed to the mirror and the wet sounds of our fucking filling the house, I leaned in a kissed Mai deep and then slid my arms under her knees fucked her with slow strokes of my cock as she calmed down. I pulled out of her, and she opened her eyes, looking around, almost lost.

"Bed." I commanded, "Now," and with a delighted smile Mai flounced over to the bed. The sight of her round ass and swinging breasts made me stop her at the edge of it, bending her over.

"Mmmm," She moaned as I pressed her down onto the bed with one hand on her back, while the other guided my big hard dick into her sopping wet hole. As I slid deep into her, I looked up and saw Hanh sitting in the hallway just outside the bedroom door, with her slacks pushed down below her waist and one hand lightly rubbing her pussy.

It was the sexiest I'd ever seen her, and as our eyes met, I saw calm happiness settle over her face as she watched me fuck her mom. How much our world had changed in so little time.

Mai was moaning in pleasure as I fucked her, and Hanh was watching us both with quiet intensity. I reached down, took hold of Mai's hips, and felt the tight, milking walls of her pussy bringing me to another orgasm.

"I'm gonna cum, deep in your pussy," I said as my pace picked up. Mai pressed herself up on her hands, her tits swaying hypnotically with my thrusts. Reaching back, she pulled my head to hers and kissed me deeply, arching her neck. I reached up and took two handfuls of her massive breasts, and then my orgasm hit me.

My skin was tingling, and my knees were weak as I held Mai close. Turning, I looked over at Hanh, and just as our eyes met, she smiled, and with one finger lightly grazing her clit, she began to shudder and shake, her eyes closing and mouth opening in a wide 'O' as her own powerful orgasm hit her. As I watched, it seemed to go on and on. I had never seen my wife have an orgasm, let alone one as powerful as this.

Finally, she rested the back of her head against the wall, and her face relaxed into the most beautiful smile. And as Mai and I watched, without a word or even much sound, Hanh pulled her slacks up carefully and slipped down the hall then out of the house heading for work.












Chapter 4











I
 took my time getting ready, sharing a cup of coffee in companionable silence with Mai as she puttered around the kitchen. I still couldn't believe what happened in the morning, and it was with a bemused smile on my face that I headed off to work.

I sent Hanh a message asking if she wanted to get lunch, and she agreed. We went out to a small little place and had Thai food. I thought it would be awkward once I arrived, suddenly unsure of how to be near my own wife. But Hanh was relaxed, and all smiles throughout. The brittleness and distance that had grown between us over the past few months were gone, and back was the happy and brilliant woman I fell in love with.

I attempted to broach the subject of what had gone down between her, her mom, and me, but Hanh was happy to pretend like it didn't happen. So, I relaxed into the meal and just enjoyed the company of my beautiful wife. As we left the restaurant and got into our own cars, we hugged and kissed, and that was when Hanh whispered in my ear.

"I loved watching you and mom! It was the sexiest thing I have ever seen!" But before I could respond, she was getting into her car, face beet red, and driving off.

I could only shake my head at her. Never knew she was such a voyeur,
 I thought to myself.

Getting home from work that evening, the house was filled with wonderful smells of a Vietnamese beef stew that was Hanh's favorite, and I found Mai in the kitchen cooking. She was dressed in a loose summer dress and was talking on the phone in Vietnamese to a friend. They were laughing and talking so quickly I could barely make out the words.

When she saw me, she gave me a big smile and said something into the phone and laughed, her eyes dancing as she took me in. Her eyes traveled the length of me, and she said one more thing to her friend and then motioned me to come closer. As I approached, she dropped to her knees right there in the kitchen, and I knew exactly what she wanted. I unbuckled my belt buckle, drew down my fly, and flopped my already hardening cock in front of her face.

I could definitely get used to a welcome home blowjob every day from my gorgeous stacked mother-in-law. But what made the encounter even wilder was she didn't hang up the phone. Still holding it close to her face, she grabbed the shaft in on hand and then proceeded to lick and suck loudly on the head of my cock.

I moaned out in pleasure, and reaching down guided her head forward and slid my cock to the back of her throat and back out, fucking her pretty mouth. Then I heard the woman on the phone speak up in Vietnamese, and Mai pulled back off my cock and replied, her eyes locked on mine as she spoke, stroking my wet cock in her hand as she did.

“Tôi đang bú cặc trắng khổng lồ của mình bây giờ." Her eyes twinkled in delight as she said the words, and I heard a loud moan come from the other end of the line, and then Mai was back to sucking and worshipping my cock and balls.

I could hear her friend on the phone speaking to her and Mai would pull back off my cock and say a few words to the woman, describing what she was doing, I gathered. At one-point, Mai held up the phone to capture my moans of pleasure, and I could hear the wet sounds and the low moan of a woman masturbating on the other end. The wildness of it brought my orgasm quickly, and I announced to Mai I was about to cum.

Her friend yelled something from the other end of the line, and Mai reacted with surprise before pulling back off my cock and jacking it off. My orgasm hit, and I came all over the beautiful woman, from forehead to chin cum was dripping down her face.

Breathing heavy and still somewhat shaky from my orgasm, I looked down to see Mai handing me her phone, with the camera app open, and she pointed at herself. I laughed at her madness and reaching down unbuttoned the first few buttons of her top. The shirt exposing her massive breasts and just barely hiding her nipples. Then taking the picture with my big dick hanging at the bottom of the frame, I made sure to send myself a copy.

Mai got up after the picture and cleaned off her face, swallowing as much of my cum as she could. Then with a pleased expression, she checked out the image, and I watched as she sent it to her friend.

“Who is that?” I asked.

“My sister Moon,” She said with a big smile a she got me a beer and pushed me back into a chair. "She wants to come, but Hanh wants me first."

"Wait," I said, my mind reeling, "Moon wanted to come for… helping out?"

Mai looked at me with an amused expression, “Every woman wants to come."

“This is madness,” I breathed.

Mai just smiled and patted me on the shoulder as she brought me a beer.

"You good man all family knows, Hanh asked if we help, and every woman want to, but I'm closest, so I came first."

“First?” I asked, wondering just how many of their family members we might be hosting.

"Our women serve," Mai said, hugging me close, "You only man in the family. Moon and her daughter Thanh will come soon, they very beautiful you will be pleased, no need to leave Hanh."

"Mai, I love Hanh. I would never leave her," I said, trying to reassure the woman, but she just smiled down at me.

"You a man with needs and she can't fulfill them, so we will," She leaned in and gave me a deep kiss and whispered into my ear, "We make you happiest man in the world."












Chapter 5











I
 t was a bemused and somewhat confused me who ate a delicious meal served by my new lover, my Mother-in-law. She called her sister again and proceeded to talk in Vietnamese, her eyes dancing, and I knew she was talking about sexy things with the younger beautiful Vietnamese woman.

After dinner, we retired to the living room and were relaxing watching TV together when Hanh came home late and exhausted. Mai got her some food, and she went into the living room with us to relax as she ate. When she was done, she cleared out the plates and went back into the bedroom to change into relaxing clothes. That's when Mai closed the drapes and snuggled up close to me on the couch. I felt her hand stray to my crotch, teasing and touching my dick through my sweats.

When Hanh came back into the living room, the air was tense with sexual energy. When she saw what her mom was doing, she flashed one of her small excited smiles and crawled into the recliner, spreading her legs wide and slipping a hand into her pants to watch.

So, with my wife masturbating and watching us with intense eyes, I decided to take charge. I slipped my fingers through the hair on the back of Mia's head with one hand and pulled my hard cock out with the other. Mai relaxed into my grip, and her eyes met mine with submissive desire. With a devilish smile, I caught my wife's eyes as I lowered her mom's head down onto my cock, then leaning back, I let the older woman suck and stroke my cock with growing familiarity.

Hanh had an orgasm almost instantly as she watched her mom blowing me, her eyes taking it all in with that intense expression that only broke as the powerful orgasm rolled through her body, and she closed her eyes in bliss. Slowly unbuttoning Mai's top, I revealed her massive breasts to my view and hefting their lovely weight in my hand I felt her nipple harden at my touch. Then I was dragging the woman's panties down and over her ass as my fingers explore her wet pussy.

Mai was so wet; her pussy was almost dripping, and she moaned so sexily around my cock every time I touched her. And she practically leaped into my lap when I pulled her hips up. She straddled my legs and held my cock near its base as she slid down onto it. I pulled her close kissing soft lips as she moaned into my mouth in pleasure. I moaned too as her always surprisingly tight pussy gripped my dick. Then she began to ride me, and I let her control the pace as her eyes closed in bliss, and her tits swayed with every motion of her body as she lifted up off my cock and sat back down on it.

Glancing to the side, I saw Hanh had her pants off now, and her hand was buried in her white panties, working her pussy over as she watched us fuck with wild desire in her eyes.

“You like watching this?” I asked her, “You like watching your mom suck and fuck my cock?”

"Mmhmm," She moaned out as our eyes locked, I could see a little fear and shame in her eyes, "Watching is… so hot." She said in a quiet, husky voice.

“Thank you, Hanh,” Mai cried out as her first orgasm hit her body, she shuddered and shaking on my cock as she sat down firmly, burying my cock in her quivering quim.

I let the woman calm down, and then I lifted her up and laid her down on the floor, right in front of Hanh and then slipping back into her tight pussy, I began to fuck her with powerful hard thrusts, hammering into her. The three of us came together in a moaning sweaty mess there in the living room. Mai legs wrapping around my ass thighs and pulling me deep into her hands, slid down my sides. Hanh was shuddering just before us, biting her bottom lips as she hissed out, almost screaming as the pleasure washed through her.

I collapsed onto my back, and Mai cuddled up to my side. Hanh slipped off the chair and cuddled up to my other side. Her movements shy and unsure.

I pulled my wife close and kissed her deeply.

"I love you so much, thank you, darlin'," I breathed into her hair.

“I love you too,” She said, “and thank you for understanding.”

Turning, I gave Mai a deep kiss as well, and we nodded off there on the living room floor for a few hours of bliss, until waking cold and stiff we made our way back to the master bedroom. The three of us crawling into the king-size bed and fell into blissful sleep.

The next morning when we woke, it was Saturday, and we took our time getting out of bed and lazily eating breakfast. Hanh was relaxed and happy like I had never seen her, chatting with her mom in Vietnamese most of the time.

Once we finished eating, Mai held up her phone and showed me a picture of a gorgeous thin woman and her young tiny daughter.

To my questioning frown, Mai said, "Moon and Thanh,"

“They’re beautiful.” I said in quiet reverence, “gorgeous.”

“They’ll both be happy you think so,” Hanh said, “They want to come over here if you’re ok with it.”

“They want to move in too?” I asked, still adjusting to the new reality.

"Moon's obsessed with you picture," Mai said with an enticing smile, "And Thanh said she wants you to be her first."

"Wait, what?" I asked. It was so many beautiful and wild things at once that my mind couldn't pick one to focus on.

Hanh set her hand on my forearm and looked at me with soft but excited eyes.

“Thanh is 18 and was hoping to go to school here in the states. But the real reason she wants to move in with us is so that you can take her virginity and impregnate her."

“Impregnate?” I asked incredulously.

"Both of them," Mai said as she slipped onto her knees before my chair. Her hands took ahold of the waistband of my shorts and drew them down. It was still wild with Hanh sitting next to me, watching with avid interest as her mom proceeded to love and worship my cock with her mouth, tongue, and hands.

Hanh slid closer to my side and softly spoke as she stared at my cock, going in and out of her mom's wet mouth.

“It’s our family fantasy,” she said in a husky whisper, “They want to give you babies and live in America, worship that beautiful cock of yours.”

"Mmhmm," moaned Mai in agreement.

I closed my eyes and felt the orgasm build in me, the delicious pleasure of my mother-in-law's mouth sucking on my cock. My wonderful wife was whispering in my ear about how she has dreamed for years about watching me take her cousin's virginity and impregnate her aunt.

It was to this fantasy that I blew my load into Mai’s hungry and swallowing mouth.

"I will tell the ladies that you are ok with them coming to stay with us," Hanh said as she kissed my cheek and watched her mother happily lick and suck my cock clean.

My life had changed so much in just a couple of days, and it looked like it would change so much more in the coming weeks. I sipped my coffee and felt at peace with the world and excited for all the adventures to come.












Chapter 6











M
 y life was radically different than it had been a month before. After a rocky first year of marriage, my wife had invited her mother to come over from Vietnam and live with us. I told her I was ok with it, but secretly I was a little worried. You see, Hanh's and my sex life had been terrible, and Mai was a more than beautiful woman. With a chest so large and impressive that I could only be reminded of Hitomi Tanaka whenever I saw Hanh’s childhood pictures of the woman.

When Mai arrived, I thought she was even more beautiful in person. The next day is when things began to get strange. It turned out that my wife has some issues when it comes to sex. She is unable to get off when being physical with someone, but if she gets to live out her greatest fantasy, as a voyeur of sex acts, then she will cum like a rocket. Because of her shame, she was unable to talk about it with me and brought her mom over to help make sure I wouldn't get so fed up or bored that I left her. Since I had sex with her mom, with Hanh lying beside us watching and masturbating, I have begun to relax and enjoy this new dynamic.

Whenever I saw Mai's sexy curvy form, my cock would start to firm up, and I would feel the zing of desire course through my body. The woman was extraordinarily submissive, and she would relax and be her most comfortable when I took charge, telling or showing her exactly what I wanted or needed from her. If I'm being completely honest, I went far overboard those first few weeks. Mai was all for it at first, but as time progressed and my lusts never slackened off, I could tell that she was tired, and I made allowances.

In the morning, I would wake and workout. Once done with my workout, I would head into the shower and wash off all the sweat and grime. Mai would be waiting in the bathroom to dry me off. I felt like a king as I'd have her get down on her knees and swallow my cock into her hot and willing mouth. Or I would sit on the edge of the toilet, and she would wrap her massive soft breasts around my cock, and we would both watch in delight as he thick hard shaft would slip in and out of her tits. Occasionally she would lick or suck on the tip, causing me to groan out in pleasure.

That first orgasm was usually hurried, and I often ended up fucking her mouth with powerful strokes and depositing my cum deep in her throat. Mai would lean forward, her lips thick and tight around my cock, her eyes smiling in pleasure as I felt her tongue working its magic as the head passed in and out of her mouth.

Hanh would sit in the bedroom, leaning against the bed often or sometimes falling down onto the floor her thin legs spread wide and both hands working furiously at her pussy. The sight of my wife, so wanton, and lust-filled as she watched her mother servicing and worshipping my cock was enough to get me off some mornings just on that sight alone. Sometimes, she would even be whispering dirty instructions to her mom or me or just moaning quietly in pleasure.

Once I had cum, we would clean up, Hanh heading to work with a kiss for both her mom and me. Her face often glowing and ecstatic. My wife and I had spoken over several nights. Long conversations that lasted deep into the morning. Hanh had lived her life for so long as a lie. Trying her hardest to be normal and like everyone else. Once we had been married, and she realized she was stuck in this lie, she had despaired of ever finding her own happiness. She even showed me the porn videos and sexy stories about voyeurs that she'd read, her secret stash of fantasies. The fact that it was her mom that she now watched added a layer of taboo to her fantasy that only enhanced it for her.

It's sad, but as an Engineering Manager, I'm often in the office less than Hanh, who does design work and needs to be sitting at her computer all day. So, I will often take my time in the morning, having a cup of coffee, and reading the paper. More often than not, I will also take Mai into her bedroom and bend her over the mattress. There is something so hot about pressing my mother-in-law's face down into the sheets and sliding her dress up over her ample hips. Pulling down her panties and revealing her dripping wet snatch for my use. I love to take her bent over like that because I know it hits her perfect spots. It's a sweet sensation to feel her MILF pussy convulsing and cumming on my cock so many times when we fuck.

My favorite position to witness her glorious body is to watch Mai as she rides my cock. She will sit back, her hands together and pressed to my muscled chest, her tits squeezed between and spilling out the sides. My hands on her hips, I will fuck up into her tight pussy with powerful strokes. This is how we would make love at night before passing out. Occasionally Hanh would crawl between my legs and watch close up as her mother's soaking pussy slammed down on my cock, my balls slapping her ass with each powerful thrust.

I would be thinking about Mai all day at work, and by the time I got home, I would have a raging hardon. She knew what I needed, and every day would be waiting for me in her apron and nothing else. Her pussy and mouth wet and willing to service my cock and accept my cum into her. Like a beast possessed, I wanted more and more, and as time wore on, I saw that it was too much for the older woman. She had been working on a plan, putting it in place to take care of this, and even though they had told me about it in those first few days of our wild relationship, I had done my best to forget it. It was just too much to hope, and I knew I was already a massive letch for the wonderful sex life I was currently enjoying.

One thing that made it a lot easier to ignore their plans was the fact that Mai speaks very little English, and they spoke almost entirely in Vietnamese to one another. I have been learning it, but it's been slow going. I was surprised when two weeks after Mai arrived; we got notice that Moon and Thanh's visa had been approved.

"Dave, isn't this wonderful!" Hanh said as she read me the paper, "Oh, I have to go and book the flights!" She ran off to get her computer, and I watched her bemused. We were sitting around the kitchen table on a Saturday morning, and she had just read the email on her phone from the state department.

“Hậu cung đã hoàn thành,” I heard Mai murmur beside me.

“What was what?” I asked her.

"Nothing," she said, smiling at me, "you look forward? Moon excited, I know."

"Yea," I said, chuckling nervously, "I'm not sure what to expect."

"I happy, all family together as it should be," she reached out, patting my arm gently, "give me a break too!" She said, laughing.

“Oh,” I said, “I’m sorry, I probably have been going overboard lately,” I smiled at her gently.

“No,” she said reassuringly and leaned forward to give me a long full kiss on the lips before pulling back slightly to speak, “this the happiest of my life. I thank god I got to know you... and this,” she said with a mischievous twinkle in her eye as she reached down to pat my slowly hardening cock.

"I am the luckiest man in the world," I breathed, sliding forward slightly in my chair. I reached out with one hand and slid it up under one massive breast hefting its weight in my hand and feeling the soft flesh spill around my fingers. I turned my chair slightly and gave Mai the look.

She smiled at me in her little submissive grin and slid off her chair and between my legs. Soon she had my cock out of my loose flannel pants, and she was sliding her tongue around the head slowly and seductively. I heard footsteps and turned to see Hanh coming back into the kitchen with her laptop in one hand. At the sight of her mom holding my cock in two hands while she licked, kissed, and sucked softly at the mushroom tip, she pulled out her cell phone and moved closer. She stood beside us, one hand down her panties as she filmed her mom, giving me a blowjob.

“What are you doing?” I asked Hanh, and Mai glanced up at her daughter questioningly too.

"Moon said she is too afraid to fly," Hanh said her breath labored and heavy as I saw her body trembling as she already neared her first orgasm, "I want to show her what she gets once she lands."

“Jesus!” I said, “You two are really serious.”

“Oh yes,” said Hanh, “but you promised to let me watch all of it.”

“And promise not to forget about me,” Mai said as she drew her loose shirt over her head, “when you have those skinny young girls to play with.”

“Hanh,” I said at a loss for words, and my little Asian wife just smiled and nodded, knowing I would be only too willing to let her watch. Turning back to Mai as she stroked my cock in her dainty hands, I smiled at her and let her see the love and desire in my eyes, "Mai, how could I ever? You're fucking gorgeous! And your blowjobs are better than…. Ungh!”

I couldn’t help but moan out as her smiling mouth sucked me down to the back of her throat, I could feel her tonsils massaging the head of my cock as she swallowed gently, milking my cock.

"Fuck, Mai!" I groaned out, taking her head in my hands and drawing my cock in and out of her willing hot mouth. The saliva from the back of her throat coated my cock in a slickness that made it easy to fuck my long thick cock into her. Mai slipped two hands down to her pussy, massaging, and playing with herself as I felt my orgasm approaching.

“That is so hot mom!” Hanh said. She was now on her knees filming with one hand, knees spread wide with the other while she watched her stacked mom's massive tits swaying back and forth as her powerful white husband fucked her face.

"Cum on her face, baby," Hanh said, the wet sounds of her fingers working her pussy filling the room along with her mother's: gluk, gluk, gluk
 sounds.


I pulled my cock out of Mai's mouth just as the orgasm hit me, the first powerful blast shooting into her mouth, and the older Asian woman's tongue reached out, trying to capture as much as possible as she swallowed it down. The next jets of cum arced out of my cock and struck her cheeks, neck, and finally, her tits. My knees were trembling as I stroked the remaining cum out of my cock. Mai smiling leaned forward and sucked my cock back into her mouth, tongue wrapping around and licking it clean. Hanh had dropped her phone and was curled around herself, trembling and convulsing in her own massive orgasm.

“When do they arrive,” I panted out.

"Next Friday evening," Hanh said, looking up at me and smiling.

“Ôi không! I have much to prepare!” said Mai as she got up and shaking her head began to putter around the kitchen.

Bemusedly I tucked my cock back into my pants and sat back down to read the paper. This was undoubtedly going to be an interesting next couple of weeks. I wasn't sure how things would go once the other two ladies got here from Vietnam, but I could say one thing for sure, and that was that my life was definitely going to get a lot more interesting. I only hoped that things continued stayed good between Hanh and me; she had been so much happier since her mother had arrived.
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T
 he rest of that weekend and the next week, Mai and Hanh were constantly distracted. Each wanted to go to the store every other day to buy linens or towels or some such thing. That Sunday, we spent the entire afternoon at Ikea buying two beds for the mother and daughter and dressers and such for their rooms. Mai tried to insist that they would be fine sleeping in the same room, that they were used to it in the family home in Vietnam. Even Hanh was resistant to having them not share a room. But we have a four-bedroom house, and it would be silly to leave one room open, so I put my foot down.

My back was sore, and I was exhausted that evening when the furniture finally all screwed together. I was able to relax with a beer and a game. Mai crawled onto the couch, her hungry mouth servicing me slowly as we relaxed. My fingers explored her wet slit while she took her time, her mouth sliding up and down my pole edging me close to orgasm and backing off slowly.

Hanh sat beside me on the couch and shared my beer with me, even letting me help her play with her pussy as she watched her mom worship my cock. As my orgasm approached and I warmed Mai of the incoming, Hanh’s hand reached out and pressed on the back of her mom’s head, forcing her deep down on my cock as my cum shot down her throat. I saw her own orgasm roll through her as she reveled in the control and taboo.

We all slept in bed together, cuddled close and spooning. I had never been more content as their soft skin crowded in around me, Mai’s large soft breasts resting on my chest. I dreamed of Asian harems and willing little women and woke with a smile on my face.

The next week was hectic as I said, but Mai always made time for me in the mornings, and I looked forward to depositing my seed into her ever willing mouth. I was getting more and more comfortable in my role as the dominant, learning what she liked and didn't like. For instance, if at any point in the day I pulled my cock out as gave her that look, she would happily drop to her knees in whatever room we were in and suck away, letting me fuck her mouth and throat as rough as I wanted, not that I was into stuff that was too rough. But she wasn't a big fan of being spanked or having her ass played with too much, and her pussy would get so sensitive after an orgasm or two that she couldn't continue to take my big dick and would need to take a break. As much as I loved fucking my mother-in-law and especially when my wife was watching, it was her blowjobs that I found myself dreaming about all the time. There was something to damn sexy and hot about seeing her massive tits sway and collide as my cock slid in and out of her wet slobbering lips. Her eyes crinkled into a smile of bliss at the pleasure she was giving me.

It was Friday before I knew it, and the three of us were heading to the airport. Hanh and Mai were excitedly chatting to one another in Vietnamese, while I drove, my hands sweating and waves of anxiety sweeping over me. I wasn't sure what to expect, and as perfect as everything had been, I had this sense of dread that it couldn't continue this good forever.

We parked in the short-term lot and were waiting just on the other end of the security gate. Hanh and her mom were each holding one of my hands. I was conscious of my mothers-in-law's massive breasts, on display in her tight soft sweater, drawing the eyes of nearly every man who passed us. I was once again reminded that whatever was to come, I had already lived out my most wild and taboo fantasies.

Hanh saw them first, her thin arms clutching me tightly, and then Mai and I saw them. Moon and her daughter were skinny and beautiful women. Each had pale, almost milk-white skin, with matching bright green eyes that looked exotic on their Vietnamese features. Their hair was a matching jet black, thick and straight. Moon was in a conservative and traditional dress, red and gold, that showed off her slender form and graceful movements. She was much younger than her sister Mai I saw, easily ten or fifteen years younger, and as she smiled, I saw the one flaw in her near-perfect beauty was her teeth ever so slightly crooked, matched by her daughters.

Thanh was a vision of innocence. She was shorter than her mother and Hanh, standing just five feet tall like Mai, and willowy thin. Her limbs were slim and elegant, and her face had a dainty little nose and cherubic features that nearly broke my heart when she met my eyes, and her face grew pink, and she smiled shyly at me. Thanh was wearing a small pink blouse and a long jean skirt that hung down nearly to her ankles.

"Moon!" Hanh called and waved, drawing the women's attention to us. Then it was four happy crying Asian women standing in the middle of the door blocking everyone's way. Eventually, I was able to herd everyone out. I said hello to Thanh, but she just giggled and hid her face in her hands, face beet red. Her mother came over speaking rapid Vietnamese and placed a hand on my arm, smiling up at me and nodding to her daughter. Hanh gasped at what she said, and Mai's laughed quietly, the girl just blushed even harder and huddled into herself. I felt Moon's hand slide up my arm, feeling at my muscles as her eyes alighted upon mine, holding a promise I still struggled to believe.

Then Hanh was speaking to her as we packed up the car with their luggage, and we all made our merry way back home. It was a good hour-long drive back from the airport, and we stopped along the way and picked up KFC. For some reason, both Moon and Thanh were overjoyed to be able to eat American KFC. They went on and on in Vietnamese about how good the chicken was as they snacked on the way back. Thanh was finally coming out of her shell some as she stripped a thigh bone of every scrap of meat.

As I drove, I watched my wife in the backseat with both Thanh and Moon. It was amazing to see her with her family and truly opening up. She sat holding hands with Moon the two of them, I suddenly realized had been touching practically since the moment they saw one another. They were so close in age, just two years apart, that they'd grown up more like sisters in the same house than aunt and niece. Hanh had spoken on the phone with Moon several times a year, but nothing to the extent the two women caught up now going back and forth rapid-fire in Vietnamese.

Thanh split her time either gazing out the window at the big American city and the countryside rolling by and staring up at me driving, trying to be surreptitious in her glances. She caught me looking at her and glanced away quickly, clasping her hands between her thighs and glancing back out the window. When she looked back and saw me smiling at her in the mirror, she smiled shyly back and began to widen her thin thighs slowly. I glanced at the road, making sure everything was clear and back in the mirror in time to see her lift her hands, giving me a brief glimpse of her pink floral panties before she snapped her legs shut and looked back out the window a small satisfied smile on her innocent little face.

My cock was throbbing in my pants, and Mai glanced over from the passenger seat and looked from it up to me with a raised eyebrow. My mind was just beginning to dig down into the gutter when Hanh said they needed to stop at Target and get a few things for the night. So, I pulled off the highway, and we went in and shopped for a few minutes. I was able to ignore my great lust somewhat in the regular chores of buying toothpaste and facewash for the girls. However, Moon made a habit of walking in front of me and bending down suddenly to look at something on the bottom shelf or turning to place a hand on my upper arm, her eyes bright as she pointed out something to Hanh.

The clothes section almost sidetracked the girls, but I was able to get them to agree they could go shopping at the outlets and mall Saturday afternoon, and that if we didn't get home and eat the chicken, I was going to turn into a grumpy bastard. Hanh knew me well enough to know I was only half-joking, and we finally arrived back home and dragged several Target bags and all the women's luggage into the house.

Moon and Thanh were both stunned by the size of our yard and the space in our house. It's just a lovely track house in the suburbs, but it's a lot more space than they were used to in Vietnam. If not for the near-identical rows of homes in our neighborhood, you would have thought we were rich from their reactions. I carried their luggage up to their rooms, and both Moon and Thanh broke down in tears when they saw they had their own space already filled with furniture. I'm not sure Thanh knew what to think when she learned she had privacy for the first time in her life. I think it was a mixture of fear and unexpected joy.

I cracked open a beer, and Hanh and Moon joined me as we ate chicken and biscuits. I was mostly silent as the women chatted back and forth. It was a struggle not to stare at the slender women, as thoughts of what they might look like naked with my dick pounding into them. Finally, the woman all began to say their goodnights, giving each other big long hugs. Moon gave me a long firm hung, and I could feel her slender form pressing itself against me.

“Thank you, Dave,” she said in her thick accent, “Good man, happy Hanh.” She smiled up at me and then slipped free and down the hall, her daughter glancing up me and smiling shyly before darting off to her own room.

"Well," said Hanh as she looked up at me, smiling, "that went pretty well."

“They seem nice,” I said, leading my wife back to our bedroom, “but I think they need to start learning English, and I definitely need to learn more Vietnamese.”

“I’ve been telling you that for two years,” she said with a good-natured smile as we climbed beneath the covers. “I hope you’re ready for your life to change baby.” She said as she cuddled up to my side, pushing down the covers to expose my naked torso and boxer briefs.

"Hanh," I said, "I don't know what to say. This is all just so crazy and amazing."

"Shh," she said, placing a finger over my lips, "just make sure you show her the time of her life."

"Who?" I said, confused. Just then there was a light knock at the bedroom door, and I glanced at Hanh questioningly, she just sat back into the pile of pillows and pulled the covers up to her midriff, her top covered in a pink chemise.

"Come in," my wife said, giving me a wink.












Chapter 8











I
 turned and saw Moon slip into the room. The slender woman was wearing a small black negligee, and she stood with her back pressed to the door, her face looking down shy and embarrassed, but I could see her light green eyes looking up through her lashes at me as I drank in the sight of her. My heart began beating in my chest as Hanh's words made sense now.


They’re serious,
 I thought, a whole family of willing sexy Asian women and my wife wants to watch me fuck them all?
 Turning to glance at Hanh, I saw her give me a gentle nod of encouragement as she slipped both hands beneath the comforter.

“Moon, anh ấy là của bạn,” my wife said, and the woman smiled warmly at her and then looked to me, her gaze searching. "Go to her, Dave," Hanh said to me, "she is yours now, completely."

I stood from the bed and sauntered across my bedroom to the beautiful, slight woman. I had met her just a few hours ago, and now she stood trembling, her eyes locked on mine and filled with a desperate need. I gazed down at her slender form, her high and firm breasts cupped in the black lacy material. The pale smooth skin sweeping down to a narrow waist and flat stomach, her belly button elongated. The tiny black panties hid her obviously shaven muff and small firm ass.

"You're gorgeous," I said, and Moon glanced at Hanh questioningly until she translated. My wife's voice was heavy and throaty, filled with desire. When Moon heard her, she looked up at me and shook her head, her gorgeous green eyes shining as she said something in Vietnamese.

“No, you are the beautiful one,” my wife translated, “I was so jealous when I saw Hanh’s wedding photos, she was she told me Dave
 , jealous of my cousin and her powerful, handsome man. Then jealous Mai got to come first, but you will see, Thanh and I will not disappoint, I've dreamed of this for so long."

The woman stepped forward then, unable to stop herself as she grasped my arms, I was already moving, my arms sweeping around her slender back and pulling her into an embrace. I felt her lips meet mine, and there was a charge, a spark of passion, and need that erupted between us. I spent no more time admiring her thin and graceful body or appreciating her beautiful face. I picked the small woman up and had her on her back on the bed, her back pressed against my wives legs, only the comforter separating them.

The woman was a wildcat, tearing at my boxer briefs and digging into my back with her nails, her mouth glued to mine, tongues interlocked as there was no time or need for words or commands. Need so powerful all the rest of the world disappeared, sweeping us along. I'd never fucked a woman as tiny as Moon, and in my desperation, I accidentally tore free her panties, ripping the fabric and marking her flesh. I almost paused to apologize, but the roughness only drove Moon on the harder, and I felt her little hand searching, seeking, and finally grasping my big dick at its base.

“Ohhh! Mmm quá dày!” She moaned out around our kisses when I felt her fingers grip me hard, the tips still not meeting around my girth.

"So thick!" My wife breathed from just to the side of us, and I was reminded of her presence, wondering how I could have forgotten. Then the small woman beneath me was sliding her hand down my length, and I felt such delicious pleasure as her fingers milked me with an expertise I had never felt before. Her grip was firm, her fingers surprisingly strong as she stroked my cock. My knee slid her thighs apart, and she spread them wide, willingly. I felt her place the tip of my cock at her wet, hairless entrance, and I paused there as we both turned to my wife.

"It ok?" Moon asked her, and I could feel the tension in the woman, as she strained to restrain herself. I, too, struggled to fight free of the maddening lust, worrying for one moment that I had gone too far.

“It’s ok,” Hanh said with a big grin. I was surprised to see tears in her eyes, and she wiped them away with a big smile, "It's better than ok, I can't even tell you both how happy I am to see you together. My two best friends, who I love so much, and fuck it's so damn hot!" I just laughed, the tension gone from the room. Hanh repeated herself quickly in Vietnamese, and I felt Moon relax under me, and then my cock was slipping in.

“Good,” she said, turning to look up at me, “because I want sooo bad. Fuck me, Dave! Please fuck me!"

I couldn't argue with her as my cock slid in the velvety tight confines of her narrow pussy. The woman was not as tight as Mai, but she knew what to do with her pussy muscles. I felt her grip down on my cock, milking it once more as her hands clawed at my back and ass, drawing me deeper and deeper into her. I tried to control myself, wanting to enjoy the slender sex cat beneath me, but Moon was having none of it. Pulling me and rocking her hips, guiding my movements, and soon, I was fucking her in long powerful strokes, and she was writhing and screaming as every inch impaled her.

I was nearly lost in the pistoning motions and gripping confines of Moons pussy when I felt the woman beneath me shuddering, and her whole body tense up under me. Then the screaming cry of my wife as she came on her fingers, working them alongside her clit and leaking fluids all over the sheets. Moons strong pussy muscles drew the cum from my cock, causing me to shoot deep inside her, filling her womb.

I wasn't done, however, and I pulled out eliciting a cry of from Moon, then I rolled her over and gripped the front her hips, pulling her ass up and back to me and my still hard cock. I pressed the tip of my cock to her pussy lips, and suddenly she reached back, stopping me. Looking at her, I saw she was far from done. However, she had a wicked grin on her face as she glanced at my wife, saying something softly in Vietnamese. She took my cock in her hand, arching her back to the side and looking up at me with a hungry, desperate light in her eyes.

"Oh shit," Hanh said, and she scooted forward, one hand slipping down to touch herself once again as she perked up, "She wants you to fuck her ass, Dave, she said she is an anal virgin and wants you to take it. Do it, Dave! Fuck that's so hot!"

I looked from my small kinky wife to her sexy aunt bent over before me and smiled. I shook my head, and Moon got a frown on her face, then my wife translated my words, and she grinned happily.

"I want to cum in all three of your holes tonight," I felt almost drunk with power as I spoke, and it was glorious, all inhibitions stripping away, "so you will be mine, completely." My voice was firm and commanding, and Moon leaped to obey. Hanh leaned back a wide smile on her face as she looked at me with new eyes. Then she opened the bedside drawer and got out a small vibrator and turning it on. She settled back to watch a scene dragged out of her own deepest fantasies.

I knelt on the bed, and as Moon turned around, opening her mouth, tongue out in desperation to taste her own cum on my cock, I reached out with one strong hand and gripped her head, holding her in place. She froze all except her tongue which reached out, just grazing the tip of my cock, I smiled down at her as she looked up at me, smiling back. Then I slipped my dick forward, letting her take it into her waiting hot mouth.

The wet confines sent shockwaves of pleasure up my body, and then the small woman was sliding beneath me, cupping my balls in one hand and her other making a fist around my cock just before her slobbering soft lips. Like a desperate animal, she sucked and licked my cock, stroking it with a firm fist as she licked my balls, staring up at me with profound love and affection. I, too, felt it for this small woman, so close to the heart of my Hanh.

She pulled back off my cock, after having taken it down to the nut, her throat massaging it as she choked and swallowed it down. She said something while staring up into my eyes, her green so soft and beautiful that I leaned down and kissed her deep even as my wife translated.

“She wants to drink you down,” Hanh said, her voice catching in near orgasm, “she called it her gift, Dave.”

I felt my orgasm approach as Moon took me in her expert grip, and suckling on my cock head coaxed the cum out of me. I shot rope after rope of cum into her mouth, and the woman swallowed it all down. Licking and sucking my cock clean. She didn't stop; however, even as the tip grew too sensitive to touch, the woman shifted focus to my shaft and balls massaging and licking them as my cock grew stiff once again. She had her ass up to the air, and I reached over, sliding my hand across the firm pale flesh. Without thought, I smacked her ass lightly, and the woman moaned in pleasure around my cock and rocked her hips as if asking for more. I gave her ass another firm slap and then slid my finger over her puckered opening.

“Ahh! Mmmm, please!" Moon breathed out as she pressed her face down into the mattress. I moved behind her, sliding my fingers into her soaking wet pussy and up along her tiny hole, getting it slick and sliding first one finger in and then another as she loosened up. My wife watched with wide eyes, her stomach muscles tensed, and her thighs spread wide, the little vibrator just barely dancing along her clit and lips, teasing herself.

I withdrew my fingers and pressed the slick tip of my cock to her ass, watching the slender little woman reach out and grip the sheet to either side of her head. I paused, but she pressed her hips back, and I felt the impossibly tight ring of her ass slip over the head of my cock.

“Mmhmm! Good!” She cried as my cock began to slip deeper and deeper into her.

"Fuck baby…" my wife breathed, leaning forward, "fuck her ass baby, holy shit that's so hot… ungh! Fuck, I'm cumming again, baby!"

I couldn't afford to watch my wife, Moons incredibly tight ass held all of my attention. The sight of my cock slipping in and out of her tiny butt almost made me cum right there, and if I hadn't cum earlier, I probably would have. Moon was moaning and groaning down into the mattress, but as she relaxed, the groans turned into moans, and soon, she was pushing back against me, and I was pounding into her ass meeting her thrusts. The little woman loved it rough, and when I slid my fingers into her scalp, taking a fist full of hair right at the base and lifting her up, she arched her back, nearly screaming out in pleasure as her ass cinched down on my cock in orgasm. I didn't pause to let her rest this time. I kept pounding her hard, feeling her orgasms roll one into another as my own approached. I bellowed out in guttural pleasure as I felt my cock shooting thick jets of cum deep into Moon's bowels. The woman was panting and shivering, clutching my arm as it was pressed across her slender chest. She turned, and our lips met, emotion thick in the room, and I felt the love for both women so deeply I wanted to clutch at them.

I carried Moon to the bathroom, and we took a shower together. Saying nothing under the hot steaming water, just exploring one another's bodies with soapy hands and kissing passionately. We got back to bed, and I was somewhat embarrassed by the whole thing, but my wife just scooted over, having Moon sleep on one side of her and me on the other. She turned and gave me a big kiss goodnight.

"I love you, Dave," she said, smiling and snuggling close, happy and contented as I rarely saw her. "Thank you for accepting my crazy family."

"Jesus Christ," I laughed, "If this is crazy, then I'm happy not to be sane."

“That’s not how it goes silly,” she said sleepily.

"I know," I said yawning, Moon reached out and took my hand as she snuggled close to Hanh. I felt wrapped in love as I, too, fell into a deep sleep.












Chapter 9











I
 woke the next morning to an empty bed and the sounds of chaos coming from the kitchen and living room. Getting up and dressing in comfortable clothes, I went out to find both Moon and Thanh's luggage opened up as Hanh and Moon went through the clothing. Thanh sat on the couch with her phone in her hand, almost entirely focused on scrolling through it.

Hanh and Moon were babbling in Vietnamese back and forth, discarding clothes left and right into different piles.

"What's going on?" I asked. Hanh and Moon both looked up at me smiling, Moon's cheeks coloring slightly and she looked down as we met eyes in the light of day.

“We are going shopping,” Hanh said. I looked around at the mess of clothes piled up around the room and could only shake my head.

"Ok," I said and headed to the kitchen to get a cup of coffee. I was sitting at the table reading the paper when Thanh came in and plopped herself down in the chair opposite, tucking her feet beneath herself and burying her nose in her phone. I glanced at the slender little form, feeling my pulse quicken at the thought of her pale and tight body, hidden beneath the loose nightshirt and pants. I schooled my features and went back to my paper.

Just as I finished my cup and was about to get up and pour myself another, Thanh got up quickly, setting down her phone and took the cup from my hand. Her slender soft fingers brushing mine gently for just an instant, the touch like fire upon my flesh.


How much of a lecherous bastard am I?
 I thought to myself as I watched her slender hips sway across the kitchen.

She hefted the pot and poured me another cup, walking back I felt my heart skip a beat as her adorable little face turned up and caught me looking at her, her green eyes searching my face, and I was pleased to see her smile grow into pleasure as she liked what she found. She stopped just before me, leaning back slightly, and looking down, she took a small sip of the cup before holding it out to me with a small smile. I reached out, taking the cup from her, letting my larger calloused fingers slide along her delicate soft flesh.

“Do you want a cup of your own?” I asked her as she continued to stand before me.

“I want to share,” Thanh said, and I realized it was the first thing I'd heard her say. Her English was excellent, and her voice was adorable.

"Honey," I heard Hanh say from the kitchen door, and I turned quickly gulping down my guilt, "Moon and I are heading to the outlets, "Could you get the grill fired up, we're having a few couples from the cultural center over later, ok? I thought we could do chicken and tri-tip, maybe make your famous cilantro-lime coleslaw?"

"Sounds great," I said. She gave me a significant look, but I couldn't quite get my meaning. Before I could ask, she spoke to Thanh, "We will have a conversation this evening, about… arrangements, ok?" Hanh glanced from the girl to me significantly when she paused. Thanh drew back, composing her features, and nodded politely to my wife. Hanh gave me a wink before she slipped out of the kitchen.

Thanh took her place across the table from me again, not bothering to hide her glances my way. Once or twice, I looked up from my paper and stared straight back at the girl, drinking in her innocent beauty, letting the air grow thick with tension. I loved the way her pale cheeks flushed in patches of red. Her slender lips moistening and parting as she gazed at me. The girl almost wiggled in her chair. Finally, I could take no more of my own game and stood abruptly, walking over to place my cup in the sink. When I turned back, the girl was gone, to my relief.

I went to my bathroom and hopped in the shower, resisting the urge to jack off. God, how I wanted to with the wild fantasies and actual memories rolling around in my brain, but with a will power I didn't know I had, I managed to resist. I got out of the shower and was drying off when I heard the door to the bedroom open and saw Mai's smiling face peeking into the bathroom.

I fair sagged in relief when I saw her, my eyes tracking her beautiful face and form with hunger and need and taking one look at my face, she smiled grateful to be wanted and needed, eager to be of service. Soon she was down on her knees at my feet, her top spread wide and massive tits swinging as she slid her thick lips up and down my pole.

"I fucked your sister last night," I said, watching her reaction to my words. Mai smiled around my cock, her eyes looking up at me in hungry delight.

“Shega whgorg,” she mumbled around my cock, not bothering to remove it as she spoke.

"Oh, fuck, I'm about to cum," I said, and Mai pulled back up off my cock, not touching it for a few seconds as I calmed down. She looked up at me with her mischievous expression.

"You want Thanh now." She said, and I could only nod as she smiled and leaned forward, hoovering me back into her sucking mouth. I didn't bother to warn her this time, I just reached down and held the back of her head, while my beautiful mother-in-law hummed around my cock head and began swallowing down my sperm as it gushed into her mouth. I leaned back against the sink, my knees shaking and toes tingling from the orgasm as Mai sat back, slowly buttoning her top back up and staring up at me. She stood and gave me a deep kiss; her tongue invading my mouth before she pulled back.

"Hanh will speak with Thanh," Mai said, shaking her head, "The girl too eager, but she will learn, be perfect for you.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

"Thanh want a baby now," Mai said, waving slightly as she went to leave, "thinks you send her back if she not get pregnant fast.”

“That’s crazy!” I said.

"I know, she young, though," Mai turned back and patted my crotch with one soft hand, "She don't want to lose this, our prize." I just laughed at her words.

"I'm the one who gets the prize," I said, drawing the woman into a deep kiss, feeling myself get hard once again. The older woman moaned into my mouth, delighted at how much I desired her.

"Not yet tiger," Mai said, pulling back from my embrace. "Hanh has plans for that tireless beast." Then smiling her mysterious smile, the woman slipped out of my bedroom.

I crashed on the couch in the living room and watched a couple hours of college football and fired up the grill, taking the meat out and letting it temper. Thanh slipping into the recliner across the room silently. Her ever watchful eyes tracking my movements and whatever it was that so enthralled her on her phone. I knew the girl was eighteen and had graduated from high school with excellent marks back in Vietnam, but Hanh planned to enroll the girl in the local High School for a year, so it would be possible for her to attend the community or state colleges.

"Did you want to watch something?" I asked her at one point, offering her the remote.

She looked at me, quizzically and said, "I am." Then she went back to watching her phone screen. I just shook my head and went back to watching football. Eventually, Hanh and Moon got back from shopping, each carrying a few bags and then gathering Thanh up they all went into the back bedroom to change. I went out and threw the tri-tip on the grill first and set it to begin searing and went in and started mixing sour cream, mayo, lime juice, and a bunch of chopped cilantro into a dressing and then sliced up a cabbage. I let the greens dry out to absorb the dressing better as I went out and turned the tri-tip, moving it to a cooler spot on the grill and then beginning to cook the chicken.

As I was cooking the chicken, guests began to arrive, and soon there was a small group chatting in the kitchen. Hanh came out with a beer for me, she was dressed in a beautiful blue and white dress, and as I looked inside, I saw that Mai, Moon, and Thanh were all dressed in matching dresses. They were beautiful and perfectly accentuated each woman's figure, while still being nearly traditional dresses and conservative wear acceptable in polite company.

"You look beautiful, Hanh," I said, taking a big sip of the cold beer and turning a drumstick.

"Thanks, handsome," she said, and hugging me close whispered, "I spoke with Thanh, and she understands how things are supposed to be."

"Well, glad that makes one of us," I said, "because I sure don't."

"Don't be silly," Hanh said, swatting my chest, "You can do whatever you want with any of them, whenever you want to." My breath caught as she said it finally plainly, looking up at me her grin deepened, "That's what I hope you'll do, at least, it's certainly what I'm hoping for buster."

"I still think it's crazy," I said, shaking my head and smiling at her with all the love I could muster flowing out of me. "What was the issue with Thanh anyway?"

“Hmph!” Hanh said with a little laugh, “The girl thought she was here to try and steal you away from me, for her mom.”

“What?” I asked, “Repeat that?”

"Never mind, it doesn't matter." She said, patting my chest again, "Once I told her my plan, the girl was even more excited than before."

“So, you mean…” I said, unable to finish the thought.

"Oh yes, tiger," Hanh said, kissing me on the lips, "Tonight you get to take that little girls virginity, and I get to watch!”


My wife’s excited tone left no doubt about what she felt to be the hotter fact out of that statement. I had to turn back into the grill and hide my boner as one of her church friends came over, complimenting their dresses.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur to me, as I struggled to keep my eyes to myself. Each glance from Moon, Thanh, and Mai was like fire as they raked across me. I was constantly struggling with my own desires as I fought to master my hardon throughout the bar-b-que. Finally, the couples began to head home, the beer running out, and the coleslaw all gone. I watched the last guests leave with a nervous energy in my breast, my arm around Hanh shoulders as we both waved.

“Go upstairs and take a shower tiger,” she said to me, “you smell like a fire pit.”

I gave her a smile and a kiss and then headed back to do her bidding. As I passed the kitchen, I saw the three women all cleaning and chatting with one another, each more beautiful than the next. Thanh caught my eyes, and I saw her face go beet red, and then her back stiffen as she smiled over my shoulder at my wife and then back to me, her grin growing hungry.












Chapter 10











O
 nce again, I took a shower with a massive hardon. Desperately trying to think of anything other than what I was about to be doing in a few minutes. It's not like I'm a pervert or anything, I'm not usually any more attracted to teenage girls than the next man. Which is to say we typically are and never admit to it, because we're perverts. But god damn, Thanh is the kind of adorable Asian girl that will leave even a racist white man drooling in desire.

I got out of the shower and heard gentle music playing from the bedroom, and as I dried off and headed out, I saw my wife sitting in the chair in front of her makeup mirror. Inside the door and sitting on a small lounge chair were Moon and Mai. The two sisters looked so similar now that I saw them beside one another, if not in body, then in facial features. What the women were wearing took my breath away, and as I gazed upon the bed, I saw Thanh laying there, her legs pressed together and bent suggestively while she held her hands in front of her mouth shyly, her eyes afire as she gazed at me. Each woman was wearing matching outfits of lacy lingerie, but each in different colors. Hanh in red, Mai in green, Moon's in a pale blue and Thanh dressed in pure white.

I held the towel around myself. I looked around the room and saw four sets of eyes, each looking at me with mixtures of love, devotion, lust, and desire but no jealousy to my great relief. I dropped the towel and stepped forward and heard a sigh of pleasure from Mai and Moon and a gasp of near fright from Thanh. I glanced at the girl's mom, who gave me a big hungry grin as she watched me approach the bed and to Mai, who just watched me with eyes filled with love. She seemed eager to see me be pleased by another. Finally, I glanced at my wife and saw her face full of love, her eyes hungry with forbidden desires, and at her encouraging nod, I climbed onto the bed.

I heard the gentle buzz of her vibrator pick up, and then all else faded from my awareness. The lights I realized faintly were being dimmed by one of the women near the door, and as I crawled forward to the excited and shy Thanh, I reached out running one large callous hand down her slender firm flesh, feeling its heavenly smoothness sent a chill down my spine. I drew the girl in close to my body across the sheets and felt her curl gently into me. Her delicate little hands were sliding down my sides and across my muscles as her breath caught in her throat. I let my lips touch hers and felt the gentle innocence leave the girl as her small firm lips grew desperate with desire. Her searching little hands were exploring my body as I slowly peeled her underclothes away from her, revealing pale unspoiled teen flesh to my hungry eyes, mouth, and seeking hands.

Her hand found my hardness, and I felt her little body shudder as she drew her hand up its massive steely length. But my focus was on her body. I had never slept with a virgin before, and I took my time, being gentle, careful not to rush and scare the girl. I probably could have thrown her down and ravaged her, and the girl may not have noticed the difference. She was like her mom, eager and excited. My fingers slid along her tight young little lips, feeling at the wetness there and delicately dipping into her depth. While she was arching her thin little back and I felt her wrap her small lips around the head of my cock as she twisted awkwardly.

Leaning back, I let the girl have her head, and she pulled my dick into her small mouth, lips stretching obscenely around the tip of my cock, and I lifted her narrow little hips, bringing her tiny virgin little pussy to my mouth. The girl yelped out as my tongue slid across her hard-little clit, sliding deep into her pussy, tasting her innocence. I worked her clit in little circled with my tongue as my hands gripped her tiny ass. I could feel the girl inexpertly sucking my cock, more choking on it than sucking, but that was fine; there would be plenty of time for her to learn. I sensed her little body tensing and trembling as it got near to orgasm, and her blowjob skills got even worse as she stopped focusing on her task. I backed off just before she reached her peak, the girl groaned in desperation and then in happy relief as I spun her around and positioned her slim little legs to either side of my hips.

My cock pressed to her incredibly tight entrance, and the girl was resting on my chest, breathing heavy, my arms around her and holding her hips gently. She picked her head up and looked at me with a calm and loving gaze, and I saw her eyes open wide, pupils dilating as she began to sit back on my cock, the large head spreading her little body-wide. I had to hold her and thrust into her hard to break past her virginity, feeling it part before my cock I felt instantly bad for the pain I was causing and on cloud nine as the perfect tightness of her teenage pussy drew me into its depths.

“Ohhh!" The girl cried out, and I felt her little fists bunch in my chest hair, and then her body began to relax, and my cock slid an inch deeper.

“Mmmm…" She moaned out as I slipped deeper still into her. I felt the end of her pussy rest against my cock, and the girl arched her back, moaning out even louder still, "Ahhhh!”

Then she was cumming on me, and as her tiny little pussy convulsed and pules around my dick, I lost all restraint, amazed I had managed to keep it until them. My grip on the girl's hips tightened, and I hammered up into her with more and more forceful thrusts. She had her hand up in my hair and was yipping these adorable little sounds, her lips questing and finding mine, kissing and thanking me as I fucked her.

"Thank you, Hanh! Thank you, Dave! It's better than I dreamed, of god….! I'm cumming again!" Then I too was cumming. I couldn't think straight, let alone think enough to pull out of her young fertile body. My cum shot deep into her belly, flooding her pussy and womb.

The girl collapsed on me, panting and exhausted. Her soreness causing her to move gently, and I pulled her into a warm embrace and cuddled the girl in close, feeling her sigh in contentment as our lips met in a gentle kiss. I was still holding her, tears of joy streaming down her cheeks when I felt the bed shift as others climbed on.

I felt gentle hands pulling Thanh from my arms as Mai drew the girl around and, with a warm rag, began to wipe her clean. Then Moon was doing the same to me. My cock was growing firm under the woman's expert hands. Clean and hard once more, Moon slipped alongside me on the bed, her tongue sliding around the head of my cock as I heard Mai instructing the woman's daughter in Vietnamese as Moon began to put her mouth to work worshipping my cock. After a few minutes, she slid up and kissed me deeply then sat back as Mai slid over, her thick lips and confident eyes soon had me moaning out in pleasure as she sucked me down into the back of the throat.

Looking over Mai's back, I saw my wife, with a look of pure contentment on her face, the vibrator sliding in and out of her pussy as she watched her mom deep throat her husband's cock. Mai continued to blow me, eventually handing my cock over to Thanh, who took her instruction seriously, already showing improvement as the adorable girl got a look of determination on her face as she sought to worship my cock properly. Mai laughed and came over, showing the girl how to enjoy herself. The two of them sharing my cock back and forth between their mouths, my own fingers finding Mai's wet pussy and Moons hairless one.

The older and younger woman shared my cock between them, instructing, and learning. While Moon kissed me, whispering nastiness in Vietnamese into my ear. I felt like a king as the cum shot out of my cock and into Mai's waiting mouth, who then passed to Thanh to swallow the final few spurts. I watched my wife cum, her body shuddering in orgasm as her family worshipped my cock. We passed out on the bed then. Each of us content and happy.












Epilogue











I
 t's been nearly a year since Mai, Thanh, and Moon moved in, and I have to say it's been the best year of my life. Hanh got a promotion at work and is home more often. Although trade-off, she is a bear to be around at work, always stressed out, and micro-managing her people. At home she is relaxed and happy, often singing some song or other with Moon. The two women are like twins, each connected at the hip once they get home from work. Moon got a job in a nail salon, and the funny thing is she makes more money than Hanh even with her promotion. Crazy amounts of cash streams through those nail salons I've learned.

Thanh just graduated from the local high school, and we are going to be celebrating her acceptance to UC Berkley soon. The girl has flourished here in the states, her adorable looks and excellent English, not to mention her razor-sharp wit kept her popular and involved in a lot of rewarding extracurriculars. Even with how popular she had become, we still always found time on the weekend to hang out as a family, going for a hike, bike ride, or playing tennis together.

The girl was voracious in bed too. I can't go more than a day without her demanding that 'daddy' crawl into her bed and fuck the living shit out of her. More than any of the other women, she loved to be watched as we fool around, and it's always a wild time with Hanh there. Thanh will go out of her way to make things extra kinky for my wife, dressing in a little schoolgirl uniform and age-playing, sneaking into our bed in the middle of the night and waking me with a blowjob, or even just as her tiny pussy swallowed my hard-on. My wife loved walking to the sight, and she would have her biggest orgasms as ravaged her little cousin.

Mai, too was flourishing. She had a small shop online where she sold her little crafts and beaded works. Thanh had built her the website, the girl showing a remarkable ability to write clean software. Mai was happiest in the house I found, preparing the meals and cleaning up. Often it was still her, and I left in the house in the mornings before I would go to work, and some of my happiest moments are when she is kneeling on her pillow, happily humming away as she sucks my dick into her wet hot mouth.

The sex never really slowed down in the house. Nightly Moon will sleep in bed with Hanh and me. My wife's aunt often acts more like my wife in the house than my wife does, giving me affectionate kisses and saying 'I love you' to one another around the house. In bed, the woman is a wildcat still, and I have found her endless exploration and excitement for our lovemaking a pure delight. I look forward to it every night. Hanh has been just overjoyed with the constant sights of sexiness around her.

The biggest news we got a few months earlier and the whole family had celebrated like crazy. Moon was three months pregnant now, and Hanh was so excited she could hardly contain herself. It was often Mai and Thanh, who was there to comfort and relieve my sexual frustration during the past few months. One fantastic weekend when Hanh and Moon had gone to reno for a girl's trip with their friends, I took both Mai and Thanh together.

They are both submissive deep in their souls, and I surprised them by tying them to the bed, cuffing the women together. Mai with her massive breasts and wide soft hips and ass, and sexy mature face tied beside Thanh, with her angelic little features, slender form, and innocent eagerness. The highlight of the evening was when I had Thanh and her aunt tied atop one another, and I stroked my cock in and out of one woman's pussy and down into the others — relishing in the sinful taboo of it all. That was one of the best threesomes I had with the women. The other was when I took Mai and her sister Moon together, each woman trying desperately to outdo the other in a quest for my greater affections. In the end, we all collapsed together happy and content; the women both reassured in my desire for them. My life has become one unending delight, and I have only my wife Hanh and both her generosity and wild kinks to thank for it.




THE END

















Mother-in-Law’s Menage




















Chapter 1











I
 t had been a quiet and comfortable life with my late husband, if not one filled with passion. When we married, he was full of life and energy, but he fell sick soon after and it lingered for many hard years. His passing was a great tragedy for our family. It was a challenge, more so for me as the stepmom in a family now in flux.

His daughter had just graduated from college and married her college boyfriend a month before he passed. Emily had been close to her father, and she took his death the hardest. She was over at my house so often over those first couple weeks that I invited her and her new husband to live in the guest house outback. I had no desire to live in such a big house alone. I knew Emily and Mason had been struggling in their first year of marriage, but she had been quiet about why. That is when my whole idea of love and happiness changed, and I began on an amazing and wild journey of self-discovery.

Emily and Mason met in college, she was a bit of a wild child and her relationship with Mason definitely tamed her. He is a quiet young man, raised in a very conservative family, and I knew his vows of chastity had meant a lot to him while they dated. My daughter had talked endlessly in the months leading up to their wedding about how excited she was to show all the pleasures of the bedroom to her hunk of a man. Mason had always been shy and quiet when she spoke of these things, his cheeks blushing. She didn’t speak of it after their honeymoon, and I assumed all was well. That first night I learned the opposite was the case.

I had been sitting up in the dark drinking a cup of tea and trying to ignore the sad thoughts tumbling around in my head when I heard yelling coming from the guest house. Curious, I stood up and walked over to the kitchen windows and looked out. The lights were on in the living room and I could hear my daughter arguing with Mason but couldn’t make out the words. My curiosity got the better of me and I slipped into the backyard and crept up to the back of the pool house, where I could hear them and not be seen.

“It’s just gross Mason!” Her voice rang out loud and clear, but I couldn’t make out the reply, Mason’s voice being too deep and low, but my stepdaughter responded right back.

“Once a day is more than I want, and the only reason I put up with it that much is because you swore, you swore Mason that you wouldn’t watch porn and jerk off!”

Again, I couldn’t make out the reply and I sidled forward, risking being seen if they glanced out the window, but then froze when I heard myself mentioned.

“What if my mom walked in and saw you! I don’t want you watching porn again, promise me!”

My son-in-law spoke again, but I couldn't make it out and I heard my daughter's voice soften. Their argument ending, I slipped back into the house. My curiosity was burning as I poured over her words. Pornography had never been something we dealt with in our house. My late husband had preferred to take care of his business in the shower, and if he did watch porno’s I was oblivious to it. I began to worry that my daughter did not understand the needs a man had. I resolved to speak to her as soon as I found the right moment. It wasn’t until that weekend when Mason went out with their dog for a walk in the hills and Emily and I sat drinking coffee and scanning our phones when I brought it up.

“So how has everything been since you moved in?” I asked her.

“It’s wonderful, thanks again mom," she said, "You have no idea how nice it is not having our bed in the same room as our kitchen. That studio was tiny!”

“It’s been so nice having you both here,” I glanced at her and tested the waters said, “Sometimes it can be difficult adjusting to living with someone at the beginning of a marriage, with all that entails, how is everything in that regard?”

“We’re good,” she said, but I saw her eyes flicker as she avoided the real answer and I pressed her.

“Emily? What is it?” She turned to me and I saw she was about to lie again and mask the issue, but then she broke down.

“Oh, mom, it’s been so hard,” she said, and I was surprised to hear anger mixed in with the frustration in her voice, “I’m just so miserable and I don’t know what to do.”

“What is it, dear? Has Mason been abusive or a bad husband?”

“Oh no,” she said, wiping her tears away with a slender finger, “nothing like that. He is the same smart, kind and hardworking man as always… but there is a side of him I never knew… Mom, how often did you and dad… you know… when he was around?”

“You mean,” I made a little motion with my fingers and raised my eyebrows.

“Yea,” Emily said, her cheeks blushing as she struggled to meet my eyes, “I’m sorry I should even ask.”

“Don’t be silly, you can ask me anything dear,” it felt so wonderful to have my daughter opening up to me I struggled past my own embarrassment, pushing it down and thought back, “Well over the past ten years or so, I’d be lucky if we made love once a year, but in the beginning we would come together a couple times a week.”

“So, it wasn’t like ten times a night, every night kind of thing?” She asked, looking up at me.

“Oh, lord no!” I shook my head, “No, things like that only happen in smut stories, don’t place those kinds of expectations on Mason, you’ll only make the poor man feel inadequate.”

“You don’t understand mom, Mason’s appetite is… endless,” she grew annoyed as she continued, “The first couple weeks were wild. But I thought it was just because it was his first time, you know? That after a day or two he would settle down to maybe once a day. But he won’t stop, he wants it all night and I just can’t deal with it. If only there was a way I send him to be with someone I trust and love, then I could get some peace!”

“Oh my,” I said, my breath coming deep and heavy as I imagined my quiet, handsome son-in-law as such a beast in the bedroom, “Try talking to him about this, telling him what it is your needs are. He is a good man, I’m sure he will understand.”

"Yea, your right," she said, "thanks for listening to mom."

I spent the morning thinking about my daughter’s problem. It was ironic in a way, Emily had been a party girl when she was younger and spoke of sex and her love of it openly, often to the embarrassment of the strait-laced Mason. The young man was reserved and quiet, spending enormous amounts of effort getting his own wine merchant business up and running. It was hard for me to imagine him as the man my daughter described.

One of the joys of having Emily move back home was being able to cook family meals again. Their kitchen was being remodeled slowly and she and Mason would join me for dinner three or four times a week and I loved feeding them. This afternoon I went to the store and got a rack of lamb, fingerling potatoes and cabbage for a nice slaw. I was busy preparing the meal, oven roasting the lamb, when Mason got home from work. I had always thought he was a handsome and thoughtful young man, but I’d never before looked at him in that certain light, as I was now.

He is tall and broad of shoulder and chest, hard from a daily workout regimen. He has black hair and dark green eyes that always look like they are brooding on something profound. He was an athlete in high school and college, playing both football and baseball, and he still played with his friends in local leagues. I watched him now as he smiled at me and went over to the basket of fruit, picking through it with his big strong hands. For some reason, seeing his strong hands put heat in my lower belly, I hadn’t felt in years. My eyes tracked his firm butt as he shifted from foot to foot and when he placed his hand down on the counter and lowered himself into a chair, the corded muscles of his forearm, sent a shiver straight to a place that hadn’t been touched in years.

I set down my apron, making an excuse, and ran up to my bathroom. I had my pants and panties down in moments and the second my finger touched my wetness I felt a shiver of incredible pleasure wash through me. Unbidden to my mind was the image of Mason shirtless and full of lust, taking me again and again.

When I came down from my massive orgasm, I felt shame wash through me but also forbidden pleasure. It had been so long since I had given myself such pleasure. I sat there breathing heavily and realized this was the first bit of genuine joy I had felt since my husband’s death, and I felt doubly guilty. I came two more times in the bathroom in quick succession; the need overriding my shame. Then hurried downstairs to tame the slightly overdone lamb from the oven.

The food turned out wonderfully, but as the three of us sat around the table, the tension between Mason and my daughter was palpable. Mason’s eyes were downcast and his face sad, while Emily hen-pecked his every action. I stayed out of the arguments and tried my best to redirect the topics to safe spaces, but by the time the meal was over Emily had stormed out to their place, frustrated and angry. Mason sat quietly staring after his wife, his face full of turmoil.

"How are things, Mason?" I asked him.

“I love her so much,” he said, his deep voice quiet, “but I didn’t realize how much of a sacrifice marriage would be.” He stood and helped me clear the table. My nerves were on fire and the one time his elbow brushed my side near the sink, I could still feel the touch hours later.












Chapter 2











L
 ater I sat in the living room sipping my tea and listened to my stepdaughter and her husband begin to makeup, their voices quieting into hushed desperate whispers. My feet moved on their own and I felt panic rush through me in waves, but still, I slipped out into the backyard and snuck quickly over to their bedroom window. I cursed myself for a fool, even as I stood up peeking into their moonlit bedroom. What I saw sent a physical shock through my body and I pressed a hand against my pants covered crotch, pressing my thighs together.

Mason knelt on the bed. That quiet brooding of his face changed into a bright eye stare of need. I guided my daughter as she ran her tongue up the shaft of the longest and thickest cock I had ever seen in my life. The image of it burned itself into my brain, and my mouth filled with saliva as I imagined how one might fit it into one’s mouth.

My daughter gave a halfhearted attempt at a blowjob and I saw Mason’s face fall in disappointment when Emily spun around a few seconds later, having barely tasted his cock. She shook her butt, and he moved up behind her. The beast within him slowly being unleashed as he reached out with large hands and pulled her back onto him. Emily cried out, and I felt shame at witnessing my stepdaughter in such a scene, but the sight of Mason’s muscled torso and beast of a cock driving into her held me like a lodestone.

He fucked into her with powerful thrusts, his body desperate with need. In moments I saw my daughter tense up and cry out softly as she orgasmed, my embarrassment doubling. But the look of total disappointment on Mason’s face nearly broke my heart, especially after he wiped it away and put on a smile of pleasure when Emily looked up at him. I ducked down, cursing myself for being a fool again.

“Are you… satisfied?” Emily asked, and I could hear the fragile hope in her voice. I knew Mason couldn’t have been, that massive beast of his was been fairly vibrating with need.

“I am, that was perfect babe,” he said reassuring her. Then I could hear their soft kisses as I moved off.

I sat in the dark in the living room, my breathing heavy and my body on fire. But my mind was working and spinning. I couldn’t tell you all of what I was thinking at that moment. My thoughts were a jumble. It was the height of irony that my daughter had what I had always dreamed of, and she didn’t seem to appreciate it one bit. In fact, just the opposite.

I was sitting there in the darkness with my thoughts when the sliding glass door opened and closed. Then I heard heavy steps come into the living room from the kitchen and suddenly Mason was there, stepping softly across the carpet, his laptop in hand as he sat in a big stuffed chair. He didn’t see me sitting there in the dark and I froze, not knowing what to do. Then he opened the laptop and pulled the cock out of his shorts.

“Mason,” I said, speaking up before my tongue became frozen to the roof of my mouth. The young man jumped about three feet in the air, his laptop landing sideways as he whipped his hand away from his pants.

“Sofia!” He said in shock, looking into the dark corner and seeing me for the first time, “Oh god, I didn’t see you there, I’m so sorry.” He stood with his shoulders slumped, embarrassed and defeated. "I'll go now, please forget you saw me if Emily knew… I'm sorry again," he moved towards the kitchen quickly and I felt as if I was pulled to my feet after him.

“Wait!” I said struggling to keep the desperation out of my voice, “Please Mason.”

He stopped there near the couch and turned back to me, and in the pale moonlight, I could see the struggle on his face. SO many warring emotions and shame overriding all of them. My heart went out to him and I came to a decision in an instant that was born from both love and desire. I could see the crack in my daughter’s marriage, widening before my eyes, and there may be a way I could help them both. I ignored the small voice screaming in the back of my mind that I was masking my own desires with the logic.

I walked over and sat on the couch and patted the spot beside me. He glanced behind himself into the kitchen and I could see him desperately looking for a way to get out of the situation. He was a polite young man though, and so he sat stiffly, clutching the laptop to his crotch as he did.

“How are you doing? With the move and newly married an all?” I asked him, turning to face him in the darkroom. His handsome features were troubled as he glanced down.

“Things have been ok,” he mumbled.

“But you have been fighting every night since you moved in,” I pushed.

“Well yes,” he said shrugging, “but that should stop. It took me a while to realize that marriage isn’t exactly what I dreamed it would be, that it takes compromises.”

“Compromise is a good thing,” I said, “just so long as you both are still getting what you need to be happy. Emily can be harsh sometimes, but I know she loves you deeply. Perhaps… perhaps you were asking her for too much… in the bedroom?” I was shocked at my own audacity, and I had to control my rapid breathing as nervousness raced through me.

“She told you?” He hung his head, setting the laptop on the coffee table and dropped his face into his open hands, “That’s so embarrassing to have my greatest weakness laid bare!”

“She didn’t tell me,” I said soothing, “I… happened to overhear something one night and then things became clear.”

"It's my problem like Emily says," he said, his voice so morose, my heart ached, "I've always been like this but before marriage, I could take care of it myself. Emily liked it in the beginning, said I made her feel wanted, but now… now she says I’m just greedy. Maybe I am…”

“We each have our own levels of desire,” I said, not quite keeping the heat from my voice as I pressed my thighs together, “in time hers may increase but it’s good that you respect her wishes now. Tell me,” I felt my cheeks flush even hotter, “can’t you… handle it yourself still?”

“I’ve tried,” he said, “but Emily made me promise not to take care of myself that way… she says its gross and husband shouldn’t have to.”

“That’s unreasonable,” I said feeling annoyed at my daughter for her hidden prudish streak, “I can talk to her about it.”

“Please don’t!” Mason said imploring me, “she would be so mad if she found out we talked about this. It’s ok, my doctor said, there are pills I can take to reduce my… desires.” He moved to stand, reaching out to take his computer, and I leaned forward, placing a hand on his powerful forearm. Once more surprising myself at my forwardness.

“Drugs aren’t the answer. Perhaps… perhaps I can help relieve you,” my voice was soft and fragile even to my own ears, “when Emily isn’t up for it.”

I felt Mason’s arm tense and panic set in. What in the hell was I doing?! What if he told Emily? What if he laughed at me? Why would I think he might want this? All of these thoughts and more raced through my head and I pulled back, shame and embarrassment warring within me.

“You would do that?” He said and I don’t know if it was my imagination or not, but his voice sounded hopeful as well as surprised.

“It must stay our secret,” my voice was calm but breathless and I felt my nipples harden beneath my bra, “Emily can’t know.” He nodded once, his eyes searching mine, “And this is just to help you manage your… needs, until you and Emily work out a solution.” I glanced at the laptop and up into his face, “Is that what you came in here to do?” He nodded, and I looked down, smiling.

“Sit back down," I said, "and let me help you." He settled back on the couch, his face still showing disbelieve and hope as I moved up beside him.

I could feel the hardness of his muscles as I pressed my body close to his turning to him as I reached out with a shaking hand. As my hand moved to the waistband of his tight pants, my breath heaving in my chest, I saw his mighty cock twitch, then begin to thicken and harden. In a second, his pants were tented up obscenely. I glanced up, looking into his eyes, knowing I must be showing the shock I felt.

“Sorry,” he said embarrassed, “I got… really excited.”

"So, I can see," I purred, "it's very flattering Mason." I hooked my thumbs beneath the waistband of his pants and dragged them down his thighs, feeling the thrill of wrongness as his massive cock flopped into view.

“Oh, my…” I whispered, sitting there and staring down at the beast between his legs, watching it twitched with his heartbeat.

“It’s too big,” he said sadly, “I know.”

"Too big?" I said in shock looking at him again, "Oh no Mason! It's gorgeous!" I looked down and let my fingers slide under its heavyweight. The hot flesh felt like a burning rod in my hand as I hefted it, "You will learn in time that there are certain hurts a woman longs for. I never imagined a cock could be this perfect.” I felt his dick throb when I said ‘cock’ and I tucked that fact away in the back of my mind.

I sat in the dark, fully dressed and pressed against my young, handsome son-in-law’s side as I stroked his might penis. I let my finger and thumb twist as they came up over the crown of his cock head, the soft spongy glands so delicate beneath my fingers.

“Oh god Sofia,” he breathed turning his head slightly and breathing out his moan into my hair, I felt his cock throb, “I’m going to cum.” He said and I felt a rush of excitement and pride as the thick white sperm shot forth across my hand, coating his stomach and shirt. I was panting as my hand slowed its stroking.

“That was… unbelievable,” Mason panted out. The look of relief and pleasure on his face faded fast, and I felt his cock throb in my hand. The beast had never even softened.

“Again?” I asked him in disbelief as my slender hand slid up his steely cock.

“Oh, it’s ok,” he said slightly embarrassed, “I can take care of it…”

“How many times,” I whispered, turning to look into his beautiful eyes, my hand gliding up and down his dick, “would you have relieved yourself if I hadn’t been here?”

“Four or five times,” he said, embarrassed. I didn’t bother to hide the smile of surprised joy that lit my face as my hand continued to work him. The sight of his massive tool standing out so long and proud was driving me crazy, but I still told myself this was for their marriage, not my own pleasure.

“Then sit back and relax,” I said, “let me take care of you.”

Mason was in utter shock as I jacked him off to a second big orgasm. His grunt of pleasure sent a spike of joy through my crotch. I'd never felt so good giving my husband a hand job, not that I had given him many, and the air was charged with sexual energy. His cock stayed rock hard, and I bit my lip to stifle my own moan.

“Can I…” he spoke for the first time in a while and I saw his shy glance down to my shirt, “Can I see your boobs?”

“I can’t imagine they will do you much good,” I said, feeling embarrassment at my sagging breasts. Once they had been my greatest asset, large and heavy they had kept their shape through most of my thirties, now they sagged with their own weight. But Mason’s eyes were glued to my chest as my hand slowly unbuttoned the blouse.

“I’ve dreamed of seeing your breasts since I first met you,” he confessed, his eyes glancing up at me shyly.

I felt flattered as I pulled the blouse back and unhooked my bra, feeling the cool air on my tits as they swung free. I watched his face closely and relieved to see no disappointment in his eyes, only lust as he watched me cup one breast in my left hand and pinch the nipple, pulling it slightly. Emily has small breasts and so I felt a bit better about myself as I reached back down and wrapped my hand around his dick.

“Wait,” Mason said, and I felt a moment of worry as he stood in front of me, his long thick cock hanging down between us.

I glanced up into his eyes and saw the powerful man he was slipping free of the embarrassment. He nodded to me and I reached out and resumed my hand-job. His eyes drank in my face and tits as I sat before him. I could feel them shake with each pull of my arm and he began to thrust his hips gently. Long minutes passed with the sound of my ragged breathing and the sliding sound of my hand on his cock. Then I saw his heavy balls tighten and his dick throbbed in my hand. Looking up, I saw a gleam in my son-in-law’s eyes.

I said nothing as I pulled his thighs closer to me, sliding my other hand up the back of his leg as I felt his cock throbbing and then his hips shudder. I was looking into his beautiful eyes and so saw the pleasure and relief wash through him, feeling a connection I never remembered feeling with my husband. My pussy shivered in joy, a small orgasm warming my body as I felt thick jets of his cum splash onto my breasts, again and again.

I was panting and shaking as I leaned back and looked down at the mess he had made on me. Looking up, I saw his entire body relax and the beast between his legs finally begin to soften. He looked down and saw my cum covered torso and went to apologize but I shook my head, smiling as I massaged the cum into my soft breasts.

“If you need relief tomorrow,” I breathed, “you know where to find me. Now you should probably get back to bed.”

“Sofia,” he said, at a loss for words, “thank you,” he managed finally.

“Anytime,” I said.

Mason picked up his computer and with one final embarrassed glance at my naked breasts, he strode from of the room and out the sliding doors, back to his place. I grabbed my shirt and rushed up to my room. I collapsed into my bed and dragged the thick comforter over my head, stifling my cries of pleasure as I touched my aching sex. I have no idea how many orgasms I had, imagining all the devilish things I wanted to do with the beast I’d had my hands on.












Chapter 3











I
 slept like the dead and woke with the dawn, refreshed and grateful to be alive. Then memories of the night before flooded my brain, and I buried my face in my pillow, hiding my overwhelming shame. What had I done?! Eventually, I pulled myself out of bed and took a shower, getting ready for the day.

I paused before the mirror, looking myself over with a critical eye. I had stopped working out regularly a year or two before, and the signs of softness around the middle were starting to show. My legs were still slender and strong as were my arms, my bust was large and heavy, and I’d always thought those, and my thick dark hair were my best features. It had been a couple of months since I really spent a lot of time getting ready, but I did today, plucking and painting myself in my large plush bathroom. When I stepped out of the bathroom, I was feeling better and happier about myself than I had in months.

I threw on a pair of yoga pants, a sports bra, and a loose workout shirt. I felt motivated, so much so I headed straight out to my car and drove to the gym. I had been months and months since I’d been there, but after a few minutes, I slipped right back into my old workout routine. I was on the treadmill, cooling down from a hard workout and I glanced around, noticing the gym was filled with other middle-aged women like myself. I looked around wondered how many of them would have done what I had the night before. I felt the surge of joy and guilt roll through me.

I thought of my daughter and her new marriage, feeling guilty for what Mason and I had done. I knew this might just be my own rationalization, but I felt deeply that it could help their marriage. Neither of them was happy with their current situation. None of us were. And besides I wasn’t trying to steal Mason away from her, I had no intentions of having his kids and marriage, just deep affection and an insatiable desire.

Driving home, these thoughts rolled through my mind. When I arrived, I saw Mason's truck outside of the house and felt nervous energy coursing through my veins. I went in and got a bottle of water and saw Mason pacing in the backyard on the phone. I could see the tension in his shoulders as he spoke. His words were calm and reassuring, but it looked like a really tense business call. One of the things my husband and I had loved most about my daughters’ handsome new husband was his entrepreneurial spirit. Just out of college he had begun a business entirely on his own, working with small wineries in the region and offering them premium distribution.

He hung up his call and tilted his head back, eyes closed and staring up at the sky, his back and shoulders tight with stress. My heart went out to him and I felt the need to soothe his worries. I slide open the kitchen door and he started, glancing back at the sound. I was watching for his expression as he saw me, and his eyes lit with desire and hunger before I saw him tempering those emotions.

“Problem at work?” I asked, motioning for him to come in. I went over to the Keurig and made us each a cup of coffee as he stepped in, somewhat nervously, and sat at the counter.

“Yea,” he said when he took a seat, “that was the wine buyer for Per Secto
 in New York, it turns out they got the wrong shipment and are short a number of wines for dinner service tonight.”

“Oh no,” I said, putting cream in our coffees and setting his before him. I stood in the kitchen and tried not to stare at the handsome young man’s broad shoulders and handsome, brooding face, “Is there anything you can do to fix it?”

“I don’t know,” he said, and the stress and tension bled into his voice as I’d never heard it before, “I just can’t seem to think clearly today,” he glanced up at me his cheeks reddening slightly, “Listen Sofia… about last night,”

“Do you think I want to steal you away from Emily?” I asked, cutting him off.

“No,” he said, shaking his head gently.

“Have either you or Emily been happy these past few months?”

“At times,” he said with a sad smile.

“You need something,” my words sounded measured and reasonable, but I felt an unreasonable fire and passion pushing me to these justifications, “that I can provide. I won’t lie to you and say it’s perfectly normal, but I do think you will both be happier.”

“And you?” He said, his dark eyes boring into mine.

“Yes,” I breathed, “perhaps it’s something I need too… to be needed again… wanted. We should be respectful of Emily, but if you ever need… relief,” my eyes held his, and I felt the flutter in my chest as I spoke, “just come to me.”

Mason stood abruptly and stepped back from the counter, his eyes intense as they tracked my face. I saw his desire flaring up even as that massive beast thickened in his pants. My eyes glanced down at it and my chest heaved with deeper and deeper breaths. No words were necessary. We had both come to the point of no return, for good or ill we were walking this path.

“Follow me,” I said then as I walked down the hall, his heavy footsteps following me. I felt my excitement building with each step. I stopped at the guest bedroom and walked in, closing the door behind him. Suddenly he was there, big and powerful. I looked up into his eyes and saw them tracing my face and down to my loose shirt and sports bra. I knew what he needed and so I pressed him back onto the bed, sitting on its edge.

There were no words between us, nothing had to be said. Our passionate glances spoke volumes. My fingers undid the buckle of his pants as I knelt before him. His powerful thighs sliding into view as I dragged them down. That massive beast of his flopping into view. I pulled off my shirt and felt his muscular hands on my body. Shock rolled through me as he pulled the sports bra up my arms. I looked up and saw his admiring smile as his hands cupped my breasts, pulling them up.

“Mmm,” I moaned as I felt his thick cock press against me, “sit back,” I purred, and he leaned back on his elbows.

I loved the way he looked at me, but my eyes were all over that beast between his legs. Before I even realized what I was doing I had a hand around the base and was pulling it back towards me. I kissed the soft tip and heard Mason’s breath catch in surprise, but I was too lost in my task to care.

My thick lips slipped over that mighty head, and I felt my jaws creak as I took him into my mouth. The smooth skin coating steely hardness filled me as I sucked him hard. My eyes glanced up and met his, and I saw the pleasure and surprise there. I licked him up and down, sucking and slurping on as much of his cock as I could fit into my mouth. All the while, my hands worked his shaft and occasionally dragged my nails lightly over his balls.

“You have a beautiful cock, Mason,” I whispered up to him, stroking it and letting my heavy breasts sway with the motion. I felt him tense at my words and his cock throb, “give me your cum… cum for me!”

His seed shot forth in jets that hit my tits, I wrapped my lips around the tip of his cock and sucked out the rest. I wasn’t a big fan of the taste, but the look on my handsome son-on-laws face as I drank him down sent a shiver of pleasure through my body. I felt happy and fulfilled giving him this pleasure, and I tried to ignore the sopping mess within my panties. The smell of his musk was driving me wild. The beast stayed rock hard and one hand continued to stroke and jack him as I leaned back, looking down at the cum on my breasts.

“Keep sucking,” Mason said, his voice rough with need. The young man was a beast once he started, and I couldn’t help but imagine this massive cock ravaging my insides again and again. I looked up at him and smiled in submissive pleasure, letting him know that I loved it when he took charge. I pulled his cock back into my hot wet mouth and felt his large fingers slip into my hair, guiding me as he gently fucked my mouth.

The next orgasm was slower, and I was able to take my time, learning the trick that sent shivers of pleasure through Mason. He came with a loud grunt and I struggled to swallow it all down. Some spilling down my chin and onto my tits. I sat back breathing heavy and looked up at his relaxed and contented face.

“Now you go to work and kick ass,” I said with a big grin. He laughed at that and shook his head.

“That was amazing,” he said, “better than… well better than anything I felt before, thank you Sofia.”

“Like I said Mason, anytime,” I promised gently, “now you have to get out of here so I can clean up!”

He thanked me again before he left, and it overjoyed me to see the tension and stress in him was gone, and he walked out to his car with a bounce in his step. I stripped off my yoga pants and hopped in the shower. The massager got me off to a powerful orgasm as I imagined Mason taking me as many times as he needed, using me as his toy. The thought sent shivers through my pussy and I masturbated one more time after getting out of the shower, the fire within me barely banked.












Chapter 4











I
 cleaned around the house and started a roast in the afternoon. My daughter got home from work and sat around in the kitchen chatting with me about her day. When my son-in-law got home we all sat down to dinner. Mason was in a good mood and when Emily asked him how his day went, he gave a big grin.

“We had a major issue with a shipment not arriving, but it ended up working out to our advantage,” he said excitedly.

“Really?” Emily asked with a bright smile.

"A case of wine to a high-end restaurant in New York was mis shipped to a different restaurant,” his deep voice filling me with a warm fuzzy feeling, “When I tracked down the issue it turned out that it was on our end and I thought we were going to lose the contract. After lunch," he paused for a second, eyes glancing at me before continuing, "I got inspired and called a rival wine merchant back east. I talked to the owner and let him know my problem, and he agreed to fulfill the shipment to the restaurant that night for a percentage of our sales on the east coast.”

“Is that a good thing?” Emily asked, “That might add up to a lot more than the sale of a case of wine.”

“Oh, it definitely will,” Mason said smiling, “but their company has contracts with a few grocery chains out east and in the Midwest. Currently, he pays a premium for high-end bottles to fill their top shelves and with our costs being so much lower he will earn more on the commission of our sales into his markets. I got a proposal from his office just as I was leaving today. It looks like it will be a win-win for both of us.”

“That’s wonderful honey!” Emily said clapping.

“I’m so proud of you Mason,” I said, “What do you expect the demand to be from those new markets?”

“That’s a good question,” Mason said eyeing me anew, “It will be a doubling of our sales, and there is potential for demand to increase. The steady business will be exactly what the company needs right now.”

“Mom has her MBA,” Emily said when she saw her husband’s reassessing look, “she doesn’t mention it since she stopped working years ago, but she was once a shark.”

“Really?” Mason said with an interested smile.

“She exaggerates,” I said, “I worked for a small manufacturing firm as an operations manager, nothing like what you have been doing.”

“I bet you could be a big help mom,” Emily said with an excited smile, “It could be great for you, get out of the house and have something to do. I know Mason would appreciate the help.” Mason coughed, his cheeks coloring, and Emily looked at him in concern.

“Would you?” I asked, feeling the underlying tension in my words, but unable to stop it, “Would you want some help… around the office?” Mason coughed again and my smile deepened. I did not understand where this wildness was coming from in me, but I felt so alive.

“Yes,” he said looking up and meeting my eyes, “If you’re willing then I could find a job for you.”

“Perfect!” Said Emily, pouring wine into our glasses and emptying the bottle, “Lets toast!”

We toasted and chatted for the rest of the meal about where his company was and what needed to get done. I asked him pointed questions, and his knowledge of the business and facility reassured me with the numbers and information a good CEO should know. Emily and Mason helped clean the table, and then they headed out to their place while I set up to my room and watched my shows. I was getting more and more nervous as the evening went by until finally; I heard the sliding glass door slip open downstairs.

I practically leaped to my feet and raced downstairs. I got into the hall and Mason was right there, his big powerful hand slipping around my waist as he pulled me into the guest room. I bit my lip to keep myself from kissing the man and felt like a wanton whore as I dropped to my knees before him. He stood above me tall and commanding and I pulled free his giant tool.

I wrapped my lips around it like I was starving, and it was my first meal in days. I threw myself into the task, loving his gentle moans of pleasure and the throbbing feel of him in my hands and mouth. One hand slid down between my legs and I felt my wet pussy through my panties, that brief touch causing my body to shiver in pleasure, then Mason was cumming down my throat and I was drinking him as quickly as I could. I pulled my head away, letting the remains dribble down my chin as I felt my own orgasm approaching.

"You have needs too," Mason said with his deep voice and I looked up, my lust clouding my judgment, and saw his grin as he took me in. Then he sat down on the floor, his muscular arms pulling me between his legs, my back to his chest. I tried to say no, that this was too much of what I desperately wanted. His strong hands roamed my body, taking up my breasts in two handfuls and pinching and pulling down on my nipple, even as one hand slid down between my legs.

“Oh god!” I moaned when his calloused finger grazed my clit lightly. I could feel his hard cock pressed against my ass and back, and the thought of it so close to my aching pussy was driving me crazy. As his thick finger slid into me, I felt his warm breath on the back of my neck and his hand enjoying the feel of my body. I stifled the loud moan as my toes curled and I felt tingling pleasure rush through my entire body. I could never remember having such a powerful orgasm, not alone or with my husband. My complete body went slack and my mind was a fog of pleasure and warm feelings. I felt hands on my body drawing my top over my head and I sat up.

He was standing before me again, his eyes burning with desire, and I sat up, gathering my big breasts in two hands and wrapping them around his cock. I’d never done anything like this for my husband. The man had never been adventurous in the bedroom, but from his look of surprised pleasure, I knew Mason had thought about this. His thick cock felt amazing as it slid up and down between my breasts. It took a couple of moments for me to get the hang of wrapping my hands around his cock and using the soft flesh as a cushion. It was so long that the top brushed my chin as I drove down on him. Tilting my head forward I was able to lick his cock as it came at head my face, even sucking gently on the tip a few times. Mason's muscled tensed and I could feel his orgasm building in his heavy balls. I sucked in the head of his cock and worked his shaft with my breasts, loving the feel of him shuddering and sighing in pleasure as he shot off in my mouth.

Mason’s knees grew weak, and he sat back down on the ground heavily. I hadn’t had enough of him and he was still raging hard. So, I crawled between his legs and took his cock into my mouth, nursing and suckling it like a bottle, while he played with my breasts and then fingered me to another earth-shattering orgasm as his cum shot out across my breasts and neck.

He slipped out of the house and I staggered up to my room, feeling almost drunk on his cum. I collapsed onto my stomach, hands between my legs as I dreamed of what it would be like to be taken by that powerful man.

I woke the next morning early, excited for the day again. The guilt was still there, but I was rationalizing it to myself, and honestly, I was so turned on and wild with lust I could have convinced myself of anything. Emily came into the kitchen when I was making a cup of coffee to double-check that I would be able to help Mason out at his office.

“I didn’t mean to just spring that on you,” she said, “if you don’t want to do it, I understand, you have a pretty good life here. I just thought with dad gone, it might be nice to be needed again.”

“That was thoughtful honey,” I said, “I’m not sure what use I can be to his business, but it sounds like a great time to be joining.”

“There was something else I wanted to ask,” she said, her cheeks blushing, “I was wondering if I could help you dress… a little sexier around the house.”

“Why ever for?” I asked, glancing down at my workout clothes and feeling a shiver of worry creep into my mine.

“It’s Mason, mom,” she said, her face beet red now, “I was just thinking that maybe… oh never mind it’s a dumb thought.”

"What is it, honey?" I asked, now flooded with fear that we had been caught somehow and feeling awful for what we had done.

"Mom, would you come to Fiji with us?” She asked, changing the subject so fast it shocked me.

“Fiji? But that’s your delayed honeymoon trip,” I said in concern, “you’ve been planning it for months. What’s going on?”

“I just think it would be great for the three of us to go away together,” she said, the blush fading slowly from her cheeks. She seemed set on it, “A chance for you and Mason to connect as well.”

“Honey, I doubt there’s any son-in-law in the world that would want his mother-in-law on his honeymoon,” I said with a laugh.

"If you make sure to bring that red bikini and lounge by the pool a lot, I'm sure he wouldn't mind," Emily said with a laugh.

“I doubt he wants to see an old woman like me in a bikini,” I said, slightly scandalized. Then my brain filled with the image of Mason’s face filling with lust and desire as he saw my naked body and it was my turn to flush red.

“I catch him checking you out all the time,” she said offhandedly, “he is respectful, but I know he fantasizes about you.”

“Emily!” I said scandalized, but she just grinned a wicked grin and hopped down off the stool.

“Just make sure to pack the swimsuit!” She said as she slipped out the sliding glass doors.

My mind was troubled and afire with wild thoughts when I got to the gym, but a good hour-long workout had me clearheaded. I went home, took a shower and dressed in a nice gray skirt, beige blouse and grey business jacket. I put on a set of pearls, then looked in the mirror and took the pearls off, adding a locket with my daughters’ picture in it that was my favorite necklace. A final few touches to my hair and I looked myself over in the mirror. Happy with the result, I went out and drove to Mason’s warehouse and offices.












Chapter 5











T
 he company is quite small with only a dozen workers, two of which work in the offices with him. He handles most of the sales and orders. When I got there Mason greeted me at the door. I worried things might be awkward between us, but it was just the opposite of my great joy. The moment our eyes met, there was a comfort and familiarity that we had never really known together. He brought me into the offices and introduced me to the other ladies that worked there. One was an office manager, and the other handled the accounting and HR functions. He took me out into the warehouse and showed me around.

As we walked, I asked him questions about the company workflow. How purchase orders were converted into sales and then into work orders for the warehouse. Immediately I saw a glaring problem in their lack of process. The warehouse didn’t have a good system for keeping track of work orders. This hadn’t been a problem that Mason noticed till I pointed it out. Their scale had been so small that a couple of workers could easily handle it all. The more we talked with the warehouse employees, the more he saw how the issue from the day before had happened and how it could happen more often with worse results in the future.

The warehouse manager and his wife who handled the shipping and receiving were so relieved when I pointed out the problem and began to suggest different processes that could be put in place to correct it. Mason agreed to put some in place on a trial basis and then we would check back in with the warehouse in a week to see what was working and what wasn’t.

I was so excited to get to work I barely registered the desk Mason directed me to just outside his office and I pulled out my laptop and started working on putting the procedures in place that would solve the issue. The time passed by so fast I was surprised when the other girls in the office said they were heading out to lunch. They invited me to join them, but I said I’d brought lunch and I also really wanted to get this done.

I stepped into my son-in-law’s office and found him buried in excel spreadsheets. He gratefully set the work aside when I laid out the leftovers, reheated in the break room microwave. We talked of his new deal with the merchant out east and the possibilities of the partnership. He spoke of his dreams for the company and where he saw a lot of opportunities. I gave my advice, and he listened. That was probably the thing that struck my heart the deepest. He listened to my advice on his business with genuine interest and took it to heart.

When we were done eating, I cleaned up the food and set it aside. I stood feeling butterflies dancing in my stomach and locked his office door and turned back to him. I saw his eyes alight with the fire of desire as I slipped beneath his desk and pulled his zipper down, feeling wanton and wild. One of my biggest fantasies had always been to be fucked by my boss, bent over his desk. This was so close I nearly came as I felt his hot dick slip into my mouth. We were both nervous and took care to be as quiet as possible, the small sounds of my sucking mouth barely carrying in the small room. He came quickly, filling my mouth with his cum, I drank it down. Because it was him, I loved the taste and feel of it as it slid down my throat. The look of pleasure and contentment on his handsome face warmed me deep in a place I’d rarely felt feelings.

I slipped out of his office and sat at my desk. My pussy soaking through my panties as I squeezed my thighs together. That had been one of the wildest and craziest things I’d ever done, and it was all I could do to keep myself from getting up and doing it again. I clicked on the laptop and the problem took my mind away from thoughts of sex and lust, for a time at least. The other office girls came in smiling and chatting, having no idea that fifteen minutes before their hunk of a boss had been fucking his mother-in-law’s face.

That evening was Friday night, normally their date night, but Emily insisted I come out with them to celebrate the business's success and me joining the team. I spent extra time getting ready since we were heading to a really nice restaurant downtown. I wore a sleek red dress with a deep neckline and black heels that laced up the calves. I walked downstairs and Emily gave a wolf whistle as I walked down the steps.

“Damn mom you look sexy!” She turned to Mason, “Doesn’t she look hot?”

“You look gorgeous, Sofia,” he said, and I felt myself blushing furiously under his burning gaze. Emily looked from him to me and I saw her smirk of satisfaction and found it odd. We got an UBER and headed to the restaurant, enjoying a sumptuous meal and a few glasses of wine. Emily was outrageously flirty with Mason throughout the meal, but that was nothing new from her. When we got in the UBER to ride home, the three of us more than a little tipsy, we all piled into the back seat of the large car. Emily pulled Mason into a passionate kiss as soon as the light was off, and we were driving. The wet sounds of their lips locked together sent a small twinge of jealousy through me.

When I turned to look at them however, I couldn’t help but feel a heat rising within, the sight was so wanton and wild, now that I knew the beast my daughter tangled with each night. She was such a small thing; it looked like he could break her if he got too rough. And a part of me, a large part, wanted to watch them again. Images of her bent over and wailing in pleasure as he pounded into her with powerful thrusts danced in my head. I glanced forward, trying to get the images out of my fuzzy mind, and saw the driver looking back at us in the mirror. When I caught his eyes and glared at him, he went right back to driving and didn’t look back at the two of them again. I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper sliding down ever so gently, and I schooled my face not to look down. Then suddenly we were home, and Emily and Mason shifted as the light came on, suddenly innocent.

We walked into the house and I realized, as my steps wove back and forth beneath me, that I was drunker than I had thought. Once inside Emily put on some music and opened another bottle. We all sat down in the living room and chatted about the upcoming vacation in a week.

"You're going to love it, mom," Emily said, "It's all-inclusive and because it's remote and off-season the beaches and pools will be empty."

“It’s been years since I really spent any time in the sun,” I said, starting to enjoy the idea of laying out on the warm sand.

“There is a hiking tour of the ruins near the resort,” Mason said blinking his eyes owlishly, “I can’t… hic… can’t wait to see them.”

“Ruins?” Emily said in slurred mock anger, “You have a sexy young wife and her hot stepmom lying around in bikinis and you can only think about ruins?” Mason glanced at his wife his mouth open and at a loss for words for a second, then she burst out laughing, wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a passionate kiss. I sat sipping my wine and watching the two of them kiss, feeling ignored. Mason was running his enormous hands all up and down her body, and I wished that was me he was holding. Emily set her wineglass aside and threw a leg over Mason's hips, her kisses desperate and passionate.

I saw her hand slip down between their bodies and her elbow rise and fall as she stroked him through his pants, then the sounds of his fly being popped, and zipper pulled down. Mason growled and my daughter yipped in pleasure as he picked her up, walking her out of the living room. I glanced down at myself and was surprised to see my legs were spread wide, one hand touching myself over my panties, as my big nipple pressed hard against the front of my dress. I quickly sat up and closed my legs.

"Sorry, mom!" Emily called looking over Mason’s shoulder as they were leaving the living room and gave me a wink.

I sat there for long breathless minutes before finally clearing up the glasses and heading upstairs to my room. What was happening to my once quiet life? I wasn’t sure of every emotion swirling around in me, but I could sense a touch of jealousy and guilt, but overriding these more powerfully was a taboo lust that had my knees weak with desire. I found myself long minutes later sitting before my mirror and brushing out my hair, staring off into the distance with wild thoughts running through my head. A light knock on my doorframe startled me. I turned to find Mason standing there, tall and imposing. The young man had on boxers and they tented out from his mighty wood.

I said nothing, letting my eyes roam over his body and he did the same to mine as I stood and walked to him. I took him by the arm and lead him to my bed, pressing him back and onto the soft mattress and dragging off his boxers. I could smell my daughter on him still. He had come to me straight from their marriage bed and the realization sent a flood of wetness to my sex. I could wait no more, I could put off my own titanic needs for not one more second. I pulled my nightdress up over my hips and Mason's eyes flared wide when I threw a leg over him.

His hands gripped my thighs, his breath hissing with desperate desire as I pressed the big fat head of his cock to my aching lips. I sank down on him, moaning out in joy as he stretched me wide. I felt him invade my depths, and then I rose and sank down even farther. My eyes were closed as I experienced the pleasure of being so full. His hands slipped up my thighs and pulled me down. His lips were on mine and a spark of wildness ran through me when I felt his soft lips and the stubble on his chin brushing my soft cheeks. I held onto his strong shoulders; the muscles rippling beneath my hand.

“Oh!... Oh… God Mason… Honey your cock is perfect…" He drove up into me with long slow thrusts, his dick just kept reaching deeper and deeper, until finally, I felt all of him inside me. My pussy wrapped around him so tight and my clit pressed into his pelvis and I felt the shuddering joy of a small orgasm ripped through my body. Then his strong hands gripped my ass and he grunted with desire and need as he fucked me.

“Fuck me, hard baby… fuck momma hard!” He drove up into me with ceaseless need as another orgasm built in me, his steady and hard thrusting blotting my mind out in pleasure I felt his cock pulsing and his thrusts grow erratic.

"I'm about to nut," he said in a warning and I pulled his lips to mine.

“Cum in me, I want to feel it,” I breathed, my voice unrecognizable to my ears.

His eyes were bright as they gazed into mine, and then I felt him go off. My own orgasm triggered as I felt his huge dick filling my little hole. My body ached from the passion of our sex and I calmed down, knowing that every other time in my life I had had sex, we were done once my husband had orgasmed. Mason was far from through with me, and my heart sang, and my body cried out for more as he rolled me over. His big dick still deep inside me. He pulled my nightdress up over my head and gathered one big breast in his hand. He sucked one big nipple into his mouth, the spikes of pleasure radiating out from it. He gripped my ass in one strong hand, and I felt my legs wrap around his hips. My hands sliding over his back, loving the feel of as muscles rippling beneath them. I took his firm tush in a hard grip and pulled him deeper into me.

We were wild rutting animals. My bedsheets strewn all over as he pounded me into the mattress over and over. I came beneath him, his substantial weight pressing me down, then I felt Mason shoot off inside me.

He calmed down then, leveraging himself back, his great cock sliding out of me, leaving me feeling empty and properly used. Looking down, his face beginning to twist in apology. But I wouldn’t have it, I sat up fast and kissed him, letting my tongue slide along his. My hand sliding down to wrap around his still rock-hard cock.

“You fucked my daughter with this beast,” I said, feeling his muscles tense in uncertainty even as his cock grew longer and harder at my words, “You came to me with her cum still coating your cock,”

“I’m sorry,” he breathed, “I was drunk… not thinking.”

“How did you fuck her?” I asked him, my lips grazing his. I stunned myself at my wicked words, but the taboo thrill had me in its grip and I was finding it incredibly arousing. Plus, the look of surprised lust on Mason’s face warmed me to the core.

“She was bent over,” he said, his voice breathless.

I grinned and kissed him then spun and bent over, whipping my hair over one should as I looked back at his big powerful form behind me.

"Show me," I said. His eyes blazed brightly in the darkness and I felt his hands grip my hips roughly, then he was inside me and driving deep in, “Oh fuck!” I moaned.

I would have continued to speak; the dirty talk was driving me just as wild as it was him. But his animal need drove all thought from my mind as he hammered me down into the bed. My aching pussy came again and again as he stretched me out. When Mason finally came, he filled me with so much of his cum I could feel it spilling out around his softening cock as he lay atop me, panting deeply. He lay beside me and I rolled over, loving his fingers as they traced patterns on my bareback. I rested my head on his muscular chest and felt a gentle peace wash through me as I nodded off to sleep.












Chapter 6











I
 woke with a start, my head pounding from the wine and lifted it groggily to look around. My bed was a mess and the room smelled of sex. I smiled wide, ignoring the small spike of nervous worry at my terrible actions, and stretched out like a cat. Luxuriating in the feel of my pussy, aching and sure from the pounding it had received. I made my way slowly into the bathroom and took a long hot relaxing shower. I dressed in comfortable clothes and went down to make a cup of coffee.

As I was sitting down to read the news on my iPad the sliding glass door opened, letting in a burst of chill air. Emily came in, shutting the door behind her quickly, hands tucked beneath her armpits as she shivered.

“It’s cold out there,” she said with a shiver as she went over to the coffeemaker, “we are out of coffee pods, is it ok?”

“Of course, honey,” I said with a smile. Emily looked a little haggard, her hair in disarray and the impression of her pillow still on one cheek.

“We had a wonderful time last night,” she said as she waited for the coffee cup to fill, “Sorry if things got a little crazy at the end.”

“No need to apologize,” I said, “I had a great time last night… one of the best nights I’ve had in years.” It wouldn’t do to tell her that it might have been the best night of my life, because it certainly was the best sex of my life, by a big wide margin.

“Things didn’t get too crazy there for you at the end?” She asked, sitting down at the table, her face concerned.

“Not at all,” I said feeling nervous excitement but unsure why, “It might sound strange, but it warmed my heart to see how in love you two are. It was passionate and beautiful.”

“I didn’t want to make you uncomfortable, but I knew what it would do to Mason,” she smiled a little mischievous grin and sipped her coffee with two hands.

“I’m glad I could be of help,” I said laughing a little nervously.

“Are you?” Emily said, gaze suddenly intense on me, “Happy to help?”

“Of course, honey,” I said with all sincerity, “I love you both.”

“That makes me so happy mom,” she said with a big smile, “Do you remember that issue I mentioned the other day?”

“The one about Mason… being too demanding?”

“Yea, but he isn’t too demanding,” she said, “his needs are just so great, I can never keep up with him. He has been so wonderful lately and things have been so great, but I worry he is unhappy, not getting his needs met.”

“I’m sure things will work out,” I said, “he is a good man, and he loves you.”

“I know mom,” she said, “I just want to do everything I can to make him happy. On that topic, there was something I wanted to talk about with you when we are in Fiji.”

“What is it?” I asked my voice concerned.

“We’ll talk about it then,” she said with a tight smile getting up from the table, “just promise me you’ll keep an open mind, ok?”

“Of course, Em,” I said, and she gave me a brief one-armed hug before heading back to their place.

That whole weekend my mind was distracted with memories of the incredible sex Mason and I’d had. I ached to feel him again and so on Sunday when Emily went to brunch with her girlfriends; I found myself once more on my back with his tongue between my legs. He licked and touched my sex with gentleness and looking down at his handsome face, filled with joy as he pleasured me, I came with screaming need. Then he was between my legs, his big thick cock stretching me out as he took me, the walls of my pussy milking the cum from his cock. After he came, he stayed hard, the beast in him just awakening He took me bent over the bed, his hand in my hair pulling me back, a hand gripping my hip hard as he hammered me. Again, and again he came in me as we fucked all over the bedroom. I was sore and exhausted, but more satisfied than I had thought possible. I took a nap, and he left to go shower before Emily returned, and my whole body melted into the mattress as the tenderness receded slowly.

The next week went by faster than I would have imagined. Mason's business was humming, and I had a great week there. The process I had designed seemed to be working out for the warehouse staff. Shipments were heading out faster and there was real accountability now to track and ensure everything got delivered to the right place and on time. Emily was in a great mood all week. She spent each night planning for the trip to Fiji we were about to head on, making lists as she does for everything.

Mason would come to me each evening and I would take care of his needs. Often getting him off once with a blowjob. I learned what the man liked as my jaw and tongue worked him up and over the threshold. Then he would take me, the raging inferno within the man making him like a beast and I loved being used by him. He made me cum so many times those evening that I would sleep like the dead, and wake feeling refreshed and alive each morning. He came to me twice after making love to Emily. The first time he tried to keep me from his cock, but my eyes met his and the taboo thrill coursed through me as I sucked my daughter's cum off his cock, tasting their love. He spilled his seed in seconds and I knew his kinky mind had been dreaming of just such a thing. I surprised myself with my openness and the depravity to which I was sinking. It was all so wonderfully wicked that I couldn’t find the will to stop. Twice more I sucked him off during lunchtimes and one day he pushed me into a closet after hours, when the place was empty, lifting my skirt and taking me from behind hard and fast.

Friday finally arrived, and I woke early, packing for the trip. I was feeling naughty and packed several sets of lingerie, evening dresses and the red bikini Emily had insisted several times that I pack. We piled into Emily’s car and drove into the city to the airport. I love to travel, love airports and flights and seeing new places and cultures. It was one of the things my husband and I had always enjoyed doing together and I felt a touch sad and nostalgic as we boarded the plane. Emily could sense it. She had gone with us on many trips over the years and knew what I was feeling. She hugged my arm and rested her head on my shoulder as we walked down the ramp.

Our seats were in the back of the plane. Mason stowed our carryon above, and Emily slipped to the window seat, Mason in the middle and I took the aisle. Once we were in the air Emily ordered three mimosas and we toasted the trip.

“To the most beautiful women in my life,” Mason said smiling and holding his glass up.

“To new experiences,” I said, and Emily clinked her glass to mine.

"I'll drink to that," she said, "and to keeping an open mind," she winked at me and I wondered what she was getting at as we all sipped our drinks.

Soon we were cruising, and the cabin lights went off. Emily pulled out the blanket and covered us up. Mason turned on a sports game on the seat rest screen and I pulled out my iPad and began to read my book. Emily snuggled up to Mason's side, lifting her armrest and burrowing under the blanket. I was just lost in the romance I was reading when a small movement out of the corner of my eye caused me to glance down. I saw the motion of Emily’s arm and the blanket moved up and down over Mason’s crotch.

Stunned, I glanced up and met Mason’s eyes as he glanced at me sideways. His face showed signs of strain and his cheeks were flushed. Looking down again I saw Emily’s eyes open from her pretend sleep, her head not moving as our eyes met. Hers were wide as she watched for my reaction, her hand paused in its ministrations under the blanket. My breathing was heavy, and my nipple grew hard, pressing against my shirt. Emily smiled slightly and winked at me and I saw her hand begin to move again. Long slow seconds turned dragged on into long minutes as her hand stroked him slowly and gently.

Something passed between my daughter and me as I watched the blanket move, wishing there was no blanket at all, and I could watch her pleasure that gorgeous cock. Emily pressed the blanket down for one second and the outline of his big dick was pressed against it and I couldn’t help the inaudible sigh of pleasure that escaped my throat. Then her hand worked him quickly, each of us breathing hard and then Mason went tense, his breathing irregular until he slumped back into his chair. Emily slowly slid her hand back a look of satisfaction on her face.

My hands were shaking as I undid my buckle. Standing on wobbly legs I made my way to the tiny bathroom and once the door was locked behind me, I ripped my panties down my legs and worked myself to a silent, powerful orgasm. I felt so naughty and wrong, and so incredibly alive at the same time. My whole body relaxed, I climbed back into my seat and saw Mason and Emily were sleeping or trying to. I reclined the seat and drifted off to dreams of impossibly kinky things.












Chapter 7











W
 e arrived in Fiji in the early morning and stepped out into the gorgeous weather. There was a shuttle from the airport to the resort and we piled in. No one else showed up and so the driver took us on the two-hour long drive. The resort appeared when we came around a tight turn, the whole coast opening up before us. It was filled with small bungalows tucked back in the palm trees and spread down to the pure white sand beach. There were several pools and one with a big bar in the middle of the pool that you could swim up to.

We got checked in and the nice young woman gave us all the information on the resort and a map to find our way around. We were led to our bungalow, and I was surprised at how roomy and comfortable it was. There was only one bedroom, it is the honeymoon suite, but they brought in a small bed for me. I felt like a third wheel as I set my suitcase in the living room and watched Mason holding Emily as they stared out at the rolling waves.

“Come here mom,” Emily said, holding out her arm. She pulled me into their embrace, and I shivered as Mason’s thickening cock brushed against my butt. He shifted his hips, and I glanced over nervous and saw a small secret smile on my daughters’ lips. I know the girl better than anyone and she was up to something.

“Ok I need a cocktail and some sun,” Emily said breaking up the gentle moment. Mason frowned after her and looked at me, to see if I knew what was going on but I just shrugged. He looked troubled and I could see the conflict warring within him. The man was usually a rock but the three of us being in such a small space was going to be hard on him. I patted his arm and went into the bathroom to change.

When I came out, I was surprised to see Emily in a matching red bikini, her lithe body looked amazing. Her breasts are smaller than mine, but firm and round and her behind is perfectly shaped and firm. She has always been a slender girl but now in her early twenties; she had sexy rounded hips that the strings of her bikini bottoms showed off to perfection.

“Mom you look amazing,” She said when she saw me, her frank look taking me in, “Mason come check out mom!” She walked over to me and slipped her arm around my waist. I could see our reflection in the mirror. I am slightly taller, my hair darker and breasts far more rounded, but we looked so much alike in the matching outfits. Mason stepped out of the bedroom wearing a pair of swim trunks, his muscular torso on display and he froze when he saw us. I saw his eyes widen and felt my nipples harden as the same look of undisguised pleasure at the sight of my daughters’ sexy body, was turned on me.

“You two both look incredible,” he said his voice slightly breathless.

“I wish my tits were as big as yours mom,” Emily said and to my shock she reached up and cupped one, hefting it in her hand, “Still firm and heavy, damn you’re lucky. Mason come feel these.”

“Emily!” I said scandalized and feeling my face blush.

“Hah!” Emily laughed and grabbed a towel, taking Mason’s arm, “Let’s go find some chairs and a server. I’m thirsty.”

I followed after the couple troubled and more than a little excited. I had no idea what Emily knew, but she had been acting strange ever since we had that first conversation, before Mason and I began to fool around. By the time we got to the water, the warm sand under my feet and the sounds of the gently lapping waves convinced me to just relax and be in the moment on this trip.

We found three lounge chairs down near the water. The beach was nearly empty and the lack of kids and families running around was wonderful. A server came over a few minutes later and Emily ordered us all Long Island Ice Tea’s, a favorite of ours. Twenty minutes after that I was more than a little tipsy. I watched Emily and Mason run into the water, splashing and playing around. Mason picking up her tiny body and throwing her laughing and screaming into deeper water. She swam back and pulled him into a deep kiss. His hands were on her ass holding her up in the water against him. I couldn’t see their waists, but I saw Emily wrap her legs around Mason and lift herself up and down onto him. Her head arched back, and I realized with a sudden flood of juices to my nether’s that she had just sheathed his cock inside her.

Mason looked around in shock and saw me watching them. He froze, and I saw Emily whisper something in his ear; he turned back to her and she kissed him, her hips riding him under the water gently. I looked around and saw the beach was empty to either side of us for a long distance. Emily tilted her head, and I saw her peek over Mason’s muscular shoulder and see me watching them. I put my head down quick, pretending to read my book, but peeking up through my lashes.

Emily rode her man harder and then I saw her go tense, her fingers pressing hard into Mason's back before her legs slipped free of his hips and she smiled wide and languid, ducking her head underwater and sweeping her hair back. She walked out of the water straight back to her chair and Mason turned to stare at her ass. She looked amazing, straight out of the movie 10, or one of those other cheesy 80s male induced fantasies. The water streaming down her back, hair slicked back and perfect slender body enough to make any woman jealous. Her cheeks were flush, and she wore a vibrant carefree smile. She sat in her chair, pulling on her sunglasses and sighing.

“Did you enjoy the show?” She asked not bothering to turn her head.

“Excuse me?” I asked, my voice nervous.

“Oh nothing,” she said, “what time do you want to eat dinner?” She turned to me lifting her sunglasses, and I saw the smile in her eyes. Was she teasing me, or was there something else going on here? I stifled my hopes as I replied to her.

“Six?” I said, my voice breathless.

“Perfect,” she picked up her head and sighed, “He sure is a sexy man, don’t you think?” Mason was walking out of the water, the water streaming down his large form, the outline of his giant dick, showing through his shorts.

“Mhmm,” I said not trusting myself to speak just then.

We spent another hour lounging on the beach before picking up and heading back to the rooms. We took showers and got dressed in nice clothes and walked to the restaurant on the far end of the resort. Once again Emily wore a nearly identical dress to mine, both long black numbers with plunging necklines. Our heels clicked as we walked, each with an arm linked in Mason’s.

“I’m the luckiest guy in the world,” he said with a smile as he took the two of us in, “you both look gorgeous.”

“You’re damn right you are,” Emily said grinning at him, “and you better keep those compliments coming if you plan to get lucky tonight.”

Mason laughed then reached out and held the door open for the both of us. We were seated and ordered a bottle of wine and an appetizer to start. Soon the wine was flowing and the conversation as well. We finished off a second bottle and made our tipsy way back to the bungalow. Emily and I were laughing at a joke Mason had made, she was clutching at my arm when I saw her glance out to sea, that mischievous light entering her eyes again.

“Come on,” she said pulling me with her out onto the beach. We kicked off our heels and held them in one hand and ran through the soft sand, feeling like kids again. Emily lead us down to the water and looking around and seeing the beach was empty in all directions she turned back to look at me and Mason. Her grin bright she pulled her dress up over her head, leaving her in only a tiny pair of panties.

“Emily!” I said.

“Come on mom, when was the last time you went skinny dipping?” She stepped up and took my dress, pulling it up over my head, I stood there shocked, in only my own tiny pair of black panties, covering my breasts with one arm and looking nervously between Mason and my daughter. Emily laughed and grabbed my hand leading me out into the water.

“Come on Mason, drop trou’ and get in!” We looked back and saw a poleaxed young man, his eyes wide as saucers as he watched our topless bodies slip into the warm waters.

Emily pulled me close to her side and turned us to watch Mason as he pulled down his shorts. I sighed in pleasure when his big beautiful cock came into sight. And almost didn't notice Emily's fingers as they brushed one of my nipples. I shivered and looked at her and she smiled, her eyes softening as she spoke.

“I love you mom,” she said, and I felt my heart melt at my little girls’ words.

“I love you too honey,” I said smiling at her. Mason waded out to us and I couldn’t stop my eyes from flickering his hard cock before it slipped beneath the waters.

“And Mason?” She asked her voice quiet and serious, “Do you love him too mom?”

“Of course, I do. What’s going on Emily?”

“I need your help with more mom,” she whispered in my ear, pulling me close to her, our naked breasts touching. I tried not to think of the feeling of her hard nipples pressing against my flesh.

"Anything," I said feeling her cling to me, "Just ask darling."

“Mason," Emily said letting her voice carry to him a couple of dozen feet away as he floated on his back, he picked up his head and looked over, “What did you say earlier about my moms’ tits?”

“Ummm,” he frowned at his wife then looked at me, his eyes flicking down to the waterline and up, “That they look amazing.”

"What else did you say when I had your big dick inside me?" Emily's voice was throaty, and I could practically feel the excitement rolling off her. My heart fluttered when I saw Mason blush.

“He said he used to dream of seeing them naked when we first started dating,” Emily stood beside me, her bare breasts free of the water and she pulled me up, “He said he has fantasized about you more than anyone over the past few years… dreamed of fucking my mother,” she grinned wickedly at him, “the lecherous man.”

“Emily…” I said feeling such a wave of terrible guilt. I was about to confess, my eyes downcast in shame when I felt her gentle fingers tilting my head up. Her lips met mine in a soft kiss and she pulled back.

“Mom, I want to thank you for being there for my man,” I sucked in a shocked breath, “I’m sorry I pushed you both into this without talking about it first, but I knew it would be too crazy for you… but believed more than anything that you needed this… that we all do.”

“Honey…” I said tears forming in my eyes, “what are you talking about?”

“I know you and Mason have been sleeping together,” she said, and I sagged against her, feeling the tears of remorse well up.

“I’m so sorry,” I said my voice cracking.

“Mom,” she said with a big smile, tears in her own eyes, “I planned this… I wanted you to see us that night. I knew you would want to help, and I knew once you saw what Mason carried that you wouldn’t be able to resist… you were so good to dad for so long, but you haven't had a real man in your life in years and years… I've seen how you two look at each other. Seen the kind way you treat one another, and it warms my heart more than you can ever know. I love you, as a woman, as the woman who was there for me when my dad was ill for so long, and I know you have come to love Mason as I do.”

I turned to Mason feeling relief and anger warring within me, “You knew about this?” But the young man shook his head his face troubled.

“No… but Emily has said things… that led me to believe she might have wanted it to happen… but I didn’t know until tonight that she had been planning this all along.”

“But how?” I asked moving away from Emily, feeling myself shivering and slightly lost.

“Slowly and with affection for you both,” Emily whispered, “I’m sorry mom, I didn’t mean to upset you, I just want us to be one perfect family… and I thought you might too.”

“I… I need to go…” I said turning and walking out of the water. My mind was a storm of thoughts and emotions and I grabbed my dress and held it to my chest. I got to our rooms and sat on the couch, pouring myself an enormous glass of wine. Mason and Emily took their time coming back, giving me space.












Chapter 8











I
 t was madness. I didn’t know what Emily was planning but there is no way it could ever work out. Madness! What would we do share the handsome young man? I loved him as my son-in-law only, right? But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that over the past couple weeks, as I got to know the man better, I had come to have genuine affection for him. That he was a good, hardworking man who was exactly what I wanted in a partner.

The door pulled open and Emily walked in, her stride nervous and unsure.

“Mom?” She asked, “Are you ok?”

“Yes honey,” I said wiping away the last of my tears, “Come sit down,” I patted the spot beside me.

“Mason is so upset,” she said as she sat next to me, “he thinks you’re mad at him, feels guilty, but it’s all my fault mom, I just didn’t know what to do and I thought this would make everyone happier.”

“Hush Emily,” I said pulling her to my side and stroking her hair, “I’m not mad at you, or Mason. You should have told me though, the guilt I’ve felt… well, it was legitimate. I have to apologize for what we did… it was a mistake.”

“Is that how you really feel?” She asked looking deep into my eyes.

“I don’t know what to feel honey,” I said shaking my head, “It’s all a mess.”

“Tell me what it was like,” she mumbled snuggling her head into the crook of my neck, “When you and Mason were together.” Her question took aback me, but she deserved to know, I only wished it didn’t hurt her.

“It was fine,” I said and then staring off into the distance I decided to be honest, she deserved that much from me, “It was more than fine… I didn’t know a woman could feel such pleasure… could feel so wanted… or that a man could have such passion.”

“That makes me happy to hear,” she said, and I pulled back to look down at her, she met my eyes and I read the sincerity there.

“You’re serious,” I breathed waving my hand slightly, “about all this. Do you know what could come from it all?”

“I’ve thought about it for a long time, and I believe we’ll all be happier,” she said simply.

“Why?”

“Because you have been alone for so long, even before dad passed away, and I know how much you and Mason care for one another. How good you are together. Because I love Mason with all of my heart and he fulfills me as much as any man could,” she shook her head slightly, “and I know he loves me the same, but I can’t give him the same satisfaction. I don’t want a man who spends his love and lust on videos of drugged-out girls being trafficked, and I don’t want him to stray.”

“Honey, he never would,” I reassured her.

“I know he wouldn’t want to, but in four years? Ten? When the girls in his office get younger and younger every year?” she shook her head again, “I won’t put up with that. Besides mom… I know about how terrible it was for you and dad at the end. I grew up in the same house… did you two ever have sex?”

“Hah,” I laughed feeling surprisingly comfortable talking to my daughter about this, “not for years before he passed away. Your father was a good man, but his sex drive was never a match for mine. For years I just thought that’s how things were and by the time I realized there was more out there, I was too old.”

“You're in your 40's, that's not old," Emily said slightly exasperated.

“Anyway,” I said with a sigh. A tickle of fear and nervousness lit within me as I asked, “So how do you see it working?” Emily sat back and smiled wide.

“Mason!” Emily called out the door then she turned to look at me her smile once more turning wicked, “Let’s give him a show,” Then she dropped her dress and pushed mine out of my arms. She pulled me close to her, and I froze in shock as her hand reached up and cupped one of my breasts and then she leaned forward, smelling like the sea and wine and kissed me full on the lips. Her lips were soft and for the first time, I realized what she really meant. A fire smoldered within as I remembered my most forbidden fantasies.

The loud gasp from behind broke our kiss, and we turned to see Mason standing frozen in the doorway, his eyes wide at the sight before himself. He had put his dress pants back on and was carrying the rest of his clothes in a bundle that fell to his feet. I could see the beast within his pants rising and pressing against the fabric.

Emily stood and took my hand in hers, drawing me up beside her. She brought me over to Mason and reaching out took one of his hands in her free one and lead the two of us into the bedroom. My mind was in a daze as a storm of thoughts raged through me. What was about to happen? Was this going to ruin our relationship? I nearly backed out right there, but I felt Emily’s soft hand squeeze mine and her loving smile took in me and Mason. He swallowed audibly and glanced between the two of us.

“I love you both,” Emily said, “And nothing will change that," she reached out and pulled Mason into a deep kiss, her hand cupping the back of his head and his arm encircling her. The sight of their gorgeous young bodies light by pale moonlight was breathtaking. When Emily pulled back from the kiss and pulled me against her and Mason, she tilted his head toward me. I felt his powerful hand on my back as I gazed into his beautiful eyes and saw not the mad lust, I thought I might see, but love, a sea of endless love for her and me.

I kissed my son-in-law then and for the first time let myself relax into the experience. My emotions free to flow as they will. Love and affection for this handsome and driven young man swelled within me, and as I felt his hips dig into mine, our kiss igniting in passion, lust rose as well.

The sound of his buckle being undone caused me to look down and I saw Emily biting her bottom lip as she hurriedly pulled his pants down. His big hunk of meat bobbing up between us, I glanced up at her and she smiled that wicked grin, and I realized it was a twin to my own smile. She dropped to her knees and did as well, sitting beside her each of us clutching one of Mason’s legs.

“Oh god,” he breathed, “This can’t be happening…”

“It’s happening big boy,” Emily said, “and you're not the only one who's been fantasizing about it.” I thought for a second that somehow, she could read my mind and had known the dirty fantasies I’d been having the past couple weeks, then I realized she meant herself.

“Babe… your gonna drive me crazy,” Mason said smiling at Emily as he ran his fingers in her hair. She smiled up at him and leaned forward kissing the tip as she wrapped her slender hand around the base of his cock.

I leaned forward and kissed his thigh, feeling the muscles tremble beneath my lips. Strong fingers slid in my thick hair and I felt tingles run down my spine, I turned my head and pressed my lips to the thick shaft of his cock. My tongue sliding up the soft skin and veins and then back down and across his balls. Sucking one in gently. I felt Emily’s small hand cup one of my breasts and I reached out a trembling hand and felt her soft firm skin beneath my touch. The taboo thrill coursing through me as I moved my mouth up to the head of his cock.

Emily released him from her mouth and pointed that thick spongy cockhead at me and I smiled in pleasure as I kissed it gently several times, letting my tongue slide around and pull it into my mouth, jaw creaking as I took him deeper and deeper.

“Mhmm, does that feel good Mason?" She asked before I felt her lips on my neck as she gathered one of my big tits in her hand pinching and tweaking the nipple.

“Fuck… ahh…. It feels… amazing Em…” his fingers flexed as he caressed my head as I sucked his cock into the back of my throat pressing it tight against tongue and tonsils.

"Got its so hot watching you fuck her mouth," Emily stood at Mason's side and I looked up at them, my pussy aching and on fire and my body on display as my head drove forward and back and his hips thrust. Emily began to touch herself even as Mason's balls tightened and his first orgasm gushed forth and into my mouth. I was breathing heavy as he staggered back. His knees were weak from what looked like an earth-shattering orgasm for him. He fell heavily back onto the bed.

Emily knelt before me and pulled my face to hers. Her lips met mine and she kissed and licked up his cum before we both turned and crawled on the bed. Mason was hard as ever, and the beast was awakening in him. I felt his strong weight roll me over and then he was between my legs, his tongue touching my wet lips and dipping into my most sensitive depths. I gripped the sheets in two fists' pleasure radiating out from his touch and then Emily was there. Her hands touching my face and chest, and desperately I gripped her slender form and pulled her into a passionate kiss. Her perfect bow-shaped lips were soft as warm butter as I let myself indulge.

“That is so hot,” Mason said as he pulled himself up between my legs and I felt him pushing inside me.

"Oh, Mason…" I sighed as he slid home pulling him down with the other arm, turning my head and kissing him, his weight pushing me down into the bed. Our sweaty flesh slapping in desperate need, building, and building until finally with a shaking back clawing scream I was cumming beneath the man. I felt my pussy clamp down and suck the cum from his cock, the fluttering muscles, milking him. The sweet sensation of being filled sending little shock of pleasure throughout my body.

My body was a ragdoll and I panted deeply and felt Mason pull out of me. Emily bent down, trapping his cock in her pretty little mouth, sucking the tip clean of our juices. Then she spun around, putting her ass up in the air and dropping her face to the comforter facing me. I saw her grin and bite her bottom lip as Mason gripped her hips and drove into her.

“Fuck baby!” she cried out, “Fuck you stretch me soooo good!”

I lay there recovering from one of the biggest orgasms of my life, still luxuriating in the afterglow and smiling in pleasure as I watched the beautiful couple fuck right next to me. I slid a hand between their legs and up to drag a light finger across Emily’s clit. I had never touched a woman like that let alone thought I would be doing it to my stepdaughter, but the feeling of her whole-body tense in pleasure as I grazed it, made me grin. I slipped my fingers on either side of his cock and felt it slide in and out of her.

"Oh, god mom…" She gripped me and held me close, "yes… right there…" My finger rubbed her clitoris and Mason gripped her hips in firm hands, driving into her with a steady rhythm. Then she was twisting, her muscles locking up as the orgasm shook her like a leaf in a breeze.

The beast in Mason was unleashed and I felt his eyes on me even as Emily collapsed to the mattress. I was up, having recovered and eager for more. I pushed the young man onto his back and mounted him. My hands pressing into his hard stomach and chest as I pressed my big breasts together. He stared at them with wide eyes, as usual, as they bounced to and fro. We were two animals in heat. His powerful thrusts driving deep into me as I rocked my hips forward and back in time with them. His strong arms pulled me down to him, burying his face in my large boobs and I felt his cock pulsing and throbbing. I sat back up and threw my leg over his hips, spinning around to face away from him, loving the feel as his cock rotated in me, touching every part of my insides.

I had never been in this position before and the feeling was digging deep. Explosions of pleasure running through me. I felt the bed move and looking back saw Emily sit on her husband's face, he gipped her ass, his cock throbbing in me and licked her to a powerful orgasm. Mason and I came together, my screams of pleasure echoing through the bungalow. We collapsed together on the big bed. I felt Mason’s arm circle me and hold me close, Emily cuddling him on the other side. Exhausted and feeling so filled with love I drifted off to sleep.

I woke the next morning to the delicious sensation of Mason's hardon pressed against my behind. I moved my hips and reached down, slipping the big head into my pussy. I pushed my hips back taking it deeper and deeper. I heard a moan from behind me and felt Mason wake with a start. His big hand grabbed my hip and he pulled me slowly back against him. The hand sliding up to cup and massage my breasts. We made slow love there on our sides and I had several small orgasms before he finally filled me with his seed.

“That’s the best wake up I’ve ever had,” he whispered in my ear, his breath tickling my neck. I rolled over and he wrapped his arms about me.

We lazed around all morning, the atmosphere relaxed and comfortable. We had lunch, ordering in and then three of us piled into the bedroom again. I watched from the side of the room as Emily and Mason made love. When she was worn out and exhausted, Mason came and dragged me into the sheets with him and I reveled in the wild man’s unquenchable passion.

The three of us explored the limitless bounds of our passion and love. That second evening Emily stripped me naked, I was so nervous I was shaking, as she lay me down and tasted my sex. Her tongue was the most talented I’d ever felt, and she had me reaching new heights of pleasure when I felt her finger slide into my behind. Mason walked in from the beach, coming into the bedroom to the sight of his wife eating out his mother-in-law, her smooth tight pussy presented to him.

So many wonderful and magical experiences. The three of us skinny dipping drunk and late at night. Not even making it halfway back to the bungalow before I pushed Mason down and just had to feel him inside me. There was an added thrill to being caught that excited us both.

The trip finally came to an end and we packed up, taking lots of pictures of this special place, and trying to preserve the memories we had all made together. We had discussed life back home and I’d insisted they both move into the house proper, there was plenty of room. They agreed and when we got home, we had them moved in a day. That evening the three of us spent it in a giant spa bathtub, sharing several bottles of wine, laughing and joking and indulging in each other’s bodies.

We built a great life together, and to this day we can’t get enough of one another. Emily and I are both pregnant with our first children and we couldn't be more excited about this next chapter in all of our lives.





THE END
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Chapter 1











M
 y stepmom blamed herself for the accident, no matter what the officers told her. She was driving me to baseball practice, and we’d just crossed Main street when a car shot out of the cross street, running the red light at full speed. All I remember was the screech of steel and impact of the dashboard, as the front of the car crumpled in to smash my arms.

I woke in the hospital groggy from pain killers and both arms in casts up past my elbow. Looking down, I felt my stomach churn in revulsion at my swollen, bruised fingers. The index and middle fingers of both hands were in the cast, leaving me only thumb, ring, and pinky fingers free. My stepmom was there in the hospital, sleeping in a big chair in the corner, a hospital blanket covering her trophy wife figure. Looking around, I was disappointed but not surprised to find my dad not there.

My birth mother passed away when I was young, and my father remarried soon after. Lisa was much younger than him, and I think he only married her for her looks and for someone to help raise me. Shortly after their marriage, he lost himself in his work as an investment banker. When I was ten or so, he began to manage his own fund, and that's when he disappeared from our lives almost entirely. He bought a large house in upstate and filled it with every comfort he could think of, then rented an apartment in Manhattan for himself. He would visit on holidays, rarely spending the night.

All I'd ever known were the streets of Brooklyn, where I had dozens of friends and a beautiful life. Suddenly in my freshman year of high school, we were living in a tiny town of mostly investment bankers, tucked into a small valley. The average household income of our neighborhood was in the millions, and the kids were spoiled enough to prove it.

I made friends and joined a few sports teams, but I was never thrilled since we moved. My stepmom Lisa I believe, was the same. She made the best of it, like me. She was a social butterfly and was always entertaining wives of other partners at the firm where my dad worked. Most of the senior bankers lived in our neighborhood, and their wives were a lonely group. Their kids, for the most part, were spoiled rich little shits, having grown up in extreme wealth their entire lives.

Lisa had taken to motherhood like a fish to water. I think that's the only reason she didn't leave my father years ago. Each night there was a home-cooked meal waiting for me when I got home from practice, and a packed lunch every morning. She would keep up with my classes and makes sure I did each assignment, even hiring a professor friend of hers from the city to tutor me in physics when I had struggled for a short time in the subject my junior year.

She was the perfect stepmom, and our relationship should have been a great one. There was only one thing that got in the way of me being completely comfortable around her, and that was her beauty. It's shameful to admit, but the first time I saw Lisa when my dad brought her home, I fell in love and lust with her. She had been the centerpiece of my fantasies most of my teenage life and only through jacking off four to five times a day, was I able to be around her with any measure of normalcy, and not stare or ogle her every other minute.

Lisa had been a model when she was younger, but the slim and slender body of her teenage years developed into a woman with hips and breasts. So, she had moved into fashion, working for a design company when my father met her. She is 5'7'' with massive breasts, I checked her bra one time, they are a size E cups. She has a slim waist and narrow hips with a big firm butt. Her hair is thick and lustrous dark brown with highlights that she has touched up weekly. She is breathtakingly beautiful like I said, and the number of creepshots of her ass and tits in my phone would attest that I am a bit obsessed.

She has always insisted on being there for all of my practices, games, and functions. That's why she was driving me to practice, even though it was my senior year, and I'd had my license since I was sixteen. That's also why I wasn't surprised to find her the one person who had stayed by my bedside while I was unconscious.

As I turned my head to look at her sleeping angelic face, the blanket molded to her sensual body, I was relieved to see she wasn't injured. Nothing more than a few bruises and scratches, at least. A nurse came bustling in to check the machines hooked up to me. Mom's eyes popped open at the nurse's noise, and she caught my eyes.

"You're awake!" she cried as she jumped to her feet and came to the bedside, "Oh, thank god, your father will be so relieved too." Reaching out to hold my hand, hers froze when she saw mine in the thick cast, fingers bruised purple. Then with a concerned look, she turned to look at me, one gentle hand pushing the hair out of my face, "How do you feel, Jack?"

"Tired," I said, my eyelids heavy, "sore." The nurse was injecting something into the IV stuck in my arm. Tears sprang into mom's eyes, and she covered her mouth in one hand.

“You get some more rest. You’ll be home soon.” I nodded at her and felt myself drift off to sleep.

When I woke next, the nurses were bustling about me, removing the tubes, and getting me ready to go home. I was still groggy from pain killers, and my arms ached something fierce. I learned that I'd broken both wrists, and several bones in my hands as well. The doctors didn't think I would be able to play baseball anymore, at least not for a year or two, as I went through physical therapy. I listened to it all stoically, accepting this new reality, while mom was attentive, asking the doctors and nurses questions about what kind of care I would need and making follow up appointments for our return in a day or two

I was grateful when they wheeled the chair in and informed us I could check out. I just wanted to be in my room and have the comfort of home surrounding me. With both arms in casts and my body so bruised, I couldn't manage to sit up on my own. My stepmom came over to help, along with a nurse. They each slid their hands beneath my back and pressing in close, helped lift me on the count of three. It was humiliating enough needing the help, but as I felt my stepmoms, big soft breasts press into my arm, a surge of blood rushed to my crotch.

To my mortal embarrassment, I happened to be looking at the nurse's face when she saw the thin hospital nightgown twitch over my hardening cock, and she got a mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she looked up and caught mine. Then her eyes darted to my stepmom as she worried over me, and I saw the smile deepen.

When I was in the chair, and the nurses headed off to their other patients, the nurse who had helped me out of bed, took the handles of the chair and began to walk us out. I remember the ride out as cold and long, but finally, we got to the car, and with both ladies' help, I was able to get into the back seat. The nurse pushed the buckle into place, and she caught my eye, giving me a subtle wink and a small smile before she shut the door and taking my mom around the back of the car, began to speak with her in quiet tones.

My mom got into the car a few minutes later with a small frown on her face. When she looked up in the mirror and saw me, her cheeks colored slightly, and she glanced down as if embarrassed.

"Mom, what is it?" I asked.

"Nothing, Jack, just something the nurse mentioned… about your recovery." She said, starting the car and pulling out of the parking garage. She saw the sad look on my face in the mirror and smiled warmly, "Don't worry, we will make the best of it."

When we got home, it took about ten minutes to maneuver through the house and up to my bedroom. One minute in and both of us were cursing my dad for being absent. He had shown up at the hospital when I was unconscious, but only stayed an hour before heading to the airport. Eventually, we got to my room, and I went to get into bed.

"You can't sleep in the hospital gown," said mom, and she left me sitting on the mattress as she rummaged through my dresser for some clothes. She came back with a pair of boxers and a t-shirt from when I was twelve. Looking at me again sitting there, she laughed nervously, "Don't know what I was thinking! I guess I'd forgotten how much you've grown up."

She went back to the dresser and got my regular clothes, and coming back began to untie the gown awkwardly.

"Just relax," she said, her voice sounding anything but relaxed, "we will have to get used to this, I suppose." She kept her head and eyes averted from me as she pulled the hospital gown away. I was embarrassed as my naked body came into view, but the truth was I was so tired and sore, I just wanted it over with, so I could lay down. She kept her head turned to the side and eyes tightly closed as she slipped the boxers up my legs and let me scoot into them the rest of the way. The whole affair was one of the most awkward of my life.

"I'm sorry," she said, her voice husky as she helped me lay back and propped pillows under my arms, "I'll get better at all of this." When I was laying back with a blanket over me, heavy eyelids droopy, I felt her hand on my brow stroking the hair back.

"My sweet boy," she said, voice thick with emotion, "I will take care of you, anything you need. I promise I will take care of you, darling." Sleep took me as her thick lips pressed a kiss to my forehead. The vision of her large breasts hanging down within her blouse filled my sight and sped me off to pleasant if frustrating dreams.












Chapter 2











T
 he next morning found me dry-mouthed and aching all over from the bruising of the accident. Mom was there seconds after my eyes opened, and from the looks of the big comfy chair she had dragged into the middle of my bedroom, she had taken up residence in here. She came in, moving slowly and quietly, holding a breakfast tray.

"You're awake," she said warmly when she saw my eyes open, "I have some eggs and bacon if you can manage to eat. The doctor said you should have something in your stomach when you take your pain pill."

"I am hungry," I said, realizing I was ravenous. Then a more pressing need presented itself, and my cheeks colored in embarrassment as I said, "But I need to go to the bathroom."

"Right," my stepmom said all business as she helped me stand and led me to my bathroom. One beautiful thing about having a father who is an investment banker is a super nice house. I was utterly useless and was feeling super frustrated as I had to side waddle my way in through the doorway. I couldn't even push down my pants, what eighteen-year-old kid wouldn't be mortified to have his stepmom pull down his pants and hold his dick while he pissed?

She said nothing as we oriented ourselves at the toilet. Standing beside me, she turned her head, looking away, and I did the same, my cheeks coloring red. I think the embarrassment was the only thing that kept my dick soft and thank god. I could feel her breasts pressed against my side, and her soft hair brushing my neck. Then her cool fingers took my limp cock and directed it, a torrent of piss streamed out. My whole body relaxed at the relief.

As I was finishing the embarrassment faded and I thought about my stepmoms hand, the one I had fantasized about for so many years, now on my cock and to my great shame, I felt it pulse, thickening and hardening in her soft hand. She sucked in a sharp breath, and I knew she noticed, her fingers flexing into my cock for one second. I turned my head back, but she was quickly putting my dick back into my boxers and cleaning up, her face composed.

"Let's get you back to bed," she said, finally meeting my eyes. She saw my embarrassment and her face filled with love and compassion. She came and held me close as she supported me back to bed. "We will get through this Jack, I know it's going to be awkward for a bit, but we will figure it out. I love you, and I'm willing to do whatever it takes to make sure you have a good recovery."

"Thanks, mom," I said, "I love you too." She kissed me on the cheek once I was in bed and then brought the tray over. She sat on the side of my bed and spooned eggs with bacon and mushrooms mixed in, into my mouth. Like everything else, it was awkward at first, but then we found a good rhythm.

"Maybe I will cook something more substantial for your dinner, how does lasagna sound?" Lisa came from an Italian family, and her lasagna was legendary.

"You know I could grow to like this," I said, chuckling, "being waited on hand and foot by a beautiful woman, some people pay big money for this." My stepmom laughed.

"Don't get too used to it, buster," she said with a smile as she scooped up the last of the eggs, "You're back to feeding and bathing yourself once your arms are out of those casts."

“Bathing?” I asked mortified. I hadn’t even considered that I couldn’t bathe myself.

"Those casts are going to be on for at least eight weeks, Jack," she said in a quiet voice, "and the nurse said you'd need to be bathed regularly, so the cuts and scratches don't get infected." I sat there mortified, nightmare scenarios of her laughing at my nakedness or something else equally bad, running through my head. My stepmom saw the look on my face, and hers softened as she cupped my cheek in one warm hand.

"Don't worry, darling, as I said; mommy will take care of you." In spite of myself, my cock throbbed at her husky voice. I took my morning pill, and as its narcotic effects dragged me down to sleep, I felt the sexual frustration, like hot rocks in my balls.

I woke in the early afternoon, and mom had set up the giant television from her bedroom up in my room. She pulled her chair beside my bed and made a big bowl of salty popcorn, although I had little appetite. I felt a swell of love in my breast as she queued up the Lord of the Rings trilogy, a series I had been trying to get her to watch with me for years.

We watched the first half of the first movie, and then she went off to the kitchen to pull out the lasagna. Coming back a while later with a giant plate, I saw she had a glass of wine for herself. This time as she fed me, it was much more comfortable, and she was even laughing and joking with me as she finished off her glass. The movie ended, and she helped me to the bathroom. Turning on some music in the house. Her cheeks were rosy either from the wine or embarrassment I'm not sure which, as she turned on the shower and let the water heat up. Coming back from the kitchen, she slipped my arms into trash bags and taped the ends off, sealing them. I felt ridiculous, and we were both laughing as she adjusted the water temperature.

"Ok mister, time to get you cleaned, you're starting to smell a little ripe!" She said in good-natured humor, trying to cut the tension now building. Then her cheeks coloring even further, she knelt and pulled my shorts and boxers off. I couldn't help but watch her face as she saw my nude form for the first time. Her eyes widened, and her breath caught in her throat. In embarrassment and awkwardness, I assumed.

Turning with my face beet red, I stood under the hot water, holding my arms up high to keep them out of the water as best I could. My mom didn't say anything as she squeezed a dollop into her hands. Pulling me back and to the edge of the shower, she took my head in her hands, she massaged the soap into my scalp. Her fingers were gentle, and the feeling almost hypnotic, and I felt myself relaxing back. The muscles in my back and shoulders were relaxing for the first time under the hot water, steam, and her gentle fingers.

“That feels good,” I murmured.

“I’m glad,” I heard her whisper behind me, “my poor Jack, you’re so bruised and tense. You needed this.”

I didn't argue with her, but as she finished up, I felt her large breasts encased in a white t-shirt and thick, supporting bra, brush against my back. Suddenly I was tense again, aware of how close my sexy stepmom was to me. My cock swinging in the water grew hard, standing out slowly and proudly as she rinsed the shampoo from my hair. I was cursing myself inwardly, imagining older women and men naked, baseball, anything to reduce my shame and make my boner go away.

“Turn back around,” she said, and I kept my eyes closed in both shame and because of stray soap and was able to hear her sharp intake of breath clearly. My arms were tired, and I rested the casts on the top of my head. Then I opened my eyes in time to watch as mom took a rag and soap in her hands and lathered it up. Her eyes met mine, and I saw hers soften, the beautiful green shining with love as she began to soap my chest and arms.

"I know this is awkward, honey," she said, a small and gentle smile on her face, all trace of awkwardness or embarrassment gone from her, "but to be honest, I'm secretly happy I get to take care of you like this. I feel it can only bring us closer together. Just relax honey," she had soaped up and scrubbed my legs, and now I felt her hands on my hips.

“Mom?” I asked my voice a little panicked even to my own ears.

"Just relax, baby, let mommy take care of you," I was facing into the shower, and I felt her arm snake around my waist and her cloth-covered hand wrapped around my steel hard cock. The shock and suddenness of her grip made me gasp.

"Shh," she whispered in my ear. I felt her grip tighten slightly on my cock, firm, and in control. Then she began to slide the rag up and down, her motion more stroking than cleaning. "You need this," I felt her press herself against my back, large, heavy breasts squished, and then the press of her hips on my ass was too much.

The orgasm rolled through me so powerfully I almost fell, but mom was there supporting me already, knees shaking and nerve endings tingling, the cum shot out of my dick, striking the shower wall in long thick ropes.

"Yes!" My stepmom hissed in my ear, her breathing was heavy and labored. Reality began to sink in, and as she wiped clean my dick, it was turning to steel once more in her hand.


My mom just jacked me off,
 I thought, not believing what had just happened. I turned in the shower to find my stepmom standing back with the towel in her hands, ready to dry me off. I opened my mouth to speak, but she moved a finger to her lips, her eyes burning intensely at me, her face cherry-red in embarrassment, shame, or drunkenness I wasn't sure. So, I said nothing and just smiled at her, trying to convey all the bliss and love I felt at that moment. She returned the smile and dried me off.

My cock was still hard as a rock, and she took her time drying me off, I watched her stare at it in fascination. I could barely keep my eyes off her wet white shirt as it clung to her bra and skin beneath. Neither of us said a word, and though I desperately wished for more, mom ended it there and slid a clean pair of boxers on me. She took me back to my room and helped me lay down. Setting up the pillows under my arms then getting up, she turned the light off to the room. I thought she was leaving, but she surprised me, coming back and sitting on the side of my bed.

“Jack,” she began her voice wavering and full of emotion.

"Thank you, mom," I said, quickly interrupting her. I was trying to catch her eyes in the dark, but it was impossible. "I just wanted to say thank you for everything you've done."

"I'm here for you, Jack," she said, caressing my cheek with one hand, "It's going to be ok; we will figure this all out. She leaned forward to kiss my cheek, and I'm not sure what came over me. I turned my head and met her full lips with mine. For one incredible moment, I felt her kiss me back, a soft moan escaping her throat, and the tip of her tongue just grazed my lips before she pulled back sharply.

"Jack!" she scolded, "I don't want you to get the wrong impression from earlier." Her tone softened, "Mom is here to help you with… certain releases. But it's so that you can rest comfortably. The nurse recommended it." That last, she added a bit defensively.

“I’m sorry,” I said full of shame and embarrassment, “I didn’t mean to, you’re just so pretty mom and your body drives me crazy, and I don't know why I did it; I'm sorry." Her face softened, and she stroked my cheek again.

"I understand, sweetheart and that's very flattering to hear, that you still think an old woman like me is attractive," I almost spoke then, correcting her, but figured it best to stay silent. "But this is just a treatment, that's all."

"I understand," I said. My eyes had adjusted to the dark, and I could make out mom's giant breasts still trapped beneath her wet top and the smooth skin of her long legs, stretching off the bed. I gulped audibly as I took her in, and she watched my face with delight. My dick was still steel hard from when I got out of the shower, and I shifted my hips uncomfortably.

"I can't leave you like this," mom said, her voice husky as she pulled back my covers slowly with one hand, her other tracing the muscles of my chest and stomach. I nearly came right then at the wicked smile on her lips. I thought I had died and gone to heaven. I cursed the situation that brought me to this moment but didn't let me touch or caress her perfect body.

Standing, she walked out of the room, heading down the hall to her room. I lay there for a minute, exposed in just my boxers until she came back with a small bottle of oil in her hands. Saying nothing, she sat on the edge of the bed and put a small dollop of oil in her hands. She sat with back straight, eyes on my face as her hand reached out and slid into my boxers.

“Haaa!" I cried out when her cold fingers slid over my shaft, and then the oil warmed as her hand pulled my cock out the fly of the boxers. I watched, fighting back the orgasm with every breath, as her small hand wrapped around it. My eyes traveled up her arm to see her breath coming in slow and deep as she watched her hand in awe. My eyes were focused on her beautiful face and watching the occasional sway and wiggle of her encased breasts as she stroked my cock from root to tip.

Her face turned to mine, and I saw it full of tender love and something else. Something more primal, and she leaned forward, her grip tightening and hand fisting my dick with more intensity. I felt my stepmoms hot breath on my ear as she whispered to me.

"You have the most beautiful cock I've ever seen, Jack!" Her lips brushed the skin of my neck for a second, and my balls tightened. She felt my cock twitching and thickening in her hand, her grip sliding over the head of my cock as once more a powerful orgasm built to a shuddering orgasm. "Cum for mommy!" I almost didn't hear the words so lost in bliss. I managed to see mom watching as my cock spew rope after rope of cum with awe.

Exhaustion swept over me in the wake of my orgasm, and mom left, returning with a warm damp cloth and cleaning me up, saying nothing but humming to herself softly as she did. She gave me a warm wet kiss to the cheek and whispering that she loved me, headed off to her bed. I slept like the dead, completely relaxed, and content in spite of the injuries I suffered.












Chapter 3











A
 s I climbed out of sleep and too groggy wakefulness, I couldn't help the memories from the night before that flooded into my mind. If felt like a dream, I had fantasized about seeing my stepmom naked, doing all sorts of sexy things with her for so long, and to have something finally occur had my head spinning. I lay there for a long time, thinking over everything that had happened. Each minute my mom didn't come in with breakfast, I grew more and more anxious. Finally, I started struggling to a sitting position and had just swung my legs over the side of the bed when I heard the door opening and saw my mom come in with the breakfast tray once more, full of food.

“You shouldn’t be getting up!” She said as she came in, all smiles and bustling help. She pushed me back down and began to spoon the food into my mouth, talking animatedly as she did so.

"I have to go to Diane's bridal shower this afternoon, and I'll be out in the morning for a few hours running errands. You should be asleep for most of it, but your aunt Lauren will be here while I'm gone, so if you need anything, she can help."

Lauren was my stepmom, Lisa's older sister. She's a registered nurse, and I'd been expecting her to come over and help at some point. Mom was acting a little odd; she was more chipper than usual and wouldn't meet my eyes. That was just fine by me because I was all too eager to act like nothing strange had happened. Not wanting to jinx it and praying it might happen again.

When she finished with the food, she forced me to drink a tall glass of milk and then take another pain killer. She put my favorite show, Rick & Morty, on the TV and then headed out to run her errands. Soon after, I heard the door downstairs open and close, but my eyelids were dragging down, and sleep stole through me.

A cool cloth on my brow woke me up, and a thermometer was removed from under my tongue, clicking harmlessly on my teeth. Blinking owlishly, I looked up to see the sweet face of Aunt Lauren looking down on me.

"Hello there, slugger," she said. Lauren was a huge baseball fan and always came to my games. She looked at my arms locked up in their casts, and her face took on a mock sadness, and she shook her head, "Poor guy, it will be a while before you get back on the ball field." There was a hint of teasing in her voice. Between the grogginess of the drugs and the pain in my arms, anger was upon me before I realized it.

"You think I don't know that?" I felt instant shame for the harshness of my tone, but I continued unable to calm myself immediately, "Senior year is ruined now!"

“You’re angry?” aunt Lauren asked, her voice mild and face calm.

Her quick change of expression kind of knocked the anger out of me, but I still replied, “Yes!”

"Good!" She said with a fierce smile, "You will heal just fine then. A man needs some rage in his soul to fight back after that kind of injury. I know you're a real fighter, and soon you'll be back to playing with your balls in no time."

I froze, not sure if she heard the words that had just come out of her mouth. Aunt Lauren was already moving away, though, and setting out a fresh bottle of water with a straw near my face. I drank deep, my mouth dried. Once I had drunk, she pulled the covers back and opened the window, letting fresh air in.

"Do you need to use the restroom?" She asked, and when I nodded, she came over to help me up and into the bathroom. Aunt Lauren is a beautiful woman similar in appearance to my mom, but with some marked differences. Instead of dark brown hair, hers is a golden blonde highlighted and hiding any grey. Her makeup is always done up, with bright red lipstick and heavily made-up eyes that ever hinted at flirtation. She didn't have the unnaturally slim body and massive breasts of my stepmom. Her body was more in proportion to her enormous bosom, with a full waist, slightly rounded belly and wide round hips. She usually wore loose flowing dresses that clung magnificently to her chest, with deep plunging necklines that broke men's necks as she walked by.

That soft body was pressed tight to me as we maneuvered through the door, aunt Lauren seeming to take great care in placing her hands on the flesh of my hard stomach and upper arm muscles.

"Well, you have certainly grown up to be a… Mmmm, big young man." I was painfully aware of her giant breasts pressed against my side; my arm nearly lost within them. I had just gotten to the toilet when I noticed her big brown eyes staring down at my crotch. My cock was thick and hard, pressing out against the fabric of my boxers.


Jesus!
 I thought to myself, Will this thing never calm down?!


"Your mom didn't say anything, but I took from her behavior on the phone," my aunt said conversationally as she stood beside me, holding me up with one arm, her body tight against my side, "That something happened last night. Something to make her awkward today." She must have sensed something in my body because she gave a low chuckle, and then I felt her hand slide along the waistband of my boxers.

"I think I can guess what the issue was," she said, "a certain young man had an issue, he couldn't deal with, and mommy saw it." She looked at me, and when I didn't say anything, she took it as confirmation. "Yes, I see." Her wandering hand slid into my boxers, and warm firm fingers drew my hardness out into the bathroom light. I stood over the toilet, my aunt at my side my cock in her hand as she hefted it in one hand.

“Aunt Lauren!” I breathed out.

"Hush darlin," she said, looking down as she tried to wrap her fingers around my girth, "we will have you better in a moment. My, my this a beautiful cock Jack has anyone ever told you that?" I just looked into her eyes. My voice gone as pleasure radiated out from her hand as it explored my stiff joint. How could I tell her the only other person to have seen it, let alone touched or praised it had been my stepmom the night before?

“Mmmm big and thick in just the right ways, you are going to make some young woman very happy with this.”

“Aunt Lauren, what’s are you doing?” I asked, not wanting her to stop but needing to say something with the taboo fear coursing through my veins.

Looking up from examining my cock, she smiled at me, and her eyes got fierce with lust and need for just one moment, then I saw the kindly aunt and nurse return.

"There is a procedure for an injury such as yours. Us nurses will often warn a wife or girlfriend of such needs when a man returns home." Her hand began to stroke my cock, causing pleasure to wash through my body. "You need help, or else you will get backed up, frustrated, and restless. You can't heal properly that way, Jack. You could hurt yourself worse in your sleep."

I stood, back arched and cock hard as rock in my aunts fisting hand. Her massive breasts and soft body pressed to my side, my mind delirious with the desire to grab and caress her, but I was utterly at her mercy. My orgasm was about to hit me, and I felt her fingers go slack, all but her index finger and thumb releasing their grip as I hovered on the edge and she backed me off gently, agonizingly.

"Tell me, Jack, do you think your mom is beautiful?" My breath caught at her question, and her eyes had been staring straight into mine when she asked it. She smiled broadly, her hand closing on my dick again stroking me back up to bliss.

"You have no idea how much she loves you, Jack," she whispered and pressed her body even more tightly to mine. I looked down, staring between the big breasts I had spent so many nights dreaming of, and now her thick sexy body was pressed against me, I could feel her legs spread and crotch rubbing my thigh. She kissed my neck once, lightly, "How much we both love you… what we are willing to do for you, slugger."

My cock throbbed in her hand, and just as my orgasm was taking me, aunt Lauren squatted at my feet, her dress parting as she spread her knees. My mind lost in lust, and I could see hers was too as eyes hungry and mouth wicked, as she stroked me just in front of her face, the cum boiled out of my cock and for one terrifyingly beautiful second I thought aunt Lauren was going to take my cock into her mouth. She had her lips parted and was leaning forward, eyes hungry, then I saw her give a start and snatching a bit of tissue stood, just as the cum was pulsing down my shaft and into her waiting hand. She jerked my pulsing cock, milking the last of it into her the tissue.

She dropped the tissue into the toilet as I swayed on weak knees.

"Oh my god, aunt Lauren that was amazing," I said, not knowing what else to say.

"Just you wait, Jack," she said with a kiss to my cheek. Her gentle hand on my cock soon had me sighing in relief as I pissed, finally.

“I know you are worried your senior year will be awful, but I plan on making sure it’s the best senior year a boy ever had.” Aunt Lauren had the wicked grin on her face again.

“What do you mean?” I asked as she put me away and helped me back to bed.

"Just you wait, let it be my surprise to you," she said as she settled me in the newly fluffed pillows, "as thanks for being such a great nephew and ballplayer."

"Um, ok?" I said, but I couldn't contain the smile on my face. I looked at her then, and I guess it was everything that had happened over the last twenty-four hours that gave me the courage. Lauren saw the look on my face, and she paused, standing beside my bed.

"What is it, Jack?" She asked with a curious little smile.

"Um, it's just I don't know when I might get another chance, and it's something I've been dreaming of for years, and I just wanted to know, if maybe this once, for just a minute or something…" I heard myself rambling and tried to just get to the question but felt myself freeze.

“Jack?” aunt Lauren asked, a little concerned.

"It's just," I picked my head up and my eyes locked on the top of her dress and the enormous breasts within, "Could I see your boobs?"

It rushed out so fast I didn't know if she even understood. I saw aunt Laurens face light up in delight, and she leaned forward, planting a big kiss on my surprised lips. Then she stood up and turned to the mirror and fluffed up her hair. I saw her touch at her make-up, clearing an invisible smudge before she finally turned back to me with a smoldering look in her eyes.

"Your mother can never learn about today, Jack," she said, her voice deadly serious. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, disbelieving my great luck. Then with a smile, she pulled the drawstring on the back of her dress. My cock throbbed as the dress slid down her body, revealing her rounded mature form. She flicked the front clasp on her big white bra and cupping the bra with her hands; she sauntered forward to the bed. My eyes were feasting on her, anticipation sizzling in me as I felt on the edge of my seat as she smiled down at me, sitting there helpless before her, my cock standing up straight.

"It makes me feel so beautiful to see the way you look at me, Jack." She dropped the bra, and I saw her big soft pink nipples for the first time. They swayed and swung with her movements as she sat on the bed, in nearly the identical spot my mom had been the night before. She reached out with her hand and took my cock once more.

"You are so sexy, Lauren," I said, "oh god, and that feels so good!"

"Please call me aunt Lauren," she said with a naughty smile, "I have always found taboo so deliciously naughty. Besides, we aren't blood-related."

"If you keep that up," I said, my eyes taking in her panty clad nakedness, "I'm going to cum."

"Not yet young man," and her hand backed off its ministrations. Delicate fingers were dancing along my hardness, teasing me back down. "You have no idea Jack, how beautiful your cock is, your mom and I are going to love teaching you how to please women with this big thing."

“My mom?” I gasped.

"Oh yes, darling," she said, looking up and smiling at me, her hand once more stroking with steady rhythm, "Your mom has been trapped in this house alone for years, just dreaming of a young hard cock like this of her own." She leaned down, kissing my neck gently, and I felt her tits drag across my chest and stomach.

"I am cumming!" I cried, feeling the orgasm hit me quickly once she resumed her stroking.

Aunt Lauren looked up at me with lust-filled eyes and a fierce smile then she bent down quickly and trapped the head of my cock into her burning hot mouth. If felt like she was sucking the soul out of my body as she drained every last drop of cum, sucking it straight from the source. My legs were trembling, and my mind burning with the thought that my dick had just been in my aunt's mouth, however briefly. She held my cum in her mouth sitting there her eyes closed, and I saw her savoring it as she swallowed, before she bent down to lick my cock clean, taking her time, body pressed to mine. She was making mewling noises, and I could smell the musky scent of her wet sex on the air. Without a word and growling in desire, she sucked my cock back into her mouth and knelt on the bed, wide ass up I the air. I saw a hand disappear between her legs and then heard the steady sloshing sounds of her fingers rubbing.

Just then, the sound of my mom's car pulling into the driveway below sounded, and the garage door began to open. My aunt lurched back off my dick, her massive breasts swaying, with an audible pop and a look of surprise on her face.












Chapter 4











"O
 h, God!" She said, hurriedly tucking my dick into my boxers and laughing. "That almost got out of hand!" She said, then she threw the blanket over me and dressed quickly. She threw me a saucy wink as she left the room, closing the door quietly behind herself.

I just lay there, exhausted and horny again. My life had suddenly taken an extraordinary and magical turn. I was left wondering if any of this would have happened if not for the broken arms, and in a way, I was almost happy I had them. That is until I had an itch on my nose I couldn't scratch.

I could hear the sound of conversation pick up between my step-aunt and stepmom, and my ears wished to be a fly on the wall and listen in. Try though I might, I couldn't hear anything of what they were saying. I ended up nodding off for a short time and woke when my stepmom came in to clear out the dishes and cups that had piled up beside the bed. I could hear music playing from downstairs.

“Oh, you’re awake, sweetie," she said and gave me a big smile. "I'm sure you need to go to the restroom," before I could even say anything, she was helping me up, and we were walking to the bathroom. I really did have to go, and I thought I saw a touch of disappointment on her face when she took me out of my shorts, and my soft dick started to pee right away.

She led me back to bed, and I laid down with her help. The whole production was becoming smoother and smoother each time we went through it. As she led me back, I couldn't help but notice how often she brushed her massive breasts against me. I couldn't help but stare as she bent low, tucking the blankets in around me. Her smile suddenly returned, and she was humming as she set the tv for me to watch late-night shows. She went back downstairs, and I heard voices speaking. Over the tv, I couldn't hear who it was, and then the smells of food came wafting in as my mom came back with a microwaved plate of takeout.

“Is there someone downstairs?” I asked.

"Your aunt Lauren's still here. She and I got to talking and had a couple of glasses of wine," now that she mentioned it, I noticed the slightest lisp to her words, "she decided to stay in the guestroom downstairs for the night."

“That’s cool,” I said, trying not to panic knowing that my horny old aunt was just downstairs.

"I'm so glad you approve," she said with a sardonic smile, "now up and into the shower, mister." She helped me up and into the bathroom, and I could smell the wine on her breath, like a heady perfume. She had the trash bags stashed in a drawer already, and in minutes I was disrobed and moving in under the hot water.

"Too hot!" I said, and with a frown, mom leaned across me to feel it. I pressed back into the cold shower door, but I still felt her massive breasts slide over my upper arms, the firmness and weight to them made me catch my breath. Then I felt one hard nipple graze along my pinky finger, clad in the black plastic. I closed my eyes and prayed for the power to make plastic and cloth disappear. She adjusted the temperature and pulled back, the moment over. The only memory it had happened was the massive boner jutting out from my midriff.

As she leaned back, my mom noticed the big hardon and she got a small pleased smile, "Good I was beginning to think I had lost my touch," She looked up, her eyelids heavy and dark hypnotic eyes entrancing, "Get in the shower Jack, it's time to get you clean."

She rinsed me down and then lathered up my hair in shampoo. I’m not sure what came over me, but I felt daring, and I pressed myself back until I felt my wet back against her shirt. She didn't move away immediately, but soon she was rinsing my head under the water. Then she was scrubbing my back and legs down. She seemed to take unusually long on my back muscles. Then I felt the rag fall away and heard her hoarse voice.

"Turn around, Jack, let me get the front." I turned carefully on the wet floor. Her shirt now damp, clung to her massive breasts along their sloping tops, with just a hint of her big puffy nipples pressing through. She began with my shoulders and chest, taking her time on each arm. I watched her face as she washed me, her high cheekbones and smooth skin, so beautiful she almost didn't seem real. Her hands massaged more than washed my legs as she knelt in the open doorway of the shower, the shower spray hitting the far wall was warmth at my back. She looked up at me with her big doe eyes.

"I need to give you your treatment Jack," She said, her breathing heavy, "Or would you rather I go get the nurse?" The moment held for one second, I could see her uncertainty and shyness, and my heart went out to this beautiful, wonderful woman. Feeling the certainty of my desires and needs, I looked down at her.

"Please, mom, I want you," I left the rest unsaid, and the wet rag hit the shower floor, and she brought both her hands up to wrap them around my cock. It's girth barely fit in her grip, and she watched in awe as her hands slid over its steely hard length. She took her time exploring and caressing it, watching in fascination as my balls pulled up in near explosive pleasure. Her tickling fingers were pulling and caressing my sack. I had my eyes closed, trying to enjoy the moment for as long as possible until I couldn't resist any longer.

Looking down, I saw my stepmom biting her bottom lip and jacking off my dick with firm rhythmic strokes, one hand buried between her legs touching and caressing herself. The sight was too much, and I barely saw the scene before the cum began to shoot out of my cock, my toes curling in pleasure. Jet after jet shot out, striking her wet grey shirt. One small glob even hit her cheek, and my mom flinched back slightly.

"Holy shit, honey, you cum like a geyser!" Her breathing was as heavy as mine as she leaned back, looking down at herself.

“I’m sorry mom,” I said, feeling instantly guilty and overwhelmingly grateful, “but that was the most amazing thing… in my life!”

“Mmmm, I'm glad it helped you relax, honey," mom said, trying her best to ignore the shellacking of cum all over the front of her shirt as she rinsed me off and helped me out. I noticed as we exited the shower that the small glob of cum on her cheek was gone, and mom had a sweet, gentle smile on her face as she helped me lay down.

“Thank you, mom.” I said, “I love you.”

"I love you too, darling," she said, leaning down. I thought she would plant the kiss on my cheek like she usually did, but she kissed me square on the lips. There was no missing the pause as her incredibly soft lips rested against mine. She pulled back and rose slowly, careful of my injuries.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes with your evening pill.”

Then with a last gentle smile, she slipped out of the room. I lay there in shock at the past few days events, thinking what else might happen over the next few weeks while I was in the casts.

The door creaked open, and my aunt came in, a smile splitting her face from ear to ear and a pill in one hand. She placed the pill in my mouth, and I took a big sip from the straw to swallow it. She leaned down and kissed me on the forehead and whispered in my ear.

"Goodnight, lover." Then she walked out, leaving the door ajar. I was soon asleep with dreams of big titted MILF's dancing around in my head.












Chapter 5











I
 woke the next morning early and lay in bed, watching the sunrise slowly through the window. My mind was turning over the events of the day and night before. My fantasies for so long might eventually get realized, and my cock throbbed painfully with morning wood as I thought about it. My stepmom usually wakes early, and she came in to check on me just as the sun peeked above the horizon, surprised to see me awake early.

“I’ll go get breakfast started then!” She said.

"Mom," I said, stopping her, I felt embarrassment flush my cheeks, but I pushed through it. At my tone, she came into the room, a look of concern on her face. "Could you help me out…" we both looked down at the massive erection pressed against the blanket.

"Oh my," she said with a hand to her breast, "I don't know, sweetie," her breathing was labored, and I could see her big nipples harden under her loose nightshirt. "Maybe we should wait until this evening for your treatment."

"Ok, mom," I said sadly, "I understand." Her face softened, and she sat down on the bed beside me.

"I can help you this morning Jack," She said, her voice soft as she slid the blankets down my chest and legs, "But we can't make a habit of it."

The sunlight shone off her pale hand as she drew forth my cock, her breath catching when it came into sight. She put a small drop of oil on her hands and then brought the soft skin to my cock.

"Oh god, mom, that feels heavenly," I said, looking up and meeting her eyes.

"Shh, just relax, Jack, mommy will make it better," her hand stroked me with delicious slowness, as my eyes traveled her body. She saw me staring at her breasts beneath her shirt, and she raised one eyebrow at me. I lowered my eyes in shame, and she just laughed softly.

"I'm not blind, Jack," she said, her voice husky, "I know you have been sneaking glimpses of my body."

"I'm sorry, mom, you're just the sexiest woman I've ever seen. I've fantasized about you for years, and sometimes it's torture being near you." I had said too much and regretted it. Her hand paused in its stroking on my cock, and I felt its grip tighten.

"You have fantasies about me?" she asked, stunned. I just kept my head down. Why the hell had, I said anything?!


“Jack, answer me!” she snapped, and I picked my head up, afraid I would see her enraged, but she was smiling broadly.

"Of course," I said as if it was obvious, "no other woman can ever compare to you mom. You're the sexiest woman in town, and you must know the effect you have on men. I have to see you every day, in bikinis and your tight dresses!"

"Oh, my poor boy," she said, smiling gently and cupping my cheek. Her hand once again began to stroke up and down my cock, her motions designed for maximum pleasure. "Mommy had no idea you felt this way."

Suddenly she released my cock and stood, and I groaned out in protest, but then my voice left me as she gathered the long t-shirt she was wearing and pulled it up over her head, her massive breasts swinging free. I looked on in awe as I beheld them in their naked glory. Perfect round orbs were hanging down slightly under their own enormous weight. Then she was sitting back on the bed, with a gentle but big smile on her lips.

"I don't want to make a mess," She said when she caught my eyes, "just lay back, sweetie, and let mommy take care of you…"

Her hand was massaging my cock in glorious pleasure, but my eyes were stuck on her face and tits. The sunlight was shining off the pale milk-white skin, and her flat stomach was leading down to small white panties, covering so little of her body. "Mommy will always take care of you, Jack," She leaned forward, and I watched her breasts swing out over my cock, swaying with her arms stroking.

“Cum for me baby, cum for mommy!” Entirely at her mercy, the orgasm hit me like a truck, pressing flat against the bed as rope after rope of hot jism shot out onto and between my mom’s massive tits.

"Oh, god! Mom!" I cried just as she was saying, "Fuck baby, it's so hot, I love watching this beast shoot!"

She slowed her stroking, milking out the last of my cum and pinching it away with her fingers. She stood, smiling gently and went to the bathroom, coming back after she had wiped off the cum covering her chest and dripping down to her flat stomach.

“Thank you, mom,” I said when she came back, the words feeling far from adequate for the gratitude coursing in me.

"That was my pleasure, sweetie. Now you relax, I'll go make some breakfast for us." She put the tv on, and I lay there basking in the golden glow of post-orgasm bliss, reviewing the memories of her naked breasts and hot stroking hand once more. The vision of her face filled with taboo lust as I shot my cum across her breasts.

She came back thirty minutes later with the food, and we chatted about the news and the day while we ate. She informed me that her sister would be coming back by today to check on me and hang out by the pool with her for a few hours. Also, she may stay for dinner again as they had such a great time catching up the night before. Mom removed the food tray and helping me up, she helped me get dressed, and we went outside and walked around the block for half an hour. With all the bruising and soft tissue damage I had taken, my body was still stiff, but moving around felt good, and by the end of the walk, I was feeling much more mobile. Then we went back home, and I sat on the couch for about an hour before the pain in my arms was too much, and I had to lay back in bed with them supported.

It felt good to be moving around somewhat normally. Also, as I sat on the couch, my mom spent the time cleaning the kitchen and living room. She was wearing a tight sleeveless button-up blouse and small white shorts that hugged tight to her perfectly shaped ass. The shirt threatened to burst at the seams, and it was so unlike her to wear such revealing clothes that I couldn't help but stare. Mom didn't seem to mind and even winked when she caught me gazing down the neckline of her blouse. Needless to say, I was plenty worked up as I lay in bed watching a movie that afternoon.

Aunt Lauren came over around two, and she and my mom spent a couple of hours out by the pool relaxing and sunbathing. Then I heard them in the kitchen talking and preparing dinner. They brought it up to my room after dark had fallen, the two of them bustling about chatting with one another about things while they tidied and cleaned up. Then they dragged another comfy chair in closing the blinds and set the second Lord of the Rings movie to play.

We had finished the baked ziti, my mom feeding me as we watched the movie. They had cleaned the plates and poured a glass of wine each, and then we returned to the video. When they returned, I couldn't help but notice my mom and aunt had both removed their bra's, and their massive breasts swung free within their blouses. I was staring at my mom on one side and my aunt on the other, finding it hard to concentrate on the movie when my aunt turned in her chair, pausing the video.

"Jack, are you feeling ok?" She asked the concern in her voice thick.

"Yes!" I said, tearing my eyes away from their scrutiny of the buttons, barely holding my mom's blouse together. Mom turned just in time to see the strained glance.

“Jack, sweetie?” She asked.

"Umm, Lisa," aunt Lauren said, "I think I see the problem." She was looking down at the massive bulge pressing against the leg of my shorts.

"Oh my!" Mom said when she noticed. Her wide eyes glanced from me to her sister and back, a small, shy smile forming on her lips as her eyes met mine "I think maybe it's time for your treatment, what do you think Jack?"

I glanced over to my aunt, who was watching with avid interest, "But aunt Lauren?" I said in a strained voice.

“Oh, I don’t mind,” aunt Lauren said, her eyes burning bright with interest as she watched, sipping her wine and kicking one foot delicately.

My mom didn’t say anything else, her hand slid under the waistband of my shorts and fished out my cock. I lay there nearly paralyzed with pleasure as my mom stroked my big dick with her dainty hand, while my aunt watched with a small smile and intense eyes.

"Give the boy something to look at, Lisa," aunt Lauren said, her voice one of calm command. Her sister glanced at her, face going red for a moment, then to my surprise, mom reached up with one hand and popped the first few buttons of her blouse. Then with slow movements, she reached into the blouse and pulled one great breast out, the puffy nipple firm under her grazing thumb. I watched her give the boob a squeeze and a gentle pinch to the nipple and very nearly came right then. The wet sounds of my mom's stroking hand filled the bedroom along with the heavy breathing of us three. Each was silently watching the other and keyed up by the taboo and naughtiness of the moment.

"Mom, I'm going to cum…" I said softly, not wanting to break the quiet mood but unable to hold back anymore. My aunt moved forward quickly and in her hand was a small handkerchief. Placing one hand on the mattress, she leaned over me, her massive breasts visible inside her loose top, then she cupped her other hand over the tip of my cock with the handkerchief.

"Cum for us, Jack," my aunt said, and I felt my mom slide her other hand around my cock, both working it in tandem, and the orgasm shot out of me so powerfully I was nearly shaking. When I opened my eyes, both women were smiling at each other in deep contentment and then turned to look at me. Each stroking the hair from my face and giving me not quite chaste kisses on the lips as they left me to rest.












Chapter 6











I
 slept like the dead that night. The next morning my mom had me up early to go back to the doctor’s office. I had expected her to be somewhat awkward that morning, but mom was happier than usual as she helped me down the stairs and into the car. We got to the doctor's office and waited a while in the lobby. I couldn't keep my eyes off my mom and was curious to see the jealous looks shot her way by the others in the office.

Finally, a nurse came out and called my name, she led my stepmom, and I back to the room and had us wait, asking me to remove my shirt until the doctor arrived. When he arrived, he was all business as he checked my cuts and scrapes, then my arms to see how the bones were setting and how my movement was.

"You won't have the use of your hands for several weeks, lad, but you should be able to move around a bit more now. Still, I'd like to take a look at it, make sure it's healing correctly." He turned to his chart and gave a look at the notes there and then glanced at my mom saying, "I would say no more than 50 minutes of activity a day for the next few days, and then he should be good for a few hours a day. Make sure he keeps taking the meds for sleep, I don't want to roll around while restless."

"I understand, doctor," she said with a smile at me, "he will be well taken care of."

"Good," the doctor said, standing and walking to the door, "I will have the nurse come in and get you to x-ray and your prescriptions." Turning to look at me, he gave a bracing smile, a brief flash of teeth quickly gone, "You'll be back to using those arms before you know it, Jack! Just make sure you take it easy and heal up now. That way, you won't do any permanent damage to your grip." Then he was gone, and mom helped me slip my shirt back on.

We waited in silence my mom reading through messages on her phone, while I took in the pictures on the wall, when the nurse came in, we both smiled to see aunt Lauren in her nurses uniform. She looked the perfect part with her blond hair wrapped up in a bun, and her ample chest strapped down beneath her top.

"I got to check out your x-rays slugger, and it's great news!" she said as she came in with a big folder. Going to the x-ray viewer, she pulled out two print and put them up on the wall. "See here?" She asked, pointing to a spot that looked exactly like everything else to me in the area, greyish bone. "This is a clean break, and it's setting perfectly. The doctor says you should be back to new in a few months after just a little therapy to build back the muscles."

"Oh, that's wonderful news!" Mom cried and jumped up to hug her sister. She turned to me, clasping her hands together in excitement, then rubbing my cheek instead of a big hug.

"That's a relief, aunt Lauren," I said, "Thank you for telling me."

"I mentioned to the other nurses your situation, and they all agree with me that only with proper and regular treatments can you continue to heal as you have been. It's the sound sleeping and lack of restless energy, along with your obvious sense of well-being, that we believe is contributing to the rapid healing from such a terrible injury."

"Really?" I asked at the same time, mom murmured, "I agree."

“Oh yes, Jack,” aunt Lauren said, her smile turning wicked, “I need to borrow your mom for a little while. We’re going to go over your physical therapy regimen that the doctor wants to start you on now.”

“Physical therapy already?” I asked, scared for the pain I knew that meant.

“I believe the doctor mentioned fifty minutes a day,” mom said.

"Just wait here, Jack, the head nurse, will be in with your prescriptions in a minute." Then she led my mom out of the room, and I was stuck waiting again, without the use of my phone to help kill time, you don't realize how much you truly miss a thing till it's gone.

The door opened, and a tall Latina woman wearing large black-framed glasses swept in wearing a lab coat and carrying several bottles of pills and reading the labels. She doubled checked a sheet and shut the door, placing them on a tray and pulling over a seat for herself. Then leaning back, she looked up at me, taking me in at a glance.

“I’m Nurse Gomez.” Her smile was warm, and I instantly felt comfortable with her. "You're Jack, I take it?"

"Have a lot of other eighteen-year-old with two broken arms?" I asked, laughing despite myself.

“We would have a lot more if they knew what the treatment was,” She said softly while her chair rolled forward. I began to grow alarmed as she reached out and began to unbuckle the belt of my pants.

"Nurse, what are you doing?" I asked, my voice growing shrill.

"Jack, this is a medical office, and I'm a medical professional," Her face and voice were severe. Still, her eyes held a sexy little twinkle as she rested her hand upon my hardening crotch, the buckle undone, but pants still zipped, "don't you want me to perform your medical treatment, Jack?"

I could only nod my head as she smiled, "Good. Now relax, young man, this will be over quickly." She popped the fly on my pants and pulled down the zipper, pushing both jeans and underwear down. Her hands slid up the sides of my thighs as she took in my cock rising before her.

“That’s what she meant…” She said softly, staring at it.

“What who meant?” I asked, super nervous what she thought.

"Your aunt Jack," Nurse Gomez looked at me with a delighted expression, her hand slid up my thighs and up my shaft. Her hot hands eliciting a groan out of me, "But she didn't tell me your cock was this big, this thick. Oh, mierda, necesito sentir que esto me estira
 , tell me Jack, have you ever fucked a woman before?”

I could only shake my head, trying to puzzle out her Spanish. The woman stood quickly, nodding her head once and reaching out she pulled my face into a deep passionate kiss, her tongue snaking into my mouth and finding mine. My cock was diamond-hard as she let go of me and walked over to the door, turning the lock. Turning back to me, she slid her skirt up over her hips and guided me back onto the hospital bed. I saw her reach down and slide off her panties, falling and catching on one ankle. I saw her black heels, and my cock throbbed even harder. Her eyes were taking me in, and then her hand was on my cock, and her legs astride my hips.

Gently, ever so gently, she slid herself down my dick, the feeling was hot and wet in a way I couldn't begin to describe. Except I felt myself starting to cum almost instantly in the tight walls of her pussy. The nurse knelt above me, slowly lowering herself down, her voice whispering nastiness in Spanish into my ears as her pussy stretched wider and wider, and my dick plumbed her depth deeper and deeper. Then finally, she was seated in my lap. She looked down at me with soft and kindly eyes and then slowly began to rock her hips forward and back. The feeling was intense, and my toes began to tingle.

“Nurse, I’m gonna cum,” I said in a soft strained voice.

"Not yet," She said, her voice tight, "I am so full, you are so deep baby, please, I can feel it coming baby, please!"

I shut my eyes, focusing on cold water, stinging winds and wrinkled flesh, anything to keep my mind off the nirvana sliding up and down my cock, or the hard clit grinding along its length. Then I felt her hips shuddering, "Cum for me, Bueno mijo, orgasm para mi
 , I’m cumming on your perfect cock baby, you’re making me cum!”

I couldn't make out anything else she said because my own orgasm was hitting me, shooting ropes of cum deep into her body. I was breathing heavy, and my whole body was tired, bur remarkably felt nothing adverse to any injuries. Like a gentle lamb, she climbed off me and cleaned up quickly and professionally. When my pants were on, and it was as if nothing had happened, she came up and kissed me deeply again. Placing her lips at my ear said, "You have the most beautiful cock I have ever felt, I need it again, Jack." Her smile turned to a near snarl as her hand gripped my balls tight, "soon!"

"Um, ok!" I said with a nervous smile. She smiled again and kissed me deeply and passionately. I was breathing heavy as she swept out of the room. My mom and aunt came back a few minutes later to find me staring at a stupid picture on the wall with a silly grin on my face. We headed out to the car, and mom started driving home, being super careful as always since the accident.












Chapter 7











"W
 ell, that's wonderful news, isn't it?" My stepmom asked. "Your father will be so happy. I know he's been worried about you."

At the mention of my dad, all the good cheer from earlier left me, and I turned to stare out the window. The man was basically an absentee father, who had married Lisa, so he didn't have to raise his kid himself. I imagined that if my mom had lived, he would have divorced her. I tried not to think so uncharitably about my father, but it was hard sometimes.

“What’s for dinner?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

"I was planning on putting a roast on this morning so that we could have a feast tonight!" She said in a cheerful voice, trying to get me excited.

"That sounds great mom, thanks." She could hear the lack of excitement in my voice and gave me a concerned look. I smiled, trying to reassure her I was ok and looked back out the window. We spent the rest of the drive-in silence, and when we got home, she helped me out and into bed, promising to bring me a surprise in a couple of hours. I was exhausted from the morning's ordeal and took a nap under the late morning's warm sun.

That afternoon she fed me small bites of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, and we watched an afternoon talk show together, laughing at the silly storylines they came up with for these things. Mom looked ravishing, her hair brushed to a lustrous shine, and her makeup perfect. I couldn't help but enjoy the occasional glimpses of her in profile, or down her plunging neckline as she leaned over to feed me. She watched my eyes drinking in her curves and smiled warmly, but never said anything.

"Let's get you out of this bed for a bit," she said when I finished eating.

"Where are we going?" I asked curiously.

“I thought we might spend the afternoon out by the pool," she said with a cheerful smile. She cleaned up and then went to her room to change into her suit. When she got back to my room, I was stunned into silence at the sight of her in a red string bikini. I'd never seen her wear one before. She always wore one of her more conservative two pieces. This new suit clung to her curves like a second skin, the small triangles of fabric containing her breasts, and ass were held in place by thin red strings that cut deliciously into the soft skin of hips and sides.

My dick was hard as she pulled down my shorts and began to slide my trunk up my legs. She was kneeling beside me and looked up at me, biting her lower lip as she gave it a gentle stroke, then with a mischievous smile tucked me into the trunks. I groaned in disappointment, but she just patted me on the butt lightly.

"Head on out to the pool, young man," She said, "I'm going get a pitcher of iced tea ready."

I headed out and maneuvering myself carefully, took a seat in one of the padded chairs on the deck. It was a beautiful day, and the warm sunlight picked up my mood, especially so when my mom came waltzing out of the sliding glass door with a pitcher in one hand and two glasses in the other, her breasts and hips swaying hypnotically as she walked over.

Mom took the lounger just before me, affording me a view straight at her gorgeous body as she massaged suntan lotion into her skin. God, how I wished I had the use of my hands to help her, as she slid the white cream over her thighs and stomach. She turned back to glance at me just as she was finishing and caught me looking, my cheeks coloring. She looked down and saw the massive tent in my trunks, her eyes taking on a lusty look.

"Oh my," she said, getting up and coming over, "You weren't able to calm down after changing Jack?"

"No," I said, embarrassed and excited, "you're just too hot mom, I'm so sorry."

"Hush darling, you don't have to be sorry." She took a towel and folding it, laid it down between my feet, then knelt on it. Her hands were sliding up my thighs, eyes alight on mine. "Mommy loves to hear that, now let me help you, so you can relax and enjoy the afternoon."

I wanted to tell her that I couldn't enjoy anything more than the feeling of her stroking me off, but I didn't want to be crass, and she already had me in her soft oily hands. Sliding both up and down my cock, she watched its massive length harden even more under her ministrations. Her tits were jiggling with each stroke of her hands, and I felt the orgasm building in me, my balls tightening. Mom looked up at me and smiled, her lips parted and mouth open as she drew closer to the head of my cock. Just then, the doorbell rang, and mom started up, surprised.

"Oh, that's your aunt!" she said and ran off into the house, her massive breasts swaying wildly as she ran. I sat there in the backyard, trunks down around my ankles and cock, standing up straight. Thank god none of the neighboring houses had views into our yard. Mom came back into the backyard her cheeks flushed as she resumed her place between my legs, hands taking up my cock in her soft grip. My aunt followed her into the backyard, a wicked gleam in her eyes as she watched her sister jacking me off.

"I'm sorry," mom said as her hand slid up and down my cock. She tried not to look at her sister, her eyes focused on her work, "I was in the middle of Jack's treatment when you showed up."

"Don't let me stop you." She said as she pulled off her t-shirt, revealing her own blue bikini top. Staring at my aunt's breasts and body revealed right next to my stepmom's. My eyes were dancing between moms swaying breasts and working hands and my aunt as she leaned against the table, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. I could smell their aromas on the air and wondered if either of them was wet.

"Don't you worry about chafing Lisa?" Aunt Lauren asked, giving me a wink from behind my mom.

"I hadn't thought about it," mom said, "I've been careful to use oil or lotion most of the time." Her hands pausing, she looked up at me with concerned eyes, "Does it feel ok, Jack?"

“Oh god mom, that feels amazing!” I said.

"I think a little variety would still be good," aunt Sharon said, walking up beside my mom.

"What do you mean?" mom asked. Sharon didn't answer, she just put her hand on the back of my mom's head and slowly pushed it forward. I watched my mom's eyes go wide, and her mouth open wide, and with a nervous but excited smile, she let her sister push her head down onto my cock.

"Oh, god!" I cried out when her wet lips and hot mouth slipped over the soft head.

Then the wet sucking sounds of her mouth filled the back yard, and my aunt watched, sliding a hand down her round belly and into the bottoms of her bikini, rubbing her pussy. My mom closed her eyes, her face a mask of bliss and love as she sucked my cock as deep as she could, her tongue playing over the head as it slid in and out of her lips.

"I'm cumming!" I announced, and mom's eyes opened wide, her tits swaying wildly as she drove herself up and down on my cock, her hand sliding just before her mouth.

"Swallow it, Lisa! Swallow your son's cum!" Aunt Lauren said, and I saw her eyes close in sweet bliss as she came on her fingers. Lust filled my mom's eyes and a submissive need I'd never seen before as she began to swallow each of my huge spurts of cum as quickly as she could. Some dripped out and down her chin, dripping onto her massive tits as the orgasm left me. She pulled back and swallowed it all down with a big smile, pushing the little dribble into her mouth and sucking her fingers clean.

“You’re cum tastes like pineapple and strawberries, Jack,” mom said in wonder, “I’ve never heard of anything like it!”

“Really?” aunt Sharon asked.

"You have to try it sometime," mom said, giving me a secret wink as she stood, "I'm sure Jack wouldn't mind, and I could use the help, he certainly does have a healthy young man's needs. Then she walked back to her lounger, her perfect ass swaying as she lay down to soak up the sun. My aunt laying out beside her, two heavenly MILF beauties. What other wonders might happen out by the pool this afternoon?












Chapter 8











M
 y stepmother and aunt laid out in the sun, soaking up the sun and on perfect display for my horny eighteen-year-old mind. My aunt is a thick busty goddess, while my mom has a body that breaks men's necks when she walks by — huge E-cup breasts and narrow-waisted with a flat stomach and a perfectly firm ass.

The warm sunlight was relaxing, and I felt it soothing my muscles. Soon though, I felt my skin starting to burn slightly, and I moved over to the shade. Mom and Aunt Lauren alternated between relaxing in the sun and jumping in the pool to cool off. Aunt Lauren felt terrible for me, and after pressuring my mom just a little, I got her to agree that I could go into the pool, even if only to hang in the shallow end. She got the trash bags and tape and sealed off my arms, and with my aunt's help, I walked down the steps into the cool water.

“See isn’t this nice?” said aunt Lauren, “Just what you needed, a little bit of normalcy.”

I didn't want to mention precisely how un-normal all of this was. I was enjoying the sights and warm water too much. I rested my arms outside of the pool and let my legs and torso float. My mom was lying on the lounger just outside the pool with her legs slightly spread, and I just happened to be looking up and could see straight at her bikini-clad pussy. She had on sunglasses, and I stared in wonder at the place I'd been dreaming of slipping inside for so many years.

I felt the water swirl around me and felt a hand slid up my leg and under my shorts to take a firm grip on my cock. I felt aunt Lauren swim up alongside me, taking hold of the side of the pool, her hand sliding up and down my hardness.

"What's this, Jack?" My aunt asked loudly.

“Shhh!" I hissed, but she continued.

"Did looking at your mom give you this massive boner?" My mom picked her head up and looking down between her breasts and spread legs, saw her sister beside me at the edge of the pool. Her cheeks flushed, and she snapped her knees shut, my shame and embarrassment doubling. Aunt Lauren didn't let go of my cock, her expert fingers massaging and milking it gently.

"You said I could help the boy sis," aunt Lauren said. My mom sat up and looked at her sister in shock. The water was swirling around us gently.

"Are you?" She asked , not able to finish the question, "Right not?"

“I am,” aunt Lauren said with calm confidence, “I could see Jack was in desperate need,” she breathed as she pressed her body to my side, stroking me slowly underwater.

"I understand," mom said in a slightly strained voice before putting her glasses on again and closing her eyes. She pretended not to care, but I saw her nipples firm up under the bikini.

"This is taking a while, and my arm is going to get sore," aunt Lauren said, with a wink to me.

"Maybe I should take care of it," mom said, hopefully sitting up.

"No," said aunt Lauren quickly, and to my mom's frown said, "I think Jack could use some visual stimulation, however. Isn't that right, Jack?"

I nodded my head, not trusting myself to speak and not ruin the moment. I looked at my stepmom before me just feet away sitting on the lounge chair, my aunt's delicate fingers teasing my cock with gentle strokes underwater. Mom's face grew red, and she nodded slightly, then reaching behind her back she untied the top of her bikini, the top slipped free, and her massive breasts swung free. She lifted her hands and cupped them, lifting their heavyweight and pinching both light pink nipples as her face scrunched in pleasure. My cock throbbed in my aunt's hand, and I felt her slide her hand down and run her nails over my sack as she spoke again.

"The bottoms to Lisa," mom nodded submissively and then slipped the bikini bottoms off, and turning her gorgeous face slightly, she spread her legs for me with hands-on knees. Slowly opening to my inspection, the treasure, I had dreamed of seeing. She was trimmed, and the small patch of dark hair covered a slit that was small and tight, with the hood of her clit just peeking out the top.

My breathing was heavy, and my eyes wide as I took in the sight of her completely naked while my aunt stroked my cock. Mom lay back, and one hand trailed lazily down to her pussy, her eyes closing as the finger lightly grazed along her pussy lips, my breath caught and froze as she gently slid the finger up and around her clit.

"You see, Jack," my aunt whispered in my ear, "Your mom has been unhappy for a long time, she had needs that have gone unfulfilled." Her hand stroking gently on my cock drew out the pleasure, "you see, she is a good woman; she just wants to be of service to the man of the house. You're the man of the house now, Jack." Her voice was barely audible even to me, "So be the man Jack, the man she needs, tell her what you want, let her serve you."

"Mom," I said, my voice slightly shrill, and she glanced up at me, her eyes hopeful and nervous. I spoke again, my voice normal now and in control, "Mom, I want to watch you cum." Her face grew calm and peaceful, and I saw a gentle smile form on her lips, her eyes entirely focused on me.

“Yes, Jack,” she said, and her finger began to rub at her clit in earnest now. A second finger joining the first to slide along her clit, squeezing it between them, and then she was working her second hand into the mix. My aunts hand picked up its pace jacking me off as I watched my mom cumming on her hand just seconds after I asked her too. Her muscles were tensing as she curled in on herself in bliss, breath hot and heavy.

My aunt did something with her fingers, rotating around the head of my cock, and then I was cumming, shooting ropes deep into the pools water, as my aunt milked me and my mom shuddered in the final throes of her orgasm.

“Thank you, mom.” I panted out after aunt Laurens urging whisper. “That was just what I needed.”

"I am happy to be of service, sweetie," mom said, and I could hear and see the sincerity in her voice.

Suddenly things began to make sense, the way mom had been acting even before my injury, the sadness and lack of purpose in her life that had suddenly flipped when I was injured. I loved this woman more than anything in the world, and as we got out of the pool, both a bit awkward, I realized my dreams would become a reality. My aunt was all relaxed, calm confidence as we finished relaxing by the pool and when we went inside, she helped me upstairs to change and get into bed, promising me that we would have a long conversation the next day when she came over to watch me while my mom ran errands.

The three of us had a big meal of pot roast, potatoes, and carrots while watching a movie in my room. After the movie, mom walked aunt Lauren out and cleaned up downstairs. When she came back in to help me into the shower, she dressed in a bathrobe. She didn't say anything as she got the water to the right temp and helped me out of my clothes. Then she dropped her robe, and I saw she was nude beneath. My breathing was coming fast and heavy as I took her in. She smiled at my regard, letting her tits sway provocatively. She saw my thickening cock and looked up at me questioningly, but I just shook my head and smiled inwardly at the slight frown of disappointment on mom's face. She shampooed my hair and washed my body, taking unusually long to soak and stroke my cock. I fought back the urges to ask for more there, and mom kept wetting her lips and looking up at me expectantly.

I saw the frustration build in her as she helped me out and dried me off. She was about to lead me out of the shower when I stopped her at the sink.

"What is it dear?" she asked, concerned, worried I had hit my arm on the door jam or something.

"Turn around," I said in as confident a tone as I could manage. My voice sounded unsure and nervous, even to me. Mom looked at me questioningly and then turned around, the pale firm flesh of her ass brushing against my hard cock. She was standing at the sink and looked into the mirror at me.

"What is it, sweetie?" She asked, then she saw the lust in my eyes, "Oh god…" she said, shuddering slightly, but she bent forward, her hands coming to rest on the sink and her tits hanging down low. She closed her eyes, and I looked down at the perfect ass before me. Moving forward, I felt my cock slip between her thighs and slide along the wetness of her lips.

“Mmhmm, no baby, we can’t do that!” Mom said, but she didn’t move, staying in place as I slid my cock back and forth, sawing at her pussy with my thick hardness. No matter what the words were coming out of her mouth, I saw the passion in her face, and she spread her knees slightly, giving me more access to her pussy.

"Put it in mom," I said, surprising myself at how in charge my voice sounded. Mom's eyes popped open at my tone, and her face turned slowly from secret desire to one of loving delight, and she reached down between her legs, pressing the tip of my cock up against her opening. The head lipped in, and she moaned out, eyes closing for a second. I froze, the heavenly warmth seeping such pleasure into me that I couldn't think straight for a second. Also, the sight of my stepmom naked and bent over, willingly pushing my dick into her tight unused pussy, reflected in front of me was almost too much, but I had cum a lot that day, so I was ready for this.

"We need a condom, sweetie!" Mom said as I pushed forward, slipping deeper inside her, there was no stopping me; however, and mom was driving back into me even as I thrust.

"Oh, god, mom!" I said as I felt her cover my length in her perfect warm wet hole. It sucked me into its depth, and she cried out, stifling her moans as best she could. I pulled back and thrust forward. I am fucking my mom!
 I thought in triumph, watching her great tits sway with each thrust. Mom fucked back at me, her low moans of pleasure filling the bathroom along with the wet sound of our sexes joined.

"Jack, you are so big! Fuck! I have never felt anything stretch me out like this, baby! Mommy is cumming! You're making mommy cum on your big dick!" Then I felt her pussy walls convulsing around my cock, and my own orgasm was coming.

“I’m cumming with you mom!”

"Cum in me, Jack! Cum in mommy's pussy! Cum with me!" She was crying out, and then I was. I felt the massive spurts of cum shooting deep into her, washing her womb in my baby batter. My thrusts were slowing down as we both caught our breath the reality of what we had just done crashing home. I pulled out of her, and mom's face grew beet red, and she turned to pull her robe over her.

"Mom," I said, panting, "That was a dream come true."

Mom stopped, her embarrassment and shame falling away as she turned to look at me with love filling her expression. "I am so glad I could do that for you, baby," she said, kissing me deeply. The kiss lit love and passion like fire between us as our lips help one another's softly. Finally releasing it, breathing heavy mom rested her head on my chest, her eyes closed in bliss. "I never knew sex could feel so wonderful. You stretched me so good, sweetie. I can still feel you in me." She kissed me again, her tongue sliding into my mouth, we she held me close. Then she pulled back her face becoming more reserved again when she said, "but I'm not on the pill, we need to be careful and get some kind of protection for next time."

She cleaned up the bathroom and helped me into bed. My mind just kept churning over her words ‘next time’. I fell asleep feeling like the luckiest boy in the world, even though I still didn’t have the use of my arms or hands.












Chapter 9











I
 woke the next morning to overcast and rainy skies. Mom had gone out early to the gym. She was somewhat back to her old routine. My aunt came over in the morning and prepared breakfast for me. I was able to sit up entirely by myself for the first time without feeling sore, and it felt good to be a little more self-sufficient. She came in with the tray to find me sitting up, trying to slip my shorts over my feet without my hands.

"Stop that!" She scolded me when she walked in, "You're going to hurt yourself doing that; let me help." She set down the food tray and knelt at my feet, taking up my shorts. She started to slip them over one foot, her hand on my thigh, when she moved forward, her hand slipping beneath my boxers to take hold of my cock.

"Whoops, silly me!" She said with a wicked smile. I'd been paying attention over the past two days, and had been planning what to say if I found myself in this moment.

“That was no accident aunt Lauren,” I said in a quiet confident voice looking straight into her eyes, “You want to jack your nephews cock off, that’s why your over here so much lately.”

My always confident and put together aunt paused, her face going still, "No, Jack, this is just for your treatment, it's because we love you so much."

"Oh, I'm sure that's true," I said, flexing my cock in her hands and making her jump slightly, "but you and my mom also love the wrongness of it. The taboo." Her breathing was coming heavy now, her chest heaving, "I'm willing to accommodate your kinks, but I'm in charge now aunt Lauren.

"Oh, you are, are you?" She asked, getting some of her old spunk back.

"Yes, I am," I said, my confidence growing as I saw the desire and submissive joy in her face. "but I don't want another handjob or even a blowjob. Not now, at least," I said, smiling wickedly, "Get naked, I want to watch you ride my cock."

"Jack, we can't do that!" She said, sitting back and gasping, "Please let me suck you off, slugger I have been dreaming of that for days now!"

"Oh, you'll suck me off alright," I said a touch of command in my voice, from where it sprang, I don't know, but I was grateful for it, "but not until I put my first load deep in your pussy."

My aunt was trembling a hand before her mouth, her eyes on mine searching for any weakness in me. Seeing none, I watched her whole demeanor change. She sagged with a release of tension and guilt, and a gentle smile, very similar to my mom's, alighted on her face, and she stood. Silently she unbuttoned her blouse and undid the clasp on her thick heavy bra, freeing her massive melons. Then with trembling fingers, she slid her skirt down over her hips and to the floor. I saw her large thatch of hair, damp with desire, and my cock throbbed even harder.

I scooted back on the mattress, and my aunt sprang forward, propping pillows behind my back and head. One of her great teats swung by my face, and I trapped a hard nipple in my mouth, sucking on it for the first time. The firm yet soft flesh giving under my lips and tongue.

“Oh! Mmm, that feels lovely, Jack…" My aunt moaned as I nursed from her. Her hand slid down and lightly touched my cock, and I knew that if she continued, between the perfect teat and her skilled hands, I would be coming soon. Pulling back, I sucked her nipple out hard, drawing the flesh tight. "Oh, Jack! That… Oh, mmmm!” She flinched in pain for one second and then melted into the pleasure of it, the nipple popping out of my mouth with an audible sound. She looked down at my face, her breath coming in great gasps. Her hands snaked down between our bodies and took ahold of my cock as she slipped her legs to either side of my thighs. She held my cock there, her pussy on my balls.

"I have fantasized about you too, Jack," she whispered as she held my dick, "You have always been such a good and gorgeous young man, so skilled at baseball and smart." Her eyes got a devious twinkle, "Plus, I might have a thing for how taboo it is…"

“I would lay in my room jacking off to pictures of you in your dresses, secretly taken from my phone,” I confessed as she lifted herself, sliding my cock along her wetness.

“Oh, you naughty boy," she said as she engulfed my dick in her quim. She wasn't as tight as my mom, and her pussy felt slightly different, but it was no less pleasing. She settled down on my hips, my cock buried deep within her, just brushing the end of her canal. "Fuck jack, that's a big dick! I've never been stretched like this."

“My mom said the same thing,” I said, and my cock pulsed at the mixture of jealousy and excitement that lit my aunt's eyes as she opened them and stared at me. Then she rose slowly and dropped down grinding slowly when she bottomed out, moaning lightly.

“You fucked Lisa,” She said as she slowly rode my cock.

“Last night,” I said, trying to get a read on my aunt, “after the shower.”

“You fucked your mom,” she said fiercely, and I felt her pussy tighten down on my cock, convulsing as she came on me. She bent into my body, her forehead resting on mine as she panted out. Her massive breasts squished between our bodies. She kissed me then, slow and sensual.

"I want to watch," she whispered after the kiss, "please, I know it's wrong, but it's my greatest fantasy. To see the two most beautiful people I've ever know. Who love each other so much, be together." Her hands were on the side of my face, and she rode me harder, more insistent, her pussy milking my cock.

"Fuck, that is so hot!" I said my breath heavy, "Of course you can watch! That's one of my biggest fantasies! I'm going to cum aunt Lauren." I had been trying my hardest to ignore the orgasm, but her hot words, sexy body dancing on my cock and the hot tight pussy were impossible to ignore any longer.

"If you cum in me," she breathed, bouncing on my dick, "you could make me pregnant, Jack." She leaned back pussy, grinding my cock deliciously as she fondled her tits, pinching and pulling her nipples, "Where do you want to cum Jack? In your aunties pussy or her mouth?"

“Don’t you dare move!” I said as the orgasm began to hit, and I watched her eyes light up in taboo bliss as her own orgasm hit her with my cum shooting deep into her womb. Then she leaned forward, holding me tight, careful of my arms, and kissing me over and over.

“Thank you, Jack, that was everything I ever dreamed it would be, thank you!”

I wanted to thank her even more, but instead, I said, "You're not done yet." Aunt Sharon leaned back a curious smile on her face. "You made a mess," I continued looked down as the cum covering my cock and balls, "use that pretty mouth of yours and clean it up."

Aunt Sharon was breathing heavy again as she slid down between my legs and, in true submissive form, took my cock into her mouth, sucking it clean as she licked the cum from my balls as well.

“When will my mom be home?” I asked.

“In about twenty minutes,” she said after looking at the wall clock.

"Good," I said, laying back, "Just enough time for you to clean up and get me hard again for when she gets home." My aunt had a small joyful smile on as she puttered around the room, cleaning up. I had made her wear my mom's little apron and nothing else, and the sight of her rounded flesh poking out the sides of the apron was enough to get me hard. I was practicing self-control, though, and when she came back over ten minutes later, I was still only quarter hard.

I lay back on my pilled pillows and watched as my aunt crawled between my legs and took my cock into her hungry, sucking mouth. After cautioning her that she wasn't to let me cum, I lay back and enjoyed the wonderful sensations. My aunt seemed to be in heaven, sucking on the rock-hard young cock of her nephew — the taboo of being in an eighteen-year-olds room almost enough to make her cum right there.

The garage door opened, signaling my mom had come home, and my aunt popped up, just like before a bit of fear and shame in her face. I stood, letting my hard cock hit her in the hip as I turned toward her, a look of expectation on my face.

“I didn’t say you could stop,” I said.

“But Jack!” she said.

“If you want to watch,” I said in a firm voice, “Then you’ll be sucking my cock when mom opens that door.” Her face filled with indecision, this crossing some barrier in her mind, but then she knelt between my legs once more. “You really are a wicked boy!” She said, and I could feel her heart beating like a drum as she took me back into her hot wet mouth.

I listened carefully and could hear mom's feet on the stairs just outside, and then she was at my door the nob turning.

"Lauren, Jack, are you in here, oh my!" She said, startled when she saw the scene before her. I stood tall and powerful with my aunt sucking and licking on my cockhead while she stroked my shaft, the wet sounds filling the room. Aunt Lauren's eyes closed and her face was red with shame, and not a little lust at being caught and watched.

"I'm sorry," mom said, "I'll leave you two." She started to pull the door closed, and I stopped her with a word.

"Mom," she stopped, and I nearly came right there into aunt Lauren's mouth as her eyes met mine. Seeing the lust and slight jealousy there made me want her even more. "Go to your room and take off your clothes, then come back here." I saw her pulse quicken in the vein at her temple, and with a quick nod, she was off down the hall.

"Get in that chair, aunt Lauren," I said, directing her to the chair facing the bed, "You can't touch your pussy until my cock is in my mom's."

With a nod, she stood and went to the chair, her legs closed tight and moving slightly in frustration. I lay back on the bed, my heart beating a mile a minute. Mom came back into the room, covering her nipples with one arm and her crotch with the other hand. She glanced at her sister and then looked down in shame. I saw aunt Lauren shiver in pleasure at the sight. We all knew how wrong this was, and it was turning us all on in different but powerful ways.

"Come here, mom," I said, and she came to the bed, crawling into the place my aunt had vacated just recently. Her eyes filled with the sight of my cock. She took it into her mouth without orders or hesitation, not even caring that her pussy and ass were on full display.

“You know what I want mom,” I said as she was worshipping my cock with her mouth.

"Yes, baby, you need to cum in mommy," She said as she crawled up the bed, and I heard a moan of primal pleasure issue from my aunt as he began touching her pussy, unable to control herself anymore. The wet sounds only spurred my mom on more as she pulled my cock into herself and slid down on it. Her tits were magnificent as she rode me, and she leaned down, letting me feast on her nipples, feeding them into my mouth one at a time. It didn't take long for her to draw the orgasm from my cock, having her own massive heaving orgasm atop me. My aunt screamed out louder than anyone as she watched the taboo scene before her, more primal and naughtier than any porn on the subject.

I thought life was perfect in that moment. But ten minutes later, the two of them were lying on the bed with me in comfortable silence, gently touching me and each other. Looking into each other's eyes, my stepmom and aunt seemed to come to a joint decision. Kissing down my stomach, they each planted kisses on my cock, then my mom was sucking my head, and my aunt was licking my shaft and sucking my balls. They began to give me a double blowjob. Here now, was my ultimate fantasy as they traded my cock head back and forth between their mouths. Occasionally their tongues or lips would touch and linger for a moment or two — the wickedness of it, causing my cock to throb harder. My aunt laughed when she noticed my reaction and planting a deep tongue kiss on my mom; she got up and came to the top of the bed.

She let me feast on her pussy, tasting the delicate and sensitive flesh of clit and labia while she sucked my cock with my mom. After my aunt had cum on my face, she switched places with my mom, and I got to taste her sweet pussy. I spent a long time licking and kissing and tongue fucking her until she came, gushing all over my mouth in her powerful orgasm.

I took my aunt bent over the bed from behind while my mom watched and encouraged me on. Then they switched places, my aunt standing beside me and playing with my balls, and occasionally rubbing her sister's pussy as I fucked her to a powerful orgasm. That was the best night of my life. That is, until the day I got my cast off, but maybe I should let Nurse Gomez tell that story.
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“Y
 ou’re telling me I’m broke?!” I was trying to keep calm, but from the nervous glances I got from the man’s secretary, I was failing miserably.

“That’s not the term I would use, ma’am,” the accountant said. “But your late husband was over-leveraged, and his assets are barely enough to cover the debt. He was in arrears on several payments, and with his passing… the banks are moving to collect. I’m afraid if you can’t make the payments or clear the debt, the house, yacht, and the car will all be confiscated, and a hold will be placed on all of your accounts.”

“Wait,” I said, my head spinning as I tried to process the news, “I don’t understand.”

“Ms. Beverley,” the little balding man said in a long-suffering tone, “Forgive me for speaking ill of the dead, but I had been warning your late husband for years that he was living above his means. He was engaged in some very shady debt practices that are considered… illegal in certain states. The banks are going to find out, very soon, and when they do, their retribution against those who hold his debt in their names, are going to be swift and brutal. You and your stepson would do well to sell everything and pay it off before that happens.”

“How soon,” I asked, “till they come after us?”

“I would be confident saying you have a week. After that…” he held up his hands and shrugged. “Certainly, by the first of the month, they will begin to inquire, and I’m required by law to provide them with the details of Mr. Beverley’s financial records if they have a court order. Which they will.”

“One week…” I shook my head, feeling like the world was crashing down around me, “I just buried my husband, and I have one week to pay off his debts or lose everything.”

Looking up at the little man, I saw sweat beading on his bald pate, and I knew there was no hope of trying to get him to cover this up. A man like him would crack under the slightest pressure.

“How much in total?” I asked.

“1.37 million,” he said, “That’s the debt in total. The payment amount for this month, including all accounts, is 74 thousand.”

It was all too much, and suddenly I had to be out of there. Away from this annoying little man and his disapproving stares. Standing, I staggered out of his office.

“I will have to arrange for assessors to review the properties,” he called after me as I pushed open the door, “Expect to see them any day!”

The secretary and other women in the office glanced away nervously, burying their heads in their keyboards and pretending not to notice me. I’m used to that kind of reaction from women. You don’t go through life looking like I do, without recognizing envy in women’s faces.

Ignoring them, I strode out to my car. As I sat in the plush leather seat, gripping the wheel, a sudden wave of anxiety and stress rolled over me, and I felt the tears threatening to overwhelm. Biting the inside of my bottom lip, an old habit for dealing with anxiety or pressure, and continuing until I tasted blood. With the sharp pain, came a moment or two of relief from the stress, and I gathered my wits.

“That son of a bitch isn’t getting the last laugh,” I growled to myself, not sure whether I meant the accountant or my late husband.

Starting up my Porsche Cayenne, I drove up into the hills, already late for my lunch at the country club. Cursing myself the whole drive for not looking into the finances before he passed. I almost pulled over to a corner store and bought a pack of cigarettes, something I hadn’t done since my modeling days. Finally, I got to the club, and the valet took my keys. Hurrying through the elegant lobby and into the clubhouse, I found Alice already drinking a glass of rose while she waited for me.

“Dahling, there you are,” Alice said in that MidAtlantic drawl of hers, “Look at this madness? You’d think the groundskeepers would deal with it.”

She pointed out at the golf course, where a flock of ducks waddled across a green, leaving a trail of poop behind. “This place is falling apart. Tell me how the meeting went, were you pleasantly surprised? Or did the old cancer fuck you over for that handsome boy of his?”

“The old fool died and left me nothing,” I said, my voice tinged with bitterness. Motioning for the waiter to bring me another glass of wine, I continued, “Apparently, he was in tremendous debt.”

“You’re serious?” Alice said, in shock, “You said the man was worth millions!”

“He was,” I said, feeling the frustration surge in me, “Or he told me he was. It looks like he was living on debt for years, maybe decades. His monthly salary just covered the payments, and now that he’s gone…”

“Dahling, that’s terrible!” Alice said, “We simply must do something about this. Come, drink your wine, relax. Leave it to Alice, dear, I’ll figure something out. Now tell me all about it.”

I told her all about my morning meetings with the lawyers, business managers, and the accountant. Alice was the perfect person to talk to. Not only was she my best friend and a sweetheart, but she’d also been through something similar when her second husband passed away a few years before. Over the years since we’d become friends, we’d grown close as sisters, able to tell each other anything.

The rest of the tables in the clubhouse dining room were filled with other women, all here for a late lunch or early cocktail. A sea of white tennis skirts, bleach blonde hair, and fake tits. I always found these women so tiresome, and the surge of pride I usually felt when I felt their side-eye stares, was absent.

I make no pretensions about who or what I am. I was sixteen when discovered by a modeling agency out of New York. By the end of that summer, I was making more money than my parents. After a stint with Victoria’s Secret when I was twenty, my bust developed too much for me to continue modeling. A few years later, I met my husband, who was decades older and wealthy, able to provide me with the lifestyle I’d become accustomed to.

I wish I could say it was a union of love, but the truth is I married him for the lifestyle. He was a good man, showering me with gifts and attention throughout our marriage. I never had to worry about him cheating since he wasn’t ever able to get it up, even with pills.

“The old fool didn’t even have a life insurance policy,” I said. “There is nothing left for me. I’m going to have to start all over. But what can I do? Get a job? What skills do I have?”

“Nonsense dahling,” Alice said, “you’re too gorgeous to work a nine to five. What about Mark? Didn’t his father leave him anything?”

“Mark’s money comes from his mother’s side, held in trust,” I said, shaking my head, “It’s safe, but he can’t access it until he’s twenty-five. His father made sure the boy’s college is paid for but other than that… he’s on his own for the next six years.”

“So, the boy could use the money too,” Alice said thoughtfully, her tone causing me to glance over at her in curiosity.

The woman wore an expression that always made me nervous. She usually got it just before doing something wild. Such as the time she’d done molly with her daughter’s sorority friends, or when she and I’d gone skinny dipping at three am, after a few too many bottles of red wine and nearly kissed.

“What is it you’re thinking?” I asked, not sure I wanted to hear.

“You ever thought about getting back into modeling?”

“Hmph, I don’t think there’s much money out there for a 38-year-old model,” I said with a shake of my head. “Don’t tell me that’s your idea.”

“I wasn’t thinking that
 kind of model,” Alice said, her eyes flashing with suppressed amusement.

“You don’t mean like on one of those sites?” I asked with a disbelieving laugh, “For all the world to see?”

“Certainly not,” she said with a firm shake of her head, “Nothing so low class. Those sites offer basic services, and the models make a reasonable income, true. Depending on their skill or attractiveness, they can even make decent money, but nothing serious. I’m talking about the exclusive sites. The ones that can’t be found from a simple google search.”

“How do you know about all this?” I asked.

“I used to track my second husband's credit card transactions, to see who he was cheating on me with.” She said with a smirk, “One time, a charge came through for fifteen grand, and I grew suspicious. I lined it up with his browsing history and saw he’d spent a half-hour on a special cam site.”

“What was he watching?” I asked, shocked at the amount of money.

“If you’re not interested, I understand,” she said, and I could see she was being evasive and wasn’t going to answer my question. “I can’t believe I’m even suggesting it. But if you really need the money, it’s the fastest way I know of to get it.”

“What kinds of things… what would I have to do?” I asked, feeling my heart race. Was I seriously considering this?


“Nothing at first,” she said with a shrug. “Just meet with them, have a video call. If they agree to take you on, they’ll tell you the details… Want me to pass along your number?”

“Sure,” I said, feeling a little light-headed, “Why not.”

“How is Mark doing, anyway?” She asked, a sparkle entering her eyes as she brought up my stepson, “Is he still on the diving team?”

“Not this year,” I said, happy for the change of topic, “with the funeral and graduation, the boy is a bit lost.”

“He’s a fine young man,” Alice said with a warm smile, the warmest I remember seeing from her, “Don’t you think? Handsome, sweet, and such a good boy.”

“I suppose,” I said with a frown, “To be honest, I don’t know him all that well. He’s always been so awkward and in his room on that computer. I’ve raised him since he was a boy, but we’ve never been close. I worry about him even more with his father gone. His interests are all so… odd.”

“I wouldn’t worry about Mark,” Alice said with a grin, “That boy’s going to be just fine. Being interested in computers isn’t a bad thing for a kid nowadays.”

I knew she was right, Mark was one of the good ones. Despite what I’d said, I’d been thinking a lot about Mark lately. Trying to square the shy, awkward kid, he was at home with the kid the rest of the world saw. From what I saw, the boy was quiet and a bit of a recluse, but sweet and brilliant. He was also driven to succeed in everything he did, always wanting to be the best. Whether that was diving, where he was a state champ, classes where he was one of the top students, or video games.












Chapter 2











T
 hroughout the rest of our lunch, Alice kept bringing Mark up, worrying about how he would adjust after his father’s passing, or if he was dating. She commented on him so much that I began to grow uncomfortable. On my Uber ride home, I found myself looking over pictures of the two of us from last spring break, when we’d gone on vacation to Bali.

Mark stood nearly the same height as me, and he was slender, making him appear even smaller beside my curvy frame and younger than his nineteen summers. His face was quite handsome, with the kind of chiseled jawline, that make women swoon. His pale green eyes were striking, and whenever he managed to look up from his shoes or the ground and addressed me properly, I was always arrested by their beauty.

Flipping through the pictures, I realized I’d never really taken much notice of Mark in them before. I was always more interested in my own appearance, and if a photo was unflattering, I usually deleted it.

Since his graduation the spring before, we’d become more like roommates who rarely spoke, than stepmom and son. New Haven was a beautiful little college town, and I’d always assumed Mark would start to have more friends and go to parties once he began at Yale, but that wasn’t the case. The boy would come home from classes in the afternoon and bury himself in his room, lost in his studying and video games, until he came out late at night to grouse on food and then disappear again till the morning.

My musing was cut off as the UBER ride pulled before the house. Thanking the driver, I pushed my sunglasses down and stepped out. A wave of emotion swept over me as I took in the gorgeous home with its bright green lawns and colorful beds of flowers. I’d fallen in love with the place the moment I’d laid eyes on it, and after months of pestering my late husband, he’d bought it.


Now I’m going to lose it,
 I thought to myself, feeling an ache in the pit of my stomach.

The wave of loss I felt might seem silly, but it was a combination of things that all came crashing down on me. Not only had I lost my husband, but now I was about to lose everything else as well. Thinking of Mark, I resolved to do everything possible to save the house for his sake and mine.

An hour later, I was curled up on the couch with my laptop, digging through my late husband's investments to see if there was anything worthwhile there. The idiot man had emptied his 401k a decade before and been drawing from our joint mutual fund accounts for years. If I closed down all the accounts, and after fees and taxes, I might be able to cover half of the first debt payment. I was just googling what I could get if I sold my car when an email notification popped up and I clicked it without thinking.






From: anon.
 taboo@
 deepweb.net




To: Heather Paulson



Re: Audition & Interview



Greetings Heather,



Our mutual acquaintance offered you as a potential model for my site. I was wondering if you are free this afternoon or evening for a brief audition and interview. If you are, please sign the attached non-disclosure agreement and forward it back with a time that works for you.



I’m sure it goes without needing to be said, but in the interest of being on the same page: If you forward this email to anyone else, or relay what we speak about, then you will find yourself in litigation.



We eagerly await your response.



Best regards,




The Director










I read
 the email a second time and then downloaded the attachment. My heart was racing as I signed the electronic document, and despite my better judgment, I felt a thrill shoot down between my legs.

Feeling suddenly nervous, I jumped up and hurried to my bedroom, fitting my AirPods in as I did. Mark was still in class but would be home anytime, and I had no wish for him to catch me doing or saying anything compromising. The thought actually made me giggle, wondering what kind of reaction the shy boy would have if he walked in on me dancing in front of a cam.

Responding to the email, I said I just needed ten minutes to freshen up. Throwing on my favorite top, I made sure its plunging neckline showed off my assets to the best effect. Then I popped in front of my makeup desk and touched up my mascara and eyeliner. After giving my hair a tease and making sure the loose curls hung artfully around my shoulders, I pulled a chair over before the windows.

By the time I sat down and pulled up my laptop, there was a response from The Director, this time with a hyperlink. Feeling butterflies in my stomach, I double-checked my appearance in a mirror and then clicked the link.

The link didn’t have a .com at the end of it. Instead, it had three letters I’d never seen together before. My browser opened and instantly became full screen without any input on my end, then the light of my webcam popped on, without the usual dialog box asking me if it was ok.

I was so disturbed by the dark screen and live webcam that I nearly closed the computer and shoved it aside. Reminding myself that if I didn’t find money soon, Mark and I might be without a home in a couple weeks, I took a firm grip on my nerves and pushed them down, just like when I used to get stage fright in my modeling days; the butterflies faded after slow deep breaths. Just as I was calming down, text scrolled up from the bottom of the screen.


Greetings Heather Paulson and our sorrow for you and your son’s loss.


“Thank you…?” I said, unsure if they could hear me.


We are an exclusive agency that handles customers with particular tastes. We provide our customers with a… peek into their greatest fantasies. We take this work very seriously and, as such, must ensure that our models are of the finest quality and the… experience they undergo, one that is as authentic as possible.


“Ok… but that doesn’t really tell me anything,” I said, feeling very awkward speaking to a black screen with white letters scrolling up it.


You will be given instructions if you’re deemed of suitable beauty. Please set the computer on a higher surface and remove your clothing.


I felt indignant for one second, then remembered working with asshole photographers over the years. Men and women who had seen so many beautiful people they’d become inured to it. They often dealt with talent, just like whoever was on the other end of the chat did, brusque, assuming they were dealing with a foolish model.

I’d already decided that I would do just about anything to save our home, so I stood, pushing down my nerves and set the computer on my dresser. Standing before the webcam, I began to strip down. A wave of shame swept over me, as I pushed my top off my shoulders and shrugged out of it, and a surprising zing of pleasure at knowing I was being watched. Removing my shorts and heels, I paused for one second, half expecting and hoping the scrolling text to say it was enough, but the screen stayed black. Nothing came on the screen, and so with trembling fingers, I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, letting it slide down off my arms, and then pushing down and kicking off my panties quickly.

I stood there, a slight chill causing my large nipples to harden as I shifted nervously from foot to foot. Two words scrolled up the screen, and with a sigh, I followed the instructions, turning around slowly. The experience of having my body judged wasn’t a new one, but it had been many years since the last time, and it was hard not to feel self-conscious when I remembered how I’d looked at twenty-two compared to now.


You are an extraordinarily beautiful woman and perfectly cast for this role.


“Thank you,” I couldn’t help the small smile of pride that found its way onto my lips at the compliment.


Please describe your stepson and your relationship with him.


“Mark?” I asked in surprise, “Why ever would you want to know about him?”

I waited for several seconds, but no response came.

“What’s going on here?” I asked, frustration rising as I stood there naked, feeling like this might all be some joke, “Is this some kind of prank?”


Please check your bank account, Ms. Paulson.


Blinking in surprise, my anger in check for a moment, I reread the text and grabbed my phone, logging into the app. My eyes saw the recent transaction and new balance, but my brain couldn’t comprehend.

“How… why?”

A hundred thousand dollars had been added to my checking account. How they had my bank information made me more than a little nervous, but seeing the money in there, I felt relief rush through me.


If we agree to work with you and you sign the contract, this will be your daily salary, excluding bonuses. If not, the money will be withdrawn. Take this as a sign of our intent and seriousness. Now, please describe both your stepson and your relationship with him.


With a final glance at my bank account balance, I licked my lips and set the phone down. Taking a deep breath, I began.

“Mark is a sweet young man, but a little bit of a nerd,” I winced at that, feeling guilty for admitting the truth, “He’s going to Yale and just finishing up his freshman year. I don’t think he’s decided what he wants to study yet, but he’s passed everything with high marks and could do anything he wants. The boy is brilliant. He was always so sweet to me when I first moved in, making me breakfast in bed, or little presents for Christmas or my birthday. Then he became a teenager and I rarely saw him after that.

“He’s never been a team sports kind of guy. It always drove his father crazy that he didn’t want to play football or baseball, but Mark is smaller, and those sports never suited him. His high school had a dive team, and he found a community of friends there.

“Let’s see… I’m not sure what you want, I can’t really think of anything else. He has curly black hair, green eyes, and is quite fit from diving practice. He’s been depressed since his father passed, and I’ve been worried about him.”

My voice dropped off, and I realized tears were forming in the corners of my eyes. Shaking my head, I blinked them away, realizing how crazy it was to be discussing my stepson and crying, as I stood naked in my room.

“Do you want to see a photo?”


That will not be necessary, Ms. Paulson. Your friend has provided one already.



I would like to offer you a contract and am very excited to get started. If you agree to our terms, a package will arrive tomorrow with items and instructions. Thank you for taking the time to meet with me.


“That’s it?” I asked.


Congratulations Ms. Paulson, I and our clients are very excited to see how you perform.


“Perform how? I can’t agree to anything,” I said, marshaling the last of my nerve, “until I know what it is you want from me.”


Our clients wish to see a seduction, Ms. Paulson. As I said, their desires are particular and very… taboo.


I opened my mouth to respond, but the screen flickered, and my desktop appeared, the connection broken. Standing there for several long seconds, I let the words sink in. The questions about my stepson and talk about taboo desires led me to the logical conclusion.












Chapter 3











I
 n a half daze, I pulled on a robe, still trying to digest the experience when the email notification sounded. In it were the contract and a terms sheet. I put on a pot of water and printed out the documents. Then curling up on the couch with a cup of tea, I got to reading.

The contract was boilerplate, although there were a few passages that were denser than I could comprehend. From what I read, it looked as though I was signing away rights to video shot in my house for a period of up to several weeks. There would be instructions delivered, and I was supposed to carry them out within 24 hours or be penalized a dollar amount. If I failed more than once, the contract would be void.

What precisely the instructions would be were never explicitly stated, but my heart began to race as I thought about possibilities. One clue I got was that in the contract, it said that anyone viewed on the cameras who hadn’t signed the release would have their faces blurred and last names bleeped, but that no other body part would be masked.

I had just pulled out the terms sheet when Mark got home. I glanced up when the door opened, but he didn’t notice me in the dark corner of the living room. Feeling extremely shy, I hunched down into the couch.

Mark’s expression relaxed when he saw he was alone and pulled a thick magazine out of his jacket, where he’d been hiding it and went into the kitchen. I heard him open the fridge, pour himself a glass of juice, and grab a box of breakfast bars, then he raced upstairs, failing to notice me, with an eager grin on his face.

When he passed beneath the hall light, I saw the cover and realized it was one of his Japanese comic books. He was gone before I could get a better look at it; feet pounding down the hall and then into his bedroom. The small hairs on the back of my neck stood up, when I realized he hadn’t shut and locked his bedroom door.

Pulling up the terms sheet, I tried not to think about what might be going on above my head. I’d always known Mark took care of himself up there. Any mother of a teenage boy has seen him disappear for hours at a time, only to emerge smelling of musk and looking glassy-eyed. At first, it was amusing, then it became annoying; finally, I grew at peace with it. Now the thought sent an uncomfortable feeling into my gut.

As much as I tried to ignore the fact, the contract in my hands had changed everything. Could I really do this? With my stepson? The thought was not as repellant as it perhaps should have been. It had been many years since I’d last had intimate relations with his father, and that awkward with his affliction. I never cheated over the years, honoring my commitment. I’d assumed I was becoming a-sexual, but now I imagined what it would be like to be touched again, and I found myself wanting it.

Setting my laptop aside, I slipped off the couch and crept upstairs. As I walked up the carpeted steps, I wondered what the hell I was doing, but my feet kept propelling me forward. Some madness had taken over me, a storm of grief, stress, and awakening desire that had lit a burning curiosity within me.

I stayed back against the far wall of the hallway, in the deeper shadows, as I made my way past my room and to Marks. The door was indeed propped open, probably so he could get a better warning when I came home. He lay on his bed, angled away from the door, beneath the window, and my breath caught when I saw what he was doing.

He held his comic book propped open on his chest, biting his bottom lip as he turned pages. The standing book blocked my sight of what he was doing with the other hand, but from the motions of his arm and the way he lay, it was apparent.

It was not lust that overwhelmed me and brought me to such reckless actions, not the awakened desire that coursed through me, it was curiosity. Something seemed off about the scene before me, the more I watched it. It took me several seconds to figure out that the motion of Mark's arm seemed off. When I realized it was traveling a longer distance than seemed possible, a small gasp escaped my throat.

Mark startled at the sound and looked around, glancing out into the hall. My blood froze for one dreadful moment as his eyes swept over me, but he didn’t notice me in the dark. I nearly gave another disbelieving sound, for as he turned, he dropped the comic, and I was able to see the monster cradled in this hand.

I’d seen penises as big in pornos, and heard friends describe men hung like horses, but I’d never encountered one in the wild myself. The sight shattered the shame I felt at what I was doing, and the fear of nearly being caught. My eyes drank it in, trying to memorize every detail before he shifted back, comic hiding the amazing appendage once more.

Unwilling to chance my luck and not trusting myself to not say or do something that might ruin everything, I slipped back downstairs in even more of a daze than I’d climbed them. When I saw the pile of paperwork on the couch, shame hit me like a physical force, and I realized what I’d just done.

Disgusted with myself, I grabbed up the contract and terms sheet and slipped out of the house. I had to clear my head and going for a long drive always helps me with that. Ten minutes later, I was barreling down the freeway with the pop music station blaring, trying to drown out the thoughts and images swirling around in my head.

Driving north, I found myself taking familiar roads out into the countryside, winding on storybook lanes through vineyards and maple tree tunnels. I got to a winery I’d once gone to a tasting at with Alice. It was closed for the evening, but the parking lot was open and empty, with a stunning view of the surrounding vineyards and forest.

Digging my secret pack of cigarettes out of the center console, I stepped outside to light a smoke. My hands were shaking as I struck the lighter, and on that first deep drag, I felt my shoulder relax, muscles unknotting. Drawing in the smoke and breathing out my anxiety, I let the nicotine calm my nerves.

Feeling better and a little light-headed, I climbed back into the car and pulled over the paperwork once more. Flipping through it idly, I found the terms sheet and read through it for the first time. The numbers I saw didn’t seem real, and I had to double-check how many zeros were at the end of them a couple times before it sank in.

They were offering a flat rate for the installation of their equipment and signing away the rights to film our household all day. There was a bonus incentive structure that encompassed several things but was given obliquely named and labeled. Each set of instructions would have an accompanying monetary reward. Those rewards would scale up over time, increasing by exponential amounts that made my palms sweat to see.

Bonuses were rewarded for several factors, calculated as a percentage of the instructions reward. One of the bonuses was for performance, and another was for appearance. The latter basically said that if I maintained my appearance with workout, diet, makeup, etc. I could earn more. There were others noted down, but the language was so oblique it was hard to know precisely what they would be paid out for.

Licking my lips, I set the sheet aside and thought once more of the home and neighborhood I’d come to love so much. The massive numbers were swirling around in my head, and I got out once more and lit up a smoke, rarely having two in a session. I was still struggling internally with the decision. A quick calculation told me that even without a single bonus, after two months of working for The Director and his shadowy group, I would be set for the rest of my life, Mark would have a home throughout college, insurance, and all the rest.

Climbing back in, I pulled a pen out of the glove box and signed the contract right there. I felt strangely empty as I drove back home, hands a little shaky as I thought about the quest I was embarking on.

Everything really had changed once that contract came through, and, at least in my mind, things could never go back to how they were. The thoughts were in my skull now, and no amount of ignoring them, or running from them, was helping.

The shaking in my hands calmed down as I sent the email back to The Director with the contract signed and attached. Things were in motion now, and I realized I had no desire to stop them. Like a model, giving herself over to a fashion designer, I was committed to the process now.

Crawling beneath the covers, I struggled to fall asleep. Finally, slipping a hand between my legs, I placed a gentle finger against my hard, little clit and, in just a few seconds, shuddered in relief as pleasure rushed through my body. In the final second, as my climax crashed down on me, my mind's eye filled with an image of my stepson’s gorgeous cock.

Ignoring the small spike of shame, I let the warm covers drag me down into a restless slumber. My dreams plagued with images of my young stepson but superimposed on the types of commanding men who have always attracted me. Men who knew what they wanted and took it.

The next morning, I was up with the dawn, yoga mat out and getting in an early stretch. Nothing centers me like a good fifteen to twenty minutes doing yoga. Well, one thing focuses me more, but it hadn’t been in the cards for too long. Trying to ignore the lusty thoughts that kept creeping into my mind, I focused on my breathing and was startled when the doorbell rang, with the sun barely up.

I found a courier outside with several small elegantly wrapped black packages. After signing, I carried them in quickly, glancing around nervously to make sure no one saw me, even though I knew I was being silly. My heart was racing as I carried the first few up to my bedroom, needing to make two trips.

On the second trip, my son’s door swung open, and he stepped out, blinking owlishly in the hall light as he looked at me in annoyance.

“What’s all the racket out here? It’s like 6:30 in the morning.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling my cheek heat as my eyes bobbed down to see the outline of something large and hard pressing against his boxers. The sight caused me to stumble, and I had to drag my eyes away from it. Even semi-hard, he was enormous, and it looked almost obscene in his boxers.

“I ordered something online, and they just delivered it. I had no idea it would come so early.”

Suddenly looking self-conscious, Mark ducked his head and dipped back into his room, shutting the door behind himself quickly. He’d seen me staring at his manhood, and instead of feeling pride, he felt self-conscious. I tucked the observation away, not sure how to process it, and slipped into my bedroom.

The boxes proved a perfect distraction from the image of those tented boxers still bouncing around in my head. Opening one, I found it tightly packed with smaller boxes all the same size. Inside were cameras the size and shape of a thumbtack. Most of the boxes were cameras, dozens and dozens of the small devices. I marveled at the microtechnology and the smart application.

Finally, I opened a box that had an envelope with instructions and a large bulky cube packed in thick layers of foam to protect it. Opening the envelope, I found a letter and series of floorplans with locations marked out in dozens of places. Feeling a chill run down my spine, I realized the floor plans were for my house, detailed architectural drawings that even had rough outlines of where furniture should be placed in certain rooms.

Just rearranging the furniture would be a large amount of work I knew, but the list of instructions attached to the plans went on for several pages. Then I dealt with the large cube, a server or router, or some such. I was sure Mark would know what it was immediately, but I had no clue. The prospect of undertaking such a technical project terrified me, but it’s not like I could ask anyone for help.












Chapter 4











T
 he thought of asking for help reminded me of Alice, and I pulled out my phone and typed out a quick text message.

Me: ‘just got packages from your friend. Can I really go through with this?’


I set my phone down and hopped into the bathroom to brush my teeth. Not thinking she would be up or respond right away, I was surprised when the notification popped up on the screen of my phone.

Alice: ‘I don’t want to influence your decision one way or the other, just follow your heart but let your head guide you’



What the hell is that supposed to mean?
 I thought to myself.

Me: ‘you set me on this path Alice, you can’t just walk away. Am I going to hell if do this? Will I completely fuck up Mark and any hope of having a good relationship with him? Is money worth that?’


I wrote the large text out in a flurry, tears stinging my eyes by the end. Wiping my cheeks dry, I watched the messenger app, waiting for a response. The three little dots popped up several times, but infuriatingly they disappeared shortly after. Finally, a reply came through.

Alice: ‘I didn’t want to say anything that would influence you because of my own secret. Since I learned of it from my ex, I’ve been a customer of The Directors services…’


I stared at the message in disbelief, not sure what to think. After a few seconds, the three dots appeared again, and I waited a long time for her to finish and send it.

Alice: ‘I am not ashamed of my fetish, but I also have no desire to broadcast it. I can’t tell you what The Director has in store for you and Mark. If I reveal anything to you, I’ll be in breach of my user agreement and lose a seven-figure deposit. I can say this, I truly believe it’s the best thing for you and him at this difficult time; that it will help you both in different ways, as well as removing the burden of your debt. If my involvement as a spectator makes you uncomfortable, I can step out of your session. I’m sorry if this has upset you, Heather.’


I remembered the thrill I’d felt last night knowing I was being watched through the webcam. Imagining someone I knew on the other side, my beautiful and wicked friend, watching whatever sinful deeds I did and approving, or getting off on it. It should have made me uncomfortable but only increased the thrill and kinkiness of everything.

Me: I’m setting up the cameras, and you better be there. I’ll need someone to talk to about all this!’


Sending the text, I felt my crotch ache with desire. Ignoring the feeling, I hopped up and got to reading through the blueprints and instructions, trying to figure out what it was I needed to do first. I was still reading and taking notes, making myself a list of things to get done, when Mark dashed out of the house with a hasty ‘good morning’, as he stuffed a breakfast bar in his mouth.

Setting up the cameras was the easiest and most enjoyable part of it. It felt like a fun art project, placing each camera just so, making sure that the lighting and angle was good. At the same time, I moved the furniture, which wasn’t nearly as fun at first.

I began in Mark’s room, placing the camera’s quickly, wanting to get it done before there was a chance of him coming home and feeling nervous being in his space. The small cameras were the same color as the paint, and once they were pushed into the wall were nearly invisible. The heads were rounded fisheye like lenses and probably could see a broad view.

Once I was done with Mark’s room, I went out to the living room, working on the common areas first. When I set the two cameras that gave an angle on Mark’s computer chair and screen, I felt a twinge of guilt, but reassured myself with the fact that his face would be blurred, and name bleeped out.

The camera placement was challenging to figure out at first, but once I had the drawing lined up with the floorplan, it began to make sense. As I adjusted the furniture in the living room, pulling the couch at an angle so it would get the best lighting, I began to imagine what I might be asked to do on the couch.

As I worked, my mind spun up wild scenarios of me and my shy stepson on each of the pieces of furniture I repositioned. At first, the thoughts were uncomfortable, and I tried to find some peace with it. Then as the image of his massive tool slipped into my head, again and again, I grew more and more aroused. The boy might not be my idea of a real man
 , or at least from what I knew of him, he wasn’t, but what was hidden in his shorts, definitely was.

I paused at ten to make another cup of coffee and grab a quick bite. As the Keruig was filling the mug, I stared at the sliding glass doors. One of my biggest fantasies has always been to be taken up against a full window, either here or in a hotel. The thought of being take and used, while being on display and ogled was an incredible turn on.


What's going on with me?
 I thought to myself, I haven’t been this horny in years!


I gobbled my banana, eager to get back to work and have it done before Mark got home. Now that I was in a rhythm, the rest of the house went faster than the morning had. I was able to finish upstairs, except for my own room, before noon, and got the backyard situated.

Moving the pool, chairs, and tables proved to be the most annoying task. I usually have the pool guys, or the landscapers take care of those things, but I couldn’t afford to wait this time. The wooden furniture is of the highest quality, and I love the soft blue cushions I bought for them, but they are heavy as sin too.

I was sweating by the time I had the lounge chairs angled, just as the drawing indicated. Standing and catching my breath, I looked around the backyard and found I liked it better this way. Now when I laid out, my feet would be towards the sun instead of my head. Now situated across and below from Marks bedroom window.

There was still the server to figure out, and I wasn’t looking forward to it. My fears proved to be unfounded in the end. The detailed list of instructions was dummy-proof, thank god, and came complete with pictures and point-by-point steps that were easy to follow. Most of the work was automated somehow, within the server. I set it up in my bedroom closet, per the instructions, and waited as it connected to all the cameras, the red light turning blue, and then finally to green. With a sigh of relief, I sagged down to the floor of my closet.

It was four in the afternoon, and I’d been working steadily since early in the morning. I am in pretty good shape but moving furniture and climbing on ladders to place cameras in high corners had exercised muscles I rarely used.

Sitting there, I let myself relax, contemplating what the next steps might be. I was still so horny and glancing out to make sure my bedroom door was shut and locked. I slipped a hand into the waist of my yoga pants.

The moment I did, my phone chimed with a text notification. In annoyance, I glanced at it, surprised to see a strange international number. I didn’t recognize the country code, but the first few words displayed in the banner notification forced me to open it and read on.


This is The Director. After this message, our communication will happen securely. Download the below link.


Below the text was a lick to another strange website. Feeling nervous, I clicked it and found a strangely colored mirror of the app store with a page for a messaging app called xtaboox. I downloaded it, and by some miracle or crazy software, it popped up on my phone. When I opened it, I found a simple chat interface, all in black backgrounds with white text.

After a few seconds, a message popped up, and my heart began racing.


Instruction: tomorrow morning, a package will be delivered. You will put the garment on, and layout by the pool for no less than three hours between 11am and 3pm.


The next day was Saturday, and I knew Mark would be home, sitting in his room playing his games. A cold sweat popped out on my skin as I contemplated the next day, and my hand slipped back down between my legs.


Instruction: you will not masturbate until instructed to do so.


My heart went cold, and I glanced up at the camera in the ceiling of the closet. Licking my lips, I realized this was the new normal now. Not quite sure how I felt about it, I stood slowly. Finding it more challenging to push aside the desire than I’d imagined it would. Something about being told you can’t do something only makes you want it all the more.

The big brother aspect of this, both disturbed and titillated me. Cleaning up, I went downstairs to put dinner on. Trying to put the next day out of my thoughts and live in the moment, I pulled out a pan and got a chicken out to rest. I’d recently gotten into cooking, finding that when I put music on and lost myself in the process, I was able to push back the sadness of my life of the past few years.

Putting a few cups of rice in the rice-maker, I got a pot of water going to steam veggies later. The chicken, I pushed soft butter mixed with herbs and salt between the skin and its flesh, making sure to coat the whole bird. Then I cut a couple heads of garlic in half, stuffing some into the carcass, along with a halved lemon and half a stick of butter and whole sprigs of thyme.

While it roasted and the water simmered, I took a cold shower and spent a few extra minutes in front of my mirror. Over the past few weeks, I’d begun to ignore little things that I’d always taken so much pride in over the years. I spent time now doing my nails, giving myself a small manicure and painting them a pale pink that I knew matched my natural lip color perfectly. Then I plucked a few stray hairs from my eyebrows and went through the laborious process of putting on my lashes.

The act of taking back up my old habits had a calming and centering effect. Making myself desirable and seducing a man was a familiar and comfortable role for me, but I wasn’t the only participant in this little dance. I came to a decision, sitting there, staring at myself in front of the mirror. That no matter how much money was involved, I would put Mark’s desires ahead of my own. The boy had been through enough, and the last thing I wanted to do was screw him up any more. So, I would reserve the right to end this if I ever felt like that was the case.

Dressing in a comfortable but tight shirt, I put on a pair of yoga pants and went to finish off dinner. Mark was home and locked in his room, so I yelled up the stairs to get his attention.












Chapter 5











“M
 ark, dinners ready, if you’re hungry!”

I felt like white trash yelling across the house at him, but the thought of knocking on his door made me nervous for some reason. Shaking it off, I poured myself a glass of wine and was surprised when his feet pounded down the stairs.

“Take it easy on the stairs,” I said with a frown, as he sat down, “and you can help me make up some plates if you’re joining me.”

He ducked his head in chagrin and stood, staring at his feet as he went to get a plate and silverware. I felt terrible instantly, I wasn’t angry with him, and he certainly didn’t deserve to be the brunt of my anger.

“I’m sorry,” I said, moving to help him, “I’m just a little stressed today.”

“I know,” he said, and when he looked up, I was arrested by the calm understanding in his pale green eyes, “Dad's lawyer called and told me what’s going on. I’ll get a job and help out or something. I can’t believe he would leave us with this mess, but we’ll figure it out.”

“You’re so sweet,” I said, feeling a swelling of affection for the boy and pulling him into a one-armed hug, “But you focus on school, let me worry about the debt. I might have a plan to help us get through it.”

“What plan?” He asked, and I caught his eyes bobbing down to stare for a moment at the massive swell of my chest before he turned away quickly and set the plates down on the table.

“I might have found an agency that’s willing to take me on as a model,” I portioned out the meat while he scooted rice and veggies onto the plates, and I covered them in the pan sauce I’d made.

“You don’t talk about you’re modeling days much,” he said, not quite looking up from his plate as he toyed with his food, “is it really as crazy as all the stories make it out to be?”

“You mean the drugs, sex, and all that?” I asked with a crooked grin, taking a sip of my wine and almost laughing as the boy squirmed on his seat; finally, he nodded, looking up with a shy smile, and I grinned back and shook my head.

“Not when I first got in, I think I was too young to really get involved in all that. It certainly existed but was mostly at the clubs. There might have been one or two crazy nights in my early twenties, but I wasn’t as bad as some of the other girls and guys.”

He continued to probe me with questions about those early years in Europe, so I told him about the disco techs with their greasy men and wild women. Of trips on yachts where I worked, just hanging out on a deck and sunbathing with a dozen other women while men conducted business.

“That sounds insane,” Mark said with a laugh at that story, “I can’t imagine being that rich, that you would hire a bunch of gorgeous women just to lay around and stare at.”

“Why not?” I asked, grinning all the wider when his fork paused, and he looked up at me, “Why wouldn’t you imagine being that wealthy? That powerful? I’ll tell you one thing about your father, he had the instinct to take what he wanted, just not the grace to earn it. You could learn something from that.”

“Is that what women want?” Mark asked, and I felt tension grow in the room, “A man who takes what he wants?”

“Yes.”

My simple answer seemed to stun him, and he sat there for several long seconds with a thoughtful look on his face.

“Not just women,” I said, “Men also respond favorably to another man who knows what he wants and takes it. If you can do it with compassion for those around you, you will be a great man.”

“I’d never really thought about it like that before,” he said, voice thoughtful.

“Do you have any idea what you want to focus your studies on?” I broached the subject delicately, knowing it had always caused a blowup between him and his father.

“I’m not exactly sure, there are a lot of things I’m interested in,” he said, “A friend and I have an idea for a website where gamers could stream their gameplay. There isn’t anything like it currently except for YouTube, so it would be a gamble, but we think we can build the site ourselves.”

“Well, that sounds exciting,” I said, having no idea what he was talking about but happy to see him engaged with something, “so is it like programming stuff you’re doing?”

“Mostly,” he nodded, “but also a lot of design stuff. I didn’t realize how hard it is to make an intuitive user interface from scratch.”

“Oh, I love designy things!”

“I’d ask you for help, but I don’t think my partner could handle having you on our skype meetings,” Mark said with a laugh.

“Why not?” I said, “I might not have a degree, but I know what looks good and what doesn’t, and I’ve learned enough about what makes a successful company over the years from watching my father and yours.”

“It’s not that,” Mark said with a grin, “It’s just, he already thinks you’re the world’s hottest MILF. If he had to sit and stare at you for more than a minute, I think he’d explode.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a touch of heat on my cheeks and letting my eyes hold his for a moment before I glanced down at my plate, “Well you wouldn’t have to worry about anything, I hope you know honey. I’m completely yours.”

I don’t know where it came from, perhaps all the new thoughts and desires dancing around in my head, but there was a heat in my words that felt wholly unlike anything a mother should say to her son. I glanced up and saw Mark staring at me, a little wildness around his eyes. Our eyes held each other’s for a long second, and then he glanced down to my breasts, ever the teenage boy.

Unconsciously, feeling his gaze on my body, my hand reached up and ran light fingers under one massive breast. Mark started, eyes wide, and he stood abruptly. The silverware rattled as his thighs hit the table, and with a muttered apology and something about being late for a game thing, he was gone.

I was left to clean up the kitchen and try to ignore the heat radiating out from between my legs. Something about the sinful nature of what I was doing, coupled with the fact that we were being watched, had wetness draining down my thighs by the time I crawled into bed. I had no trouble sleeping, as sore and exhausted as I was after my long day, but once more, my dreams were troubled.

Waking early, I threw on some workout clothes, my AirPods, and went to the gym. It’s always been my happy place, and if I’m ever depressed, upset, or feeling out of sorts, a good workout always sets me right.

I got there in time to join the spin class, and the instructor put us through the wringer. After fifty minutes of hard riding, I was dripping with sweat. I spent twenty minutes lifting small weights and keeping my heart rate up but was eager to get out of the weight room. I enjoy the attention I get for my looks, but some men turn a casual glance into an extended leer, and the worst offenders always seem to be at the gym.

After the third man tried to be stealthy, as he snapped a photo of me bending over in front of him, I shot him a disgusted look and stalked into the locker room. A woman who was working out near me smiled as she caught my eye in the mirror and nodded in understanding at my grimace of annoyance.

“They’re all animals, aren’t they?” She asked, a gleam in her eyes that I couldn’t quite place.

“I’m used to it,” I said with a shrug, “but I don’t know what use they can get from taking photos of sweaty women in the gym. It’s pretty disgusting.”

“I’m sure you’re used to it,” she said, her eyes lingering on my figure as she looked me up and down, “You’re Alice's friend, aren’t you? I’ve wanted to introduce myself for a while. I’m Ellen, Alice and I have yachts on the same dock.”

“Pleasure,” I said, reaching out to shake her hand. “I’m Heather.”

“It’s all mine,” the woman said, her hand caressing, more than shaking, mine. “If you’re free tomorrow evening, I’d love to take you to dinner.”

“Oh,” I said, suddenly reassessing the woman as things fell into place. “I’m sorry, I think there might be a misunderstanding…”

“No misunderstanding,” Ellen said in a purr as she stepped closer to me, “It’s just dinner and drinks. Get to know one another a little. If you were interested… I could make sure you weren’t disappointed.”

“Thank you,” I said, trying to let the woman down gently, “but I’m a little busy lately.”

“Think about it,” Ellen said, stepping back and proffering a business card, “call me if you change your mind. I promise to make it an evening, you’ll never forget.”

With that, she turned and strode back out into the gym, flashing me a dazzling smile over her shoulder before she disappeared around the corner. The woman was gorgeous and knew it. With platinum blonde hair and the type of firm tennis body that made men and boys weak, not to mention the occasionally bi-curious woman.

If not for the fact that my life was already far crazier than I thought I could deal with, I might have taken her up on the offer. The woman was beautiful, and I had had a couple girlfriends when I was in my early twenties. Finding a different kind of comfort in the arms of women than I did from men.

I got home, my mind distracted by Ellen and her offer and nearly didn’t see the small package sitting before the door. Picking it up, I felt my stomach do a flip as I tried not to imagine what was inside. Hurrying up to my bedroom, I saw Marks light on and knew he must be up, drinking coffee and playing his game or studying. If he was at his computer, he would be ideally positioned to see the lawn chair I was about to lay in.

Heart racing, I cut open the box and pulled out the small black material inside. Holding it up, I saw it was a black Versace triangle style string bikini. My mouth went dry when I read the tag, and I wanted to shout in joy. I didn’t even know Versace made bikinis, and this one was beautiful. The velvety-soft material looked like it would fit me perfectly.












Chapter 6











H
 opping in the shower, I washed off the sweat from the gym. As the pulsing water struck my skin, I nearly let it massage my aching sex, my desire still presenting its great need. I’ve always been a rule follower, though, or usually, and so I refrained and followed The Director's instructions.

After taking a few extra minutes to put on my makeup and arrange my hair in a cute ponytail. I put on the bikini standing in front of the mirror to check myself out.

I’d never had kids of my own and had no stretch marks or sag to my hips and breasts, like many women my age do. With E-cup boobs that still stand out proud and firm, and my flat and narrow waist, the bikini showed off my figure to perfection. The tiny triangle of the panties barely covered my hairless sex, and the back showed off my large firm butt.

Grabbing a towel, I took in a deep breath, settling my nerves, and went downstairs. Every step, I felt my anxiety climbing until I turned into the kitchen and made myself a giant margarita. Drinking down a third of it quickly, I felt my confidence return, only then did I step out into the backyard.

The weather was perfect for a day out by the pool, and I laid out my towel, set down my drink, and got out the suntan lotion. I coated my legs and arms and was just rubbing it between my breasts when I caught motion passing by the sliding glass doors.

“Mark?” I called, and when he peeked his head out, I grinned back, “It’s a beautiful day, why don’t you join me?”

“Mhmghs,” He mumbled a reply that I couldn’t make out, eyes locked on the ground, but before I could ask what he meant, I got a notification on the unique app I’d downloaded.


Bonus Instruction: get Mark to apply lotion to your back.


My heart began to hammer in my chest when I read the message. The terms sheet had laid out that Bonus Instructions would lead to large payouts. My mind was still debating what I should do as I heard my voice calling out.

“Mark! Come put lotion on me!”

Blinking, I realized the margarita had gone to my head quickly. Looking up, I saw Mark walking out of the house, licking his lips nervously as he came over.

“Mhmm, thank you, honey,” I said, laying down and crossing my arms beneath my face and turning to the side so I could watch him approach. My eyes just happened to be staring at the log swinging around in his flannel pants, and a little mewl of pleasure escaped my throat.

“What?” Mark asked as he rubbed lotion on his hands.

“Nothing dear,” I said, sighing out as his hands pressing into my shoulders, “I was just thinking what a handsome and sweet young man you’ve grown up into.”

“Hmph,” he snorted, “tell the girls at school that.”

“Young girls are bad at seeing a man for what he is,” I said dismissively, “don’t worry about them. You’ll find they’ll have a much different opinion of a nice, responsible, handsome man in a few years.”

“It won’t matter,” he said, and I turned to look up at him, the sadness in his voice tugging at something inside, “Somethings will never change, and I already know what girls think of me.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, my voice concerned.

“Nothing,” he said with a shake of his head, “forget it.”

“I won’t,” I said, reaching out and grabbing his hand, “tell me, Mark, what is it? What happened?”

He pressed his lips together and glanced away. I wasn’t sure if he was angry or what it was that was bothering him, but I waited, letting him speak in his own time.

“Do you remember Sarah?” I shook my head no, “From the diving team?” I nodded, suddenly remembering a mousey brown-haired girl, “Well, we went on a few dates at the beginning of the semester.”

“I didn’t know that,” I said, grinning up at him. My grin slipped at the sad expression on his face.

“We only went on three dates, and dad was sick, so I didn’t make a big deal of it.” He blushed before going on, “On the third date, we went back to her dorm and… fooled around. But when she… never mind, it’s too embarrassing. I can’t say it.”

“Mark,” I rested a hand on his forearm, feeling the warmth of him radiating against me, “Forget I’m your mom and just think of me as a friend. I won’t judge you.”

“God,” he said, shaking his head, “It’s so hard to say. Anyway, when we were trying to… you know… she got hurt and ended up crying. She never wanted to see me again after that, and people now assume I did something terrible. They think I’m an abuser or something, and Sarah is too embarrassed to explain. It’s ruined my reputation at school, not that I had one, to begin with.”

“Oh, honey,” I said, “don’t let that upset you. These things happen, you were just kids figuring things out. It’s not like you tried to hurt her, right? It was just an accident, I’m sure.”

“Of course not!” He said with an indignant shake of his head, “I just… I guess I went too quickly… It was too…”

He shook his head quickly and was about to stand, face red with embarrassment, but I gripped his arm harder and held him in place.

“I’m glad you opened up to me. And I hope you know that nothing you did was wrong, at least nothing more than anyone would expect from a horny teenage boy.”

There was a tightness around his eyes as if I’d hurt him in some way, but he stayed.

“Now, you can finish up the lotion before you go back to your games. I don’t want to get burned today.”

Rolling back over, I reached behind my back and unlaced the string of my bikini top, casually letting it fall to the ground, leaving my back bare to his eyes and hands. I heard Mark swallow loudly, then felt his hands once more on my shoulders.

Tentative at first, he slowly gained in confidence, and soon his fingers were massaging the muscles of my back with surprising strength. The boy worked the lotion into the skin, growing shy as they spread it down my sides. I felt the tips of his fingers near the soft flesh of my breasts, pressed as they were between me and the chair's cushion, but retreated before he dared to touch them.

I wasn’t sure what to expect when I came to lay outside, feeling alive at being on display, but awkwardly removed. Now, I melted into the cushions, my mind dancing down wicked corridors as my stepson’s hands glided up and down the skin of my back. I sighed out in pleasure at one particular firm stroke, and he paused for a second before doing did it again, eliciting another moan.

Reaching down, I felt my heart race, cheeks burning as I pushed the back of my bikini panties down until just a bare hint of crack peeked through. I felt Mark hesitate for a moment before squirting another dollop of lotion into his hand. When his fingers pressed into my lower back, I felt pure pleasure radiating out from the center of my being.

Being here, laid out on display, with my son’s hands all over me was awakening feelings I didn’t realize existed within me. For an act that could be seen as so banal, the fact that both of us were aware of one another on a primal level, made it truly wicked.

As his strong fingers worked the muscles of my lower back, I felt tingles race along my skin as they grazed the upper softness of my behind. Slowly he worked lower and lower until his fingers were digging into the white skin past my tan line. My aching pussy quivered at the contact, and I nearly came right there.

Shifting my hips and knees, I just barely managed to stifle the whimper of disappointment as he stopped. His fingers left my skin for the last time, and he stood silently. For a long moment, he stood over me, and I trembled, feeling vulnerable beneath his gaze. I couldn’t see him, looking away as I was, but I could feel his eyes traveling the length of me.

A stray thought wanted me to call out for him to take me or roll over and see what he would do. But another part of me rebelled at the thought. As I was warring with myself internally, Mark turned and strode back to the house without a word.

Rolling over to watch him go, I held my top against my breasts and caught his pale green eyes as he turned back with a final glance. They were burning, with an intensity that I’d never seen in a man before. I felt the fire of it sear me to my soul. Never had a man looked at me with such fierce desire, such intense need. The power of it was more than compelling, it was electrifying. I half raised up on one elbow, the strings of my bikini hanging down, and Mark stiffened, face blanching as he dashed inside quickly.

Looking down, I realized one of the triangles of my top had slipped down, revealing a large pink and firm nipple. Tying the top in place, I lay back down and pulled over my margarita, taking a long sip and settling back down with sunglasses over my eyes.


You wicked slut,
 I thought to myself, how far are you going to take things?


I set the thoughts aside and put on some music, trying to ignore the wetness coating the inside of my suit and the burning itch to touch myself. Letting the music take me away as it always did. I was safe in a world of pumping synthetic beats and rising Latin vocals until the song ended, and I adjusted my sunglasses.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the curtain in my stepson’s room twitch, and a cold sweat popped out all over my skin. Laying back down, sunglasses covering my eyes, I couldn’t help but be aware of his eyes on my body. Shifting, so my back was arched slightly, and one knee higher than the other, I showed off my flawless form to maximum effect. I felt my nipples stand out firmly against the black suit, the soft material caressing my skin. For one delicious second, the curtain twitched again, waist-high, and I gripped the cushion in two hands, biting my lip, back arching higher as I imagined that monster impaling me. Imagined seeing his hand flying along its length.

The agony and the pleasure were like a plucked cord, vibrating within me. I couldn’t touch myself and wasn’t sure I could have while my son was watching. At the same time, I felt more alive than I had in years; not just beautiful but wanted and desired. The minutes stretched, and in frustration and feeling the heat cooking my skin, I set my glasses aside and dove into the pool.

The cold water was a pleasant shock, but my frustrations persisted. I swam for a few minutes and climbed out of the pool. On a lark, I swam down to the deep end and up, letting the water sweep my long dark hair back as I climbed up the step ladder. The water cascaded down me, and with each step, I felt my massive breasts sway and bounce. In my mind was the scene from ‘Fast Times’, but I’m sure it was more bumbling than that.

Feeling a touch of pride and knowing it was silly, but enjoying anyway, I drew my towel about myself, drying off and wrapping my hair up. My phone had a notification from the app, and I opened it with a touch of trepidation and more than a little excitement.


You’re not supposed to be enjoying this!
 I berated myself.

When I opened the app, all it said was: Task Complete.


I was left sitting there staring at the phone, knowing what had happened and yet unable to totally convince myself that it had. When nothing else popped up on the screen, I closed it down and opened social to see I had a message waiting for me.

Alice: It’s Friday, let's get drinks, the club has oysters on special


Me: I’ll see you @ five


Alice: Perfect!


Another quick shower and I was in a comfortable summer dress and on the road before I ran into Mark. As I drove, I tried my hardest to ignore the butterflies that were dancing in my stomach. The situation was titillating to me, that was all, and it was wrong of me to get off on it so much, when it was just to help us both out.












Chapter 7











I
 sat in the parking lot, having driven past the valet for the first time in my life, hands trembling on the steering wheel. With a final look in the visor mirror to make sure my makeup and hair were good, I climbed out and lit a smoke. Standing there in the back of the parking lot, enjoying the long calming drags.

One of the kitchen staff was hauling a bag of trash to the dumpsters, and caught me out of the corner of his eye and nearly tripped. That brought a smile to my lips as I inhaled another drag. Not yet halfway through, I flicked out the burning end and walked over and tossed it in the dumpster giving the cooks a wink before striding into the dining room as if I owned the place.

Alice was seated in a prime location, outlined against the setting sun with the ocean off in the far distance, rolling green fields, and the picturesque course stretching below. She leaned back and waved me over. Her full mouth grinning, pale blues eyes dancing with merriment as always. The woman never ceased to amaze me at the perfection of her quaffed hair and clothing. She was always at the front end of fashion trends, and it was either effortless on her part, or she had the most amazing stylists. She’d spent enough money on surgeries over the years that she should have looked like a barbie doll, but it was all tasteful, and I have to admit I’ve always been jealous of the perfect shape and form of her fake breasts.

“Dahling, come take a seat,” she waved a hand at the table where a bottle of white wine sat, beading with condensation, fresh from the chiller, and a large platter of oysters, cheeses, jams and breads lay. Along with a tray carrying all the condiments commonly paired with oysters.

“Looks divine,” I said with a sigh, as I sat down and plucked an oyster off the tray, hitting it with a bit of garlic and hot sauce before slurping it down, “And tastes even better. You spoil me.”

“Well, you keep spoiling me, and I’ll make sure you get only the finest,” I glanced up at her tone, reminded of her earlier confession. Her gaze was alive with interest, but she gave a slight shake of her head, “We will be certain never to mention that
 while in public, or even most private places. Not while The Director is in control, you understand… I wouldn’t want to influence his work.”

“Certainly not,” I said, realizing my voice was a touch breathless and poured myself a glass of wine, “Were you thinking of the Wellington? Or are we going salad and salmon tonight like always?”

“You know me so well, dahling!” Alice said so loudly, the whole dining room glanced over, but only for a second when she flashed around her Cheshire Cat grin and predatory gaze.

The rest of the evening passed in witty chatter and ribald jokes. The latter mostly told by Alice, and to the young wait staff. We drank and feasted and eventually had to call UBER for rides home. Those final hours were a bit of a blur, but I remember Alice giving me a fierce hug before she trundled off to her ride, whispering something in my ear that I couldn’t quite remember the next morning.

I woke in my bed, late in the morning and with one arm and leg hanging out of it. My head was pounding, and when I moved, there was a queasiness in my gut that I never remember having when I was hungover before. Feeling as though every step was going to make me puke, I made it to the bathroom and got a glass of water. Then I crawled back under the covers, swearing to myself I would never drink that much again.

I spent that whole Saturday morning and early afternoon sleeping on and off. In between naps, I was trying to get back to sleep to ignore the hell of my hangover. Finally feeling somewhat human again, I dragged myself downstairs to the kitchen and made myself some greasy sausages and scrambled eggs, forcing it down.

Mark was gone for the day, and I began to grow curious where he was. Just as I finished cleaning up the kitchen, a message came through from the app. Heart racing once more, I opened it up.


Instructions: go to your son’s room and review his search history.


I had no idea when Mark might be home, so I hurried upstairs, eager to have the task over with. I stepped into his room and was hit with a wave of musk and sour clothes smell. The hamper was full to overflowing, and I made a note to drag it down to the laundry. Mark was supposed to do his own laundry, but I always had to pester the boy.

I pulled out his computer chair. I settled into it a little delicately. It was a great big bulky thing that must have weighed a hundred pounds, and it was surprisingly comfortable. Reaching over to move the mouse, I half hoped the computer would require a password, and I wouldn’t be able to get it, but surprisingly the screen flickered to life, and I saw the cluttered Windows desktop covered in files and shortcuts. There was a program running that had a little window tracking its progress. It was compiling something, whatever that was.

Licking my lips nervously, I glanced around quickly, fearful someone might catch me any moment. I found the shortcut to his browser and opened it up. The homepage was some gaming website that I ignored and discovered his history. The butterflies were back, dancing in my stomach as I scrolled through the list of sites.

One site dominated the list, clearly a pornography site. With dozens of entries that linked to different videos. Curious and more than a little excited, I clicked on the last one he watched. The moment I did, another message came through on my phone. I opened the app with some trepidation, hoping and fearing the same thing.


Instructions: masturbate to the video… better hurry Mark is driving home now.


I reread the message, feeling anxiety crawl up my spine at the same time my legs spread, and I settled myself in the chair. Biting my bottom lip, I focused on the video and pushed my yoga pants and panties down, feeling the cool leather against the skin of my butt and thighs.

The video started out with the woman, an actress named Lisa Ann, and a younger, smaller man in their living room. The woman was clearly the young man’s stepmom from the title of the video. The fantasy progressed unnaturally fast, as porn’s are wont to do, and in minutes the woman was on her knees, large breasts out as she sucked the young man’s giant cock with fast unrealistic movements.

The actress looked startlingly like me. She was shorter and a touch wider in the hips and thigh, but the rest was surprisingly similar. I felt a measure of pride at coming by my incredible curves naturally, but I’d never slight a woman for surgeries. Whatever you can do to feel beautiful is okay in my book. The young man didn’t look like Mark except for his cock, which was a touch smaller, if I had to guess, but seemed nearly identical in its smooth beauty.

The first contact of my fingers to my aching sex sent me off with a hard, fast orgasm, I’d been so keyed up for days it felt like. I wasn’t stopping there, even with Mark on his way home, there was no way I could stop at just one. Staring at that gorgeous cock, my mind filling with images of Mark’s manhood and the burning intensity of his eyes the night before, I came again, more powerfully this time. But the need was still in me, whimpering I rubbed myself all the harder, adding my other hand in as I slipped two fingers into myself, curling them around to rub on my g-spot.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned, while on the screen the actress straddled her son and began to ride his massive erection, I stretched my fingers wide, spreading my pussy as if my son’s girth were invading me. “I’m cumming… cumming for you, Mark… oh, Fuck!!!!”

My whole body locked up as the orgasm hit, curling around my quivering sex; it took long seconds to catch my breath. As I came back to myself, a wave of shock ran through me at what I’d just done. Standing on shaky legs, I pulled up my pants and pulled a dirty shirt out of the hamper and wiped the chair down the best I could.

As I was closing down his browser, I heard the squeal of brakes outside and knew that was Mark’s car. Panicking slightly, I grabbed the hamper and dragged it downstairs. I was halfway down when Mark walked in. I looked up and smiled at him, fearing he could see the guilt written plain on my face.

“Welcome home,” I said, hoping he didn’t hear the catch in my voice.

“Thanks… I was going to get to that,” Mark said with a nervous look at the laundry, “Here I’ll take it and get it started.”

“Nonsense,” I said, “I got it. Go play your games and relax, it’s the weekend.”

“Really,” he said, a touch wild around the eyes, as he climbed the stairs and tried to take the hamper, “I’ll do it, don’t worry.”

“Mark let go, I got it,” his insistence of doing the laundry was unlike him, and I began to grow suspicious. That’s when I noticed his hand snatch something from deep in the hamper, something white and lacy and stuff them in his pocket. “What’s that?”

“Nothing!” He said quickly and tried to turn up the stairs, but in the narrow confines, it only pushed him closer to me.

Reaching out, I snatched out what he’d stuffed into his back pocket. Hanging from my fingers between our faces were a pair of my used white panties. I glanced from the panties to Mark and saw his face go white as a sheet, then green and sickly. He tried to mumble something, but nothing came out, and I saw shame fill his face. I opened my mouth, having no idea what I was going to say, but before I could say anything, Mark turned and dashed up the stairs, then slammed and locked his bedroom door behind him.

My chest was heaving I realized, and I licked my lips, unsure of what to do. Continuing downstairs with the hamper, I lifted the panties up and saw a large white stain coating them. My sex grew damp and ached when I realized the incredible amount of cum he’d covered them in. I’d always loved to watch men shoot their stuff, and the bigger the load, the better. I’d never witnessed anything nearly as substantial as the remains left on my panties.

Once in the laundry room, I lifted the garment and inhaled the musky scent. I’d pressed a hand between my legs unconsciously, and when I realized it, threw the panties in the washer, pushing away the desire and shame.

While the laundry ran, I sank to the floor and rested my head in my hands. My mind was a jumble of conflicting desires and fears. Like a leaf on the breeze, all I could do is let The Director carry me along on his plan and pray everything worked out. Another notification came through, and I opened it up with more excitement than I thought prudent.


Instructions: you will confront your son this evening about the panties. Push him to reveal his true feelings. Help him ‘get over’ his obsession by seeing you in just the panties.



Bonus instructions: allow him to masturbate as you model for him.


Standing, I felt the conflict within myself fade. My course was set by the instructions, and I began to plan for how I would broach it with Mark while not embarrassing him or making it awkward. Grabbing a coat, I ran out to grab some takeout and a few things from the store. Never once pausing to consider not following the instructions.












Chapter 8











I
 t was seven o’clock, and everything was set up when I called Mark down. He took a few extra minutes, and when he finally emerged from the stairs, his face was still green, and his shoulder hunched over.

“I got takeout from Giuseppe’s,” I pointed to the table where the to-go containers were laid out with plates and silverware. “They had eggplant parmesan on special, I remember that was your favorite.”

“I haven’t had their eggplant parm in years,” he said with a surprised grin, heading over to fill a plate, “Thank, Mom.”

His voice hitched on the ‘mom’ ever so slightly, but I pretended not to notice. Sitting on the couch with my plate of food and a large glass of red wine, I turned on the DVD I’d set up. The first episode of the show flickered on, and I saw Mark pause before carrying his plate up to his room.

“What's that?” He asked in curiosity.

“Just an old show,” I said off-handedly, stifling my grin of triumph, “It used to be my favorite show until they canceled it. It’s called Firefly.”

“I’ve heard of it,” Mark said, eyes glued to the screen as the ship sailed across the star-filled background of space, “It’s supposed to be a classic.”

“It is,” I said, “The guy who wrote and directed this, made the first Avenger movie.”

“Joss Whedon did this? Really?” He seemed impressed with my knowledge as he signed in pleasure, digging into the food.

We ate and watched the shows pilot episode, which was nearly movie length and had a thrilling ending. I drank two glasses of wine while the show played, careful not to get drunk but still needing the liquid courage to carry out the rest of my plan. As the show neared its ending, I grew more and more nervous until finally, my heart was hammering in my chest, and I was sure I’d chicken out.

“That was great!” Mark said when it ended, “are there more?”

“Only eleven or twelve more episodes,” I said distracted, “but there’s a movie too.”

“Are you ok, Mom?” Mark asked in concern, as he looked at me. When I turned to him on the couch and settled a firm gaze on him, he swallowed audibly.

“Mark, we need to talk about what I found earlier.”

“Oh,” he said, “That’s what this is about.”

“I need you to tell me what you were doing with my… things.” I said, maintaining my calm with difficulty. Mark misinterpreted my restraint as anger and flinched at my words.

“I’m sorry,” he said miserably, “it won’t happen again.”

“Mark,” I said, reaching out and resting a gentle hand on his forearm, “Talk to me, what’s going on?”

“Please don’t make me,” he said, face drawing as if he was in pain.

“Mark,” I said eschewing the stern tone of voice that always got him to respond without even realizing it for the soft and seductive tones I use when I’m prying into a man’s defenses, “I think I can imagine what a young man would get up to with a pair of panties. But why would you want an ugly old woman’s like mine?”

“You’re not ugly or old,” he said. I was surprised at the intensity in his voice, and the burning desire in his eyes, the force of it caused me to shift back in the corner of the couch, my heart racing. When he spoke, the words tumbled out of him, “You’re the most gorgeous and amazing woman I’ve ever known, probably in the world. Dad treated you like shit, but I would give you the world. I know it’s wrong, and I tried so hard to ignore the feelings, but I’m obsessed with you, Mom. I can’t stop thinking about you every minute of every day. It’s gotten so bad I can’t even flirt with other girls, none of them measure up to the wonder that is you.”

His words cut off with a click of teeth as he forced himself to silence. A faint fear clouded his face as he worried, he’d admitted too much but faded quickly, replaced by resolve. The words had an odd effect on me. Instead of thinking they were sweet or cute words of affection from my young stepson, I found myself reassessing him.

The young man talking to me now barely resembled the awkward, shy teen I’d seen grow up and come to know. He’d shed the shame for a moment and sat accepting the consequences of his words like a man. I found myself touched with pride for a second, and it mingled with the warm feelings his words had elicited. Nodding slowly, I took a long sip of my wine and then turned back to regard him.

“That is certainly a surprising confession,” I said, my voice a touch breathless as I licked my lips, and came to a decision, “but I must say it’s flattering to hear, if a bit… unconventional.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, still maintaining eye contact, “I know this might make things awkward between us. I didn’t want that, but you insisted… and I had to tell you the truth.”

“Do you feel better now?” I asked, this new attitude of his intriguing me.

“I do,” he said, sounding slightly surprised, “Heh, it was the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but it feels like a great weight is lifted from my shoulders.”

“And your… obsession?” I asked, swirling my glass and taking a final sip before setting it aside and drawing a leg up beneath me, “Is there any way we can make you feel better about that too?”

My cheeks heated from more than just the flush of wine, and Mark held my eyes for one long second, not daring to hope, before dropping them and shaking his head.

“Just forget I said anything,” he said, “I’m glad I confessed, but I’m sorry if I made things awkward for you.”

“I can’t forget it now,” I said, letting a bit of heat enter my voice and causing him to lift his head, eyes locked on mine and tight with a questioning frown.


Dear God, I’m really going to do this!
 I should have been thinking about the money I would earn from the ‘Bonus Instruction’,
 but all I could think about was how much I wanted to be seen. How much I wanted him to see me. How much I wanted to see that beast even now twitching in his pants. Licking my lips, I stood suddenly and took in a deep breath. Marks’ eyes widened as the breath did incredible things to my cleavage, and he reached down, adjusting himself.

“What do you have there?” I asked, eyes locked on his hand.

“Nothing,” he said, shifting quickly, “What-.”

“Hush,” I said softly, “Perhaps it’s the wine. Perhaps I just love an honest man. But just this once… just for tonight… I’ll let you watch.”

I sounded far more confident than I felt as I moved around the living room and turned off the lights, leaving one on but dimming it to a warm softness. Mark sat frozen on the couch, hands gripping his thighs and jaw hanging open as he stared at me.

“Well?” I asked, feeling a touch unsure, “Will that help you?”

“Yes,” he said with a slow smile, the disbelief fading to open desire, “You’re really serious? You’re going to let me look at you while I…?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

I half expected the boy to stammer and stutter, but he remained cool and collected, easing down in the couch slowly, and letting his eyes travel the length of my body in open regard as I turned on the speaker and let the soft music play in the background, guiding my movements. Turning back to face Mark, I felt more relaxed than I imagined I would.

Our eyes met, and I saw a depth of desire and emotion in those gorgeous green eyes that set my heart fluttering. He was so handsome, and in this moment, remarkably, looked so at ease. It was a powerful turn-on to be standing before him, his eyes on me. Reaching up to pull my top over my head, I shook out my hair, feeling free and glorious.

Mark’s eyes locked on the lacy white bra covering my massive breasts, and my nipples grew hard as I saw the tent forming in his pants. He reached down and adjusted himself as I pulled down the zipper of my skirt, pushing it down my hips slowly.

“Jesus,” he breathed, pressing himself back in the couch, “you are so gorgeous, Mom… I can’t believe it… fuck you’re shaved.”

I let out a stifled gasp when he noticed and felt my cheeks burn crimson. Closing my eyes, I was surprised as the embarrassment burned into desire, my panties growing damp. Pressing my thighs together, I prayed he didn’t notice my arousal.

“Are you going to… take it out?” I asked him, wanting desperately to cause him to stop staring at my panty covered pussy and its growing wet spot, and needing to see the beast hidden within his pants.

He looked up in shock, a stupefied grin as he shook his head slightly in disbelief, then slowly began to unbutton his pants. I reached back, my motions mirroring his as I unhooked my bra and held the large cups against my breasts. I kept them there, not daring to breathe as he slowly pulled his massive cock free from his pants. The young man’s motions were shy for the first time, hesitating just before they finally released my hungry gaze.

“Oh god, please show it to me,” I begged, clutching my arms tightly against my chest.

“You want to see my… my dick?” Mark asked, surprised and shy at the same time.

I could only nod, not trusting myself to speak, and he smiled, a little disbelieving as he finally drew it forth. I couldn’t stop the moan that slipped out of my throat as my eyes traveled the length of it, marveling at its girth and smooth beauty.

Letting the music take me with it once more, a slow smile stole its way onto my lips, eyes locked on my son’s gorgeous cock as I turned, teasing him with side boob, as I slowly let my bra fall away. His groan of disappointment turned into a sharp intake of breath when I spun around, revealing their round magnificence to him.












Chapter 9











I
 felt naked, even though I still wore panties, my heart racing and body desperate to be touched. When Mark’s eyes fell on the panties, and he saw they were the same ones from earlier, his eyes opened even wider, and he looked up at me. My smile lit a twin on his face, and I nodded down to his massive erection.

“Stroke it for me,” I breathed, cupping one big tit and sinking my fingers into the soft flesh as I gripped it, knees pressed together as the pleasure radiated out from my breast.

Mark was shocked but wasted no time. He wrapped a hand around his cock, and I saw in surprise that the fingers and thumbs barely met when they closed around it. My eyes locked on his hand and the throbbing purple head of his cock. While his were riveted to my body and the large nipple I was rolling between two fingers.

His hand flew up and down the long shaft, and I saw his balls pull up after just moments. I thanked the heavens his orgasm was so quick in coming because I don’t know how long I could have stood there and not jumped on the thing, wrongness be damned.

“Oh god,” Mark moaned, trembling as the orgasm hit him, his mouth opened wide he stretched his legs out, one hand gripping the cushion as the first spurt of pearlescent cum shot forth to land on his chest. Again, and again, long thick streams of cum spewed forth, it never seemed to end, covering my son's stomach.

The shockwave of a small orgasm rocked me, and I felt my knees tremble. Just the sight of all that cum shooting forth, the thrill of being an object of lust and the wrongness of the situation led my pussy to cum without contact.

“Mmmhmmmph!” I moaned, and Mark stared at me in awe.

In the wake of my orgasm, the reality of the situation crashed home, and I turned and fled upstairs. Holding my massive breast to keep them from shaking too much, I wondered what in the hell had come over me. I shut and locked my door, turning off the light and crawled into bed. There I lay, heart racing and chest heaving.

The scene from earlier kept playing out in my head over and over again until I slipped a hand between my legs. My mind’s eye filled with the confident and passionate face of my son, not to mention the gift between his legs, I came with an intensity that shocked me.

After that, I was so exhausted I fell right asleep, and had one of the most restful nights in a long time. I woke to the sound of bird song and the smell of freshly brewed coffee. Sitting up, feeling unaccountably wonderful, the night before came crashing down on me, and the smile slipped from my lips.

I was just starting to freak out that I’d ruined everything with Mark when there was a light knock at my door. Pulling on my robe quickly, I called out for him to come in. Mark entered with the breakfast tray, laden down with a plate of pancakes, bacon, and a large mug of coffee with cream, just how I like it.

“What’s all this?” I asked, a smile tugging at the corner of my mouth, “breakfast in bed?”

“Consider it a belated birthday present,” Mark said with a crooked grin. I looked but didn’t see a blush or even much awkwardness from him. In truth, I felt more awkward than he seemed.

“Thank you,” I said, “it looks delicious.”

“I’m heading over to my friends to work on that project for a few hours,” he paused at the door before stepping out. “Do you want me to pick up anything from the store while I’m out?”

“No,” I said, a little surprised by the offer, “we’re good.”

He lingered there for a second, and we shared a moment. Words unspoken passing between us in that glance. Then he was gone, and I was left feeling a little emptier than I had been. Turning on the TV, I watched the Sunday morning news programs while eating my breakfast.

The bacon was extra crispy, and the pancakes a bit overdone, but the coffee was perfect, and the gesture meant more to me than anything else. When he’d been in middle school, Mark had often brought me and his dad breakfast in bed on weekends. His dad never stayed to eat, often having a tee time to make, so it became something of a tradition for the two of us for a year or so. Then one weekend, he’d suddenly stopped, and things had become awkward between us.

Mark was too precious to me and, surprisingly, only growing more so over the past few days. I feared doing something that might ruin that closeness again and chafing against The Director's next instructions even before they were delivered.

It was early afternoon when I was out for a walk around the neighborhood when the next instructions came in. I read them and felt a touch of anger spark off, as for the first time, I sensed they were the wrong approach.


Instructions: Invite a man over, flirt with him, make Mark jealous



What is the purpose of this?
 I text back. Half surprised that it went through, up until then, I’d been nervous about pushing back on instructions or responding to them.


I believe you understand where this is heading. If you wish to back out, now is the time.



I don’t wish to back out,
 the moment I wrote it I realized it was true, sitting there for a few seconds with the thought I let it sink in before finishing the message, I will not play the jealousy game, it’s cruel, ineffective and Mark doesn’t deserve that.



I am happy to see you willing to take ownership. I will leave it to you but reserve the right to send suggestions. There will also be Bonus Instructions now and then, to facilitate better user experience.



I can live with that.
 I typed back, breathing easier now.


The contract will be deemed complete once you two have done the deed. However, if you wish to enact the doubling clause, that is up to you.



Doubling clause?
 This was the first time I heard about it.


See attachment;


Frowning in annoyance, I was about to write back for an explanation, but then an email showed up from The Director. Attached was a single document that stated quite clearly: ‘Once the bonding is complete and mother and son have experienced the ultimate bliss and closeness possible, the Talent
 will be given the option of involving her Point of Contact, to complete the fantasy scenario for the son and our viewers. If Talent
 agrees, all payouts will be doubled.’

I was set to make several million dollars from this illicit deal already. If I was reading this correctly, they would double all of my earning if I had a threesome with Alice and my son. It was just too much to handle right then, especially on top of everything else swirling in my head, so I deleted the email and put it out of my mind.

Pulling on the Versace suit again, I headed out to the pool to let a cold margarita and the hot sun, clear my head. A notification caused me to open my phone, but it was only a text message from Alice asking if I wanted to lunch with her. I begged off, not feeling like leaving the house, but made her promise to join me for dinner the next night. I was about to set my phone down when I typed out a question, feeling a thrill of taboo pleasure shoot down my spine as I hit send.

Me: Did you enjoy the show last night?


Immediately the three little bubbles popped up on the bottom of the screen, and I grinned, waiting for her response.

Alice: OMFG THAT WAS SO HOT!!!! I hope I’m not making you uncomfortable when I say, Mark has the most beautiful DICK I’ve ever seen! Watching that handsome boy stroke it for his step-mommy… OMFG!!!!


Me: You’re so bad
 😉 Stay tuned
 😊

Alice: I can’t wait.


I set the phone down, but I couldn’t put aside the thoughts, and I brought it back over.

Me: Did you get off to it?


Alice: Are you kidding? I’ve watched it 5 times so far this morning. And him jacking off to you sunbathing a good 7-8.


Me: OMG, you have to show me that video!


There was a long pause before she responded this time, and when she did, it was clear she’d composed it carefully.

Alice: I’m not involved in the storyline, so I can’t now. But I promise to when this is over!


That set my wicked mind thinking, and I got up, feeling like I’d had enough sun and went in to take a shower, responding as I went.

Me: And if you were… involved?


Alice: Don’t tease me Heather!


My mind was already made up on what I wanted. It had been since I’d woken this morning and seen the change in Mark. Knowing it would drive her crazy, I left Alice on read and took my shower, letting the warm waters wash away the salt and sunscreen. When I got out, I grinned to see the message from Alice.

Alice: Heather!


Alice: WTF!!


Alice: You bitch…


Me: We will discuss @ dinner tomorrow 😉


I typed out my response and hit send, feeling more at peace with life and the future than I had in, longer than I could remember. Pulling out my laptop, I spent the rest of the night setting up auto-payments for all the bills I now had to deal with and making sure a large payment went down on the debt. If everything went according to plan, I would be able to pay everything off soon, but I hate to leave anything undone, even for just a few days.












Chapter 10











M
 ark got home late, and I heard him making himself something to eat downstairs, so setting aside my glasses and laptop, I climbed out of bed to get something as well. I caught him eating a plate of leftover take out from the night before, and I joined him.

I was ready for things to be awkward between us, allowing for that morning to be a one-off, but to my surprise and joy, he was just as relaxed and comfortable with me that evening as he had been that morning. There was a moment or two, where our eyes caught one another's that things got awkward, but I never felt uncomfortable, just the opposite.

As he talked about the video game streaming project he was working on with his friend, he brought up that they were going to launch the beta version in a week. They needed to start putting together a company of some kind if they wanted to do it properly.

“I can help with that,” I said, “Or if me being around your friend makes you uncomfortable still, I can give you the name of a good manager.”

“I would love the help,” he said, his smile warm and grateful, “let me get the business proposal I’ve started on. It’s really not much, just a few paragraphs about what I think the business could be and the direction I’d like to take the engineering.”

“Sounds like a good start,” I said, grinning back.

He ran upstairs and brought down his laptop and showed me the field he’d been working on, as well as a demo version of the site. He spent a good amount of time showing me all the various features he’d built into the website, such as the video feed, chat box, and ways for commenters to tip or send gifs and emojis.

“The gamer boys are going to go crazy when a girl starts streaming,” I said with a laugh, “you have stuff in place for when the girls start flashing their tits for tips?”

“No,” he said in concern and reached over to make a note in his notepad, “I never even thought of that, that’s a good point. User experience is important, and if it turns into a sex site, that could be bad. I can write security software that will-.”

“Don’t,” I said with a grin. “Write it, but don’t release it right away. If that does become a problem, you can, but I’d imagine cute topless girls might attract more people to the site than any ad campaign could.”

“That’s not very ethical,” Mark said, but he had a sly grin on his face as he made another note beside the first, “When did you get to be such a devious businesswoman?”

“I’ve kept my ears open over the years,” I said, feeling a warmth inside at the compliment, “But I’ve always had a knack for making something desirable.”

“I’ll say,” Mark said, his pale green eyes dancing with faint amusement as he looked me up and down in my housecoat.

“Stop that,” I said with a grin, then I stifled a yawn that cracked my jaw, as I stood to leave, “It’s after twelve, we’ve been up all night. You better get to sleep; you have class in the morning.”

“Were you serious last night?” Mark asked, and the serious tone in his voice caused me to turn and look at him.

“Which part?” I asked, feeling my heart flutter.

“That… that it was the only time,” for the first time, I saw the weak boy I’d come to recognize as Mark, peeking out.

“Do you want it to be?” I asked, a heat in my voice, and I could only grin when he shook his head violently. “Then what are you going to do about it?”

The words hadn’t finished coming out of my mouth when Mark leaped to his feet and swept me into his arms. I was so stunned I stiffened up, but when he pressed his lips to mine, holding me in a surprisingly firm grip, I felt myself melt against him. Our lips softened into one another, and the fire within my loins was lit, as his strong hands slipped down to grip my ass, and I felt him grind that massive erection against my hip.

Heady emotions were swirling within me as our tongues danced with one another. My body was aching to be touched, but when I felt Mark’s hand slip under my robe, I panicked a little, feeling as if things were moving too fast.

Breathlessly I broke off our kiss and gently pushed Mark back. His chest was heaving, and there was a wildness around the edges of his eyes. He drew in a ragged breath and held my eyes for a long moment. There was a glint in his gaze that set my heart fluttering and pussy quivering. One I’d never seen in a man before but had dreamed of seeing. It was love, lust, and raw need all wrapped up in confident self-possession.

Turning, I fled up the stairs as I had the night before, my mind a confusion of swirling emotions.

Throwing myself on my bed, I pressed my face to a pillow and screamed in frustration. This was all supposed to be to save the house. Mark was my son, I couldn’t be having feelings for him, certainly not ones as powerful as these. And yet the memory of that kiss lingered; the passion of it unlike anything else I’d felt.

I heard footsteps approach my bedroom door as Mark stood outside for a moment. I thought he might knock and try to apologize, but blessedly he left me alone and went down to his room. A part of me wanted to follow, to jump his bones, or just to snuggle and make out with him all night. That’s the part that disturbed me, my aching desire to touch, hold, and be near my son. It was a strange feeling for me, and I wasn’t quite sure what it was.

My sleep was restless, and finally, I gave up at three and went out to my car and had a smoke, then another one and another. As I stood beneath the stars and let the cold breeze flow through my night coat. I thought about my agreement with The Director, no longer a simple matter of some taboo sex.

Stubbing out my third smoke and lighting another, I tried to imagine my life without wealth, and it wasn’t hard to do. I would be able to find work and live a decent life regardless. Then I tried to imagine life without Mark, and I felt an empty pit in the middle of my gut. A future without that sweet young man in it, was depressing.

I came to a decision, for good or ill, I could only see one path forward towards a happy life. Praying it wasn’t a selfish decision I went inside to shower and get ready for what would be a day to remember.

Mark woke early and tried to rush out of the house without seeing me, but I was waiting downstairs. Just as I’d guessed, his shoulders were hunched, and there was the familiar nervous expression on his face.

“Mark!” I called, stopping him with a hand on the front door, he didn’t look back, and I saw his lips grimace in a frown, “Here I made your lunch.”

I handed him the sack lunch, and he went to thank me, a surprised look on his face. I’d made a habit of making his father's lunches in just the same way.

“Thanks,” he said, a touch of sadness in his voice.

“I wanted to speak with you tonight,” I said gently, ignoring his flinch, “about everything that’s been going on and what it means for the future.”

He nodded his head, eyes downcast, a sad expression on his face that picked up when I reached out and tilted his chin up. He looked with curiosity at my smiling face, curiosity that turned to shock as I leaned forward and kissed him as no mother should, tongue slipping into his mouth.

I thought I was prepared for the swell of emotions Mark’s touch caused in me, but I wasn’t. What I’d hoped to be a quick peck, a hint of what was to come, turned into a passionate make-out session. His lunch dropped on the floor, my back against the banister as his hands ran down my sides. Finally, drawing in a gasping breath, I broke free and held him out at arm's length, both of us heaving in deep breath as we stared into one another’s eyes.

“We will talk tonight,” I said, releasing him and stepping back, trying to keep myself from reaching out, kissing him again, “I promise.”

His eye took on the fierce gleam that I’d seen a couple times now, and my pussy quivered in desire. Mark gave one firm nod and then left for school without a word. I collapsed against the door and found myself grinning.

I met Alice at the gym an hour later, joining her for a spin class. After class, we went and got a cup of coffee, and I told her about my plans. She was over the moon with excitement and made me promise not to back out.

“You have no idea what this means to me,” she said, “Truly, dahling, it will be an evening to remember.”

“I just hope it doesn’t upset Mark,” I said, “I feel so guilty about involving him in all this without his approval.”

“I don’t think he’ll mind,” Alice said with a grin, “but you can tell him once you’ve done the deed.”

“I can?”

“Oh yes, most of the mothers and fathers do. I’ve never seen any react poorly to it.”

“Maybe I’ll do that,” I said with a frown.

“I just want to know that you’ll be ok with it,” Alice said with a look of concern, “The last thing I would want is for you to be upset.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said with a grin, “I’m looking forward to it more than I should.”

Alice smiled back as she sipped her wine, eyes sparkling with excitement. When she started speaking in frank detail about her plans, I grew more and more excited. By the time I left, I was so worked up that my panties were damp, and Alice’s big nipples pressed against her silk blouse, hard as pebbles. When we hugged goodbye, the embrace lasted a few moments longer than usual, and when we pulled back slightly, looking into one another’s eyes, I saw the same excitement and resolve in her that I felt. With a final wink, Alice got into her car and drove home.

I stopped at the store and picked up groceries and a couple bottles of wine. Then I went home and started preparing dinner. I had a feast planned, and it was a relaxing couple of hours in the kitchen, music blaring as I prepped and prepared things.

The potatoes were peeled and chopped, boiling away, and the oven was preheated and ready to go. All I had to do was sear and toss the lamb, sauté the broccolini, and finish the potatoes. It would only take an hour or so, so I had time to kill. Throwing on my suit, I went out back to get a bit of the late afternoon sun.

Twenty minutes later, Mark got home, and I felt my pussy grow damp, and my heart begin to race. When the sliding glass door opened and he stuck his head out to ask when dinner would be ready, I let him know.

“In an hour and a half or so,” motioning to the bottle of lotion beside me, I said, “think you could help me out?”

“Of course,” Mark said, an eager grin working its way onto his mouth, “Just let me change into my suit.”












Chapter 11











I
 lay there for several minutes, butterflies dancing in my stomach. They stilled once Mark came out and dropped his towel down on the chair next to mine. Reaching back, I untied the laces of my suit, feeling every nerve ending come alive as I felt his eyes travel the length of my body.

“You are so gorgeous,” Mark breathed.

“Get to work, big boy,” I said with a smile for him, “You can ogle later, I’m burning up.”

“Deal,” he said with a grin and then took up the lotion and squirted a dollop in his hand.

Just like before he started at my shoulders, only this time, there was no hesitation in his movements. His hands were strong and confident as they worked the suntan lotion into my skin, taking his time and massaging the muscles of my neck and back. When he worked it down my sides, his fingers grazed the soft swell of my breasts, and I felt a zing of pleasure shoot down to my crotch. The catch in his breath when he did it, drew a small smile onto my lips.

“You can push down the bottoms if they’re in your way,” I said, cheeks burning red as I shifted. My body was aching to be touched, but I feared Mark wouldn’t show any initiative.

He didn’t say anything, and I didn’t dare look over my shoulder to see his expression, but I felt his strong fingers dig into my soft hips and slowly drag the thin black material down. I let out a sound of surprise when he didn’t stop where I had before. Instead, pulling the bottoms down to the middle of my thighs. I felt a cool breeze caress my bare butt cheeks, and my pussy quivered at being revealed to my son’s lusty gaze.

He began with my lower back, like last time, letting his hands tease me as he worked lower and lower. I wanted to whimper in disappointment when his hands left my body, but he was just getting more lotion.

“Mmmm!” The moan escaped my lips when I felt his hands on my ass.

At first, he merely worked the lotion into the flesh, but soon he was massaging, cupping and squeezing my ass cheeks in a way that no son should ever do to this mother. My pussy was dripping wet, and it was all I could do not to rub my thighs together and touch myself. As my butt cheeks parted, I heard Mark take in a sharp breath, and my body went tense. I’d never felt so exposed and desperate to be touched at the same time.

His thumbs massaged the lower part of my ass cheeks lower and lower until they were more on my thighs than ass, mere inches away from my wetness. Just when I thought he might touch me, his hands disappeared, and I bit my lip in frustration. I hadn’t been planning this encounter, Mark was in the driver seat now, and I figured this was as far as it would go.

Then I felt one of his hands rest on my back, holding me in place, and my head jerked up in shock when the other slipped between my thighs and cupped my wet pussy. When his palm came in contact with my aching sex, I hissed out a surprised breath.

“Mark…” I said, half in warning, half in plea.

My son said nothing, his breath coming rapid and heavy as one of his fingers slipped inside me. I gasped again and reaching out, gripped the blue cushion in white-knuckled grips as he grazed my G-spot, nearly making me cum right there.

The situation was wild. I lay face down on the lounge, biting my lips and writhing in pleasure as my son explored my pussy with his fingers. Tentative at first, but then with growing confidence as moans of pleasure escaped my lips.

I wanted to tell him to stop, but I couldn’t find the words, not when my body cried out for release. The fact that it was Mark touching me only added to the thrill, and when I felt his finger slide across my little nubbin, the pleasure spiked, and the first waves of a powerful orgasm began to roll through me.

“Oh… God… NNNGHHNN!”

Long moments I lie there, slowly relaxing and opening my eyes as I caught my breath. I’d never felt such powerful pleasure before in my life, and it left me lightheaded and shaky. Shifting on the chair, I looked over my shoulder with a shy smile, to find Mark grinning at me like a kid on Christmas.

“You…?” He asked, not quite able to say it, eyebrows forming the question.

I nodded, and he grinned all the wider. He stood, a look of immense pride on his face that touched me in that soft spot within. He went to move back, either to head inside or back to his chair, but I reached out and gripped his shorts, halting him. Unable to let him leave me, I needed to touch this beautiful, sweet man who’d given me such incredible pleasure. I needed to return it in full, my soul cried out for it.

“Mom,” Mark said.

Swinging my legs over my lounger, I sat up, ignoring Mark’s gasp of shock when he saw my bare breasts swing free, the bikini top left behind. Gripping his trunk in two hands, I dragged them down his legs, my eyes locked on the steely hardness pressing against the material.

“What are you…” Mark said, face slightly panicked, “Oh god…”

“You made me feel so good, baby,” I said, voice throaty and almost unrecognizable, “Mommy is going to return the favor. Be the man, Mark. Tell me what you need, baby… tell me what you want.”

I had made this plea my whole life to lovers, hoping they would take the initiative, but none ever did. Preferring to lay back and let pleasure happen to them, or half dominating in the way of weak-willed men.

Mark’s eyes flared with passion, and the corner of his lips turned up in a little smile. He shocked me when he reached down and slipped his fingers around the base of his monstrous cock, my hands on his thighs as I licked my lips. Angling it down towards my lips, I felt saliva pooling my mouth in anticipation of feeling it slip between my lips. When I went to move forward, he stopped me with a hand on top of my head, surprising me.

“I want to watch you suck it, Mom,” Mark said to me, his eyes filled with lust and a deep-sea of emotion, “You can’t imagine how many times I’ve dreamed about this.”

His eyes were locked onto mine as he drew my head forward. Inhaling his musk, I whimpered in need and then closed my eyes in pleasure as my soft lips slid over the fat head. The shock of wicked wrongness that swept over me was only trumped by the surge of joy when I heard Mark moan out.


My son’s cock is in my mouth
 , I thought and nearly came right there, without even touching myself at the intense feeling the thought caused.

Mark released my head, and I got to work, employing every skill I knew to give this gorgeous young man pleasure. Throwing myself into the task.

My lower jaw creaked as it stretched wide, allowing his girth to slip in, all while my tongue teased the underside of his cock. Sliding back up it, I kissed around the head, looking up into Mark’s eyes as I did. I’ve never seen a hotter sight than his pale green eyes boring into mine as I slid my tongue up and down the side of his cock.

He looked like some Greek god standing there, not the shy son I’d known for so long. Slipping my hand around the base of his cock, I pressed my massive tits into his leg, loving it when he reached down and gripped a handful and rolled my fat nipple between his fingers.

The young man’s balls tightened, and his cock thickened in my mouth. Holding his gaze with mine, I make a tight ring out of my fingers, just before my lips and twisted them as I drove myself forward onto his cock, letting my son fuck my face gently as I saw his face twist almost in pain as the orgasm began to sweep through him.

“Mom,” he warned, voice strained, “I’m cumming…” His eyes took on a look of intense excitement when he saw I planned to let him cum in my mouth, “Oh fuck… swallow it… cumming!”

The first blast nearly choked me; it was so powerful. The cum was thick and salty and coated the back of my throat as I struggled to swallow it all down. Again, and again, my mouth filled, pearlescent cum spilling down my chin and onto my breasts. Pulling off Marks softening cock, I let him see my mouth full of his cum, my eyes grinning up at him wickedly as I swallowed it all down, licking my lips and wiping up the cum that had dripped onto my massive breasts and licking it off my fingers.

“Holy shit…” Mark said, “That was…”

“Amazing,” I said, closing my eyes and savoring the memory.

Mark helped me up, both of our legs a little shaky and surprised me by slipping his arm around my waist and pulling me into a passionate kiss. The butterflies were back, and I felt weak in the young man’s arms as he held me tight. His lips were soft and gentle but tongue insistent as it danced with mine. Finally, he pulled back, eyes staring at me in wonder and no small amount of curiosity. I could see he was about to ask where this was all headed, but I reached up and placed a finger on his lips.

“Are you upset at how things have turned out?” I asked and grinned when he shook his head. “And what if the reason-.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Mark said around my finger, kissing it and then pulling me closer. “Do you care about me?”

“Of course,” I said, feeling a touch frightened at the sea of complicated emotions I felt within.

“Then nothing else matters,” he said, “Even if nothing else happens, I got to hold the woman of my dreams for a few moments.”

The words that nearly came to my lips disturbed me a little, but when I looked up into my son’s eyes, I saw only gentle love there. I kissed him feeling his body respond as my fingers trailed up and down his massive cock.

“I wanted to tell you,” I whispered in his ear, “That your cock is magnificent… and I can’t wait to feel it inside me… stretching me… fucking me.”

“Oh, Jesus…” Mark moaned as my hand slid up his steely shaft, his eyes wide grin growing.

Then his grin fell, and he groaned out in disappointment when I stepped away from him. He watched me, a little lost, as I gathered up my towel and top, not bothering to cover my breasts as they swayed, drawing his eyes like a lodestone.

“Make sure you’re ready for dinner in an hour,” I said, then flashing him a wink continued, “And make sure you have the energy for dessert. I plan to have seconds.”

His grin returned, wider than ever, and I had to hurry inside, or else I would spend the next hour kissing that handsome face and ruin all the plans I’d made for the evening. Feeling like a schoolgirl, I ran upstairs to get changed, smiling so hard, my cheeks started to get sore; or perhaps that was from giving Mark a blowjob.


Oh god, I did it… I sucked his cock…
 The thoughts set my pussy to aching, and I couldn’t help but masturbate quickly while I sat on the toilet. If I didn’t take off the edge of my need, I wouldn’t be able to focus on preparing dinner.

In the wake of my orgasm, I sat there for a moment catching my breath, worrying that all of this was crazy. Was it all moving too fast? Was it going to ruin my life, and Marks? Perhaps it might, but I couldn’t imagine my life without him in it, and at that moment I couldn’t imagine never kissing him again or feeling his touch and eyes on my body like they had been earlier.

We both needed this, and we both wanted it. As for the rest of my plans, there was a chance they’d ruin things, but the truth was I wanted it. I saw a possibility for a future I’d always dreamed of, one filled with love, wealth, friendship, and fantastic sex.












Chapter 12











I
 was humming to myself when I got down to the kitchen and turned on the burner. Putting on some Nina Simone, I let her sultry voice carry me away as I worked. I was surprisingly anxious free as I cooked, what would be would be, and it didn’t make sense to worry. Not after I’d done everything I could to prepare things the best I could.

Opening a bottle of red wine, I poured two glasses and then got the rack of lamb seasoned and searing. The potatoes, I drained while the meat was searing, making sure to fluff them up with a fork so they could steam out properly. The less water in your mashed potatoes, the more butter and cream they will absorb, making then richer and creamier.

The lamb I pulled off once it was nice and brown all over. Then I rubbed Dijon mustard all over it, coating the gamey meat, before patting a breadcrumb, parmesan and herb mixture onto the outside. Taking a strip of tin foil, I covered the ends of the rib bones, so they wouldn’t burn and then threw the lamb in the oven to finish off.

Chopping a shallot, I cooked it in a stick of butter until it was clear. As that was going, I riced the potatoes, making sure they had the perfect texture. As I worked, the butterflies came back, and I felt a touch of nerves, almost as if I was going on a first date. In a way, I guess it was, and that fact only served to excite me more.

Mark came down about fifteen minutes before the food was ready, and I was pleased to see he’d dressed up. Wearing a pair of dark grey slacks, a white button-up shirt, and blue tie, and a beautiful wool sweater covering them. He looked sharp, and I said so when he stepped off the stairs.

“Thank you,” he said, grinning back, looking me up and down and licking his lips, “So do you.”

“Stop that,” I said with a laugh as I stirred the shallots, butter, and cream into the potatoes, “I haven’t even changed yet. I poured you a glass of wine.”

The timer for the lamb went off, and I pulled it out, setting the lamb on the cutting board to rest and the skillet in the sink to cool. As I did, I felt strong arms slip around my waist and pull me back, a massive hardon pressing into my ass, sending a thrill to my needy sex.

“You always look gorgeous,” Mark said, his hot breath tickling the back of my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

He spun me in his arms and kissed me, bending me back over the sink as he held me close. My arms wrapped around his neck and shoulders, surprised once more at the firm swimmer's muscles there.

“I need to,” I tried to get out, seeing the water to steam the veggies, boiling.

But Mark’s lips on my neck drove the thoughts away, and I was lost in his touch and the feel of him in my arms. We made out in the kitchen for long minutes, hands sliding up and down each other's bodies, like teenagers in love, we couldn’t keep our hands or lips off one another.

Without words, he came with me when I put the greens in the steamer. Whenever I had a free hand, our fingers would lock together, and whenever a free moment, I would slip within the circle of his arms, feeling loved and safe as I never could remember feeling.

I didn’t even finish my glass of wine, which was unlike me to not drink while cooking. I was already drunk through. Drunk on love and other emotions, on need, and the wicked and taboo desires driving us both.

Finally, I pushed Mark into his seat with his glass of wine. Making him promise to let me finish off dinner and change. It was as hard for me to leave him as it was for him to let me go, but I’d been planning my outfit for tonight all day, and I couldn’t wait to be seen in it.

My hair and makeup were already done but needed a touch up after being mussed by Mark. For one second, I stared at myself in the mirror, unable to hide from the truth of what I was doing and what we were about to do. I should have been ashamed or felt like a terrible person, especially in light of the deal with The Director, but none of that seemed to matter. The rules of society and other’s morals shouldn’t keep me from living the life I wanted or loving whom I loved.

With a start, I turned that thought over again in my head. The import of its meaning wasn’t lost on me, as I stood slowly and pulled on the white garter and stockings. Then pulled the dainty white lace panties into place. Eschewing a bra, I slipped into a tight red dress, knowing its color complimented my dark hair and skin color perfectly, and its cut showed off my hourglass curves to perfection.

Slipping on my favorite pair of heels, I checked myself out in the floor to ceiling mirrors and couldn’t help the smile of pride that worked its way onto my mouth. It had been years since I’d looked this good, and I walked downstairs with a flutter of nerves, wondering what Mark’s reaction would be.

When I stepped into the dining room, heels clicking on the hardwood floor, he looked up, jaw-dropping as he took me in from head to toe. Resting a hand on one hip, I cocked it to the side, making my breasts shake delightfully in the low-cut dress top and causing Mark to swallow hard.

“Heather, you look… Jesus, you look fucking incredible.”

“Language,” I said with a little smile, then frowning said, “Heather? That sounds very weird coming from your lips.”

“Is it weirder than Mom?” He asked, standing and stepping up to me, “When all I want to do it this?”

His hands circled my waist and drew me into his strong arms. Surprisingly, I realized we stood at eye level with me in my heels. Now that he stood up straight and tall, I saw he was easily over six feet tall. It shouldn’t have mattered to me, but we all have our things, and as he held me, I felt small and delicate, feminine in his arms. Aching to do more than run my hands under his sweater and over the firm muscles of his stomach.

Pushing him away gently, I extricated myself from his arms as I drew in a ragged breath. His eyes were burning green coals of need, but he kept himself in control, adjusting the hard-on in his slacks, the sight causing me to nearly relent and leap back into his arms.

“Call me, Mom,” I said with a wicked grin, “Hearing my first name from you is kind of weird, and besides,” I tossed him a wink as I slipped into the kitchen, “It’s a turn on.”

I had to remind myself that people were watching this through the cameras, and when I did, it only made me all the more excited. Plating up the food, I took care to make it look beautiful. Mark refilled our wine glasses and got out silverware and napkins without me asking, and I was touched by his thoughtfulness once more. When we were finally sitting down to eat, he lifted his glass in a toast.

“To a wonderful evening,” he said, a slight tremble in his voice.

“To a wonderful future,” I said, touching my glass to his.

The words had just slipped out, but I knew they came from a place of profound truth. We took long sips of wine, gazing into one another’s eyes until finally, we both broke off the contact. A flush of embarrassment came over me at the intensity of the emotions I was feeling, but I pushed it aside and cut into the meat.

The food was delicious, one of the best meals I’d managed to cook since taking up the hobby. As we ate, Mark told me about the project he was working on with his friend, and I bounced ideas of logos and marketing off him, happy to see he listened and took my ideas and suggestions to heart. I could have loved him for that alone, but as he spoke, filled with so much passion, about something he was so knowledgeable about, I only fell deeper and deeper.

I talked about Alice and our afternoons at the club. How I loved my friend but was tiring of our tedious and useless days. As always, when I brought up my beautiful friend, Mark grew a touch awkward.

“She could prove very helpful in starting up your company,” I said, “She might even be a possible investor. You should think about pumping her,” the little bit of heat I added to the word pumping
 caused Mark to shift uncomfortably, “for info about growing and managing a company. She’s started and sold several businesses all on her own, and with partners.”

“I didn’t realize that,” Mark said in surprise, “I assumed she got all her wealth from her ex-husbands.”

“Most do,” I said with a short laugh, “but in truth, all they ever gave her were debt and a large collection of dog paintings. She puts on a good act of cultured idiocy, but the woman is a shark. If you’re really interested in making a go of it with your friend, then she’s the one to talk to.”

“It looks like it’s just going to be me,” he said with a frown, “He’s too scared of the risk. His parents have convinced him to take a job at YouTube, working on video processing. Great money, but it’s going to be boring as sin.”

“When did this happen?”

“Just this morning, I would have mentioned it, but,” he grinned, cheeks blushing a faint shade of red, before going on, “I don’t know. I was kind of thinking of doing it on my own.”

“You should!” I said, “What will happen to everything you’ve built already? The stuff you showed me yesterday?”

“I wrote most of the code, and I told him if it becomes anything, I’d cut him in for a percentage.”

“What percentage?”

“I’m not sure,” he said with a shrug, “I don’t want to screw him. He did a good amount of work on it, and half of the idea was his. I haven’t really thought about it.”

“Well, think about it,” I said, sipping my wine again, “The last thing you would want is to ruin your friendship or end up in a lawsuit a few years down the road.”

We continued to chat, the conversation scintillating in a way I’d only really gotten with Alice over the past few years. As the meal wound down, the tension grew between us, thick enough that it could be cut with a knife. Finally, there was a lull in the conversation, and we gazed into each other’s eyes for a long moment.
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M
 ark stood and took my hand, drawing me to my feet. He took me into the middle of the living room, putting on some smooth jazz on his phone and pulling me into his arms. We slow danced, swaying as we held one another. The comfort of a man being in control and leading me in the dance was welcome, and I melted against him, loving the way he responded to my body pressed against his.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered in my hair, “So kind, smart, and incredible… I don’t know what all of this is, or if it will last. But I want to say thank you… these last few days have been the happiest of my life.”

“Mine too,” I said, tilting my head up and gazing into his incredible eyes.

“Really?” he asked, gaze searching mine.

“Really,” I said, and biting my bottom lip, I slipped my hand down to grip his firm tush, grinning as he yelped in surprise, “It’s not over yet, mister.”

He grinned and swept me up into his arms, lips crushing mine. He could have taken me right there, I was ready for my gorgeous young son to mount and claim me right then, my body aching for it. But he took his time, hands exploring my body above and below the skirt, grinning in surprised pleasure when he saw I was wearing stockings and a garter.

Then he led the way upstairs, and we took halting stumbling steps, unable to keep our hands and lips off one another. I worked his sweater over his head on the stairs, unlacing his tie and pulling it off, even as he undid the zipper of my dress.

I was just beginning to remove his shirt when he gripped my ass, and then taking my dress and pulling it up over my head. He wasn’t done there, pressing me back into my bedroom. I felt the reality of what was happening hit home, and my pussy ached even as wicked shame swept through me.

Mark lay me down on the bed, standing over me and looking down like a starving man contemplating a feast. Grinning under the attention, I lifted one leg and cupped a massive breast in one hand, letting the other slide down my thigh to brush my wet panties.

Mark bent over me with a growl of desire, gathering my tits together and burying his face between them, causing me to laugh as he tickled the sensitive flesh. I was moaning as he pulled first, one big nipple to his lips and then the other, sucking gently and teasing them with his tongue.

“Oh god,” I moaned when he began kissing his way down my stomach.

Closing my eyes as pleasure swept through me, I stifled a gasp as I felt first, his breath, then his gentle tongue, slide down my outer lips. Biting the inside of my lip to keep from screaming my son’s name, I felt him tease my pussy with tongue and fingers.

He licked gently around my firm nubbin and then deep into my pussy, tasting my wetness. As his tongue slid up and around my clit in little circles, he sipped a finger in and let it graze the rough little patch of my g-spot, driving me to further heights of pleasure. Reaching down with one hand, I let my fingers play in his hair as he ate me out.

In no time at all, I was climbing the heights of pleasure, my thighs clamping down on the sides of Mark’s head as wave after wave of spikey pleasure reached from fingertips to toes. I was aware of the world for long moments as I caught my breath.

“That was amazing,” I panted and then grunted in surprise as Mark pressed himself atop me, rolling me against his naked form, “Mhmm, I could get used to that.”

“Good,” he said with a white grin, “because I could do it every day.”

“Hmm… now, how should mommy reward you for such wonderful work?” I grinned and bent at the waist, drawing my tits down his body and pressing him onto his back.

“Wrap your tits around it,” he said with fierce desire, “God, I’ve wanted to fuck your tits forever.”

My body trembling with desire as I obeyed his commands. I wrapped my big firm breasts around his cock. The feeling of his steely dick cradled between the sensitive flesh was incredible. Pressing them around it, I let saliva drain out of my mouth and into the crevasse of my cleavage and slowly stroked him, loving the look of absolute pleasure on his face as he watched his cock flash in and out of them.

“Now suck my cock,” he said, in a voice like velvet on steel.

Reaching down and slipping my fingers around the appendage standing up stiff, I moaned in submissive pleasure, kissing him fiercely on the lips before working my way down his muscled stomach quickly, until I could wrap my lips around the beast. Sucking gently, my tongue played along the underside, even letting it slip out of my lips as Mark stared at me in awe.

My breasts swayed with every motion of my body rising and falling, sensitive nipples dragging on his thighs as the velvety soft skin slid between my lips. Last time I’d worshipped my son’s cock, I hadn’t taken time to savor every inch of it. I did now.

Kissing up its might length, licking and teasing each inch, I let myself indulge in his glorious cock. As I worked my way up his shaft, fingers lightly tickling his balls, Mark reached down and grabbed a handful of one breast, causing me to moan in pleasure as he massaged the firm flesh.

“I need you,” Mark said, strain evident in his voice, “now…”

“Oh god, baby,” I whimpered, biting my bottom lips I crawled up his body and let out a yelp of surprise when he flipped me onto my back.

Pressing his lips to mine, I felt the fires of his lust take over, strong hands gripped my thighs, spreading them, and for one frozen moment, he held himself there, cock just barely pressing against my wet lips. Whimpering in need, I gripped his ass, drawing the young man into me.

“OOOooohhh GoooDDDD!” I moaned, feeling parts of my pussy that had never been touched, sliding along his incredible thickness. “So big… oh, Mark… baby… so good…. Mommy is cumming baby…. Fuck!”

He hadn’t even slid half his cock into my aching sex, and my walls began to quiver around him, gushing more juices around his cock as I shuddered beneath him. Mark gasped, hands clutching at me as I felt his body tense.

“Give it to me,” I begged, “All of it… please… I’ve dreamed of this… oh, god!”

“You feel so good…. I never dreamed… fuck, Mom!”

Our lips found one another, tongues dancing together as he sank to the hilt into my pussy, the soft head of his cock, pressing against my cervix and causing my eyes to open wide. Then nature took over, and his hips were sawing between my thighs as he pounded me down into the bed. All skills went, as only need, love, and overwhelming desire took control of us both.

Mark kissed down my neck, gathering a breast in one hand as he gripped my ass and fucked me hard. I was a ragdoll beneath him, a vessel to accept his great lust, eager to be used and sated, knowing I was all he wanted and needed. Gentle hands rand down his back, caressing his scalp and ass, as I coaxed Mark to empty himself within me.

“I’m cumming again,” I said, voice hitching with sharp breaths, “Cum with me… I want to feel you!”

“Oh god, Mom,” Mark moaned, hands clutching at me as his hips lost their rhythm.

My hands found the side of his head, our lips finding one another and kissing in between cries and sighs of pleasure. My orgasm was rushing through me when Mark flooded my depth with blast after blast of cum, I’d never felt anything like it, and it drove me to further heights. The thick seed oozing out and around his cock and sliding down my ass.

We lay for long moments, holding each other, and catching our breaths. As my thoughts grew clear once more, I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of the greatest orgasm of my life, coupled with the warm comfort of being held.

“That was…” Mark said, his eyes a little wild around the edges as he picked himself up on his elbows and looked down at me, “That was incredible.”

“I hope that wasn’t the end of it,” I said with a crooked grin, flexing my kegel muscles and feeling his cock twitch in response.

Mark grinned, a big silly grin of boyish delight that tickled that soft spot inside me and made me melt. Then he growled and rolled me over onto my stomach. I felt empty inside as his cock left me, but then he was pulling me up by my hips and drawing me back against him. Reaching down, he pressed the log of cock against my aching pussy, and I reached down between my legs with a sigh of pleasure.

Running my fingers up its slick length, I marveled at the length and thickness of it. Savored it for a few seconds before rocking my hips and pressing the fat head into my opening. Mark gripped my hips, pulling me back against him slowly as he thrust into me.

He began with agonizing slowness, his cock sawing in and out of my pussy, and only teasing me further. Turning my head, I saw we were reflected in the mirrored closet doors. The sight of Mark, hair slicked back, slender and muscled, gripping my wide hips as he plowed that monster cock in and out of me, sent a quake of pleasure to my pussy.

“How does it feel to have taken your son’s virginity?” Mark asked, his voice low and sultry.

“No!” I said, shocked as I turned back to look over my shoulder, “You weren’t.” But he nodded, and I could only shake my head. “Mhmm, you’re a natural talent… you’re going to make me cum again, baby… just like that… slow and hard… fuck.”

“You’re so gorgeous,” Mark said, “But when you cum, my cock is going to leave this tight little pussy and go back in that talented mouth of yours.”

“Oh, god!” I moaned, face falling onto the mattress and feeling Mark begin to pound me harder, “Yes, baby, mommy will suck it for you… you fuck me so good… so good… never… fucked… like… this… CUMMING!”

Mark was driving into me with hard powerful thrusts, not fast, but totally in control of my body. When I felt his hand lift my hips and ass, resting beside my shoulders on the mattress and turned my head, seeing him drive into me with whole-body thrusts, I knew this was serious, and my orgasm wasn’t ending anytime soon. Each powerful thrust sent deeper shockwaves of pleasure through me, until I was a weeping mess, drooling from every hole, body practically limp.












Chapter 14











I
 startled out of my nearly unconscious haze of pleasure, as my body was suddenly empty. I couldn’t think straight, but my body knew what it wanted, what I craved. Like a starving woman, I turned, latching my lips around Marks cock as he swore and grunted, his load filling my mouth faster than I could swallow. I felt thick warm blasts of cum hit my cheeks and chin, then I rolled onto my back and stroked him as he shot the last of his cum across my tits.

“Holy fuck… I’m… lightheaded,” Mark laughed, collapsing beside me on the bed.

Licking my lips clean, I rolled into his arms, sighing in pleasure as he held me tight. We were hot and sweaty but couldn’t stand to be parted from one another. Needing to feel as much skin as possible, we were pressed close, legs extended and wrapped around one another’s, noses brushing one another’s, as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Mark said, “Pinch me… Ouch! I didn’t mean for real.”

“Just wanted you to know it’s real,” I said, snuggling deeper into his arms, “So, you don’t go getting all shy and awkward on me again.”

“That won’t happen,” he said, kissing my forehead, “I promise.”

“Good,” I said, then feeling a touch nervous, went on, “So were you going to move your clothes in here? Or keep your room as a closet?”

Mark went stiff for one second and then relaxed, chuckling gently. His hand reached up and stroked my hair, and I grinned, knowing I’d gotten my answer already.

“I’d imagine you’ve grown to enjoy having the closet all to yourself,” he said, and I could hear the smile on his lips, “You’re serious, though?” He said, pulling back so he could look me in the eye, “I’ll understand if this is because of dads passing or something, but you’re serious.”

“I am,” I whispered in his ear, not wanting to share it with anyone else, “I love you. This is new and sudden, but… I’m happy with you. Very happy.”

“Me too,” Mark said, his lips millimeters from mine.

Light kisses turned into heavier, and then I threw my leg over his hips and let his cock slip back into my waiting depths. Pressing him down on the mattress, I rode that massive cock for all I was worth. I loved the way he stared up at me, his eyes drinking in the lines of my face and big bouncing breasts with ever-increasing delight. Not to mention the feel of him beneath me. Riding him, I felt powerful, beautiful, in control of my pleasure and his, and I loved the new experience.

Drawing things out as long as I could, edging both of us until we were wild with lust and I lost all control, riding him hard, as Mark gripped my ass and hammed up into me. I came several times then, as Mark’s cock swelled within me. I felt his massive blast of cum flood my womb and prayed for it to quicken, shocking myself.

He stayed in my bed, pulling me into a spooning position. I felt my son fall asleep, his warm breath tickling my neck, body pressed against my back and cock nestled between my ass cheeks.

There were a hundred things I should have worried about, but at that moment, nothing could ruin how loved, and taken care of I felt. I drifted off to sleep with the knowledge that a reckoning must be coming; that this much happiness could never be for long without something bad to balance it out. But I was intent on savoring it while it lasted.

I awoke in the middle of the night to Mark hard as a rock and pressing against my ass. He slid his hand up and down my sides, down over my hip and then up to cup one of my breasts. Sighing in pleasure as he hefted the soft flesh.

Mewling in pleasure, I ground my ass back into his stiffness. Mark responded immediately, fingers sinking into my tit in surprise as he thrust forward. We both took in sharp breaths as his cock sunk into me completely, filling me. Then the boy began digging his cock in and out of my pussy, causing moans of pleasure to escape my lips, especially when he pinched and pulled at my big nipples.

Long minutes we made love, and when we came together, Mark slowed his thrusting and drew his cock out of my sensitive pussy. Rolling into him, I slid my hand down and let my fingers drag up and down his slick softness marveling at his glorious body. I fell back asleep in his arms, head on his chest, his cock still in my fingers.

When I woke, my hand was gripping steely hard morning wood. Lifting my head to see the morning light streaming in, I looked around the room at the strewn clothing and twisted sheets and felt a thrill of wickedness shoot through my body. I should have been ashamed or embarrassed about what I’d done the night before, but all I felt was happy.

Mark still slept. He lay on his back, black hair curling artfully around his ears, and pale green eyes closed in slumber. He was a handsome young man, but I could see that he would grow into a gorgeous older man. Feeling like a randy schoolgirl as I gazed at his sleeping body, I let my fingers curl around his morning wood again.

Biting my lip and feeling truly wicked, I slipped beneath the covers and took the cock of my sleeping son into my mouth. Sucking and licking it lightly, I coated it in saliva and then wrapped my fingers around its girth and sucking hard, began to fuck my mouth and throat with his glorious cock.

“Nngh,” I heard Mark waking, the sound of surprised pleasure causing me to grin around his cock, then the comforter was thrown wide, and Mark was staring down at me, a look of shock and joy etched on his face.

“Holy fuck, Mom,” Mark moaned, but he wasn’t content with the blowjob, as much as I wanted to worship him and give him this gift.

Mark pulled me up and lay me on my back. With smooth and confident motions, he had my legs spread and was slipping between them. I could hardly believe that he’d been a virgin before we made love because he was a natural. Reading my wants and desires just from my body language.

His weight settled on me as his cock invaded my depths. We made love in sweaty passionate need, hands all over one another’s bodies, lips locked and tongues dancing together. I took his cum in my womb, praying that it quickened and shocking myself with the thought once more. I’d never had a desire to have a kid, let alone be pregnant.

After making love, we lay for long moments together, holding one another and touching gently. Eventually, we had to get on with the morning, and we slipped free of the bed, me heading to take a shower, and Mark getting ready for class. He’d agree to be home early to meet with Alice and me, and I found myself looking forward to the encounter far more than I’d intended.

In part, because I was excited about the business idea Mark had and thought it might actually become something. I found myself spending my morning after the gym reading up on startups and how to grow one successfully. I got so wrapped up in the topic that I almost missed the call from Alice saying she would be running a little late, that she wanted to stop by the hairdresser and nail salon before she got here.

Since she was running late, it gave me enough time to get ready. I took extra time to do my hair and makeup, wanting them to look perfect, then shaved my legs. I put on my favorite loose, silk blouse and a lacy white bra, then a pair of white capri pants that showed off my ass to perfection.

I was just pulling a bottle of white wine out of the fridge to pour myself a glass when Mark got home.

“Is Alice here yet?” He asked, peeking his head in the kitchen.

“She’ll be here soon,” I said.

“Good, I have a PowerPoint I put together. I’ll have time to set up my laptop and the projector.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said, feeling warmth blossom inside, as he slipped his arm around my waist and gave me a deep soul kiss.

I felt Mark respond to my body pressed against his, and he had to pull himself away from me with effort, casting one last lingering stare at me before running upstairs to his room. I sipped my wine, nervous and anxious for the fun to begin.

Mark was setting up his computer when the doorbell rang, and I went to let Alice in. When I opened the door, the woman swept in, throwing a silken shall over her shoulder in an outrageous move. The woman looked breathtaking in a tight black top that clung to her skinny frame and large round breasts, and a pair of skinny black jeans that showed off her slender legs.

“You look amazing, Alice,” I said in compliment, as the woman gave a little spin for my benefit.

“Thank you, Dahling,” she said with a wink, “and you look gorgeous yourself. Now… where is he?” There was a hint of strain in the woman’s voice. I saw a tightness around the edges of her eyes and wondered what was worrying her. “I’ve been going crazy all morning trying to kill time before coming over… Heather, what is it, why are you looking at me like that?”

I was grinning from ear to ear at seeing Alice, the queen of composure, so out of sorts and awkward. She had failed to wear a bra beneath her skin-tight black top, and her small nipples were standing out firm against the material, and her cheeks were flush with emotion.

“This way,” I said, ignoring her question and giving her a wink as I led her into the living room.

There, Mark stood, pacing nervously before the fireplace. He looked up when we entered, and I was pleased to see him do a double take when he saw Alice, eyes widening slightly as he took her in from head to toe. I heard a quiet, almost imperceptible sigh of relief from Alice when she saw him, and then she reached out and gripped my hand, flashing me an eager smile.

“Welcome,” Mark said, with a touch of nervousness entering his voice, “Thank you for coming to hear my proposal, Alice.”

“Of course,” she said, stepping up and shaking his hand, her dainty little hand gripping his for longer than was absolutely necessary before she released it and took a seat in the couch folding her hands upon her lap. I took the place beside her and regarded Mark as he gathered himself.












Chapter 15











“S
 o, what is this idea you have?’ Alice asked, her blue eyes dancing with merriment as she looked up at Mark, “And how can I be of help?”

“Video gaming is becoming a sport,” Mark began sounding as though he were reciting from a script and awkwardly, “But more than that, it’s a pastime for billions around the world. People love to watch their favorite games being played by charismatic and attractive people, you can just go on YouTube and see the view counts on videos for evidence.”

Mark gave his pitch, and it was remarkably well put together, if stilted in its delivery. He spoke of the software he’d developed and the site layout, as well as how it would scale when and if the user base grew. He detailed several phases where the company might grow, but that’s where the presentation took a turn, as he had few ideas on how to market the site and attract new users.

“Can you show me the demo you made?” Alice asked.

Throughout the presentation, she’d undergone an interesting change. In the beginning, she was ready to amuse Mark and me by listening, her mind stuck on other dirtier details. But as he went on, I saw her shaken out of that mindset and lean back, her expression changing from curious to intrigued as Mark finished.

Now, as Mark showed her the demo he’d shown me, she peppered him with questions. I wasn’t surprised at the sharpness of her mind, but I saw Mark show a pleasant surprise at the first incisive remark. She was a brilliant woman who hid it well behind her glossy plastic appearance, and he was forced to reassess her on the fly.

“So, what is it exactly you’re looking for?” Alice asked, “Or do you even know?”

“I’m looking for twenty thousand dollars for start-up capital, and I’m willing to offer ten percent of the company for it.” Mark held his breath, waiting for Alice to respond, but she was already shaking her head gently.

“That was the wrong ask,” she said, voice thoughtful. “You have the technology, and you’re obviously passionate about it and the direction it should take, but you have no idea how to run a business. Nor how to manage people or create a company culture that’s sustainable and dynamic.”

“I can learn,” Mark said, defensively.

“Of course, you could,” Alice said, flicking her hand dismissively, “but why waste time? Focus on your strengths. You’re obviously a brilliant engineer already, you should leverage that talent in the new company.”

“Then what should he have asked?” I asked her, genuinely curious.

“My first husband was an investor in a lot of internet startups in the nineties, and I learned much from watching him squander his family fortune. The biggest mistake tech companies make is they let their founders, often engineers with little understanding of how to run a large company, be CEO and President. I can’t tell you how many companies I’ve seen run into the ground because focus was placed too heavily on engineering instead of sales and user experience.”

“I don’t want to be CEO,” Mark said, “I was going to offer the position to Mom.”

“Me?” I said in shock.

“That’s a good idea,” Alice said with a nod, “A woman CEO will get you headlines and goodwill. And with your looks Heather, they will be begging for interviews and photo spreads. CEO is important for big picture stuff, but what you really need is a good president to run the day to day operations. One who you trust and are comfortable with, who can take your vision for the product and Marshall dozens to make it a reality.”

“How would the President do that?” Mark asked, and I saw his own brilliant mind turning over an idea as Alice spoke.

“It starts with the org chart and filters down from there,” Alice went on, describing several different structures for companies and business units and which she thought would work best for the tech start-up Mark was contemplating. By the end, he was nodding along, eagerly absorbing the information.

“I would be willing to take on the job and invest in the company. If Heather here, is CEO and offers to match my initial investment.”

“That sounds amazing,” Mark said, but his grin fell quickly, “But we can’t invest. I don’t know if Mom told you, but we’re in a lot of debt and might even end up losing the house.”

“You haven’t told him yet?” Alice asked me, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

I shook my head and felt my stomach flip-flop as nervousness stole through me. I’d been fearing this moment and opened my mouth to confess, but nothing came out. Seeing my weakness, Alice spoke, increasing my shame even more.

“Your Mom made a deal to save the house. Filling your house with cameras to film her… seduction of you.” Mark blinked in shock, and I pressed my eyes closed, face burning with so much embarrassment I thought I might die, “I should know… I paid a lot of money to watch it all happen.”

“What?!” Mark asked, and the pain in his voice caused me to look at him, the betrayal on his face cut to my core, and I felt hot tears filling my eyes. “Mom, is this true? What she’s talking about?”

“Yes, baby,” I said, my voice breaking with emotion, “I did it for us… to make sure we had a home… I didn’t mean for it-.”

“You didn’t mean for what?! I can’t believe this… It’s all lies?”

His face was twisted with anger, pain, and sadness that broke my heart too. Turning, he fled upstairs, scrubbing at his face as he did. I collapsed into Alice's arms, crying and filled with shame. She patted my back gently, then lifted my chin and gazed into my red, tear-filled eyes.

“You love him.” It was a statement, not a question, and I nodded in agreement, “Then go to him and tell him. He loves you too and will understand, I promise.”

“You’ll stay here?” I asked, biting my lip, nervously, “Just in case?”

“I’ll be here,” she said, running gentle fingers down my cheek, “Whatever happens, you know I love you.”

I held her for a moment longer, resting my forehead on hers, then stood and headed upstairs. Pausing outside of Mark's closed door, I drew in a deep breath, preparing myself, then tested the handle. It was unlocked surprisingly, and when I stepped in, I found Mark sitting in his bed, arms crossed before his chest.

He glared at me at first, then the harsh glared softened slightly, and I let out a silent breath of relief. He didn’t hate me, at least not wholly, and for that, I was grateful. I walked over to his computer and turned the chair to face him, sitting down gently.

“What are you thinking?” I asked softly.

“I don’t know,” Mark said, letting out a long breath through his teeth before going on.

“I’ll understand if you hate me,” I said, “At times, I hate myself for agreeing to it. But I hope you know I love you, Mark, and I only did what I thought was best for us.”

“And…” he waved his hand towards my room, “all of that? That was for money too?”

The raw anger in his voice cut me to the core, and I shook my head violently.

“At first I agreed because I was desperate and didn’t see another way,” clasping my hands I looked down at them, searching for the truth within, “I thought I’d cancel it before it went too far. Maybe a bit of flirting, it seemed fun and exciting. But then… things got real… emotions became… complicated.”

“What do you mean?” He asked, his eyes narrowing in suspicion.

“You know what I mean,” I said, looking into his eyes and letting him see the depth of my emotions. He glanced down to his crossed arms and nodded slightly.

“How many… people were watching?” He asked, giving a shiver of revulsion.

“I don’t know,” I said simply.

“You didn’t care about them, seeing… a mother and son…?”

“I liked it,” I said with a little laugh at myself, “Things just progressed so fast, and I was so happy I didn’t want it to end… I thought if I admitted it that you’d never want to see me again. That we’d never…”

“Then why did Alice tell me?”

“Because she wants you to agree to the final condition of my contract with the company that set this up,” I felt my cheeks heat slightly at the thought.

“What condition?” He asked.

“My contract with the company is complete after last night,” I went on quickly, ignoring my now burning cheeks, “but they had a doubling clause in it. If we perform certain… acts, then what we’ve earned so far will get doubled.”

“You keep saying we,” he said with a curious head tilt as he looked over at me. “How much money did ‘we’ earn?”

“I’m not sure,” I said in surprise, “To be honest, I haven’t checked in a few days. But from the start, half of everything we earned is yours.”

Pulling out my phone, I opened my banking app. In annoyance, I swiped away nearly a dozen red warnings about large deposits and treasury tracking, then gasped in shock when I saw my checking accounts balance. Holding up my phone, Mark leaned over curiously and glanced at the amount, then nearly fell out of the bed when he leaned farther, eyes disbelieving.

“Thirteen million dollars… and these are all huge deposits over the past few days…” he turned and looked at me, shock making way to elation as we shared a grin. Then he remembered he was mad at me and turned his head back forward, suppressing the smile.

Drawing in a deep breath for courage, I stood and sat on the edge of the bed. Mark looked at me in annoyance for a moment, but that faded quickly to a gentle smile when I lay against his side, drawing his arm over my shoulder.

“I know you’re mad at me,” I said softly, “and you have every right to be. But you should know that I wouldn’t change anything if I had it to do over again.” Looking up, I caught him staring down at me, “If not for the push, I would have never taken the leap with you. I love you, Mark, not like a mother should, but as a woman, and I wasn’t kidding last night when I said, ‘this is your room now’.”

His hard eyes softened, and I felt his arm flex, drawing me in closer, and he kissed my forehead. Then tilting my head up, pressed his lips gently to mine.

“Don’t do it again,” he said softly and then gave a jerk of surprise when there was a gentle cough of interruption from the bedroom door, “What the hell?!” He asked, eyes wide as he stared at Alice standing there.

“As for not doing it again,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat again, “you should hold off on that decision until you’ve heard from Alice.”

“What’s going on?” Mark asked suspiciously, glancing from me to Alice, where she stood nervously in the doorway.












Chapter 16











I
 leaned up and kissed him on the cheek and whispered in his ear, “Listen to her, and know that I love her just as much as I love you.”

Kissing his neck, I felt Mark shiver slightly, before tensing up. Alice walked into the room slowly, her eyes locked on his, thick red lips parted and wet. Pausing, she looked at me, and I could see her gather the courage to speak, from me. When she finally did, she was poise personified.

“I’ve never been a regular woman and would hate it if I were. As I’ve grown older, I now recognize that I don’t want a regular relationship either. You are handsome, sweet, kind, thoughtful, and ambitious. Those are qualities I’ve always looked for in partners, but you have something no other man has,” I could feel the tension in Mark as he wondered where she was going with this, “And that’s your mother. The most beautiful and vivacious woman I’ve ever known. The only woman I’ve ever loved as a sister… and one whom I’ve come to love as more.”

My heart swelled, and I grinned at her, feeling my body shiver with wicked delight as I popped the first button of Marks jeans, surprising him.

“I watched the two of you together,” Alice said, voice catching with some emotion I couldn’t discern, “I saw that Heather loves you and you love her. I saw it and was jealous and happy. I saw it and knew exactly what I wanted.”

I popped the second button of Mark's pants, and before he could reach down and stop me, I slipped my hand within and circled my fingers around his soft cock. He gasped in surprise when I pulled it out into the open. Looking from me to Alice in disbelief.

“Both of you?” He asked in shock, “You’re serious?”

“Say the word,” I said softly, fingers flexing around the base of his quickly thickening cock, “Alice will go… and we will never speak of this again. Or…”

I grinned as I felt his cock throb. When I saw the disbelieving joy on Mark’s face, I looked down at Alice, where she stood at the base of the bed and crooked my finger at her. The woman’s nervous face flashed into a broad smile as she slipped up onto the mattress.

“Holy shit,” Mark said, glancing from me to Alice to me and back again, “This is literally a dream come true.”

“Mhmm,” Alice said, licking her lips as she dragged his pants off his legs, “that makes two of us.”

“Three of us,” I said, turning Mark’s head to kiss his soft lips.

He stared into my eyes, and I saw nervousness and love there. I stroked his cheek, knowing the nervousness would pass when he saw that our bond would only be strengthened by adding Alice to it. For now, I didn’t want him to worry about anything, and so I stole his thoughts away with kisses until he tensed up against me, moaning into our kiss.

We both looked down to see the gorgeous blonde kneeling between his legs, both hands wrapped around his cock and stroking it up and down, as her lips and tongue played around the head. She grinned when she saw us watching, then reached up and laced the fingers of one hand in mine as she continued.

I’d had threesomes in my youth several times, but not for many years. This experience was unlike anything I’d known before. In the past, they had been wild affairs of mostly drunk people eager to get it on, but free of complicating emotions.

Now I was filled with emotions for both Mark and Alice. I felt a powerful sense of closeness as I lay with my head on my son’s chest, watching my best friend sucking him with every ounce of skill she had. Feeling bonded even tighter to both for sharing in the experience.

“How many times have you dreamed of her mouth on your cock?” I whispered to Mark, seeing Alice’s curl into a smile around him.

“So many times... Jesus,” Mark said, looking from Alice to me and back again as he bit his lip, “If you keep doing that… oh shit…!”

“Cum for us,” I breathed, feeling my pussy moisten at the thought, “Cover her pretty face in your spunk!”

“Oh, god!” Mark moaned as Alice backed off his cock, her tongue sliding back and forth across the sensitive spot just beneath his head as she jerked him with her hand.

The powerful blast of cum shot into the woman’s mouth and across her chin and cheeks as she swallowed it down. Then moaning in pleasure, she angled him to shoot his cum all over her black shirt, jerking it slowly as she massaged the white cream into the shirt, clutching at her firm fake tits as she did.

The scent of his musk drove me wild, and I found myself on my knees, lips locked with Alice’s as we traded his thick cum back and forth, our tongues sliding along one another's with tender touches. Pulling back, I drew in a deep breath, amazed at the depth of desire I felt as I held her to me.

Then Mark was there, pulling the two of us down with him as he kissed our necks. I watched with my throat tight, as Mark gazed into Alice’s pale blue eyes, the same look of marvel on him now as he had when we first lay together in my bed. I could see genuine affection pass between the two, and it quieted the butterflies of anxiety I hadn’t even noticed were there.

Their first kiss was sweet and gentle, but as his fingers tightened on her waist and her hand slipped down to join mine in stroking his cock, gentle made way for passion.

It was a comical sight, the three of us on Mark’s childhood bed, the artifacts of his teenage years covering the walls and shelves, as we struggled to peel our clothes off in seconds. Both Mark and I paused when he threw Alice’s shirt aside, staring in awe at her perfect firm breasts. The nipples were small, perfectly round and pink, aching to be sucked. Mark took the left and I the right, grinning at one another as we first kissed, then gently sucked on them.

“Mmmm,” Alice moaned, “That feels nice… but I need this big boy in me, or else I’m going to bite someone.”

Mark laughed, and then Alice was letting out a yelp of surprise as he flipped her onto her back and spread her small, slender legs wide. I slid my hand up between his legs and took his massive cock, fitting it into the woman’s tiny slit.

“Oh, god!” Alice cried out, hands clutching at Mark’s back, and she writhed beneath him, “Slow…. Oh… so big… fuck baby…!”

The sight of his cock stretching her wide was fascinating, and I lay between their legs, teasing her lips and his cock as he gently thrust into her, easing in a little deeper with each. In seconds his cock was coated in her frothy white juices as she creamed around him. Then, I saw her ass trembling and heard the cry of pleasure, cut off by a moan of passion as Mark kissed her.

Then he began to fuck the tiny blonde MILF with long slow strokes. Moving around and up beside them, Alice turned her head and pulled me into a passionate kiss. Her little cries each time Mark thrust into her driving me wild.

“Thank you,” she breathed into my lips, “Oh god… cumming again…. Heh Mmhmm oooh ahhhh NGHH!”

Alice writhed under Mark, her body locking up so much that he was forced to cease, his cock locked in her cumming pussy. With a final gasp, she relaxed, sighing, and gazing up at us with a lazy smile. With weak, trembling arms, Alice pulled me atop her, and reaching up pulled my ass cheeks.

“Fuck her Mark,” Alice said, her eyes smiled up at me, “Fuck your gorgeous mommy… but save your cum for aunty Alice.”

“Jesus,” he breathed, looked down at our two pussies pressed against one another, and waiting for his cock.

“Mhhm!” I cried as he slid into me, invading my depth, and seeking out my most sensitive places. “You like watching my son fuck me?”
 I breathed in Alice’s ear, feeling her shiver beneath me, “His big dick claiming me? Making mommy his little slut?!”


“Yes!” Alice cried out into my breasts, “It’s so wrong, so filthy and so fucking hot! Fuck her, Mark!”

Hands were on my back, ass, and sides as both Alice and Mark felt me up. Hair hanging down, I grinned at Alice and kissed her fiercely, broken up by a particularly hard thrust that sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

The woman slipped a hand between our bodies with a crooked grin, and then it was my turn to cry out in ecstasy as she frigged my hard, little clit, and Mark fucked me to a powerful orgasm. I collapsed atop her, only to feel the woman start to shift and shake, Mark, driving into her again.

“Get ready,” Mark said, his voice tight with strain.

“Give it to her,” I moaned, looking back at him too see the pleasure fill his face.

“Fill me!” Alice cried at the same time, her fingers digging into my ass as she held on tight.

Mark’s face twisted, eyes locked on mine as his rhythm faltered, and I felt Alice tense up beneath me. I thought I could almost feel each powerful blast of cum hit her womb, as she flinched and shivered beneath me, cumming once again from the feeling of it.

Mark collapsed beside us, sweating and panting, but if the young man thought we were done with him, he was far from mistaken. Alice joined me in licking and sucking his glorious cock clean. Mark nearly came again when he watched our lips join in a kiss around the tip of his dick. Then our heads moved as one as we licked up and down, tongues touching again and again.

As Alice would suckle on the head of his cock, unable to take more if it into her throat, I would kiss and suckle along the side of the shaft and fondle her big fake tits, then we would trade places. We were in no rush, enjoying the joint task far more than I thought we might. Eagerly touching and teasing one another as we worked Mark to steely hardness.

Finally, I could take it no longer and crawled up his body, letting Alice press his cock into my pussy. Both Mark and I looked down between our bodies as she sucked the head of his cock with a wicked grin, coating it in her saliva before arching her tongue up to drag it across my pussy lips, causing me to shiver in pleasure. Then I was filled with his girth, letting out a deep breath as it filled me.

As I rode Mark, his eyes on my body, I felt like a goddess. My massive breasts swayed, and though they might not be as perfectly round and perky as Alice’s, they held their shape still. My hips were wide, but firm and I could feel my ass rolling with each thrust of our hips together. As Alice swung her leg over Mark's head, we embraced, lips meeting as I felt her shiver when his tongue entered her pussy.

Long minutes I rode my son until I came with a force I wasn’t prepared for. It was so powerful, Alice’s lips locked on one of my nipples, his thickness pounding into me, that I lost my grip on consciousness for a few moments. When I came to, Mark had Alice bent over the edge of the bed and was hammering into her with quick hard thrusts as she cried out in pleasure into the mattress.

Grinning I rolled over to her, Alice’s face was haggard, hair in disarray and face flush, but her eyes were filled with joy. Her lips found mine, and I cupped her firm tits, looking up at my gorgeous boy as he took his pleasure from her.

When he came, he ordered me to swallow it, and I leaped to obey, Alice spinning around to join me, as Mark jerked his dick out over our open mouths. We fell back onto the bed, kissing and giggling like schoolgirls as Mark fell onto us laughing, himself.

Soon we would head down to my bedroom and take a shower together. Kissing and touching all the while, unable to let one another go. After much coaxing and grunting, Alice took Mark’s beastly cock into her ass, eager to give him her final hole. I was too scared to try that day, but the sight of Alice nearly passing out from her powerful orgasm as Mark flooded her bowels made me consider it.

We spent the rest of the afternoon out by the pool, sunning, swimming, and fucking. At one point, when all three of us were in the pool, we engaged in a three-way make out and fingering session that worked us into a frenzy, and we tumbled out onto the deck chairs to consummate our needs.

That night the three of us passed out after a large meal. As I snuggled up to Marks side, fingers laced in Alice’s across his stomach as she lay on his other side, I wondered if this was just a wild diversion, or if we could really make something of this. As I drifted off to sleep, I prayed it would.












Epilogue











I
 t was a beautiful sunny morning in California as I drove home from the gym. Our new house was on a bluff in the hills of west Silicon Valley, with a beautiful view of the lower bay. I’d been sad to say goodbye to our old house, but I’ve learned it wasn’t the house I’d loved, it was the home I’d made within.

Parking, I got out and then opened the backseat, grinning as I tickled Abigail’s nose. She giggled and reached up with her little hands to be picked up. I took her in and got her changed and ready for her day. She was excited because today she and her sister were heading to their grandparent to play with the puppies while mommy and auntie Alice held an all-hands meeting.

With joint parenting, all three of us were able to both have careers and be there for our girls. With how much Mark was stuck at the office leading up to the launch, it was the perfect situation. Once the platform was launched, we could settle back into the more relaxed routine we’d grown to love. And I would get my breakfasts in bed again, and lazy relaxing morning with my boy in bed.

Abigail's sister Grace Ann was waiting already, having been dropped off by Alice earlier, when I brought Abigail by, and the girls were overjoyed to see one another, saying hello in their secret language. The girls had grown up almost like twins, being born a day apart. Alice and I made sure to give them their own separate times with either of us throughout the day so they could develop independent identities. It was hard though, the girls were even more inseparable than we’d become.

When I got to the office, I saw the arborist had finally finished planting the Japanese maples in the lobby. They were an extravagance, but really did tie the whole workspace together, giving it a light and airy feeling. Passing the framed copy of ReCode in the lobby, I ignored the picture of myself on the cover.

The interview had gone well, and the article was well-received, the market eager for our innovation. However, the photographer, an awkward grease ball of a man, had insisted on specific framing for the photos. In the end, the picture they’d used for the cover was me in a crisp white button-up shirt, nearly skin-tight, and a blue blazer and slacks. All very tasteful until the man got the right angle on my cleavage and hips. Apparently, it was their best-selling copy ever, but not for the articles.

I was greeted by the staff as I breezed through. It’s always so energizing to see your employees at work early, happy, and eager to do their jobs. We were lucky in that the culture Alice was building at the company rewarded and encouraged people to contribute while still maintaining a healthy work-life balance.

There was a financials meeting that I was running in ten minutes, before our all-hands, but I wanted to check in with the boss and see if he’d read my proposal from the day before yet. Mark’s office, as head of engineering, was a small dark room tucked in the back of the building, impossible to find if you didn’t know where it was. He loved it because he was able to lose himself in work for hours at a time without interruption, and Alice and I loved it for… other reasons.

Glancing down the hall to make sure no one could see, I flashed my badge, and with an electronic click, the door unlocked. I slipped into the room, and I found exactly what I was expected.

Alice was bent over Mark’s desk, biting her lip, face twisted in ecstasy as Mark pounded into her from behind. He grinned when he saw me, and I felt my sex ache in memory of the fucking he’d given us the night before.

“He… needed to…. Clear his… oh, fuck!... head…. Oh, good boy…. Right there….!”

Slipping my panties off, I kissed Mark fiercely and bent over beside Alice as she recovered from her orgasm. I sighed out as the familiar pleasure invaded my depths.

“Quick baby, mmmm Mommy has a meeting this morning…”

“Don’t worry,” Alice said, standing on wobbly legs and kissing Mark as he fucked me, “Aunty Alice will finish you off with her mouth. After all, what else should the President be doing, besides making sure the CTO is content and… sated.”

My first orgasm of the day built within, and I couldn’t contain the grin that spread on my face. We’d moved across the country and dedicated our lives to one another, and even though it was the craziest thing I’d ever done, this was the happiest I’d ever been in my life.

As my orgasm hit home, and I felt my stepson flood my womb with his seed, I felt complete for the first time in my life.

We would launch the company and our products to a rabid fanbase, and it would become wildly successful. There were tough times along with the good, but the three of us always came together. In California, a thruple wasn’t such a crazy thing, not that we let it bother us. Each night I slept with my best friends and the greatest lovers I’d ever known. Our children grew up happy and healthy, and my life turned out far better than I ever could have hoped.





THE END
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I
 t was the mid-nineties, I was eighteen, and my parents were dead set on me experiencing another culture. Mostly they cared about me having something on my transcripts that would help me stand out in college admissions. They had been pushing me to get into the exchange-student program for years. I'd had my heart set on going to Brazil, hanging out on the beaches, and ogling all the super sexy women. The program my school offered had an opening for Japan, though.

You have to remember that in the nineties, Japan was a very closed off country to America. I didn't know anything about it other than Samurai and Geishas. There was always some trade dispute or other giving the country a bad rap, and there weren't many Japanese in the small town I grew up in.

At my parent's insistence, I signed up to spend my senior year abroad. They gave me some history and cultural appreciation books to study and a set of tapes to help me learn the language. I wasn't heading over for a whole year and would land just a week after my eighteenth birthday. There was one other kid in my exchange student group who would be heading over a kid by the name of Avram.

He was a small and awkward boy who had coke bottle thick glasses and a face thick with acne. He was a good kid even if he did get a little annoying sometimes. The funny thing about him was he looked like he should have been the smarter of the two of us, but that was far from the truth.

I was always a good student, though lazy. I was in accelerated programs and honors classes and would get A’s if I cared about the subject, B’s if not. The hardest thing about learning Japanese was not having anyone to speak it with. Avram proved to be a very poor student of languages and got easily frustrated. Our study sessions together usually devolved into me trying to encourage him or calm him down from a panic attack.

The biggest boon to me was the international movie section at my local Blockbuster Video. They had a small section of old Japanese movies with strange titles like Rashomon and Seven Samurai. I rented them because I thought they would help me learn Japanese, but what I really got from the movies was a vast appreciation for Japanese history and culture. I knew next to nothing about the modern-day Japan, but what I learned from watching the brilliant movies of Kurosawa, at least gave me some hope that I might enjoy my year abroad.

Finally, the day arrived when I would be heading over. I would get there and have three weeks before the school year started to get to know the host family and do a little sight-seeing. I had already exchanged a few written letters over the past year with them. Their son Shinjiro Tanaka would be staying with my family for the year, and my parents were so excited, I almost felt jealous. Ok, I was more than a little jealous.

My mom had made up the guest bedroom, with its own massive bathroom and spa tub for him. My dad was planning to teach Shinjiro to drive on our 12-acre property over the three weeks, and they were going to let him use my car to go back and forth to school. In truth I hoped he had a good time staying with my folks, I knew they would be cool. They often went on weekend trips and would leave me with the whole house to myself and a pile of cash. They knew I always threw parties, and as long as no one got hurt and the mess was at least mostly cleaned up by the time they got home, they were happy. I knew that if Shinjiro wanted to have a real American experience, then my parents would make sure he had one.

The thing I was most bummed about, besides leaving my friends, was not being here for my senior year water polo and baseball seasons. We had been all-county my junior year in baseball and had a shot the next to go for state. I had been a co-captain of the water-polo team, too, and loved playing and practicing with my friends. I spent as much time as I could that last summer with them. It made it harder to go, but I knew I would love the memories.

My parents drove me to the airport, and my dad helped me with my luggage. They walked me right up to the terminal, something you could do before 9/11, and we said a tearful goodbye. I boarded and stuffed my large frame into the small coach seat and soon was soaring across the Pacific.

I pulled out the letters and read through them once again. I’d practically memorized them. They were written in both English and the Japanese kanji script, to help me learn. The penmanship was superb, and I often found myself marveling at the elegant cursive script the English parts were written in. The kanji half looked like a piece of artwork, and in something that was a little out of character for me, I kept them in a MEAD folder. Making sure they stayed pressed flat and neat.

The Tanaka family lived in Osaka, in a small two-story house. The husband was a manager or supervisor in an office downtown, and the wife was a homemaker. They had one son, Shinjiro, and two daughters. One was my age and the other a year or two younger. The stepmom Himiko, who had written the letters and done nearly all of the communicating with my parents, would meet me at the Osaka train station. I just had to make sure I didn’t screw up the complicated directions of getting from the Tokyo airport to Osaka.

I spent most of the flight reading and listening to music, and when we landed in the early morning, I was exhausted. I found Avram outside the gate, and the two of us made out way to the train station. Getting to Osaka proved to be much easier than I thought it would be. Japan proved to be a very easy place to get around in by transit, not like I was used to in the states. Avram was nearly useless with his poor Japanese, but I could get by, making small conversation, and I was able to read most of the directions and signs.

An hour after landing, we had our luggage and were on the train. I napped on the trip as it was evening, and there wasn't much to see as we zipped through Tokyo and down south. It took a transfer or two, but eventually, we arrived, the train pulling into the station on the outskirts of town in the late afternoon.

The two of us clambered off the train, dragging our luggage as Avram complained about something or other. I showed my ticket to the counter person, stepped through the turnstile, and lifted my luggage over easily.

In the lobby, there was a short petite Japanese woman, very pretty and elegantly dressed. She opened her mouth to speak, and I saw her jaw drop open, her tongue frozen as she looked at me. I thought there was something on my face, but then I saw her eyes trace the lines of my face and then look down at my shoulders, arms, and lower. Her eyes widening each second.

“You are Avram,” she whispered in English.

“No, I’m Blake,” I said in Japanese, giving her a smile.

I saw her face fall into a frown, and then there was movement behind me as Avram dragged his luggage through the turnstile, with a grunt of effort. The small pretty woman's frown turned to disappointment. But I was looking over her shoulder to the woman who had begun to stand when I spoke.

“Blake-san!” She said in a rich and beautiful voice.

The voice paled in comparison to the woman. She was tall and slim, just a few inches shorter than me, but much taller than those around her. She had long, jet-black hair with a glossy shine. Her skin was pale, and her face had long elegant features. I was struck by her beauty, and it took me long seconds to recognize that she must be Himiko.

She walked around the booth, her eyes shining and a large smile on her face. As she drew close, her smile grew crooked, with genuine pleasure when she saw she had to look up at me.

"So tall, Blake-san!" She said.

“Thank you Himiko,” I said in Japanese, I held out my hand to shake hers, then remembering myself bowed awkwardly. She pressed her lips together in a tight smile and bowed elegantly and deeply to me.

"Your Japanese is very good, Blake," she said in slow Japanese. I was grateful for the slow speed, as it was all I could do to translate it in my head. I wasn't good yet at thinking in Japanese when I spoke it.

"Thank you, Himiko," I bowed again, better this time, "I want to say thank you for your… good… instructions," I was struggling a little for words, "They got us here perfect."

I turned to motion to Avram, who was stuttering as he tried to say hello, reading from a notecard as he did. Himiko covered her mouth with one hand in a pretty gesture, and I saw her eyes smiling. Looking over, I could see why. The pretty small woman had a long-suffering look on her face as she nodded to Avram and began ushering him through the train station. She glanced at the two of us, and her eyes brightened as they met mine. She gave a small smile as she passed us.

“The placement test is next week,” the small woman said to Himiko in rapid Japanese that I just barely understood. She wore a smug smile as she walked past, “Let’s see how your pretty-boy does versus my nerd-boy, Hmph!”

The small woman’s shiny black heels clicked as she led Avram out of the train station. The strut spoiled by the small sniffling teenager stumbling next to her, asking what she had said, and if she could please repeat it, slowly, one word at a time?

“What was that?” I asked in Japanese.

“Momo Saijuro is the other exchange parent,” Himiko said with a gentle smile, “she was just talking about the placement exams the school will administer to all of the exchange-students. But come, there will be plenty of time to speak of these things later. Let’s walk home and get some warm food in you."

We exited the station, and I found myself walking along the narrow streets, gawking at everything in sight. It was all so interesting, so much different than what I was used to. The first thing I noticed was how much animation was everywhere in advertisements and on-screen playing in corner stores. For a guy who only got cartoons on Saturday mornings, or the flintstones once a week at night, this was really cool.
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A
 s we walked, I took surreptitious glances at Himiko. The woman was drop-dead gorgeous, and I saw hints of an incredible body beneath her loose dress. She glanced over once and caught me staring, and blushed a mild pink, enchanting me even further. Then I noticed her glance at my shoulders and arms while trying not to be noticed. I even caught her biting her bottom lip once when I scratched my stomach, my washboard abs peeking out.

"Eiji is at the office and won't return until late," Himiko said as we turned onto her street, "but he wanted to be here to greet you. He said tomorrow he would greet you in the morning."

“I understand," I said, "I hope Shinjiro got to my house, ok."

"Me too," she said with a small worried frown, "he is a good boy, but sometimes… Ahh, the girls are home!" She said with a smile, moving past what she had been about to say as if it didn’t exist.

She pulled open the gate to their small house, wedged in-between others just like it. There was a small patio out front and lights on in the upstairs windows. As we walked up to the front door, I saw one of the upstairs curtains flicker as if someone had been peeking out, and I smiled to myself.

Himiko lead me in, and I found the inside of the house to be beautifully decorated with nice soft furniture, all of which was immaculately clean. My mom would definitely approve of how Himiko maintained her household. She showed me where to place my shoes near the door, that was the first thing the exchange program had warned me: never wear shoes in the house.

"I’ll show you to your room, so you can drop off your luggage."

She led me down the main hall and around a tight corner to a small room. I could tell that it was Shinjiro's room as the walls were covered in posters of cartoon girls in tiny clothing and the shelves covered in comics and little robot toys. It was closer to the size of a closet in an American home than a bedroom, but I kind of liked how organized and neat it was.

I set my luggage in a corner and glanced at one particularly revealing poster of an older animated woman in a tiny bikini and her younger, overly busty friend, both pressing their tits together and kissing. I looked to Himiko, who met my eyes and blushed, ducking her head.

“Shinjiro insisted on leaving his… artwork up while he is away,” she said with a shake of her head, “but if you wish to take it down, I can find a place to store them.” She looked up at the poster and blushed again, her cheeks a faint and pretty red.

"Uhh, no, it's ok," I said, "Is there a bathroom I could use?" I'd had to pee ever since we got off the train, and I was about to explode by that point.

"Of course!" she said, backing up and leading me back down the hall. She showed me where the bathroom was said, “Please come to the kitchen when you are done, I will have food prepared for you.”

I slid the door shut behind myself and turned to see the strangest and most complicated toilet I’d ever seen in my life. There was a remote control with over a dozen buttons on it. I ignored that and just finally let myself go. Sighing in relief. I washed up when done, taking a minute to wash my face and comb back my hair.

My hair is normally a dirty blond, but from water polo and the summer, it had become a much lighter sun-bleached blond. My blue eyes looked haggard, and I realized I had been traveling for a little over than 24 hours by this point. I was exhausted. I almost just begged off eating and went to sleep, but I didn't want to be rude.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, there was a small girl standing right outside the door. I couldn't halt my momentum fast enough and accidentally bumped into her. I stepped back immediately, but not before she pressed her body into me, almost conforming to my muscles and waist before she tripped and sprawled back onto her butt.

"I'm sorry!" I said, bowing low and reaching out to help the girl up.

Now that I looked at her, I could see she was a teenager, easily of legal age, but so petite. She had beautiful dark eyes and hair cut into a short bob. Her small button nose and dimpled cheeks capped off a heart-stopping face. She was wearing a school uniform, a white button-up shirt with red ribbons hanging down from the neck, and a long brown plaid skirt. A skirt that right now was riding up her thighs, in artful disarray from her fall. I couldn’t help but steal a peek of pure white panties before she scrambled back, pulling the skirt over her knees.

I reached down to help the girl up, but she stared at me with wide eyes, face pale, and crawled away from me a step or two as if she was afraid. I felt really bad, hoping I hadn't hurt the small teen by accident.

"Are you ok?" I asked, concerned. The girl nodded quickly, eyes wide and leaping to her feet, dashed back down the hall. I heard quick feet running up the stairs and wondered what I had done to freak her out so much.

Himiko peeked her head out of the kitchen, with a questioning frown. Then she glanced up when she heard a door slide shut upstairs, and she smiled.

“You met Yui, I see. Please forgive the girl she can be very shy, but she’s kind and gentle you will see," she waved me into the kitchen, "Come Yui has been preparing the meal all day for you, and it's warm now."

I entered the kitchen and found a bowl of noodles and soup, filled with vegetables and an egg. Of course, I'd eaten ramen before but always the freeze-dried packets. This smelled similar but was so beautifully prepared I almost didn’t want to eat it.

“It looks amazing,” I said with a smile.

Himiko set out another bowl and called up the stairs. I heard another set of steps come down and a tall girl with beautiful delicate features, wide hips, and a large bust stepped in. She froze when she saw me, and her eyes narrowed when I smiled at her.

“Hmph!” She grabbed the bowl of noodles and broth her stepmom had prepared and then whirled and stalked out and back up to her room.

“That girl,” Himiko muttered under her breath, “Please forgive Hina,” she said with a low bow to me, “She is a good girl, very smart, but she can be… trying sometimes. She took the death of her mother the worst, Pardon me.”

She stood and slipped out and upstairs. I ate the food while a heated conversation went on upstairs to low and quick for me to make out. The broth was delicious and clear. The delicate flavors married perfectly with the vegetables, egg, and noodles. I ate it all down fast, slurping down the last of the broth.

After cleaning up as best I could, I went to my room and lay on the bed. Feeling homesick and lost in this strange country. I passed out on the sheets, still in my clothes, too tired to pull anything off.

I woke with a start. Someone had covered me with a thick blanket, and I yawned, climbing out of bed and pulling off my pants and shirt. I was about to get into bed and figured I'd better use the bathroom first. I went down the hall, not thinking anything about walking around in my boxer shorts. I was used to being the only child and having my own bathroom.

Blinking in sleep, I slid the bathroom door open and then froze, stunned to find Hina on the toilet, her legs spread wide and a hand furiously rubbing herself, the other massaging a handful of small breasts beneath her small shirt.

When I opened the door, the girl froze and slammed her legs together, face beet red. I stood for a moment, mouth working like a fish out of water. I looked up from her slim sexy legs and the dark 'V' of hair between and met her wide eyes for one second. Then hers flickered down, widening even further as she stared at my muscled torso and down to my dick pressing against my boxers. Her cheeks were blushing a bright red, and I realized I had been standing there for several long seconds.

“I’m so sorry!” I said, then stepped back quickly and shut the door running back to my room and cursing myself for a fool.

I climbed into bed but couldn't get the image of her sexy slender body out of my head. Her pale smooth-skinned body had been so sexy, the little of it I saw. Not to mention the sight of her masturbating. The image of her hand under her shirt, hard little nipples pressing against the soft fabric, had my cock hard as a rock, and I couldn't help but stroke it. I passed out after with visions of sexy little Japanese girls and their hot moms, dancing through my head.

I woke the next morning early and climbed out of bed, brushing my teeth. When I went out to the kitchen, I found Eiji the dad. He was dressed for work already but still smelled like a bar or a brothel, from the night before. His face was haggard and puffy, his body heavy and soft. His clothes were expensive, though.

"Greetings, Blake," he said with a grim-looking expression, "I hope you enjoy your stay in Japan."

“Thank you, sir,” I said with a deep bow, “You are most kind to give me the opportunity and take me into your lovely home.” I saw his expression soften somewhat, and he nodded, motioning for me to sit with him at the table. As I did, Himiko slipped in from the living room and poured us each a cup of tea.

"You play sports?" He asked, glancing at my muscled arms as I took the tea from his wife.

“Yes sir," I said, "I was on the varsity baseball and water-polo teams in my school. I grew up playing a lot of soccer, as well." He brightened still further at that.

"Your Japanese is very good," he said, nodding firmly, "Shinjuku High School has a baseball team, my old friend is the coach. If you are interested, I could put in a word and get you into the tryouts.”

“Sir, I would very much appreciate that!” I said with a big smile, “I worried there wouldn’t be a team, or that they wouldn’t let me join, not being a local.”

"No, no," he said with a big grin, sitting back and crossing his arms over his belly, "no rules like that, but it's rare for an exchange-student to be an athlete. They are usually more academic, but this is good! You know I used to play on the Shinjuku High team, it was many years ago, but we won the district tournament!"

“Did Shinjiro play on the team?” I asked and regretted it instantly as I saw the man’s bright mood darken.

"No, Shin is not a boy who plays sports," he waved it away, and I could tell it was a sour subject, “Himiko!”

The tall, pretty woman came in quickly as if she had been waiting just outside the door. I saw her look attentively at her husband, and he glanced at her, dismissively, "When is the placement exam?"

“Next Friday,” she said, looking down at the floor. Eiji stood, struggling his bulk to his feet, and I saw that he was several inches shorter than her.

“You will make sure the boy is prepared for the test as much as possible,” he glanced back at me, “and make sure he makes it to the teams’ tryouts.”

"Of course," she bowed slightly.

The short man glanced at her, and I saw a look of shame and guilt race across his features, replaced with anger. At himself or her, I didn't know, but there were currents going on between the couple that I couldn't read. I looked away, embarrassed to have witnessed the interaction. Without another word, the man left, slamming the door behind himself.
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H
 imiko rose with a small pained smile on her face and went over to the counter and got out two bowls.

"Are you hungry, Blake?" She asked me in her cultured voice.

“I am yea,” I said, realizing I was ravenous.

She brought over two bowls of a rice porridge that was very similar to oatmeal, at least in texture. I ate two big bowls of the stuff and then went and got ready for the day. We had a meeting that morning with the exchange program, and Himiko said we could walk there in about twenty minutes. I was looking forward to seeing more of the city.

It was a beautiful day, and as I stepped out of their house with Himiko by my side, I felt great. We started out, and I immediately felt awkward and the center of attention. Everywhere we went, every face turned and stared at the tall blond white guy walking around. Himiko laughed quietly to herself when we turned down the first street, and a neighbor woman dropped her laundry off her balcony. The woman's jaw was hanging open.

“Are white people really that rare in Osaka?” I asked Himiko at the end of the first street.

"It's not that," she said, glancing over at me with a small smile, "well, it's partly that. There are a lot of white people in this part of Japan, but they are all businessmen, staying in a hotel downtown." She looked me up and down, her eyes stopping on mine and holding them for a long moment before she blushed slightly and hurried forward.

"What is it?" I asked, hurrying after her.

“The women of japan are not used to tall, muscular young men with… with those eyes… and that hair,” she gave herself a shake and crossed her arms over her chest.

She didn't say anything else for the rest of the walk, and neither did I. I felt better about the staring eyes, though, and I did notice that most of the odd reactions came from women. We arrived at the small community center next to the High School and took name tags and filed into the meeting room. Just as we stepped into the room, Momo was sliding up alongside us, dragging a wild-eyed Avram along with her.

"Hello Blake-san," Momo said to me with a wide, almost predatory smile, "How are you liking Japan? I know Tanaka's house is quite small and you are so very… mmm big," one of her petite hands reached out and grabbed my bicep feeling the muscle. I saw her eyes widen as I flexed involuntarily and she licked her bottom lip and sucked it in, like she saw a tasty dessert she wanted, "Tell me… are you comfortable there? I can request a transfer."

“No, the room is comfortable,” I said with a smile. I could feel Himiko bristling at my side, but she had a calm expression on her beautiful face, “The food and hospitality have been great as well.”

“You see?” The small elegant woman suddenly turned on Avram. Speaking in English, frustration tinging her voice, “White people can eat Japanese food.”

"It's my bowels," Avram said to me with a shrug, "I have been on the toilet practically since dinner last night." He was using English, and I winced slightly at that. This was going to be a tough year for him if he couldn't get the language down.

"Tell me, Blake," Momo said to me in Japanese, slipping in between Himiko and me with consummate skill, proving the social shark she was, "are you an athlete or a scholar?"

“I plan to try out for the baseball team,” I said, “Mr. Tanaka is going to get me into the tryouts.”

“Ahh,” she said with a smug smile taking my arm and leading me over to a chair, "that makes sense. The man was a meathead in school. He will be proud."

She sat down and patted the seat next to her, but I was already stepping back. Himiko walked slightly behind us with her head bowed, but I placed a hand on her lower back and moved her ahead of me and into the seat Momo was patting.


“Please save me from this woman,”
 I whispered in Himiko's ear so only she could hear. I could feel the fine muscles of her back flexing and move beneath my big hand, and her face was rosy-cheeked, but she took the seat. Once I'd sat down on her other side, she pulled out the brochure and began going over it with me. I could see a sour expression on Momo's pretty face, and a fragility as of a woman reminded that she had few friends. I felt sorry for her but knew that she would end up being trouble.

The director came out and addressed the group. There were two dozen students who would be going to different schools in the area — kids from all over the world. We had a chance to mingle with the kids and parents after the speech from the director. I didn't find anyone I connected with, but a few of the kids seemed cool, and a couple of the girls were quite hot. I was avoiding Momo when a couple of the other moms, cornered me — asking me a dozen rapid-fire questions. They just kept crowding in closer and closer, a couple reaching out and squeezing my arms. It might have been different if any of them were attractive, but as it was, I just wanted to get out of there.

“Blake!” Himiko called to me, pulling me out of the crowd, “I got the schedule from the director, we can get out of here.”

“Great,” is said with a look of gratitude. She giggled as we slipped out of the place. I could see Momo scanning the crowd, hunting for us, just as we left.

“The placement exam is next Friday at 10 am,” Himiko said when we were back on the street heading home, “It would be good for you to study tonight. I will make you a good meal and make sure the girls don’t disturb you.”

"Ok," I said, not at all looking forward to studying, "Thank you."

She glanced at me and then back ahead, I could see her eyebrows pull together as she thought, but I didn't press her. I took in the sights as we walked, and when we stopped at a corner market so she could buy some items, I stayed outside and played the coin-operated Galaga game. I was just starting to get into the zone when two girls stopped and stood right next to the machine. They didn’t look at me, but they definitely wanted me to notice them.

Finally, Himiko came out of the store and gave the girls a disapproving frown. The two scurried off, giggling and whispering to one another and glancing back at me.

“You be careful of girls like that Blake,” Himiko said when we were a block away.

“They seemed pretty innocent to me.”

“In Japan no girl is innocent," Himiko said, and when I raised an eyebrow at her, she blushed deep, "Almost no girl. You see, even for the innocent ones, they know the rumors, and so they all want to find out."

“Rumors?” I asked.

“Don’t make me repeat it,” she said with a small, shy smile, "You know the old rumor about Japanese men," she held up her hand and wiggled the tip of her little pinky.

“Oh,” I said, and this time it was my turn to blush.

"It's not true, of course," she said quickly, "but all the kids talk about it and when they’re that age… You just be careful; AIDS is here in Japan too.”

This was the height of the AIDS epidemic, and I took her warning seriously. I hadn't thought about having a love life here in Japan. At least not until today as we walked around, and I saw how many women were beautiful.

We got back to their home, and Himiko started preparing dinner. Yui came down right away, silent and watchful with her big round eyes. She was a whirlwind in the kitchen, cooking the most amazing and delicious food in record time. All the while, Himiko helped out. The stepmom was in her loose conservative dress, but she had an apron on, tied tight and pressed flat to her body. I struggled not to stare at her large breasts atop her willowy frame.

I hung out in the kitchen, perusing the study guide, and mapping out what I needed to study. Looking it over, I was starting to get pretty stressed. I had assumed Japan would be easier than American schools, once I knew the language. The test was proving that my assumption was wrong. Himiko came over and looked it over with me. She said this stuff was way over her head, and that if I needed a tutor, she could find one for me.

We sat down to dinner, and Himiko and I talked about our pasts. She was a fascinating woman, so elegant and graceful in her movement and expressions. She had been a model in her youth under the assumed name of JULIA, she said. Beautiful but coming from a very poor background. She tried to play it down, but I got the impression she had a good career from it. The life of a model in japan was not like America. She was micromanaged to within an inch of her life here, never had a boyfriend, or went out.

Finally, her parents insisted she marry, worrying about her financial security, and that was just a month or two after Eiji's wife had died. The marriage had been shotgun quick. One day she lived in her parent's shack, and the next, she was a mom to three kids who had just lost their mother. Her story died out after that, and I saw Yui, looking at Himiko with a much softer gaze as if she was just hearing about the woman's life.

I told them of mine, the struggles I'd had growing up, not nearly as hard as hers, but tough none the less. I mostly talked about my hopes and dreams for the future. I had a secret passion that I'd spent a lot of time working on over the past couple of years. It had started when I made a mixtape for a girl, and then the tape got unspooled and ruined by my cat before I could give it to her. So, I had been playing around on my computer, trying to figure out how to copy music digitally. I had an idea for a company that sold, not CD's or tapes of music, but over the internet, digitally.

We finished the meal of fried noodles and fish, and I helped the women clean up. They wouldn't let me help them wash. Yui scowled at me like I was a fool for asking. I thanked them again and went back to my room, pulling out my textbooks and began brushing up on my Biology.
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I
 couldn’t seem to concentrate though, the image of Himiko in her flattering apron and surprisingly sexy body, was running through my head. I set the books aside and lay down on my bed, pulling my dick out I closed my eyes and envisioned bending the sexy MILF over in the kitchen and taking her there.

I was just getting into it when I heard a shocked gasp from the doorway. My eyes flew open, and I covered myself in shame and saw Himiko standing there one hand covering her mouth and the other holding a small tray of cookies. I pulled the thin sheet over myself and ducked my head in shame.

“Oh my…” she said softly, eyes wide.

I expected her to move out and shut the door quickly, and I glanced up, filled with a strange energy and fear when she glanced down the hall and slipped into the room. She slid the door shut behind herself gently and set the plate of cookies down on the small desk. I was frozen like a deer caught in headlights as she moved to the side of my bed and sat down on the edge.

"You should be studying," She said with concern in her eyes, and I cringed, even more, nodding. Why was she torturing me so?

"But you are distracted… I've read this happens to boys and that it's a mother's duty to keep a growing boy focused." Her eyes flickered down, a little unsure and nervous, but I saw her face firm in resolve, and she glanced back into my eyes without any hesitation in her face.

“Let me help you,” she said, and I saw her pupils dilate as she slid a hand over the sheet and across my thighs, “This will calm you down and help you focus, I promise.”

“What are you doing?” I asked in a fierce whisper as she let her gentle fingers slide over the blanket covering my now soft cock.

“I have to make sure you are prepared to study,” she said with a strange gleam in her eyes, "Relax, this is my duty, Blake… oh my…" My cock had begun to get hard once again, thickening under the fingers as they slid along its length over the blanket.

I didn’t know what to do. This was so far outside of my understanding of how you hook up with a girl or woman that I just lay there. I'd had several girlfriends over the years and wasn't a virgin, but something about the gorgeous and elegant woman before me in her conservative dress had me feeling like I was a virgin again, getting my firsthand job.

“Oh my…” she breathed as she began to draw the thin blanket out of my loosely clutching hands and down my legs. Her eyes widened and then looked at me, a slow smile of delight suffusing her face. "It looks like the rumors are true, Blake, you are… most impressive… Mhmmm”

She moaned ever so softly, her eyes drinking in my big dick as her cool fingers ran down its length and encircled its shaft. She began by stroking it in a firm grip, watching my reactions closely. Her fingers relaxed, as I sighed in pleasure, and she smiled deep.

"Himiko…" I said, looking at her with wide, shocked eyes unable to finish my thought, not wanting to stop this wonderful surprise.

She didn’t say anything, her eyes staring at my dick in her hand as she slowly stroked it. I was already so worked up jacking off before that I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long. I held off for as long as I could.

“So long…” Himiko breathed and licked her bottom lips, glancing at me with an expression of someone with their hand in the cookie jar, "So thick… you are so beautiful, Blake." Her other hand slid up my stomach across the muscles, and I felt my cock beginning to jerk.

“Himiko,” I warned, and her eyes flared wider, her smile growing more lascivious as she watched my cum gush out of my cock and coat her hand and landing on my stomach.

“So much…” she breathed.

I felt the pleasure recede as I came down from the heights of pleasure, but my cock stayed hard as a rock — the wildness of our situation, keeping me super excited. Himiko reached to the side and pulled over a t-shirt and wiped her hands and my cock clean. It throbbed as she handled it, and she looked back at me, shock and wonder on her face.

“Still so hard?” She asked me, her voice a little awed.

“Sorry,” I said with a chagrined shrug, “This is just so exciting, and you are so beautiful… I was thinking about you earlier when I… you know… and then you came in…”

"You were thinking of me?" She asked in surprise one hand, going to her breasts and pressing the dress down against her body, "Certainly I'm too old," she said, glancing away, "not young and nubile like Hina or Yui."

“You’re gorgeous,” I said earnestly, my eyes tracing the lines of her face.

She looked back at me, her cheeks blushing slightly. I marveled at the fact this was the first time I'd seen her truly blush since she sat down. Japanese women sure are strange, I thought.

"You are so kind to say so," she said, and I saw my words had an effect on her, "It is still so hard… do you want more… relief?" Her words were shy, but the fire in her eyes was anything but, and she didn't wait for my response.

She shifted on the bed and reached out with two hands, wrapping them both one atop the other around my dick.

"Ahh… mhmm god, that feels so good," I said. She glanced at me and then back down, and before I could react, she had leaned over, and her delicate tongue slipped out of her mouth and licked the head.

"Oh, fuck!" I said at the hot wet sensation.

Her smile was wide and hungry as she kissed my cock and then wrapped her lips around the head. She was very inexperienced in giving blowjobs, I could tell right from the start, but she was enthusiastic and keyed into my reactions. In no time, I felt my balls tighten up, and I firmed my will to hold the orgasm off.

She had both hands stroking me, my thickness keeping her fingers from meeting her thumbs, and length so great she could jack me with both hands. Her lips formed a tight circle sliding over my cockhead, again and again, her tongue teasing the slit of my cock. I glanced down and saw big soft tits swaying inside her dress. Big firm nipples pressed the fabric, and the sight sent me over the edge.

"I'm going to…" I warned again and heard a grunt of pleasure from the older beautiful woman's throat. Her eyes were closed tight, and as the first hard blast of cum shot into her throat, she jerked slightly and then began swallowing it down as fast as she could. Her throat working and lips sucking the last of my cum out.

I collapsed back onto the bed, panting and still tingling from the powerful orgasm and looked down to see Himiko sit up, one hand wiping her lips and kissing the remaining cum from her fingers. She looked down at me with a fire smoldering deep in her eyes, and a gentle expression on her face.

"I have never done that before," she said, then looked at my eyes and smiled.

"That was incredible," I said, beginning to come back to myself.

“I hope this helps your studying,” she said with a smile as she stood up and walked over to the door. She glanced back and looked me up and down and bit her lips, giving me one final grin before she slipped out.

I sat up and pulled my shorts on. My mind was still whirling with what had just happened. It was far beyond my fantasies, but it had been the single most erotic experience of my life. Feeling clearheaded and motivated, I pulled my books back over and buried myself in studying. I finally passed out around midnight, feeling like I’d learned and retained more than I ever had in my life.

I woke the next morning refreshed and excited for the day. I went out to the kitchen to find Himiko and Hina eating breakfast. Himiko got upright when I entered and got a bowl of porridge and a cup of tea. I sat and smiled at Hina, but she just glared and me and sniffed. Dropping her spoon in the bowl, she stood and whipped her hair around as she stalked from the room.

I glanced at Himiko with a questioning frown, and she just shook her head gently.

“Hina has been… difficult since she learned her brother would be gone for a year," she sat sipping her tea, "They were close. Shinjiro is a good boy, but he and his father don't get along. He isn't interested in women that way," she said with a significant glance, "and Hina was the only one he could confide in.”

“I see,” I said with an understanding nod, “My uncle Richard is gay. He is over at our place all the time. I think Shinjiro will find some friends over in the states. If you want, I can call my uncle and see if he’ll take Shinjiro to a club or something."

“A club?” She asked.

"Never mind," I said, waving it off. I sipped my tea and felt the tension in the room grow, looking up at Himiko. I caught her staring at me with intense eyes. She glanced down immediately and then looked up, her cheeks blushing slightly.

“How did your studying go last night?” She asked.

"Really good actually," I said, unable to meet her eyes, "Thank you… again."

“Your baseball tryout is this afternoon at the school field,” she said then she glanced down and chose her words carefully, “If you plan to study this morning, then I could help you… focus… again.”












Chapter 5











M
 y heart started to race immediately. I looked at Himiko and saw she was nervous and shy. Her hands clenched together under the table. She was also breathing heavy, her nipples just barely pressing against the loose dress. The more I read into her; I saw she wanted me to take charge and guide her a bit. She had been surprisingly inexperienced the night before in how she handled my dick, and I found it fascinating, coming from a married woman. Then again, her husband was never home, and when he was, he smelled like he had just come from a brothel or strip club.

“Yes,” I said with a wide grin, “I would love some help… focusing.”

Himiko said nothing; she just stood slowly and made her way to the door. I stood and followed her down the hall to the bathroom, my knees trembling in nervous excitement. She pulled the door open and stood beside it, her head bowed. I stepped into the bathroom, and she followed after a quick glance around. She slid the door shut, and I stepped up to her, need overriding my thoughts. My hands slipped around her small waist and tried to draw her in for a kiss, but she held me back with a hand on my chest.

“Please,” she said, her voice strained as she turned her head down and away, “this is just to help you study.”

I stepped back, thinking she couldn’t be completely serious about that. I could tell she wanted me. She was trembling with need. I chose to respect her wishes, though, and knew that we would probably get caught by one of her stepdaughters if she had let me continue.

She pressed me back until my butt hit the sink. In spite of her words, her eyes were burning with desire, and her hands both slid down my chest and stomach, and I heard a low purr of pleasure come from her throat. She looked up at me, her gaze searching and smiled.

“You are so tall and strong Blake,” she said softly, “your eyes are the color of a morning sky…” she smiled in delight as she sank to her knees, her fingers hooking into the waistband of my flannel pants and dragging them down. Her eyes widened even further as my cock sprang free, swinging before her face hard as steel.

“I never dreamed one could be this big… this manly,” she breathed softly, her hot breath on my cock sending shivers of pleasure down my spine.

I looked into her eyes as she cradled my cock in her hands and watched as she leaned forward, kissing my thigh, then the side of my cock as she pressed it to her face, letting the length of it drag down her cheek. I held onto the sink behind me with one hand, my knees weak, and let my other reach out and stroke her hair. It was so thick and silky; I’d never felt anything like it. And she moaned softly as she sucked my cock into her mouth.

She worshipped my cock on her knees, kissing and sucking it with eyes closed and face full of wanton delight. The wet sounds of her sucking mouth filled the bathroom along with my low moans of pleasure. Soon I felt my balls tightening as my orgasm drew near.

A sudden knock on the bathroom door startled us both, and Himiko pulled her mouth off my cock, eyes wide. Her free hand clutched her dress in fear, and I could just see a hint of pale flesh as her knees shown through. For some reason, that made my cock throb harder, and she felt it, her eyes widening even more, this time in excitement and wonder.

“I’m in here," I said in an apologetic tone that I hoped didn't sound too strained.

“Oniisan, can I come in please,” came the soft and delicate voice of Yui, “I can help wash your back…”

"What?!" I asked in a strained voice, I looked down at Himiko, and she had a speculative look on her face and when our eyes met, she smiled a mischievous grin and leaned forward letting my cock slip silently into her mouth. She held my gaze as she sucked harder.

"I'm sorry," I said, my voice definitely strained and quacking with both pleasure and nerves, “this isn’t a good time… Ohh… maybe…. ahh…. ahh tomorrow.”

"Are you ok, Oniisan?" Yui asked concerned, as her stepmom let her tongue play at the most sensitive parts around the head of my dick, "I will make you some green tea, it's good for… stomach troubles.”

“Yes!” I said, when would this girl take off! “Thank you!”

Himiko was doing something with her tongue and throat that was sending me over the edge. I could just see the small silhouette of Yui in the door, she hesitated for one moment then moved back down the hall, her light steps receding. Then with a low moan, I unleashed a flood of cum into Himiko's mouth. I stared straight into the woman's smiling eyes as I came, feeling like she was sucking out my soul.

Sucking the last bit of pearly goo off the tip of my cock, she kissed it lightly and stood smoothly. She leaned forward, her hand on my broad shoulders, and whispered in my hear — her breath tickling the delicate flesh.

"She wants you," she leaned into me, smiling wickedly, her slim body sliding against me, and I could feel her large soft breasts press into my chest. I throbbed in her hand, and she smiled wickedly, then she seemed to come to herself and pull back. Her face more under control. She nodded to me, blushing and quickly slipped out of the bathroom.

I shook myself, more than a little amazed and unsure of just how far this wild ride was going to go. I slipped into my small bedroom and put them out of my mind. I pulled out the math books and started to review them. To my surprise, I didn't get distracted and worried about Yui and Himiko. I think because I had just had a mind-blowing orgasm in a heightened situation, that it had blown through any fantasies I might have had. I was able to get many solid hours of study before I got pulled out of it by Himiko's quiet knock, letting me know it was time to head to baseball practice.












Chapter 6











H
 imiko took her time walking me to the High School, chatting about her day. When we arrived I found the field in a small area, ticked right up against the basketball courts. Everything in this country was little, I thought. Except for their kinkiness, that is. I met the coach, and he had a glove for me to use and sent me to join the rest of the kids trying out.

Here for the first time, I felt comfortable. Baseball was something I knew, something I knew how to fit in. The other kids were standoffish at first, but I didn't pry and was the first to volunteer to rake the field and worked hard when we went through sprints. Soon they relaxed around me, and we got down to it. Throwing, pitching, and hitting in that order, then a bit of fielding and pop up work.

I had no doubt I would make the team. There were a couple of really good ballplayers on the team, and I was excited to see that the Japanese took baseball so seriously. I was one of the best pitchers in the tryouts and probably tied for best hitter with a big brutish kid, with an angry scowl on his face nearly all the time. I learned that it was just how his face looked, and he was a nice guy. Kind of a teddy bear, really.

The tryouts ended an hour early, and the coach let us take off. I decided to walk back to the Tanaka house by myself. I knew the way, and there was no sense in waiting an hour for Himiko to walk there. I decided to run home and enjoyed the surprised looks as I slipped through the crowded streets.

I got home and ran back to the kitchen, ravenous from the workout. I turned the corner and froze in my tracks. Himiko was splayed out on the ground, naked except for an apron twisted around her body. One hand pulling away from where it had been ministering to her pussy, a look of utter shame stealing over her face. I could see she had stripped off her clothes right there in the kitchen, opened a drawer, and dropped to the ground right there.

She climbed to her feet, covering herself with one arm as best she could. My eyes glued to her big breasts, so beautifully formed and capped in soft puffy pink areolas. Between her legs was a small light thatch of black hair, the legs themselves were slender and so sexy I felt my dick harden immediately. Her whole body was like that of a long-haired goddess.

I found myself moving forward with purpose. Lust overwrote my brain, and I took her in my arms. She tried to turn away from me her face red with shame, but she barely struggled, and when I pulled her lips to mine, my hands sliding down her back to cup her perfect firm butt cheeks she moaned into my mouth. One of her arms snaked around my neck, pulling me close as she hooked a leg around me.

Her hand whipped off my belt and had my dick out in a second, its fat head pressing into her soaking wet folds. I gripped her slim hips in strong hands and lifted her, sliding up and into her incredibly tight hole. I'd never felt anything so beautiful.

"Oh, Blake!" She cried into my neck, "Soo, good… fuck me… please… oh god!"

I soon became consumed with lust and desire for this gorgeous woman, but she was so tight, I had to take several slow thrusts to get the whole of my cock into her. She shuddered and shook, moaning incoherently into my neck and lips, her hands trembling with desperate desire. Then we were fucking with slow, steady thrusts, and I felt her pussy walls quivering around my cock. Her nails dug into my shoulders, and she bit down on my lip, nearly drawing blood. It was too much for me, and I felt my cock shoot off deep within her.

We both clutched at one another, panting and sweaty. We stood up, and I drew Himiko in a tight embrace, our arms holding one another. She stepped back and picked up her clothes, putting them on slowly. She looked totally calm, but I certainly wasn't.

“Himiko," I said, tucking myself away, awkward and worried I had ruined everything, "I'm sorry… I just saw you and couldn't contain myself."

"No, Blake," she said, turning to me with a small smile, "It was no one's fault." She gave a great sigh of pleasure and raked fingers through her hair. Looking more gorgeous than ever as her smile grew, "I needed that more than you could know. Seven years I have been married to that man, and only once did I take him to my bed."

“Really?” I asked.

“Pfth,” she said with a dismissive wave, “It is what it is, I keep the house and take care of his kids.”

“Oh,” I said a little awkwardly.

She came over smiling and rested one hand on my chest and stood on tiptoes kissing me lightly on the lips. The light kiss grew hungrier, and then she pulled back. Sighing in pleasure as she moved off into the house.

I felt like a million dollars as I went to get myself a snack. As I passed the kitchen window, I saw movement and glanced out and to my horror, saw Hina standing in the shadows outside the kitchen, staring in at me. Her face had a strange expression, and I couldn't quite place it before she spun away and went running up the narrow alley and out the back of the house. I swore to myself. Wondering how much she had seen and heard. It felt like someone had dropped a rock into my guts as I thought what would happen when she told her dad or one of the teachers. I'd never even spoken to the girl, but she seemed to hate me.

I went to my room and pulled out my books. I was unable to focus because of my worry about what Hina might do or say. An hour later, Himiko called that dinner was ready. I walked to the kitchen, dreading what I would find. I stepped in and saw Yui, her face downcast and shy, and Hina. I cringed as I met the older sisters’ eyes and froze in shock when she smiled at me with a broad warm grin.

“Yui made stir-fry noodles tonight,” Hina said to me as I slowly made my way to sit at the table, “It’s one of our favorite dishes,” she looked at Himiko with a genuine smile and the stepmom blinked and smiled back, startled and surprised by the good mood in the girl.

“Thank Yui,” I said to the small younger sister, “it looks delicious.”

She didn’t say anything, just ducking her head even lower and nodding slightly. I left her alone and struck up a conversation with Hina. I was wary of the new attitude, worried she might be lulling me into something. But she seemed genuinely in a good mood. I thought that was super weird until I felt something soft slide up my pants leg and across my thigh. I jumped slightly, and Himiko asked if I was ok.

"Fine," I said, "I just swallowed something down the wrong pipe." They laughed at me and went back to their conversation. A few seconds later, I felt the foot sliding up my leg once again. I glanced down and saw Hina’s barefoot slipping between my thighs, her toes tracing my cock. I felt it get hard against my will, and the pretty girl turned a smile on me.

"You like it?" She asked, a gleam in her eyes.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

"The noodles silly," she held up her chopsticks, and I nodded.

"They are delicious," Her toe gripped my cock hard, and my next words came out in a bit of a squeak, "Really tasty!"

Yui glanced over at me with a curious frown and caught her sisters' movements in my crotch. Her eyes widened, and Hina sat up straight, her cheeks blushing and going back to her food. The younger girl glanced from her sister to me and then back down to her food, face sad, shoulders slumping.

The rest of the meal passed with a little bit of chit chat, and then we all cleaned up. The women still not letting me help them with the dishes, but finding it amusing that I kept trying to help. I'd always done the dishes growing up and wanted to help out. I also wanted to stay near the adorable Yui and her sexy stepmom. Plus, Hina was strangely flirty.

I went back to my room, though, and cracked out the books. It was a couple hours later when Himiko slipped into my room. I looked up with a grin and stood, pulling her into a kiss.

“Hina may have seen us earlier," I said in a whisper to her.

"In the kitchen?" She asked leaning back and looking at me, but I didn't see worry in her eyes, only amusement, I nodded, and she smiled, "Tell me, Blake, do you think my daughters are pretty?"

“Of course, I do,” I said my eyebrows pinching together in a questioning frown, “You aren’t worried about it?”

"Who will she tell? Her father? Hmph I doubt the man would care, and she knows that better than anyone." She smiled as she looked up at me and twirled a finger in the string of my flannel pants, "Something is happening here, Blake, something I never expected. We could never have dreamed that… you… would come and live here. You've cast a spell on me… those girls too, I think."

"Really?" I asked in a squeak, sleeping with my exchange-mom was crazy, but her daughters wanting me too? They were both legal, so I guess it wasn't breaking any laws, but it wasn't close to anything I'd ever dreamed.

“Lay down,” she said with a lusty smile and needy eyes, “I have been dreaming of drinking you down all night.

Then she pressed me down on the bed, taking her time in slowly undressing me. It was strange to have a woman devote her undivided attention to pleasuring me and exploring my body, with tracing fingers and kisses. She took long minutes to kiss and explore my cock, I lay back arms behind my head and enjoyed the sight of her beautiful face, so elegant, twisted in desire and lust as she licked and sucked me down. She was forever marveling at its length and size.

I reached down with one hand and pulled her dress up, she shifted her legs, letting the dress ride up her slender thighs. I was delighted to find she wasn’t wearing any panties and slipped a finger along her wet lips. Even as she brought a second hand alongside her first, her thin, strong fingers milking my cock as she bobbed along with the motion, I dipped my finger into her wetness.

The low sounds of her wet sex and sucking mouth filled the room, soon to the smell of her desire. I wanted to fuck her so bad, but she shook her head when I tried to pull her over. She knew we wouldn't be able to stay silent, and I contented myself for the amazing blowjob. She had gotten so much better at pleasuring me in the last couple of days. We came together, timing our orgasms perfectly.

When she went to slip out of the room, I stood and pulled her into a fierce hug and passionate kiss. I wanted to scream to the heavens how much this woman had pleased me, how incredible and sexy I thought she was, but I contented myself for feeling her collapse against me, her arms clutching me just as tight.
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I
 was able to tear through the study guides and the practice test I had. I saw where I needed to do more studying and pulled out the books, staying up late into the night. Finally, I put the books away and brushed my teeth, and cleaned up. Then I turned out the light and crawled under my covers. I was asleep in seconds.

I had the strangest dream that I was in a sea of pleasure, hands caressing my body, stripping me naked — small and delicate lips and tongue teasing and touching my cock and balls. Then an oh so tight sensation.

I woke, swimming out of the dream and into a reality so close to it I didn’t know what was real for several seconds. There was a small naked body on me, hand on the mattress near my head and hair hanging in my face as she struggled to slide my cock into her tight slit. I moved, startled, and she reacted immediately.

"What…" I said groggily, and a small hand covered my mouth for a second before two little hands went to the side of my face and soft lips pressing to mine. I thought for a second it was Himiko and my hands came up to slide along her hips and froze. This was definitely not Himiko, she was much too small and slender. As my hands rose higher, I felt small firm breasts under my hands.

Her kisses never ceased, nor did her attempts to shove my cock into her virgin hole. The room was pitch black, and I couldn't see who it was, but I guessed it was Hina. I growled into the girl's mouth and gripped her around the waist in firm hands, and she melted into me as if she had become putty. I rolled her over and kissed my way down her neck and chest. She arched her back up to my lips as I sucked in first one nipple then the other, teasing the firm little nubs as my hand strayed down between her slender legs. I felt her fold gush onto my fingers as they brushed across her lips. She moaned out, and this time it was my turn to cover her mouth with my hand. I felt her lips kissing my palm as she gripped my hand to her lips.

Her other hand slipped into my hair and pushed my head down. I moved and soon was lapping at her tender little slit. Her pussy was wet with her delicate juices. I slipped a finger into her as my tongue slid from her tight opening and up around her clit. She shuddered beneath me as I licked and sucked on her gently, letting my tongue tease her up to the edge of release. My fingers worked her opening, and just as she was nearing nirvana, I backed off, the girl grunting in frustration. Then I was climbing up her body, and she sighed in pleasure, hands pulling on my strong arms, and reaching down to take my dick in a firm grip.

She pressed the thick tip to her opening, and I thrust forward slowly, feeling her virginity breaking as she clutched at me with a hard grip. It was all I could do not to drive forward into her, but I could sense her tenseness. Slowly, ever so slowly, she relaxed beneath me, and I could feel her little hips rocking under me, rubbing her little clit on my pelvis.

Slow and firm, I pulled out and drove back in. I'd never felt anything as incredible as that small pussy gripping and milking my cock.

She lay beneath me hands sliding over my back and ass, pulling me into herself deeper and deeper, all the while whimpering in pleasure beneath me.

I felt my cock throbbing, but held off, imagining baseball games and thinking of the tryout from earlier. Was that just earlier today? After several minutes, the small girl relaxing more and more beneath me, I felt her body tense, and I kept my thrusts steady. My cock began to spew forth, even as she started to cum. Her pussy walls clutching and gripping me.

“YEEAAAmmmppphhh.” She began to scream out in pleasure but then buried her mouth in my neck, sucking hard the flesh, marking me.

I had been so far gone. I hadn't even been thinking, I just came deep inside her womb and felt a moment of panic, then she kissed on my neck made me forget it. We lay in the darkness for long minutes, fingers touching and teasing, lips tasting each other's bodies. She slithered down under the blanket and sucked me hard again. I pulled her beneath me, laying her on her stomach as I fucking down and into her tiny body. She came so quickly this time, her soreness somewhat gone, and her desire keyed up. I pulled out this time and came across her tiny ass. She gave a cute giggle as my cum shot forth coating her firm cheeks, but that was the only sound she made since her first orgasm.

I passed out, spooning her, feeling drained and content and loving the feel of her wiggling back into me, snuggling in close and smelling the sweet floral scent of her hair.

I woke late the next morning, it being Sunday, in an empty bed, feeling like I'd just won the lottery. I needed a bath and the bathroom and clambered out of bed and down the hall. I was careful now to knock before entering any room that had a door closed. I'd learned that lesson the first day. That reminded me of my night before with Hina, and I felt my cock harden and a smile form on my lips.

I finished bathing and went and dressed for the day. Just as I was stepping out of my room, I saw Hina slip into the bathroom, pausing to give me a heated stare before she stepped in. She adjusted her towel and gave me a brief flash of her sexy slender body. Her lips twitched into a little grin as she stepped in. I heard Himiko moving around in the kitchen and felt a surge of excitement and bravery.

I stepped over to the bathroom and gripped the door in one steady hand before she could close it. Hina spun to look up at me, her eyes wide. I held her gaze as I slid the bathroom door shut behind me, then stepped up to her. Leaning down, I slid my hands into her hair, clutching the back of her head and pulled her face into a kiss. She was frozen like a statue as I kissed her. I could smell the spicy scent of her shampoo, and then she was melting into me, her hands sliding under my shirt and up my muscled torso.

I pressed her back into the sink and ripped off her towel. Her slender legs parted for my hand as I slid it down her body and let my fingers cup her tight folds. As I slipped a finger into her depths, I felt her virgin hole clench down on my finger, fluttering in pleasure. Her hard-little clit was grinding into my hand as I slipped my finger in deeper and deeper. I pulled back with a start when my fingers touched her hymen and stared at her with wide eyes.

“It wasn’t you,” I whispered in shock, “Last night!”

She glanced at the red hickey on my neck, and I saw her eyes narrow, and she shook her head. Feeling awful, I moved to step back, but her hand clutched at my neck and the sight of her sexy slender body and firm 'b' cup tits, capped in their hard-dark nipples drove me back into her arms. She kissed me with a desperation I found endearing and fished my cock out of my pants. We stood there in the bathroom, feeling each other up. In a minute, I was cumming onto her flat stomach as she came for the second time on my fingers.

Panting in sated desire, we clutched at each other and leaned on one another for support. Hina's fingers slid around the back of my neck, and she pulled me down to her, her lips kissing my neck, then sucking hard, making me jerk back in pain. I stared at her, and she gave a fierce self-satisfied smile before turning into the bath, her tiny firm ass bouncing before my eyes. She looked over her shoulder and winked at me and then bent over. I growled in desire but stepped back and out of the bathroom, and she bit her lip and giggled as I pulled the door shut.

I went to the kitchen and got a bowl of porridge, sitting at the table and thinking to myself. Himiko came in and smiled warmly to me, and then I saw her notice the two red marks on my neck, and she froze, eyes widening and then looking into mine. I felt my face go beet red, and she smiled and bit her bottom lip, her eyes intense. That was not at all the reaction I had been expecting. She got a bowl of porridge and put the teapot on and sat as if nothing was wrong. She began talking about the schedule for next week's baseball practice and the exchange group meeting we had the next day.

I had just begun to relax and was telling her about the practice exam I had taken and how my studying was going, then Yui strolled into the kitchen. The tiny eighteen-year-old stepped into the kitchen behind her stepmom, eyes alighting as she saw me. She gave a lascivious wink and glanced at my neck. Then I saw her eyes harden, and her cheeks grow red when she saw the second mark.

She was in a small nightshirt that hung down to her thighs, and as she got food and sat down next to me, she crossed her legs, her white panties peeking through. Himiko glanced from her to me, surreptitiously, and smiled.

“Yui, you have your flute practice this morning,” she said, “could you stop by the store on your way there and help Blake pick up a few things for dinner tonight?”

“Yes, I can,” she said with a shy smile.

"Thank you," she said, "Blake, if you could carry the stuff back, I can start preparing things early. I was thinking a traditional feast, what do you think Yui?”

“That sounds perfect, I have a special recipe I’d like to try too,” she glanced up at me with her soft brown eyes.

We finished eating, and I got ready to head out. Himiko had written up a list and given it to Yui. We were putting on our coats when Hina came walking down the stairs humming happily to herself. When she got to the bottom of the stairs, and she smiled a hungry little grin, then she glanced at her little sister, and her grin soured. I could practically feel the tension in the air between them as they stared daggers at one another.

Yui slipped an arm around mine and gave a hmph!
 Then spun us, whipping her hair around in a fan of straight black beauty, as she pulled me out the door.

"We will have to much fun, Oniisan!" She said excitedly, "There is a cake shop I want to take you to!"

I glanced back as I stepped out and saw inHa standing at the bottom stairs. When she saw me look at her, she slid a hand down between her legs, her fingers cupping her pussy. Her eyes filled with dark promise as her hips rocked lasciviously. Then she turned and walked down to the bathroom once again, throwing me a wink over her shoulder. She was reminding me of that morning and the first time, when I'd walked in on her in the bathroom. Then Yui was pulling me through the door and out onto the street, her small hands clutching my larger.

This was the first time I’d seen Yui come out of her shell as we walked down the road. She talked of food and her love of the sweets at this shot, or that. She showed me where the arcade was, and the pack of boys who played there obsessively. She showed me where the cool kids hung out in the park, and where the drifters met up for their races. The small girl never let go of my arm or hand the entire walk, until we got to the bakery, and she had to let go to eat — stuffing cake into her face with a cherubic, dimple cheeked grin.

I waited for her to mention the night before, or for it to get awkward or weird between us, but everything was so easy and carefree. She was adorable and just a little flirty. We drew stares of jealousy from all directions and must have looked like a couple the way we walked together. She was dressed in a short plaid skirt and frilly white top, her hair straight and glistening.

We finished our cake and tea and headed to the market. I was amazed at all the strange foods, small toys, and other odd things, while she picked out food and paid for it. Then we stepped out, and I went to wave goodbye but was stopped by the solemn look on her face, her hands clutched together before her waist as she looked up at me with doe-like eyes.

“Do you love Hina, Oniichan?" Her eyes narrowed, and she bit her bottom lip blinking rapidly, and twisting her hips gently, her skirt swaying side to side. God damn, but she was adorable.

"No," I said, startled and then swallowed as she swayed back to forward, her panties peeking out at me, "I didn't know who it was last night," I said and then hurried on when she frowned, "I thought it was her… when… I saw her this morning and… I didn't mean offense."

“Because Yui loves Oniichan,” she said.

“You just met me,” I said, “how can you know you love me.”

“Shinji told me all about Oniichan, he said we would all love you,” her voice was soft but insistent, “and then I saw you and I know… I don’t want any other man. Ever.”

“And if Hina feels the same?" I asked, holding my breath but keeping her gaze trapped in mine. She scowled and pouted, but I could see her mind working it over.

"None of this matters," I said trying to move past it, "It's a bad idea for us to be involved Yui, we are going to live together for the next year, and things can get… complicated."

“Oniichan will see," she said with a fierce little smile, "it will all work out!" then she turned to wave and skipped off, her small skirt flipping up and down. She glanced back and caught me staring, flashing a pleased smile before she disappeared.












Chapter 8











I
 hefted the groceries and made my back to the house. My mind was spinning with the possibilities and worries about what might happen if any of those possibilities came to fruition. I got back into the house to find Himiko already beginning to her preparations. She smiled broadly when I came in and looked at my troubled face with concern. She helped me put away the groceries and then took me into the living room.

"What is it, Blake?" She asked, concerned, "Did something happen to you, bullies?"

"No, nothing like that," I said, laughing, "Just the opposite, I think." So, I told her about all of it, and she listened with rapt attention. When I mentioned Hina rubbing her foot on my cock at dinner, she covered her smiling mouth with one hand slid the other over my crotch. She told me to go on and slid down between my legs. What I had thought would be a confession as turning into a kinky story for this frustrated housewife, and I was beginning to learn how kinky the Japanese can be.

She drew my cock forth as I described the encounter the night before, she gasped when I told her of waking up with one of her naked stepdaughters trying to stuff my big dick in her pussy. I didn’t tell her who it was, just that it was a naked teen in the dark, but I think she assumed just as it did.

"Did you claim her, Blake? Did you make her your little toy?" her eyes burned with illicit desire, and my cock throbbed in her hand, making her smile deepen.

I stood and pulled the woman up to her feet and down the hall, she looked confused until she saw where we were going, then she ran up beside me, her breath panting and face flush with excitement.

"Show me," she said, stripping naked as I did the same. I took a minute to marvel at her incredible body. Her massive tits, so perfectly shaped and with just a hint of sag. Then I took her in my arms and lay her down, pulling the blanket over us and cutting off the light. She giggled quietly, like a schoolgirl as I kissed my way down her neck and to her perfect puffy pink nipples, and my cock was diamond hard.

I repeated my performance from the night before. Silent as the sexy older stepmom, of the girl I had fucked in this same bed, came again and again beneath me. She came the hardest when I rolled her over and drove down into her. Cupping her big tits and gripping the drip in her hip, pulling her back to me, my hot breath on the back of her neck.

We lay there for long moments after sitting and holding one another. She couldn't entirely stop touching my cock, still awed by its size.

"You will take both of them," she whispered as she looked up into my eyes "and ruin them for all other men." Her smile was almost predatory as she pulled me closer to her, "It is so wrong… but I've never wanted anything more… I want to watch you master them, Blake, please."

My cock throbbed, sliding along my thigh as it grew again, and she smiled, reaching down to stroke it.

"Such a strong cock… mmm such a strong man," she kissed me and swung her leg over my hip, sheathing my cock in her tight confines. She pressed her hands into my chest, squeezing her tits together so deliciously as I gripped her narrow hips, fucking up into her with long gentle thrusts. Slowly she lowered herself down to whisper in my ears.

“Do you want me to show my daughters how to please this godly cock?”

“Oh god, Himiko… that's so hot!" I turned my lips finding hers, and she smiled into my mouth.

“I will bring them to you… oh there… right there!”

We came together, our bodies shuddering in bliss and collapsed on the bed. The pleasure still racing through my nerves, keeping me tingling from head to toe. Himiko stood slowly and elegantly, pulling her dress on and then bending down to kiss me on the lips.

"Which daughter was it?" She asked with a smile, catching me off guard.

“Yui,” I said and saw her grin wide in satisfaction.

“I knew it!” Then she kissed me again and slipped out of the room, sliding the door closed gently behind her.

I lay there for a while, soaking in the bliss, then pulled out my books and got to studying. There was a knock at the door an hour later, and I went out to eat. Eiji was home for the first time all week that I had seen. He was sitting at the table drinking rice wine like it was water. There was a brittle energy to the meal as we all dug into the feast. There were so many dishes I wouldn't know where to begin to describe them all. Halfway through the meal, Eiji stumbled to his feet, when Himiko went to help him he brushed her off angrily and said something about going into the office.

I saw his daughters give the man uncomfortable and sad stares as he stumbled out of the house. Hina was throwing an unwilling glance of sympathy to Himiko. Soon the mood was bright and cheerful as we began to relax with one another, laughing and joking. The small little snipping remarks between Hina and Yui were few and far between, and for the most part, it was an excellent meal. I did have to endure both girls feeding me and trying to pour me some rice wine. Their stepmom only encouraged them, the three of them all getting along for perhaps the first time.

The meal over, I sat and drank a small cup of warmed rice wine while they cleaned up. There was a festive air to the evening, and I felt a little buzz from the wine. Eventually, the evening wound down, and I headed off to my room to study. Himiko came in once the girls had gone to their rooms and with a wicked grin, crawled beneath my desk and sucked and stroked me until I fed her a healthy load of cum. She made me promise to tell her if Yui came back into my room that night, and I certainly would.

I stayed up late studying and was able to crank through a lot of stuff. I tried to stay awake, but it had been a long day, and eventually, I closed the books and rolled into my blankets, passing out. I was woken deep into the night by a small naked body wriggling under the covers with me. I grinned and rolled into her, pulling her hungry mouth to mine.

We said nothing, just let our hands and lips explore one another's bodies. The small girl was practically dripping with wetness when I touched her, and she rode my hand like a wild woman, her hand inexpertly stroking my cock. I rolled atop her, and she whimpered in pleasure as she pulled my cock into her incredibly tight folds.

We made slow and passionate love in the small bed. Yui was so adorable as she shuddered and shook with pleasure beneath me. Her body was limp, and she seemed to love it when I took control of her, her limbs going weak, and her eyes rapturous. When I trapped her hands behind her back and flipped her onto her knees, driving into her from behind, she had to bit her lips to keep from screaming out. Something about being constrained made her come again and again on my cock.

She begged me to let her taste it, and so with my dick hard as diamonds I warned her I was about to cum and released her wrists, she spun around, and her small hands took my cock, stroking it as she nursed on the head with her tiny mouth. I had to hold myself up with the wall as my orgasm ripped through me, so powerful, was it.

I wished I could have seen the adorable girls face and body, but the darkness hid us. She slipped into my arms as I lay down and wiggled back into my chest. I hugged her to me, and we slept cuddling one another close.

I don't know how she managed it, but when I woke, Yui had already slipped out of bed and disappeared. I stumbled to the bathroom, wiping sleep from my eyes. I pulled the door open and then stepped in, quickly shutting it, nearly frozen at sight before me. Hina was on the toilet, legs spread, and playing with herself, just as she had been the first day when I caught her. But now, she was naked. Her plump, firm young breasts were jiggling deliciously as her hand worked her pussy. The grin she flashed me was all kinky lust as she reached out and ran a hand over my hardening cock, over my flannel pants.

She bit her bottom lip as she looked up at me. Then her eager little fingers were slipping my cock free of my pants. She let out a small sigh of pleasure, her eyes wide and smiling as my big dick came into view. Her hands were touching its entire length, while she stared in awe. Then she kissed the tip, gently at first, then with passion.

I had to guide the eager girl. In spite of her being the same age as me, she had no idea what she was doing. She was a quick study, though, and was happy when I took charge of her head, slowly and gently fucking her mouth. Then wonder of wonders she slipped inch after inch of my cock into her mouth, then down into her throat. I gasped in shock and pleasure as I felt her tonsils teasing the head of my cock, then her throat milking and massaging the head.

“Hina,” I whispered in warning, my toes already curling and knees shaking. The tall girl just drove herself further down my cock, throat humming in pleasure.

I came, and she swallowed it down, letting the first couple spurts go straight into her stomach. The last bit of my cum landed on her chest, where she trailed a delicate finger through it — licking her lips as she the pearly goo in fascination.

Once I'd gotten my breath back, I looked down at the beautiful young woman and sank to my knees. She looked at me with curiosity that quickly to nervous excitement as I parted her slender thighs and pulled her little ass up. Kissing up the pale soft flesh, I brushed my nose and lips across her weeping folds. She cried out in pleasure at the first touch, and I looked up at her and motioned for silence. She looked down and nodded. Then a big grin stole over her face as she ran a hand up the side of mine, her eyes tracing the lines of it and fingers knotting in my hair.

I licked and kissed and teased her tender little hole. I loved it when she moaned and squirmed on the toilet. After just a minute or two, I felt her body tensing up slowly, and I worked her clit and tiny opening with increasing pressure. She came with a body-shaking orgasm, her thighs trapping my head between them, her breathing ragged. Then she slumped on the toilet, body limp, pushing my mouth away from her too sensitive parts.

I stood looking down at the beautiful girl. Her face flushed and breath panting, but a beatific smile suffused her face. She stood on trembling legs and slipped on her robe, giving me a passionate kiss and whispering in my ear before she left.


“That was better than I imagined!”













Chapter 9











T
 hen she slipped out, and I was able to hop in the bath and clean up and get ready for the day. When I got to the kitchen to get breakfast, Hina and Yui were both staring daggers at one another. I don't know what had been said, but once I came in, both pointedly ignored one another. Yui leapt to her feet and poured me a bowl of porridge, while Hina poured me a cup of tea, her smile had an edge to it as her younger sister sat, offering me the food.

I ate quickly and felt the tension building as the moment dragged on. Then Himiko breezed into the room, and the girls broke off their little silent war of dagger glances and sniffs. Hina announced she had club activities all day, and Yui said she had gymnastics. Himiko and I would be at the exchange student meeting that morning, and so we all went our separate ways.

On our walk to the meeting, Himiko quietly peppered me with questions about the night before with Yui my morning with Hina. I went over it all in detail with the beautiful older woman and marveled at her excited probing questions. Her nipples pressed against her loose dress, and I could tell it was turning her on. I had to tuck my hard-on up into my waistband because relaying everything had me so turned on; my pants were starting to tent out. She saw the motion and smiled a secret little grin.

We arrived and found the group just beginning to gather. Avram and Momo were there already, the elegant little woman berating the awkward young guy for forgetting his packet of paperwork. When she saw me enter her cheeks colored, and she calmed down, then she saw Himiko, and her face soured slightly.

The director did his presentation, handing out practice tests for our upcoming exam, and then let us mingle for a bit. I was the only kid playing a sport, and the moms began asking me questions about the team and tryouts, all the while each sideling closer and closer. There was a predatory gleam in most of the women's eyes, and Himiko watched it all from the other side of the room with an amused smile.

Suddenly Momo was beside me, snaking an arm in mine and speaking to the crowd.

“Blake has to show Avram something,” she said with a cold smile for the women, “Please excuse us.”

The women all had sour looks on their faces, but not would stand up to the tiny woman. Once more, she dressed in elegant designer clothes. A black skirt that hung just above her knees, and a frilly white blouse with a black scarf, fashionably draped over one shoulder. She pulled me out of the room and down a narrow hall and into a small windowless lab. I glanced around when we walked in but didn't see Avram.

"Did Avram have a question about something?" I asked, turning around and was stunned to see the small woman closing the door behind her, a crooked smile of pleasure on her lips.

"Avram is in the toilet," she said with a dismissive wave, "the boy will be busy for the next 20 minutes, at least. I wanted to speak with you in private, about the benefits of coming to stay with me instead of that prude Tanaka." She walked up to me slowly, my butt stopping against a lab table as she pressed her hips forward and into my crotch, one hand reaching up to touch my chest.

"I'm not sure I know what you mean," I said, even though I defiantly knew what the woman meant. I glanced at the door and saw it unlocked, worrying about what Himiko might think of me disappearing.

“You are gorgeous,” she breathed, her hand going from my muscled to stroke the side of my face, “You must know what you do to us… to me… I promise I can make your stay in Japan a… memorable one.”

Her sexy wink told me all I needed to know, and my cock grew slowly in my pants. Her eyes widened, and her smile broadened as she felt it. I felt a surge of confidence rush through me. If it had been two weeks, or even a week ago, I would have turned into a puddle of goo and done whatever this pretty little woman wanted, just to get my dick touched. But I had three sexy women who were all eager to please me and be pleased.

"What makes you think I don't get that now?" I asked with a cocked grin.

"From that prude, Tanaka?" She asked disbelieving, "I doubt it,"

She slid her hand down and over my hard cock, her breath hissing as she felt its considerable length and girth. "Oh my… there is no way that woman could please you better than I could… better than my daughter could." That last, she said in a whisper, the taboo promise hanging in the air between us as her grin widened.

“Himiko has two daughters," I said with a shrug and reaching down I let my big hands encircled her tiny waist, and she gasped as I lifted her as if she were nothing. Her hands gripped my shoulders, and her pupils dilated in desire. Then she frowned in annoyance as I set her down out of my way and moved towards the door.

“Two beautiful and sexy daughters,” I said with a wink.

"I don't believe you!" She hissed, licking her lips before she began to implore me with desperation, "Please, Blake, let me touch it… see it… I have dreamed of you every night since I first saw you at the station!"

“You are a beautiful woman,” I said in genuine regret, “but I have no desire to offend my host family.”

“I will report Himiko to the director!” She said, her voice dripping with venom, “You will be mine or no one else will have you!”

“You will, will you?” Came a calm voice from the other side of the room.

Momo and I turned as one and saw Himiko gliding into the room from a side door that she had opened silently. She had a predatory gleam in her eyes as she stared at Momo, and then she glanced at me and winked.

“You threaten my family?” Her voice grew hard as she stalked up to the shorter woman, and the passive grace, her normal expression was gone. In its place stood a strong woman, certain of herself.

"No!" Momo said, glancing at the door and around at us, fear tinging her voice, "Let me out of here!"

Himiko stopped right in front of the woman and with a fast and powerful motion, reached out to grip Momo by the back of the head. There was a quick flurry of hands as Momo tried to deflect her, but Himiko was stronger and taller. She gripped the woman by the back of her head and slapped a hand over her mouth before she could scream out. Her eyes wide with fear and worry. I was stunned as well, but not totally, I had seen glimpses of this woman, hiding just beneath the surface of calm conservatism.

“It’s even bigger and more beautiful than you can imagine,” Himiko breathed into Momo’s ear as she held the woman to her, her eyes stared in mine as she spoke, the sexual tension building in the room with every second.

“You want to feel it?” Himiko asked Momo, and the woman nodded in her grasp, eyes still wide with fear, "Do you plan to force the principle to make your daughter the class president?"

Both Momo and I looked to Himiko slightly confused, but she just winked at me and went on.

“Hina had higher grades, more friends, and does more club activities and community service,” Her lips still near the smaller woman’s ear she continued, “If you cease your daughters’ campaign, then Blake will take you… here and now.”

She slowly removed her hand from the smaller woman's mouth and leaned back, looking straight into Momo's wide eyes. Momo glanced to me, her breath coming in deeper as she nodded silently, glancing at Himiko and blushing.

“Please,” she said, her voice losing all of its superiority, “Please Himiko…”

Himiko turned to me, and her grin grew lascivious, and I knew what she wanted. The woman loved nothing more than hearing about how I had dominated her stepdaughters, and she wanted to see one thing and one thing only. This high and mighty, prissy woman messed up and turned into a little cock slave for me. I thanked heaven and God for whatever chance of fate had brought me to this place, and these women.

I stepped up and pulled Momo to myself. She gasped in surprise that quickly turned into a moan of pleasure as my hands slid down her back, cupping her firm little buns and pulled her lips to mine. She was like putty in my hands as I pulled her skirt up and yanked down her panties, letting me manhandle her.

The small woman glanced to Himiko, shy, and nervous. The taller woman walked over and locked the door when she turned back. She had a lusty look in her eyes as she watched me whip my dick out. I lifted and pressed Momo's tiny ass into the bench, letting my length slide down the dark fur covering her folds.

“Oh my god!” Momo moaned into my neck, “It’s so big… Please… let me touch it…”

I took the woman's hands from my shoulders and brought them down to my cock. She cooed, glancing nervously at Himiko and then back down with wide hungry eyes, as she stroked it and let her fingers slide over its length and girth. I pulled my shirt up over my head and then felt soft, smooth flesh press to my back. Himiko reached around my waist and pushed down my pants, and then her hands joined Momo. Four hands were stroking and teasing me.

After a second or two, I could take no more of it and gripped Momo's ass in firm hand and let her fit my cock into her slit. She cried out softly into my neck as I slid into her tight pussy. She was so wet, my cock just kept pushing in, and in until I felt it hit the back of her pussy.

"Wait… I'm so… stretched out… oh god, baby," her hands slipped into my hair and pulled my lips to hers. The passion and lust were overflowing in me, as I began to thrust in and out of the small woman's slit. The kinky encounter escalated further as Himiko moved to my side, one hand reaching down between my legs to caress my balls.

Hard and desperate Momo pulled me into her again and again, her heels digging into my thighs. The hottest moment was when she turned and pulled Himiko into a deep kiss, eyes on me to see my reaction as their tongues intertwined. Himiko, instead of being shy or startled, got into the kiss, sliding one hand up under Momo's designer shirt and exposing her small firm breast to my gaze.

I gripped onto her tiny firm butt and felt her body step out of rhythm with mine as her orgasm started. Her narrow pussy was fluttering and spasming on my cock. I felt my own orgasm approaching but was able to stave it off by closing my eyes and ignoring her incredible display of wildness as Himiko sucked on one of Momo’s hard nipples. The small woman had worked a hand up under Himiko’s dress, and I could see it rubbing and fingering the taller woman.

"I'm cumming," I said, and Momo shook her head.

“Outside,” she hissed even as she still shuddered from her orgasms, “I could get pregnant.”

“If you want him again,” whispered Himiko, her eyes alight with an inner fire as she drew Momo's gaze, "You will beg my Blake to fill your womb!”
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T
 he small woman’s eyes widened, and she nodded, my cock throbbing in her as I struggled to hold off, still stroking her hard.

"Please… cum in me," Momo said to me, reaching up to cup my cheek, her reticence disappearing, and her eyes alighting just like Himiko’s, "I want to feel you fill me, Blake… Oh god…. I feel it!"

Her back arched as my cock began to shoot thick ropes of cum into her. I felt her clamp down on my cock again as she came. Himiko pulled my lips to hers and sucked in my bottom lip. I could hear the wet sounds of her sex as Momo brought her over the brink of orgasm.

We held each other for long moments, breathing heavy and calming down. Our eyes looking from one to another's for signs of shame or regret. I saw only amazement in the eyes of both women, and no small amount of giddy pleasure at the kinky encounter. I stepped back, my cock sliding out of Momo's tightness with a wet sound, and she groaned in pleasure. A small look of fear on her face as she saw the white goo dribbling out of her pussy, then she glanced to my cock, coated in white froth, and her eyes grew wide with a smile of pleasure.

"I can't wait to have that in me again," she murmured, and Himiko leaned into her, kissing the small woman's neck and whispering in her ear.

"I think you should clean your mess," then she turned her face to me, her soft cheek against Momo's. Their two faces were looking so beautiful together.

“On your knees,” I said with a firm voice, surprised at how easy it was, “both of you.”

They started at the soft tone of command, and they both looked to one another, cheek rosy but smiling and nodding gently. They sank to their knees, the disheveled and nearly nude Momo, and the still dressed Himiko with her skirts in disarray. I stopped Himiko and pulled the dress off her, Momo leaping to help. The small woman giggled like a schoolgirl as our three hands fumbled at the loose clothing, then it was off, and her eyes grew wide at the sight of Himiko’s body. Like that of a goddess, pale skin, large perfect breasts, slender hips, and limbs, my cock throbbed and jumped at her naked beauty. Awed Momo reached out and cupped one of Himiko’s breasts, then her face flushed in a deep blush, and she turned back to me. Seeing the big grin my face, she blushed even harder.

The two women sank to their knees together, each slipping an arm around the others back. I could sense a tension between the two of them that was set aside for the moment, but if things played out wrong, it might blow up into fireworks, and I had no desire to see that. I reached down and slipped my fingers through each woman's silky hair and tilted their heads up to look at me.

"You are both so beautiful," I said, my smile taking in them both, "and I'm the luckiest man in Japan, hell the world." Then I let my gaze harden, and my smile shows a bit of the horny devil inside, "But I won't tolerate any more cat-fighting. Who gets this dick is my decision. If I want to fuck you both, I will. If I want to fuck your pretty girls, I will." I saw Momo's eyes grow wide at that, and Himiko grinned, “Do you understand?”

Both women nodded, saying they did. Momo stroked my thigh, kissing it and letting a small hand encircle its base, even as Himiko did the same on the other side. Both women looked along its considerable length, then at each other smiling wide. Kissing up either side of the shaft, their lips met at the tip. Tongue sliding out of their mouths and around the head, touching and teasing the other woman's. I saw Momo was rubbing Himiko as they sucked me. Her hands were fondling the taller woman's large breasts.

Momo was amazing at giving head. Her mouth and hands working in sync and Himiko picked up on the other woman's skills. I felt my second orgasm approach minutes later, and I let them both wrap a hand around my cock and stroke it, ordering them to take my cum on their tits. Both women began to kiss in increasing passion until right when my cock began to throb and spit, then both turned big smiles on me, watching it erupt with obvious pleasure.

“Oh god damn!” I moaned as long pearly white strands arced out and painted the two women's breasts. My knees were weak, and my fingers and toes tingling as pleasure raced up and down my nerves. Then I staggered back, plopping down in a chair as the two of them kissing each other's breasts, licking and massaging the cum into their skin.

We got ready slowly. I couldn't keep my hands to myself and kept pulling them into kisses or touching their bodies. I'd dreamed of a threesome and to have it with two incredibly sexy Japanese MILF's… I didn't want it to end.

Finally, we stepped out of the classroom to find the place had emptied — all except for Avram, who was on the toilet still doing his own moaning and groaning. Momo had a sour expression when he informed her it would just be another 10 – 15 minutes. Momo and Himiko said their goodbyes, hugging each other for long moments, their smiles genuine. The encounter in the lab had changed their relationship for good. Himiko would always be quiet and retiring in public, while Momo was a Type-A through and through. The two had gained respect for one another, and that warmed me inside.

As Himiko and I walked home, I marveled at how much lay hidden beneath her calm exterior. She had a gentle smile on her face and our eyes kept meeting and sharing in the secret memories. For my part, I felt like a god as I walked through the town. The whole scenario was incredible, and I could tell that the more I asserted myself, up to a point, of course, the more wild and kinky encounters I could have in this country.
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I
 had to get out of the house. I'd spent too long cooped up studying. When Himiko and I got back, I grabbed a sweatshirt and some cash and told her I was going exploring. She was excited for me and said I should make sure to see the castle, that the cherry blossoms would be in bloom soon.

I had a great afternoon, walking miles upon miles all through the town. The castle was amazing and looked like it had been lifted right out of a painting. I saw sights straight out of the movies I’d watched in preparation for the trip, wishing I’d brought a camera to take photos of everything. I found a small café sat, and people watched for an hour or two, just reflecting on all that had happened so far. I thought about the women in my life now. Going over each of our encounters and picking them apart for how I could have improved or what I might have done better. In the end, I decided that thinking about it too much wasn't going to help anything.

I got back to the house and saw all of the shoes were gone and went into the kitchen, finding a plate of food made up for me. I knew Hina had club activities that night but had no idea what Himiko and Yui were doing. I went and took a bath, taking my time, and enjoying the hot water. When I finished and stepped out, the house was still empty. Wondering just where everyone was this evening, I went to my room and pulled out my practice exam and started going through it.

A little while later, Yui and Himiko came in talking excitedly to one another. They went straight upstairs carrying several bags, and I figured they must have gone shopping together. I finished the exam and was just about to check the answers when my door slid open quietly. Himiko was standing there with a small smile on her face. A loose silk robe covered her body, clinging to her skin in the most delicious ways.

I sat up with a wide grin on my face, my cock throbbing and stood when she motioned me over. Turning, she led the way down the hall, and when I touched her shoulder and gave a questioning frown, she took my arm, speaking softly to me.

“Eiji’s ‘secretary’ called to say he wouldn’t be making it home tonight,” I caught just a hint of venom in her tone, but she was fairly bubbling with excitement, “and Hina is out until very late.”

“Oh,” I said, glancing up stairs, I saw a light on and heard a faint buzzing and creaking sound, "what's going on up here?" I asked

"We have a special surprise for you, Blake," Himiko said, her eyes brimming with illicit excitement, “You see Yui and I went out for dinner and had a… deep talk about all that’s been going on.” I froze in worry, but she just smiled and led me up the stairs, "We were able to connect and open up to one another in a way I never dreamed possible. You see, Yui, and I share certain… affinities… and I was able to reassure her. We even came to a good understanding of things."

“What understanding?” I asked.

She paused outside the door and stood up on tiptoes and kissed me lightly on the lips, then stepping back with a small seductive smile pulled me into the room. The first thing I saw was the decorations, all pink and flowery with stuffed animals sitting neatly on shelves and hello kitty posters covering the walls. Then my head turned, and I saw what Himiko had been leading me to, and I hissed in a breath of surprise.

Yui was naked and kneeling on a chair that creaked beneath her. The small slender girls’ hands tied behind her back, and she had on a narrow pink collar. Her hands were behind her back and tied together with a black silk tie, and the buzzing sound was coming from a small pink vibrator that was shoved up her butt, wiggling and shaking.

“Holy shit…” I breathed at the sight, my dick hardening quickly in my pants. Himiko moved at my side, and I tore my eyes away from Yui’s sexy form to see her stepmom untie her kimono, letting it slide off her naked shoulders and pool at the ground at her feet. She wore a sexy black negligee that hinted and revealed her body to perfection.

"Yui picked this out," she said softly, twisting sexily under my stare, "After we had both confessed what it is, we truly want from you.”

"What is that?" I asked, feeling my pulse racing along, my breath coming quick and sharp.

“To be used,” Yui said, her adorable voice raspy with need.

“To do all we ever dreamed of," Himiko said, sinking to her knees and pulling down my pants. "With the sexiest man, we've ever seen."

Yui’s eyes grew wide as she watched her stepmom gently kiss the tip of my cock, lick, and begin to suck it. She arched her little back and licked her lips. I nearly came from the taboo thrill of it, and as Himiko sucked my cock, coating it in her juices, I reached over and ran a hand along with Yui's firm butt giving it a firm spank.

“Ohh!” Yui cried out as she shivered in pleasure. I pulled my cock out of Himiko’s suckling lips and stepped over and watched in awe as it slid into her small stepdaughters' mouth. The girl's soft pink tongue sliding out to meet it as it slipped in. Himiko shuffled over and pressed her face beside Yui’s, and I let my cock slide over to her lips, the two of them kissing and worshipping together.

Yui shuddered and moaned out loud, and I realized the vibrator in her ass had just gotten her off, and Himiko gave a big grin, kissing the girl's cheek. Yui turned her head, and her lips met her stepmoms, and my cock throbbed even harder.

"Are you ready?" Himiko asked Yui, touching the girl's face lightly, and Yui nodded, biting her lower lip. Then the older woman stood and stepped behind the girl, looking up at me as she reached out and took hold of the vibrator.

“She wants you to claim all of her holes Blake,” Himiko grinned a wicked smile as she pulled the pink toy free.

“Mhmm… please…” Yui begged me with her big round eyes like puppy dogs.

I stepped around behind the girl, her mom at my side with an eager smile, hand taking and stroking my cock, coating it in lube.

“You are both mine now,” I said while looking into Himiko’s eyes, and she nodded with a fierce smile, “No other man can have you.”

"Yes, oniisan…" Yui breathed her body tense.

“Good," I said, pressing the tip of my cock to her tiny entrance. She was tense, so I stroked my hands down her back and took a gentle grip on her narrow waist. Her little butt was so firm and round. My dick looked enormous as it pressed against the rosebud entrance. To my surprise, the head slipped right in, the vibrator having loosened her up, and I could feel her relaxing against the pressure.

"Oh, fuck… that's so tight… Mmmph… Mmmhh!”

"It's in momma… oh, Blake, you're so big… never imagined… this good… Oh, I'm CUMMING!" Yui’s whole body tensed, and I back my cock out slightly as it felt like she was about to rip the head off; she got so tight. Then I reached out, taking ahold of her bound wrists, sliding her back onto my cock, slowly sliding deeper and deeper into her depths.

Himiko had reached a hand and was playing with her pussy, biting her bottom lip as she watched me slowly butt-fuck her little girl. The scene was so crazy and hot; I felt my orgasm building and thought I fought it off. I couldn't hold off for long. Long slow strokes into her tiny ass, and then I felt my cum flood out and fill her. The girl moaned out loud and low as she felt it. I was panting and shaky as I released her wrists and stepped back, the pearly stuff sliding out of her.

Himiko moved right up to the front of the chair and knelt, staring into Yui’s eyes.

“How was it?” She asked

"Oh, momma… it didn't hurt at all… thank you," then Yui glanced back at me, her face filled with a big grin, "that was my fantasy, thank you, Blake."

"Mhmm," Himiko said, standing and releasing the small girls’ wrists, “Mine too, come both of you,” she said with a smile and led us on shaky legs into the bathroom just beside Yui’s room. She started the hot water, and we stepped in, hands sliding along wet skin as I pulled Yui into a hug, my lips finding hers.

We took our time, the two women slowly soaping up my muscles, giggling to one another and occasionally letting their hands drop down to touch and tease my dick. All the while, my hands roamed their bodies, touching soft pale flesh, going from big soft mommy tits to small firm girls.

I stood and ordered Himiko and Yui to suck me together, letting the mom instruct her daughter. The sight of their sexy faces and bareback sweeping down to their asses was super hot. Only topped when both women reached around each other's butts and began to play with one another’s pussies. Yui slipped a hand between Himiko’s legs first, watching my reaction and smiling as my cock throbbed. Himiko moaned in surprise, then smile and turned, kissing Yui and following suit with her hand between the girl's legs.

Needing to be inside her, I pulled Himiko to her feet and spun her away from me. With a whimper of need, she put her hands on the tile wall and looked back at me as I lined my cock up to her pussy. I drove forward and felt her contracting around me in seconds. Then it was my turn to jump in surprise when I felt small delicate fingers playing along my shaft as I slid in and out of her. Looking down, I saw Yui had crawled between out legs. She was licking her stepmom's pussy, the kinky girl, sucking on her clit. Himiko had cum immediately, and I felt mine building and building. The bathroom filled with the wet sound of our bodies slapping together and the moan of our pleasure. Himiko arched her back to me, twisting so our lips could meet. My hand filled with one of her breasts. I pulled on the nipple gently as my dick throbbed, beginning to erupt within her.

We spent the next hour washing and touching and enjoying one another. The hottest for me was when I lay mother and daughter at the edge of the tub. One atop the other, Yui facing down, and slipped in one pussy, out, and into the other, feeling each of their delicious tightness enfolding me. They held one another, kissing and touching as we all build to a beautiful climax.

Yui came to my room with me, crawling into bed with her ‘oniisan’ and cuddling me to sleep. She insisted that I not sleep alone, and I was all too happy to let her. I fell asleep and slept like the dead. Exhausted and sated like I had never been before in my life.












Chapter 12











I
 was woken from my rest by the most ear-splitting screech of anger. I started up and saw Hina standing in a short robe, screaming obscenities at her little sister who had leaped to her feet and was yelling right back. I saw what had happened immediately and felt a cold shiver run down my spine. The dream was ending, it seemed. To be honest, I wasn't surprised there was no way such things could last forever. The look of anger and hurt in Hina's eyes cut to my soul, and I realized I cared deeply for the quiet girl.

Mina spun, tears streaming down her face and dashed from the room. Yui pouted and snatching up her robe, stalked out as well. I was left assuming the world was going to burn down around my head.

Getting ready, I was surprised when Himiko slipped into my room with a smile on her face.

“Why are you smiling?” I asked, “I think Hina and Yui are going to kill each other.”

“No," she said with a dismissive wave, "everything will be ok, trust me. You have to pack, though, for two days."

"We're leaving?" I asked. It made sense to get out of town while things blow over.

“We are all going on a trip,” her grin was excited when she said, “to the hot springs!”

“Wait… what?” I asked, confused.

"It's the best thing for us," she said, pulling down a small piece of luggage from the closet, "two days I the mountains, relaxing and reconnecting." She looked up at me as she stepped back to the door, "Make sure to get some rest on the ride out there, Blake, you're going to need it." Flashing her mischievous smile, she slipped out of the room. Deciding to go along with it all once more, I packed a few clothes and some swim trunks into my backpack, along with a few study books and went out to the living room.

I found Hina and Yui were already packed. Neither would meet my eyes, but they both were excited. I had never been to a hot spring, but from the way, everyone was acting, it was like we were headed to Disneyland or something. Himiko came down quickly, and we piled into the car.

I got into the passenger seat as the beautiful woman drove us up into the mountains. It was a quiet and uncomfortable car ride with the girls staring out opposite windows in the back seat, ignoring one another. Himiko didn't seem worried at all as she drove and even had a small smile on her lips when she glanced in the mirror at the girls. I decided if she was comfortable, then I might as well be too, so I settled into the seat and took a long nap.

The car stopped at a small dark wood building tucked deep in the forest on the mountainside. Ours was the only car in the parking lot and when we went to the single old woman attendant was surprised to see us. It being the middle of the week and offseason, they rarely had guests.

Himiko got us rooms and arranged the meals. The old woman led us back through the deep warren of rooms and corridors to the far end of the complex. She reassured Himiko that we would have total privacy back here, then left us in the large comfortable room. Four bedrooms were leading off from the main central room and a small hallway that leads to the pools. Himiko motioned for the three of us to sit, and she walked over, ensuring that the woman had gone, shutting and locking the door.

“One year,” she said when she turned back to us, an eye brown arched, “That is the time we all have together. Then Blake will go home to America, Hina will head off to college, and our family will be scattered. I want us to take some time and appreciate what we have,” she sat next to Hina and reaching out stroked the tall girl's hair.

“I know you watched Blake and I in the kitchen that day,” she said to Hina, the girl's eyes widening, “and you hold no anger to me, why are you mad at Yui for the same thing? Are you made that she had taken so much time with him?”

Mina nodded, her face red with either anger or embarrassment. Then Himiko folded her into a warm embrace, whispering in the girl’s ears. I saw Hina smile and pull back, nodding and wiping a tear from one eye. Himiko smiled back and stood slowly, reaching out her hand for Yui.

“Come Yui,” she said drawing the short girl up and with her, “let’s leave these two alone for the rest of the day, you and I have some relaxing in hot springs to do!”

The air in the room suddenly grew awkward and charged, and I glanced over at Hina to see her looking at me with shy eyes from under her lashes. She was so adorable I grinned wide and stood pulling her into my arms.

“I wanted you first,” she said into my chest, “that morning in the bathroom I was waiting for you, but I chickened out,” she looked up at me, her wet eyes desperately seeking something in mine.

“I’m sorry,” I said, “but it was Himiko who started all of this.”

“No, I should apologize for being so mean and rude so often." Looking up at me from beneath her long lashes, I felt my heart quicken, "Please forgive me?"

I grinned at the girl and pressed my lips to hers. The kisses were tender and full of passion. Slowly we made our way back to one of the smaller pools and stripped each other naked. We sank into the warm waters and indulged in each other’s bodies. Hina is tall and slender like a volleyball player, with big breasts that sit out from her chest like firm domes. Her body fit into mine like a glove.

It wasn't a wild and passionate session, we took out time, making love. I felt such emotion pouring out of me for the girl and felt it from her too. As we stared into each other's eyes, she was sitting on my lap in the pool, gently riding me, I saw how deeply she cared. I felt it mirrored in my own eyes, and we smiled, kissing and touching and letting our pleasure be drawn out.

Mina needed the reassurance and confidence that our lovemaking gave her, and when we separated, she gave me a deep kiss and made me promise that we could have more like that, with just us before I left. I promised her happily. I saw her walking away relaxed and with a lightness to her steps.

I took a short nap in my room. The sound of the bamboo swaying outside and the water trickling in the garden put me at peace, and I slept like a baby. I woke to delicious smells, and when I stepped out of my room, I saw the main room had been set up for dinner, with a veritable feast of dishes being laid out by the one attendant.

“Blake, I was just going to come and wake you,” Himiko said with a smile.

Mina and Yui were all three dressed in traditional Japanese kimono. Himiko wore blue with prints of birds in flight covering it. There were several layers to the garment, and her hair was done up beautifully. Yui wore light pink robes covered in flower patterns, and Hina wore purple with images of shells. All three looked gorgeous with just a hint of makeup and a floral scent upon the air, from the perfume they had shared.

"Come, Blake," Hina motioned to a cushion, “we have a special meal tonight, the owner has been cooking all day for our guest of honor.”

"Me?" I asked, and smiling sat on the small cushion, "Thank you very much, it all smells so wonderful!"

"Here, you have to try the uni!" Said Yui as she shuffled over with a small bowl. She held out a little bite on chopsticks for me to taste it. It was beautiful, perfectly cooked, and with just a hint of spice. Then Himiko shuffled forward with a dish of sea urchin and roe that looked like it should have been served in a Michelin star restaurant.

"This sea urchin dish is one of our favorites, a rare treat," she held it out for me to taste, and I closed my eyes, mouth filled with bliss, and I let the soft meat melt away on my tongue.

“Try the sake," Hina said, pouring out four small cups, "It's made just up the mountain from here. The owner brought it in special for us."

I took a sip of the warm liquid. It tasted like weak tea with a hint of alcohol, but I felt it burn in my stomach, almost like whiskey. The whole meal went like that, the three of them feeding me small bites and slowly eating themselves. They laughed and joked with one another, and I felt like a king as I watched the three pretty women eating and getting along.

When the meal was over, and we all had a nice buzz from the sake, Himiko and Yui began to clear the food while Yui shuffled into her bedroom and came out with a pile of blankets and pillows. I built a small fire in the fireplace, and soon, the warm light and a cozy atmosphere suffused the large room. They set the blankets out and lay the pillows around the sunken edge of the room.












Chapter 13











H
 imiko left and returned with another small bottle of sake, and we sat for a long time, talking about Hina and Yui’s plans for the coming school year and about Shinjiro and how he was doing in America. Hina was her brother’s best friend and missed him dearly, but she was excited for him. As bad as homophobia was in America, it was a lot better than in Japan, and she hoped he would find someone out there and be happy.

“As happy as the three of us are,” Hina said with a smile.

She glanced at Himiko, who smiled back with a blush and then over to Yui, who had an eager grin on her face. Then as one, the women stood, and I glanced from one to the other, meeting their eyes and finding excitement and joy in each.

“We wanted to spend this time together," Himiko said. "Soon, the school year will start, and you will be busy and always at school.”

“We wanted to share you for one night,” Hina said her voice a whisper, “To share in the memory and love.”

“Get undressed, Oniichan," Yui said, beginning to pull the long silk sash that held her kimono together.

My eyes widened, and I felt my dick get hard immediately as I disrobed quickly and sat back on the cushions. Each woman was pulling the sash free of their robes, and I watched as the silk pooled at their feet. First Yui, shrugged the silk robes off, letting them pile around her. The slow material revealed her small, slender body to my excited gaze. I glanced at Hina and Himiko, embarrassed to be staring so at the younger girl, but they both had looks of happiness and pride. Then Hina let her robes drop, and my cock throbbed even more laborious. Her long slender body capped with large firm breasts looked like a supermodel. Last but certainly not least was Himiko, who stood in all her naked glory.

Three sexy women slid forward on the ground, Himiko between my legs with Yui and Hina on either side of me. They glanced at one another with wicked and eager grins, then Himiko kissed the tip of my cock, and I groaned out in pleasure.

“This is incredible,” I said as Yui leaned down and kissed the tip, “You are all so beautiful.”

"You are beautiful, Blake-san," Hina said as she kissed up my abs and to my lips, "you make us so happy, and we couldn't wait to share you."

I pulled her lips to mine and moaned as a hot wet mouth slipped over the head of my cock, and another pair of lips gently sucked my balls into a tiny mouth. Looking down, I saw Himiko's eyes crinkled in a smile as she sucked my dick, her tongue playing around the tip. Yui had crawled beneath her stepmom and was licking and sucking on my balls, the older woman brushing the girl’s hair out of her face as she did.

Hina lay beside me and looked down at her sister and stepmom, grinning wide.

“That is a sexy sight,” she said softly, and I gripped her ass in a firm hand, and she yelped in delight as I pulled her up and sucked in one hard nipple and then the other, causing her to moan in pleasure. While my finger slipped into her tight hole, I reached down and caressed Himiko as she ministered my cock.

The older woman pulled up and off, and Yui took her place. I watched Himiko running soft hands down Yui’s sides, and her eyes flared with lust as she slipped one beneath the slender girl’s stomach and down between her legs.

"Oh, mom!" Yui said, lifting off my cock and turning to kiss Himiko. My dick throbbed at seeing the taboo kiss, and Hina grinned in apparent fascination. Then I guided the pretty older sister's mouth down to my cock and pulled her thighs to either side of my face, tasting her even as she sucked my dick into her mouth.

I felt the two women getting into it, their naked bodies rolling up to my side as Himiko and Yui began to tease and touch one another. Hina meanwhile came said she needed me in her and so I pushed her firm little ass down and let her rise and take my cock deep inside her. I held onto her narrow hips and watched her ride me reverse cowgirl, her hands on my thighs and the smooth tight lips of her pussy drawing so much pleasure out of my cock.

"Look at Hina go," Himiko said, holding Yui close against her, one hand working the small girl’s clit, teasing her. Then she looked at me with passionate eyes and smiled when she saw the kinky pleasure she was giving me.

“Don’t cum in her Oniichan,” Yui said, “not yet.” Her smile was wicked as she sat up and reached down between her sister and I’s bodies. I felt her fingers slide around my cock and then tease her sister’s pussy.

"Oh! Oh god, I'm cumming!" Hina cried out, and Yui pulled her lips to hers. The two sisters were kissing, and I very nearly came when I saw that. They held each other close as Hina came on my cock, Yui pulling her off me and pressing her down into the blankets, cuddling and touching one another, smiling and kissing gently.

Himiko bit her bottom lip and swiveled her hips around, presenting me her ass and pussy on display. I wasted no time getting up behind her and sliding into her hot depths. Hina and Yui moved over, Mine reaching out and feeling up her stepmom’s big breasts as they swayed and bounced, the older woman crying out in pleasure.

Yui moved to my side and grinned at me wickedly as she rubbed her slick fingers around Himiko’s tight little asshole. She popped a finger in, fingering the tiny hole, and I could feel the sensation on my dick as I drove into the woman.

"Oh, God!" Himiko cried, her back arching as her tits jiggled so deliciously, "I love you girls so much… right there… oh god, right there!"

I very nearly came right there, but just barely managed to hold it off. The sight of Himiko in the throes of pleasure and Hina and Yui grinning, happy for her, warmed my heart. Hina pulled the beautiful older woman down, and my cock slid free with a wet sound. Yui smiled and bent down, sucking it into her tiny little mouth. I heard her moan and watched her tongue lick up Himiko’s juices. She was staring up into my eyes, making sure I appreciated the sight.

With a happy growl, I pulled the girl beneath me and let my cock slide into her tiny folds. Feeling her incredible tightness ease as I slid into her.

"Oh, Oniichan!" She cried into my neck as I began to slide my cock in and out of her. Working it in slowly. I heard a moan of pleasure from Hina, and looking up saw Himiko had pressed the girl beside us and was kissing down her flat stomach, her cheeks rosy from her recent orgasm, and eyes filled with taboo passion as she began to lick and kiss her stepdaughter’s young pussy.

Yui was like a wild woman beneath me, her hips gyrating and her hands dragging me in deeper and deeper with a firm grip on my ass. I couldn’t take much of her tiny young pussy and soon was announcing that I was going to cum.

"I want to feel it, Oniichan,” she whispered in my ear, “please fill me with your cum!”

Then I was shuddering, a tingling sensation of pleasure racing along my nerves, from fingers and toes and out to my cock. My whole body on fire as I filled the young girl’s womb with my seed. She held me close, kissing my neck and lips softly, thanking me and whispering kinky things in my ears as Himiko made Hina cum.

“We aren’t done with you, Oniichan,” she whispered finally, “You have to fill each of us, and mommy wants you to impregnate her.” I looked at the little girl stunned, and she giggled, then I felt the walls of her pussy flex around my cock, and I groaned.

"Mhmm, your insatiable girl," I growled as I rolled her next to her stepmom and sister. I pulled out of her tight depths and stood.

“Come,” I said to the women, “Let’s take this into the hot springs.”

They all looked up at me with big grins, hopping to their feet and practically dragging me down the short hall. As we walked, Himiko reached down and stroked my cock stiff, and I got so turned on that when we entered the hot springs, I stopped the older woman and bent her over right there at the edge of the pool and drove my cock home into her. Yui knelt between our legs with a mischievous grin, and I heard Himiko cry out in pleasure. Then I felt the little pink tongue sliding along my shaft as she licked Himiko, and I's joined sex organs. Hina sucked on one of Himiko’s large puffy pink nipples, enthralled by her stepmom’s body. Himiko didn't last long, with all the attention on her. After she came, her legs were so weak we had to help her into the pool.

We spent hours in that bath, washing one another, and exploring every kinky scenario. One of the highlights for me was when we first got in and Himiko relaxed, recovering from her orgasm and Yui and Hina, giving each other hungry smiles sat me on the edge and proceeded to suck their stepmom’s cum off my cock. Watching the beautiful sisters worship my cock, their delicate lips and tongues touching and teasing, seeing the kinky kisses and touches passed between them, had me on the edge of bliss.

When I announced that I was about to blow, Yui pushed her sister into my lap, guiding my cock into the older girl and pressing herself to the girls back. The three of us all touching and teasing as Hina rode my throbbing cock. Holding onto her small firm ass with one large hand, I felt and teased her little sister as I flooded her womb with my cum.

Or when Hina and Himiko guided my throbbing cock, fresh from their mouths, into Yui’s tiny little ass. The girl writhed like a demon possessed her as it slowly slid into her depths and she was cumming before I got half in.

She held onto Hina, the two of them kissing one another and Hina whispering encouragement, while Himiko licked and sucked on the girl’s puffy clit. I pulled my dick out several minutes later, and Himiko jerked it off onto Yui’s tiny bare ass, the pearly ropes reaching up to her mid-back.

We cleaned off eventually and made it back to the rooms, exhausted, sated, and probably all a little sore. The next day we slept in until late, all four of us on the same mat and under the same blankets. We ate a late lunch and then went for a hike through the surrounding areas, the sight of their beautiful faces alight with discovery and joy reminded me once again how fortunate I was. I would be counted lucky to have the regard of any one of them, but I was triply blessed.
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W
 hen we returned, we found the rooms made up and the hot springs ready for us. We changed, and the sight of Himiko’s perfect body got me so excited that I ended up taking her there on the bed mat, her legs spread wide as she cried out in pleasure, begging me to fuck her harder and harder. I was pounding her into the mattress when we finally both came, her legs drawing me in deep as I filled her womb. She lay back, a look of lazy contentment on her face as she drifted off into a blissful nap.

I joined Hina and Yui in the pool and found they had begun without me. They stood when I slipped into the water. The gaps between their slender thighs just peeking out as they approached me. Soon Yui was riding me, her feet on the edge of the pool as she leveraged herself up and down while sucked on my balls and fingered my bum.

Then Hina sat upon a stool while I ate her out, Yui down, sucking me hard again. Her little mouth had picked up some skills from her stepmom, and she had me rock hard in no time. Hina was soon bent over in the pool, holding on to her younger sister as she came again and again on my thick shaft.

We lounged for hours after that. The sounds of bird song, swaying bamboo, and the gentle sighs of each other's breath a symphony of pleasing sounds. They served a large meal once more, and we feasted for hours. The atmosphere was relaxed and filled with love. Himiko and her girls were bonding in an unconventional way but none the less powerful. When we retired for the evening, we all were sad that it would be our last time together for a while.

The three of them got on their knees, hands exploring one another’s bodies as they took turns worshipping my cock. Their beautiful faces and soft lips coaxing a massive load out of my exhausted dick, coating their faces in cum. They kept going though, none wanting to cease their ministration of me. Soon I was hard again, and I ordered all three of them to bend over before me. Three perfect asses and pussies presented themselves. I was fucking one and fingering the other two, all of us climbing higher and higher into the state of absolute bliss.

We slept like the dead that night, Himiko on my right and Yui and Hina clutching one another and pressed to my left. We woke that way, and all made love one last time, with an almost desperate frenzy. We shouldn’t have been worried.

Returning to the house, we unpacked, and all passed out in the late afternoon, dead tired. The rest of the week was a blur of studying, baseball practice, and prepping for the placement exam. The girls were busy with club activities and getting ready for school to start. Himiko was 100% focused on helping me with the test and would come into my room and provide ‘relief’ every evening and morning before I hit the book, hard.

In the end, her support was amazing, and I got top marks on the test. We had a party that weekend to celebrate the end of summer and the coming school year. Himiko invited Momo and her daughter as well as a couple of the other mothers from the foreign exchange group. I had a great time getting to know the other kids in a more relaxed setting, and even Avram managed to relax for a while and forget to be anxious around a crowd. He confessed to me that he had become obsessed with Momo and her daughter and had heard them discussing me the night before. We were both pretty drunk, but he made me promise that if anything happened with either mother or daughter, that I would let him watch or at least tell him all about it. I wasn't sure about that, but like I said, I was pretty drunk and agreed to it.

School started the following Monday, and things fell into a consistent rhythm throughout the week. Himiko would come to me every evening, and her favorite was to crawl between my legs and suck me off, worshipping my cock. Or for me to take her bent over my desk or bed driving into her hard. Some days she would greet me at the door in just an apron and nothing else, horny and needing to be used.

Yui would crawl into bed with me every night, joined by Hina now and then, especially on Saturday nights before the weekend. Yui was secretly, or not so secretly, the kinkiest of the women and often wanted to be tied up or roleplay some taboo scenario. The girl loved to be tied up and have her ass fucked hard with a couple of fingers in her mouth. Her friends on the swim team were mostly innocent, but after she brought me to one of their workouts and all the girls saw my muscled body, they were begging her for a ‘date’ with me.

Hina and I bathed together every morning, and she was the one I grew the closest with over the school year. The girl was smart, athletic, and quietly funny, with a dry sense of humor that always got me. She was often joining in with Himiko at night, the two of them sharing cock-sucking duty, or with Yui in my bed. She was also the one who set up my surprise birthday party. She blindfolded me and brought me into the girl’s showers, then let the whole volleyball team have their way with me, and then me with them. That was one of the wildest times I had during the school year.

One other memorable experience I had that year was the weekend I spent in our first month of school with Momo and her daughter. Momo's daughter was the most beautiful girl in school, without question. Hina was a close second, but in Japan there is a premium on small and cute, and Momo's daughter had that in spades. I learned later that Momo and her girl had planned out the whole evening with me from seduction to which of them would be on top when they lined their pussies up for me to tradeoff between them. After that weekend, Himiko and Momo became best friends, and the two women were over at the house often. Perhaps one day, I will write out the full story, but this tale was focused on the Tanaka’s and our love.

I decided to stay in Japan after that school year, and my exam marks were enough to get me into Tokyo University, just a short train ride away. Eiji is still around, although he and Himiko finally split up. He enjoys his life as far as I can tell and is happy that his daughters have found a good and happy life. He enjoys being a grandfather immensely and has begun to teach the kids to fish. Hina got into the same school and lived with me, eventually becoming my girlfriend and wife. Yui moved in with us and Himiko did ultimately as well. We both have fabulous jobs and can take lots of vacations to tropical places and bring Himiko, Yui, and our friends. Ours is a beautiful life, still filled with sexy and wild times, and I wouldn't have it any other way.




THE END
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T
 he first time I heard Dillon’s music, it changed everything. I was wandering through the halls of our church an hour after service. My mind wandering just as my feet were, fantasizing of a better life as I often did, and avoiding the stares and glares of the Sunday School mothers.

I had twenty minutes to kill, as my daughter, Heather, finished up teaching the class. She’d taught it since she was a teen, showing a remarkable ability to understand and distill the information to kids. She was studying marketing in school, but I always thought she would be a great teacher.

The church was a large complex, and the most prominent building in town several times over. The large chapel hid a network of tunnels, corridors, and dark rooms beneath and behind. During the week, these halls were bustling with people as they took classes or played in sports leagues held here.

My wandering feet took me to the Music Room as they often do. Music has been a part of my soul, my whole life. Ever since I was a little girl and heard my first record, I’ve been spellbound by sound. Growing up in the ’70s, there was an endless supply of new and old music, from rock to classical, and I devoured it all. I started collecting records when I was a girl, and my collection got so large I had to hire a contractor to come and build special shelves because regular ones kept breaking.

As much as I’m obsessed with music and bands, I’ve never had much talent for it. The church guitarist taught me when I was a teenager, but my hands are too small for some chords to be any good. Others always say I’m fine, but I can hear the discordant notes and poor rhythm in my own playing, and it drives me crazy. The old adage, those who can’t do, teach, is tragically true for me.

Turning the corner to the Music Room, a soft sound reached my ears, hauntingly melodic but muffled by the closed door. I was about to turn around, not wanting to disturb their privacy when the sound fully registered. I found myself stopping, body swaying as I walked forward slowly.

It was almost like the pied piper drawing me in, I could no more stop my feet from walking towards that sublime sound, as I could stop my heart from beating. They were simple guitar chords with a deep vibrato voice woven throughout. No words were sung, the voice was played like an instrument, in perfect accompaniment to the guitar, which was plucked and strummed with such skill I felt a wave of jealousy as I reached for the door handle.

The jealousy disappeared like water evaporating before the life-giving sun as the man played on. That it was a man, there could be no question, for just the sound of his voice was doing things to my body that hadn’t happened in over a decade.

Turning the nob, I pulled open the door to the Music Room, feeling like I was trespassing and interrupting, but unable to stop myself. The door handle’s click alerted the player, and as I peeked in, he quit playing with a twang of guitar chords and looked up at me.

A young man sat in one of the small plastic chairs with one of the old, beaten up practice guitars. It was hard to tell his exact age under the grime and unwashed clothes, but from what my daughter had said, he was nineteen years old.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” I said with a smile. If I had hoped to reassure him, it had the opposite effect.

Before I could say another word, the boy leaped to his feet, leaving the guitar and ran for the propped open back door.

“Wait!” I called, as he took off out the door.

It felt like the light of the world ran away with him; my life suddenly dull once more without those heavenly notes. When I checked out the back door, I could see no one in the large parking lot behind the church. Shutting the door, I sat down with the guitar, trying hard to remember the song he’d been humming or singing. Only small snatches came back to me, and I craved more. Feeling out of sorts, I put the guitar away and went back up to get Heather and head home.

I was distracted the whole time, unable to get the incident in the Music Room out of my head. Nor the poor boy who looked like he’d been living in a dumpster. He was clearly in need of help, and it would only be right to offer what I could.

“How was class?” I asked Heather.

“It was good, but the Baldwin boys kept teasing the girls nonstop,” she shook her head in annoyance, “little boys can be the worst.”

“Speaking of that,” I said, “I saw someone in the Music Room today, it was the strangest thing.”

I told her about the incident, leaving out how much it had affected me. Heather tilted her head, looking out the window with a frown, thinking.

“That sounds like Dillon,” she said, “they used to call him ‘pig pen’ cause he always smelled and was covered in dirt.”

“That’s terrible,” I said.

“Yea,” she said with a nod, “but that was when we were young. I haven’t thought about him in years. I don’t know him well. He’s was a freshman when I was a senior, and he was always quiet.”

“I’d like to speak with his mom,” I said, coming to a decision, “he has a real talent for the guitar.”

“He doesn’t have a mom,” Heather said, “she passed when he was a kid. His dad is a long-haul truck driver or something.”

“That’s so sad,” I said, pulling into our driveway and shutting off the car, reaching out, I grabbed my daughters’ hand before she could get out, causing her to look at me in annoyance. “He needs my help.”

“Why do you care?” She asked.

The snotty tone in her voice made me incandescent with anger, and she saw it, immediately flinching back.

“You might not have grown up rich, but we’ve always had food in the fridge, power for heat, and hot running water,” Heather blushed and nodded, “What we have in plenty, we should offer to those who are in need. And that young man is in need.”

“I can probably find out his address or number if you really want it.”

“Thank you,” I said, mollified slightly and stepping out of the car and into the garage with her.

“Jesus, Mom,” Heather said with a sly smile before she slipped inside, “It’s almost like you have a crush on him.”

“Quiet you,” I said with a frown.

Inside, I shied away from the thought, occupying myself instead with household chores. Putting on my favorite Poison album, I dug out the cleaning supplies and got a few rags and started cleaning the house. I was in the middle of organizing the pantry when Heather found me.

“Dillon lives out on Lowe Rd,” she said, handing me a slip of paper with an address on it, “I couldn’t get his number from anyone. Can you believe this? I talked to one of my old teammates on the volleyball team, and she said he doesn’t even have a smartphone.”

“I didn’t even think that was possible in this day and age,” I said, pulling off my apron and putting away the cleaning supplies.

“I know,” Heather looked at me, curiously, “are you going over there right now?”

“No time like the present,” I said, heading back to my room to change, “Do you want to come?”

“I have to drive back to school,” she called from her room, “Tell me how it goes, though!”

I usually cooked a large Sunday meal for the two of us, packing the leftovers for her to take to school. I loved our Sunday dinners together and would miss saying goodbye to her when she left, but I couldn’t get the young man and his music out of my head. The whole time I’d been cleaning, snatches of his song would worm their way into my brain no matter how loud I blasted my music.

Slipping free of my clothes, I dug through my closet, pulling out my red dress with sequins and putting it on. Standing before the mirror, I frowned at the slight softness around my middle and the sag to my breasts. The dress was low cut and shorter than most skirts, with a plunging back that was covered by only a few beaded strings of material.


I look like a trollop!
 I thought to myself in shock, and removing the dress I pulled on a heavy white bra, plain white shirt, and blue jeans. Stepping out of the closet, I checked myself out and nodded approvingly.

As I grabbed up my keys and purse shouting goodbye to Heather, I hopped in my car and plugged the address into my phone's GPS. Pulling out of the garage, I wondered what the hell I was doing. Butterflies were dancing in my stomach as I drove across town, and as I neared downtown, I realized why. Turning off my route, I wound through to a small pawnshop.

The man behind the counter licked his lips when I stepped in, his eyes trailing up and down my body made me feel gross, but I saw what I was after immediately. I could tell he wanted to barter with me and keep me around for a while to flirt, but I had no desire to talk to the burly bearded man a moment longer than I had to.

“If you need lessons or a teacher,” he said, as he trailed after me to the door, “I know how to play. Was in a band as a kid. We would have made it too, but you know how those record execs are.”

“Yea,” I said, trying to hurry out with my bulky package, “I think I’m ok. It’s not for me.”

“You’re daughter?” He asked with a hopeful smile, and I wanted to spit on his disgusting face, but instead, I just frowned until his smile melted, and he wilted, slinking away to the back of his shop.












Chapter 2











I
 was back on the road a few minutes later, the butterflies back, but confident that I was doing the right thing. The cookie-cutter houses faded, and I was out in the country, narrow roads choked with brush, sagging power lines, and potholes so deep I had to slow down and go around most of them.

The farms along Lowe Road were disorganized, overgrown and chock-full of old rusty equipment. Each house looked progressively more dilapidated the farther I drove until I finally hit the dead end and pulled off onto a narrow dirt driveway.

The fencing was surprisingly straight and well maintained along the driveway and leading out into the small farm. There weren’t the piles of rusting out equipment or old cars littering the yard, as I’d seen on many of the farms around here. Instead, it was a neat and ordered little farm. The house was another matter, its paint was chipping, revealing dry grey timbers beneath and dull single pane windows that looked like they’d been installed a century before.

The porch looked like it had been replaced recently, the new wood was square and shone with a beautiful finish. I stepped out of my SUV and turned towards the house, taking in a deep breath before I went to walk up.

“You found me,” a voice said from behind, startling me, turning around I found the young man from earlier standing in the shade of the barn. He glanced up the road and back, “They going to arrest me?”

“Don’t be silly,” I said, “why would anyone arrest you?”

“I didn’t take anything,” he said defensively, “and I didn’t break-in. Someone left the door open.”

“I’m not here about that, Dillon,” I said reassuringly, “and you’re not in trouble at all. Forgive me for intruding on you, it was rude of me, but I didn’t know your number to call ahead. I’m Amanda, or Mandy, if you like. I teach music lessons at the church.”

“Oh?” The young man’s face hidden beneath his shaggy hair and dirty features lifted, bright blue eyes flashing out with interest and intensity that sent a shiver through to my core.

“Yes,” I said, my voice more than a touch breathless, “I heard you playing… I’ve never heard anything like it before.”

“Sorry,” He said with a frown, rubbing the back of his head with one hand as he walked over, “I know it sounded bad. Two of the strings were really loose.”

“It sounded magical,” I said, and he must have sensed my sincerity for he blushed, shuffling from foot to foot and peeking up at me again with those intensely blue eyes. Then his words registered, and I tiled my head, “Have you never tuned an instrument before?”

“Tuned?”

“Have they taught you nothing about music in school?” I asked in shock.

“I graduated last year,” Dillon said with a laugh, “But when I was in school, they barely taught us history.”

“You’ll need to learn,” I said, shaking my head and walking around the car to the passenger door. I noticed the young man’s gaze lingering on my body as I did and felt flattered, despite being old enough to be his mom.

“Why?” Dillon asked as he walked out from the barn's shadow, head tilted in curiosity, eyes bouncing between my large breasts and face, almost like he was unaware of it.

“Because you’re going to need to learn if you want to keep your guitar in tune.” Pulling the acoustic guitar out of the backseat as I spoke and lifting it to show him.

“For me?” Dillon said, and the desperate desire in his voice filled me with happiness to hear, then he looked at me in curiosity, “Why? I don’t even know you… Heather and I have never even spoken.”

“I got it because the music I heard you playing today was a gift to this world,” I said, “and it would be a sin if you weren’t allowed to make music simply because you didn’t have an instrument.” Blushing, I glanced down, “Sorry, I hope I haven’t offended you. That wasn’t my intention, I just…” glancing up I locked onto his blue eyes, feeling a shiver of something powerful pass down my spine, “I need to hear you play again, and a used guitar from a pawn shop is small enough price to pay for the experience.”

“You really liked it?” He asked, a fragile but hopeful smile finding its way onto his lips, white teeth peeking through.

“No,” I said, shaking my head and smiling, “I loved it. Not just your playing, but your voice as well. I never heard another like it… where did you learn to sing?”

“My mother,” he said sadly, then I saw him shrug as if pushing the emotions aside before walking over.

I held out the guitar and was surprised that he did not stink of sour sweat and armpits as I’d feared. He was covered in dirt, dust, and mud from working and paused just before taking up the instrument, blushing he looked around and nodded to the house.

“Let me clean up,” he said, heading over.

“Is your father here?”

“No,” Dillon said, as he ran up the new porch and inside, calling out over running water, “He’s a long-haul trucker and is gone for weeks at a time. He’ll be home in a couple.”

I glanced around the yard and frowned. My father had been a trucker, and I remember a lot more spare tires, old parts, and hydraulic lifts for fixing engines than I saw here. In fact, I saw no evidence that a trucker lived there at all, but was pulled out of my musings when the screen door slammed open, and Dillon stepped out.

He’d cleaned his face and neck as well as his hands, and my breath caught in my throat upon seeing him for the first time. I wouldn’t say he is conventionally handsome, like Brad Pitt or Leo, but there was a strength to him, a self-possession far beyond his years and a boyish innocence that melted something inside me.

“I’m not sure I’m deserving of such generosity,” Dillon said, a catch in his throat as I stepped up to hand him the guitar, “How can I ever repay you?”

“Could you play the song from earlier?” I asked, surprising myself with the question.

“I don’t know,” he said with a curious frown and sat down on the porch’s step, settling the guitar in his lap, “It wasn’t really anything… Just a melody that’s been playing over and over again in my head for weeks now.”

“Please?” I asked, feeling like a schoolgirl as I sat opposite him on the step, clasping my hands around my bent knees.

Dillon blushed and ducked his head, reaching up to clasp one hand around the neck, he gave it an experimental strum. Nodding in pleasure, he plucked each cord in turn, turning his head to judge the tone by ear. I was shocked at the skill and even more so when he frowned at the third cord when it rang just a hair out of tune.

“The nob at the top,” I said, pointing and slipping my phone into my other hand and keying the camera app, “if you turn it to the right… yea, like that. Make sure you give it a pluck as you turn it to judge when it comes into tune.”

Dillon nodded in thanks as he adjusted the tuning key, nodding in pleasure when the right note rang out. Again, he did it all by sound and touch, showing a natural talent I’d never seen in a musician. I hit record on the app capturing Dillon in the middle of the frame, seated on the porch, the sun reflecting off the guitar as he began to play. My musings were dashed aside when he struck the first chord of his song.

“Mhmm, hmm, hmm, Mmmhmm,” his deep voice hummed along with the slow strumming, and some magic hidden in the notes snatched me away from this world and took me along with him.





“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”




“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”



“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”



“Hunting for love in my new golden dream.”













Chapter 3











“D
 illon,” I breathed, the final notes still hanging in the air, carrying my emotions along with them, “That was incredible. You have an incredible talent.”

“Thanks,” he said, blushing a deep crimson and ducking his head at the compliment, hair falling across his face.

“You’ve never taken lessons?” I asked again, finding it hard to believe. The finger placements hadn’t been perfect according to classical guitar, but they’d produced clear, sharp notes.

“This is the second time I’ve held a guitar,” he said with a half-smile, “I had a keyboard for a couple days when I was a kid,” he shifted uncomfortably before going on, “but Dad said the sound was annoying and music was for wimps, so he sold it.”

“Then I know how you can repay me for the guitar,” I said, trying to keep the excitement out of my voice, not wanting to scare him off, “Let me give you music lessons. I’m not a master, but I can teach you to play the guitar and even the piano if you want to learn.”

“Really?” Dillon asked, his face filling with excitement and hope for one second, before it fell again, “I couldn’t take lessons for free, that wouldn’t feel right, and I can’t pay you, I’m sorry. Also, with the farm… I really don’t have a lot of free time.”

“You don’t have to pay me,” I said, but when I saw his eyes go flat and that foolish manly pride rearing its head, I went on, “Or better yet, you can pay me when and if you earn money as a musician.”

“People still pay musicians?” Dillon asked with a laugh, “It seems like everything I hear nowadays is electronically produced.”

“A lot of it is,” I said with a nod, “But if you’re talented, there are always opportunities to play. With your voice, though, you could really go places in the business.”

“Ok,” Dillon said with a crooked grin, “now I know this is a prank. I don’t even have fifteen Instagram followers. I’m never going to be a star.”

“You think the next rock god is going to come from the pool of silly fools who call themselves influencers
 ?” I laughed; my best friend Nancy and I were always joking about this same thing. “You think Mick Jagger, Janis Joplin, or Kurt Cobain were loved because they had abs and a nice tan? It was because they created music that moved the soul. Because they stood on a stage and did a thing better than anyone else could, with confidence beyond arrogance. Steven Tyler wouldn’t have had more than twenty followers if he couldn’t transport the listener into his world with only the sound of his voice.”

“You’re really passionate about this,” Dillon said, his blue eyes staring at me with keen interest, “I love listening to you talk.”

“Sorry,” I said, blushing and realizing, I’d leaned forward as I spoke, face so close to his I could smell the floral notes of the soap he’d used.

For one frozen moment, our eyes held one another’s, and I thought he might kiss me, not sure if I was horrified or excited by the prospect. The moment passed, and I jerked back, standing quickly and smiling to take the sting of my sudden retreat.

“I tend to carry on sometimes. My daughter says it's my worst trait. Are you free Tuesday afternoon for a lesson?”

“I’ll be free after seven,” he said, unable to meet my eyes after that awkward moment.

“Perfect,” I said, “I’ll come by then.”

I climbed into my car and backed down and out of the lane. Waving goodbye and trying not to stare in my rearview mirror at the young man as I drove off. My heart was racing, and I felt guilty for some reason. Telling myself, I was being silly, I drove straight home, eager to see if the video I’d taken on my phone had come out or not.

Heather's little Honda Civic was still parked outside when I pulled into the driveway, and I could hear her talking to a friend in her room as she packed. Hurrying into the kitchen, I poured myself a large glass of wine and pulled out my phone.

Starting the video and turning up the sound, I leaned on the counter, sipping my wine as I watched Dillon. On the first note, I closed my eyes, the music once again transported me to that secret happy place it had taken me on the porch.

Playing it again, I kept my eyes open this time, unable to look away from the passion and intensity in his face as he sang. The dirty shy boy I’d first seen, running scared as a rabbit out of the church's Music Room, was unrecognizable in the video.

As he began to sing actual words, he glanced up, staring at me with a fierce desire I hadn’t noticed earlier, those brilliant blue eyes burning with an inner fire that set my heart hammering in my chest. Then his words rang out, and the guilt swept in once again.

“Who’s that?” Heather asked, her voice a mixture of curiosity and awe as she walked up and looked over my shoulder, “Damn… he’s hot… Is that on YouTube? Hold on, Jen, I’m asking her,” moving the phone from her ear, she nodded at my phone, “Is that an old band or something?”

“You don’t recognize him?” I asked with a crooked smile.

“That’s pig pen
 ?!” she asked incredulously, “Shut up.”

“It’s Dillon,” I said, nodding, “I brought him a guitar tonight, plan on giving him lessons. He played this for me.”

When the lyrics started up again, I happened to be looking at Heather's face. If I hadn’t seen the quick emotions flitting across her features, I wouldn’t have believed it. Unable to break her gaze away from the video, I saw my daughter fall in love, fan-girl-style, right before my eyes.

“Dude… Jen, are you listening to this?” Clicking her speak button, the electronic voice of her college roommate sounded out in the kitchen.

“His voice is haunting… you have to send me that video. Yuki is in here too, and she says if you don’t send it to her too, she’s going to use all your body wash.”

“Don’t touch my body wash!” Heather said, laughing, “I’ll be back in a couple hours, see you soon.”

“Later bitch,” Jen said,

“Send the video!” Cried another girl from the background.

Heather hung up, cutting off the laughing girls with a roll of her eyes. Wrapping one arm around me, she gave me a quick hug and ran upstairs.

“Text me the video!” She called as she grabbed her bags and clean laundry. “Love you Mom, see you next weekend!”

“Drive safe!” I called after her, watching her pack up her car and drive off, while waving from the kitchen window.

As my daughter drove off, I felt strange, usually seeing her drive away made me sad and lonely. I would often spend the night looking through old photos, missing my little girl, and when we used to be friends. This night I felt strangely free, like a kid whose parents had left them home alone unexpectedly.

Refilling my wine glass, I sat on the couch to watch some TV, but I couldn’t focus on my show. After a few minutes, I muted it and pulled out my phone. I felt a happy little buzz from the wine as I slouched down and unbuttoned my jeans, getting comfortable.

I couldn’t look away from the video, not only was the music so pure and true, reaching down into my soul, but Dillon was so compelling and electrifying on-screen. He had undeniable chemistry with the camera. Reaching over to take another sip, I found to my surprise that I’d already finished the wine. Setting the glass down, I slid my hand down my stomach and into the waistband of my pants.

Guilt and shame washed through me for a terrible moment, and then those gorgeous eyes stared straight into my soul, and I was lost in the pleasure of his voice and my own wicked fantasies. All of my teenage crushes had been about rock stars until I was old enough to learn that no matter how pretty I might be, no Rock God was going to wander into my town and carry me off.

Only this time I was older and wiser, I should have known better than to dream of a nineteen-year-old, simply because his voice tickled places inside me, and his intense stares made me weak in the knees.

My first orgasm hit me quick and hard, but there was no stopping me. By the time I picked myself up off that couch, my jeans were a mess, and my arm ached, but I felt a warm glow emanating from the center of my being, despite the warning voice in my mind.

I collapsed in bed, after stripping naked on my way there, and passed out with the video playing on a loop. I woke in the middle of the night with a start, feeling a deep fear and sadness that I couldn’t pinpoint until I realized my phone had died and the music cut off. Plugging it in, I rolled over and fell back asleep, my dreams now dreary and dull.
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T
 hat Monday was a busy one at the office, and the diversion was welcome. Whenever I found myself with a moment or two to myself, my mind would drift to thoughts of a certain young man, and I would fit an earbud in and play the song again.

I spent lunch distracted and staring at my phone instead of gossiping with the dental assistants like I usually did. The office I’ve managed the past few years is a busy private dental practice and the crew of assistants has become like sisters to me. The dentists rotate in and out and, to be honest, usually do more harm than good. There is a reason dentists are commonly referred to as failed doctors.


“Amanda, you’ve been staring at your phone all day,” Nancy said, slipping into the chair beside me, “What’s got you so distracted? Waiting for a man to text you back?”

“It’s nothing,” I said, and then realizing it was silly to feel so guilty, I shook my head, “It’s silly, really. It’s this song, I can’t seem to stop listening to it. It’s like magic or something.”

“Is it from a new band?” She asked, peeking at my phone as I pulled up the video, “Did you record this? I’m not really a fan of acoustic guitars… Wait… who is that?!”

I grinned at the slack-jawed expression on her face, wondering if I’d looked so besotted the first time I heard him play. It was a wild thing to see the effect Dillon’s voice and music had on the woman. As the song wound on, I watched her face, eyes dilating, and lips parting wetly. Her cheeks flushed with a faint rosy color as her breath deepened.

When it got to the part where Dillon turned to look at me and began singing, I heard a whimper escape Nancy’s throat, and I felt embarrassed for witnessing the reaction but also too fascinated to turn away. As the song came to an end, she was biting her bottom lip, knees pressed together tightly as she shifted in her seat.

“Jesus…” Nancy breathed when I clicked off the video. “Do you have any more? Who is that?”

“He lives near my church,” I said, and told her all about finding him in the Music Room and tracking him down, “Honestly I don’t know what came over me, but I just had to put an instrument in his hands. It seemed a sin for him to have to break into a church to make music.”

“I agree,” Nancy said, still staring at the frozen image of Dillon on my phone screen, “He certainly is ravishing… those eyes… that voice… Jesus, Amanda… I feel like a schoolgirl who just saw the Beatles for the first time or maybe Elvis.” Blushing an even darker shade of red, she shook her head, “What is this feeling?”

“You feel it too?” I asked, grabbing her hand, “Like a quickening inside, a melting and an unquenchable longing…”

Nancy was looking at me with amusement as I trailed off, heat suffusing my cheeks as I looked away. She gripped my hand tightly, though, when I went to pull away.

“I didn’t mean to laugh,” she said, “I’ve just never seen you talk about a man like that before. Even that firefighter you dated a couple years back. Better be careful, or you’ll have him falling for you.”

“Don’t be silly,” I said, trying to ignore the burning heat in my cheeks, then her tone registered, and I looked over, trying to read her expression. “I’ll be giving him some music lessons, just to help refine his talent.”

“Mmm-hmm,” Nancy said with a sly smile, the grin seemed genuine, but there was definitely a flatness to her gaze that read as jealousy, “Looks like you have a plan all set up then. Eh, Mrs. Robinson?”

“Quiet!” I said, and this time it was my turn to glance around and make sure we weren’t overheard, “It’s nothing like that. He’s younger than my daughter for goodness sakes.”

“Some women find that alluring,” Nancy said, and this time there was no denying the ache of jealousy and loss in her voice, “Don’t mind me, I’m just teasing you. It’s a kind thing you’re doing for the boy, and you’re right, he does have a God-given talent. It’s truly remarkable.”

“I’m nervous about heading over there alone,” I said, still holding her hand in mine, “I could really use a friend to help learn about him, maybe poke around a bit.”

“Whatever for?” She asked, sounding concerned, but in her eyes, I saw intense excitement flare-up that she struggled to suppress, affecting a casual air.

I told her about my suspicions quickly and quietly, aware that we were about to push past our allotted hour-long lunch break. Several of the dental assistants came back in from their smoke break, and we parted ways, heading back to work. Nancy kept giving me conspiratorial grins and winks when no one was looking. Her excitement about such a mundane thing was adding an element of wickedness to it that, frankly, I didn’t need. My mind was already enough of a scramble, but it was a major comfort to have someone to confide in.

Nancy is married to a pharmaceutical CEO. It’s her second marriage, and from what I’ve gathered, she hasn’t been happy in it for years. Unwilling to be a bored housewife, she got a certificate and became a dental hygienist, on a lark, I think. Moving from Los Angeles had been hard for her but leaving her career in Hollywood as a casting and talent agent had been even harder.

When I first met her, I wanted to hate the woman. She arrived on her first day of work in a couture outfit that cost as much as my house payment. The women in the office wanted to hate her too, but Nancy’s the type of woman that’s impossible to hate. Her eccentricities only make you love her even more, because when she reveals herself to be smart, hard-working, and kind, it comes as even more of a shock.

The rest of the workday passed by quickly, and I was almost skipping when I headed out to my car. I was just about to pull out when Nancy slipped out of the building and ran over. I opened the office, so my day ended an hour before the rest of the staff, and I knew how much they loved their last hour without the boss around.

“You’re going to send me the video, right?” She asked, a touch breathless as she clung to the window frame of my door, keeping me from pulling out.

“Of course,” I said.

“Good,” pulling up her phone, she showed me an app on it, “I wanted to tell you about this app. My niece forced me onto it, but it's pretty amazing for finding young talent. Kids and adults all make short videos of themselves singing or dancing and share it around. It’s a lot of fun, but mostly I love to see all the young talent and try to judge whose got what it takes or not.”

“I’ll check it out,” I said, “I don’t know much about social media, though.”

“I’ll teach you,” Nancy said with a flash of bright white teeth before turning and hurrying back inside with a wave.

Pulling into the driveway, I couldn’t help but feel a touch of sadness at knowing I would be walking into an empty house. The past year had been tough with Heather away at school, but I was learning to enjoy my alone time, or at least attempting to.

After getting into some comfortable clothes, I prepared dinner and put it in the oven to finish off. Then I poured myself a glass of wine and removed my makeup. Sitting in front of my mirror, I tugged at the crows-feet around my eyes, feeling like an old woman for maybe the first time in my life.

My hair was still golden blonde, highlighted with pale yellow and red chunks and the roots only showing a touch of darkness from where they’d grown out. I debated gluing on my fake lashes for tomorrow evening but pushed the thought aside immediately, telling myself there was no reason to dress up.

I spent a good twenty minutes trying on different outfits until I settled on a loose white and blue sundress and a pair of strappy sandals. Checking myself out in a full-length mirror, I frowned at the plunging neckline that revealed the inner sloping curves of my large breasts.


I’ll just wear a shawl,
 I thought to myself, no sense looking for another outfit.


Leaving the clothes on the back of my makeup chair, I ran out and pulled the chicken and squash out of the oven and set it down to cool. Popping on Grey’s as I ate, I checked my phone and was surprised to see a message from my daughter. She rarely messaged me during the week unless she needed money, so I was surprised when I read it.

Heather: I tried to add Dillon in Insta, but he’s blocked me?!? Find out why! And get more videos… my roommate is obsessed…


I wrote back that I would try to find out, and growing curious, I downloaded the app and set about making myself a profile. I was so excited, I pushed the plate away and poured myself more wine, folding my legs under me as I searched for the perfect profile photo.












Chapter 5











H
 eather had been telling me to make an account for years, but always with a hint of trepidation as if she didn’t want me seeing what she got up to. She’d been a cheerleader, captain of the soccer team, and one of the three homecoming queens. I’d long since stopped keeping track of what she got up to on the weekends, always off partying on the lake or at a kegger with her girlfriends.

Nancy had been trying to get me on Instagram as well, showing me her profile and its thousands and thousands of followers. Her account seemed to be mostly women envious of her skincare routine, and the extravagant vacations she went on with her disinterested husband: that and the legion of men obsessed with the thirsty photos she posted weekly.

It wasn’t Heather or Nancy I looked up first. I was so far gone, I couldn’t even see it, as I pulled up Dillon’s profile and felt my heart sink to see it set to private. Heart hammering in my chest, I hit the follow button and then quickly set my phone down, turning it so I couldn’t see the screen.

My hand was trembling as I picked up my wine glass and took a sip.


What did I just do?
 I thought to myself, the blood rushing in my ears, It’s ok. I’ll just cancel it, he’ll never know what a silly old woman I am!


Just as I was reaching for my phone, it vibrated, and I knew before I turned it over what I would find. Sure enough, the notification across the screen said Dillon had accepted my request. I was muttering a silent oath when another notification popped up, and I opened the app before I could help myself.

Dillon: Hi, Mrs. Kowalski. I wanted to write you a letter, but I don’t have your address and tell you thank you again for the wonderful gift. In all honesty, I’ve neglected my chores because I can’t seem to put it down, my fingers are bleeding and nails are cracked, but I don’t think I’ve ever been given anything finer.


I read the message several times, feeling a lump form in the back of my throat and wiping away a small tear before typing back a response.

Me: It was my pleasure. You have a natural talent that I would love to nurture and see flourish.


Dillon: I don’t know about that, most of the time I can’t get the notes to sing as I want them to. Did you just sign up for IG? Or do you never log on? You’re not even following Heather lol.


Me: Don’t tease an old lady! Heather’s been asking me to make an account for years, but I don’t think she wants me snooping on her.


Dillon: you’re not an old lady Mrs. Kowalski, you’re beautiful


The comment sent a thrill through me, and I felt knots, I hadn’t realized were there, relax in my shoulders. Pushing the ideas that popped up in my head aside, I took another sip of wine before responding.

Me: Flattery will get you everywhere 😉 Hey, Heather said you blocked her?


There was a long pause before he typed out a response, and I saw the little bubble notifications pop up a few times before they disappeared. Finally, a reply came through, and my heart sank as I read it.

Dillon: Heather doesn’t remember this, I bet, but I asked her to a dance when I was a freshman. Dumb, I know. She laughed at me and said no. I was pretty angry and blocked her and most of her friends that night. TBH I forgot about it years ago. It was immature of me. What senior would go to a dance with a freshman?!


Me: never tell her I said this, but she was a bitch when she was younger!


Dillon: hahaha I won’t… and yea
 😊

I sat there, stomach filled with butterflies as I searched my brain for something else to say that would prolong our conversation, but Dillon beat me to it.

Dillon: I’m looking forward to tomorrow, I wrote a new song. Hope you like it. Have a good night Mrs. Kowalski and sweet dreams.


My heart set to beating again, and I typed out my response with shaking fingers.

Me: Do you have a video of it? Or a recording? I can’t wait until tomorrow!


Dillon: hahaha no, sorry I don’t have a way of taking those


I was about to tell him to use his phone but checked myself just in time. From the appearance of his house and clothes, there weren’t excess funds in his household for such frivolous expenses as a new phone.

Me: Goodnight Dillon


I kept myself from writing more and found that I couldn’t stop staring at the messenger window. I saw the little dots pop up on the bottom again, but he never sent whatever he’d been writing out. Feeling incomplete, I filled the bathtub and disrobed.

The hot soapy waters felt terrific on my skin, but the showerhead massager felt even better. I played Dillon’s song on an endless look on my phone, his deep voice bouncing off the walls and filling my being with wild lust. I ended up cumming several times before climbing out of the cooling waters on trembling legs.

Falling asleep, I kept redirecting my thoughts, trying not to acknowledge the truth staring me in the face. It was a restless night of sleep, as I kept tossing and turning, eventually getting up long before the sun was up and working out until sweat was pouring down me. I was out on a jog when the sun rose above the eastern horizon in a display of magnificence that reminded me once again of God's glorious creation.

Tuesdays are always slower around the office, with almost no emergency visits, things ran like a well-oiled machine. Nancy was full of breathless excitement about that evening, and I must confess her enthusiasm infected me as well. I fear that anyone listening in might have mistaken us for groupies heading to a Poison concert for how excitedly we talked about our outfits in between in-depth philosophical discussions about the nature of his music.

I sent Dillon a message in the afternoon, letting him know I would be bringing my friend over, but he hadn’t responded before I left for the day. Heading home, I touched up my make-up, threw on the dress and grabbed my music books and keyboard. Thankfully we live in a small town because Nancy and Dillon live on opposite ends of it. I drove through the tall blackened steel gate of the country club and wound my way up a man-made hill to her palatial estate.

I know she hated the mc-mansion like design of the house, but her husband wouldn’t be budged when they’d bought it. He’d been dead set on having the largest house in town. Even if he only spent a couple months a year there.

She was waiting outside when I pulled up and slid into the passenger seat. She looked stunning in her grey and black skirt and top. The rich material showing off her slender body to perfection. I was always envious of her tiny waist and butt, not to mention her firm round breasts that must be so much easier on her back than my gargantuan ones were. I never asked her what work she might have had done over the years to stay looking to perfectly youthful, that would have been rude, but whatever she’d had done, the surgeon was an artist.

“You look gorgeous,” Nancy said, flashing a white-toothed grin at me, and folding her hands in her lap nervously.

“Thanks,” I said, returning the smile, “so do you. I love the pearls.”

“Mmm,” Nancy reached up and rested a hand on the necklace of thick pearls and gave a half-smile, “Jeremy bought it for me for our fifth wedding anniversary. Fool man had no idea why I picked it out.”

“Why’d you pick it out?” I asked, not knowing the answer either.

“You need to properly bait the hook darling,” she said with a wicked smile but then turned and watched the countryside pass by as I drove us around town by country roads.

It was still a couple hours before sunset by the time we pulled down the narrow dirt road. Before I turned off my car, I caught a snatch of haunting music, just the barest sound, but it was enough to tug at powerful emotions.

Glancing over, I suppressed a smile when I saw Nancy adjusting her skirt and blouse nervously. The woman took a deep breath, settling her nerves before stepping out of the car. I was digging into the trunk and pulling out my music books and keyboard when the screen door opened with a squeal of hinges.

“You must be Dillon,” Nancy said, a warmth entering her voice that I rarely heard as she caressed the name, “I’m Nancy, Amanda’s friend.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Dillon said, a touch of nerves in his voice.

Holding the keyboard under one arm, I closed the trunk and grinned when Dillon’s brilliant blue eyes found mine. The look of curiosity on his face disappeared into a wide grin of pleasure. I felt a little zing of joy shoot down between my legs when his eyes bounced from mine, down to my plunging neckline, widening slightly before darting back up, a faint pink suffusing his cheeks.

“I hope you’re ready to get started,” I said, more excited for the lesson than I ever remembered being, “because I want to cover a lot of things.”

“Can’t wait,” Dillon said, “I made a pitcher of tea and lemonade, come on in. Both of you.”

He threw a nervous look at Nancy, but seemed like he was trying to ignore her. That is until the minx waltzed into his small house, heels clicking on the wood and her narrow hips swishing her little ass side to side. Dillon flinched at the sight but couldn’t seem to tear his gaze away from her ass until I stepped onto the porch and startled him out of staring.

He blinked and blushed even harder, looking down to avoid meeting my eyes and knowing smile. That just caused him to stare at my massive breasts, swaying in my sundress as I climbed the steps, with perhaps more force than was necessary. I had to press my lips together to keep from grinning in pleasure when he bit his bottom lip and couldn’t seem to look away until I was past him and in the small living room.

Nancy watched me walk in with a knowing smile, flashing me a wink before doing a slow spin in the room. Dillon shuffled in and led us into the kitchen, where he had two pitchers set up. Getting three cups out of the cupboard, he filled them with ice, hands shaking, and casting nervous looks at the two of us as he did.












Chapter 6











“Y
 ou can take a seat,” he said, motioning to the kitchen table, “This room has the best acoustics in the house, so I figured it would do. That is unless you want to do it in the bathroom.”

“No,” I said with a laugh pulling out a chair and sitting down, “this will be perfect.”

I had a different plan in mind for Dillon’s first lesson than what I usually taught. Usually, I had to keep a student’s attention and fingering exercises, and musical theory was saved until later in their education. With Dillon, I thought with his passion and natural talent, that a good foundational understanding of musical composition would be the most efficacious. I had to be careful though, the one thing I didn’t want to do was get him lost in theory and ruin the wild spirit of his talent.

“We’ll begin today with a few fingering exercises that you can do in your spare time, to improve strength and flexibility in your hands.” Pulling out a couple workbooks that had colorful characters on them, I held up the first one, “Then we will get into the workbooks and start with a basic understanding of musical theory.”

“Sounds good,” Dillon said, “I’m at your mercy.”

“Mmm, I like the sound of that,” Nancy said with a crooked smile, “Or better yet, we could be yours… at your mercy, that is.”

“Uh, sure,” Dillon said a touch nervously, “Wait, what?”

“Ignore her,” I said, casting a flat stare at Nancy that only caused her to cackle in delight, “She’s just teasing.”

“I’ll stay silent the rest of the lesson, I promise,” Nancy said, “On the condition that you let me film it.”

“Why would you want to do that?” Dillion asked suspiciously.

“Call it a hunch,” the slender brunette said as she slipped out of her chair and wandered around the room sipping her tea, “but I have a feeling we’ll all want to look back on tonight and be able to relive it.” Dillon still looked unsure, so she went on, “I’ll make you a deal, anything you want me to delete, I will, no questions asked.”

“Ok,” Dillon said, “It still feels kinda weird, though.”

“Think of it as an extra exercise,” I said, “there will be times when you have to play with great distractions going on, or when stage fright has you locked in place. Just ignore Nancy and her filming and focus on the music.”

Dillon relaxed after that, and we got down to work. In truth, once Nancy pulled out her phone and started recording us, walking around the room and filming from different angles, it was I who felt the most uncomfortable. I was all too aware of my proximity to this alluring young man, and his hot eyes on my face and body were hard enough to ignore. When Dillon was distracted, it had less to do with the filming and more to do with the sexy MILF’s wearing tight clothing.

The lesson and music were a welcome distraction, if one that had its own traps. Dillon picked up the fingering lessons faster than anyone I’d seen before. His fingers were long and strong, with large hands that could reach all the way across the frets. He was building up the calluses he would need to play for hours at a time, and I warned him about playing too much in the beginning so he could give the callouses time to build up.

“That’s harder said than done,” Dillon said in response, “it’s become something of an obsession.”

“Nothing wrong with obsessions,” I said, feeling a faint blush suffuse my cheeks, “So long as you don’t indulge too much.”

“No worries there,” Dillon said with a slightly bitter smile, “I have no hope of indulging in what I desire.”

His eyes held a small sadness, as they gazed at me, that I brushed aside. Unwilling to indulge in my own obsession and read too much into things.

“Let’s get into theory,” I said, pulling over a booklet and trying to ignore my racing heart and wishing Nancy wasn’t filming all of this and making me feel twice as self-conscious.

Here I was able to impart a lot of knowledge to Dillon. The boy had a natural feel for music and could pick tunes up just by listening to them. I played several songs for him by various bands and in different genres, pointing out how the songs were constructed, and the various tricks artists used to create specific emotions and feelings from their audience.

It was just surface-level information, but Dillon soaked it up like a sponge. The biggest surprise was that he hadn’t heard of any of the bands I played for him. Prominent musicians like Pearl Jam, Journey, and Prince; he had only vague notions of who they were.

“My dad only allowed country music in the house,” Dillon said with a shrug when I asked him how that was possible, “and the radio broke a few years ago, so I haven’t been listening to much of anything. That’s when I started making up songs in my head.”

“Don’t you have a smartphone?” Nancy asked with a frown.

“Of course, I do,” Dillon said, but the young man was far too open and honest to be a good liar, and it was plain to see he was covering something up.

“Dillon,” I said gently, not wanting to offend or upset him, “Is your father really out on the road?”

“He is,” Dillon said, his back stiffening, “he’ll be back in a couple weeks, just like I said.”

Once again, it was plain he wasn’t being truthful. I opened my mouth to press him, but Nancy spoke first.

“I’m not the Christian here, but even I can see you’re letting pride get in the way of your better judgment,” turning off her phone, she set it down on the table, “What purpose does it serve you to lie to us? To lie to a woman who has only been kind to you?”

At first, anger flashed across Dillon’s face, but it passed in a second and was replaced by a haunting sadness. Allowing us to see a peek of the vulnerability within. A shiver passed over me, and something melted deep inside, and I noticed Nancy too was watching Dillon with a new intensity.

“Ma left when I was six,” he began slowly but gathering strength as he continued. “After that, my dad took to the drink hard. He was a truck driver and would go on long hauls all the time. Then one day… he just never came back. I don’t know if he got in an accident or if he just decided he’d had enough. That was six years ago.”

“How have you been surviving?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from breaking.

“I grow my own food and sell what I don’t eat to local markets,” he gave a shrug, looking down at his hands with a sad frown, “It was hard in high-school. But since I graduated, it hasn’t been that bad.”

“Compared to what?” Nancy sounded angry, causing us both to glance over at her. “There are services in town set up to help people who find themselves in situations like yours. I’ve donated millions to shelters and food banks all across the state. Why didn’t you ask for help?”

“Nancy,” I said in a warning tone.

“I’m sorry,” she said, expelling a deep breath, “It just makes me so mad when the system fails people like this.”

“The system didn’t fail me,” Dillon said with a shake of his head, “If I’d reported my father's disappearance, then Child Protective Services would have taken me off my land and put me in a home. I’ve heard enough about what kinds of places those homes are, that I wanted nothing to do with it. Plus, I would have lost the land to the county if the taxes weren’t paid.”

“All of that is in the past now,” I said, leaning forward and resting my hand on the back of his, trying not to notice the corded strength there too closely, “You’re no longer alone with the burden. You have us, and we aren’t going anywhere, whether you like it or not.”

“I can’t thank you enough,” Dillon said, a catch in his voice, “for everything you’ve done already… just to have visitors again is more of a blessing than I imagined.”

“I know how you can thank her,” Nancy said with an eager grin, “play another song for her before we go.”

“Gladly,” Dillon said with a smile, swinging the guitar back into his lap, “I’ve been working on a few, but the one I mentioned last night is nearly complete.”












Chapter 7











N
 ancy pulled up her phone again and started filming, and I realized how absurd this all was. Two older women, acting like eager teenage groupies, as they coaxed a song out of a handsome but brooding young man.

My mind was filled with these thoughts and others, and as always filled with self-conscious worry and anxiety. But the moment Dillon sent that first perfect note into the air, it whisked me away into a world of his making. My eyes filled with the sight of his face, ears with the sound of the guitar and his voice, and my heart filled with emotions so powerful I thought it might burst.

What I hadn’t been prepared for was the reaction my body had to the chorus, sung in a deep and throaty voice. The vibrations coming from Dillon reached down into the core of my being and lit a fire, where one had longed to burn. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Nancy writhing in her chair, but the awareness was far off and faint. All of my attention, on the sweet sounds coming out of Dillon and the guitar.

He sang a love song, but one about the hope of love, instead of the claiming of love. It began slow, the pulse low and throbbing as his voice picked up in passion and rhythm. As he drew near the bridge, his emotions layered a roughness to his voice that caused the deep vibrato. By the time he reached the song's crescendo, my sex was a quivering mess, and my thighs were pressed tightly together, for he sang of desire with such purity that I felt it mirrored within myself.

When the song ended, I sat in stunned silence for long moments, unable to do more than breathe and try to get a handle on my wild emotions. I’d never been affected on such a deep level by music, hadn’t thought it was possible, even after hearing his first song so many times. Blinking, I realized my eyes were filled with tears, and I wiped my cheeks hurriedly.

“That was…” I began but was forced to clear the lump from my throat before going on, “That was beautiful, Dillon.”

“It was brilliant,” Nancy said with fierce passion, “You have a God-given talent… that needs to be shared with the world.”

“I don’t know about that,” Dillon said, blushing, “but I appreciate the compliment.”

“She’s right,” I said, nodding, “Dillon, you have a rare gift… the world needs to hear it.”

“You’re serious?” He asked, with a half-laugh.

“You’re going to be famous,” Nancy said, nodding, “The next coming of Elvis if I had to say. I hope you’re ready to have women throwing themselves at your feet and recording execs throwing money, because your life's about to change.”

“That’s a nice dream,” he said with a laugh and a deep blush.

I didn’t fail to notice his quick glance between the two of us when she mentioned women throwing themselves at his feet, and a wild idea slipped into my brain and wouldn’t go away no matter how hard I tried. I felt my cheeks burn flaming red and was about to open my mouth to offer an indecent proposal, when Dillon stood abruptly, his manner awkward and stilted.

“Thank you again for everything, but I should get the chores finished before turning in,” the dismissal was apparent, and even more so when he held open the door for us.

Nancy and I got up hurriedly and packed our things, apologizing for staying too long.

“Not at all,” Dillon said as we stepped out, “I loved having you both over.”

“We’ll have to do it again,” Nancy said, pulling him into a one-armed hug and kissing him on one cheek. “Ciao!”

The young man had grown stiff when she kissed his cheek, and as I slipped out of the house and past him, I inhaled the aroma of sweat and musk that was all him. Looking up, I tried to offer my thanks as well, but when those pale blue eyes stared down into mine, words dried up on my tongue. I stood there for long seconds, unable to break away and unwilling to do more, fearing what I might allow myself to do.

I couldn’t hide from the naked intensity of his stare, nor the desire I saw there. Still weak from the effect of his song and unsure of myself, I offered a faint smile and then hurried to my car. I could feel his eyes on my back as I got in but couldn’t bring myself to look back. My stomach was filled with butterflies, and my heart was racing as Nancy and I drove down the driveway.

“I was talking to an old friend of mine who is A&R for a record label, she’s willing to hear some samples if we can get her something of good quality,” Nancy said, sounding a touch distracted, just as I felt.

“Don’t you think that’s getting ahead of ourselves a little bit?” I asked with a nervous laugh, “I mean, he’s just a kid and only started playing a few days ago. He might not even want to post anything online.”

“Amanda don’t get greedy,” Nancy said with a frown, “Do you really think he shouldn’t share his gift with the world? What if this isn’t some fluke, and he has other songs in him, maybe even better than this one?”

“You know what will happen when people hear him,” I said, a touch of anxiety entering my voice, “Of course I don’t think he should keep it to himself, but we don’t know anything about him. Dillon might not be ready for that kind of fame and notoriety. It already sounds like he’s been through a lot.”

“He has us now,” Nancy said, “and we won’t let him be forced to live that ever again.”

I felt strangely empty inside, a sadness growing with each mile that passed beneath the car’s tires. A sound broke my reverie, and then I grinned at Nancy as she played the song she’d recorded earlier.

The first perfect note rang out inside the car, and I pulled over to the side of the road, too distracted to drive. Nancy and I grinned at one another as we hunched over the center console and watched the small phone screen, as Dillon played. Once more, the song reached into the core of my being, only this time, Nancy was mere inches away.

When Dillon hit the chorus, his voice taking on that deep, vibrating richness that touched the center of my body, I felt Nancy shiver beside me.

“You too?” I asked her, whispering it, not wanting to break the song's spell.

“Oh god, yes,” Nancy said, turning her soft eyes on me, thick lips curving in a hungry grin, “He works some kind of magic… makes me think crazy things.”

“Like what?” I asked, staring into her eyes, a charged tension growing between us that I’d never felt before at the office.

“Like… this…” Reaching up, she cupped my cheek with one soft hand, eyes asking the question and filled with a fragile hope when she saw my answering smile.

The music had us in its spell, Dillon’s voice caressing our ears and souls even through the tiny speakers. It wiped away the last of my hesitation, and our lips met with a surge of unexpected pleasure. A thrill shot down my spine and made me shift in my seat.

I’d never kissed a woman before, although I’d dreamed of it from time to time. I was surprised at how soft Nancy’s lips were, and how eager her little tongue darted into my mouth, tracing fire across mine. Pulling her close, I felt her soft, but firm body pressed to mine, the center console awkward, between us.

Moans of pleasure escaped my throat as we made out, my hands slipping down her sides to cup and fondle her firm breasts, and then grip her small ass. Like teenagers kissing in the front seat, a wild desire filled me that I’d never felt before, and yet something felt off, missing.

“This isn’t right,” Nancy said, pulling back and drawing in a ragged breath, “we need...”

I stared into her eyes and saw the same wildness there, as in my own. For a long moment, we stared at one another, each wondering if we had it in us to do what we knew we both wanted. It was the music, playing in the background and sweeping us away with its spell of love that settled it.

“Turn around,” Nancy said a little breathlessly, sitting back in her seat, “Oh dear Lord, we’re really going to do this. We are, right?”

In answer, I threw the car in drive and did a U-turn right there and sped back down the way we’d just come— heart hammering in my chest. Nancy’s small hand gripped mine, and I flashed her a quick grin, feeling a fluttering in my chest at the genuine desire I saw mirrored in her answering smile.

Fingers laced in one another’s I drove back down the narrow driveway, wondering what in the hell I was going to say. Some madness had undoubtedly taken the two of us, for even contemplating what we were doing was insane. Or perhaps the boy’s music casts a real spell. Whatever the reason, Nancy stopped me before I got out of the car, gripping my hand tightly in hers and pulling it close.

“Thank you, Amanda,” she said, “for bringing me with you today… for being my best friend… for not judging me.”

“I love you, Nancy,” I said, smiling at my friend and feeling a thrill at the thought of what we were about to do.

“I love you too… but promise me,” she said, eyes burning with passion, “that we won’t let anything come between our friendship.”

“I promise,” I said, cheeks heating.

“Ok then,” she said with a deep breath, “let’s go give that magical boy the night of his life.”

“And the night of ours,” I said, throwing open the door.
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M
 y heart was hammering in my chest as I climbed the porch, and I felt the first beads of nervous sweat pop out on my brow as I lifted my hand to knock. Nancy gave a little hop, and grinning, slipped to the side, hiding around the corner of the door. Holding up a finger before her lips, she winked at me.

I knocked again, louder this time, and heard Dillon call out from the back of the house. Smoothing my dress down, I drew myself up to my full height as the door swung inwards. The words I’d been prepared to say drying on my tongue and flittering away from my brain as I stared into those gorgeous blue eyes.

“Mrs. Kowalski,” Dillon said, and I heard the tension in his voice, matching my own. “Did you forget something… or…?”

There were no words that could convey my need and desire as fulsomely as an action could. Surprisingly, my nervousness and anxiety faded in those final few seconds. All was peace inside, I knew what I needed, and prayed we wouldn’t be turned aside.

Biting my bottom lip, I stepped up close, pressing myself against his lean strength. Dillon stiffened, eyes widening in disbelief as I leaned in, body trembling. For one terrible moment, all was frozen as I held back, unwilling to make the final move, needing him to show that he desired me even half as much as I needed him.

All of this, I tried to convey in my eyes, but whether he saw it or not, his hands slipped around my waist, strong with need, and his lips pressed against mine, sending me soaring into the heavens. I felt the tip of his tongue brush my lips, leaving a trail of fire behind where it touched, and I forced myself to break the kiss, drawing in a ragged breath as I looked up into his shell-shocked eyes. He opened his mouth to speak, but I placed a finger across his lips quickly.

“If you call me Mrs. Kowalski one more time, so help me God,” the threat in my tone caused him to swallow hard and nod, which caused me to grin, “Good.”

“Amanda,” he said, a little smile coming to his lips as he tried out the name. Warmth blossomed within me at hearing it come from that rich voice, and I ground myself on his hip subconsciously, causing Dillon to shift his hips away from me, “Jesus… this is like a dream come true.”

“Is it?” I asked, reaching down, sliding my hand down his firm stomach slowly, “Are you sure you didn’t dream of other things? I know I did.”

“Amanda!” He said in shock, nearly jumping out of my arms as he backed up into the doorframe, “Oh God… don’t tease me like this. Why now?”

“Your music reached into my soul and lit a fire,” I said, the truth spilling out of me, “It’s made me feel things I can’t remember feeling… powerful emotions… powerful desires… you must think me a silly old lady,” I bit my bottom lip, the fear of rejection like battery acid in the back of my throat, “but I’ve never wanted a man like I want you…”

“I don’t think you’re silly,” he said, “I think you’re gorgeous… and the fact that you’re a MILF is only more of a turn on… but I’ve never,” he glanced down shyly, and I felt a wicked pleasure shoot down to my soaking sex.

“Neither have I,” I said, grinning at the confusion on his face, “but I promise we will make it as pleasurable and life changing for you, as your songs have been for us.”

“We? Us?” Dillon asked as I turned him slightly into me.

“Did you forget about me already?” Nancy asked as she pressed herself against Dillon’s back.

The young man nearly jumped out of his pants, which would have been fine by me, I was dripping like a leaky hose at that point. He turned his head and looked down at the little brunette with shocked eyes, jaw gawping like a fish as he struggled to speak.

“But if you don’t find me attractive,” the older woman said, doing something with her shoulders that made her breasts seem even larger as she batted her eyelashes up at Dillon coquettishly, “I can go wait in the car while Amanda has all the fun.”

“Why?” He asked, his arm around each of us, feet stumbling slightly as Nancy and I, grinning at one another, steered him into the house, “This is insane.”

“Are you complaining?” Nancy asked with a little snap in her voice that seemed to shake Dillon out of his shock.

“No!” He said with a laugh and a shake of his head, “I would never… Seriously you are both fucking gorgeous and amazing, and I honestly was going to fantasize about a… with both of you… I don’t get it.”

“Consider us your first groupies,” Nancy said with a grin, sliding around to his front where I joined her.

I was going to say something to try and alleviate Dillon’s anxiety, but the moment my eyes locked with his, it was like being trapped in a tractor beam. Our lips found one another's, and a moan of pleasure was ripped from me as he gripped me tight. I’d never felt so wanton and wild, and I loved it.

The sound of leather sliding through steel was so visceral that I nearly came, and when my hand slid down Dillon’s firm abs, I found Nancy’s hands busy working the buttons free of his fly. Breaking off our kiss, he followed my gaze, his own still wide with disbelief.

“Is this really happening?” He asked softly.

“It’s happening,” Nancy said with a fierce grin, “We’re going to make sure no matter how big and famous you get, you’ll never forget us.”

“Jesus,” Dillon breathed.

“Relax, Dillon,” I said, suppressing my own nervous excitement as I pressed him down into the sagging couch. Nancy took my hand and pulled me down to join her, and we both got to work on Dillon’s shoes, tossing them aside and whipping off his jeans, giddy with joy. The scent of manly musk hit my nostrils, and my whole body quivered in anticipation.

For one second Nancy paused and held my gaze in hers, I could see the question there, wondering if we were making a terrible mistake that might ruin our friendship or budding relationship with the genius musician. I’d never done anything like this before and felt nervous as a day-old kitten. But there could be no doubt, I wanted this as much as I’d wanted anything in my life. Not only the chance to consume and be consumed by the genius who’d moved me so much, but also to share in the experience and intimacy with a woman I’d come to love as more than a sister.

Our matching grins grew slowly, and we moved eagerly to drag the young man’s boxers down his legs. Slipping my fingers in the waistband alongside Nancy’s, I saw Dillon draw in a deep nervous breath, hands reaching to stop us out of shyness or anxiety, but we wouldn’t be halted.

“My, my,” Nancy breathed as his long thick cock slapped back against his stomach, causing me to give a start in surprise, my breath frozen in shock as I stared at the beautiful organ. “You’re a big
 boy… a very
 big boy.”

Dillon’s lips curled up at the corners in a pleased grin, and I saw him relax slightly, but then stiffen once more when I shifted forward, pressing my massive breasts into his legs as I spread them further. The dark curling hairs that covered his balls were trimmed short, and I don’t know what came over me as I buried my nose in them, inhaling his manly aroma and dragging my lips and cheeks up the side of his throbbing manhood to plant a soft kiss under the thick head.

“Oh God,” Dillon said, “This is too much… I don’t know how long-.”

“Let it out,” Nancy said softly from behind me as I wrapped one hand around the base of his large cock, angling it up towards me, my mouth filled with saliva in anticipation.

There wasn’t the time nor desire to recognize the drastic change that Dillon’s music had worked in me. I’d given a bare handful of blowjobs to my ex. I’d never like the act, not the submission it represented, nor the feeling of being helpless as something thrust into my mouth. That had always caused me to fill with panic, tuning me off completely. It had been a significant stressor in our marriage, and I’d always felt like a failure of a woman for it.

Licking my lips as I stared at Dillon’s massive penis, I felt the complete and total opposite reaction. My entire being wished to bow down in submission to his genius. It sounds terrible to my inner feminist, and a small part of me was scared by the power of it, but I was helpless, before the need to worship this rock god.

I felt Nancy’s fingers on the back of my dress, the skin of my back feeling the cool air as she peeled it down slowly. I let her drag it down my arms, my massive breasts swinging free in their bra for a moment before I went back down. Dillon’s groan of intense pleasure when he stared at my body only making me more eager to feel him slip between my lips.

Planting gentle kisses around the underside and head, cradling his cock in two hands, I sucked the head into my mouth. The skin was velvety soft, but beneath was steel, as I closed my eyes, tongue teasing the glands and sucking hard. The wicked thrill of having the young man’s penis in my mouth while my sexy friend undressed me made me a little wild with lust, and in moments I was thrusting my head up and down, eager to feel his manhood fucking me anyway I could.

Dillon flinched, and I realized one of my teeth must have scraped the sensitive skin, and I slowed down, kissing and licking down the shaft as Nancy pulled my dress completely off, leaving me in just my white panties and bra. I shivered and not just from the chill, as I felt Dillon’s hot gaze on me.

His cock was throbbing, and I felt his balls tightening up. Shifting to the side, I reached back and pulled Nancy forward.

“Mmmh!” She said with a happy little purr, and I felt her squeeze her body tightly against mine, one of her hands reaching back to grip my ass, sending a thrill of pleasure through me.

Nancy’s thick lips joined mine on the opposite side of Dillon’s cock, and I held her close as we slid up and down, kissing, licking, and sucking his steely hardness. Feeling altogether sinful whenever our lips or tongues touched one another. We’d only just begun to figure out how to work the shaft in tandem when Dillon’s hips began to shimmy.

“I’m going to cum…. Holy fuck, this is sooo hot!”

“Give it to us, baby,” Nancy moaned, “cum for us, you beautiful boy!”

My fingers were wrapped around the base of his cock still, and I felt him throb, and then a torrent of cum was gushing forth from his young cock. Nancy, and I greedily sucked and swallowed it down, trading the tip back and forth between our wet lips and licking tongues.

My small fear of retching on his seed disappeared the moment I tasted the surprisingly sweet stuff. Like everything about Dillon, his cum was addictive, leading to Nancy and me kissing one another, tongues dancing as we savored the final bits of it.

“That was…” Dillon said, face a mask of hazy bliss, “I don’t even have words…”












Chapter 9











D
 illon’s hot eyes, upon Nancy and me as we clung to one another, sent a thrill down to my pussy. When I gripped her ass, pulling her into me tighter, I saw his cock give a little twitch, and his eyes came alive again with desire. Grinning, I cupped Nancy’s soft cheek, drawing her lips to mine, our tongues warring again as my hands dragged her skirt up over her ass, revealing the black lacy panties.

Feeling like a wild woman, I ran my hand between my friend's slender thighs, feeling the wetness coating her panties and the delicious thigh gap I’d always envied. Nancy shuddered against me and yelped in surprise, grinning at me when she broke our kiss.

The combination of kissing her soft lips, the thrill of sinful pleasure it awakened in me, and the feel of Dillon’s eyes on us, knowing we were turning him on even more, had my whole body alive with pleasure.

Nancy bit her bottom lip as she gazed into my eyes. There was a question in her eyes, one I understood implicitly and grinning, I slipped my fingers into her hair and turned her. Her lips curled up in a grin of pleasure, and the guttural groan of need was almost inhuman as she gazed at Dillon’s rising cock.

“Suck it,” I hissed in her ears, shocking myself as the dirty words spilled forth, “let him watch that gorgeous cock sliding between these thick red lips.”

“Oh yes,” Nancy hissed, before wrapping her lips around him, eyes burning as she stared up into his.

I was surprised at the pleasure I felt when Dillon grinned at Nancy, their eyes locked on one another, and the wet sounds of her sucking mouth filling the living room. I slid my hands down her slender body, cupping her large breasts and ass, before dragging down her skirt and pulling off her top, kissing her once more as I did, before she dove back onto Dillon’s boner with an eagerness I found endearing.

Reaching behind my back and unhooking my bra, I felt Dillon’s gaze on me as I let my massive breasts swing free. Cupping one, I squeezed it, pinching the large pink nipple and loving the zing of pleasure it sent down to my sex.

“Look at her,” Nancy said, stroking his hard cock and looking back at me, “have you ever seen a sexier woman?”

“No,” Dillon said, shaking his head, a small crooked grin on his face. I felt my cheek grow hot as he stared at me. Biting my bottom lip, I grinned back, batting my eyelashes as I pushed my panties down over my round behind, heart fluttering as I tossed the small white garment aside.

“Go to her,” Nancy said, her hand giving his cock one final stroke before slipping between her own legs, “Take her.”

Heart swelling, I smiled shyly at Dillon, nervous and shy all of a sudden. The young man, though, had lost all hesitation, and in one smooth movement, he was off the couch and drawing me into his arms. His stiff manhood dug into my stomach, and one of his hands gathered one of my breasts, squeezing it firmly as our lips sought one another’s, small sounds of desire and pleasure escaping our throats.

Dillon guided me down onto my back, my legs parting naturally as his hips slipped between them. The fire within me was a roaring inferno, but I struggled against it, wanting to draw the moment out as long as possible, seeking almost to preserve this perfect feeling.

Nature has its own power, and neither Dillon nor I could hold back the powerful tides pushing us. My sex was aching and quivering, calling out to be filled with his massive cock. When I reached down between our bodies and wrapped my fingers around his thickness, he felt harder than ever, as I drew the thick head between my wet lips.

“Please, please, oh god, I need you,” I whimpered as I kissed his cheek and neck, one hand gripping his ass as I drew him in.

“Oh god… it’s so hot… so tight.” Dillon’s face was a picture of awe-struck pleasure as he slowly spread me wide, sinking into my depths.

“It’s… oh god, I’m… NGNN!”

Dillon held me close as I shuddered on him, his massive cock reaching in and touching places I’d never felt before. But the boy's needs were too great for him to stave off his desire for long and before I was fully recovered from my orgasm. Withdrawing from my clutching pussy until just the tip of his cock was in me, he drove forward, eliciting a moan from me.

“You feel… oh, Dillon… so good!”

His hands were all over my body, touching and caressing, teasing and pleasuring me, but they couldn’t claim my attention. Again, and again, he thrust that mighty cock into me, my whole world revolving around the incredible pleasure it was giving me and the wild reality of what we were doing.

Rocking my hips up and down, meeting his every thrust, I pulled on Dillon's ass, hungry to feel him flood my depths. The motion of my hips caused the tip of his cock to dig into my G-spot, a sensation I’d never felt before, and my eyes flew open wide, a silent scream of pleasure on my lips as a massive orgasm wracked my body.

“Oh god, I’m cumming,” Dillon said, and when he tried withdrawing his cock from my clutching pussy before flooding me with his seed, I locked my legs around his hips, unable to formulate the words to beg him to cum in me.

I stared up into Dillon’s face, watching it twist in blissful agony as he shuddered above me. My heart filled with love and joy, even as he filled my pussy with his cum. I could feel the strong blasts that started a deep trembling orgasm in the center of my being, radiating out to my extremities.

His brilliant blue eyes were locked on mine, trembling smiles on our lips, and we gently touched one another, relishing the moment.

“That was incredible,” Dillon said, “Thank you.”

“Mhmm,” I sighed, wiggling further beneath him and lodging his softening cock deeper in me, unwilling to let him go just yet, “that was the best sex I’ve ever had… are you sure it was your first time?”

“I swear,” Dillon said, laughing gently, “I worried I might die a virgin.”

Kissing him gently, I stroked his back and then whispered in his ear, flexing my pussy wall as I did and feeling his dick respond.

“You’re not done yet, you rock star
 ,” kissing his neck lightly, I nipped it with my teeth, causing him to hiss in a sharp breath, his dick turning hard again within me, “Show Nancy the same loving attention you gave me… please?”

“You women are wild,” Dillon said, sitting up and looking over at Nancy, “not that I’m complaining.” He added with a grin.

“I certainly hope not,” Nancy said, twisting on the couch and bending at the waist, presenting her small firm ass up in the air, “Now… are you going to sit there staring all night? Or are you going to shove that big young dick in my tiny little pussy?”

There was no hint of shyness in Nancy as she reached between her legs and parted her tight lips with a wet sound. Whether it was the words or the open invitation, Dillon was on his knees behind the woman in a heartbeat, sliding his hands down her slender body. By his expression, he still didn’t quite believe what was happening and glanced over at me with a look of concern.

I knew what he was worried about, and to be honest, I’d been worried about it myself, without even realizing it. To my shock, though, no jealousy or envy appeared as he touched her, nor when I saw his gorgeous cock grow hard as her slender fingers slid up it. Instead, I felt my own desire match theirs.

I’d never enjoyed watching porn the time or two I’d seen it. However, watching Dillon press his young dick into my older friend's wet sex, my hand slipped between my legs. Trailing gentle fingers through our combined juices, I hissed in pleasure as they grazed my engorged clit. Dillon grinned back, and then looked back down at Nancy just as the MILF pushed her hips back, pussy gobbling down his cock.

Nancy’s face was turned towards me, pressed on the couch cushion, eyelids fluttering and lips writhing as she grunted her pleasure in short sharp bursts as she took Dillon’s dick deeper and deeper.

“Nancy… fuck, you’re tight…” Dillon said, biting his bottom lip as he sawed his dick in and out of her, pulling the walls of her tight pussy and causing Nancy to groan all the louder.

“NGGGHHHH….. NGGGHHHH…. SOOOOO…. BBBIIIIGGGGGG… FUUCCKKK MEEE!!!”

They had forgotten I even existed as the lust took them both. Dillon went from gripping Nancy’s slender hips to slapping her small ass with one hand, causing the woman to lift up, back arched as she cried out in pleasure. He reached up with his other hand, cupping her round firm breast, holding her tiny body against his, his nose pressed into her dark hair as she reached back, fingers laced in his hair as she held him to her.












Chapter 10











I
 ’d never watched anything so beautiful and magical in my life. They were both so gorgeous, so passionate and intense. Not only could I feast on the sight of them, but I could also remember how glorious Dillon’s hard cock felt inside, and I matched my flickering fingers to his powerful thrusts. My orgasm rolling through me at the same time Nancy shuddered and cried out, her nails digging into Dillon’s arm as she clutched him.

He never stopped pounding into her, his thrusts long and powerful, and the older woman’s head lolled to the side, a slack-jawed smile on her lips as her dreamy eyes met mine and she mouthed something I couldn’t make out. She was like a rag-doll in the young man's arms as he hammered into her, and then his hips were faltering, and he pulled his big dick out of Nancy, the wet sounds of their sex cutting off as she gave a moan of disappointment.

Reaching down, an intense look of pleasure on his face, Dillon grabbed his cock, about to stroke it off, I guessed. He didn’t even have a chance to wrap his fingers around it before Nancy spun around, pushing him back as she latched her lips over his cum covered cock. Sucking her own juices off him, and moaning as she did, I saw her throat working as she swallowed down his massive load, a small bead of pearlescent cum leaking out the corner of her lips and dripping off her chin.

“Holy…” Dillon seemed at a loss for words as he fell back onto the couch, drawing in deep breaths.

Nancy sat back, wiping the small drip of cum with one finger and pushing it into her lips where she sucked it off. Unable to keep away from that sweet-tasting fluid, I joined her on the couch, kneeling against her and smiling as she passed two fingers covered in his cum over and teased my lips, letting me lick them and suck them clean.

“That’s fucking hot,” Dillon said, watching us and grinning.

“Don’t you think Amanda’s tits are perfect?” Nancy said to Dillon, hefting one large breast and planting a soft kiss on the big pink nipple, causing me to shiver and grin. “I’ve always wanted to do this.”

Looking up at me, she sucked the nipple into her mouth, tongue teasing the nubbin until it was firm. Clutching the back of her head, I sighed in pleasure, feeling warmth spreading throughout my being as she nursed. Reaching down, I let my fingers trail over her almost perfect breasts, grazing the hard-little nipples.

Reaching down, it turned out we both had the same thought. Our fingers touched each other's sexes at the same time, and we smiled at one another. It would have been enough to make love to this woman whom I cared so much about, but with Dillon right there, it added another layer of heightened pleasure to the experience that pushed it beyond what I’d imagined.

In moments, we were laying down on the couch, bodies pressed to one another’s hands lightly touched each other's soft skin, each with fingers teasing the other. A heavy body pressed against my back, and I grinned into my kiss with Nancy. She broke it off, and she shifted, then I felt her kissing Dillon over my shoulder as his steely hard cock pushed between my butt cheeks.

There was a moment of panic where I wondered what I would do if he tried to invade my tightest hole. I’d never even dreamed I’d be capable of such a thing, but for this brilliant young man, I found myself willing, almost eager to see how far he could push me. I still breathed a sigh of relief when he adjusted himself, and his cock slipped between my thighs and into my weeping sex.

Nancy’s fingers slid to either side of that mighty tool as it worked its way into me, and then I felt her lips on my nipples and Dillon’s hands on my hips as he pulled me back against him. We were a precarious group on the narrow couch, but after a second, Dillon found a steady rhythm as he pounded me down into the cushions.

I held onto my friend, my attention wavering away from my teasing fingers as Dillon’s thrusting dick sent me to new heights of pleasure. Doggy style has always been my favorite position, and though this wasn’t precisely that, he was still hitting most of my special spots. More, even with his thickness and length, than I’d felt before, and I was soon screaming into the cushion as my orgasm rocked me.

Rolling slightly, I pulled Nancy under me and shifted my hips forward, trapping her legs in front of mine. Grinning down at her, I winked before looking back over my shoulder.

“Fuck her,” I said, feeling wild as I said the dirty words, “fuck her tiny little pussy… and this time, let her feel you shoot that tasty cum inside her.”

“Yes!” Nancy said, “Please, baby… I need it… I need to feel you in me again.”

The look on Dillon’s face was like a kid on Christmas morning, as he stared at our two pussies and asses bent and waiting for him. Pulling out of me, I felt Nancy rock beneath me as he thrust into her. As my friend and I kissed and held one another, Dillon alternated between us, driving us all to the heights of pleasure as one. When he came within Nancy, she shuddered beneath me, arms hugging me tight as her own massive orgasm was triggered.

We collapsed on the couch, sweaty, tired, and more than a little disbelieving in what we’d done. No words were spoken, but shy smiles and gentle touches were shared between all three of us. As we began to cool down, things got slightly awkward, but then Nancy wiped it all away when she stood and stretched, then turned to grin down at Dillon and me.

“I feel better than I have in years…” shaking her head, I caught a hint of emotion in her voice, “Honestly, this is better than all the therapy I’ve been doing.”

“Is everything ok?” Dillon asked, his genuine concern obviously touched Nancy, for she turned away from us, hurriedly beginning to dress and tried to mask the movements as she wiped her eyes dry.

“Everything’s fine!” she said with false brightness, “How could I complain after the greatest night of my life? Life’s just perfect.”

Standing, I rested a hand on my friends back, causing her to stop her frantic movements. When she turned to look at me, her face crumpled into sadness, and I folded her into my arms, where she sobbed heavily. Looking over, I saw a poleaxed look on Dillon’s face and a growing fear there.

“Forgive me,” Nancy said, stepping back and wiping her eyes clean, “I must seem like a crazy woman.”

“Not at all,” I said, throwing a pointed look at Dillon over her shoulder.

“Not at all!” He said quickly at my prompting.

“Let's get you home,” I said, as I started pulling on my own clothes, feeling a touch awkward as I did.

“I can’t thank you both enough,” Dillon said once he’d pulled on his pants, rubbing the back of his head, “this was… honestly, I don’t know what this was… other than a dream come true.”

“I agree,” Nancy said, sniffling, “God, I’m such a mess.”

“You’re gorgeous,” Dillon said, and the open honesty in his voice made the compliment hit all the harder.

Nancy smiled warmly, extricating herself from my arms and drew Dillon into a warm hug, kissing him soundly on the lips before releasing him. Slipping in behind her, I gave him a quick hug and tried for just a peck on the lips. There was still a roaring fire of desire within me, barely slackened by our wild evening, and it took all of my willpower to break free of those firm lips and muscular arms.

Hurrying to the car, we waved goodbye as we drove away. It was late evening as I drove across town to the country club to drop Nancy off. The two of us were silent the entire drive, lost in our own thoughts and a slight awkwardness forming between us.

Parking out front of her house, I shut off my car and turned in my seat. Nancy was staring, in her lap, at her fingers as they twisted her keys back and forth. I let a long minute pass before speaking, and Nancy reached out and took my hand in hers, offering me a gentle smile.

“What is it?” I asked, when I saw the tension around her eyes, “I just want you to know… I loved tonight… far more than I thought I would. And I meant my promise, nothing will come between us.”

“It’s not that,” Nancy said with a light laugh, “Jesus, Manda, it was all so incredible… and that young man.” The woman gave a shudder of pleasure that drew a frown of curiosity to my lips.

“What is it then?” I asked.

“I realized,” she said with a sad shake of her head, “that I can no longer stay married to that man. Not for another week. Not for another day.”

“It’s about time,” I said with a grin, “I’ve been waiting for you to divorce him for years.”

“I know,” she said with a small laugh, “but the idea of being alone again… it’s terrifying to me. Paralyzing.”

“And now?”

“Now I can’t see the point in wasting another minute in a loveless marriage… He’s going to be world-famous,” Nancy said, and I knew exactly who she meant. “Once it’s out there, there will be no taking it back and if he isn’t ready for it, if we haven’t prepared him… it might destroy his entire life.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“You’re turning him into a rock star, Mandy,” Nancy said, “What happens when he actually becomes one? What happens when he goes on tour, and every woman and girl in the world throws themselves at his feet? What happens when a roadie introduces him to hard drugs to replace the thrill he can’t find when he’s off-stage?”

“I haven’t really thought about it,” I said, feeling more than a little disturbed.

I’d grown up loving rock and following bands closely. The number of stories of musicians that had been ruined by sex, drugs, and partying was countless. I could easily see how Dillon could be led astray, especially in this day and age of designer drugs and insta-sluts.

“I have,” Nancy said, shifting in her seat and gripping my hand harder, “and I’ve done some research into it too. Before tonight I wouldn’t have thought us capable of it… but now… maybe.”

“What is it?” I asked, feeling excited and nervous at the same time.

“I think you already know,” Nancy said with a knowing smile, “and I think you’re even more eager than me.”

“I’m not,” I said defensively and then blushed, glancing down and nodding finally, “God help us, Nance, what we’re contemplating… assuming Dillon is ok with it… it's so sinful.”

“He might need a little easing into the idea,” Nancy said with a grin, pulling out her phone, she set the new song she’d just recorded that night to play, and I felt goosebumps pop out all over my skin. “Imagine him on stage before thousands of screaming fans… He’s going to be the next Elvis… He’s going to change the world.”

“And we’ll be there to help,” I said, grinning, “guiding him on the path. Witness to his glory.”

I drove off, feeling more hopeful about the future than I had in years. I would message Dillon when I got home and let him know that Nancy was ok, just overcome with positive emotions. Precisely what the future would hold for me, I didn’t know, but one thing was sure, all I wanted was to hear more of that magical music and be near the incredible young genius who made it.
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Chapter 11











I
 got home from Nancy’s house and threw myself in bed without showering, unwilling to wash the smell of Dillon off me. Burrowing under the covers, I couldn’t help but feel like a teenager who’d slipped out after curfew and snuck back in—the feeling of having broken the rules warring with recent memories of such incredible bliss.

As I drifted off to sleep, I saw a notification blinking on the phone that I’d missed earlier. Opening it up, I saw a text from my daughter, Heather.

Heather: Mom, Jen and I are obsessed with Dillon’s music. She wanted to come over this weekend so we could go hear him play, I hope that’s ok


Heather: also, he finally unblocked me, and I added him, thank you!!!!


As I drifted off to sleep, my mind played wicked images of Heather and her cute friend Jen in wild situations with a particular musician. I woke several times in a cold sweat, vivid images dancing through my head as old stories of rock star’s and groupies, mixed with my own fantasies.

That morning I woke an hour early, feeling groggy but unable to sleep anymore, I went for a jog. It wasn’t until I took a cold shower, shivering beneath the icy waters, that I managed to get a handle on my wild imagination.

Wednesdays are always busy at work, and I wasn’t looking forward to it while I was so sleepy. When I showed up, Nancy was waiting for me in the parking lot with a tall coffee. I yawned, smiling gratefully as I accepted it from her.

“Before we go in,” she said, a nervous grin on her face, “I just wanted to tell you again how much I loved and needed last night. It was the most wonderful time that I can ever remember having, and the sex!”
 Linking her arm in mine, she steered me towards the building, continuing in a whisper, “I have to confess that I made arrangements to see Dillon on our lunch break.”


“Nancy!” I said, shocked and amused.

“I know,” she said, drawing me to a stop before going in, “but it’s not what you think. I’m just taking him to get a cell phone and some clothes. My friend, who works in A&R, emailed me back last night while we were… you know… and she’s willing to get on a plane today. I plan to bring it up with Dillon and see if he will meet with her. I could use some emotional and actual support, though.”

“Count me in,” I said.

“Count us in for what?” Asked a cheerful voice from behind, surprising me.

Dr. Kelley Lansing was a new dentist that had recently joined the rotation at our offices. She was beautiful, young, and was continually pestering Nancy and me to hang out.

“We’re going shopping at lunch,” Nancy said, a speculative look on her face as she took in the young redheaded dentist, “Heading down to the mall, grab some lunch and hit up a few stores. We might be a little late, if that’s ok with you, Dr. Lansing?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Kelly said with a bright smile, “I might join you once I’m out of surgery. It’s good to get out of the office for a few hours mid-week. Keeps things fun. So, you ladies get up to anything interesting last night?”

“Just music lessons,” I said, tripping on a crack that didn’t exist and feeling my cheeks burn.

“Sounds boring,” Dr. Lansing said with a little frown, then turning a hopeful smile on Nancy said, “Did you get up to anything wild?”

“On a Tuesday?” Nancy scoffed, her performance was nearly flawless, but I felt her gaze as it passed over me, the fire in it igniting my own spark, and I found myself turned on, something powerfully as we filed into the small break room.

With memories of my best friend and I in the throes of wild passion only the night before at the front of my mind, combined with being in such a mundane setting as our office break room, added an extra layer of excitement that I wasn’t prepared for. Not to mention the wickedness of our lover being only nineteen years old, added to the illicit nature of everything, heightening it further.

The rest of the morning flew by, punctuated now and then by the moment's Nancy and I passed one another, trading secret smiles with one another, or brushing fingers as we passed. Once I even stood, talking to another dental assistant, as Nancy drew supplies out of a closet. Drifting back ever so slightly, I let my ass brush hers, just grazing it, but the touch sent a thrill down my spine.

I had just hung up my coat when Dr. Lansing swept past me and paused to flash a bright smile.

“My surgery got canceled, I’ll see you both at the mall after I hit up the gym!”

I opened my mouth to say something, anything to dissuade her from showing up, nervous about being caught with Dillon out in public, but she was gone before I could, and I was left to stew in quiet nervousness until I met Nancy at her car.

“Why did you tell Dr. Lansing we would be at the mall? Now she’s going to meet us there, and I don’t want her catching us with Dillon.”

“Why not?” She asked, and the blunt question gave me pause, “It’s not like either of us is his mother, and he’s an adult, even if he is young enough to be my son. I don’t see anything wrong with what we did.”

“Do you want everyone at the office to know about it?” I asked with a frown, “I loved last night as much as you did, but I’m not about to go advertising it to the world.”

“You’re right,” Nancy said, frowning, “I guess I wasn’t really thinking about work. Maybe I’ll just quit.”

“You can’t quit!” I said, feeling genuine dismay, “Then I’ll be all alone with these vultures.”

“I’ve never needed the money,” Nancy said with a shrug as she pulled out of the parking lot, her Tesla doing most of the driving, thank God, “it’s just nice to stay busy. If I’m going to be Dillon’s agent-.”

“Agent?” I said in amusement, “When did this happen?”

“I’ve been thinking about it all morning,” she said excitedly, “Ever since I read that email and realized this is actually happening.” The echo of Dillon’s words the night before caused us both to blush and glance at one another with shy little smiles, “You know what I mean. Mandy, there is an actual record exec coming here Friday. I’m mean, yeah, she’s an old friend, but the job’s legit. And once she hears Dillon play and sing… She’s going to sign him.”

“We have to talk about this with Dillon,” I said, “it’s all great to dream and wish and everything. But it’s his life, and even if he decides to sign himself up for the dream, he might not want to mix… you know with… you know.”

“Business with pleasure?” Nancy said with a smirk, “For one of the most uninhibited women I’ve ever been with, you can be quite the prude at times.”

“One of?” I asked in confusion, “But last night, you said it was your first time.”

“My first threesome,” Nancy said, reaching over and gripping my hand, “Honey, I went to Barnard… you don’t honestly think I could have gotten out of there without being seduced by at least one liberal arts major, did you?”

I laughed in amusement, and shook my head, “It was my first time… for both.”

“Are you still feeling ok about it?” Nancy asked me, her look of concern touching me deep inside.

“I am,” I said, “surprisingly… or perhaps not surprisingly… he does something to me.”

“Me too,” Nancy said, “I’m not saying I want to be his agent, or even that I’d be a good one for him. I know television and a bit about movies, but not much about music contracts. He’s going to need someone in his corner when they start waving around checks, diamond necklaces, and car keys.”

“Can you see Dillon in a diamond necklace?” I asked, suppressing a laugh and snorting.

“I guess that’s a pretty ridiculous thought,” Nancy said, chuckling more at my snorts of laughter than the joke.












Chapter 12











W
 e were both laughing as she pulled into the narrow curving driveway at the end of the street. Dillon ran out as soon as we pulled in, wearing a simple white t-shirt and blue jeans. A week before, my eyes might have passed over him a dozen times without noticing him, as I’m sure most would, but once I’d heard the sweet sound of his music, and that deep, strong voice… something had clicked within me, and I couldn’t help
 but notice him now. The sight of him was all wrapped up in the charisma he showed when lost in a song, and an unknowable quality that made me crave the ability to know what he was thinking.

“This is a beautiful car Ms. Stevens,” Dillon said when he slipped into the backseat, feeling at the plush white leather with a delighted grin.

“Ms. Stevens?” Nancy snarled like an angry cat, turning a raised eyebrow on him, “Really?”

“Sorry, Nancy,” Dillon said with a faint red in his cheeks, then added with a grin, “At least I didn’t call you ma’am.”

“You’re not that cruel,” I said with a smile, “how’s your morning going?”

“I’ve been distracted,” Dillon said with a lopsided smile.

“Us too,” Nancy said, flashing a sexy grin in the mirror as the car slowly backed us down the driveway.

“I didn’t mean that,” Dillon said, his faint blush deepening, “Or not only that. I wrote a couple songs this morning. I couldn’t sleep after… you know, and just lay in bed for hours until I decided to look up some guitar players on YouTube. There are some amazing players. I got lost on this one kids' page for hours… kinda got inspired by that.”

“Who did you watch?” I asked.

“I’ll have to check on my laptop. I forget his name, but he’s a young Korean kid who plays with this style… fingerpicking something.”

“I think it’s just called fingering,” I said, my own cheeks blushing a deep red.

“You’re going to have to show me this fingering
 you learned,” Nancy said, her grin now positively wicked as she shifted in her seat.

“Which one?” Dillon said, his matching grin causing me to laugh along with him.

The parking garage was empty when we pulled in, and I almost asked Nancy why she drove up to the second floor, but then I saw all of the dark little alcoves tucked away on the upper floors. Those places would typically seem so dangerous when I was here alone, but now I just saw private little places where we might get up to no good.

Nancy pulled into a spot way in the back and shut off the engine. There was a half-second of tension as she and I looked at one another, the same thought on both our minds, our hips wiggling in excitement. Then Dillon had the door open and was out of his seat and walking into the lit parking garage before either of us could speak.

We shared frowns of disappointment that caused me to laugh, seeing what ridiculous sex mad cougars we were acting like. Climbing out of the car, I grabbed my purse and straightened my outfit. It was a conservative top and long skirt, perfect for the office, and one of my favorites. I found myself wishing I’d dressed in something that hugged my physique a bit when I noticed Dillon’s eyes trailing up and down Nancy’s form, in her skintight skirt and top.

The woman always dressed in the most elegant couture outfits that set off her surgically enhanced body to best effect. I found myself appreciating her swaying hips as well, as she walked a few feet before us, heels clicking on the pavement. Flashing a grin and wink back at us, Nancy strutted like a proud rooster with our gazes on her.

The mall was empty on a weekday afternoon, and I cursed inwardly that there would be no crowds to hide us from Kelly if she came looking. I didn’t feel self-conscious walking beside the young man, just the opposite, in fact. It felt strange to me that no one knew that a true genius walked amongst them.

“You wanted to come to the mall for lunch?” Dillon asked, looking around with a frown.

“Eat? Here?” Nancy said with an incredulous snort, “Hardly. We’ll grab something on the way back. We’re here to get you a new cell phone.”

“Ms. Stevens, that’s far too kind of you,” he said stopping in place, a pained expression on his face, “You’ve both been so nice to me, but I can’t accept such generosity.”

I’d had enough of this foolish pride and grabbed his wrist, dragging him over to one of the benches set between some ferns against a wall.

“Sit,” I said, pointing at the bench, and he sat, slowly frowning up at me.

I felt a flush of pleasure to see the strength in him, but it was time we got some things straight.

“You remember what Nancy spoke of last night? About you playing your music for the world?”

“She was just joking,” he said with an easy smile, “it’s a nice dream, but stuff like that doesn’t just happen to people. You have to get super lucky, and I don’t know… be gorgeous, wise, and cool, like Beyonce or something.”

“I did this for a living,” Nancy said, “Once upon a time, and I was good at it. I won’t pretend to know anything about music, but I know when someone has it
 , that star quality that makes people take notice of them, and you have it.”

“I really don’t,” Dillon said, the easy joking manner was gone, and a frown of annoyance replacing the smile, “If that was true, I wouldn’t have been treated like shit all throughout high school.”

“You trust the opinions of idiotic kids over us?” I asked, causing him to frown.

“Look,” he said, “I just know, what I know. You’re both lovely, but I don’t think you can just say that I’m going to be some rock star or something, and that’s that. I love to play, hell, if there is something deeper than love, then that’s what I feel when I am making music, but there’s nothing particularly special about it.”

“Just humor me for a moment,” Nancy said, sitting down beside him and taking his hand in hers, “Say it was possible. Say, tomorrow you could press a button and go make music for a living. Would you do it?”

“In a heartbeat,” he said quickly.

“With everything that comes with it?” I asked, knowing he hadn’t given it full thought, “Think of the life, and the lifestyle you would have to lead.”

He sat there for long moments, face thoughtful before looking up. Those brilliant blue eyes regarding us with quiet strength.

“Honestly, it’s always been a dream of mine. But I couldn’t deal with all the stuff that would come with it.”

“What if you had help?” Nancy asked, “People you trusted that could handle all of that?”

“Except your money,” I said firmly, “You should always make sure you’re the only person signing your checks. I learned that much watching Behind the Music.”

“Yea, VH1 taught everyone that lesson. I guess that wouldn’t be so bad,” Dillon said, “but who could I ask to sign up for all of that?”

“If you want me to, I can represent you in contract deals or any negotiations you have.” Nancy said, “I wouldn’t take a percentage, and I’d make sure to get you the best deal possible.”

“You’d be willing to do that?” Dillon asked, slightly taken aback.

“Are you kidding?” Nancy said with a grin, “Honey, what do you think this whole conversation is about? We’re trying to help you see that not only will you be a major success, but Amanda and I want to help you get there. Any way we can.”

“Ok,” he said, nodding slightly, a small grin on his lips, “let's do it.”

“You mean it?” I asked.

“This is all hypothetical, right?” Dillon asked with a crooked grin, “You don’t honestly think I would become some big rock star. I mean… I was a nerd in school.”

“You really don’t know anything,” I said, shaking my head, reaching down I grabbed his wrist and hauled him to his feet and started leading up to the stairs. “Come with me, I’m going to prove something to you.”

“Amanda?” Nancy asked, hurrying up and joining us, as I led the way to the second floor.

She saw where I was headed almost immediately and flashed me a curious look, but I just replied with a wink. The mall was mostly empty, but I hoped there would be enough people to prove my point. Walking with purpose, I led the two of them into the large music supply store.

“What are we doing here?” Dillon asked curiously.

“You’re going to play an electric guitar,” I said. “Right here in the middle of the store.”

“That doesn’t seem very polite,” Dillon said with a grin, “I wouldn’t want to force anyone to hear-.”

“Fucking poser,” came a snide voice from behind the counter, where a tall, lanky fellow with a ratty beard and a full sleeve of tattoos stood up, crossing his arms, “Rock music ain’t about polite, boy, it’s about shredding your fucking soul for the world to hear. And in my store, I got a rule, if you don’t have the balls to play, then get the fuck out.”












Chapter 13











I
 felt my back stiffen at his tone and was about to open my mouth and give the young ruffian a piece of my mind when Nancy gripped my elbow, her look warning me to silence. Dillon was frowning at the tall man, and it looked like he wasn’t sure if he should be offended or impressed.

The tall man stepped from around the counter, pulling up a green bodied electric guitar and slinging the strap over his shoulder. He reached down and plugged it into a small amp and then stood with an arrogant stance as he stared daggers at Dillon.

My eardrums felt under assault when he started wailing on the strings. The man thrashed his head as he let loose with a guitar solo that sounded like a poor imitation of Mike McCready. It was better than I thought it would be, but he couldn’t maintain the tempo for long and before getting to a problematic bridge finished with a big flourish.

“Well, kid?” The man asked with a pugnacious attitude.

“I don’t want to offend you,” Dillon began with more than a little hesitation, causing the guy to snort in derision.

“Offend me? Get the fuck out of my store man, offend me… lady, if you have any sense in that vapid looking head of yours, you’ll teach this kid-.”

Dillon had never seemed the least bit threatening to me, but suddenly we were all too aware of his whipcord strength as he stepped before the bearded man and held up one finger in warning. His arm was corded in muscles and vascularity from hours and hours of hard work on his farm. I couldn’t see his expression, but from the reaction of the man, the warning was clear. The guy held up his arms and backed away slightly.

“Hey man, no fighting here,” the guy said with wary eyes, “you got beef, put it in the guitar.”

It didn’t make any sense whatsoever to me, and I tried not to show how pleased I was that Dillon had moved to defend my honor. The boy nodded and reached out, taking the guitar from the tall man and slipping it over his shoulder. I stepped around to get a better view of him, Nancy pressing herself to my side as she did the same. We were huddled near the side of the counter, hands clasped together, both nervous and anxious.

I was surprised to see fierce excitement on Dillon’s face, almost an animal thrill as he held the electric guitar. Grasping the neck, his smile turned almost feral when he heard the feedback from the amp and, without hesitation, slashed the strings with his fingers.

Nancy and I would debate after, if it were the shop owner who swore first or us, but one thing we both agreed on was he was the only one who cried. Dillon’s anger was channeled into the instrument, along with his curiosity, all funneled by his immeasurable talent.

His first slash of the guitar sent out a powerful wave of sound followed by quick hard, angry chung, chung,
 as he glanced at the neck, finding different cords and linking them. The anger bled into curiosity and the rock into a blues style with hard rock elements as he began to work vibrato into the notes. All of this registered only in the back of my mind, the rest of my being was lifted into soaring heavens of sound.

I wasn’t the only one transported by his magical music. The shop owner, at first amused and then annoyed, soon stared in awe at the kid who was obviously picking up an electric guitar for the first time and learning with a rapidity in front of him that seemed impossible.

The man turned to Nancy and me, with a questioning frown as if to ask if this was some kind of joke. But our attention was riveted on Dillon as he stood with one foot forward, rocking on his heels in time with the beat, head hanging down as he freestyled.

In total, it lasted maybe twenty seconds, but when Dillon ceased playing, the echo of those notes seemed to hang in the air. I closed my eyes, trying to memorize them, cursing myself for not recording it.

“Now this is crazy,” came a familiar voice from just behind me, surprising me for the second time that day, “a rock star in our little mall? Who is he?” The last was whispered, and from her excited and slightly vapid tone, I knew who it was immediately.

“Dr. Lansing?” I asked in shock, turning to see the pretty little blonde in yoga pants and a pink sports top right behind me.

The woman started to speak, but I’d stopped paying attention to her. Behind Nancy and me, the small music store and wide walkway outside was filled with roughly three dozen people, all staring at Dillon as if spellbound, faces open and almost wild with joy. I feared if I’d looked in a mirror a few moments before I’d have looked exactly like that.

Dillon was just noticing the large crowd that had gathered, and instead of being anxious or frightened, as I feared he might, he stood even straighter, head tilting back and his eyes taking on that flashing power I’d seen a few times now. There was a collective sigh from those who’d gathered, causing a chill to run down my spine.

“Who are you?!” One girl called from the back, pushing forward, her eyes slightly wild, grin almost feral, “Can I have an autograph!”

“Me too!” Cried a woman in her middle years from nearby, pushing forward, “Do you have an album? iTunes? FACEBOOK?!
 ”

“Can I get a selfie?”

“Will you play another song?!”

“Play more!”

The crowd started to press in, and I grew alarmed, when someone shoved me into the counter hard, I began to become scared. Cries from all around turned to screams of excitement and joy, but it was all chaos, and I felt Nancy pulled out of my hand, bodies pressing in all around as the crowd swarmed forward.

I couldn’t see anything over all the people now pressing me in, and when someone grabbed me around the waist I tried to fight them off, but then saw it was Dr. Lansing and she was pulling me to the side of the shop where Nancy waved me into a dark space. Scrambling through pressing bodies, we slipped in, and the Dr. threw the door closed, cutting off the sounds of the crowd.

“Dude, you can fucking shred!” The shop owner's voice drew us around the corner of a narrow hallway and into a surprisingly large space. One wall was thick glass with a bank of electronic equipment set on a low desk before the glass wall and large cabinets along another.

Dillon was straightening his shirt and pants, which looked like they’d been nearly ripped off him. His searching eyes found us, and relief flooded his face when he saw that we were safe. Pushing aside the store owner, he drew Nancy and me into a big hug, both of us sighing in pleasure as we wrapped our arms around his waist. If we’d been alone, we might have gotten up to something wicked, as his music was still working its magic within us.

Remembering where we were suddenly, I stepped back, my cheeks blushing a deep shade of red when I glanced at the doctor. She was looking from Nancy and me, to Dillon with raised eyebrows and a small smile tugging at her lips.

“Honestly, man, I’ve never heard anything like that,” there was a pounding on the door, and a couple people could be heard faintly shouting.

“I’m sorry about your shop,” Dillon said, glancing at the door, “I didn’t mean for any of that to happen.”

“It was my fault,” the guy said with a sheepish shrug, “I’m a fucking asshole. I’m Matt, nice to meet you dude,” when Dillon glanced at a particularly loud pounding, Matt waved it away, “Don’t worry about that, I’ve made sure my studio is bulletproof. They’ll wander away in a few.”

“You have a studio?” Nancy asked with keep interest as she extricated herself from Dillon’s arm.

“State of the art,” Matt said with a knowing smile, “I’m willing to rent it out too,” he eyed Dillon up and down, “If you’ve got tracks to lay down kid, I’ll engineer it for free. We could make something magical.”

“Where is this place?” Dillon asked, looking around, “I’ve never seen it in the mall.”

“I rented the space next door and boarded it up,” the guy said with a grin, “I make more renting the wall as advertising than I do in my music shop. It’s kinda sad.”

“Then why do you have a secret studio?” I asked.

“It’s only secret to the plebes,” Matt said with that arrogant attitude of his again, “There is a back staircase that leads into the garage.”

“I think we’re going to need that to get back to our car,” Nancy said, reaching into her purse, she pulled out a business card and handed it to Matt, “I’m Dillon’s agent, he isn’t signed yet but execs are circling. If you’re serious about studio time, then we can hold rights to the masters if we lay them down quick.”

“We?” Matt said, licking his lips nervously.

“Producers typically get 15%?” Nancy said with a frown, “Of course Dillon retains the rights to approve whatever’s released under this name. If the production should prove less than excellent.”

“I get it,” Matt said with a frown, “If it sucks, you can burn the copies. It’s not going to suck though; I could make dog shit sound like Sinatra. It’s a deal. Follow me.”

He led us to the back of his storage room, where a narrow steel staircase led down to an emergency door that let out into the parking garage. With a final shake of Dillon’s hand, the tall man headed back in to check on his shop.
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T
 he four of us were left standing around awkwardly in the dark parking garage. Dr. Lansing was staring at the three of us with a knowing smile, and I flinched when she opened her mouth, but she didn’t say what I feared.

“I parked outside on the other side of the mall,” she smiled hopefully, “do you think you could give me a ride?”

“Sure,” Nancy said as she slung her purse on her arm, cool as a cucumber as she started searching for her car. “Dillon, this is Dr. Lansing. She’s one of the dentists at our practice.”

“Kelly,” the pretty redhead said, twisting one ankle behind herself and pressing her firm breasts up into Dillon’s face, “Please, just call me Kelly… you were amazing, Dillon. I’ve never seen a better guitar player.”

“Thank you,” he said, not quite sure how to take her forwardness, “playing the electric was different… but it felt right.”

“We need to get you one to practice with,” I said, as we walked after Nancy, “do you believe me now?”

“Yea,” he said sheepishly, “it was wild… like I could feel them… could feel them drawing in closer and closer… I don’t know how to explain it other than that.”

“And you loved it,” I said, hearing the deep emotions in his voice.

“I did,” he said, but it was soft, almost sad, “Maybe too much.”

“Everything comes with a price,” Kelly said, stepping up on Dillon’s other side, “You don’t get the soaring high of opiates, without violent, sometimes deadly withdrawals. Right now, you’re riding a wave of endorphins, adrenaline, and serotonin. Add to that, the alignment of the left and right hemispheres of your brain to form artistic perfection… You will begin feeling shaky and euphoric.”

“I do,” Dillon said in surprise.

“Here,” Kelly unslung her small gym bag and pulled out an energy bar, “Eat this, the glucose will help with the crash your experiencing. It’s not unlike shock, but because its impetus was such a powerful connection with a collective, you’ll never find anything close to its matching power and potency from illicit chemicals or pharmaceuticals.”

Nancy had stopped and turned around, staring at Kelly with the same surprised expression as me. She either didn’t notice or was willfully blind as she slipped an arm in Dillon’s, continuing to Nancy’s Tesla just ahead.

“You already know the only thing that can combat such profound euphoria and having a safe and stable outlet for such… energies and exertions, has always been beneficial to the artistic endeavor.”

“I’m not sure I understand what you mean,” Dillon said, his face puzzled.

Reaching out, I grabbed his arm, stopping him, the garage suddenly still and silent as our feet all came to rest.

“It was my fault that things got out of hand in the mall,” I said, raising my hand to quiet his interruption, “I suspected what might happen, if not to the level it did. Dillon, you see it now, don’t you?” My words were quiet, his brilliant blue eyes locked on mine, and he nodded.

“The moment I had them all… before things got crazy… I knew that’s what I was meant to do. But I can’t imagine doing it alone. I can’t go back to how things were a week ago… Nancy,” he said to her, “I want you to be my agent, then you should get the regular fees or pay or whatever. There’s only one thing I really care about, and that’s paying off my farm. If I can make enough from music to do that… well, then everything else is gravy.”

“You don’t really care about the money, though,” I said, seeing through his false bravado, “do you?”

He pressed his lips together, cheeks tinging a light pink before shaking his head lightly.

“What is it you really want?” Dr. Lansing asked, a curious little smile dimpling her cheeks.

“To play music… to feel the crowd…” Dillon trailed off, and I sensed he wasn’t being completely honest.

“Tell us the rest,” I said, voice so firm it drew a frown from Nancy, but because I was focused on Dillon, I saw the embarrassment and shame flit across his features quickly as he glanced at Dr. Lansing’s sexy little body. He saw me catch him looking, and before embarrassment could melt him on the spot, I stepped forward and grabbed his hand, gripping it in both of mine and speaking softer this time.

“We’re here for a reason Dillon, all of us… there is a purpose to it and what your music does… what you do when you sing… You have no idea what it does to me… to us… Nancy and I tried to show you last night, but even as wild as we got, it was a pale reflection…” I ignored Kelly quiet gasp, as Nancy’s smirk of satisfaction and went on.

“Tell us what really drives this incredible gift… tell us what you truly care about and want.”

“I can’t,” Dillon said, voice raw with emotion as he looked between the three of us. Face looking even more haunted in the harsh garage lighting, “It’s too shameful… what kind of man says that he doesn’t dream of having one wife? But of many? It’s greedy and sick.”

“It’s honest,” Nancy said, her arms folded beneath her breasts and hip cocked to the side.

“It’s possible,” Kelly said, then jumped a little as if surprised by her own voice, then when all eyes fell on her, she went on in a rush. “I mean, if any pony-tailed douchebag can wrangle himself a few coeds strumming an acoustic guitar on a stoop, you can get yourself a bevy of models clawing at your door.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked quietly, genuinely curious.

“No… I want you,” he said, sounding as if the words were torn out of him, “God help me, I want all three of you…”

“Forbidden,” Kelly said, stepping closer, her pink lips quirking in a playful smile, “that’s what the old books call it.”

“Call what?” Dillon asked with a frown.

“Harem,” Nancy said, moving up to his other side.

Suddenly I felt very warm, and space closed in around us as we backed Dillon up to the car. Nancy clicking a button on her remote and a gentle whir
 coming from the backseat.

“What are you talking about?” Dillon asked.

“Dillon, do you trust Nancy and me?” I asked, holding his gaze with mine.

“With my whole heart,” he said without hesitation, which melted me inside.

“Then just relax,” Nancy popped the rear door on her SUV open, and I saw with a thrill of pleasure that the backseat had folded flat and moved backward, leaving ample space in the darkened interior, “because we’re going to give you exactly what you need.”

With that, I gave the young man a light shove, which caused his legs to stop on the door jam and him to fall onto his butt inside the car. He looked up at me in surprise that turned to shock when I pulled Kelly in front of me and began pushing her down to her knees.

“Oh god,” the pretty redheaded doctor said, “you ladies are fucking crazy.”

“We are,” Nancy said with a fierce grin, “and you better be too if you want to join the harem… prove to him that you’re worthy, show him what his music meant to you.”

Kelly flashed us both grateful smiles and then smiled coquettishly at Dillon, who looked down at her from his propped elbows. The whole scene was crazy, with the doctor on her knees while Nancy and I stood over her. Glancing around the parking garage, I motioned Nancy around, and she grinned and skipped.

We could hear Kelly’s quiet murmurs of devotion to Dillon as she quietly told him how wild and powerful his music had been, how it had moved her, and put new sexy thoughts in her head. Opening the passenger door, Nancy and I slipped in, gripping each other's hand in excitement as we closed the door behind us.












Chapter 15











D
 illon looked around in surprise, his eyes flaring with desire when they laid on us before turning back to Kelly.

“You know what the young man needs,” Nancy said as she moved behind Dillon on one side, “Relieve him… do it well, and we might have a place for you in the harem… or should I say entourage?”

“Jesus Christ,” Dillon said with a crooked grin as he turned to Nancy, “you ladies are insane!”

“Not insane,” I whispered in his other ear, goosebumps popping out on my skin as my breasts brushed against his back, “Just a little crazy…”

Kissing his neck, I grinned when he groaned in pleasure and heard his lips meet Nancy’s as the leather of belt through buckle sounded, and I watched as Kelly’s trembling fingers unbuckled the young man’s pants. Once she had the buckle free and began to shimmy the jeans down his legs, Nancy and I pulled him up into the car so she could crawl in and shut the door.

The situation should have felt as insane as it was, but strangely it felt comfortable, even more than that, it felt right
 . Nancy and I watched the pretty young doctor slip her hand delicately into the waistband of the young musician’s boxers and gasped in pleasant shock at what she found.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Dillon said, turning to me, voice faint and breathless.

“This,” I said, motioning to Kelly who was even now pulling his boxers off his legs, and biting her bottom lip as she stared at his massive erection in wide-eyed desire, “would have happened if we were there or not… your music called to her… like it did us.”

“I felt it,” Dillon said with a shake of his head, “I don’t know how… God forgive me, I did.”

“You will draw them in,” Nancy said in between gentle kisses on his neck, her nails dragging up his stomach, as Kelly slid her hands slowly up his thighs, eyes intent on the object of her desire, “and we will bring them to you… so they might worship you properly… right, Dr. Lansing.”

“Ngh!” The pretty redhead replied wordlessly as she wrapped both hands around his cock, bent low over her knees and sliding her thin lips around the thick head without preamble. Her sucking mouth drawing Dillon in deeper than seemed possible in a second, causing him to throw his head back and groan out in surprised pleasure.

Turning Dillon’s head, I planted a kiss on his sweet lips, a thrill shooting down between my legs as he reached around and gripped me to him firmly. We were three mad women with the object of our obsession and lust in our grasp, and none of us had any desire to let him go until we’d wrung him dry and sated the wild appetite he’d sparked within us.

At first, watching the young doctor sucking Dillon, I felt a touch of envy that she was able to give him so much pleasure. She was certainly no novice like I was, and as I watched her work him over, I learned. Soon I was in awe of the pretty redhead's talents as she stroked him with both hands, fingers interlaced and coated in the slick saliva from the back of her throat. Her tongue sliding up and down the underside of his cock, causing Dillon to shiver each time she grazed a particular spot just beneath the tip that I memorized.

The sight was turning me on even more than it had the night before, watching Nancy go down on Dillon. One hand was between my legs, having popped the bottoms on my pants and slipped within my panties to slip within my wetness and tease my engorged clit.

“I need you, baby,” Kelly said in a rough whisper, shoving her yoga pants off and crawling up onto his bent legs.

“Oh fuck,” Dillon moaned, then lifting his head, he grinned down at Nancy, who he could see between his and Kelly’s bodies, as she licked the head of his cock and pressed it into the redheads slender little pussy.

The woman was tiny and athletic and had no problem contorting herself in the narrow space of the flattened backseat. Planting her feet on the seat, she did a squat over Dillon, his cock disappearing into her cleft in moments as she let out a great sigh of pleasure.

“Ahhhhh mhmmm,” bending forward, she planted a quick kiss on Dillon’s lips and then leaned back up, her hips riding him up and down, the wet sounds filling the inside of the car.

Reaching up, I helped Kelly pull her workout top over her head, her soft breasts jiggling with each thrust of her hips as they met Dillon’s. Cupping one of the breasts, I caressed it and felt Dillon’s hands pulling my ass forward. With a moan of pleasure, I felt his nose, and then questing tongue slide along my pussy, causing me to cry out in pleasure. My pants were still around one ankle and got hung up on the seat, so I was forced to hunch over awkwardly, but I barely noticed the contorted position, as pleasure rippled through me in waves, and Nancy pressed her thick lips to mine.

“Fuck, baby… oh god… I’m cumming… fuck baby, I’m cumming on your big dick,” Kelly groaned out, her ass slapping on Dillon’s thighs as she rode him hard.

Dillon couldn’t speak, too busy with my weeping sex as I ground it on his face, but I felt him stiffen beneath me, just as Kelly arched her back, head hitting the roof of the car as she gritted her teeth to keep from screaming out in pleasure.

The doctor collapsed onto me, and I guided her down to the white leather seat, slipping off Dillon’s face with a whimper of disappointment. I was vaguely aware of Nancy crawling into Dillon’s lap, kissing and cuddling the young man as she stroked him to stiffness once more. Most of my attention was on Kelly as she weakly pawed at me, pulling me into her arms.

“That… oh, sweet Jesus… that was incredible,” her eyes were a little wild as she twisted in my arms, sliding her fingers in my hairline and drawing my face to hers, “Amanda…I can’t tell you how grateful I am… it was the best… god.”

“I know,” I whispered into her lips, nipping her lips with mine and feeling a thrill of pleasure as the illicit touch, Dr. Lansing bit her bottom lip, grinning at me, “Trust me, I know.”

Her lips met mine a touch shyly, searching me out and then with growing passion as I relaxed into the kiss, my moan matching hers. I felt Kelly’s hands drawing the last of my clothing off as the seat rocked. Glancing over, we both grinned to see Nancy, now nude and riding Dillon’s raging hard-on with short hard little thrusts.

The boy stared at the sexy brunette with such intense passion that I felt my pussy quiver. Kelly had just turned in my arms, her hand slipping back behind her and down to tease my sex gently as we watched the two make love.

Dillon gave a growl, gripping Nancy’s narrow hips in his strong hands and rolled to his side. With a little yelp, the older brunette found herself on her back, pressed against Kelly. All three of us women were pushed back into the side of the car as Dillon fucked her into us with powerful thrusts.

Kelly slipped fingers in his hair and drew him into a kiss as I let my hands slide down Nancy’s body, caressing her firm breasts and stomach as she cried out in pleasure and gripped my arm.

“I’m… GGOOODDDD!!!!!!” Nancy came with a scream that made me nervous people two floors up or down could hear us, but she came so hard, and grew so sensitive that she had to push poor Dillon back and out of her with shaky hands, “Too much… oh, fuck honey… I want to watch you fuck Amanda.”

“Yes!” Said Dr. Lansing, her eyes afire with excitement, “Bend her over and take her you brilliant boy. Make this gorgeous MILF your slut!”

Dillon’s cock was throbbing and slick with Nancy’s cum, and all I wanted was to wrap my lips around it and taste that sweet seed again, but from the pained look on Dillon’s face and the rough hands that grabbed and twisted my ass towards him, it was my tight pussy he wanted.

Face down in the car seat and ass up, I groaned as I felt him shove himself deep within me in one hard thrust. Thoughts floated away as he drove into me again and again with forceful insistence, his girthy cock stretching me around him. My whole world revolved around the place where we were joined, and I was only vaguely aware of the guttural sounds coming out of me.

Hovering on the brink of a massive orgasm, my whole body tense with the mounting pleasure. I felt Dillon’s hips falter, and I shoved my hips back, meeting his broke rhythm until I felt the first powerful blast of cum deep within my womb. It set off a chain reaction within me that had me orgasming so hard that I think I lost consciousness for a few moments because when I finally came back to myself, Dillon was cuddled up to me, cupping one of my massive breasts in his hand. A look of pleasure on his face as Nancy and Kelly licked and sucked his cock clean.

“This… Jesus, this is unbelievable,” he said as he bit his bottom lip.

“This could be our new reality,” I said, snuggling closer to him and reaching down to stroke Nancy’s soft hair, guiding her head as she took him deep into her throat, “You could change the world with your music Dillon… or the fame, women, and drugs could ruin you… Instead, let us guide you, let us make sure you have everything you need to be the greatest musician this world has ever seen.”

“You have more faith in me than I do in myself,” Dillon said with a sigh, “but… mhmm Nancy, if you keep that up… oh god…”

Nancy moved up off his cock grinning and made way for Kelly’s hungry lips as she sucked him down deep, staring up at him and me with a burning intensity, her lips curling up in a slight grin.

“Give it to her baby,” Nancy whispered in his ear, her nails dragging up his thigh, “cum in that pretty mouth… Make her drink it all down!”

Dillon moaned, turning his head into me, our kiss gentle as he shuddered in orgasm, the sounds of Kelly’s swallowing mouth, licking and kissing up the last of his cum as she moaned in surprised pleasure at the sweet taste. Dillon sagged beneath our touch, a slow, tired smile on his lips, and I smiled down at him as I sat up, drawing my ankles beneath my butt.

“You’re too much,” Dillon said with a lazy grin, “but how could I say no? I think you’re all nuts. You know that, right?”

“Better crazy than boring,” Kelly said, lounging between the young man’s spread legs.

“I’ll agree to everything,” Dillon said, looking me straight in the eyes and reaching out to cup my cheek, “But only if you agree to be my manager. I couldn’t imagine doing all of this without you by my side, Amanda.”

“You’re serious?!” I asked, breathless with excitement, “We’re really going to do this?”

“Haven’t we already started?” Dillon asked with a crooked smile.

I threw my arms around his neck, kissing him soundly and then drew Nancy and Kelly into the hug as well. All four of us fell back onto the seat cushions, laughing and kissing. It would be another ten minutes before we managed to get dressed and out of the parking lot. And I very nearly forced myself on the brilliant boy again before we dropped him off at home.

“I’ll be back this afternoon to drop off a phone and show you how to set it up,” Nancy said, “Don’t think you’re getting out of this. Also, we have to meet tomorrow evening to go over social media strategy and schedule studio time and prep for our meeting on Friday.”

“I’ll be here,” Dillon said with a grin.

“And practice those exercises I showed you,” I called out as we started to back down the driveway, “and watch more videos!”












Chapter 16











I
 waved as we drove back to the office, feeling an emptiness growing in the center of my body the further we got. We were already late getting back and hadn’t had time to drop Kelly off at her car.

When we got to the office, there was an awkward moment in the car where we each situated our clothes and straightened our hair. Before we climbed out, Nancy turned around in the driver seat and grabbed both Kelly and my hands.

“We’re sisters now,” she said with a fierceness I’d never seen from her before, “for better or worse, we’re tied to that young man and he to us. Dr. Lansing, I don’t know what your situation is… all of this has been so sudden.”

“You can use the title inside,” Kelly said with a smile, “but call me Kelly when we’re outside the office. And anytime you want to do something like that again…” her grin was almost feral as she looked from Nancy to me, “You better invite me.”

“Deal,” I said with a grin.

“Friday,” Nancy said, “we’re taking Dillon to meet with a record exec… afterwards I was thinking of throwing a special party to congratulate him. If they don’t want to sign him, I’ll be surprised.”

“They will,” I said, feeling confident, “Once they hear him play, they’ll be salivating to sign him.”

“Hmmm, that’s true… perhaps you should come early then, Kelly,” Nancy said with a nod, “Morgan always was a randy bitch… I can’t guarantee she doesn’t jump Dillon the moment she hears him.”

“Jesus Christ,” Kelly said, staring between Nancy and me, “you were both serious back there… Ok, sign me up.”

“This isn’t a joke,” Nancy said, “things are going to get serious quickly.”

“Listen I know you both don’t know me well, and I might come off as a crazy party girl or something, but the truth is, my life has been really boring…” her cheeks reddened, and she went on in a rush, “I’ve never done anything like earlier before… and never even dreamed of doing anything with a woman. Not that you both aren’t beautiful, that’s not what I meant to say. Oh god, I’m making a fool of myself. Look, I’ve had a couple boyfriends, but they were all boring and nice, and I went to rave once, but the acid wasn’t any good… The truth is I’m a major nerd, and I kept asking both of you if you wanted to hang out outside of work because you seemed so cool, and your lives are so interesting.”

“I’m a single mother,” I said with a small laugh, “nothing that glamorous.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in town and could have any man you wanted,” Kelly said with a straight face, causing me to blush deeply, “And Nancy, you’re the richest woman in town. You live in a mansion and used to work in Hollywood!”

“When she puts it like that, we do sound rather glamorous, don’t we?” Nancy said to me with a lopsided smile.

“I still sound like a housewife,” I said, laughing, “although now I guess I’m also a manager.”

“So?” Kelly asked.

“Darling, of course, you’re going to be a part of all this,” Nancy said with a grin, “You heard what Dillon said, he felt his music call to you. Besides, it’s going to be wonderful having someone with a prescription pad on speed dial.”

“I can’t do anything unethical,” Kelly said, completely oblivious to the hypocrisy of saying that in light of our overall conversation.

“By whose definition?” Nancy asked with a sly smile as she climbed out of the car, heading into the office.

All three of us spent the rest of the day with only half our attention on our work, which can be quite harmful in our line of work, but thankfully there were no issues besides a few poorly taken x-rays. The slow afternoon gave me time to think and plan.

I got home that afternoon and got to work. There were two major tasks I wanted to get done that night. First was building a few mixtapes with a range of music on it that I thought Dillon should hear and would be a good influence. I’d started building the playlists in my head, and when I got home and could reference my massive record collection, I was able to finish them off.

I’d pulled down dozens of records and had them all spread out around me as I made notes on my growing list when my phone rang. Happy to see Heather was calling I picked it up and answered.

“Hey Mom,” Heather said, “I just sent you a link, did you get it?”

Putting her on speakerphone, I checked and saw a link to a YouTube video. Clicking the link, it took me to a personal page where a video began playing. I was surprised to see the inside of the mall as the shaky footage drew closer to the music store, and then I was shocked to see myself, Nancy and Kelly, along with a half dozen other people all standing spellbound while Dillon played.

Someone had taken a video of his earlier performance and uploaded it online. I felt a moment of anxiety that disappeared when I saw the view and like count. Both were over a hundred thousand, and what most shocked me was that they were the same number. Everyone who’d watched the video had liked it, and there were thousands of comments asking where this was and who the singer was.

“Are you watching it?” Heather asked, “When was this? Jen found it online.”

“This was taken earlier today,” I said, feeling exposed seeing myself on the internet, “I wanted to show Dillon that it wasn’t just Nancy and me who loved his music… I guess it worked.”

“You could say that,” Heather said with a laugh, the small store filled up quickly with people, all wearing spellbound expressions on their faces. It was hard not to get wrapped up in the music again and let it carry me away, but the embarrassment of seeing my reaction on the video was enough to keep me present.

“Mom… you look like you’re about to melt,” there was a touch of envy in her voice when she went on, “and he keeps staring at you and Nancy when he sings… Fuck… he’s so amazing on that guitar… it’s fucking hot.”

“I know,” I said, my cheeks heating as I remember just how wild his music had made us all, “This video couldn’t have been posted more a couple of hours ago and look how many views it's gotten already. That’s amazing.”

“I know,” Heather said excitedly, “It actually plays in perfectly with the social media strategy I’ve been planning. I need to sit down with Dillon soon and go over a few ideas I’ve had.”

“Wonderful!” I said, “You can meet with him this weekend. Friday will be pretty busy, but maybe sometime on Saturday or Sunday. I’ll speak with him.”

“Jen is going to come over for the weekend too,” Heather said, and I heard a touch of awkwardness in her voice, and my antennae went up, “She wanted to see Dillon play if we get a chance.”

“I doubt that’s all she wants,” I said with an amused smile.

“Mom!” Heather said in amusement, “You know Jen’s a Mormon, it’s nothing like that.”

Heather is many things, but a good liar she’s never been, at least to her mother. I asked how her classes were going and about her friends. We chatted for another couple minutes, but it was obvious both of us were dancing around the one thing on both of our minds. After an awkward pause, we both hastily said our goodbyes, and I hung up.

My girl and I’d once been best friends, but then she hit high school and was suddenly too cool for her mom. She hadn’t liked that the boys gave her mom more attention than she or her friends and so I removed myself from her life little by little. I’d worried for years about it, not about my relationship with her, I knew that would get better when she got older, but that she might grow up to be a royal bitch.

Heather was one of the most popular girls in her school, pretty and blonde, she had most things handed to her on a silver platter. Those had been tough years but thank the heaven’s she’d matured while away at school. The friends she’d made were all as beautiful as she, each a big fish in their own ponds. It had been good for her to have a different perspective.

I got back to working on the playlists and was happy to see Dillon message me a little bit later. He’d gotten the phone up and running and found the Voice Memo app was perfect for recording songs.

Each time the notification popped up, I felt like a schoolgirl whose crush just smiled at them, my stomach filled with butterflies. I begged him to send me one of the new songs he was working on, but Dillon wouldn’t, saying he wanted me to hear it in person first.

I made him promise to play them for me tomorrow after agreeing to come over to my place. Nancy agreed to come over as well so we could plan, and I fell into bed wondering how I was going to fall asleep because I was so excited for the next day. In the end, I masturbated three times with Dillon’s music playing the background, and my body aching for his touch.
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I
 woke the next morning filled with energy. Usually, I’m eager to get to work, not because I love my job, but I like having something to do and doing it well. This morning my mind was filled with thoughts about how we could help Dillon spread his art to the world.

My workout went quickly, spurred on by Dillon’s music playing through my earbuds. I ignored the stares my hard nipples drew. The images his music conjured up in my brain were turning me on far too much to control them. I got to the office a few minutes early and started opening it up, finding that the old routines that had been so fulfilling were now just empty chores I was eager to finish.

The day was busy and went by quickly. Unfortunately, we didn’t have much time to chat with Kelly as she was stuck in surgery most of the day. Nancy and I each took a half-day off for the next day and would have taken the whole day if the schedule had allowed for it.

I made plans for her to come over for dinner and bring some takeout from a Thai restaurant. She would also be bringing Dillon over so we could prep and plan for our meeting the next day with her friend Morgan. I got home and jumped in the shower, pulled on a loose sundress and cleaned up before they arrived.

It felt strange having Dillon over to my house, the boy was younger than my daughter, but in my mind, he was growing into a titanic figure. Seeing him standing there with his guitar, those burning blue eyes and powerful charisma, it was hard not to put him on the same level as the Rock God’s of my youth. The rockers I’d spent my teenage years fantasizing about had nothing on the raw talent of Dillon, nor that mysterious magical quality woven throughout every note he played or sang.

Queuing up the playlists I’d made the night before, I poured myself a glass of wine and sat down to wait. When they finally arrived, I hopped up, butterflies fluttering in my belly before I pulled open the door and greeted them.

“Welcome,” I said, my vision filled with the sight of Dillon and unable to stop myself, I drew him into a warm hug, sighing when his strong arms circled me, and I tilted my head up to kiss him full on the lips.

“Hmm,” Dillon said with a surprised smile, “welcome indeed.”

“Come in,” I said, blushing red when I realized I’d been kissing a nineteen-year-old boy on my porch for all the neighborhood to see, “Do you want a glass of wine?”

“I’d love one,” Nancy said, wrapping me in a quick one-armed hug, I planted a kiss on her lips and caught a tell-tale whiff of Dillon’s sweet seed and flashed her a quick grin, almost laughing when she blushed at having been caught out.

“I’m sure you would,” I said with a wink, “Let me find a good pairing for… whatever you were just eating.”

Dillon blushed a fiery red and couldn’t suppress the grin that tugged at his lips when he glanced at Nancy. For her part, the beautiful brunette stood; back perfectly straight and a self-satisfied smile working its way onto her mouth. I felt a touch jealous, not that she’s shared an intimate moment with Dillon, but that she’d gotten him all to herself for a little while. I made myself a silent promise to find similar opportunities in the future.

“What’s this?” Dillon asked, cocking his head to listen to the song playing, “I like it… I don’t think I’ve ever heard anything quite like it.”

“Mother,” I said with a grin when they looked at me with curious frowns, “that’s the name of the band. They were amazing live, but kinda disappeared in the middle of the grunge scene.”

“Grunge?” Dillon asked.

“Don’t worry,” Nancy said with a shake of her head, “you’re not missing much. Just a bunch of greasy headed boys in flannel shirts playing garage rock.”

“Sounds pretty cool to me,” Dillon said, bobbing his head to the song, “Are there more like this?”

“I have tons,” I said, pulling out the list I’d made, “Here, I made a playlist last night with songs from six different decades on it. Some of the best musicians and bands I know of. It’s nowhere near complete, but that should give you a reasonable understanding of what’s out there so you can find stuff that you love and influence you.”

“This is really cool,” Dillon said, reading down the list, his expression so genuinely happy that I felt all warm and gooey inside, “Can I listen to it at home?”

“I made a playlist in a music app,” I said, pulling out my phone, “If you download it, I can send it to you, and you can listen to it whenever you want.”

“Ok, you two can nerd out about bands and music later,” Nancy said, pouring herself a glass of wine as I got a beer out of the fridge for Dillon. “Let’s get down to business.”

He was only nineteen, but he wasn’t driving, and it felt strange to not be able to drink around a lover. Pushing the thought aside, I tried not to be aware of our age difference, but it was hard. It hadn’t gone unnoticed to me how well an older woman and younger man’s libidos seemed to sync up, and I was all too aware of how warm I felt and turned on I was getting being near him.

Nancy pulled a notebook out of her purse where she’d written down some notes for her reference. She began it as a formal meeting, stating her goals for calling it and keeping us on topic throughout. This was a side of Nancy I’d never seen before and an odd reversal of our roles at the office.

She was as charming as ever but firm as she guided us through the various topics she wanted to hit. There was no fooling around about this stuff for her, and I realized how much she’d missed working with an artist and planning meetings and deals.

“You and Amanda can work out the music part of it, but she, the record exec, is going to try and put a wedge between us,” she said at one point, her face deadly serious as she pressed the point home to Dillon, “She’ll bring up money, houses, and cars. Things the record company will ‘gift’ you, so long as you agree to specific points of their deal. Don’t let her sway you with them, they like to flash shiny objects in front of young star’s faces to get them to sign away their lives.”

“What do I do?” Dillon asked.

“You don’t have to do anything,” she said with a reassuring smile, “that’s what an agent is for. I’ll handle that part of it, once you let her know I’m your representative in these matters. What I need to know and what we both need to be crystal clear about is what you
 want out of this.”

“Honestly, I have no idea,” Dillon said, shaking his head, “all I know is, playing in front of that crowd yesterday… it was amazing,” his cheeks blushed faintly as we all remembered what else we’d done that was just as amazing, Nancy and I shooting each other lopsided smiles.

“You want to be financially independent,” Nancy said, ticking things off one by one with her fingers, “You want to pay off the farm. You want to play before crowds. You want to own the masters of your records.”

“Yea,” he said, nodding, “Those sound good.”

“Dillon,” Nancy said with a frown, “we can always renegotiate later if we have to, but the more I know about what it is you need now, the better the deal will be that I can secure for you, assuming we like what Morgan has to say.”

“I understand,” he said, nodding, “It’s just all a bit much. Give me the night to think about it, but honestly, I really don’t need much… if my family's land gets paid off… hell, everything after that is gravy.”

Nancy had a few more things to go over, but the biggest issue that remained was starting a social media campaign before he signed with the label. She stressed how important it was to establish his own authentic brand before the suits at the record label started fitting it into a model they recognized. She told several horror stories of actors and actresses whose careers were ruined by studios that had destroyed the public perceptions of them one way or another.

With a game plan in place for the next day, we moved onto the next major topic, which was studio time. Nancy had arranged with the music store owner to be free that Sunday for a few hours. Dillon had a few songs now that he wanted to try out in the studio, nothing serious. That led to a lengthy discussion of his sound and the type of music he wanted to make. No matter how we sliced it, rock music was what he was into and seemed to fit his style best. However, there was the issue of him being a solo act.

“You could join him in the sound booth,” Nancy said, “You can play the keyboards, right, Amanda?”

“I can,” I said with a laugh, “but I don’t think I could ever go up on stage and play. You should have bandmates around your own age, Dillon, people you can really get along with. You’re going to end up stuck with them practicing and playing for hours and hours a day. So, there’s no rush, let's make sure you find the right people.”

“Does Heather play an instrument?” Dillon asked, an odd tone in his voice, and following his gaze, I saw he was staring at a picture of her and me from a cruise ship we’d taken after her graduation. The two of us stood in bikini tops and skirts, holding up colorful twin cocktails and grinning at the camera.

“She plays the violin,” I said sharing a tight smile with Nancy and stifling a chuckle when she winked at me, “She was quite good as a girl but gave it up in high school. I’m not sure if her style would match with yours, but it’s worth a shot. I know she has a couple friends who are music majors. Perhaps a couple of them might work out.”

“A pair of co-eds and Dillon as the frontman?” Nancy said with excitement, “Now that’s a band that can go on the covers of magazines.”

“I wrote a song about co-eds,” Dillon said, and when I raised an eyebrow at him, he blushed and went on quickly, “It’s not like that. It’s about leaving home and entering a new world… how you imagine making yourself anew, it’s about self-discovery.”

“Play it for us,” I said, my heart starting to beat faster in anticipation, “I’d love to hear it.”

“Let me run to the restroom,” he said with an eager grin, “one sec.”
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H
 opping up, he ran down the hall, the beer having passed right through him I wagered. Nancy moved over beside me on the couch and touched my shoulder, her gaze concerned.

“You know what will happen when Heather and her friends hear Dillon,” she said softly, a quick glance down the hall to make sure we weren’t overheard, “are you going to be ok with that?”

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I said, feeling embarrassed but happy to finally be able to admit it to someone, “but I’m actually looking forward to it. Is that sick?”

“If it is, then we suffer from the same issue,” Nancy said, cutting off when Dillon hurried back in, grabbing up his guitar and settling down on the cushion. He looked around at us and tilted his head, a curious grin tugging at his lips.

“What?” he asked, looking between us.

“Nothing,” I said quickly, “We’re eager to hear the song.”

“Very eager,” Nancy said with a knowing smile that caused Dillon to frown again, “You don’t mind if I get comfortable, do you? It’s been such a long day, it feels good to kick off the heels.”

“Not at all,” Dillon said, swallowing hard and staring at her slender legs as she bent low to unlace her black heels and set them aside. I caught her flashing the boy her panties as she parted her thighs, grinning wickedly at him when she did.

I settled myself on the couch, drawing my ankles up under my thighs and adjusting the neckline of my dress, smiling inwardly when Dillon’s gaze was drawn to me, and I noticed the bulge in his pants shift. I flashed him a quick grin, biting my bottom lip in eager pleasure when I saw his blush deepen.

Shifting on the stool, he adjusted his grip on the guitar and took a moment to compose himself. Nancy and I threw each other a wink, interlacing fingers behind the couch. Her thumb traced small circles on the palm of my hand, an innocent gesture, but with the tension filling the room, it felt seductive.

Dillon began to sing in a voice so clear and pure my whole body quivered, and I was stolen away. His eyes closed, he sang of a girl who was innocent and shy, venturing out into a world that was dangerous and wild. The guitar joined in with his vocals so smoothly I didn’t register it at first, and when I did, I lost the train of his lyrics for a few moments as I watched his fingers in awe.

The young genius was playing with a fingering style, almost like bluegrass, but at a slower tempo. Accompanying the haunting notes were deep bass rhythms that he beat out on the head of the guitar with his thumb. Then his voice lifted in a soaring note, and my attention was dashed as the music carried me away.

I found that Nancy and I had drawn close to one another, swaying in time with the song as Dillon serenaded us. As the song drew to an end, our breaths were coming hot and heavy, and my body was so keyed up and primed that the slightest touch would have set me off. Nancy wiggled in her seat and ground her firm tits into my arm in a way that said she was as eager as me.

Dillon was oblivious to the effect his magical music was having on us, and with a little frown and a tweek of a tuning nob, he launched into another song. This one was up-tempo and harder rock, but with a beat that moved us and before he was halfway through, the three of us were all on our feet dancing around the living room, unable to stay still as the pulsing music pulled us into its beat.

“Whew!” I shouted when he ended the song with a flourish, “Now that’s a catchy tune!”

“That’s a single for sure,” Nancy said, “but I loved the coed song even more… it was so soulful and your voice… Dillon, I’m more amazed every time I hear you play.”

“So do I,” I said with a laugh, one arm around Nancy’s back as I pushed the loose locks out of my face, “You’re even better than you were the other day!”

“I’ve been practicing,” he said with a shy smile.

His smile might have been shy, but the heat in his eyes as he took in Nancy and I was anything but. Grinning, I pulled Nancy in close, whispering in her ear as I stared at Dillon. He got a curious grin that grew when he saw Nancy’s hungry smile alight on her face.

“I can think of something else we can practice,” Nancy said, slipping up to Dillon’s side.

Moving away from the pair smoothly, I walked around the living room, closing curtains and blinds and dimming the lights. Turning back, I found Dillon pressed into a comfortable chair, his guitar set aside, and my sexy friend slowly unbuttoning his shirt and pants as she made out with him.

Dillon’s eyes fell on me, and I saw lust flare-up in them, and pride and pleasure washed through me. Standing tall, I slowly unbuttoned the front of my dress and shrugging it off my shoulders, let it fall down, pooling at my feet. The widening of his brilliant blue eyes and the flare of desire I saw on his face nearly made me cum right there.

I was soaking wet with need; the juices having dampened my panties and coated my thighs as I listened to him play. All I could think of was pleasuring the young genius who’d gifted me with such powerful music. The thought of being consumed by his lusts was almost too much to handle.

Sharing a smile with Nancy, I saw the same unquenchable desire mirrored within her eyes and licking our lips, we slipped between his spread legs, drawing off his shoes and pants just as we had the first night we’d spent together.

Only now, instead of being entirely out of his depths, Dillon was much more relaxed, settling down in the chair and caressing our hair and faces as we kissed our way up his thighs. Wrapping one hand around the base, Nancy drew his massive cock down and pointed it at my lips. Guiding my head forward, she grinned wickedly as I felt it slip within my hot mouth. The soft, yet firm flesh was heavenly, but I nearly came when I heard Dillon moan out in pleasure.

I gave myself over to Nancy’s guiding hand, the submissive side coming out in me as she guided my mouth up and down Dillon's massive cock. I sucked hard and wrapped my tongue around the underside, teasing the sensitive spot. Every few seconds, I would get a hint of precum, that sweet seed coaxing me on to suck harder.

“Holy fuck, Amanda,” Dillon moaned, “God, you look gorgeous… and that feels… Jesus!”

Nancy slipped down my body, kissing and caressing as she went. I moaned around Dillon’s cock as she massaged my breasts, pinching and twisting the nipples slightly and causing my pussy to leak even more. Then her hands were on my panties, drawing them down. For one moment, I felt the cold air on my wet lips then I gasped in surprise when she buried her face in my pussy.

“Oh god,” I moaned, sitting up and glancing back at the beautiful brunette.

Her eyes crinkled in a smile at the same time as her tongue slipped within my wetness, causing me to shiver in pleasure. My hand worked Dillon slowly and smiled up at him as he grinned down at me. The look on his face sent another shiver of pleasure through me, and I dove back down on his dick, unable to give it my full attention as Nancy licked and teased my sex.

My first small orgasm hit me moments later, and I fell forward onto Dillon, his cock pressing between my breasts as I shuddered in pleasure. Then Nancy was pressing herself to my back and wrapping her arms around me as she kissed my neck. Hot lips met mine, and I almost swooned as Dillon’s tongue slipped into my mouth.

Nancy cradled my massive tits in her hands and pressed them together, surrounding Dillon’s turgid cock. Pushing Dillon back, the sexy brunette began to fuck Dillon’s cock with my tits. The feeling of steely hardness sliding between my soft breasts was incredible, and I might have come again just from that feeling and Nancy playing with my tits and nipples. However, all of our focus was on Dillon.

Nancy licked and sucked the tip of his cock, and in moments his hips were bucking. The boy’s legs flexed, and his toes curled as he thrust his hips up, cock spearing into Nancy’s mouth.

With a coughing moan, the older woman swallowed the first few blasts of his cum, then she fell to the side, and I wrapped my lips around the spitting dick. Moaning in pleasure as I swallowed that sweet, sweet cum.

I fell back onto the couch when Nancy pushed me down, her lips finding mine, tongue seeking my own as we tasted our lover's cum on each other’s mouths. Kisses turned to touches and touches to teasing quickly. The hint of pleasure we could find in one another’s arms was made apparent in moments, and all my inhibitions were thrown out the window.

I slipped a finger into Nancy’s hairless pussy and felt a wicked thrill shoot through me when I felt my best friend respond. Then it was my turn to do the same as she began to tease my clit with one gentle finger. I was just finding a good rhythm in the awkward position when powerful hands grabbed my hips and rolled me up onto my knees, Nancy pressed beneath me.

We clung to one another, kissing and caressing, faces pressed together as Dillon took us both. He drove into me first with a powerful thrust and fucked me several times with long slow strokes. I could hear him grunting in pleasure as I whimpered beneath him. Then he pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty and lost. Only for a moment, though. Soon Nancy shook beneath me, her whimper of pleasure mirroring my own from a moment before.

Dillon took his time, running his hands up and down my body, caressing and massaging my massive tits, while he alternated between Nancy and I’s pussies. It could have been ten minutes or an hour, I couldn’t be sure. Once the first orgasm hit me, I was lost to all sense of time, because Dillon wouldn’t relent, nor did either of us want him to.

Nancy and I were in a magical world, staring at one another, kissing and caressing as we whimpered in pleasure. The world a hazy dream of one powerful orgasm after another. When Dillon finally came, I was barely aware of it, so lost in my own pleasure.

When he collapsed onto the couch beside us, we three lie in dreamy bliss for long minutes before staggering to our feet and making our way down the hall to my bedroom. We couldn’t stand the thought of being parted from one another and kept in contact the whole time. Crawling beneath the covers, I made room for Dillon to slip into the middle and Nancy to crawl in on his other side.

“This is nice,” I said with a warm smile as I snuggled up to his warm body.

“It is,” Nancy said dreamily.

“I could get used to this,” Dillon said, “maybe.”

“You better get used to it,” I whispered in his neck, kissing him gently.

He turned to me, grinning and kissed me, his fingers tracing patterns on the sensitive skin of my back. I’d never felt so warm, safe, and loved. In my arm was a genius of unparalleled skill and talent, who’d made me a happy slave to his love. I felt his lips on my forehead, causing me to shiver in pleasure even as sleep stole me under.
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I
 woke in the middle of the night, feeling something heavy resting on my back. After a moment of disorientation, I remembered what had happened the evening before and wiggled back against Dillon’s lean frame.

Something thick and firm slipped between my butt cheeks, and I felt a thrill down in my pussy. Rocking my hips, I slid my soft butt up and down Dillon’s hardening cock, grinning as I felt him stiffen against me.

The boy shifted in his sleep, and I reached down quickly and slipped my fingers over the head of his cock and fit it into my waiting cleft. Sighing in pleasure, I slowly rocked my hips back and forth, accepting one delicious inch after another within me. Long minutes passed when my entire world revolved around the hardness, slowly driving deeper and deeper within me.

Just as my first small orgasm was about to hit, Dillon woke with a start and a loud moan. His strong hands gripped my hip, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he drove his cock the rest of the way into me. I grinned down into the pillow as the boy gave in to his lusts.

The bed shook as he shifted above me, digging into my sex and sending me over the edge. I gripped my pillow, biting on the down stuffing to keep from crying out in pleasure. I shouldn’t have worried though, for we’d already woken Nancy. When I glanced over, I saw the moon reflected in her open eyes, her teeth shining white and one arm down between her legs, teasing her own pussy as she watched Dillon pound me down into the bed.

There was no slow and gentle lovemaking. I must have woken the young man from a wild dream because he took my body hard, using it to slake his lusts. That sent me over the edge again into the realm of pure pleasure as my body quaked with another orgasm, this time far more powerful. Something about having this young rock god, using and taking pleasure from me, was a powerful turn-on. So powerful that it was a full minute before I came down from that monumental high, to find Nancy pressed against my side, legs spread and hips slapping mine as Dillon took the woman.

Rolling onto my side, I kissed her, cuddling up close as Dillon grunted in pleasure. Looking up, I grinned at the beautiful sight of his blue eyes, wide with desire as he stared at the MILFs making out. Slipping my hand in his hair, I drew his face to mine and felt and heard him moaning out and shuddering as he flooded Nancy’s womb with his cum.

We collapsed and held one another, sharing smiles of joy and soft touches as we slowly drifted off to sleep. I woke once more when Dillon climbed off the bed and headed to the restroom. Nancy woke too and groggily rolled into my arms; our kiss filled with more emotion than I’d imagined possible with another woman. Slow touches grew, and soon we were making out with wild passion in the dim morning light.

When Dillon walked back in, he found the two of us in a sixty-nine, as I lay on my back, tasting the tang of pussy for the first time. There was no hesitation or shyness in me, all I wanted was to please this beautiful woman I loved so much, and try to equal the pleasure she gave me. It was hard to concentrate on the task as her tongue worked its magic upon my most sensitive areas, but suddenly she was no longer eating me out, and the sounds of her kissing and licking Dillon’s cock could be heard.

Reaching around her thigh, I slid a finger in to rub on her g-spot, causing Nancy to give a jolt of pleasure. Then I ran the tip of my tongue around her clit in gentle little circles. From the fingers digging into my thigh and the woman’s shuddering legs, I knew she was nearing an orgasm. Feeling her pussy walls clenching my fingers and her thigh tightening on my head, a rush of pride and pleasure swept through me that only redoubled when I felt Dillon lifting my legs.

“Oh, god!” I moaned out at the same time Nancy was shuddering in the wake of her orgasm as Dillon slid his massive dick into me.

The sexy brunette slipped off me and onto the mattress, making way for Dillon to lift my legs up over his shoulders. Causing me to make guttural sounds of pleasure that I couldn’t even recognize as coming from my own mouth as he fucked me deeper than I’d ever been fucked before.

Looking up, I watched the gorgeous young genius fucking me with long powerful strokes as he gripped my legs and kissed the smooth skin. I clutched the mattress in two firm grips and smiled, feeling another orgasm building in me, as his girthy cock drove into me again and again. Nancy cupped my massive breasts, tweaking and sucking on the big pink nipples and drawing them to hard points, sending me over the edge.

My pussy tightened on Dillon’s cock, and the world began fading to white when an explosion of pleasure shot forth from him, warm cum flooding me and sending me to even greater heights. Feeling sore, tired, and happy as I could ever remember being, the three of us cuddled for a good hour in bed, giggling, kissing, and touching as we marveled at the extreme situation we found ourselves in.

“I need to get home and shower,” Nancy said, “and I still have to drop you off at home, mister.”

“I can do that,” I said, “it’s on the way to the office for me. If you don’t mind waiting for me to shower and get dressed?” I asked Dillon.

“Not at all,” he said, leaning back and clasping his hands behind his head, “I have chores to do, but they’ll keep for now.”

“Good,” Nancy said with a nod, “that gives me time to get my place ready for Morgan’s visit later. You’ll be ready at 1pm when we come to pick you up, right?”

“I’ll be ready,” Dillon promised.

Nancy dressed, and I walked her out, pausing in the doorway to share a lingering kiss and a shy smile before she slipped out of my house and ran to her Tesla. I watched her little ass wiggle in her short skirt and grinned inside to imagine what the neighbors might think if they noticed.

Humming to myself, I turned on the shower and got ready for it. Dillon lay in my bed, playing with his new phone. I felt new energy having a man in the house again after so long and hopped in the shower and cleaned off quickly, eager to join him for breakfast.

Wrapping a towel around my hair and pulling on my robe, I went out into the kitchen. Putting on a pot of coffee, I turned on the burners, pulled out some eggs, bacon, and an orange. A sound from down the hall pulled me from the kitchen, and I caught Dillon peeking in Heather's room. He blushed a fiery shade of red when I raised an eyebrow at him.

“Sorry,” he said, “I wasn’t snooping or anything.”

“She’s very beautiful,” I said walking up to him and slipping my arms around his waist, “She has her father’s smile and her grandmother’s hair, but she was blessed with my body.”

“You can say that again,” he said with a grin. “I haven’t spoken to her since I asked her out as a freshman… it’s still pretty cringe-worthy when I look back on it.”

“I think it’s sweet,” I said, “Must have taken some courage to ask out a senior girl when you were a freshman.”

“Less courage and more blind panic,” he said with a chuckle, casting a lingering look in the bedroom he let me draw him into the kitchen.

“Tell me about it,” I said curiously.

“It’s not weird?” Dillon asked with a curious frown.

“Not at all,” I said, “maybe that’s
 weird… but I’m past caring at this point. I’m curious, I want to know more about you, everything.”

Dillon smiled that beautiful grin of his that melts me inside, as he pulled himself onto one of the stools at the kitchens bar. His brilliant blue eyes flashed in the morning sunlight, and I thanked heaven for this special time alone with him.

“I’d been obsessed with Heather for over a year, all the boys were in 8th
 grade. She used to come and train our cheerleaders… I can still remember the first time I saw her, skipping along with a pack of girls who trailed her like puppy dogs. Her hair in pigtails, pink lips smiling and green eyes so bright I thought I might die…” blushing, he looked over at me as I poured eggs into the hot pan. I smiled encouragingly at him and nodded for him to go on, finding it thrilling to hear about my girl from this different perspective.

“I’d only seen her a handful of times, but I… thought about her all the time.”

“You did more than think about her, didn’t you?” I asked, loving the laugh it brought from him.

“I was a teenage boy? What do you think?” He grinned as he went on, leaning on one elbow, his lean shirtless body causing a thrill of desire to worm its way into me, “When I got to high school she was suddenly there, every day, passing me in the halls and I guess I started to get obsessed. Writing notes that I never gave to her, or terrible poetry that I would burn in some emo ritual… God, it’s so embarrassing,” he laughed at himself but went on, and I was happy to see him shedding some of his self-consciousness around me as he opened up.

“One day, I was walking down the hall and turned a corner and literally ran into Heather. Her books fell, and I stopped to help her pick them up, her friends were waiting down the hall, and I don’t know what came over me, but I just asked her… Looking back, I don’t know if she was shocked or amused, but when she laughed… it cut straight through me. I just turned and ran down the hall.”

“That’s so terrible,” I said with a sad frown, “I know Heather wasn’t the nicest when she was young, but she wouldn’t have done anything to hurt you on purpose. I’m almost certain.”

“Almost,” Dillon said with a smile that had a touch of pain in it.

“She’s going to be here tomorrow,” I said, smiling hopefully, “She wanted to go over some social media and marketing ideas with you if you’re willing.”

“It’s going to be strange to see her again after so long,” he said. “That smells great, I’m starving.”

“Me too,” I said, grinning, “I don’t know what you like in your coffee, but I like cream.”

I threw him a wink, and Dillon chuckled again as he got out of the stool and poured us both a cup of coffee. He set mine down on the counter near me, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up at his proximity. For one charged moment, I stood there, a trembling deer in a predator’s crosshairs, and then Dillon stepped up to me, wrapping his arm around my middle and pulling me against him, my ass grinding into his crotch.
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A
 ny thoughts I had of coquettish flirtation was out the window in an instant. Lust was a raging inferno within me, and I sensed it in the young musician as well. Fumbling hands pulled up my robe and bent me over the sink, and I hissed out in pleasure as he drove into me in one mighty thrust. Quick and hard, he took me right there, bacon crisping in the skillet as the world faded, and my awareness once more focused on the big dick hammering into my pussy.

The orgasm hit me hard, and I clutched Dillon’s arm as he gripped the edge of the sink to keep from sinking to my knees. Arching my back, I felt the boy’s hips falter, and a wash of pride and pleasure swept through me as I felt his cock throbbing and gushing forth its warmth deep within me.

Standing on shaky legs, I turned in his arms and felt my heart nearly burst as he pulled me into a fast embrace, his lips finding mine. Then the smell of bacon hit my nostrils, and I pushed him away with trembling hands.

“Sit… I’ll get the food,” flashing him a quick grin, I said, “You’ve certainly worked up an appetite.”

“I could eat a horse,” he said with a crooked grin.

“Pig’s going to have to do,” I said, turning off the burner and placing the bacon on a paper towel and then onto the plates.

We sat shoulder to shoulder, eating in silence, and casting one another grins. We ate quickly, and I dressed and got ready for work while Dillon cleaned up in the kitchen. I found him wiping down the counters and looked around, more than a little surprised at how good of a job he did. Then I was reminded of how neat and tidy he kept his place, and it made sense.

We climbed into my car, and I drove to his farm, both of us rocking out to the radio the whole drive. Other drivers on the road must have thought we were crazy people because we were both singing at the top of our lungs by the time I pulled into his narrow driveway.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” Dillon said when I put the car in park, “For everything. Honestly, no one has ever treated me so well my whole life. I’ll never be able to repay you.”

“You don’t have to repay me anything,” I said, gripping his hand in mine, “This past week has been the happiest of my life, truly, it was my pleasure.”

“Things might start to get a little crazy after today, and I just wanted you to know…” his cheeks grew red, and he looked down, “I just wanted you to know how much I care about you and that no matter what I’d never want to do anything that would hurt you.”

“I care about you a lot too Dillon,” I said, my heart full, nearly to bursting, at recognizing the depths of his feelings, “More than you know.” After a pause, I continued on, sensing that there was more going on here than I’d first assumed, “Is this about Heather?”

“What?!” He said, face flaming a deep red and answering my question better than he could, “No, I’m not trying to… I didn’t mean that…”

“Dillon,” I said, “Nothing you do could ever upset me,” resting my hand on his thigh, I gave it a firm grip and nodded at him, “Truly.”

“You say that now,” he said with a crooked smile, “I wouldn’t want to hurt you, and I really wouldn’t want to hurt your relationship with Heather.”

“That’s sweet of you,” I said, giving him a gentle kiss, before pinching his cheek in two firm fingers, “But I’m an adult who can make her own choices, so don’t you forget it.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said with a grin as he hopped out of the car.

“Nancy and I will be by at one with Morgan. Make sure you’re ready.”

“I will be!” He called back, his brilliant blue eyes flashing with excitement as he ran inside.

I drove to work more than a little distracted and probably wasn’t the safest person on the road. My head was filled with wild and wicked images and plans. Overall, it was the excitement about our meeting that afternoon.

“There you are,” Dr. Lansing said when I got out of my car. Running up to my car, she waved a printed-out piece of paper in her hands. “You have to take a look at these results!”

“What’s this?” I asked, but I saw right away that it was an EEG readout.

I looked over the results and was not quite sure what I was supposed to be looking for. Looking up with a questioning frown, Kelly explained with almost breathless excitement.

“My roommate works at the hospital and has been trained to run and analyze an EEG machine. I’ve been thinking ever since the other day about how powerfully Dillon’s music affected me, so I decided to do an experiment.”

I was intrigued and steered the doctor over to an outside table so she could sit and explain everything to me.

“Charlotte, that’s my roommate; she hadn’t heard his music yet, so it worked out perfectly. We went to the hospital late last night, and I played one of his songs for her while she was in the machine. Just look at these results,” she pointed to the colorful squiggly lines. They went along a relatively flat line before suddenly jumping way up and setting in another location into a smoother set of tracks.

“What does this mean?” I asked, pointing to the jump.

“That’s when she first heard his guitar riff, and this right here where it jumps the second time is his voice… After that, her brain waves fall into a different pattern. It would be disturbing if this second set of lines wasn’t smoother and ‘healthier’ than the previous set. Charlotte was adamant about that fact.”

“So, he’s literally changing the way we think?” I asked, feeling a touch uneasy at the thought of losing agency.

“Maybe,” Kelly said with a slight shake of her head, “Something’s definitely happening, but it’s hard to say for certain what exactly it is. The brain is a complicated organ, and we know so little about it. We want to do more research and testing on it, but Nancy said I should check with you and make sure it’s ok to borrow Dillon for a few hours.”

“Why would she have you ask me?”

“Aren’t you his manager now?” She asked, “And besides, it’s plain to see that he worships and trusts you completely. I think this is valuable research, and we could learn a lot, or else I wouldn’t be asking like this.”

“I think you should,” I said with a nod, “I’m not sure what influence I have, but I’ll speak with Dillon. Maybe sometime next week, we can carve out some time.”

“Thank you, Amanda,” Kelly said with a relieved sigh, “Now tell me all about this wild evening you and Nancy had.”

I rolled my eyes at the young woman and laughed. I told her about our night but kept most of the salacious details to myself, much to her disappointment. The day seemed to drag on from here, each minute seeming to take forever to slip past. Fridays are always busy, and that usually helps the time to fly by, but nothing seemed to help that day.

When noon finally rolled around, Nancy and I were both packed and ready. Saying goodbye to the office ladies and assistants, I clocked out and felt like a million dollars as I stepped out into the sunshine. The feeling of getting off work is always great and even better on Fridays.

Driving home, I ran upstairs and threw off my work clothes and dressed in a long flowing white skirt and a button-up top that looked both elegant and professional while still showing a hint of cleavage and conforming to my hourglass shape. Putting on a narrow pearl necklace, with Nancy’s words from days before floating through my head, I paused before the mirror to make sure I looked presentable.

Something about the past few days had put new life in me. My hair had more body, and it even looked shinier. The faint bags that had been under my eyes for what felt like forever were gone, and the whites were clear and bright. My shoulders were more relaxed, and I stood straighter. For the first time in years, I truly felt beautiful when I looked at myself. I no longer focused on the small imperfections, and instead took in the whole and found that I like myself. In fact, I was coming to more than like myself, slowly but surely, the more time I spent with Dillon and listening to his magical music, the more I loved myself and was happy with who I was.

I was just filling a purse that matched my outfit when Nancy pulled up. I climbed in the passenger seat and flashed my friend a bright smile when I saw her outfit. Once again, she was dressed in a stunning outfit that matched her dark hair and figure to perfection.

“Ready?” She asked me with a nervous smile.

“As I’ll ever be,” I said, smiling back.
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I
 t was a short drive to the hotel Morgan had checked into, and I was surprised when my stomach fluttered with nervous energy as I climbed out of her Tesla and headed into the lobby. I recognized her even before she flashed a smile of greeting at Nancy. Not from her appearance but simply from the fact that there couldn’t be another stunningly gorgeous young woman wearing a pinstriped power suit with a short skirt and black heels.

The hotel was the nicest in town, but it was still small, and every person in the lobby was trying not to stare at the gorgeous young woman who sat sipping her coffee and typing on a laptop. I could tell right away why she was so good at dealing with artists and talent. The young woman had a charisma about her that exceeded her stunning looks, a natural smile, and a relaxed manner that put me at ease even before she spoke.

“Nancy, my friend,” the younger woman said, standing and wrapping her arms around Nancy, “It’s so good to see you. It’s been too long.”

“Thank you for coming on such short notice, Morgan,” Nancy said, “We both really appreciate it.”

“I’m Morgan Fairbanks, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Amanda Kowalski,” I said, shaking her hand, “You’re not one of those
 Fairbanks, are you?” I asked with a little laugh.

“I am,” she said with a pained smile, “but unlike my more well-known cousins, I decided to work for a living.”

She flashed a bright smile that drew an answering grin to my lips. Now I could see the resemblance to her more famous and outrageous cousins who were all over TMZ every other week. The Fairbanks was a billion-dollar hotel empire, and Morgan’s elegant and patrician beauty made sense, now that I knew where she came from.

“Now Amanda,” Morgan said, putting her MacBook away in her bag and letting Nancy lead her out to the car, “Nancy tells me you discovered the young musician in your church music room?”

“Yes, it was just random chance that I happened to be walking by,” I replied.

I told her the whole tale. Most of it anyway. Nancy and I had already discussed what to say about our… extracurricular activities and had decided that it was best to keep things to ourselves until we knew more.

Morgan listened with rapt attention, interrupting me a few times with pointed questions that probed deeper into his character and background. She seemed much more interested in how he’d been raised and what kind of man he was, instead of how good his music was. When I commented on this, her reply surprised me.

“The dirty secret of the music business is: you can’t be a total asshole until you’ve reached a certain level of fame. Called Diva Status. The label I work for has learned over the years that someone who starts out in this business with a bad attitude or is unwilling to jump through hoops for media and fan events…” she shook her head. “They never make it long and end up costing far more in time, energy, and resources than they’re worth. Part of my job is to determine these things on my visit.”

“He’s had such a hard life,” I said, feeling a touch of anxiety, “but he really is the sweetest young man. Remarkably well adjusted for all he’s had to endure.”

“I’m sure he is,” Morgan said with a smile that felt patronizing, “Now tell me about your daughter and this social media campaign Nancy mentioned?”

“Heather has been majoring in it,” I said, “and she has lots of ideas. She and Dillon went to high school together, but they don’t know each other that well yet. I was going to introduce them tomorrow and let them work it out amongst themselves.”

“However this works out,” Morgan said with a reassuring smile, “I’m always happy to help young artists chart a path forward in this business. If it doesn’t work out with the label, creating a SoundCloud and going the solo route like Chance the Rapper is always an option. It's harder, but some musicians find great success.”

“We’d appreciate any advice you have,” Nancy said, “and you’ll love Heather, she’s a total Gwyneth.”

“Oh my god!” Morgan said in a high-pitched cry that shocked me, “I haven’t heard that in years! We’re going to have so much fun catching up, Nancy.”

I sat in the back, growing more and more anxious as we drew near Dillon’s farm. The meeting hadn’t gone exactly as I’d hoped. I reassured myself with the fact that Morgan had only heard his song once, Nancy unwilling to send her the full recording.


Perhaps this is all in our head
 , I thought to myself, and we’re just fooling ourselves that the boy is a musical genius.


Though the worry was ever-present in my mind, I didn’t let myself believe it. The power of his music was still too fresh in my memory. My body ached to hear him once more, to feel his touch once more.

My mind was filled with dirty thoughts when we pulled before his house, and a small thrill shot down to my crotch when he stepped out and waved, flashing that grin of his.

“You were right about the small farm,” Morgan murmured to Nancy before opening her door and stepping out to flash a charming smile at Dillon.

I felt an odd flush of genuine pleasure when Dillon’s eyes fell on Morgan and widened slightly, and he wiped his palms on his jeans before shaking her hand, a sign of his nervousness. They chatted pleasantly, and he invited us in, getting iced tea and a tray of stale crackers out for us.

Nancy sat beside me and caught my eye, raising an eyebrow. I knew what she was getting at because I’d noticed it too. Dillon was intimidated by Morgan, and the boy was having a difficult time relaxing and was coming off as nervous and shy. I gave her a wink, and patted her arm, signaling that I had this.

“We could sit here chatting about the weather all day,” I said when an awkward pause in the conversation presented itself, “but Morgan here has traveled a long way to hear you play Dillon, why don’t you give us a song?”

“Sure,” he said, popping up to his feet and heading back to the bedroom, “let me grab my guitar real quick.”

“You were right,” Morgan said softly to Nancy and me when he stepped out of the room, “he’s a sweet kid. But I just can’t see this charisma you mentioned, I’m sorry.”

She was shaking her head with a frown that said she’d already made up her mind when Dillon walked back in. My stomach curdled when the beautiful young woman painted a smile on her face and leaned back, sipping her tea. Her eyes were flat, mind already made up and disappointed.

“Let’s hear it,” she said with false cheer, “Is it just you and a guitar then?”

“I guess,” Dillon said with a shrug, “I have ideas for songs that would work with keyboards and drums, but so far, I’ve only been playing with myself.”

“I’m sure you have been,” Morgan said, and I wanted to kick the woman for thinking her snide little joke went over our provincial heads, “Proceed.”

“Umm… ok…” Dillon said with more than a little nervousness in his voice, “Just give me a minute…” He fumbled with the tuning nobs as he worked too quickly to get the instrument in tune, “Sorry, this got messed up somehow…”

Morgan had a long-suffering look on her face, and she glanced at her watch. My anxiety and nerves grew more and more until Dillon finally stood before us in the living room, ready to begin. Lifting his head, his brilliant blue eyes found mine first, and all the anxiety and nervousness melted away. Before me was a confident and sexy young guitar player, and all of my nerve endings were alive, waiting for the stimuli they knew was coming.

Dillon glanced at Nancy, and I felt her shift at my side, an almost inaudible sound of desire escaping her throat, and then his gaze finally fell on Morgan, where she sat on the opposite side of the couch.

I grinned inwardly when the woman cocked her head to the side in faint surprise and looked upon Dillon with new eyes. She was in the middle of adjusting her seat when he strummed the first note, working a deeper base in with it, in a complicated bit of finger movement. The gorgeous young record executive nearly fell over, she was so stunned. Surprised by a sound that hit her body like a physical force.












Chapter 22











F
 or one moment, I grinned at her, and then I too was stolen away on streams of music. The song was familiar and yet wholly new. It was the same song he’d first played for me, and however, it was different. This wasn’t what we’d agreed on him playing, not that I was complaining. What had once been a brilliant piece of novice music, had been elevated to art.


“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”



“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”



“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”



“Hunting for love in my new… gold’n dream.”


His voice was even more magical than his guitar playing, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw the young executive's jaw drop and her face twist in disbelief at what she was hearing. Morgan was slender as a waif, and her breasts were small, but her nipples stood out firm and hard against the elegant top, and she seemed unaware that she’d pressed both hands to her lower abdomen, fingers splayed and digging into her thighs.

Nancy and I were clinging to one another by the time the song ended. Our lips mouthing the lyrics along with Dillon, but without sound, unwilling to spoil the perfection of his voice. When his song came to an end, we sat there for several long moments, the silence only was broken by the sounds of our heavy breathing.

“That was…” Morgan began, licking her lips and swallowing hard before going on, unable to take her eyes of Dillon, “Did you write that yourself?”

“I did,” Dillon said, nodding, “I have others if you’d like to hear them.”

“Yes,” she said in a fierce voice before smoothing down her skirt and composing herself somewhat. “That is, let me speak with my colleague for a moment… I’ll be right back.”

Standing and nodding an apology, she slipped out of the house, pulling out her cell phone as she did. Nancy and I shared confident smiles, and when I looked up at Dillon, I saw a gleam of confidence in him, I’d seen a few times now.

Nancy and I held each other's hand in a deathlike grip, and I wasn’t sure about her, but for me, it was the only way I could keep my hands off the handsome guitarist. Something about hearing his music and watching him stand there and play always drove me so wild I had to struggle to control myself.

“I think it went well,” Dillon said with a frown as he looked outside, “I felt it drawing her in.”

“She’s yours now, Dillon,” Nancy said with an edge of excitement that matched my own, “I think she’s trying to convince her bosses to listen in now… If you can impress them, they might make an offer here and now. Remember, you have to make it clear that I’m your representative.”

“Got it,” Dillon said with a nod, and the young man drew himself up to his full height when Morgan slipped back inside, her phone in hand. She raised her eyebrows and flashed an excited smile.

“Dillon, I have Adeline Atkinson on the line,” Morgan indicated the phone on speaker, “I wanted her to hear that last song. Do you think you could play it again, just as you did before?”

“Sure,” he said with a small shrug, “want it louder?”

“If you’re able to project without a microphone,” came an older female’s voice from the phone’s speaker, “then I would like to hear it. Carry on, young man.”

I glanced at Nancy with a curious frown, and she flashed back a grin wide with excitement and leaned over, whispering in my ear.


“Adeline Atkinson is CEO of Global Music Group.”


I felt intimidated, and I wasn’t even the one about to play for her. Dillon didn’t know who she was or seem to care as he rolled his head around, popping his neck and then settled the guitar on his shoulders and struck the first notes of the song.

The power and strength didn’t fade from our first hearing, and before he was done, I’d slipped an arm over Nancy’s shoulder, and she’d cuddled down into my chest, one of her hands on my thighs and my body screaming out for it to slide between them.

Morgan was spellbound once again as she held up the phone. This time I noticed a tiny trail of drool sliding down the corner of her mouth unnoticed as she stared at Dillon. Her slender body leaned forward, eager to be closer to such genius.

It's an incredible feeling, that rush of desire and need that fills a woman after hearing one of his songs. It's almost like seeing an adorable animal. You want to squeeze it because there’s nothing else that can relieve the intense emotions such cuteness causes in you. Only there’s no outlet for the wild need Dillon fills a woman with, and the more he plays the harder and harder it becomes to remember why we can’t throw ourselves at his feet to slake our lusts and savor his genius.

When the first lyrics rang out, Dillon’s deep voice projecting it to the back of the house, my whole body quaked with need, and I heard a cry of surprise from the phone speaker, and Nancy and I shared broad smiles. Morgan, the poor young thing, her slender legs shaking, pressed a hand to her stomach, fingers lacing in the expensive material, and gripping in a white-knuckled grip that distorted the fabric.

The song ended each note exactly the same as the first time he’d played it. It was evident Dillon had practiced this song on his own, and I shared a smile with him, mine beaming with pride.

“Now that…” came Adeline’s breathless voice from the other side of the phone’s speaker, “Is a hit song if I ever heard one! … Jesus Christ Morgan, you gorgeous little minx, you earned your nut today.

“Kid,” the CEO said, her voice deadly serious, “you’re going to love it at Global Records. You’re going to be treated like a god damn king, anything you want, and I mean anything!
 You just ask old Adeline, and I’ll see you’re taken care of. You. Will. Want. For. Nothing. Just make your art under our label is all I ask.”

“Uhh, thanks?” Dillon said with a puzzled smile.

“Morgan!”

“Yes, Ma’am!” The pretty young woman said, standing up straight and tearing her eyes away from Dillon with a faint blush.

“You’re going to get this done—the Platinum Package. You make sure he gets the works. You hear me?! I want to see you both in LA before the month is over. We’re going to do big things here! I can feel it! Can’t you feel it? I can FEEL IT!”

The woman kept speaking, but it was clear she wasn’t talking to us as her voice faded into the background.

“Carmen get me Art, New Media, Legal and Sales in the conference room, I have something to play for them. You should stay too. Make sure it’s all recorded and sent to Morgan Fairbanks; she’s going to be lead A&R on new talent. Jesus Christ Carm, I haven’t even seen
 the kid, and he already made me more desperate to see him play live than Jimmy Page did.”

The voice got so faint we couldn’t make it out anymore, and with a glance between us, Morgan clicked off her phone, drawing in a deep breath as she turned to face Dillon. She opened her mouth to speak but paused, nothing coming out, and when the young man raised an eyebrow at her, she shivered and licked her lips, opening her mouth to speak again.

“We are prepared to offer you a very generous deal,” she said and licked her lips again, and I was struck by how unsure of herself and vulnerable she seemed before Dillon.

Only fifteen minutes before, she’d been confident and poised. The type of woman who was both beautiful and intelligent, and knew it, sure of herself in every situation. Now she was a trembling doe before a wolf, and I could see she wasn’t sure if she wanted him to consume her, or to flee as fast as she could. I remembered that feeling all too well.

“Is this where I’m supposed to say you’re my agent?” Dillon asked Nancy.

“Good boy,” she said with a warm smile, “It is indeed. All business should go through me as his agent, and Amanda here as his manager.”

Morgan frowned at that, regaining some of her composure as she frowned between Nancy and me. I could see suspicion clouding her features.

“There’s something I should warn you about right now,” she said to Dillon, still frowning at us, me especially, “This life is a lonely one, and you’ll come to rely on those around you. I’ve seen and heard too many stories of young artists betrayed by those closest to them. I’m just offering a warning.”

“I’ve seen VH1’s Behind the Music,” Dillon said with a lopsided grin that faded as he grew serious, unslinging his guitar and setting it carefully against the wall as he spoke, “If it wasn’t for Amanda, I wouldn’t have this guitar… I’d still be scratching at dirt, alone and depressed. I wouldn’t be able to make music that makes my soul sing. If not for Nancy, you wouldn’t be here, and this opportunity would have never come. I’m blessed by having them in my life, not by any talent of gift. I trust them both 100%, and no amount of money would change that.”

My heart exploded in my chest, or at least that’s what if felt like. I wanted to run and throw my arms around his neck and kiss him to death, but Nancy held me back, or I held her back, it was hard to tell as we gripped one another’s hands.

“Very well then,” Morgan said, the frown gone as she offered a nod of respect to Nancy and me, “I suppose we can begin our discussion now.”

“I have a better idea,” Nancy said, “why don’t you two take an hour or two and get to know one another a bit first. I know if Dillon signs the deal, then we’ll all be spending a lot of time together.”

“Good idea,” I said, catching Nancy’s silent que, “we can go out to dinner later. There is a great Italian place downtown.”

“Sounds perfect!” Nancy said, “that gives me time to stop by the studio and make sure everything’s set up for next week. Want to come, Amanda?”

I nodded and turned to Dillon and Morgan, grinning on the inside when the slender young woman’s eyes fell on the young musician, and I saw her nostrils flare in desire.

“Are you both going to be ok here alone?” I asked feigning concern, “We’ll only be an hour, two max.”

“Go,” Morgan said, offering me a glance of apology at the sharpness of her tone, her fingers twisting together, the struggle within her manifesting externally, “I mean, yes, we’ll be fine. It will give Dillon and me a chance to see if we click… The relationship between a recording label’s A&R and the artist is a sacred one. We shouldn’t rush into anything.”

The corners of my lips curled up to hear the inflection she put into that last sentence and winking at Nancy, we grabbed up our purses and walked to the door. Dillon walked us out a suspicious look on his face when I leaned in to give him a hug goodbye.

“You were amazing, I’m so proud of you,” I whispered in his ear, the feel of his body pressed to mine for the extended moment making me shiver with need, “Now claim that gorgeous young woman and make her a slave to your cock like Nancy and I are.”

I nipped his earlobe, causing Dillon to jump in surprise and grin down at me. I climbed into the Tesla feeling a thrill for what I knew was about to happen and aching sadness that I wouldn’t be able to witness it. Nancy threw me a wink as she backed down the narrow driveway.
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“H
 ow quiet are you in those heels?” Nancy asked me.

“Quiet?” I asked her.

Grinning, she put the car in park and turned it off, reaching into the backseat and pulling out two pairs of running shoes. Handing me one and starting to kick off her own heels.

“You really think I want to go to that creep’s store if I don’t have to?” She shook her head and went on, “There’s no way I’m missing that,” she nodded towards the house just out of sight behind the curving driveway.

“You’re brilliant,” I said, laughing as I kicked off my own heels.

“I know but stay quiet. The Tesla might be silent, but we aren’t.”

Feeling like a mischievous schoolgirl, I slipped out of the car and followed Nancy in a crouch as she led the way around the farm's fence and around Dillon’s house. The shoes were an old pair of Nancy’s and a bit snug on my feet, but thankfully we weren’t going far or moving quickly.

There was a low window in the corner of the living room that was shaded. We slipped into the dark corner and were able to peer into the house without being observed. Dillon and Morgan were sitting in their chairs chatting with one another, the woman bobbing her slender ankle, eyes sparkling flirtatiously.

We couldn’t quite make out what they were saying, so we shuffled close but still weren’t able to hear. Nancy reached out and lifted the window ever so slowly. I was sure she’d get caught, but both were so engrossed in the other that they didn’t notice.

“That might be true,” Morgan was saying, “but you have to look at these things with clear eyes. You might think they’re enough, but you haven’t seen all that this wonderful world has to offer.”

“I’m more worried about all the hassle that comes with it,” Dillon said, “Creating a whole tour, setting everything up in city after city… I wouldn’t even know where to begin.”

“That’s the beauty of it,” Morgan said, “We handle all of that. We’ve been doing this for decades Dillon, you’ll learn that I bring with me more skills and perks than you could ever dream of.”

“Prove it,” Dillon said, and I almost gasped at the steel in his voice and the look of burning intensity that suddenly lit within his blue eyes.

Morgan bit her bottom lip and flashed a grin, glancing at the door and back, but moving without hesitation. The tall and slender woman slipped out of her seat and onto her knees, leaning forward she began to crawl across the rug on hands and knees.

We could only see them at an angle, but I could tell their eyes were locked on one another’s. There were no words spoken as the gorgeous young executive slid between his legs, parting them with her shoulders and flipping free the buckle of his belt.

For the first time, the woman showed hesitation, pausing just as she was about to part the fly of his pants and looked up at him. I couldn’t see her expression, but I could make out Dillon’s clearly, and it went from domineering lust to gentle concern as he reached out and rested a hand on hers.

“Sorry,” he said, “I didn’t mean to force you… Look, I’m going to sign with you, you seem really cool, and Nancy and Amanda seem to trust you. I think you’re gorgeous and when I played I thought I felt… but that doesn’t matter. This was a mistake I don’t want to put you in a position where you feel obligated or something… God, I’m such an ass!”

“No!” Morgan said, grabbing his hands in hers and gripping them, still kneeling between his legs, “You’re not an ass at all, just the opposite, in fact. It’s just been a… I fear I’ll disappoint you. After you played such magnificent music… All I want is to give back to you all that you gave me, but I’m just going to ruin everything.”

The woman was starting to get emotional, and I wanted to walk in there and slap her, but I also knew how she must be feeling. Dillon’s music was powerful and his charisma and charm even more so. The first time you hear it live, it sank its teeth into you, tilting the axis of people’s worlds, leaving them disoriented.

“You could never,” Dillon said, he moved off the chair and sank to his knees with Morgan, holding her close and drawing her down into a sitting position on the floor with him, “We just met, but I see a gorgeous woman, with a good job, great friend, who’s smart and charming. You’d have to try pretty hard to ruin anything.”

“You’d be surprised,” Morgan said, blinking away her tears and smiling up at Dillon, “You’re very sweet.”

“I’m really not,” Dillon said with a shake of his head and a small frown, “Empathetic maybe, but I’m rarely ever called sweet.”

“Well, I’m
 calling you that,” Morgan said, her perfectly sculpted lips quirking in an adorable smile, “Also a genius on that guitar, and an amazing vocalist… You’re also pretty cute.”

“I never tire of hearing that,” Dillon said.

“Can I ask you a favor?” Morgan asked quietly, resting against Dillon’s side and looking up into his eyes, her lips mere inches away from his. Nancy reached back and gripped my hand. I felt it too, the tension growing around us.

“Anything,” Dillon breathed, his blue eyes locked onto hers.

“Forget everything I said over the last two minutes. Can we go back to before?” Her lashes fluttered, and I felt a real tinge of jealousy at how good the woman was. She’d twisted her slender body against his side slowly, one leg laid out along his and her hand resting on his firm stomach, her gentle sighs drawing him closer and closer. When she spoke again, it was in a throaty growl that set the vein in his neck pulsing.

“I’ve never wanted anyone so- oh!”

Dillon scooped Morgan up in his arms and rolled her beneath him. His lips cutting off her speech, and the words changing to low moans as she wrapped her arms around his back. They turned on the floor, and Nancy and I were forced to get even closer to the window to see them at that angle. She and I pressed against one another; one arm wrapped around the other's waist as we clasped hands.

The two were making out on the floor, their hands groping and caressing. Dillon’s raised the woman’s shirt up, kissing his way up her tight stomach and pushing it up over her head and revealing her small perky breasts capped in light pink nipples.

Staring down at her with a hungry smile, one hand behind her back, he drew up breasts up to his lips, sucking first one and then the second nipple into his mouth. Morgan reached down and slipped her hand within his pants, and her eyes widened in surprise at what she found, a grin curling the corners of her lips.

Dillon was not to be denied, as he kissed and licked her body, stripping her naked and revealing a body slender and lithe like a model. Pressing her back, he kissed his way between her thighs and feasted on her pussy. I couldn’t help but feel an echo of her pleasure as I watched her back arch, firm little breasts standing out proud on her sexy body, nipples hardening as she gasped in pleasure.

Her fingers laced in Dillon’s hair, and with a growl of pleasure, she ground her hips into his face, gasping and biting her lip before she began to shudder in orgasm. Collapsing to the floor, she dragged him up, gasping for breath and kissing him with a fierce passion. Rolling over, she licked her lips and yanked down his pants.

“You’re a rock star indeed,” Morgan breathed when she beheld his massive cock.

Licking her lips in anticipation, she bent low, small hands running up and down his shaft delicately. Dillon sighed out in pleasure, rolling his head back as she planted gentle kisses along the shaft before sliding her lips over the fat head.

She could barely fit a quarter of his cock in her mouth and throat no matter how hard she tried, but her hands worked him to steely hardness with growing rhythm. Unable to help herself, she crawled up his body and threw one leg over his hips. Pressing his cock into her soaking pussy, she threw her head back, a hiss of ecstasy escaping her mouth.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Dillon said, his hands wrapped around her slender waist as he beheld her slowly, working his cock within her.

“I’ve never… oh, shit, baby… your cock is so big… so hard,” she leaned forward, grinning, and I heard them kissing, his hands sliding down to grip her ass as she began to rise and fall with more speed.

“You’re going to be a star,” Morgan said just loud enough for us to hear, her look intense as she held his gaze, “Every woman who sees you on that stage is going to want you… Every man will want to be you… Oh FUCK… Hmmm… Anything you want… I will give you everything… You gorgeous genius… FUCK! ME!”

Dillon was pounding into the woman now, and I could see the tension in his motions as the orgasm built within him. His massive cock was covered in her white cream as she came with a powerful shaking orgasm atop him, and then he was flooding her depths, and Nancy gripped my hand tight and I, hers.

Without even noticing, my other hand had left her side and slipped within my skirt, and I was rubbing my pussy, the waves of pleasure suddenly intensified as I watched Dillon claim the beautiful young woman. Looking over, I saw Nancy wiping sweat from her upper lip with a trembling hand, her own skirt in disarray. Glancing at me guiltily, she noticed where my hand was and grinned, then motioned back the way we’d come.

As quietly as we could, we headed back to the car and got back in. Without saying a word, she started it up and rolled out the driveway and down the street, pulling into a small coffee shop. When she turned off the car, we sat there for several moments in silence before she spoke, finally breaking the tension.
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“T
 hat should not have been as exciting as it was,” she said, sounding conflicted.

“I agree,” I said, “My brain keeps telling me this is wrong, and I should be offended by it all. But my heart and body disagree.”

“Your daughter and her friend arrive tomorrow?” Nancy asked with a raised eyebrow.

“They do,” I said, nodding, feeling my heart racing once more, “I planned to invite Dillon over around noon so they could hear him play and she could talk to him about a social media strategy.”

“That should be an… interesting time.” She grinned mischievously at me.

“I’ll be serving drinks at five, you should come by,” I said with a wink, “I think things should just be heating up by then.”

“You’ve become positively wicked,” Nancy said, “I love it.”

“Everything for Dillon,” I said, feeling it deep in my soul.

“Everything for Dillon,” Nancy said in reply, her smile showing she felt precisely the same way.

Climbing out of the car, we went into the coffee shop and ordered four coffees then took turns cleaning ourselves up in the bathroom. After changing our shoes back to heels, we drove back to Dillon’s to pick them up for dinner.

Dillon had his usually relaxed charm when he came out and climbed into the backseat, but Morgan blushed a fiery red when Nancy and I smiled knowingly at her, ducking her head to avoid our eyes as she slid in beside Dillon.

“How was the studio?” Dillon asked as Nancy started pulling out.

“We didn’t go,” I said, turning with their coffees, “stopped by a coffee shop instead. We had something to catch up on. How was your afternoon getting to know one another?”

“I think we’re going to get along just fine,” Dillon said with a crooked grin.

“I was able to reassure young Dillon that the label will always have his best interests at heart. We love our artists and are always willing to go that extra mile to make sure they have everything they require to perform at their highest levels.”

“Sounds like you two worked up an appetite,” Nancy said, causing the self-satisfied smile to slip from Morgan’s lips and her cheeks to color faintly once more.

I brought up the topic of the playlists I’d made Dillon, asking which ones he’d like the best and felt resonated with the sound he wanted to make. Nancy was quiet as we talked about music, but Morgan knew a tremendous amount. If I’m being honest, she knows much more than me, but I guess that only made sense, since it was in her job description to help artists formulate their sound and even song choices sometimes.

She wasn’t stuck up or snobbish about her music, which I appreciated, and her tastes fell mostly in line with mine. She was an unrepentant lover of disco, which threatened to destroy my opinion of her until she told me Mel Tormé was the most exceptional vocalist and arranger that ever lived, and I wanted to kiss the woman. My love for the Velvet Fog
 , as he was known a century ago, is deep and genuine, and we bonded over it.

Dillon had only heard a few of the song and artist we bantered back and forth, but Morgan was ever ready with her phone to play it for him, so he had a reference. She was great at her job and so charming and engaging that I found myself falling prey to her tricks as well. They weren’t nefarious, but like most labels, she was steering Dillon towards the more accessible sounds and poppy groups.

The restaurant was packed when we arrived, and as we walked up, Morgan slipped her arm in Dillon’s, and I couldn’t help but appreciate the sight of them together. He was tall and lanky, whipcord strong, and with a brooding beauty that was almost impossible for me to pull my eyes from. Morgan was flawless. Her willowy beauty, long straight dark brown hair, and those perfect patrician features shouted ‘model’ to ever person standing outside waiting for a table. Added to the effect were Nancy and I in lowcut dresses with short skirts and tall heels, our makeup and hair flawless.

Heads turned as we walked up to the front of the restaurant, and I felt like we were on a stage. My stage-fright suddenly came roaring in, and I gripped Nancy’s arm tightly. A fluttering panic rose in my breast, threatening to send me scurrying back to the car, but thankfully Nancy was there to keep me calm.

Focusing my attention on how well Dillon was doing, I tried to ignore the lascivious looks of the men and dagger glares from women as they took in my curvy form. Nancy had booked our reservation, and we were ushered right in, to a small table in a shadowy corner.

Dillon sat in the corner, and the three of us arrayed ourselves around him, like a king holding court with his concubines. There was a surreal moment as we ordered, where I imagined what it would be like in a few months. Going out in public like this would probably become impossible, for, in my mind, Dillon would become too famous for venturing out in public without a disguise.

As we sat and ate our meal, chatting and flirting with one another, it felt like we were getting away with something. Not the apparent fact that Dillon was so much younger than us, or that Nancy and Morgan between their purses, shoes, and clothing had spent enough to buy a mid-sized family sedan, but Dillon’s immense talent felt so evident to me that it was hard to see why others didn’t see it as well.

We three lucky ladies had a glowing diamond, and all anyone else could see was a dull stone.

The appetizer was served along with our drinks and a coke for Dillon. I thought to sound out Morgan and get a better feel for her, and it seemed she had the same idea.

“So, Amanda,” she said, turning in her chair to face me with a brilliant smile, her green eyes flashing, “You have to tell me about the Ramones at the Roxy!”

“What?” I asked in surprise, “How did you know about that?!”

“Girl, you were on the list. Global Music Group keeps track of those kinds of things. I put your name in our system before coming out here, and that was the first thing that popped up. You have to tell me about that night, I’ve heard stories, but you were actually there! And Joey supposedly wrote your name in himself…” she grinned mischievously at me, “Seems you had an eye for talent even back then.”

“It was nothing like that,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat, “My girlfriend and I ran into him in a dive bar. She didn’t even know who he was, but he couldn’t keep his eyes off her all night. He invited her, but I managed to get my name down. I didn’t get to talk to him or Johnny, but Dee Dee was nice. They were amazing, but started out a little rocky, I think they were drunk.”

“That’s amazing,” Morgan said with a grin of genuine interest.

She kept peppering me with questions about my teenage years in the nineties and all the great shows I’d seen. I’ve known charming people in my life and looking like I do, I’ve had the full force of their personalities directed at me, but I’d never encountered anyone as beautiful and charming as Morgan.

The food was delicious, and the wine flowed as we dined, laughing and flirting with one another, uncaring of who might be watching or what they might think. We eschewed dessert, not wanting to stuff ourselves with heavy foods, and eager to be off and have our real dessert.

We, three ladies, stumbled from the restaurant, laughing and holding onto one another to keep upright. We had nice happy buzzes going, but thankfully weren’t sloppy drunk or spinning. Nancy was just giving me her best Pat Benatar impression to the amusement of the hostess watching us from inside when Dillon pulled up in her Tesla.

“Look at the handsome cabbie,” Nancy said with a crooked grin, “come to give us a ride… hic!”

“Get in,” Dillon said with a long-suffering grin, “We’ll drop Morgan off at the hotel, then I’ll take you ladies home.”
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P
 ulling open the back door, I climbed across the seat, a pair of hands pushing on my ass, and then Nancy and Morgan climbed in behind me. The three of us pressed together in the backseat and giggling as Dillon pulled out of the parking lot.

“I’ve wanted to tell you all night,” Morgan said as she turned towards me in the middle seat, “That you have the most amazing breasts I’ve ever seen… They look flawless.”

“They are,” Nancy said with a grin, reaching behind my back and flicking the clasp on the top of my dress.

“Hey!” I said with an embarrassed grin as I clutched the fabric to keep it from falling down.

“Please?” Morgan asked, and it was with such sincere vulnerability that I couldn’t help but relent.

With a shy smile, I lowered my hands. The windows were darkly tinted, but I still felt on display for all the world, as my massive tits came into view. Morgan grinned in delight, and before I could object or stop her, had reached out and palmed one breast, her fingers sinking into the firm flesh as she hefted and massaged it.

“Hmmm,” I moaned, unable to help myself, and Morgan took that as permission to bend low, her green eyes locked on mine as she at first, gently kissed and then suckled and teased the nipple.

A shiver of pleasure went down my spine, and then Nancy was there. Her lips found mine as she pressed me back into the corner of the back seat. Soft hands slipped up my dress, and before I knew it, my tiny panties were stripped off my thighs and flung to the side.

“Oh, god, yes!” I hissed, unable to control myself when I felt Morgan’s tongue trail across my sensitive pussy lips, leaving a trail of fire in her wake. I took a fist full of the gorgeous younger woman’s hair, unable to help myself as I ground my pussy onto her tongue.

Nancy gathered my breasts and was kissing, licking, and massaging them. Sending small aftershocks of pleasure throughout me. Those were nothing compared to the pleasure Morgan was giving me.

If my body was an instrument, then the slender woman was a master musician playing it. Her every touch only served to send me higher and higher into the realm of pleasure. Her tongue was continually moving in concert with her teasing fingers and kissing lips. My clit gets overly sensitive when I near the point of orgasm, and Morgan gave it the barest touches of her tongue as I drew closer and closer.

It was a glance up into the rearview mirror that sent me over the edge. Dillon’s brilliant blue eyes were filled with awe and lust as he stared back at us. I was practically naked now, the plaything for two beautiful women. Holding his gaze, I felt powerful waves of pleasure roll through me, and my thighs clamped down on Morgan’s head, ass pressing into the seat as I hissed in pleasure.

Climbing out of the hazy sea of bliss I found Nancy and Morgan pressed against my side, my best friend had stripped Morgan’s panties off and had a hand between the woman’s thin thighs, her fingers wetly working away as the two made out. Grinning, I joined in, each of us giggling as we figured out how to do three-way kisses in the shifting car.

“We’re here,” Dillon said, the car pulling to a stop.

“Close,” Morgan breathed, “Oh god Nancy… I’m cumming,” Shaking in her orgasm, the recording company exec fell forward into Nancy’s and my arms.

We held her gently as she caught her breath. Picking her head up, she looked at us, and Dillon then grinned mischievously. Leaning forward, she whispered in my ear.

“Someone got a little excited watching us back here,” turning to Nancy, she said, “perhaps we should head up to my room and help him with that problem?”

Nancy and I looked at Morgan, both grinning the same eager smile and nodded. Dillon looked back curiously when all three of us situated our dresses in place and started climbing out of the car. It was parked outside the front door, and I saw a young man who must have been the night bellhop standing just inside, looking bored.

The young man’s boredom disappeared when the three of us piled out of the backseat, and he stood up straight, eyes wide as he stared at us. The young man couldn’t have been much older than Dillon, and by all reasonable measures was handsome, but I felt nothing when I looked at him. In fact, just the opposite, most other men now repelled me slightly as they just couldn’t even begin to measure up to Dillon.

That thought was playing through my head as the three of us drunkenly pulled open his door and started hauling him out of the Tesla.

“Hey, what are you doing?” He said, laughing, “I thought I was driving you home? Shouldn’t I park or something?”

“Take too long,” Morgan said with a crooked grin, “Need you now, Mmmmhh.”

“Valet!” Nancy called as she pulled the keys from Dillon’s hand.

The young man gave a start and looked around before pointing at himself stupidly.

“Park my car,” she glanced at me with a raised eyebrow, “We’ll be out to get it in… two? Three hours?”

“Maybe more,” I said with a deep blush as I linked my arm in Dillon’s and pressed myself to his side.

The young man’s eyes were disbelieving as he looked between the three of us, and then he seemed to notice Dillon for the first time, and a look of recognition stole over his face.

“Dillon?” The guy asked as he walked out slowly, “Is that you? Dude…”

“Yea,” Dillon said with a tilt of his head as if he was trying to place the guy, “Sorry I can’t quite place you…”

“Jonny Simms,” the guy said as if it was obvious, “I graduated the year before you. Captain of the football team. I dated Brandy Hill… the hottest girl in school… I mean, she’s no Heather Kowalski, but she was hot as fuck.”

My cheeks heated at his words, and I felt like it should be evident that I was her mother, but he didn’t seem to notice the resemblance.

“I remember you, Jonny,” Dillon said with a slow nod, and I felt him grow tense, and a sour twist come to his lips, “You were one of those guys who rode around with a paddleboard beating up freshman and throwing sophomores in trashcans all year.”

“Yeah, man, that shit was hilarious,” the boy laughed at himself, oblivious of the disgust on mine and the other ladies’ faces. Then with a quick glance around at the three of us, he blushed and said quietly and quickly to Dillon, “Dude, we should catch up sometime…”

“Sure,” Dillon said offhandedly as Morgan slipped under his other arm, and we began steering him into the hotel, only one thing on our minds, “Be good, man.”

“Yea,” Jonny said, his voice faint and face disbelieving as Nancy handed him the keys with a wink and then sauntered off after the three of us, her small round ass swaying hypnotically. “What the fuck, man?”


I heard the last as a faint whisper as we four entered the lobby.

The young woman standing behind the counter staring at her phone, on the point of falling asleep, sat up straight when we walked by, her eyes going just as wide as Jonny’s when she saw the three of us ladies hanging all over young Dillon. We hardly paid her any mind, but Dillon was blushing a furious shade of red by the time Morgan slipped her keycard into the door. But then we were piling in, hands and lips eagerly seeking bare skin as we stumbled to the bed.
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I
 could sense the intense need in Nancy, her fingers trembling as she fumbled at Dillon’s belt, and I had other ideas in my head. Pressing Morgan down onto the springy mattress, I lay atop her, my hand sliding up her slender muscled thigh and across her tight stomach to cup her small breasts. Our kiss was soft and gentle until I pinched and twisted the woman’s hard little nipple, and she ground her pussy into my thigh and sucked hard on my lips, hands pulling me into her as we rolled across the bed.

The sounds of wet sucking came to my ears, and I felt an added thrill at knowing what was going on nearby, but all my attention was riveted on the soft and gorgeous young woman in my arms. Our hands drew the others’ dress off, peeling the material away from pale flesh as we kissed and caressed one another.

My time with Nancy had been passion-filled and emotionally charged, added to the wickedness of fooling around with a young genius, everything had been heightened. Part of that was still at work in me now, with Nancy and Dillon nearby, but more so, I found myself loving the feel of a woman’s body in my arms. Her skin was smooth and soft, and her gentle sighs as I touched and caressed her turned me on more and more.

Eager to return her favor from earlier, I pressed her down onto her back, biting my lip as I took in her model-like body and kissed my way down her firm stomach to her bald slit. My first taste of her young pussy sent a thrill of illicit pleasure down to my pussy, and then I dove in.

Swirling my tongue around her hard, little clit, Morgan gripped my hair, hissing out in pleasure as I brushed the tip of a finger across her outer lips before dipping it in to finger her gently. The tall woman was incredibly tight—her spasming pussy drawing my finger into her as she humped my face gently.

The bed shook under me, and I glanced over to see Dillon pushing Nancy onto the bed and bending her over, their clothes stripped free, and his massive cock shiny with my friend’s saliva. She bit her lip, grinning at me in pleasure, and laced her fingers into Morgan’s as Dillon pushed his cock into her from behind.

The young man gripped Nancy’s narrow hips, and I heard the slap of flesh upon flesh, and her deep grunt of pleasure as he thrust fully into her in one go. Then the bed was rocking, and I worked my fingers and tongue in time with the sound of Dillon and Nancy’s sexes slapping together.

Morgan came with a cry and a shudder, her thighs clamping down on my head hard, cutting off all sound for a few seconds as she shuddered beneath me. Kissing my way up her stomach, I grinned as she lifted her head groggily and smiled back.

Our lips met as we clung to one another, and it was my turn to sigh out as she gripped one massive breast, massaging it, and one of my ass cheeks in her hands.

“You’re… Oh, Dillon, baby… I’m cumming… on your big dick… oh god, baby!”

Nancy clutched at Morgan and me, her face twisted as if it was in pain as she shook beneath Dillon. Then with a gasp, she reached back and pressed back on his hips. The look on Dillon’s face was pained as well, and I could tell he was close to cumming.

Moving to the side, I parted Morgan’s legs and grinned at the boy. Biting my lips, I reached down and parted the younger woman’s pussy lips and raised my eyebrows, inviting him in.

“Hmm,” Morgan moaned, “Jesus, this is so fucking hot… yes… fuck me, Dillon… let me feel that perfect cock again.”

“You’re so sexy,” Dillon said, looking down at both of us, as he shifted on the mattress between Morgan’s legs.

“Fuck her baby,” I hissed as I leaned forward and kissed Dillon, reaching down I laced my fingers around his throbbing cock and pressed the tip into Morgan’s tiny pussy and felt the woman shudder as he slid into her wetness slowly.

Then Dillon was fucking her hard, the need in him too great for slow and gentle lovemaking. I could feel how desperate he was to get his first load out as I kissed him, his muscles all hard as he gripped Morgan’s slender waist and fucked her hard.

The record exec moaned incoherently, her pussy having just recovered from one orgasm, was sent right into another and another as he took her with powerful thrusts. Dillon came shortly after, his thrusts faltering and a grunt of pleasure escaping his throat. I nearly came as well when he shoved his cock deep into her womb and flooded it, Morgan’s eyes wide at the knowledge of his young seed filling her, and then she was drifting into unconscious bliss, a lazy smile stuck on her lips.

Dillon was shaky after his powerful orgasm, but Nancy and I couldn’t keep our hands off him. With gentle fingers and soft lips, we worked our way down his sweaty body after he collapsed beside Morgan. I felt the boys cock twitch as my nipples grazed the slick shaft, and looking up at him, I couldn’t help the flush of pride I felt when I saw his eyes staring at my hanging breasts in desire.

Sitting up slightly, I moved between his legs and shuffled forward. Taking up my massive breasts in two hands, I wrapped them around his cum coated shaft. Nancy grinned at me, kissing both breasts as she wrapped one hand around the base of Dillon’s cock and held it upright for me.

“God damn Amanda,” Dillon moaned, “that looks so hot… and it feels amazing.”

“Good,” I said softly, “It’s like your beautiful cock is massaging my breasts,” I said as I rose and fell slowly, sliding my firm breasts up and down the now hard shaft.

When I moved down his cock, Nancy move forward, and her long tongue snaked out, licking all around the head of Dillon’s cock, causing him to sigh in pleasure. Then Morgan was there as well. Pressing my tits firmly around the base of his cock, I stroked the shaft lightly as Morgan and Nancy licked and kissed all around the head.

Dillon was in heaven; I could see it from the look on his face. His brilliant blue eyes took in Morgan and Nancy’s pert asses, and he reached out caressing them and the women’s bodies before glancing back to watch the three of us worshipping him. I felt his cock throb hard when our eyes locked, and a silly disbelieving smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

His gaze drew me to him and releasing my hold on my breasts, I crawled up his body, Nancy and Morgan’s hands all over me as I did. My eyes were filled with the sight of his gorgeous face, and I nearly came when the look of ecstasy passed over it, as Nancy fit his cock into my soaked sex.

I didn’t even have a chance to sink onto him before Dillon thrust up into me in one powerful move, the air escaping my lungs in a whoosh and the first shock of a small orgasm racing along my nerve endings from my fingers and toes.

It felt like I rode a wild stallion. Dillon’s hands gathered my massive breasts, and I pulled his face up into them, moaning out as he took first one nipple, and then the other in his lips, sucking and twisting them gently. His hips driving up into me again and again, lifting me to soaring heights, again and again, my body abuzz and mind hazy.

I was a rag doll in the young man’s arms, his and the two brunette’s who couldn’t seem to keep their hands off us. Parts of me I’d never thought could cause pleasure and arousal, were licked and touched, drawing gasps and yelps of delight from me.

When I felt a hot tongue sliding all over his thick shaft and balls as Morgan lay between his legs, Dillon’s cock swelled to nearly twice its size in me and got hard as steel. I could never tell if it was one powerful orgasm that hit me or the culmination of a dozen orgasms that got bigger and bigger.

When I came, my pussy got so tight around Dillon’s cock it felt like he was pulling my insides out with him, and then he thrust deep into my womb and flooded it with his hot stuff. I felt every spurt within me and struggled to preserve the memories as I fell into Nancy and Dillon’s arms, sweaty, exhausted, and having experienced more pleasure than I’d ever dreamed possible.

Nancy held me close as I recovered, my own hand cupping the firm roundness of her ass, and hers gently massaging my breasts. Beside us, Dillon and Morgan kissed gently, the slender woman’s hand slowly stroking his cock hard again.

“We’re your team,” Morgan said softly, indicating Nancy and me, “and we’re going to make sure you have everything you need to succeed. Let this be the first of many such nights.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Dillon said, reaching over to draw Nancy and me close as well, “Honestly, I’m so happy… there aren’t even words to describe it.”

“Yes, there are,” Nancy said with a sly smile as she slipped down his body slowly, “It’s called being loved… Let us prove it to you.”

I moved beside my best friend, and Morgan slipped onto her other side. The three of us grinned at one another, feeling wicked and wild at the same time. Looking up at the genius guitar player, I felt such a powerful desire to serve and please him, and I knew the other women felt the same way.

We drew out the three-way blowjob as long as we could. Not only was Dillon in heaven, but the three of us were as well. We took turns sucking, licking and stroking him while the other two made out, or licked his balls and shaft. Dillon loved when all three of our tongues were on his cock, licking up and down in sync with one another. It was becoming second nature for Nancy and me to stroke and lick him together. We moved as one, trading his cock back and forth with our thick lips as the other stroked him into her mouth.

We were able to draw out our combined pleasure for a good thirty minutes. Whenever Dillon got too close to popping, we would back off, kissing one another or sucking each other’s tits and nipples as he calmed down, then we would dive right back onto that massive steely beast.

When he finally came, it was like a fountain exploding. Nancy and I stroked him, our fingers interlocked as he shot across all three of our lips and mouths. With moans of pleasure, we swallowed and licked up his sweet cum before crawling up to cuddle him to ourselves, each lost in their own heaven as we savored this perfect moment.
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T
 he four of us cuddled and kissed for another thirty minutes, calming down and enjoying one another, before exhaustion began to do its work on us. We pulled on our clothes as Morgan snuggled under the covers. Each of us pausing to give her a kiss goodbye, Dillon’s and mine lasting by far the longest. I was surprised at the ache I felt as we slipped out of the room, and I couldn’t wait until we met up with the beautiful executive again.

As we walked through the lobby, the bellhop stared at the three of us with awe, and I realized it was obvious what we’d been up to. Nancy and I’s dresses were wrinkled from being on the floor and our hair in disarray from being so thoroughly fucked.

“Later, Jonny,” Dillon said, and I caught him throwing a wink at the young man whose face was white as a ghost.

Feeling scandalous, I slipped my arm around Dillon’s waist and planted a kiss on his neck as I pressed my massive breasts into his arm, Nancy moving in to do the same on his other side as we walked outside. Jonny shook himself out of his shock and ran to collect the car.

Nancy slipped a twenty in the kid's hand, as the two of us climbed into the backseat, Dillon taking the keys to drive us home. The last thing the poor guy saw was Nancy slipping into my arms, one hand cupping one of my breasts as her lips found mine, then the door closed, and Dillon was driving away.

I was still tipsy as I walked up to my driveway, pussy pleasantly sore from Nancy’s frigging fingers, and I turned to wave goodbye as Dillon drove off. I could see Nancy bending low in the front seat and felt a small shiver of envy as I imagined sucking on that gorgeous cock as he drove. The thrill of being caught exciting me.

I noticed Heather's little Honda Civic parked outside and another car I didn’t recognize parked in our driveway. The back of the vehicle had a college sticker from Heather’s school, so I figured it must be her friends. Unlocking the door, I was hit by the scent of alcohol and stale beer.

Frowning in annoyance and expecting to find an enormous mess, I walked through the living room and kitchen. Heather hadn’t been as irresponsible as I first assumed, but she and her friends had obviously had a fun night. The recycling was full of empty beer bottles and an empty fifth of tequila. The sink had three cocktail glasses and plates in it, and it looked like they’d made nachos at some point, from the still open microwave and the bag of shredded cheese left out on the counter.

Heather had made an effort to clean up, so I couldn’t be too mad at her, but I couldn’t sleep until I’d put the cheese away and filled the cups and plates with water to soak overnight. Finally, I climbed the stairs, heels in one hand, and purse in the other. Memories of my day flashing through my head, causing my lips to twitch in a grin of delight.

I passed Heather's room and heard the sounds of gentle snores from within as well as a familiar melody. Opening the door quietly, I peeked in to see my beautiful daughter and two of her friends cuddled together on her bed. I recognized her friend and roommate, Jen, but the other girl was new to me. Her face was turned into one of Heather’s massive breasts, so I couldn’t make out her features, but she had long, straight black hair that shone in the moonlight. Her body was as slender as a schoolgirl, with a tiny pert ass that looked delightful in her little white panties. The girl’s skin was the palest white, and I thought she was Asian but couldn’t be sure.

In Heather’s hand, her phone still played the first video of Dillon playing that I’d sent her. Feeling nostalgic for years ago when she’d been my little girl, I went in and pulled the phone from her hand gently and turned off the video.

Heather groaned and shifted in bed, the covers falling down. I saw that she and Jen were both without panties, and from the scent of their sexes, the girls had fooled around. With one final glance at Jen, and grinning as I took in her busty little body, I slipped out of Heather’s room and hurried into bed.

Jen was a beautiful girl, blonde and bubbly, she was an outgoing and inquisitive girl who flirted with everyone as easily as another person breathes. Her charm and beauty would have seen her be the most desirable and beautiful girl in her college or maybe the whole state, if not for Heather.

It shouldn’t have been my first thought as I slipped a hand down between my legs to touch my aching pussy, but images of Dillon dominating the perky blonde filled my head as I rubbed myself off. Even more indecent images flitted through my mind, and at first, I pushed them away, but finally, needing the massive release that hovered just on the edge of my awareness, I let the taboo thoughts invade my fantasies. When I finally came, it was so powerful that I passed out into blissful sleep right after.

I woke to the sounds of banging pots and pans and the giggling cries of girls making a mess. Climbing out of bed, I hopped in the shower, happy to wash clean under the hot steamy waters. As I scrubbed, memories of the night before, as well as the past couple days, rolled through my mind, and I struggled to feel the least bit shameful or bad about it.

Just the opposite, in fact. I felt more alive, and happy, more beautiful, and desirable than I ever had before in my life. Not only that I was working with women and a man I loved, to do something, to help him make something grand and beautiful. Even if I was a small cog in the machine of Dillon’s success, it would still be one of the greatest experiences of my life.

Saturday mornings are usually for chores, and Dillon wouldn’t be coming by until later in the afternoon. Pulling on a pair of yoga pants, a loose shirt, and putting my hair up in a ponytail, I went downstairs to see what the girls were up to.

Their loud voices greeted me first before I stepped around the corner and into the kitchen. Heather was in front of the stovetop, flipping pancakes while her friends sat at the counter, sipping orange juice.

“Hey Mom,” Heather said, flashing me a dazzling smile when she noticed me, “You know Jen, and this is Momo, she’s was in our musical theory class sophomore year, and we’ve been friends ever since.”

“Hi Mrs. Kowalski,” Jen said, flashing me a bright smile.

I glanced at Momo and saw the girl was Asian, Japanese, if I didn’t miss my guess, and she was an adorable little waif. With a cute button nose and the most breathtaking pale blue eyes that looked even more extraordinary on her exotic features. The girl blushed prettily and ducked her head, unable to meet my gaze for long and staring with wide eyes at my massive breasts before looking away quickly and blushing an even darker shade of red.

“Hello dear,” I said, pouring myself a cup of coffee and opening the fridge for the cream.

“Momo is a music major,” Heather said with breathless excitement as she wiped up a little pancake batter that had spilled, “and she’s a genius on the drums. I wanted to introduce her to Dillon. I think she can really help his sound.”

“That’s a thought,” I said, feeling unsure about the arrangement, when I offered a smile to Momo she blushed a shade I didn’t think was possible and looked down at her orange juice, “You can certainly run it by him, he and Nancy will be coming by later in the afternoon. I was hoping to speak with you before then about the social media strategy.”

“We have so many ideas,” Heather said excitedly pulling out her phone and calling up the notes app, “Jen made a PowerPoint that we will go over with you before Dillon gets here to make sure it’s what you’re looking for. Mom, we’ve been kinda going crazy this past week, barely sleeping and spending all of our free time working on this.”

“That’s great,” I said with genuine joy, “we met with the recording executive yesterday, it went really well.”

“Holy shit,” Jen said, “so this is legit then… a real label is interested in him?”

“Global Music Group,” I said and smiled when Jen and Heather whistled in surprise. Momo glanced around with a questioning frown, and I explained who they were.
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H
 eather finished up a large platter of pancakes, half of them a touch darker than I like, but with butter and syrup, I could hardly notice. We sat at the kitchen bar, Heather standing and eating, as I told them everything that had been happening. Well, almost everything, from the sly glances Jen threw my way and the curious frowns I saw on Heather and Momo’s faces, they clearly knew I wasn’t telling them everything. Perhaps my own blushes and breathless joy when talking about Dillon, gave something away.

They were each excited when I told them about the studio time, and the deal Nancy was going to work out with the label. Heather peppered me with questions about the studio and what I thought the timeline with the label would be, while Jen asked about Nancy and Morgan.

Momo slowly opened up throughout the meal, commenting here and there, but she was quiet even then. I felt a small thrill every time she shot a sideways stare at me and found myself flouncing before her just a little when I got more OJ to refill our glasses. Even going so far as to offer her my own shy seductive smile as our eyes locked for a moment. I felt a thrill run down to my core at the girl’s shy glances, similar to how I felt when Dillon looked at me.

“We’re going to head downtown and see what's new at Miyamo’s,” Heather said, talking about a small boutique that offered the best shopping in town, “Do you want to come?”

“No,” I said,” I’m going to clean the house and get some chores done.”

“I’ll help you clean up Mrs. Kowalski,” Momo said with a pretty little smile.

“Ugh,” Jen said, “You’re never any fun, Momo. I swear if you weren’t the Cosplay queen, I’d think you’re the most boring twenty-one-year-old I know.”

“Cosplay?” I asked with a curious frown.

“Don’t get her started,” Heather said with a roll of her eyes at Momo, she flashed a grin to show she was joking, “Momo is probably the biggest influencer at our school. How many followers do you have now?”

“Four million,” she girls said with a shy blush, “but I think half of them are fake accounts.”

“How did you get so many followers?” I asked in shock. Even the biggest rock stars of the eighties and nineties didn’t have nearly as many as this slip of a girl.

“Thirsty boys,” Jen said with a cackling laugh.

Heather pulled out her phone and showed me the girl's account, getting Momo to explain the various outfits and costumes she wore in each photo. I was absolutely fascinated by it. I’d seen people dress up for movies or KISS concerts, things like that, but this was a whole sub-culture that I’d known nothing about. And the photos…

Momo, or Momo-chan, as she’s known online, is a gorgeous slip of a girl. Apparently, this aligned well with a lot of the most famous characters in Japanese cartoons, comic books, and video games. I didn’t know any of the characters she was dressed as, but each looked more amazing and magical than the next.

The girl made her own costumes out of all sorts of materials, even building the guns and weapons she used. I didn’t even notice when Heather and Jen went upstairs to get ready to head out, Momo and I were lost in a conversation about one of her most recent cosplay outfits.

“It sounds so artsy and crafty,” I said, “I’d love to work on a costume sometime.”

“Are you serious?” Momo asked excitedly, “because a woman with your… proportions would be able to play many roles. The boys would go absolutely crazy to see you dressed up in a costume.”

“We’re heading out Mom,” Heather called from the front door, “are you and Momo going to be ok?”

“We’re fine, dear,” I called, “you two have fun. And Heather, can you pick up a couple bottles of wine for tonight while you're out?”

“We will,” she called back before closing and locking the door.

There was an awkward moment where Momo and I looked anywhere but at one another, and then I hopped out of my chair intent on cleaning up after breakfast.

“Heather said you play the piano,” Momo said carefully as if testing something out, “have you ever played the keyboard?”

“A little when I was younger,” I said, smiling, “I mostly just play for the church choir now and for music lessons. Nothing serious.”

“I brought my electric drum kit if you would like to play,” she shifted nervously on the chair before continuing, “I’d like to warm up before playing with that young man later. Would you mind playing with me for a little bit?”

“Not at all,” I said with a grin.

I’d been eager to play all week again but felt self-conscious in the face of Dillon’s exceptional genius. Momo hopped out of her seat and helped me clean up. The tiny girl was unlike most of Heather's other friends in that way. The girl went to Heather's room to shower and get ready for the day as I dusted and vacuumed.

The dozen little chores that need to be done each week to have a well-ordered household have always been calming to me, putting me into a meditative state where I could relax and listen to music on full blast. I did so that morning as well, happy to see Momo singing along with the Nirvana album I had playing on repeat, as she went about her tasks.

I was just finishing up in the living room when Momo came in with a large black case. Setting it down, she began pulling out poles and various round disks. It was the oddest looking drum kit I’d ever seen since there were no drums at all, just electric pads in place of drums.

The girl was very precise about how she set everything up, taking her time in a way that told me she was far from a novice. I hurried back to my bedroom and pulled my keyboard down from the closet shelf.

There was a strange energy working its way through me as I lugged it to the living room and set it up. The young woman and I didn’t say anything to one another, but we kept shooting glances at each other, sizing the other up. Each with the same amount of anxiety as we settled stools in place and stood near the instruments, not quite sure how to start.

“Let’s have a smoke first,” Momo said, “that always helps to settle the nerves and get the creative juices flowing.”

“I don’t smoke cigarettes,” I said with a little frown, about to tell her she shouldn’t either when the girl pulled a small short one-hitter pipe out of her pocket.

I blinked in surprise and then laughed, not sure whether I should be happy or offended. The mom in me wanted to be offended, but the musician in me that hadn’t jammed with anyone in more than over ten years, was grateful to see an old friend.

Slipping into my backyard, we stood huddled in the corner of my patio like a couple of schoolgirls hiding from their parents. Momo gave me a wink and then took a small hit, coughing out a cloud of white smoke. The piney scent made my mouth water, and I felt a touch of anxiety when she handed me the small glass pipe.

“It’s been a long time,” I said, sounding even more unsure than I felt.

“Just take a small one,” the adorable Japanese girl said, “That’s all I do. Just enough to get a head change and shake free the nerves. Let the music flow.”

“Ok,” I said nervously, feeling like an old woman, I sparked the lighter and drew in a slow breath.

The hot smoke made me cough immediately, and Momo was grinning and patting me on the back as we staggered inside. Suddenly the situation seemed hilarious. Here I was, hanging out with a girl I’d just met, a friend of my daughter’s from college, and I was about to jam with her. Then I remembered the night before, and that sent me into an even harder peel of laughter.

“What’s so funny?” Momo asked, struggling to breathe in between laughs.

“Everything,” I said, wiping a tear from my eye, “Thank you, god, it’s been too long since I did that… Don’t let yourself become too old too fast. Trust me, there is a lot of fun you can still have and be responsible.”

“You’re sleeping with him,” Momo said, her eyes widening in sudden realization, “Oh my god, I’m so jealous.”

“Oh honey,” I said with a shake of my head, my head buzzing from the smoke, “We’re all sleeping with him, and for some reason, it’s not weird. Isn’t that weird? In fact, it's just the opposite… we just want to bring him more…”

“Excuse me?” Momo asked, her own eyes now cherry red and a silly grin on her face, “We? What are we talking about?”

“I don’t remember,” I said with a grin, “are you hungry? I’m starving.”

“No, I want to play drums!” Momo punched her fist in the air in a cutesy way, “Drums!”
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I
 laughed and let her lead me into the living room. Suddenly I remembered that I’d set up my keyboard, and a flush of joy swept over me as I sat on the stool and turned it on. Tapping out a simple melody, I closed my eyes, grinning like a fool as the music filled the air. It was a simple tune, a pale accompaniment to Dillon’s first song. The notes had been bouncing around in my head for days.

A high hat cymbal rang out, a perfect tempo for the notes I was playing, and without thinking, I went into the second series of notes, creating a whole refrain as Momo tapped out the rhythm and added in a layer of staccato beats.

“That’s really good,” I said in surprise, opening my eyes and finding the girl grinning at me in a mirror of my own.

“You felt it,” she said, making a fist and pressing it to her heart, “here… play it again. Close your eyes, don’t stop until you lose the thread of it.”

Nodding, I followed the girl's instructions, starting from the beginning, her drums accompanying me perfectly and making it almost simple to see where the next notes fell. With her perfect beat, like twin tracks laid down for a train, I powered through two full minutes, and as the final notes hung in the air, we were nodding to one another, eyes wide in joy and right back into it.

Time flew by as we played, and I was surprised when I heard Heather's car pull up out front and glanced at the clock to see three hours had passed.

“I have to get changed and get started on dinner,” I said, standing and stretching my back, “but that was so much fun, Momo, thank you for that.”

“No, thank you, Mrs. Kowalski, we made some great music together.” The girl flashed me one of her cherubic smiles, and I felt my insides melt slightly.

“Please dear, call me Amanda, Mrs. Kowalski makes me feel so old.”

“Ok… Amanda,” she added extra weight to the word.

When I glanced over, there was a fire in her eyes that sent a tremble into the core of my body. She was seeing me, truly seeing me, in a way no one other than Nancy or Dillon, had in years. Feeling myself blush, I slipped down the hall and into my room to compose myself.

There was no mistaking the moment Heather and Jen got in the house. My girl has always been the center of attention in whatever room she’s in. Her great beauty and charm let her get away with all manner of behavior that wouldn’t fly if she didn’t make men’s tongues dry up and their knees knock whenever they glanced at her, or women so envious that it passed over into awe.

Making sure my makeup was still in place and that my eyes were clear now, I headed out to start working on dinner. Heather and Jen were pulling out clothes from their shopping bags and holding them up to show off to Momo.

“Mom look at this top,” Heather said, “I think it will look perfect on you. Look at this blue, isn’t it the perfect color to match your eyes and hair?”

She held up a small lowcut silky top that looked scandalously small. I felt a moment of shock at imagining myself in the garment, which was little more than a tube top, then I imagined Dillon and Morgan seeing me in it, and my cheeks heated up. Heather caught the blush and grinned wickedly.

“I think a certain young man might enjoy seeing those boobies of yours in it,” my daughter said with a snicker.

“I think all the boys might like seeing that,” Jen said, raising one eyebrow as she took in my massive breasts.

“Not just the boys,” Momo said, then ducked her head when I looked her way.

“Wear it tonight, Mom,” Heather said with a knowing smile, “I got a matching top, but in red, we can be twins.”

“Holy shit, you have to see her in it, Mrs. Kowalski,” Jen said with a disbelieving shake of her head, “when the girl working at the boutique saw her in it, she tripped and fell on her face, ha!”

“Poor girl,” Heather said, and I was pleased to see the generous thought from her. “It’s important that we put on a solid front. I know you’re already working with him, Mom, but this is the biggest opportunity for Jen and me that we’re probably ever going to get. Marketing and social media for a musician is one of the coolest jobs there is in the business, and our careers would be made if we do this right.”

“Just let me know how I can help,” I said.

Jen took my hand and pulled me down onto the couch, and I felt a touch anxious as she and Heather looked at me with focused attention. Momo glanced between the two curiously before taking a seat as well.

“Heather and I wanted to go over a few things with you before Dillon gets here,” Jen said, “Our idea is that I would be the publicist. I interned at Variety magazine last year and have some contacts at TMZ and other sites. Heather would be handling the social media campaign and marketing.”

“I know you’re working with Global,” Heather said, and I was surprised and impressed by her serious tone and no-nonsense manner, it reassured me that Dillon would be in good hands, “but they, and the other labels, still use the old model for marketing. They will push for Dillon to ‘date’ an up and coming celebrity then push the staged photos to all the tabloid mags, trying to make them both a household name. That doesn’t work nowadays for a musician. They need to build a following organically, and with Dillon’s talent and charisma on camera, that’s going to be easy. We just need to know what kind of boy he is. What does he like and dislike? What is he like deep down? Anything you can tell us will help when we go to pitch it to him later.”

“He is quiet,” I said, thinking carefully about what I was going to say, “but not necessarily shy. He knows what he wants,” feeling heat in my cheeks at the memories that called up, “but doesn’t feel he deserves to be as happy and loved as he should be.” Jen and Heather glanced at me curiously at that, and I went on quickly, “He is hardworking and kind, strong and good, but there is an edge to him as well. His life has been hard and lonely. He has been alone for years, and spent all of high school without any parents, and having to keep his farm running in order to eat.”

“Jesus,” Heather said, “I didn’t know that. That’s terrible.”

“There is more I should tell you,” I said to my daughter with a pained expression, “I don’t think he’s ever gotten over how you turned him down in high school.”

“I was worried about that,” Heather said with a small nod and an edge of worry around her eyes.

“Forget about it,” Jen said, trying to perk Heather up, “You were both kids.”

“We need to make sure you heal this wound,” Momo said, “Perhaps there is some gift you can give him? Or offering you can make?”

“I don’t know,” Heather said, frowning.

“Don’t bring it up right away,” I said, “Let him get to know you, and he’ll see you’re not a cruel person.”

“Tell Danny Deaver’s that,” Jen said with a cackling laugh, “He thinks she’s the devil.”

“That’s only because I won’t go out with or fuck him,” Heather said with a toss of her thick blonde hair, “Football players always think they’re God’s gift to women, it’s gross.”

“It might be hard to convince Dillon she’s changed when Heather shoots down every dude that asks her out.”

“Oh?” I asked my daughter, “You haven’t been dating?”

“I haven’t gone on a date since freshman year,” Heather said with a shake of her head, “I’m just too busy, and none of the boys at school can hold my interest for long. They are all just so… pedestrian.”

“I see now,” I said to Jen, “she hasn’t changed all that much has she?”

“Hey!” Heather said to me, which caused me to burst out in laughter that the girls joined in.

“Dillon is understanding, just tell him the truth, and he won’t hold it against you,” I said to Heather when our laughter had calmed down.

“Ok,” she said with a frown, “I really hope so.”
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T
 he girl was so gorgeous, even when she was frowning, that it was hard not to feel a touch of envy. My daughter has the type of effortless beauty that is an annoyance to plastic surgeons. She looks a bit like Blake Lively but with better hair, massive breasts, and a coolly confident look that intimidated even her professors.

We chatted for a few more minutes before I got a text from Nancy that they were heading over. When I told the girls, they all hopped up and scurried to get ready. Heather insisted I wear the shirt, so I went back to my room to change. When I pulled the tight garment on and looked in the mirror, I felt positively scandalous.

The thin silky material clung to me like a second skin, molding itself to my breasts and outlining my nipples in exquisite detail. The shirt left my midriff bare, something I’d never do unless I was in a bikini and was so low cut that I felt like I would tumble free of it, if I leaned too far forward.

“How does it look?” Heather asked, popping her head in, “Oh shit… you look, incredible Mom!”

“Really?” I asked with a frown, “You don’t think it’s too much?”

Glancing down the hall quickly, Heather slipped into my room and closed the door. She was wearing the same top as me only in red, and it was strange to be so fully aware of my daughters’ incredible body. Her nipples were puffy and pressing against the top almost obscenely. I looked at her curiously as she approached, but she didn’t say anything; just walked over and folded me in a warm hug.

We held each other for a long moment, and I felt knots in my shoulders relax that I hadn’t known were there. My girl was home, and more than that, it felt like she’d been returned to me. Leaning back, Heather looked at me with a knowing smile that grew as I felt a heat enter my cheeks.

“I don’t know what’s going to happen with all of this,” she said, “but I won’t let anything come between us.”

“Oh honey,” I said, blushing and smiling at her, “I wouldn’t either, I love you.”

“I love you too mom,” hugging me close she whispered in my ear, “If you want him all to yourself… I’ll understand.”

I gave a jerk of surprise, feeling my cheek heat and opened my mouth to object, but nothing came out. Heather flashed me that knowing smirk as she slipped out of my room. Still unsure what to do or say, I walked out just as Nancy was pulling in front of the house in her Tesla.

Jen and Momo were nervously arranging chairs in the living room as I went to let them in. Momo’s eyes widened and a crooked grin stole onto her face when she saw me in the blue top, and I tried and failed to ignore the look and how naked and on display I felt.

Opening the door, the nervousness about how I looked disappeared in a heartbeat when Dillon saw me, and his face lit up in genuine pleasure. Grinning like a flirty schoolgirl, I twisted my hips and welcomed them in.

“The girls are getting things set up in the living room, let me introduce you,” Dillon refrained from hugging me, but just barely and I felt my body tingle when his hands brushed mine, strong fingers gripping mine tightly for a brief second before he was in the house as if nothing had happened.

I introduced Dillon to Momo and Jen, and then went to grab drinks for everyone, Nancy coming to help me carry them out.

“Amanda, that top is outrageous, I love it!” She rubbed the material through her fingers and nodded at its quality, “Did you get this at Miyamo downtown?”

“Heather got it today,” I said with a nervous smile, “You should see how she looks in it.”

“Oh Jesus,” Nancy said with a laugh, “I can imagine… Poor Dillon doesn’t stand a chance. You’re still in agreement?”

“Of course,” I said, with an eager nod, “You know it has to be. That it will happen one way or another.”

“What about this other friend of your daughters?” Nancy asked, peeking out of the kitchen to observe Momo and Jen flirting with varying degrees of skill with Dillon.

“Momo is an angel,” I said, and when Nancy gave me a questioning frown, I told her about my afternoon with the girl, smoking pot and jamming out.

“Sounds like you’ve had quite the day,” Nancy said with a smirk, “and next time you plan to get high, invite me.”

“I don’t plan on making a habit of it.”

She helped me carry the six glasses of iced tea out to the living room, and we were just in time to see Heather come in with her laptop that she’d gone to grab when Dillon showed up. When the gorgeous blonde flounced in, Dillon’s head snapped up, and his jaw literally dropped when he beheld her in the tiny top and pair of tiny jean shorts.

Heather froze as well. The girl's eyes widening, and her jaw slowly falling open in a twin expression to Dillon’s. I felt my insides warm as the kids stared in open awe and fascination at one another, a tension growing in the room that was so palpable I felt like a person should be able to swim through it.

“Should we get started?” Jen said loudly, raising an eyebrow at Heather, who gave a start of surprise and glanced at her friend gratefully.

“Uh, yes,” she said with just a touch of hesitation, the first I ever remember hearing from her, “Sorry, just let me set up the PowerPoint. Hello Dillon, it’s nice to see you again.”

“You too,” the boy said faintly, and then he too gave a start of surprise and glanced around and frowned at Nancy.

The pretty older brunette offered him a mild, all too innocent expression, and Dillon finally grinned as he rubbed his backside. When he turned back, Nancy flashed me a wink and then went back to observing the kid's interactions as she sipped her iced tea.

“First off,” Heather said after taking a deep breath and flipping open her laptop, “We just want to say we think your music is amazing. Each song we’ve heard so far has been some of the catchiest and addictive we’ve ever heard.”

“Our idea was to position you as exactly what you are,” Jen said, joining Heather near the fireplace. The smaller blonde was wearing a white button-up blouse that fit her snuggly and was unbuttoned to show deep shadows between her firm round cleavage, and she wore a black miniskirt that showed off her athletic legs. “Keep you authentic and real.”

“The idea is we would handle all of your posts, Mom said you didn’t want to deal with it if you don’t have to,” Dillon nodded gratefully, and Heather went on, “You will have full access to every account and should approve everything that gets posted in your name. I wouldn’t want anything to go up that you’re uncomfortable with or don’t like.”

“Instagram and YouTube will be where we position you first,” Jen said, shifting in her seat to pull up the presentation and clicking over to a slide where she had a calendar laid out with hot pink notes on specific dates. “I’ve laid out a reasonable posting schedule, and a list of hashtags and SEO tags that will push you up in searched and peoples’ feeds.”

“Wow,” Dillon said, reading over the schedule and next slide with its tags, “You’ve really thought a lot about this. I’m impressed.”

“It’s a good plan,” Nancy said, “but if we want to control the message we have to get it started before you sign with the label. If there is a preexisting contract, I can get them to honor it, but without one, they’ll insist you follow their people's strategies; either that, or you’ll be fighting with them every step of the way, and that’s a terrible start to a business relationship.”

“What do you suggest?” I asked her.

“I think it would be a good idea to get something posted tonight, maybe a full song or even just a clip, what do you think Heather?”

“I wanted to talk about that,” Heather said, and I was shocked to see her show a touch of nervousness when she turned to address Dillon, something that was entirely unlike her. “Jen, Momo, and I have been talking, and we can’t see how a solo guitarist, even one who is a great singer can make it without a band or at least a DJ to back them up.”

“I’d love to play with a band,” Dillon said with a shrug, “I have a few songs in my head that only really work with at least two other musicians.”

“Would you be willing to give Momo a tryout?” Jen asked, the tiny Japanese girl hunched in on herself under his gaze, but I saw Dillon’s interest sparked by her adorable features. “She’s the best drummer in our school, and she’s never played in a band before, so we thought that might be easier.”

“I don’t care about that,” Dillon said with a shrug, then a grin, “I’d love to. I brought my guitar, want to go now?”

“I think that sounds perfect,” Nancy said, “Heather, do you have a ring light we can use? Maybe get a few pictures and clips if things sound good?”

“That’s a great idea,” Heather said, hopping to her feet, “I have three actually, let me get them.”

Dillon couldn’t look away from my sexy daughter, as she hurried out of the room, his eyes widening to saucers as her massive breasts swayed in the tiny top, and her firm ass bounced back and forth in the tiny jean shorts.
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W
 e all filed into the living room where the drum kit and my keyboard were still set up. I hurried over to break it down, but Momo stopped me, looking up with her round dark eyes with a look of pleading.

“I’m too scared to play alone… would you mind playing with me for just a few moments?”

“Of course I will, dear,” I said, resting a hand on her slender shoulder.

I didn’t feel nearly as confident as I sounded. When Dillon came striding in, slinging his guitar over his shoulder and saw me sitting down behind the keyboard, he beamed a smile at me that was filled with so much happiness that the anxiety and nerves receded to a distant murmur.

Something felt right about how we were arranged. I stood on stage right, and Momo sat on stage left, counting off beats in her head, eyes tense with nervousness. Dillon stood before us and plucked at his guitar, giving it a minor adjustment and then grinned at us.

“This feels good,” Dillon said to me, and when I nodded, he turned to Momo, “do you feel it too?”

“It’s like a buzz in my head and heart… I can almost feel the music we’re about to make.”

“Good,” Dillon said, nodding, “let's see if it sounds as good as it feels.”

He threw me a wink and then launched into the same song Momo and I have first started playing earlier. The moment he started playing, the old magic worked its way into me, and I felt a wild thrill. Only this time, it was different in that it dashed away my nerves, and I found my fingers tapping out nearly the same notes I’d played earlier.

This time everything came together, and within the first few seconds, the three of us were grinning at one another with the same wild excitement. The music flowed out of our souls and wove together into an even more powerful sound than what Dillon was able to play on his own.

His voice lifted up, and on the edge of my awareness, I heard someone gasp in shock, and saw Nancy, Heather, and Jen sitting pressed against one another on the couch, looks of disbelief warring with wonder and awe on their faces.

It was an odd thing to watch my daughter fall in love right before my eyes. I can’t say how deeply it affected Jen, but it seemed to be powerful. Heather, though, is my girl, and I could read her expression like a book. By the end of the song, they were all singing along, but Heather’s nipples had grown so hard that I feared they might cut their way through her thin top. Her pupils were dilated, and she couldn’t seem to tear her gaze away from Dillon.

The hairs on the back of my neck and arms were standing up by the time we concluded the song. Dillon, Momo, and I looked at one another with shocked, almost disbelieving expressions, at what we’d just done.

“Fuck…” Nancy said, her breath coming heavy and hard, “That was brilliant… fucking brilliant!”

“Dude,” Jen said, “you guys rock! Can you do that again? Because you looked so good playing and sound too amazing, it’s hard to believe this was the first time. Heather, don’t you think this would be a great first post?”

“Yea,” Heather said faintly, unable to take her eyes off Dillon, “it would be.”

“I’d like to play it again,” Dillon said, “Momo, your tempo was perfect, a little faster than I usually play it, but it sounded better. And Amanda, that was beautiful what you did with the high notes. They really make the hook sink in, and the whole thing flow.”

“Let me set up the lights,” Heather said, sounding and looking a touch distracted as she and Jen set things up.

I was less nervous the second time, having faith that I wouldn’t make a fool of myself now. I would have been terrified at being filmed, except I knew Dillon was the focus of everything, and Momo and I would only pop up here and there in the background.

In his tight white t-shirt and blue jeans, Dillon looked good, but when he stood in that confident stance of his, holding his guitar low, my body quaked to hold him again. Being a part of his music didn’t shield me from the power of it but thank the heavens I wasn’t as discombobulated as Heather and Jen were.

Heather especially didn’t seem much like her usual confident self as she directed Dillon and us into the optimal positions for lighting and sound quality. She kept licking her lips and glancing at Dillon with a distressed look, and every time she did, I saw him stand a little straighter and gain another measure of confidence.

The second song went even better than the first, and between the two of them, Jen and Heather got just about every good angle they could. I was breathless by the time we finished and eager to play another song. I could see Momo was the same, but Dillon was distracted, and I knew what the young man needed.

“Nancy,” I asked, with a questioning frown at Momo, “What do you think of costumes for us? For Momo and me, at least?”

“That could be really cool, but I guess it would depend on the costumes,” she said with a frown.

“What if we wore different costumes to every show?” Momo asked in excitement.

“That would be cool,” Dillon said, nodding.

“I have a few French maid costumes from a dinner party I threw a couple years ago,” Nancy said with a thoughtful frown at Momo and me, “I think I have a pair that might fit you two if you want to try them on.”

“What do you girls think?” I asked Heather and Jen, “We would have to go try them on. We would have to leave you kids here alone, are you ok with that?”

“Yes,” Heather said, so quickly that I had to suppress a grin and another when she studiously avoided looking at Dillon, “We will be fine. How long will you be gone?”

“Maybe an hour,” I said with a frown at Nancy who nodded back, her eyes dancing with suppressed mirth as well, and I knew she’d seen through my subterfuge.

“Perfect,” Jen said with a hungry grin at Dillon, “It gives us a chance to learn more about one another… If we’re going to be working so closely together, it would only be fair if we’re all… comfortable together.”

“Are you sure?” Dillon asked me, ignoring the other women. I could see by his look that he wasn’t asking what the others assumed he was, and I smiled back and stepped close.

Drawing him into a warm hug, I whispered in his ear, “Enjoy yourself. Charm them like you did Nancy and me… Do that, and I’ll bring Momo to play with tonight.”

“It’s you I want,” he whispered back, and I could feel his body responding to mine.

“Don’t lie,” I said, pulling back and smiling up into his eyes, “I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

Dillon blushed and glanced to the side as I stepped away from him. Heather and Jen were giving me questioning frowns that I ignored as I grabbed my purse and joined Nancy and Momo at the door.

“You kids have fun!” I said before we hurried out and to the car.

Momo was looking between the two of us with a questioning frown as we hustled her into the car and pulled out.

“You ladies are up to something,” she said as we drove down the street, “You know what will happen if you leave those two alone with Dillon.”

“What will happen?” I asked, turning to look back at the small girl with a questioning glance. I grinned when she ducked her head, blushing and muttered.

“You know already, you’re just trying to get me to say it.”

“You’re in the band now, girl,” Nancy said, glancing back in the mirror as she drove around the block, “you can’t be jealous, are you?”

“Jealous of Heather?” Momo said, then laughed and shook her head, “Every woman is jealous of her.”

“Those two have somethings to work out between them,” I said with a small smile, “and Jen just happened to be collateral damage. It can only help to have them both tied to Dillon so closely, though. How are you feeling, Momo?”

“Like I want to crawl up a wall and hump my pillow until I'm so sore I can’t walk,” she blushed furiously but kept her head up, which I was happy to see. “I’ve never heard anything like it… and to make that music… to play with him… It felt like my soul was soaring in heaven.”

“I know what you mean,” I said, nodding, “and that’s why you’re not as bad as Heather and Jen were. Because we were playing, I think that mitigates the effects of his music.”

“I don’t know about that,” Momo said, looking out the window and pressing her knees together.

I reached back and took the girl's tiny hand in mine and gripped it tightly. She smiled back at me, and I felt a deep connection to this adorable little girl that I’d just met. We sat in silence, each lost in their own thoughts as Nancy hurried to her house. When we got there, she told us to wait as she ran in and grabbed the costumes. She was back out in less than a minute, having run to get them, and then we were back on the road, racing across town.
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“Y
 ou told Heather we would be over an hour,” Momo said with a frown, “but it’s only been about ten minutes.”

“Well, look at that,” I said with a conspiratorial grin at Nancy, “I guess we’ll get back a bit faster than I said.”

“Maybe we can catch another show, eh?”

“Another show?” Momo asked.

As she drove, Nancy described our last week in scandalous detail to the wide-eyed girl. I let go of her hand in embarrassment at one point, but she gripped it tightly and flashed me an excited smile, before imploring Nancy to go on.

“Now, you know what you’re really getting into.” I said with a touch of anxiety in my breast, “I’ll completely understand if this isn’t for you or if you think we’re crazy.”

“Are you kidding?” Momo asked with an excited laugh, “I don’t think there's anything you could say that would make me want to stop playing with Dillon, but that only makes this adventure even more interesting.”

“Good,” Nancy said, “Because you and Amanda will be living with Dillon from now on.”

“What?” I asked her in shock, this being news to me.

“I was talking with Morgan, and she said that it’s necessary if he’s in a band. The best way to forge real bonds between you three and make sure you can practice and play whenever the mood strikes you. After a few years, you can all get your own places, but in the beginning, it's best to create a coherent sound.”

“I’m not sure how he will feel about that,” I said.

“Are you kidding? A chance to be with the hottest woman he’s ever known anytime he wants? Not to mention the cutest little cosplayer on the internet? I think he’s going to jump at the chance.”

“I hope he thinks I’m cute,” Momo said with a worried frown.

“Oh, he does,” I said with a grin at the girl, “I saw him checking you out earlier.”

“Really?” she asked, and I felt an echo of her excitement.

“I’ll prove it to you tonight,” I said with a wink.

“What’s tonight?” She asked.

“You and I are going to Dillon’s house, and we’re going to practice all night long, just like I’ve always dreamed of jamming out.”

“I imagine that’s not all you’ll be doing,” Nancy said with a wink in the mirror that made Momo blush even harder. “Here we are.”

She pulled to a stop at a dead-end half a block away from my house. Momo glanced around with a curious frown.

“Follow us,” I said with a conspiratorial grin, as Nancy hopped out of the car, “Stay low and stay quiet.”

I climbed out and found the small trail that led through the woods behind our houses. Nancy had been running on it countless times, and it had only taken a glance for us to know precisely what we both wanted to do and, more importantly, to see.

“We’re back near your house?” Momo asked quietly, as she slipped up behind me.

I nodded and motioned her to silence before hurrying to my yards back gate. My backyard is a hodgepodge of old trees and my failed gardening experiments over the years. It offered us perfect cover as we snuck up to the back window.

Perhaps I should feel guilty for what we were doing, but I just had to know how they were getting along. Peeking in, I saw movement and nearly ducked down, scared of being seen, but then I saw bare skin and froze, unable to look away.

I didn’t find what I imagined I would. Instead of finding the three in a compromising situation, I found them laying on the ground and stretching. Jen appeared to be guiding Dillon through a yoga routine as Heather stretched beside him.

The girls had changed into tiny yoga shorts and sports bras, but Dillon didn’t seem distracted by the display of sexy young bodies. Instead, he seemed focused on Jen’s instructions as he breathed in and out slowly and stretched his hips.

“What in the hell…” Nancy said with a frown of disapproval, but then I saw the game he was playing and gripped her hand and pointed at Heather.

“Have you ever seen Heather so out of sorts and lost?” I asked in shock.

As we watched, Heather flounced and bounced, desperate to get Dillon’s attention as she thrust her massive breasts up in the air. The young man refused to be tempted through, showing great self-control as he calmly followed Jen’s instructions.

With a wink for Nancy, we slipped back out of the backyard and headed to the car.

“What was that all about?” Momo asked curiously.

“I had to see how they were getting along,” I said, “I thought Dillon would… never mind.”

“You thought we’d find them all naked, didn’t you?” Momo asked with a wicked grin, “Why is it important that they do?”

“Should we tell her?” Nancy asked with a raised eyebrow as we got back in the car.

“Tell me what?” Momo asked.

“She should know before she decides if she really wants to be in the band or not,” I said, taking the little Asian girls measure, “I think she can handle it through.”

“Amanda and I have a plan,” Nancy began, “One that might seem unconventional to most, but we’re positive it’s necessary to truly harness his incredible genius and make sure he can sustain a long career.”

“You’re surrounding him with lovers,” Momo said with an enthusiastic nod, “Like they do with big-name actors in Japan and China.”

“Exactly,” Nancy said.

“They do?” I asked in surprise, “I never knew that.”

“It’s how they keep their talent happy and working,” Momo said, adjusting her short skirt and flashing me an eager smile, “They never have to look hard to find willing… staff to support the most gifted… I think it’s a brilliant idea.”

“I don’t think Heather and Jen understand,” Nancy said, “We expected a different outcome back there.”

“Not from Heather or Jen,” Momo said with a shake of her head, “They are both the biggest, how do you put this… cock-teases in the school? I can’t tell you the number of guys, and no small amount of girls and teachers, who are obsessed with them. Heather especially. But neither of them ever date. I think they’ve both become experts at putting people into the friend-zone, and don’t know how to seal the deal anymore.”

“That’s my biggest worry,” I said with a frown, “Heather destroyed Dillon’s confidence once before without meaning to, and I fear she might do it again.”

“Let me talk to her,” Momo said, “She can be quite stubborn, but I saw both of them get trapped by the music… I could feel it working on them just like it did on me… it’s the strangest thing.”

“I know,” I admitted, “I did too.”

“Can you explain it?” Nancy asked as she pulled into the small coffee shops parking lot, “Is there a difference when you play with him versus when you just hear him play?”

“Definitely,” I said, “It’s hard to put into words.”

“Let me call Dr. Lansing,” Nancy said, pulling out her phone, “She has to hear this. She’s been bugging me every day to get another invite to hear Dillon play. Mostly for her research but also for… other reasons.”

“You two sure have been busy,” Momo murmured from the backseat, “is this the doctor from your offices?”

“Yes, she’s already been testing a recording she has with a fellow doctor, and what they’ve found so far is fascinating.”

Nancy called up Kelly, and Momo and I described as best we could, the experience of playing with Dillon. The music had transported us, just as it always did, but we could feel a pulse, a rhythm that felt apart from the music we were creating.

We explained it the best we could to her, and she thanked us for the information. Nancy promised her that when Dillon and the band went into the studio, she would call her in to do some EEG testing.

“We can’t quantify anything yet, but the preliminary results are fascinating,” Kelly said, “You ladies have a good night!”
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W
 e grabbed cups of iced coffee for us and the three back home, and then headed back to my house. We found the three of them drinking glasses of wine in the kitchen chatting as they hunched over Heather and Jen’s laptops, the girls editing the footage they’d taken earlier.

“Did you get the outfits?” Heather asked, her pale cheeks blushing faintly when she caught my eyes and flicked to Dillon with a hint of jealousy.

“We did,” I said with a warm smile for Dillon, interested to see Heather and Jen’s lips twist in sourness at the fond look he gave Nancy and me. “Let me and Momo change, and then we can go again, this is so exciting!”

Grabbing the smaller girl, we hurried back to my bedroom and started peeling off our clothes. The French maid outfit that Nancy had gotten was a tad small on my frame, and I ended up looking more like Jessica Rabbit as I spilled over the top, my massive breasts wobbling wildly whenever I moved.

“I don’t know if this will work,” I said with a frown, as I turned to Momo, “Oh my… you look absolutely adorable!”

The girl did too, her costume fit her perfectly, pressing her tiny firm breasts up into little round globes and showing her pert little ass off to perfection. Her pale skin coupled with the satiny black material and white lace looked perfect.

“So do you!” The girl frowned at the top and motioned for me to turn around, “Let me just loosen the back… and I can use this strip of lace…”

I couldn’t see what the girl was doing, but I could feel her lace a strip of cloth through the hooks on the back of the outfit and then turned me back around. Holding the ends in one hand, she reached into my top and adjusted my breasts.

I raised an eyebrow at the girl when she took a hefty handful, her cheeks blushing a bright shade of red and her dark eyes unable to meet mine while she quickly settled them in place. With a flick of her wrist and a quick bow knot, I glanced in the mirror and saw the costume now fit me perfectly.

“How did you do that?” I asked, twisting to see an intricate lacing up the back of it, “Now that’s a neat trick.”

“You pick up interesting things at cosplay conventions,” she said with a shrug, her eyes locked on my breasts and her breathing deep and shallow. With a start, she licked her lips and tried to move away, but I trapped her hand in mine.

“You’re a lovely young woman,” I said softly, reaching up to run a gentle finger down her cheek, “If we’re going to be spending as much time together as I think we will, I think it’s important we be honest with one another.”

“Yes,” the girl said breathlessly, trembling beneath my touch like a dry leaf in a breeze.

She stared up at me with her big doe-like eyes, and I felt my heart melting. Without thinking, I drew her into my arms, and she gave a deep sigh of joy as our lips met. Her kisses were shy at first, but then eager. Her little mouth, hungry to devour me, her hands cupping and gripping what she’d only moments before adjusted.

The door clicked open, and we both broke the kiss at the same moment, drawing away from one another with wide eyes and twin wonder smiles. Licking my lips, I glanced at my stunned daughter, her jaw hanging down, speechless. Without another word, I slipped out of the bedroom, adjusting the outfit one last time before I stepped into the living room.

“Wow!” Dillon said, a silly grin tugging at the corner of his lips as he took me in from ankles to head, swallowing hard he went on, “Jesus Amanda… that might be too much for a music video.”

“No, it’s perfect!” Nancy said, walking around me and then taking in Momo when the girl slunk into the living room with Heather walking in behind her with a frown marring her perfect features. “And the both of you together is even better. Ok, ok, everyone in their places. Let's get this in one take, Jen.”

“I’m ready,” Jen said with a wide grin, “Let's turn down the lights, that evening sunlight looks perfect. Heather, are you ok?”

Heather gave herself a shake and then beamed a bright smile and nodded.

“Yes, sorry, just got distracted for a moment. The lights, right!”

I took my place behind the keyboard, feeling anxious and self-conscious until Dillon glanced back as he settled his guitar in place and gave me a look filled with such hungry desire that all my anxiety washed away in the wake of my own lust. The feeling only redoubled when he glanced at Momo and let his eyes linger on the girl's small firm breasts and adorable face. Giving her a final wink and a grin, he launched into the song, and we were once more transported by his enormous talent, the music coming to our fingers almost unbidden as we joined him in song.

His strange magic working its will on the three women watching. Heather, especially, was affected. Once again, I saw her face twisting as the emotions took hold of her, and she shifted in discomfort, unused to such powerful feelings.

The song came to an end, once more, without missed notes or errors and sounding even better somehow. I didn’t want to stop playing. The feeling was addictive, like pure emotion distilled down into sound, and coupled with Dillon’s deep voice that moved me in places, only a woman can be moved.

Heather and Jen were eager to edit the video together and get it posted that night, burying themselves in Heather's room with her laptop. After one sickly glance at Dillon, Heather practically fled from his presence when given the opportunity. For his part, Dillon was confused by her behavior, but the excitement of the music we three were making together distracted him.

“I don’t want to stop playing,” he said to Momo and me, “It feels like we’re really finding something together.”

“I agree!” Momo said, “I’ve never been able to lose myself in the music like that, I can’t wait to just jam and see where it takes us.”

“Why wait?” I asked, squeezing Momo’s hand out of sight, “We can’t play here because the neighbors would complain about the loud music after dark, but we can go to your barn and play without risk of offending anyone.”

“That could work,” Dillon said, nodding, “I started clearing out a place to play in there the other day. We could lay out some extension cords and set up however we wanted.”

“Tonight,” Momo said with a determined little look to her face, squeezing my hand back even tighter, “Now.”

“Uh, ok,” Dillon said, “let me just say goodbye.”

“Let me handle that,” I said, patting his arm, “you help Momo pack up her drum kit and put it in the car, I’ll be right back.”

Leaving the kids to look at one another awkwardly, I walked down the hall to find Nancy, Jen, and Heather all sitting around her desk, talking about various angles and shots they had.

“We’re heading to Dillon’s to practice. Somewhere the neighbors won’t complain about the noise.”

“Good idea,” Nancy said, ignoring the concerned frown marring Heather's face, “We have studio time booked early next week. You three should get all the practice in you can before then.”

“We might need some more shots,” Heather said quickly, “maybe you all should hang out here for the night.”

“I think we have more than enough,” Jen said, earning a sour glance from Heather.

“You girls have a good night,” I said, meeting Nancy’s eyes, “and try not to drink all the wine!”

“No promises,” Nancy said, raising her glass and winking at me, “and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”
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I
 was practically skipping as I left the house and found Dillon and Momo stuffing the last of the equipment into the back of the car. There was a moment when I feared I’d made a drastic mistake, and I was about to find out that the afternoon had been a mirage, and the three of us didn’t get along at all.

My fears were unfounded as I discovered the moment I turned on the car, and Prince’s Purple Rain came on the radio.

“I love this song!”

Glancing to the side, I saw the same amused expression on Dillon and Momo’s face as we realized we’d all said the same thing at the exact same moment. Five seconds later, the three of us were singing it at the top of our lungs as I drove across town, Momo sitting up so that her little head bobbed between Dillon and me in the front.

If there was a second of awkwardness between us, I never noticed it. The conversation flowed easily from one topic to the next, mostly about how Momo had liked her music program and college overall. We got to Dillon’s house and started unloading the car and hauling stuff into his barn.

I was grateful to see he had cleaned it out and scrubbed the wooden floors clean. He’d moved all the hay into a horse stall and set low benches and a couple comfortable chairs around the room. If not for the smell of animals and dust, it felt like a garage jam room.

“How did it go with Heather?” I asked, as I was carrying my keyboard stand into the barn beside Dillon, who was hauling in the heavier instrument, “You two seemed to be getting along when we got there.”

“Yea,” Dillon said, “We got along pretty good, she is a lot more mellow than she used to be, and Jen seems super cool. Kinda full of boundless energy, but she seems nice. Heather was very… odd when you guys first left.”

“How so?” I asked.

“I don’t know, just really awkward,” he shrugged, and I could see it troubled him, “Anyway, once we got talking about their ideas things relaxed. Jen even suggested that I should do yoga and meditate every day, said it would help with the creative process.”

“I think that’s a good idea,” I said, “I love yoga, and meditation can be a great way to quiet the mind and find your center.”

“How are you doing with all of this?” Dillon asked, “I know you were nervous about playing and going on stage before a crowd. Do you think it will be an issue?”

“Truthfully, I’ve been trying not to think about it,” I admitted with a blush, “but Momo here tricked me into it.” I grinned at the girl as she set up her drum kit, and she smiled back.

“What’s this?” Dillon said with a cocked eyebrow between us, “She tricked you?”

“Be careful of her,” I warned with a wink at the adorable young woman, “she’s a bad influence.”

“To be honest,” Dillon said with a laugh, “It’s hard for me to take either of you seriously in those costumes.”

“You don’t like them?” I said with a faux pout and bobbed my ass, making the lacy skirt bounce provocatively.

“I think maybe he likes them too much,” Momo said, stepping near me and licking her pink lips, “Is that the case maestro? Are we distracting you?”

Dillon looked from Momo to me with growing intensity in his eyes, and my heart quickened. What had been simple teasing was suddenly very serious, and when Dillon spoke, I felt my knees tremble.

“Yes,” he said with quiet confidence, “You’re both very distracting… I’ve never seen two women who look so vastly different… and yet are both equally gorgeous. The music we made was beautiful,” he stepped close, slipping his hands around my waist and drawing me into him on one side as he drew Momo in with the other arm, “But there is something I just need to do, ever since I first saw you in these clothes.”

With that, he drew me into a passionate kiss, my knees weakening, and his strong arm holding me up, and then he turned to meet Momo’s soft pink lips as she sought his mouth. The girl turned, and my heart swelled as she kissed me, her arm snaking around my back to link with Dillon’s even as mine went behind hers and clutched his other arm.

I’d never experienced a kiss like that before. Not only one shared three-ways, but the emotions and desires were equally divided between us as well. Dillon drove me crazy whenever he was near, and my fingers always itched to touch and caress him. Momo had been driving me mad in the same way all day, and now, as I held them both and they held me, it dawned on me that our connection wasn’t love or lust, it was more profound than that, more primal.

“We should… practice,” Dillon said in between kisses, but Momo gave a growl of disapproval, and the small girl began pushing Dillon down to the ground right there.

I knew her mind, for it was the same as mine. We would definitely be practicing, but not before we took what we needed from one another. For all of her quiet shyness most of the time, Momo was surprisingly forceful and adamant as her little fingers fumbled Dillon’s pants down and slipped free his massive hardon.

“God, baby, I need you so bad,” Momo murmured in between kisses.

I slipped behind the girl and slid my hands beneath her tiny skirt and drew down her lacy white panties, revealing a small tight little slit covered with wispy dark hairs. Her thighs were so slender and the gap between then so enticing that I couldn’t help dragging my tongue across them and delight in her shiver of pleasure as I tasted her.

The girl was locked in a kiss with Dillon and struggled to fit her fingers around his girth as she stroked him in short little jerks, trying to angle it into her. I wrapped one hand around the base of his monster and sucked it hard, loving the gasp of shocked pleasure it drew from his mouth. Tasting his sweet precum, it was hard to pull my mouth back off that beautiful dick, but Momo’s whimpers were becoming desperate, so I slid the fat head along her wetness and grinned as she shivered in pleasure and slowly began to work it inside her.

“Oh, fuck…! So big…”

“So tight!” Dillon moaned, his face alight with joy.

I moved up beside them, watching Momo’s face twist in pleasure as she bounced slowly on his cock. The girl had to fit him into her slowly, working an inch or two more each time she dropped her hips down on him. Her hands resting on his chest, her adorable little costume hiding the sight of her tiny sex eating his big dick, I reached down between their bodies and slipped my fingers around the base of his cock stroking and teasing him and her pussy lips as she began to fuck him slowly.

“Oh god…” Dillon moaned, “you feel amazing…. Just like that.”

“Mmmhmmmmmm,” Momo moaned.

Drawing Dillon’s face to mine, we kissed as the girl rode his cock with increasing energy. Soon she had all of him fit inside her, and I slid my hand from between then, drawing forth one great breast to feed the nipple to Dillon, sighing in pleasure as he sucked hard.

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna… oh, god!” Momo cried out in pleasure, throwing her head back, straight black hair fanning out as she did, her back arching.

Dillon grunted and froze, her pussy tightening on his cock so firmly that he was forced to stop. Then the girl fell forward into us, sweaty, blubbering, and ecstatic. I heard the wet sound of Dillon’s cock, leaving her tiny hole and felt, more than heard, her grunt of disappointment, but then Dillon had rolled me atop her as he moved behind me.

Momo’s eyes were dreamy, and her fingers gentle, as she slipped them between my legs and drew aside my panties. I moaned in pleasure, kissing her soft neck as her small fingers teased my sensitive parts, and then it was my turn to be lost in bliss as Dillon pressed that perfect cock of his into my waiting depths.

With long powerful thrusts, he took me from behind, Momo and I kissing and caressing one another. She more than me, for nearly all of my concentration was on the thick spear pistoning in and out of me, my maid's outfits skirt bouncing on my ass as he did.

Our orgasms came at the same time, his cum splashing against my cervix and womb, setting me off. Dillon collapsed beside Momo and me, laughing and grinning as he drew us into him.
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“I
 ’m never going to get over how insane this is,” he said as he kissed first Momo and then me.

“You ain't seen nothing yet,” I said with a wicked grin as I slid under his arm on the other side.

“I think we should establish a ritual to make sure we’re all in the right mindset for band practice,” Momo said, giving me a little wink.

“That wasn’t good enough?” Dillon asked with a laughing smile.

“Momo-chan is right,” I said, using her online nickname, “we should do something that establishes the bands dynamic before we even begin.”

“Exactly,” Momo said, shifting down and grinning at me with a smile that said all she needed to.

“What are you… oh god,” Dillon said, his eyes widening as he took in Momo and I moving beside one another atop his two legs, each slipping fingers around the base of his cock as we grinned at one another.

It’s hard to describe how perfect it felt to be with the adorable young girl in worshiping my handsome and charming rock god. It was a shocking realization to find out that I felt utterly complete and joyous when in service to the young man who’d stolen my heart. The experience of sucking him with Momo was entirely unlike with Nancy.

My best friend and I were in perfect sync in our desire to please the handsome young man, moving almost as one as our tongue and lips would slide up and down his stiffness. His cock demanding all of our attention. With Momo, it was the girl and her soft pink lips and gentle questing tongue that I hungered for as much as Dillon’s dick.

The girl and I kissed and caressed one another as much as we did his stiffness, often with it pressed between our lips and tongues as we made out. From the sounds and exclamations Dillon made; he loved the sight.

There was a shocking realization for all of us as Momo first took Dillon’s cock in her mouth and, with a happy little whimper, deep throated his whole cock. I felt the boy stiffen as her throat worked the head of his cock, and Momo too stiffened in surprise, shocked she didn’t gag on his thickness.

Soon I was touching and caressing her body as I guided her head up and down his dick, fucking her face with it. The girl's pussy was leaking down her thighs, and the barn was filled with the sounds of our wet sucking mouths and kissing lips when my cell phone suddenly rang. Drawing it out of my pocket, I went to throw it away, not wanting to be distracted when I saw the screen had a dozen missed texts from Nancy and Morgan, and the call was coming from Nancy.

Clicking the Accept button, I put it on speakerphone, loving the shocked look on Dillon’s face and the grin on Momo’s. The sound of her throat gluk, gluk, gluking
 was unmistakable.

“Amanda! Did you see my texts?! Is Dillon there?” Nancy asked, her voice strained from excitement.

“I didn’t see them yet,” I said, winking at Dillon, who blushed faintly, “we’ve been a touch busy.”

“Is Dillon there? He has to hear this!”

“Oh, he’s right here,” I said, and from the shocked sounds in the background of the other end of the line, they could hear the lewd sounds Momo was making as she licked and sucked his cock without cease.

“You minx,” Nancy said, and I could hear the grin from there, “You three better get to practicing because Morgan got you a gig at a music festival down in Austin, Texas!”

“Oh, god!” Dillon moaned, and I felt the boy tensing, and grinned, thrilled for two reasons now as I joined Momo, our tongue sliding up and down his cock in tandem.

“Isn’t it great!” Shouted someone from the background.

“Ngghh, Hggnnn!” Dillon bit his bottom lip, eyes filled with joy and love as he tensed, hips thrusting as his cock throbbed under out tongues, and then he was coating out lips and mouths in his sweet seed, and we swallowed it down as hard as we could.

“Ok, we just wanted to let you three know,” Nancy said again quickly, “The festival is next weekend, and you play Friday night! Talk soon!”

Before the phone hung up, we could hear the excited chatter of Morgan, Heather, Jen, and Nancy from the other end, and then it cut off with a click. Dillon’s eyes were wide with disbelief, and Momo and I looked at one another with the same expression.

“That’s less than a week,” I said, feeling suddenly anxious.

“More than enough time,” Momo said with confidence.

“Aye,” Dillon said with a confident smile as he sat upon his elbows, “we’ll be ready in time. Just going to have to spend a lot of time together practicing.”

“Oh darn,” I said with a grin at Momo and him, “what if we don’t get along?”

That caused all three of us to laugh out loud, falling into one another and breaking the tension. After a minute we extricated ourselves and situated our clothes. It would be a long night of band practice, broken up by… other kinds of practice.

Each time we took a break and indulged in one another, our bonds only forged tighter and tighter, and the sound we made was more harmonious. That evening would be one of the greatest of my life, and it was in that simple barn that I learned the meaning of collaboration. For although Dillon is an unparalleled genius and had dozens of song ideas in his head, he was always pushing Momo and me to add to or change them. Surprisingly the songs only got better when we did, and the girl and I gained a lot of confidence in ourselves and in our band as we played until the sun rose.

I fell asleep in Dillon’s narrow bed, the small girl pressed to my side, exhausted but feeling more content and fulfilled creatively and spiritually than ever before in my life. Dillon showered, giving Momo and me time alone together, which he’d sensed unconsciously we needed after the long play session. Just to hold one another and bask in the glory of what we’d done, each needing the other to remind ourselves that this wasn’t a dream.

In less than a week, we would be on a stage performing live, and the thought was terrifying to me. So long as I had Dillon to lead the way, and these beautiful, wonderful women to stand by my side, I knew all would be well.
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I
 woke with the dawn and had a moment of disorientation at not waking up in my bed. Then I felt Dillon shift beside me, and the delicious warmth of him pressed against my back, and I snuggled back into my handsome guitarist.

I lay there with wicked thoughts dancing through my head as I remembered our fun from the night before. The entire last week had been the wildest of my life. Starting with discovering Dillon in our church’s music room and leading up to actually playing music with him and the adorable Momo.

The more I thought about the night before, the more I came to understand that my life would never be the same again. It had undoubtedly changed once Nancy and I had made love, and even when I’d had a foursome with Nancy, Dillon, and Morgan. But nothing had prepared me for how electrifying and perfect it would feel to play music with Dillon.

Stage fright had always been my Achilles heel. No matter what I did, I was never able to get over it, and the panic attacks would often leave me a sweaty sobbing mess. The fear was still there, but I knew with Dillon and sweet Momo by my side, I could push past it. The thought of letting them down was more terrifying than thousands of people staring at me. Besides, Dillon wanted Momo and me in sexy cosplay outfits, and the thought of his eyes on us as we played only served to excite me and push down the nerves.

I didn’t realize that in my excitement I’d been wiggling my hips and pressing my naked ass back against the young man’s crotch. I felt his morning wood slip between the softness of my butt cheeks and biting my bottom lip I reached down and moved the fat head into the slick entrance of my sex.

I had to reach back and hold his hips to keep the sleeping young man from rolling back when I pushed my ass back into him. Worrying I would wake him with my groan of pleasure, I pressed my face into the pillow, biting my lip even harder.

There was something so wicked about taking a man in this way. I felt empowered as I ground my g-spot on the head of his cock, letting his girth stretch me wide as I fucked him again and again. The wet sounds of my pussy fucking his cock filled the boy's bedroom, and I felt him shift and grunt in surprise when he woke.

“Mhmm holy fuck…” Dillon moaned, his hand reaching up and cupping one massive breast.

I moaned into the pillow even harder when his fingers pinched and twisted the big nipple gently. Arching my back into him, Dillon slipped his arm under my neck and took both breasts in his hands. Turning, my lips found his, and it felt like my heart exploded, as our kisses turned desperate.

The orgasm built in me slowly, and when it finally hit, it was so powerful I nearly lost consciousness. Poor Dillon had to stop his frantic thrusting, for I was much too sensitive to take even a second more. Hands trembling, I pushed him onto his back, happy to finish him off with my hands or mouth, only to have Momo slip her slender thighs to either side of his hips.

“Nghhnn!” The girl moaned, bending over Dillon and drawing his face to hers.

Reaching down, I gripped the boy’s cock and fit it into the girl's tiny slit. Running my hands over her smooth skin, I sat up, kissing my way down her back as her little hips met Dillon’s again and again.

Their fucking grew frantic as both neared their orgasms, and Momo drew me up to her as she sat on Dillon’s cock. My fingers playing with her tiny hard clit as we made out, and Dillon fucked her with wild motions.

“I’m cumming!” Dillon announced, and Momo broke off the kiss with me, gripping the boy's arms in strong little hands as she came with him.

“Give it to me! Oh god! I can feel it… so hot… hmmm.” Her soft pink lips quirking in a smile, she fell forward onto Dillon and kissed him soundly.

“That’s one hell of a way to wake up,” Dillon said as he pulled me down to his side, kissing me, and his hand cupping my ass and holding me close, “mhmm, thank you.”

“I agree,” Momo said, “we should wake up like this every day.”

“Deal,” I said, picking up my head and grinning at the girl.

“You know if we go on tour together, we can,” Momo gave me a light peck and then grinned down at Dillon, who she still lay on, “That is if our rock star here isn’t in bed with a dozen groupies.”

“What do you take me for?” Dillon laughed, “I couldn’t imagine any groupies being more beautiful or amazing than you, ladies.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” I said, leaning over and kissing the boy soundly.

Our kisses soon grew heated, and once again, the three of us were making love. This time it was Dillon and Momo who pressed me back, both paying close attention to my massive breasts before their tongues trailed their way down to my sex. Working as a team, they soon had me over the moon as I was attacked at both ends by wicked pleasure.

Dillon and I did the same to slender Momo. Her delicate little body was a wonderland to explore. She went off like a rocket after just a few minutes of eager licking, and Dillon got a happy mouthful of her girl cum.

Momo and I took our time sucking Dillon. Trading his big cock back and forth as we lay alongside him. Letting him play with our asses and bodies as we kissed and stroked his cock together. I loved kissing the girl. Her pale pink lips were so soft and sweet, it was even better than making out with Nancy. Nothing was better than making out with her while Dillon’s cock pressed between us, jets of his hot white jizz spraying across our lips as we kissed it off each other.

We could have lounged around in bed all morning enjoying one another's company and then happily spent the day naked playing music. We promised each other that soon we would find a day to do just that, but chores and responsibilities would only wait so long. Kissing one another goodbye, we promised to meet up that evening for dinner and to jam for a couple hours. Momo and I took our leave of Dillon as he headed out to do the farm chores.

“That was a rather interesting night,” Momo said when I pulled down the narrow curving driveway, “My parents are going to be mad when I drop out to join a band.”

“Oh no,” I said in concern, “surely you can work it out with your professors? I’m sure they’ll be reasonable and let you make up the credits somehow.”

“It’s not that,” Momo said, shaking her head, “I just don’t see the point anymore. The reason to get a degree is so my resume would get me into auditions. If we have a successful EP, I’d be able to get into any audition I ever wanted. Assuming I ever want to play in an orchestra after last night.”

“I still can’t believe it,” I said, turning down a side street and taking the long way home, “It was out of this world. You two really should find a keyboardist closer to your ages, I’m sure you-.”

“Aren’t you over this?” Momo asked, causing me to glance at her from the sharpness of her tone. “If you’re not in the band, then I’m not joining it, and I know Dillon would be pissed and sad. It’s an odd arrangement, but the sound just works… it really does. And you know how hot you’re going to look up on stage.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, and couldn’t help the faint blush that suffused my cheeks.

“Don’t even bring it up again,” the girl said, crossing her arms, “I want to know what we’re going to say to Heather.”

“Just leave Heather to me,” I said, happy to change the subject, and more than a little grateful, the young woman was so adamant. “I think my daughter’s going through a bit of a crisis at the moment. It could turn out terribly and make her even crueler than she used to be and bitter. But at some point, she needs to realize the world doesn’t revolve around her.”

“If you say so,” Momo said skeptically.

“Trust me,” I said with a firm nod, “I know my girl. Now, tell me about yourself. Where did you grow up?”

We chatted about our pasts for the next twenty minutes as I took a circuitous route back to my house. There were still a couple hours until church, and I wanted to spend some time getting to know the girl. It turned out we had more in common than we ever would have assumed; even our parent's jobs were similar. Both of us had shown an aptitude for music at an early age and were pushed into it by strict mothers. Our fathers were more practical and had instilled a conservative discipline that had helped immeasurably in school and life.

When we got back to my house, the girls were still asleep in Heather's room. I hopped in the shower and got changed and ready for church. Heather hadn’t been coming to service for years, and I was surprised when she joined me heading out to the car. She looked positively radiant in her pale blue dress and white stockings.

“Jen and I are going to take the week off school,” she said when I’d started up the car and was backing out of the driveway. “I’m still on track for graduation, but I’ll have to do some make up papers if I take too much time away.”

“Momo is going to drop out, I think,” I said, causing Heather to gasp.

“Really? That fast? Don’t you think this is all happening a little quickly, Mom?”

“What do you mean, honey?” I pretended to ignorance and had to suppress a grin at the consternation on Heather's face.

“I just mean… Mom, you and Momo didn’t come home last night,” she paused, waiting for me to say something, but I just gave her a bland smile. “Do you have anything to say?”

“Whatever do you mean?” I asked, “Heather, I don’t think I need to explain myself to you, and Momo certainly doesn’t either.”

“That’s all you’re going to say?!” Heather said, her tone rising. “Mom! What the fuck is happening with you and Dillon? He’s half your age! That’s fucking disgusting!”

The anger boiled up in me, hot and sudden. Pulling over to the side of the road, I shut off the car and turned in my seat and faced Heather. Raising one hand, I pointed the finger at her and bit off the words.

“I have tried, Heather. I have tried to put up with your attitude and rudeness, but I can’t anymore. I’m an adult, and what I decide to do and who I decide to love is my own business. If you can’t be happy for me and feel the need to judge, then keep your mouth shut where I can hear it. This is the happiest I’ve ever been in my life. I have a purpose, friends, and the love of the greatest man I’ve ever known. Do you think I would ever let something as silly and stupid as YOUR
 opinion ruin that for me?”

The girl sat silent and stunned in the face of my harangue. Drawing in a deep breath and pushing my hair back and in place, I pulled back onto the road and took a few deep breaths to calm myself.

“Sorry, Mom,” Heather said, her tone careful and humbled, “you’re right… that was rude of me.”

“Apology accepted,” I said and painted a smile on my face, “Now let's have a good morning at church. Pastor Elizabeth is going to have tea cakes afterward.”

“Oh, I love those!” Heather said, flashing me a fragile smile.

“I know you do,” I said, smiling back and showing her that all was forgiven.
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T
 he rest of the drive, I could see Heather’s mind working over all that I’d said. At several points during the service, she got a far off look on her face, and I knew she was working through some deep issues. Twice, the girl’s cheeks turned a scarlet red, and I knew she had imagined whatever wickedness I’d been up to, or perhaps her own dreams with Dillon.

The service was beautiful, and we spent a good twenty minutes afterward, visiting with friends. My mother would have been there, but she was visiting friends at a retirement community in Florida for a couple weeks. Many came up to say how much they’d missed Heather, with the husbands often far more enthusiastic than their wives.

My gorgeous daughter cut a terrible swath through the young men of our church community and many of the older as well. If I'm honest with myself, I’d have to admit that I draw nearly as many stares each Sunday as she did. Truth was, it was my mother, the matriarch of our clan, and a revered figure in the community who commanded the most devotion and regard. Hers was a timeless beauty that I’d always envied, and Heather reflected.

“Amanda, it’s so good to see you,” the pastor said, as she came up and gave me a warm embrace.

“Pastor Watkins,” I said with a warm smile, “You remember my daughter, Heather?”

“How could I forget,” Elizabeth Watkins said with a warm smile as she shook Heather's hand, “I’m so glad you could join us today, Heather. How did you like the service?”

“It was nice, pastor,” Heather said with a slight nod, “But I had a question, I was wondering if you might help me with something.”

“Of course, dear,” the pastor said, linking her arm in Heather and steering her towards the back of the church, “I’m always willing to offer counsel, what is it?”

“Well,” Heather shot me a sidelong glance, and I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach as I heard her go on, “I was wondering… if two women loved the same man and decided to share him… would that be a major sin?”

“Oh my,” Elizabeth said, pressing a hand to her chest and glancing back at me, she was a pretty woman, and the blush only made her more so, “Well… I can’t say I’ve ever been asked that before… but no, if the man and the women were all in agreement, then it wouldn’t necessarily be a sin… Although I don’t know many communities that would agree with me. Is this a problem at school? You know if you’re being pressured into anything, you can always come to your mother or me.”

“It’s nothing like that,” Heather said, “there’s just… someone special. Tell me, Pastor Watkins, have you ever thought about adding more music into the service?”

“I would love to,” Elizabeth said carefully, avoiding looking my way, “but we haven’t had anyone willing to play in front of the whole congregation in a couple years. Lord knows my voice is not what he would want rising in celebration of him.”

“Mom, couldn’t you and Dillon play at the service?”

“I’ve tried to get her to play,” Elizabeth said, glancing back at me with a sad smile.

“I’m sorry,” I said, shaking my head, already feeling the spike of anxiety at the thought of playing in front of so many people I knew.

“Mom,” Heather said, stepping away from Pastor Watkins and taking my hands in hers, “I know the thought terrifies you, but you need to get over the fear. Don’t you think with Dillon here that you might be able to?”

“I don’t know, honey,” I said, my stomach feeling queasy, but knowing she was right also, “but I’ll trust you… Jesus give me strength.”

“You’re serious!?” Pastor Watkins asked, “Because our 1pm service is the largest and if we could have a couple of songs for the kids… I just know it would make life a hundred times easier on their parents, not to mention lighten all of our hearts.”

“Oh, you have no idea,” Heather said. I saw gears turning in my daughter's head as she glanced over her shoulder at the pretty pastor, “Is it ok if I take a video of the service, Pastor? For social media?”

“Of course!” The woman said, her enthusiasm evident, “I can’t say there is a large following for rural church services, but how could it hurt? Oh, I’m so excited! I’ll get my girls to help bring the instruments out!”

Heather got on her phone and had everything arranged in moments. Everything felt like it was going too fast to me, like a whirlwind was happening around me as instruments were brought out, and the church rearranged slightly. Dillon, Momo, Jen, Nancy, and even Morgan, our A&R person, was there just as the practitioners began to arrive.

The sight of Heather in her pale blue dress was enough to set the congregation abuzz with the new face, but add Morgan, Jen, and Momo to the mix, it was a quiet and nervous group that shuffled into their pews. Eyes cut to the side as Elizabeth began her sermon, widening as they took in the group of ridiculously gorgeous women gathered around Dillon.

Elizabeth began her sermon on love, just as she had in the morning, but veered off it slightly to highlight the importance of supportive love. She preached that love and support were at its core, an act of faith, the faith we all put in one another to share in everyday experiences. As she spoke, I looked around the pews and took in the faces of my fellow townsfolk.

I felt a pang of loss as I looked around and searching for the origins of the feeling, discovered that I no longer felt at home here. My tethers had been cut. Now unmoored from the cookie-cutter life I’d lived the past twenty-odd years, I was staring ahead at a precipice that led out over a mysterious and terrifying future. But one I knew would have Dillon, Nancy, Momo, and the rest at my side.

That thought lent me comfort, and when Elizabeth glanced over, tension around her eyes as she looked to see how I was doing, I nodded back with a nervous smile. Three other times she’d goaded me out onto the stage, and each time I’d frozen with fright, unable to play. Having a chorus in front of me was the only way I’d been able to do it in the past. Now I sat just on the edge of the stage for all to see.

The flutterings of panic awoke in my breast when Elizabeth introduced us. My vision was narrowing, and the air sounded loud as it rushed in through my nose, then Dillon reached out and took my hand in his, and all grew quiet and still. His pale blue eyes held mine, and his smile grew, making a mirror of my own lips. Momo took my other hand, and all three of us shared a smile and a silent prayer, then Dillon was standing and drawing his guitar over one shoulder.

He was speaking, but the words didn’t register clearly, nor did I pay much attention to the parishioners as they leafed through their hymnals to the song. Flexing my fingers, a single voice whispering encouragement made it to my ears. I felt heartened, then Dillon’s fingers plucked the first note, and I was witness to two hundred faces shift from polite regard to surprise, and then awe.

Heather’s words still echoed in my mind: ‘I love you, mom! You’ll do great!’ and in truth, it was them more than anything else, that pushed back the stage fright and let me find the rhythm and music.

Dillon’s playing was as magical as ever, but his voice lifted in song, reached to the heavens themselves and shook the rafters. He started slow, building as the tempo rose. Before he was halfway through, the entire audience was on their feet, singing along and swaying in time with the music, hand raised aloft. Though dozens sang, Dillon's deep voice rang out clear and true over them all, without the aid of a microphone.

I was lost in the song as well and almost didn’t notice Heather as she moved around one side of the room, filming us with her phone and Jen on the other getting shots of the crowd. As the song came to a finish, I noticed, even Elizabeth was on her feet dancing and singing along, something I’d rarely ever seen from the customarily reserved woman. Dillon played the final notes, Momo’s gentle cymbals fading into the background as everyone caught their breath and settled back in their seats.

“Well… now that was… Praise be, that was just marvelous!” Pastor Watkin’s said as she stepped back up to the podium and its microphone. “Amanda, Dillon, Momo, let me say on behalf of the entire congregation how grateful we are for that performance. And it better not take another ten years before we get you up here, Amanda!”

“It won't!” I laughed and then ducked behind Dillon, blushing a fiery red as everyone laughed, and all eyes fell on us.

I could feel every pair of eyes shift to Dillon, and as Elizabeth finished her sermon, very few paid attention to her words. I happened to be paying attention and noticed the woman make several indecent slips of the tongue that went unnoticed. Her mind was obviously in the gutter, and from the blushed and intense looks she cast our way, it was clear what was on her mind. In fact, it was clear it was on the minds of several others in the hall, but surprisingly not all.

It was Nancy who pointed it out first, in a quiet whisper, but then I noticed it as well. The entire congregation was listening with rapt attention. Most looked spellbound by the music, with expressions of awe and joy, while a few had a much more powerful reaction. All around the room, perhaps a dozen women stared at Dillon with a passion and desire I knew all too well. Some were older, while many were younger, and nearly all of them, with a few notable exceptions, were single.

Dillon’s music seemed to have the most effect on those women who were most open and eager. As the song wore on, and it wasn’t even one of his own magical compositions, his hooks sank deeper and deeper into the women who’d come under his spell. With surprise, I saw that Elizabeth Watkins was one of the most affected.

Thankfully for her, all eyes were on Dillon, Momo and me playing and none but Nancy and I noticed to woman’s hands bunched in her skirt and pressed between her thighs. Nor the large hard nipples pressing against her soft white sweater. The woman was beautiful, in a severe mid-western farm-wife kind of way. Her blonde hair was thin and straight, her features long, but her mouth was wide and sensual, her lips thick and deep red.

As I was staring at her, Elizabeth happened to look over at me and our eyes locked. She saw that I’d read her expression and knew what secret thoughts swirled around in her head. The woman reacted in the opposite manner as I’d assumed she would. Instead of blushing and looking down in shame, she sat up, back straight and large breasts standing out, proud. As I tapped out the final notes of the song, Elizabeth stared at me, and I saw her flourish under the attention.

She was the opposite of myself, or perhaps being seen was part of her fetish. Either way, I was in awe of the pastor and had even more respect for her as she stood and offered a polite clap, the rest of the congregation leaping to their feet and cheering.

“God's grace!” Cried one man.

“A miracle!” Cried another.

“Dillon, I love you!” Yelled a woman.

The last shout came from the back of the crowd of well-dressed folks and drew a laugh. A laugh with an edge of fragility to it, as husbands glanced around at daughters and wives with a hint of fear. Even those who hadn’t been affected the most by the power of Dillon’s music were aware of its efficacy towards women on some level.

“Well, that was… that was truly remarkable, young man,” Elizabeth said as she stepped back up to the podium. “I, for one, feel blessed to have been witness,” her eyes cut to me for a split second, “and to be witnessed.” It was so fast I don’t think anyone noticed it. I felt a flush to my skin and read the woman’s meaning, my sex dripping at the possibilities it opened up, “Let that the grace was given to us and carry it throughout day and week and seek to aid those we come in contact with… amen.”
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T
 he congregation broke up, and a large crowd pressed up towards the stage. My lack of anxiety disappeared in a moment when two dozen people crowded in close. I was able to deal with them for a couple minutes, but when they showed no signs of leaving, the panic set in. It was the heat and press of them that got me. I had to escape when I saw Elizabeth head down the back hall, leaving Dillon, Momo, and Heather, for some reason, to deal with the congregation and their praise.

“Amanda, that was simply amazing,” Elizabeth said when I caught up to her, “Truly… wherever did you find such a remarkable young man?”

“It was exactly one week ago actually,” I said, joining her as she headed back to her small office to drop off the paperwork, “right here.”

“Really?” She said in surprise, “God's grace indeed, tell me about him, err I mean about meeting him.”

I suppressed an eager smile, not wanting to warn my prey of a trap closing on her. Baiting the hook, I told her all about finding Dillon playing the guitar and how I’d tracked him down. When I told her about his living situation, she gasped and covered her mouth, shaking her head in sadness.

“To think this was just in our backyard… for years and we knew nothing. I feel as though we’ve failed him somehow.”

“We’ve been given a chance to change things for him and maybe for much of the town if it’s done right,” I said, “we’ve been in contact with a major record label. Dillon’s going to be a rock star!”

Feeling shy, I kept my own involvement in the band to myself and as she dropped off her sermon in the office but told her all about the cascading events of the last week. When I told her about the concert the next Friday down in Austin, she grew breathlessly excited.

“He’s going to be on a stage? Live? Like Jagger or Sixx? Amanda, oh dear me… forgive my French, but how do you fucking stand it?!”

“Stand what?” I asked, trying to keep my expression mild.

“Don’t be coy with me,” she said, a sly smile growing on her lips, her eyes took in my dress, and her smile turned into a smirk, “Most of your Sunday dresses are neck to ankles… you can’t tell me you didn’t wear-.”

The door opened, and Elizabeth cut off abruptly when Dillon peeked his head in.

“Nancy said to check on you,” he said to me, “said we’ll be leaving in about twenty minutes.”

“Come in, Dillon,” I said warmly, suppressing a grin when I noticed Elizabeth smooth down her dress skirts and stand straighter, cheeks taking on a touch of color. “I was just telling Elizabeth here about how we met.”

“Yes,” the woman said, her pupils dilating wide as she stared at Dillon, “To think such genius was in our backyard this whole time… I must say how sorry I am that we couldn’t be there for you in your times of struggle.”

“Oh,” Dillon said, rubbing at the back of his neck and blushing under the woman’s obvious regard, “no, it’s me who should apologize. It was wrong for me to sneak in like that.”

“Nonsense,” Elizabeth said, “it makes no sense for the instruments to just sit there collecting dust as much as they do. If we could have a more robust music program, I would love it…” she blushed, her eyes falling to Dillon's crotch and widening when she saw the hardness pressed there, “Oh my…”

“If things work out,” Dillon said, his deep voice reaching down into the core of our womanly beings and sparking wild desires, “I’d love to donate to your church and help the music program.”

“That’s too generous,” said the pastor, her lips trembling and voice breathless, “you’ve already given us such a wonderful gift… I have no idea how we can repay you.”

“I have an idea,” I barely even recognized the words as they came out of my mouth.

There was such heat put into them. There could be no denying my meaning. It took only a glance for Dillon to see that not only was I serious, I was also powerfully turned on. Elizabeth trembled and looked from me to Dillon and swallowed hard, her lips twitching up into a fragile, hopeful smile.

“Surely you can’t mean,” the woman said. Her words were at odds with the look on her face, and her hands were clutching at her skirts.

“Dillon would never demand,” I said softly as I moved to the side of her office, “not even implore… but you felt his music, Lizzy… and you know what the boy needs… what you need.”

“But I can’t,” she said, bottom lips trembling, and nipples hardening even more so in contravention to her words, “and would you… watch?”

“Amanda will stay,” Dillon said.

It was my turn to shiver at the command in his voice, but my passion couldn’t hope to match Pastor Watkins, who reached up to clutch at one large breast and nod feverishly. Her eyes were locked on his as she sank to her knees before the desk and reached out to clutch at his pants, fingers hurriedly working free his belt and the buttons of his slacks.

The woman glanced at me, and I saw her face flush with shame, and oddly her thighs pressed tightly together.

“I know what you need, Dillon… and god help me all I want is to… please you,” her hands gripped the waistline of his pants as she pressed her massive firm tits to his thighs and implored him, “but please don’t make Amanda witness my shame… to have her watch as I debase myself so…”

“Tell him the truth Lizzy,” I said, and from the flush of real shame on her face, I saw I was right, “don’t hide behind lies here, not now.”

“Oh god… she’s right,” the woman said, as she pulled down Dillon’s pants and gasped at the sight of his mighty cock bursting forth,

Dillon knew when not to speak, and reaching down, he guided the back of the pastor's lovely head to his cock. She glanced at me, eyes wide and filled with shameful desire before parting her thick red lips and driving forward onto him.

I don’t know if it was Dillon or me who was more shocked. Elizabeth transformed in one instant from buttoned-down conservative woman to the wildest cock-sucking whore I’d ever seen. My first thought was to worry someone might hear her desperate moans of pleasure, or the wet slurping sounds as she coated his cock in dripping saliva. But quickly, those worries faded before witnessing the wonder of her skill.

Elizabeth took Dillon’s cock deep into her throat, nose pressing into his pubic bone, and then backed off until he was entirely out of her mouth. A strand of thick, slippery saliva coated his cock and stretched out to her tongue. She cast an almost apologetic look at me, but my intense stare caused her to get even more turned on, and she dove back onto Dillon’s dick. Both hands worked the shaft, her thumbs and fingers twisting right before her lips.

Dillon’s expression of shock at her eager cock-sucking faded into one of pure bliss. I saw his fingers grip the woman’s hair tightly and his balls tightening up in anticipation of a massive orgasm.

“Fuck her baby,” I breathed as I bunched up my skirts, one hand slipping into my panties and finding my pussy soaking wet, “Claim that pussy of hers.”

“Hmmm!” Elizabeth moaned, her lips writhing in an eager grin as she looked up at Dillon.

The boy grinned down at the pastor and ripped her head off his dick. Spinning her around, he bent her over the desk.

“Oh, yes!” She hissed and bit her bottom lip, face turned towards me and eyes finding mine as Dillon pulled up her skirts and dragged down her thick panties, “This is so wicked... but oh god! So... good… oh, you beautiful boy… fuck, momma gonna cum baby…. Mommas cumming on that big fucking dick!”

Dillon’s grin widened as Elizabeth's body shook in orgasm. From the sloppy sounds of his cock pistoling in and out of her, she was gushing even more juices out. The woman was like a rag doll as Dillon fucked her hard, and she reached out one weak hand towards me, and I stepped forward and took it, her fingers lacing in with mine as she drew it to her lips and kissed it.

“Thank you… oh heaven, thank you… never dreamed… Oh, Baby! NGHNNN!” Another orgasm hit her even more powerfully than the last, and I saw Dillon’s eyes widen. I bent down to Elizabeth, whispering in her ear.

“You’re going to make him cum.”

“Oh, god!” She cried.

“He’s going to fill you with all of his delicious seed, and you’re going to milk out every last drop.”

“Yes!” She cried, “Please… please give it to me, Dillon… oh heaven!”

“Take it,” the boy grunted, “You’re so tight… mmhmM!”

He gripped her hips with strong hands, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her wide ass as he drove up into her with one final powerful thrust and flooded her womb with his seed. After, the boy staggered back, and the scent of their mingled fluids drove me to my knees.

The taste of him was just as sweet as ever, and I felt wickedness as I tasted the pastor on him. In moments I had him cleaned up and my own orgasm ripping through my body as my fingers frigged my clit. I stopped before Dillon grew hard again, even though it took nearly all of my will power to do so. From the look on Elizabeth's face, she dearly wanted to join me, but time was running out.

“That was… dear lord, that was magical,” the woman laughed, her cheeks a deep shade of red as she situated her skirts.

“I hope we didn’t desecrate the church or something,” Dillon said with a crooked grin.

“Oh dear me no,” Elizabeth said with a wide smile as she stepped up to the boy and drew him into a warm hug and a deep kiss, “No, if anything, this place feels even closer to god now… this was…”

“It was love in physical form,” I said, gripping the woman’s hand after she separated from Dillon.

“You should come to the show on Friday.” Dillon said to the pastor, “We’re only playing for like ten minutes or something, but it should be really cool.”

“I would love to,” the woman said with a big grin, “Is it ok if I bring a friend? She’s going to… she really needs to hear your music.”

“Of course,” I said and saw the relief in the woman’s eyes when she saw the lack of jealousy in mine, “the more, the merrier.”
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W
 hen we stepped out of the office, the hallway outside was empty, and I breathed a sigh of relief and hoped it had stayed that way, and no one had overhead what happened. The girls and Nancy were putting the last of the things in the car when we walked out.

I made plans with Dillon and Momo to rehearse early in the morning before we headed over to the recording studio, and then we all hugged him goodbye. He had a lot of work to do around the farm to set things up for being away so much the next week, and I knew he was stressing out about getting it all done.

The whole time I felt Heather’s eyes on the pastor and me and could practically feel the hurt feelings emanating from her. Twice she opened her mouth to say something to Dillon or me, but both times closed it after a second, with a frown and a pensive look. The young man’s head was still spinning from the wild encounter in the pastor's office and barely gave my daughter a second glance, causing her frown to deepen.

As I drove home, Jen tried to cheer the girl up, but between Momo and me chatting in the front seat and Nancy playing Dillon’s music on her phone, the girl couldn’t escape him. My daughter isn’t a woman who’s ever had to struggle for anything in her life. Always the most beautiful girl in the room, charming and smart, she'd rarely known struggle.

Despite my best efforts, she’d grown up privileged and with an air of entitlement. The rudeness had worn away after her teen years, but she was still learning. Heather is many things, but a quitter is not one of them. Halfway back to the house, she had a new attitude and was conferring with Jen about clothing or outfits they planned to wear to the concert on Friday. From the sparkle in her eyes, I knew she had something planned that would make sure the young man couldn’t fail to notice her.

Nancy called Morgan and asked her to come over so we could plan for the week. By the time we got home, she was just pulling into the driveway. Heather and Jen hopped out of the car, and both couldn’t help but stare at the gorgeous woman. Heather’s frown turned into a grimace when I told them Morgan would be working closely with Dillon as the label’s A&R person.

“Oh my god, you’re absolutely gorgeous!” Morgan said when she hurried up the walkways, heels clicking as she stared at Heather, “Amanda, you never told me your girl was such a heart breaker!”

“Thanks,” Heather said, and I was happy to see her jealousy and envy fade once she got to know Morgan and learned how cool and down to earth she is.

I opened two bottles of wine, and Morgan and Nancy got to planning. Heather and Jen had gone up to the girl's room to edit the footage they’d taken at the church, and from the excited giggles that made their way down, they’d gotten some good stuff.

“I wanted to go over the schedule for this week,” Morgan said, pulling out her iPad and bringing up a calendar, “If you two get out your phones I can share this with you, so we’re all on the same page. It’s going to be important, Amanda, that you keep Dillon up to speed on all major items on the schedule. We wouldn’t want him showing up and not being prepared or getting blindsided by something he doesn’t want to do. That’s the most important thing, that we keep Dillon happy and ensure this is a rewarding and positive experience.”

“I’ve started working on a rider,” Nancy said, calling up a document on her phone, “just a simple list of things we would want to be provided for the band at shows.”

“Perfect,” Morgan said, “Now, let's go over our goals for the recording studio tomorrow. I’ve talked with the odious man who runs the place, and he’s agreed to let us have full run of the facility as long as he’s noted as a contributing producer on the album or EP.”

“We can live with that,” Nancy said, “but I want to make sure he doesn’t get residuals.”

“Good idea,” Morgan said, making a note.

“I’ve been thinking about how to help Dillon’s farm while he’s away,” I said and dragged my laptop over and called up a local service. “I know the owners of the nursery in town and their daughters would be perfect for running Dillon’s farm while he’s gone. Both are really into organic farming and have been pestering their parents to buy them a plot of land. If Dillon’s willing to let them sell what they grow, and I’m sure he will be, they would jump at the chance.”

“That’s a big relief,” Morgan said with a smile. “To be honest, the mystique of a farm boy with a guitar is how we’re going to market him, but I had no idea how he was going to juggle everything. Are the girls cute?”

“Very,” I said with a crooked grin, my eyes sparkling with amusement to match Morgan’s.

“We really are a couple of wicked women aren’t we,” Nancy said with a rueful shake of her head.

“Everything we do is for Dillon,” Morgan said firmly, “We have to keep that at the front of our minds. It’s too easy to let the chaos and madness of fame and fortune steer an artist the wrong way. Dillon is far too precious an artist, and his art is far too important for us to let that happen.”

“Agreed,” I said at the same time Nancy nodded in agreement.

“Good,” Morgan said, pulling up another document on her iPad, “Now let's go over the initial schedule. Adeline’s assistant Carmen has given me a few dates for shows and festivals she can get us into. She doesn’t want to schedule anything definite until we have music recorded and uploaded.”

“I’m getting on that tomorrow,” I said, nodding.

“Excellent,” Morgan said, “There are a few more important details we want to lock down if we can: band name, style for wardrobe, things like that.”

“I can get started on most of them,” Nancy said, “but Dillon really should come up with the name himself, or the three of you together, Amanda.”

“I agree-.” I began but was cut off by a shout from the top of the stairs.

“Mom, come up here! You guys have to check this out!”

The three of us hurried upstairs into my daughter's room. The walls were still covered in collages of her high-school photos. Pictures of her and her large groups of friends at a football game with their faces painted or floating on the lake. Morgan, Nancy, and I squeezed around Heather’s small computer desk, where Jen sat before her laptop.

“Ready?” Jen asked, glancing around before hitting the play button.

The first shot was of Dillon, pulling back to slowly reveal the rest of the band just as he began to sing. I felt a hot flush of embarrassment for a moment when I came on screen but was transported a moment later by the scenes playing before me.

The camera never cut, and stayed focused on Dillon, and that was perfect. The young man’s charisma on camera was palpable, and I found my breathing heavy and skin flush before the song was over. Even the Christian song he sang filled my mind with images of his dominant form, taking me over and over again.

Glancing around the small group of women, I could see each of them was having similar thoughts. Nancy and Morgan had twin knowing grins on their lips, and I realized I wore the same. While Jen and Heather were both trembling with desire and fighting hard to mask that fact from us, older women.

“This is… wow, Heather… did you film this?” Morgan asked as the video came to an end.

“Yea,” my daughter said with a shake of her head. “We were going to cut together what we both filmed, but when we watched this…”

“Did you use a filter?” Nancy asked as she backed up to a still image of Dillon standing there, a flare of light covering a part of his face, “This is the thumbnail… god damn, look at him, mmmhmm!”

“No filter,” Heather said, and from the strain on her face, as she stared at the screen, I knew the girl was unfamiliar with her current emotions. “I just found a good angle and tried to keep the lighting right. I’m planning on uploading it to his insta feed tonight with a series of hashtags to get it to pop.”

“You won’t need many,” Morgan said, nodding, “loop me in on that post. I’ll have our social media people get on the promotion.”

“Perfect,” Heather said, and I caught a flash of envy in her face when she took in the former model’s slender body once more.

“Why don’t you three work together on a plan,” I said, indicating Morgan and the girls, “while Nancy and I finish scheduling the next couple days. It will give you a chance to get to know one another.”

“Perfect,” Morgan said, her grin widening as she took in Heather and Jen.

The two co-eds were intimidated by the older professional. It only took a few minutes for that intimidation to fade as they got to talking about different influencers and their strategies. Nancy and I left them to it, making sure that Dillon’s music played all night long on a loop for all to hear.

Morgan was an incorrigible flirt and soon had both girls doubled over in laughter and blushing as she, in turn, teased and complimented them. Nancy and I left them there after Heather brought up outfits for Momo and me, Morgan eagerly joining in and asking my daughter to model what she had in mind.

We worked on the dining room table, and if I'm being completely honest, I loved every moment of it. There is something about doing work that your passionate about that doesn’t make it feel like work. Everything tied in with Dillon’s music was a treat to handle. Even though I grew more and more nervous the closer we got to the concert, I was also becoming more and more excited to see what new songs Dillon could come up with.

“It got rather quiet up there,” Nancy said after we’d been going for a solid two hours, “I thought Morgan would be down by now. Think we should go check on the kids?”

“Yea,” I said, frowning, then a low thump caused me to tilt my head and a sly grin to form on my lips, “But let's go quietly. Just in case… I don’t want to disturb anything.”

Nancy frowned at me, and then realization dawned, and she grinned in eager excitement and hurried after me up the stairs. We left our shoes at the bottom so as not to make any noise and crept up. Halfway up, there could be no mistaking the low moan of pleasure that made it to our ears. I glanced back, and Nancy grinned up at me and shooed me forward.

Hesitantly I edged down the hallway, needing to see what was happening and also feeling shameful. Nancy clutched my arm as we moved into the deeper shadows, and my daughter's room opened up. The scene was exactly what I’d hoped and feared to find.












Chapter 40











H
 eather lay on her back, knees bent and spread, one hand cupping a massive firm breast and pulling at the nipple, head arched back, and beautiful face contorted in pleasure as she panted softly. Between her legs, Morgan’s tongue lapped. The willowy model was naked as well, her ass up in the air, knees on the edge of the bed as she ate Heather out.

Jen was naked too, and the girl had perky firm little breasts and the most adorable little pussy I’d ever seen. There was cum smeared across her chin, evidence that she’d been feasting on Morgan’s slender pussy, but now she held her phone. Moving around the bed, the girl filmed the pair.

My daughter was more than comfortable with her friend filming and actively cheated to the camera. Not playing anything up, but making sure Jen got the best shots of her massive breasts and beautiful face, the smaller co-ed moved up onto the bed, shooting down my daughter's body and zooming in on Morgan as she ate the younger woman out.

Heather reached over and pulled Jen’s ass over her face, tongue reaching out to make contact with the tiny blonde’s bald pussy. Moaning quietly, she turned the phone to film Heather eating her out and reached down to play with the girl's big breasts.

Nancy slipped a hand up and cupped my own breast. I whimpered, clamping my lips together to silence myself before alerting the women in coitus. Gripping her hand, I pulled my best friend down the hall and dragged her into my room. There we fell onto the bed, our grins of wicked delight only broken by passionate kisses and shuddering moans of pleasure.

No words were shared nor needed as we made love to one another. Taking our time, we stripped each other of our clothes. I loved removing the woman’s designer fabrics, sliding them down her smooth skin, and revealing it to my eager lips and searching fingers. We’d been together several times now but had never taken the time to truly learn what pleased the other. I found that Nancy liked it a little rough, enjoyed having her throat gripped as she was pushed over the edge. I came with a gush when she slid two fingers across my g-spot and suckled on my clit.

It was two hours later when Morgan came to say she’d ordered a car to take her back to the hotel. Nancy and I wouldn’t hear of it and pulled her into bed with us. We ate ice cream straight out of the tub in bed and talked and made love late into the night.

I passed Heather in the hallway, only wearing my robe and hadn’t bothered to belt it. She blushed, and her eyes widened when she saw my nakedness, but I was beyond caring by that point and felt beautiful and free. Late in the night, when I went to get a glass of water, I passed her room, and the door was open. She lay on the bed in the nude, something she’d never done before, and I smiled to see she was beginning to relax a little.

Feeling like a wicked mother, I ran down the hall and grabbed my phone and snapped a photo of Heather’s perfect pale ass and the twin dimples above it. I sent the photo to Dillon with the caption: Heather…


Pleased with the surprise I’d left my handsome rock star, I slipped back into bed and drifted off to peaceful sleep. The next morning, I was up with the dawn and on the road for a short jog. When I got back, Heather and Jen were heading out to their workout, the girls offering me blushing ‘good morning’s’ as they edged around me in the doorway. Heather and I caught one another's eyes, and I saw the trepidation fade, as she read my expression.

The two were laughing about something as they started down the road, their ponytails bouncing with each step. Mr. Daws, the neighbor on the corner, nearly fell on his face when he noticed the girls. The poor man was unable to tear his gaze away from their slender bodies clad in tight yoga pants and sports bra.

After a quick shower, I threw on my favorite concert shirt and a pair of shorts and met Momo downstairs. The girl was all dolled up like always, in a short white dress. The garment was tight around the middle and flared above the knees with a touch of lace on the shoulders and hem. She looked like an innocent little doll with her hair parted down the middle and her adorable features.

“Ready to rehearse?” She asked, practically bouncing on the balls of her feet.

“I hope so!” I said, and with a final goodbye to Nancy and Morgan, who lounged in the kitchen drinking coffee, we headed out.

The two would meet us at the studio later, along with Jen and Heather. As much as I wanted to sit with Nancy and learn everything I could about Morgan’s evening, nothing would keep me from Dillon, and the chance to play with him again. I was distracted as I drove across town, but thankfully the streets were empty on an early Monday morning.

Dillon was already up and outside, finishing up his chores when we pulled up. When he stood and offered us one of his bright, boyish smiles, I felt my heart flutter. It was on light feet that I ran over and threw my arms around his neck, kissing him soundly. Momo was a step behind me, and the young man staggered when she hit us like a tiny linebacker and wormed her way in between. Her head pushing up between my massive breasts, and her lips finding Dillon’s.

We were laughing and staggering as we headed into the barn.

“I have a new song I want to try out,” Dillon said, hurrying over to sling his guitar over his shoulder, “Let me play if for you both, then we can try it.”

Momo and I glanced at one another with eager grins as we sat behind our instruments. Dillon stretched his neck real quick, popping it side to side and settled in to play. Before he could even play a note, it was all I could do not to crawl over and rip his jeans off him. Something about seeing the young guitar player standing there with that cocky swagger always drove me crazy.

The thought was gone from my mind the moment he started playing the song. I almost fell backward as the first frenetic cords rang out. This was nothing like the music he’d played before. Closer to heavy metal or maybe a techno dance beat; it moved, and in seconds both Momo and I were bobbing out heads, the girl tapping out a beat in sync with him. Her genius was on display as she joined in perfectly, adding just the right touches, like the trained jazz musician she was.

The fabric of the song was alive in my head as Dillon played, and I saw where he’d made room for my keyboard. I didn’t have Momo’s confidence or skill and didn’t dare to jump in on the first play through, besides I was too spellbound by his deep voice once it rang out through the rafters.


“The weekend’s here, we’ll have some fun;



Saturday comes, and we’re on the run;



Through darkened Dreeeams!



Your touch drives Meeeee!



Over the moon and under the sun…”





His other songs
 had been of young love or the rolling hills of Oklahoma and nature. This was a song of passion and desire. He sang of a wild weekend of love, meeting, and parting but never regret. It was such a powerful song and delivered with such driving, forceful tempo that I was left pulse-pounding and breathless by the time he finished.

Leaping to my feet with Momo, we crashed into Dillon all congratulations and exuberance. Neither of us able to put into words, even though we tried over and over again as we plucked the boy's clothes off him, how powerful and moving the song had been. Unable to wait a moment more, I took Dillon within me, shorts tossed aside, and his hands under my soft concert shirt.

With fast and powerful thrusts, he drove up into me, my cries joining his fading lyrics in the rafters as the orgasm crashed through me. My mind filled with wonder that the creator of such powerful and moving music was within me, his face filled with pleasure that I’d given him as my pussy clamped down around him.

Momo was not to be denied, and once my lust had been sated, she wiggled her tiny ass to the dazed young man, and with a whimper of sadness as I felt him exit me, I sat up and nodded to him. Dillon grinned as I knelt behind Momo.

He reached up to remove his guitar, which had been lying beside him when I’d pressed him down so quickly, but I stopped him. Biting my bottom lip, I moved up behind the handsome young man and, reaching down, slid my hand along the slick hardness of his cock and lifted it into Momo’s tiny pussy.

“Oh Dillon,” The girl moaned, back arching like a cat, and her firm little cheeks bouncing as he drove into her.

“Play for us,” I whispered in his ear, guiding his hands to the guitar as I knelt behind him.

My hips guided his slowly as I reached around him, pressing my body against his back and gripping Momo’s slender waist as if I was him. Gripping the girl's hip’s, I guided her into Dillon.

“Fuck that’s hot,” Dillon said with a grin, turning to give me a quick kiss and gasping when Momo’s tiny ass pushed back into him hard, “You’re soo… mhmm.”

I gripped his head, kissing him soundly as Momo took her pleasure from his steely hard cock. All the while, Dillon strummed his guitar, not playing anything in particular but letting the music find its own voice through the distraction of his pleasure.

Momo’s cute cries of pleasure caused Dillon and I to take note, grinning at one another when he found some trick or sound that he’d never played before. Long minutes this went on, the small girl orgasming several times until she was a slobbering mess, and Dillon forced to take over and flood her depths with his first orgasm of the day.

Once the edge of our lust had been slacked, we were much more relaxed and comfortable for the rest of the rehearsal. Dillon managed to employ several of the new sounds and notes he’d discovered into a couple new songs.

We felt great about our progress as we packed up the back of my car around noon. We had seven solid songs, and two that we felt were exceptional and possible hits. As we packed, I told Dillon about what I was thinking about for the farm, but he wasn’t so sure about it.

“I’ll need to work with them for at least a few days to make sure they can handle things,” he said after I’d reassured him as much as I could. “If they can, I have no problem with them selling anything they plant and grow themselves. So long as the property and animals are maintained.”

“I’m glad you’re at least open to the idea,” I said, “and if it doesn’t work out, we’ll figure something else.”

“Amanda,” Dillon said, looking around quickly to make sure we were alone, “about that picture you sent-.”

“Did it make you uncomfortable?” I asked, worried. “I’m sorry, I just… it was stupid of me, Heather would probably kill me if she found out.”

“That’s just it,” he said, and I saw he was genuinely upset, “Heather doesn’t like me at all. You see how she glares at me. I mean, she’s only really taken an interest in me once the record label got involved.”

“Oh, honey!” I said, drawing him into a hug, “That’s not true at all. I know she can be a little difficult at times, but I can tell she has feelings for you. You just have some patience, she might be a bit awkward, but she’ll come around.”

“I don’t know about that,” Dillon said, and I could tell my words had done little to assuage his worries.












Chapter 41











“A
 manda, Dillon, you have to see this!” Momo called, running up with her phone out, “I went to go make a post and link to the video Heather and Jen uploaded last night. I figured I could help drive some traffic to it but look at how much it’s blown up already!”

We hunched over and peered at the numbers, and I had to do a double-take. There were over 900,000 likes on the post and thousands of comments.

“What the fuck?” Dillon said and pulled out the new phone Nancy bought for him. We could all see the screen full of notifications about likes and people following him, “Jesus, I have a hundred thousand followers… what the fuck?!”

“Dude…” Momo said and showed us a YouTube clip of the video that someone had uploaded that already had over a million views, “They’re already pirating your music… this is insane.”

“That’s not right!” I said, feeling offended.

“No, it’s good,” Momo said, making her post to insta, a cute photo of her and I in the maid's outfits and commenting that she was in a new band and to go check it out on the front man’s feed. “This is going to help it go viral and get the word out. Once people start to hear your music Dillon, it's going to spread like wildfire.”

“It’s started then,” Dillon said with a nervous and excited smile as he looked at us, “Just promise me one thing, that no matter what happens, we won’t forget how much fun we had just playing in my barn.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said, drawing him into a warm embrace along with Momo, “I could never forget how magical it’s been.”

Time was pressing, so we hurried across town once the car was loaded. One positive outcome of worrying about my daughter and Dillon’s friendship or budding relationship, it left no room to worry about my stage fright and the upcoming recording session. I pulled into the back parking lot of the mall and found Nancy’s car and parked near it. Dillon carried Momo’s heavy drums and his guitar while she helped me with the keyboard.

Matt was there to open the door for us. The tall awkward man with his long greasy ponytail was all excitement and enthusiasm to get Dillon set up. When he learned Momo and I would be playing with the young man, he got an even more exciting look on his face.

“Dude, you’ve got a sexy MILF and a wicked cute Japanese princess in your band… every dude in the world is going to be envious of you!”

“Be respectful,” Dillon said with a slight frown, and I was surprised at how much that small act affected the older man.

“Of course! My apologies, ma’am, and young miss. You’ll have to forgive me. I don’t get to speak with beautiful women too often. Not unless they’re sitting around the Dungeons and Dragons table at least. A crazy amount of beautiful young women are getting into tabletop games, isn’t the world a strange place, why I remember when I was young…”

The man talked nonstop as he led us through the back of the mall and up to his studio. What had at first seemed like rudeness or a lack of social skills, turned out to be anxiety and nervousness on the part of Matt. I saw why, the moment we entered the studio.

The man opened the door and paused, eyes widening and a silly grin forming on his lips at whatever it was he saw within. With a start at realizing we were standing behind him waiting to enter as well as if he’d forgotten we were there, he finally stepped in.

“The bands here,” Matt announced, and I heard Nancy and several others exclaim in enthusiasm, but his eyes were locked on one person, in particular, my daughter.

The studio is a rather ample space for musicians and singers, with a separate closet, set aside for singers to record apart from the musicians. There is also a small engineering room with a large panel covered in nobs, switches, and dials. In the engineering room are a couple of couches and comfortable chairs that looked to have been picked up from a thrift store. Sitting on the armrest of one such couch and capturing the attention of not only Matt but Dillon as well when he stepped in, was Heather.

Where Matt couldn’t look away from the girl, Dillon blushed a furious shade of red. He looked down, oddly unable to meet the girl's eyes or stare directly at her as if she were the sun itself. Heather noticed Dillon avoiding her eyes and refusing to look at her incredible body.

Even I found it hard to look away. Heather and Jen had obviously taken special care in dressing for the afternoon. Both wore tiny white sorority shirts with the Greek letters on the front. The shirts low cut and stopped just beneath the girl's breasts, showing off a vast expanse of pale cleavage and smooth stomachs. Below the minuscule sorority shirts were tiny jean shorts, closer to daisy-dukes than actual shorts, and white tennis shoes.

The pair of them looked like sisters with their hair teased up in the same style. Jen’s hair was a paler blonde, she was a few inches shorter and smaller in the bust. The girl was gorgeous and would have dried the mouths of any man who happened to glance at her, but beside Heather, she was a pale reflection of my daughter's glorious beauty.

The two co-eds were stunning and even more so in their matching outfits, but Nancy and Morgan were both dressed to the nines as well. Morgan was wearing a grey pinstripe skirt suit with the skirt ending at mid-thigh, showing off her long slender legs to perfection. Nancy wore a cream color suit as well, but it was all soft cashmere and linen that clung to her every slender curve.

“Dillon, have you seen how good the posts are doing?” Jen asked when we’d entered the room.

“It’s insane!” Momo said, “You both look amazing! I wish I’d had my socials outfit with me too!”

“Amanda,” Morgan said, stepping over to me with her iPad. “We’re already getting requests for media events such as local radio shows and some smaller music podcasts. Do you think you and Nancy can work on fielding these? Sort through them and see which is a good opportunity or not, you’d both know the local media markets better than I would.”

“I can do that,” Nancy said, “In fact, my husband donated whatever it’s called… you know the things that boost radio towers signals… anyway, he donated one of them to the station, and they owe me a favor.”

“Perfect,” Morgan said with a grateful smile, then she turned to Dillon, who was helping Matt move the equipment into the studio and set it up. “Dillon, I spoke with Adeline Atkinson this morning, and she wanted to tell you to break a leg today, that she and the whole team at Global Music Group are rooting for you all.”

“Tell her thanks,” Dillon said with a warm smile, “I really appreciate it. You’ve all been so lovely to me. I really can’t say how much I appreciate everything.”

“Well,” Morgan said, with a faint blush in her cheeks, “Just play your heart out in there, and we’ll make sure the world hears every beat.”

“Don’t I have to sign something?” Dillon asked, “I haven’t signed a contract with you guys, yet-.”

“That has all been arranged,” Nancy said quickly, cutting him off, glancing at Matt with a small frown, the man held up his hands quickly and made a motion with two fingers before his lips as if he were zipping them shut. Nancy gave him a firm nod and went on, “This will stay between us, but Adeline and Morgan understand that an artist can become attached to their art. So, they have agreed to a special deal that I proposed.”

“One we’ve never agreed to with any other artist, you understand,” Morgan said, stressing the words. “Intellectual Property and licensing of songs are how GMG makes the bulk of its profits, but we’re entering a new age of media.”

“Exactly,” Nancy said, nodding, “That’s why I proposed this new deal. You, and your band members, will hold the exclusive rights to the masters of all of your songs. That means you can set the prices for licensing or the sales of your albums of EP’s.”

“What's in it for GMG?” Dillon asked with a small frown.

“Good question,” Morgan said with an excited grin. “Under the terms Nancy negotiated with Adeline, GMG will retain a small % of every song sold through our sales and marketing team, but more importantly, we retain exclusive rights to any video/audio recordings of your live performances.”

“I don’t get it,” Momo said, crossing her arms, “aren’t you throwing away, like all the money?”

“No,” Heather said, cutting in and shaking her head, from the sly smile on her lips, she saw the whole better than any of us but Nancy and Morgan, “They aren’t trying to be a recording label with Dillon… they’re trying to be a full-on media company. You’re going to sell concert footage… studio footage… are you going to make it a TV show or something?”

“A new channel!” Morgan said her grin infection, “We aren’t sure yet where we’ll stream it, but we already have offers, and they haven’t even seen the content, just the business model. Nancy, it was your idea, want to explain it?”

“Sure,” Nancy had a familiar self-satisfied air about her as all attention fell on the beautiful brunette. I suppressed a grin as my friend preened, knowing how much she was relishing the moment. “Streaming services are hungry for content, and the audience is always craving both something new and something old, so let's give it to them. MTV used to be all music videos, but over time it shifted to more programmed content. Why? Because videos are good, but people crave more. That raw backstage footage you rarely get, or the sound and feel of the crowd. With new technologies today like VR and immersive 3D, we can give people a simulated concert experience. Even groups of friends can enter the space together.”

“So that’s the idea,” Morgan said, “There are still details to be worked out, but we think it could be a winning model going forward in this new media space. GMG would produce and record your concerts, eventually offering a live experience to fans around the world. Imagine living in Brazil and seeing a concert in Tokyo. Or streaming a whole concert live on Netflix… This is going to be the future, and we’re perfectly positioned to capitalize on it.”

“It’s brilliant,” Heather said, nodding, arms crossed beneath her massive firm breasts, “Dill, it’s a good deal.”

I didn’t fail to notice that her concern was for Dillon, even though I would be part of the deal as well. The young man regarded Heather for a long moment, considering her words, or perhaps his eyes were just tracing the lines of her face. Finally, he broke the content and turned to me, his frown questioning, and I shrugged.

“It’s up to you, but I trust Morgan and Nancy with my life,” turning to the small Asian girl, I raised an eyebrow.

“I don’t care,” Momo said with a shake of her head, “I just want to jam.”

“Same,” Dillon said, nodding, “Nancy, you’re the agent. Doesn’t make any sense to second guess you when I honestly have no idea what you’re even talking about. If you say it’s a good deal, then I’ll sign it.”

“It is,” She said, nodding, and I saw the tightness around her eyes and set of her shoulders and knew she felt the weight of the decision.

“Fuck man,” Matt said from where he stood with his back to the wall, “this is some crazy shit. You’re about to go off, man… can’t you feel it? It’s like fucking groovy, man.”

“Ready?” Dillon asked Momo and me.

The girl nodded eagerly, but I felt my stomach do a massive flip flop, and I nearly ran back out the door, to my car. Instead, I followed the two into the small recording studio. Dillon turned when we were all in, closing the door and cutting off all sound but our breathing. Mine was coming sharp and fast, and Dillon looked down at me in concern.

Those pale blue eyes filled my vision, and I felt my heartbeat slow, and my shoulders relax. He pulled me into a firm embrace, and I reached out, drawing tiny Momo into the hug. The warmth I felt from the two filled me with comfort and pushed back my anxiety and nerves. Drawing in one final breath, inhaling the musky aroma of Dillon, I felt a thrill shoot down to my sex, and it was with heat in my cheeks that I sat on the stool behind my keyboard.

Flexing my fingers, I flicked on the power and looked up to find Dillon and Momo in the same places they’d stood in the barn. The familiar sight further relaxed me, and it was with an eager grin, we launched into our first song. Dillon’s guitar sounded perfect in the recording studio. Once Momo’s drums kicked in, I was utterly lost in the music. My fingers dancing along the keys as if the spirit of the song itself guided them, the notes falling into place perfectly.


“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”



“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”



“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”



“Hunting for love in my new golden dream.”


The music just flowed out of us, and without a break, Dillon launched us right into the second song. We played for twenty solid minutes, jamming out seven songs without a single error, and it felt like I was swimming through the seas of heaven.

It would be impossible for me to describe the sheer artistic joy that permeated that studio space. It was a tangible thing to the three of us in there, something magical that we could no more ignore than we could the floor beneath our feet. After, Nancy and Morgan both commented that it had felt special, but neither had felt what Dillon, Momo, and I did. Heather felt it, I was sure. For when we stepped out of the recording booth to take a break after that first half-hour, I caught a flash of intense jealousy on her face when she looked at Momo, but it faded in an instant, replaced by the same awe the three of us felt. My daughter came over and folded me in her arms, hugging me close and whispering in my ear.

“Momma, I never knew you were so good… I’m so sorry… That was amazing, I love you so much, and I’m so proud of you!”

Her words brought tears to my eyes, and soon I was sobbing into her shoulder, and behind me, I could hear Momo crying into someone else's. The floodgates were opened, and emotions poured forth from us. It was the opposite reaction from what I’d expected. Something about the magical musical experience we’d both had, unlocked powerful emotions within us that came flooding out.

Ten minutes later, I was sitting on the couch with Heather sipping a small paper cup of cold water as she stroked my hair and held my hand. Finally, back to myself, I was ready to head back into the studio with Momo and an enthusiastic Dillon. The next session lasted 45 minutes before Momo and I were overcome with emotions and had to take a break to laugh, cry, and hold one another.

This process played itself out all afternoon and into the late evening as we recorded song after song. Dillon made up songs on the spot, coaching Momo and me throughout parts. The girl required very little instruction, her talent, and education, making it easier for her to join in with him, but over time I grew efficacious at it as well. The band was really coming together in that studio. As Momo and I became used to being the conduit to such breathtaking sounds, our jam sessions lasted longer and longer.

Our audience never grew tired of listening to us play, much to my surprise. Morgan, Heather, Nancy, and Jen had forced Matt out after that first thirty-minute session. Saying he’d stayed longer than the agreed-upon time and had gotten more than he asked for. Morgan sat at the mixing table, adjusting pitch and controls. At the same time, Jen made sure everything recorded properly. Nancy and Heather spent long hours in conversation when they weren’t spellbound by the music we were creating.

By the time we finished for the evening, I was exhausted. So tired that I didn’t want to drive myself home and had Heather take the wheel. The girl and her friend were in a frenzy, although they tried to hide it from me. Both had been unable to meet Dillon’s eyes after hearing hours of him playing, and there were noticeable wet spots at the crotches of their short shorts that Nancy and I pretended not to see.

We practically flew home, Heather driving a touch faster than I was comfortable with. When we got home, she and Jen threw themselves in her room, locking Momo out, and from the whimpers of pleasure, both were engaged in something wicked together. Dillon's music started up, and Momo and I could no longer hear the bed hinges squeaking.

The slender Japanese girl crawled into bed with me, and we held one another, too tired to even attempt to assuage our own lust. Our smiles of bliss couldn’t match the joy and love in our hearts. I thought playing in that studio would be the most fabulous time of my life, but I had yet to experience the wonder and terror of a live performance. In four days, I would get to discover just how great or terrible we were.
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I
 woke in a different world than the one I’d fallen asleep in. It took an hour or so for me to realize it, doing twenty minutes of yoga, then hopping in the shower as Momo woke slowly. It wasn’t until I unplugged my phone from the charger that I saw the screen full of messages and notifications.

Scrolling through, I saw messages from friends I hadn’t spoken to in years. At first, I didn’t know what was going on, and then I began to read them, and everything started to become apparent. All of the messages were about the video on YouTube and Instagram. Most were congratulatory, but several were quite direct and adamant that they meet up so I could tell them more about the handsome young singer and guitar player.

The clearest example of that was my mother, the queen of polite society who’d only recently learned what text messaging was and had refused to use it. After three missed calls after midnight, she had started sending me messages.


00:17 Mom:
 Linda at the club told me about the video Heather posted of you and two kids playing music. Call me!


00:34 Mom:
 Who is the young man? He reminds me of a young Paul Newman! Hot!


00:57 Mom:
 Call me. I listened to the song… Oh, Amanda… I had no idea you were so talented! I must meet that young man! CALL ME


01:04 Mom:
 CALL ME. AMANDA?!


02:11 Mom:
 I can’t stop listening to it… it’s a miracle. I love you.

Shaking Momo’s foot, I woke the girl and couldn’t help but grin at her wild mane of jet black hair and the glower she directed at me for waking her so early.

“You might want to get up,” I motioned down at my phone, “Everyone seems to know about the video Heather and Jen posted.”

“Meh,” the tiny Japanese girl said as she rolled into the comforter and burrowed deeper in, “It always happens that way. Boom, you’re viral. Just don’t make any new friends or let any old ones back into your life….” She yawned loudly, and twisted in the blankets, stretching, “... and you’ll be fine. Better check on Dillon though,” she yawned again and rolled over, “He’s probably going to freak out when every girl he went to school with slides into his DM’s asking to bone.”

“Oh dear,” I said with a frown of worry, “Do you think that would happen?” The moment the words were out of my mouth, I knew they were madness, “Of course it will. What am I thinking?! I need to talk to Nancy.”

“Hnmg hmmm nghhmmmm,” Momo mumbled something, but soon snores drowned out the words if they ever had been, and I threw on some yoga pants and a shirt and ran downstairs.

Heather and Jen were still asleep, but I found Morgan in the living room reading the news on her iPad. She glanced over when I ran down, frantic and came over to see what had me in such a tizzy. When I told her, she reassured me there was less to worry about than I feared.

“All of that is going to happen, but Dillon’s a good kid, he’ll see the charlatans and the grifters, and when he doesn’t, he’ll have you and Nancy to warn him. As for the little minxes that want to crawl into his bed… that’s what our other plan is for. We just have to make sure our star has everything he could ever want, and why would he ever need to stray with some wild chicken-head?”

“I hope you’re right,” I said, “I worry about him. He’s such a sweet and gentle boy, the last thing I would want is for anything to ruin that.”

There was a creak on the stairs, and I looked over my shoulder in time to see a lock of golden hair swing down the hall. I knew my daughter well enough to know the place she used to always sneak off to when she would stay up past her bedtime and eavesdrop on the adults talking.

“In the beginning, I worried about the sin and excess of it,” I said, “But the more I’ve come to know him and each of you, the more beautiful it feels.”

“I agree,” Morgan said. “When I got into this business, it was because I loved musicians, bands, and live shows more than anything. But it’s a dark business sometimes, and there were things I was never willing to do…” her dark expression broke into a grin, and she blushed when glancing up at me, “Well, that is before I met you and Dillon. Now… all the things the girls who taught me this business said are starting to make sense… You ever hear of Duzilla and her Girls?”

“No,” I said with a frown, “were they a band?”

“You could say that,” Morgan said with a little chuckle, “they were a band alright but not of musicians. They were… groupies? You could call them that I guess, but it wasn’t the musicians they were obsessed with, but the music itself. You see, Duzilla is a legend in the industry, but also a secret. She and her girls gave birth to a golden age of music. They inspired some of the best art of two generations and might have carried on had they not retired to the south of France.”

“How?” I asked, absorbed in her story.

“Men are simple creatures,” she said with a wave of one hand, “Once they have a full belly, all of their thoughts are focused on their cocks. If you can tap into the heart of a man’s very being, there you would find his most secret desires. Once you hold those, you can fuel the fires of both their passion, but also their creative drive.”

“I need to know more,” I said, reaching out and gripping her hands, “So long as there’s no hurt to Dillon, and it helps him and his career… I’m willing to do anything.”

“Are you sure?” Morgan asked with a raised eyebrow, “many men can have quite… taboo fetishes.”

“I’m willing to do anything.
 ” Morgan nodded slowly back at me with a slowly growing smile. I saw her eyes flicker over my shoulder and forced myself to stillness, nearly looking over and giving away the game.

“So,” I said, sitting up with a casualness I didn’t feel at all, “How was your evening?”

It was my turn to raise an eyebrow at the former model, but to her credit, she just reclined in her chair and smiled in fond remembrance. Whether she was testing me or not, I couldn’t tell, but I surprised myself at my genuine eagerness to hear about it.

“Did you know your daughter was bi-sexual?” She asked instead of answering my question.

“No,” I said frankly. “I know she dated in high school, but I haven’t seen her with a boy since prom. I kind of thought she might be a lesbian.” This time I couldn’t help but turn and look when I heard a sound down the hall, but Heather was better than that, and I saw nothing, “Especially with how close she and Jen are. Not that it would bother me either way.”

“I can tell you she and Jen are very close and also quite skilled,” I frowned at her, and she cackled in laughter. “You said anything, remember,” she winked at me, causing a faint blush to suffuse my cheeks, “She’s very much interested in men though. That Dillon especially. She and Jen pestered me all night for details about you and his… relationship.”

“Dillon doesn’t think she’s interested in him at all,” I said with a chuckle, “If she is, she has a bad way of showing it.”

“Give the girl a break,” Morgan said, pulling up her email on the iPad, “She’s never had to flirt with a boy before, and her heads all twisted up from his music. You know how it is, poor girls, going on day six without even a kiss… tragic.”

“I wanted to bring up a concern I had,” I could practically feel the person on the other side of the walls frustration as I changed subjects. “Won’t Dillon playing in a church give people the wrong impression of what his music is? It’s a bit more hard rock than anything you might hear in a church.”

“That’s the best part,” Morgan, said grinning and scrolling through her emails before she pulled one up. “Our people crunched the numbers, and it doesn’t brand him in any way, other than giving up some of his time. Most of the YouTube comments are either about how insanely good he is, or how he must have been forced into the gig by a family member or friend.”

“Oh,” I said, ducking my head. I seemed to remember it was me who had gotten him to play in the church. “Well, that’s good then.”

“Speaking of Heather, she and Jen are going to be busy this week. I already have requests coming in for radio spots and morning shows. They’re playing it like you guys went viral. Well, Dillon, really. Although you and Momo both seem to be getting strong followings online. I’m not sure how this is going to go over with the girl’s cosplay fanbase, but Heather says to leave it to her to deal with and I have to agree. One question I wanted to ask you, can you go over these costume ideas, the team in LA came up with? We’re sticking with the cosplay, sexy MILF and cutesy girl theme, it seems to be doing well.”

“Hmm,” I took her iPad and scrolled through a series of mock-up outfits pointing out what I liked and what I thought Dillon would, “You should double-check with Momo, I think she has a better sense for this stuff than I would. But I do know he hates these booty shorts and halter-top looks. He said they look too slutty to be sexy or desirable.” There was a thump on the side of the wall, and this time the groan of pain was unmistakable, but I went right on speaking as if I heard nothing, “he likes dresses or anything with a skirt. It makes no sense to me, but a skirt short enough to sneak a peek at a woman panties seems just as slutty as a pair of shorts that do the same, but there you go.”

“Excellent,” Morgan said, making a note after I handed her back the iPad, “You and Nancy are busy today? Something with a doctor? But then you three will have band practice tonight, right?”

“Yea, we should be back by then. Dr. Lansing’s tests shouldn’t take that long.”

“You’re going to do that today? I’m curious about the results.”

“Did you still want Nancy, Dillon, Momo, and me to come to LA next week to meet with Adeline?”

“Yes, and I think it would be a good idea if Jen and Heather came as well. It will give the whole team a chance to see the operation we have supporting Dillon and how much we believe in him and you guys. I wanted to talk about the set list for Friday’s show.”

After that, the two of us got to work piecing through the songs we’d recorded the day before and trying to put together a list for the concert. Of my eavesdropper, I heard nothing else, but ten minutes later, the upstairs shower turned on, and I heard Heather’s voice singing one of Dillon’s songs under the hot steamy waters.
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I
 ’d been planning on going into work and giving my notice that morning. Instead, I had three voicemail messages from my boss telling me not to bother coming in, Nancy had spoken with her already. The human resource manager is a tough old woman, but Nancy has a way about her, and I was grateful she’d handled it for me.

Momo and Jen were just getting up around eight when Nancy stopped by to pick me up. The woman was dressed in tight workout pants and a sports bra with a tiny loose shirt above it. When I told her about the video going viral, she wasn’t surprised but hadn’t realized it had gotten as big as it had.

“Several friends from the club shared it with me, asking if the hot woman in the back was you,” Nancy laughed, “every damn one of them was jealous of you, and then me when I said I was the kid's agent.”

“Did they like the music? Or just the sexy young man playing it?”

“Oh, they loved the music,” she said with an excited grin, “wouldn’t let me go until I promised each one a copy of the recording we made yesterday.”

“You’ll never believe the messages I got from my mom,” I said with a laugh pulling up my phone, “She had just about the same reaction as your friends.”

“Really? I remembered your mom from Christmas last year. She’s an… impressive woman.”

“She can be a right bitch sometimes,” I said with a laugh, “but she’s the finest woman I know. Heather takes more after her in that way than I do.”

“Now that you mention it, they do look alike,” Nancy said musingly, “almost like mother and daughter wince she’s still so young. And you said she was taken with our Dillon too?”

“Nancy,” I said warningly, seeing where the woman’s perverted mind was going, “I’d get that thought out of your head. Mom hasn’t been on a date or even looked twice at a man since my Pa died.”

“And if she was interested?” She smiled at me slyly, and I felt a wave of anxiety when I sensed she wasn’t joking.

“Nancy!” I said, feeling my cheeks heat.

“You and I are good enough for our rock star, but your mother isn’t?”

“You know that’s not what I mean,” I said, not even sure myself what I meant. The idea was in my head now and I couldn’t seem to make it go away, and as wicked and wild as it is, it worried me how little I was turned off by it. “Besides, my mom’s always called Rock & Roll the devil's music. I can’t see her being…”

I trailed off as I looked down at my phone flash with a message from my mom at that moment.


Mom:
 Amanda, I need to meet that young man. I had the strangest dreams…

“Jesus Christ,” I said with a laugh and read the message out loud to Nancy.

“I’ve had this idea kicking around in my head for a few days now, but I had no idea how I might make it come true for Dillon. You and your gorgeous mom just might be the answer to my prayers.”

“You can’t mean,” I said, shaking my head, “Nancy!”

She was pulling into Dillon’s driveway, and once she’d put it in park, turned a raised eyebrow on me. It was all she had to do, and I felt my face heat to a bright red, and I sat back in the seat. Dillon came out of the house, and Nancy opened her door.

“I’m going to ride in the back with our stud, while you think about the nature of hypocrisy and maybe other wicked things,” flashing me a wink and a grin she hopped out of the car. Her cute little ass wiggling as she ran around to throw her arms around Dillon’s neck, kissing him soundly.

The pair climbed in the back. Dillon, and Nancy chatting about their evenings and mornings, while I shifted into the driver's seat and pulled out of his driveway. I must say driving Nancy’s fancy car was a treat but having such wicked thoughts dancing around in my head while I drove north, was quite distracting.

Once I was on the freeway, I was treated to an even greater distraction in the rearview mirror. Nancy sat pressed up against Dillon’s side as they talked, her hand running up and down his thigh while the other played with a lock of his hair. It only took a few minutes for the young man to fall under the spell of her charms.

Her tiny sexy body, on display and pressed along his side, was soon laying across the backseat as she dragged his massive cock free of his blue jeans. Grinning like a kid with a Popsicle, she licked her lips and ran her tongue up the side and down the bottom, staring up at the handsome young man with wicked eyes.

I kept my eyes on the road most of the time but caught Dillon’s eyes several times in the mirror, his expression, one of pleasure and awe. It was beautiful to see, but I still felt a touch of envy that Nancy had the boy’s glorious cock all to herself. She took her time, edging him along as I drove to Kelly’s place. By the time I pulled off the freeway, she was on her knees on the seat, bent over his massive cock, both hands working the shaft as she sucked his soul out of him.

Dillon guided the woman’s head, fingers laced through her silky dark hair as he unloaded into her mouth. The look of absolute bliss on his face added to the wickedness of Nancy doing the deed in public where anyone might peer through the tinted windows, nearly made me cum.

It was a sweaty and breathless three who pulling into the parking lot outside of a small office park. Nancy took a few moments to straighten her clothes and hair, while Dillon gathered up his guitar. It was all I could do not to leap upon the young man in the backseat and take him there.

It took a few moments to find the office, but once Dillon spotted the tall sign pointing to various doctors’ offices, we tracked it down on the second floor. As we approached, the door swung inwards, and the bubbly Dr. Kelly Lansing ran out to throw her arms around first me, then Nancy and then Dillon. Her curly red hair bouncing and her breathless voice chattering a mile a minute.

“We saw you drive up, and we’re so excited! Was the drive, ok? I know it is a long one, but the rent is just so cheap out here, and the other offices are so helpful. Did you want some coffee or water? No? Charlotte, I mean Dr. Hurley, has everything set up in here. She’s going to be the control subject as she hasn’t heard Dillon play live before. We did warn the neighboring office they might hear some music, but I think everything should be ok, they’re a podiatrist’s office anyway, not like they’re performing open-heart surgery or anything.”

The woman kept right on talking, a sign of her nervousness as we entered the small but neatly appointed lab and office. The space had several bulky systems set on tables and a large hood for storing chemicals. The office space had two desks, one was a mess and clearly Kelly’s, while the other was very neatly arranged.

It took a few seconds to notice the other woman, for she was such a slender creature and stood with hunched shoulders, shy and withdrawn. When Kelly introduced her to Dillon and us, she held out a dainty hand to Dillon and shook his with a weak wristed grip. She was lovely, with pale skin, deep red, bee-stung lips, and an adorable button nose. Not to mention her large green eyes that seemed to have flecks of gold in them, giving her an almost otherworldly feel with her wild mane of black hair.

“It is a pleasure to meet you, Dillon,” she said, ducking her head and unable to meet his eyes.

“Thank you,” Dillon said, “where should I set up?”

The woman was much more relaxed once she started to direct Dillon on where he was to sit. Moving microphones and sensors around him, she set up her station, as Nancy and I visited with Kelly. We caught her up on the highlights of the past couple of days and told her about the concert coming up on Friday.

“That’s so exciting!” She said, “You have to get Char and me tickets. I know she’s uncomfortable around crowds, but I think after today, she won’t want to miss it.”

“Do you have a hypothesis you’re testing today?” Nancy asked.

“Yes,” Kelly said with an excited grin, “it’s Charlotte's theory, and she isn’t comfortable sharing it until we have some solid data to back it up. That’s what we’re trying to gather today. It might be some time before we can properly analyze it, I just want to warn you. But if my suspicions are correct, we’ll see the evidence of its effect today.”

“What effect?” I asked, feeling a touch of worry.

“Here, Charlotte is setting herself up on the EEG system now. We can watch the readouts.”

“Ok, Dr. Lansing,” Charlotte said, “I think we should begin. Best to start before any more interactions corrupt the data set.”

“Excellent,” Kelly said, striding over to a monitor bank and moving down them, ensuring that things were recording, and settings were all input properly. “Things look good to begin. Dillon, if you would be so kind as to play that first song of yours for us and try to focus your attention on Dr. Hurley.”












Chapter 44











N
 ancy and I both took seats on a small black leather couch and watched while Dillon tuned his guitar and settled himself on the little stool they’d provided. The whole scene was surreal. Dr. Lansing stared at a monitor as if it held the cure to cancer, while Dr. Hurley sat in a low chair before a teenager with a guitar, her head covered in a helmet of electrodes and cables that stretched across to the computer bank.

Popping his head side to side and stretching his neck, Dillon flexed the fingers of his right hand. When he settled back on the stool, before he’d even played a single note, I could see the change come over Charlotte. Her shoulders relaxed, head tilted back, lips parting, and pupils dilating as she took in the commanding figure of Dillon. Kelly’s head tilted, and a small frown tugged at her lips. Then Dillon began to play, and I lost interest in their science, or how powerfully or not his music might affect the quiet little woman.

As ever the notes carried me away into a world of his making. Seconds later, I found Nancy’s hand in mine, and soon after that, she was pressed to my side as we gripped one another tightly. I ached to play with him, my fingers seeking out keys that weren’t there, but it was enough to listen, it’s always enough.

When he finished the song, the last notes lingering in the air, Charlotte sat like a woman who’d been struck between the eyes with a rock. Her expression was stunned, hands gripping the armrest and knees trembling. She couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from the young man sitting before her, and neither could he from her. His pale blue eyes bore into her green ones with an intensity I’d seen a handful of times now.

“Char, you need to fill out the questionnaire,” Kelly said, her voice sounding strained as she handed over a clipboard, “before we… do any more testing. Dillon, you’ve gotten even better from when I heard you in the store. Jesus, dude, you’re fucking incredible! These readings I’m seeing are pretty amazing as well.”

“We should do round two,” Dr. Hurley said, her hand furiously filling out the questionnaire with tiny cursive script. Her expression was tense, and I saw a touch of hesitancy around her eyes, fear of rejection, unless I missed my guess.

“Are you sure?” Kelly asked, her expression excited as she punched in a series of commands into the terminal.

“Round two?” Dillon asked.

“It’s a theory I have,” Dr. Kelly Lansing said as she rearranged the cords of her friends EEG sensors to clear a path between the two, “You see the first time someone, well certain someones, hear you live and in-person, their mind is put into a certain state. Only after the loop is closed and communal integration is completed can the full cycle be completed and the individual healed.”

“Healed?” I asked.

“It’s our theory,” breathed Charlotte, her high thin voice breathless as she stared up at Dillon with open desire, “That you have the power to create culture and community just from the vibrations of your special voice, and perhaps your fingers on those cords.”

“How is that possible?” Nancy asked.

“Humans, as we know them today, are a young species,” Kelly said, the valley girl tone she usually had gone as she took on a lecturing tone that Nancy and I were familiar with from the office, “Only about one hundred thousand years old. The earliest cultures up until about three thousand years ago were all built around food and music. Memory was passed down by song, friendships, and love. Everything was celebrated with music, and it worked its way into our DNA. Something has been lost over time. Some primordial power ancient shamans may have had, something that was needed to make a widespread people feel like one.

“In this new internet age, it would make sense that old talents would manifest again. Humans are always seeking a way to forge bonds and make peace. What better way than through music? Something that already unites us across borders and races?”

“I’m not sure if it makes sense,” Dillon said with a frown.

“Then let us prove it,” Charlotte said, her hands gripping her slender thighs.

The woman staring up at Dillon with such intensity, was nothing like the woman who we’d first met, not twenty minutes before. She had she’d her shyness and the hunch-shouldered inwardness that seemed to have been a way of life for her. Now she sat forward, shoulders straight and claiming her slender frame with a confidence and surety that made me proud to see.

Dillon noticed the change too and looked to Kelly with a raised eyebrow. The red-headed doctor nodded to him and gave a lascivious wink that made the young man chuckle. Turning back to the tiny brunette doctor, he regarded her eager face for several long moments then turned to look at Nancy and me.

“Complete their test, dear,” Nancy said, scissoring a leg across mine and leaning into me, “but know that whatever they find, it won’t change how we feel.”

“Never,” I said, drawing his eyes to mine, “I’ve never been more happy, proud or in love and I’d change nothing. No matter what their tests say.”

“Ditto,” Kelly said, pulling his gaze back to her, “but that’s just the point, Dillon. I believe you are… therapeutic.”

“I feel it, you know,” Dillon said softly, turning back to Dr. Hurley and setting down his guitar. The woman looked up at him with a slowly dropping jaw, her expression one of breathless desire and awe. “It’s like a tug inside… I feel certain people pulled in… some more than others. You’re one of those, aren’t you Charlotte?”

“I… I don’t know,” the woman said, reaching up and pressing a hand to one cheek, suddenly unsure or shy again, as the handsome young man stood before her. Behind them, Dr. Lansing turned her head back and forth. One moment watching the scene unfold before her and the next reading the readouts on her system with wide eyes.

“But you will… soon… won’t you?” Dillon said, his eyes seeming to burn, even under the harsh fluorescence of the offices ceiling lights.

“I… please,” the woman said, reaching out a weak hand.

Charlotte was easily eight years the young man’s senior, but she was like a trembling leaf before the gale-force of Dillon’s need. Her lips crushing against his.

It was almost like the scene out of a sci-fi movie, with the heavy cables extending from Charlotte's head back to the computers. Knee cocked back, her ankle lifted, and slender foot pointed up, moans escaping her throat as she succumbed to passion.

Nancy and I were once more witnesses to a woman falling victim to Dillon’s genius and commanding presence. The boy gripped the older doctor tight, his hands cupping her tiny little ass and slipping under the white lab coat to caress her back and waist. Growling in desire, he bent forward, catching himself on the chair and pressing Charlotte beneath himself.

The woman spread her slender legs wide, ankles akimbo as she shucked her own panties to the side and fished Dillon’s cock out of his pants. She gasped as her fingers encircled the girthy tool and grinned with eager delight as she lined the fat head up with her weeping sex. Still clothed, her legs spread wide, ankles high, Dillon took her right there on the chair.

“Oh fuck,” Dr. Hurley whispered, “you gorgeous boy, I need you so bad,” reaching up and pulling his face to hers, she kissed him passionately, and pulled on his back and hips, drawing him within her hot depths, “Oh goooodddd!!!! Mhmmm, it’s… been too long… I need it, baby… I need it so bad! Oh, Dillon!”

Her moans and their wet kisses filled the small lab, along with the wet slapping sounds of Dillon’s hips hammering down into the tiny woman’s. Nancy and I clung to one another, our hands slipping down into each other’s panties and teasing and touching while we watched the gorgeous young man take the woman like she was his whore.

The shock on Kelly’s face was amusing to see. The woman had clearly expected something like this to happen, but to see her shy and awkward friend so quickly engage in such a public act was wild to see. From the way she stared, I could tell that she wasn’t going to be content with just witnessing the experiment take place.

With shaky hands, she set the system to run in automation and leaped to her feet, hitting the light switch, she plunged the office into the dim light and stood, drawing her lab coat off. Charlotte was shivering, her body locked up in orgasm as Dillon relentlessly hammered his massive cock into her tiny pussy and was relieved of the ceaseless pleasure by her friend crawling between them.

Sliding her thighs over the armrest, Kelly took her friends limp head and pulled her into a passionate kiss just as Dillon pulled his slick cock out of the tiny brunette’s pussy and slid it into the red head’s. Dr. Lansing had lined her sex up just atop her friends, and Dillon took them both in turn. The women making out, their pleasures climbing together as they rubbed against one another. Hot, sweaty, and pressing in close, Nancy and I came moments before the three of them crested together.

Dr. Lansing, finding a bit of clear-headed thinking, slid off her friend just as Dillon announced he was about to cum and after two quick strokes and a quick suck on the head, she pressed him into her moaning friend’s sex. Tugging and dragging her nails down his balls as the rock star filled the MILF doctor’s womb with a massive load of cum.

“That… oh my god… you’re both incredible,” Dillon panted as he staggered up to his feet.

Charlotte slithered out of the chair and leaped into the young man's arms. Purring in pleasure as she wrapped her arms around his neck—the cords pulling straight as she kissed him soundly.

“No. Mhmm… you are a marvelous young man,” reaching up to undo the helmet of sensors, she set them aside and stretched, grinning wide and shifting her dress in place. “I feel absolutely incredible… is this normal?”

“Yes,” Nancy said at the same time I nodded.

“Each time,” I said, “It’s like you’re reborn. Free of the anxieties and fears that build up over time.”

“Yea,” Charlotte said, nodding, “it is a bit like that.”

She reached up and patted Dillon’s cheek fondly and pulled her lab coat straight, and moved over to the monitors. The woman didn’t seem aware of the change that had come over her, but Nancy, Kelly and I were. They were subtle but stark. No longer was she fidgeting in awkward anxiety, nor were her shoulders stooped and bowed. She stood straight-backed, and with a quiet strength that seemed more her than the other side they’d seen earlier.

Dillon stepped out to clean up in the restroom while the doctors reviewed their data, and Nancy and I got ready to go.

“These readings are fascinating… fascinating!” Kelly climbed to her feet slowly and joined Dr. Lansing at the monitor, “You see this Kelly? I think this chart proves your hypothesis.”

“We’ll need to weigh the data properly,” Kelly said with a grin, “but it does look promising.”

“What is it, doctor?” I asked a touch of concern in my voice.

“Nothing to worry about,” Kelly said quickly, “really, just the opposite, in fact. We can’t say until we really dig into these results and process them properly, but we should have something in a couple of days. In the meantime, I think it’s safe to say there is nothing wrong with you.”

“No,” Charlotte said, reaching over and gripping his hand and giving him a quick grin, “We might be on the verge of a remarkable discovery, and it’s all thanks to you. No, it’s all because of you.”

“Is it safe?” I asked, pausing to find the right words. “My daughter’s been listening to his music for about a week now. Several times live… do you think she’s… safe?”

“Like I said,” Charlotte said with a small frown, “I hesitate to give definitive results this early and with so little data, but everything I’ve seen thus far would point to her being healthier mentally now than she was before. Although not as trauma and disorder free as she could be unless she’s completed the union with our young guru
 .”

“She hasn’t,” I said, sharing a look with Nancy.

“I can’t believe we’re talking about this,” Charlotte said, “but I guess after the experience I just had, I’m open to a lot more in this world this afternoon than I was this morning. But I would ask yourself, would you keep that experience from any woman? Especially one you care about?”

“It will happen when it happens,” Nancy said, “but you’re right it better happen soon.”

Just then, the door opened, and Dillon stepped back in. Apparently, the office next door had heard a bit of his music, and several women had been lounging around in the hall eager to see who stepped out of the small lab. They’d pounced when he’d tried to get to the bathroom, and he’d been forced to retreat to the safety of the white walls.
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W
 e had band practice to get to and made our goodbyes. Dillon was forced to spend several minutes making out with both doctors, Charlotte, in particular, taking special delight in her lack of anxiety at the P.D.A. Once the boy was out of their sight, the two part-time scientists started digging into the data, lost to the rest of the world as they sought answers to abstract questions.

When I stepped into the hall, a half dozen plump women were hovering nearby. One look at me, and I saw their faces sour, one look at Nancy and her fierce glower, and they scattered without a word needing to be said. Dillon smiled in gratitude and popped into the bathroom for a minute before we were back on the road. This time it was my turn to join my handsome musician in the backseat. The thrill of being on the road and moving while I lavished love upon that glorious cock and his fingers probing my depths, had me over the moon twice before we pulled into his driveway. I took a moment to compose myself and sigh in pleasure as Dillon dragged me into a warm embrace.

“That was fucking amazing,” he whispered in my ear, “you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” his kisses on my neck were making me eager for a third orgasm, even as I saw Jen and Momo step out of the barn and wave to Nancy in the driver seat. “God I want you so bad… every time I see you, Amanda. I love you.”

I gasped and kissed him, grinning and whispered back, “I love you too, now let’s go make some beautiful music together.”

“Ok,” he grinned and drew a yelp of surprise out of me when he gave me a stinging slap on the ass.

The slap did nothing to calm my desire, and I could feel the flush on my cheeks and seemed unable to control my heavy breathing as we entered the barn. Heather was inside setting up cameras around the space. Several were in artful positions getting shots through hanging tack or the slats of stalls.

“I thought we could”, Heather began when we came in, the words dying on her tongue when she looked at Dillon; the boy flushed and looked away, his lips compressing in a sour line, and I saw Heather's face fall, but she went on quickly almost as if she’d never paused, “get some footage for a music video. Nothing too fancy, but most bands have one video comprised of rehearsal footage. It doesn’t hurt to start gathering stuff now.”

“I think it’s a great idea,” Nancy said, “Dill?”

“It’s a good idea,” he said, nodding after a moment, “I’m just so uncomfortable when someone is filming me.”

“It showed in the last one,” Jen said. “It worked out for us. You came off as having to do a chore, which kind of fit. Even when you’re uncomfortable, you still have a certain chemistry with the lens… it isn’t something that can be taught.”

“She’s right,” Heather said, “it really is a gift. I saw it straight off when my mom sent me that first video. You have a natural talent, but you haven’t learned how to harness it yet. If you let me and Jen work with you on it, you’ll be more comfortable in front of the camera, and you’ll start to find the key to your special talent and learn to turn it on or off when you need it.”

“You’re serious?” Dillon asked, and I held my breath, knowing this was a critical moment. Nancy shifted, and I feared she might speak, but she was staring just as intently as me at the two kids.

“Dude,” Heather said, “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t. You think I need to ride the coattails of someone because they have a record deal?” She put a hand on one hip and shifted her shoulders ever so slightly, standing in a pose that made her flawless figure unavoidable, “Jen and I are here, taking time away from school because we see how talented and amazing you are just like my mom and Nancy.”

There was a touch of heat in her voice, and I saw Dillon’s pupils dilate quickly as he reassessed her and finally nodded, offering a shy smile.

“Thanks,” he said, “Ok, if you think it will help, I’ll do whatever you and Jen say.”

“Excellent,” Heather said, and I caught the faintest hint of a blush in her cheeks when she and Jen caught each other’s eyes, the smaller girl grinning wide, “Mom and Momo, let’s have you get in position and then we can start from there.”

After the initial setup, the girls were unobtrusive, hanging in the back and moving around to get tracking shots or panning around the room. Mostly they were spellbound and listening. If I weren’t playing, I would have been doing the same thing. The minutes flew past, and so did the hours. Before we knew it, it was past midnight, and sleep called to us all.

I drove the girls home and left Nancy with Dillon. Heather and Jen both threw pensive looks back at the farmhouse as I drove down the driveway. Momo and I were filled with excitement and energy after the session, and though our eyelids dragged, we stayed up for an hour talking about the session. The girl had a couple of ideas for songs, and I was pressuring her to play them for Dillon when Heather stepped out of the hall, her eyes red-rimmed and lips trembling.

Reaching out, I patted Momo’s knee and offered the girl a warm smile.

“I’m sorry, dear, but my daughter and I need to speak.”

The girl didn’t hesitate, smiling in understanding, she pulled me into a warm hug and got up and did the same for Heather, whispering something into the taller girl’s ear that made her lips quirk into a weak smile, then she was gone, up to my daughter's room to join Jen. I patted the cushion beside me on the couch, and Heather sat down, hands held together between her knees before she turned baleful eyes on me.

“Why am I not good enough for him Mom?” The words broke, and tears streamed down her cheeks

“Oh, honey,” I said reaching out and drawing her into a hug, she resisted at first, then crumpled into me, sobbing into my chest, “Of course you’re good enough for him. Don’t be silly. You two are just… well you’re both on different wavelengths it seems.” Gripping her head, I pulled it out of my chest and up so I could look into her eyes, “He cares about you. He thinks you’re beautiful. But before today, he thought you hated him,” she opened her mouth to speak, but I overrode her, “Eh, I know, I know. But we all have our truth. You did well today. I’m so proud of you.”

“Oh Mom,” her face crumpled again, “but what if he hates me when he gets to know me? No one ever loves me… they lust after me… envy me, but never get to know me.”

“Honey,” I said, shaking my head, “You can’t expect that to happen in a day or even a week. That’s the work of months or years. Getting to know someone is hard and has all manner of challenges, but you should know, this will be even harder.”

“What because he loves my mom and fucks her every day?”

The raw words made me sit up straight and hit like a slap in the face, but they were the bald truth. I held her gaze and didn’t back down from it, and Heather’s grin went from wry, self-hate to genuine amusement.

“It’s true… I mean, I knew… but I didn’t really know, you know? Jesus… Mom, he’s half your age!”

“He could be twice my age,” I said with a shrug, “It wouldn’t matter. I’ve found my place and won’t make apologies for it, even to you.”

Heather sat back and wiped the tears from her cheeks and took me in for a long moment then smiled.

“You’re more like a grandma than you think,” she chuckled.

“Oh god… Mom,” I said with a heavy shake of my head, “I forgot to call her. Someone shared the video with her.”

“I know,” Heather said, a dark blush in her cheeks, “it was me. She called me today, and we talked about it. She wants to meet Dillon, and I said I’d introduce them once I…”

I looked at my daughter for a long moment as her words trailed off and slowly raised my eyebrow. The deep blush spread down her neck, but she sat up straight and proud, refusing to bow before my gaze, and finally, I nodded.

“So be it. Your grandmother had always said no man is ever good enough. What do you think she’ll say after she hears Dillon play guitar and sing?”

“Fuck, me?” Heather said, causing both of us to burst out laughing before we quieted ourselves, not wanting to wake the girls upstairs.

“Dear heavens, what’s going to become of us,” I said after wiping away the tears of laughter.

“I think we’re going to be just fine,” Heather said, hugging me close with one arm, “No matter what Mom, I just want you to know how proud I am of you. You started all of this, and you really are amazing on stage with Dillon and Momo. You guys are the jam.”

“That’s it!” I said, leaping to my feet.

Her words had sparked off the thought in my mind, like wildfire, it took hold and wouldn’t let go. Dragging Heather up to her feet, I started pulling her upstairs.

“That’s what?” Heather squawked in annoyance as I dragged her, “What are you doing, let go of me.”

“Momo!” I called, ignoring Heather as I pulled her into her own room and woke the two girls cuddled together in the frilly comforter, “The Jams.”

That’s all I said to the sleepy little girl, and her face brightened immediately, and she nodded, hopping out of bed and gripping my hand.

“The Jams! That’s a good name!”

“Heather came up with it,” I said, grinning. “We have to tell Dillon first thing tomorrow morning. If he likes it, then I think it is perfect.”

“It’s brilliant, Heather!” Momo said, throwing her thin arms around the taller girl.

I left the three to talk excitedly and crawled into bed, heavy lids falling closed almost immediately. Not before I offered a prayer up in thanks for all the grace I’d been given over the last week, the beautiful friendships I’d made, and the closeness with my girl I was only just beginning to experience. My dreams were wicked but also colored with soft pinks, the color of love.
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N
 eedless to say, Dillon loved the band name when we told him the next morning. He was surprised and elated that it was Heather who came up with it. The two of them started to get along, awkwardly at first but with growing facility after our conversations.

Those next three days were a whirlwind of activity. If we weren’t having band practice and working on perfecting each song, then we were wrapped up in some other event tied in with the band. After that first day, Nancy started getting requests for media appearances on morning radio shows and the like. Heather and Jen went through all the demands and decided which to do and which not to.

By the time they’d made up a schedule, Dillon’s mornings were booked for the next week straight with morning radio and calling appearance for morning TV shows. Dillon was nervous for everyone, but Heather was there coaching him through the questions and making sure he didn’t say or do anything terrible.

There was a bit of a scramble that Tuesday to find people willing to help out on Dillon’s farm, but my friend who owned a nursery in town was amenable. Her girls are obsessed with organic farming and sustainable living. My friend had been going crazy because the girls kept trying to take over part of her lands for their farming projects, but flowers sell better than fruits.

The girls were a sweet pair of hippies. The scent of ganja wafted off them continuously, and when we had our first band practice with the girls there, I caught Momo and the pair behind the barn, sucking on a doobie. Dillon wasn’t a partaker, and I only dabble here and there, but Momo loves the stuff and is always far happier when we play if she can have a puff or two beforehand.

The pair of pretty blonde sisters might have jumped Dillon’s bone during their morning and afternoon workings on the farm, but Heather happened to be there with me when we brought them over for the first time. My gorgeous golden-haired girl had intimidated the pair so much that they spent the rest of that first week ducking away whenever she came over to work with Dillon, and that was nearly all day every day, so the girls and Dillon didn’t see much of each other in the beginning.

Dillon approved of the work they were doing, and even grudgingly admitted they’d added something he hadn’t thought of, such as a catch basin for the drainage ditch, where they could test the ph levels of the water and run other processes. The animals loved the girls as well, and without the stress of his farm, Dillon became a lot more relaxed and engaged with the process.

That Tuesday, Momo played her song for Dillon, and he loved it, instantly jumping in with his guitar and making it twice as good. The girl had written the love songs lyrics for him to sing, but he insisted she accompanies him and sing a verse herself. The girl had a lovely voice, and the pair of them sounded terrific together.

The song was so good that Morgan and Nancy insisted we get more studio time and add it to the growing list of songs for The Jams first album. Matt stayed in for the session; the guy wasn’t that bad, just socially awkward and beset with chronic poor hygiene. He’d left after a couple of hours, leaving Nancy with the keys to lock up. I hate to say, but we left the poor man a mess to clean up. Nancy, Morgan, Momo, and I could stand only so much of Dillon’s dulcet tones and passionate eyes as he sang Momo’s song.

The opportunities for wickedness were few and far between, unfortunately. With so much going on, it was hard to find time to slip off with Dillon and scratch the itch his music awakened in us every day. I proved to have a knack for finding small opportunities for each woman or pairs of women to find themselves alone with Dillon.

Before I knew it, it was Thursday morning, and we were loading up my car with the equipment and getting ready to drive down to Austin. I’d arranged a hotel for us near the festival. Working last minute, I’d been hard-pressed to find enough vacancies for all of us, and we were going to have to double or triple up.

“Is everyone ready?” I asked, once we were all in our seats, “Double check you have everything?”

“Mom, we’re good,” Heather said with a touch of exasperation, “let’s get on the road, we don’t want to be late for check-in.”

“We have everything Amanda,” Dillon said reassuringly from the passenger seat.

I took heart from his smile, the butterflies dancing in my stomach as I pulled out of the driveway and got onto the route down south. A part of me felt like if we never left, then I wouldn’t have to go on stage. I was trying to ignore the upcoming show so hard that I was blind to my own anxiety.

Dillon took my hand in his and gripped it tightly, and I felt the tension leave my shoulders, and a genuine smile tugged at my lips. This was his opportunity, and there was no way I would fail him, and that thought gave me heart.

“Ok,” I said, “who’s in charge of the music?”

“Heather,” Jen, Momo, and Dillon all said at the same time, then laughed when they realized they’d all known who was really in charge.

“It’s not my fault I have good taste,” Heather said with a touch of defensiveness.

“It really isn’t,” Dillon said, and I caught the glance the two shared and saw my daughter glance away and grin in triumph when she thought no one was looking.

Nancy and Morgan had gone ahead in the morning to meet with the organizers and get all the details about the next day’s show and what they would need from us. Sound checks were in the early morning the next day, and we wanted to get there early and try to get some sleep in the hotel before getting to the venue.

When we arrived at the hotel, one of Morgan’s colleagues was there to meet us and hand over all the hard and backstage passes to our group. They had a small conference room set aside for meeting with the bands staying at this hotel and a quick PowerPoint showing the festival location, all the stages, and what the schedule would be.

The Jams would be playing at 11 am, the second set on the smallest stage. The opportunity was small compared to some of the other stages and times, but I was still starting to freak out about it. After the assistant had briefed us on all the particulars about the show, I checked in and met the girls and Dillon at our small suite of rooms.

“I’m afraid we’re going to have to double or triple up tonight,” I said, holding up three keys, “I’m afraid this was all they had last minute. I think for the sake of propriety Dillon you should take your own room, Nancy and Morgan can bunk with me, and you girls can share a room.”

“That works,” Jen said, taking a key and heading over to open the door, “I don’t imagine we’ll be spending too much time in the rooms.”

We dropped off our luggage, and, unfortunately, the rooms were even smaller than they appeared in the online images. Two twin beds stood about a foot apart with the walls crowding in close. The beds were so narrow, two of us were going to struggle to sleep on it, but like my daughters’ friend had said, we shouldn’t be spending too much time in the rooms.

Once we’d dropped off our luggage, we met downstairs and piled back in the cars and drove to the venue. I’d been to Austin, visiting several times, but never to the large park in the middle of town, along the river. It was all fenced off now, and a special area set aside for us to park. We got out after checking through security and were unleashed upon the chaos of hundreds of workers and roadies setting up the stages, lights, and sound systems.

Morgan and Nancy met up with the concert promoters while the rest of us found the stage we’d be performing at and got a feel for it. It was small. The entire stage was hardly larger than a flatbed truck; in fact, when I walked around the back of it and peeked beneath the curtains surrounding the back, I saw it was indeed a flatbed truck. Most of the cabling wove its way through the cab and out the back.

Heather and Jen wanted to be offended for us, but the truth was Momo, Dillon, and I were grateful it was a small stage. The thought of performing live for the first time on one of the larger stages around the edge of the field would be terrifying. I didn’t even want to contemplate what it would be like if we ever had to play on the main stage down by the river. We’d heard there could be upwards of a hundred thousand people there for the first day, and I got light-headed whenever I thought of that many people staring at us on stage.

“Ok, we have all the information,” Nancy said when she came striding up, “there are a couple of K-Pop bands that will be performing on these stages all day. It looks like there was a mix-up, and we’ll be slotted in with them.”

“So, we’ll be playing to K-pop fans?” Dillon asked, frowning when Nancy nodded.

“It will be great,” Heather grinned, “just think of this as a trial run. They might not be expecting your guy’s sound, but once they hear it, I’m sure they’ll love it. And if not, who cares? It’s a great experience for you guys and will make it easier to book gigs when we’re in LA.”

Dillon was nodding and looking around with a growing smile, “You’re right, the audience doesn’t matter. We just gotta do our thing.”

“Exactly,” Morgan said, “The group performing before The Jams is going to perform a sound check here in about thirty minutes. I think it would be a good idea, Dillon, Amanda, and Momo, if you stay here and meet with them. They’ll be introducing you three on stage.”

“Jen and I are going to get some footage of the place while it's being set up, we’ll be back in a few,” Heather and Jen slipped off into the crowd but not before she and Dillon shared a lingering look, both blushing and turning away from one another quickly.
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W
 ord must have gotten out about the group of sexy women who’d just shown up in K-Pop Corner, because our small little stage soon had dozens of roadies and workers wandering through asking if they could be of help, or just lounging around nearby and ogling. I felt a good half dozen pairs of eyes staring at me, and it made my skin crawl. The lascivious looks from rough men were nothing new, but with my anxiety over going up on stage, they grated on my nerves.

Thankfully, Morgan, Nancy, and Momo drew plenty of stares as well, and when the K-Pop groups arrived, everywhere the man looked was pale young flesh. Interestingly, Dillon was a hit with the Korean girls right away. Something about his pale blue eyes, tall slenderness, and quiet confidence seemed to work for them.

When Heather and Jen returned, Dillon was chatting with a gorgeous lead singer from the group who would be performing before us. The girl was getting dagger glances from her groupmates who were all jealous she’d stolen the young guitarist's attention, but none would have cut a fraction as deep as my daughter stare.

“Looks like we have everything we need here,” Heather said, a touch too loudly when she strode up, drawing all attention to her.

When she halted, her massive breasts swayed hypnotically, making the tall, slender Korean singer swallow hard and shoot a glance at Dillon, and frowning when she saw him staring a Heather slightly agape.

“There anything else you need to do?” Heather asked Dillon with a raised eyebrow, and the young man shook his head, “Let's get back and get some rest then. You’ve got a big day tomorrow, and you need all the beauty sleep you can get.”

Dillon chuckled and offered a farewell to the Asian singer. The girl blushed prettily when he shook her hand, but her eyes never strayed from Heather. The golden-haired girl seemed to have a special power over not only the girl who’d taken an interest in Dillon but also the rest of them. They stared at her and Jen’s bright blonde hair, like many of the other women in Texas, but to Heather, in particular, they held a certain amount of awe.

My daughter offered the Korean singer a wink as she left, the tall girl blushing prettily and smiling back before turning and joining her friends. Heather and Dillon were thick as thieves on the drive back, sitting beside one another and going over the festival map and list of bands, making a list of acts they wanted to check out.

Momo and Jen watched the pair with growing smiles, and I felt my own heart warmed to see them getting along so well. The warm feeling and good cheer fled me the moment we stepped into the lobby of the hotel, and I saw an impressive figure standing as if she owned the place, with several of the management speaking quickly to reassure her.

From the obsequious way the three men bowed and scraped before the woman, it could only be one person, and once I saw her striking profile and perfectly quaffed golden and grey hair, I knew Mother had arrived. Groaning inwardly, I heard Heather shout in joy and run forward to throw her arms around her grandmother.

“Granddaughter, it’s so good to see you, and where is my wayward child?” Her piercing blue eyes found me and then alighted on Dillon, and I saw those hard eyes soften in a way I’d never imagined they could, “And this must be the talented young man who’s stolen away my family, eh?”

“Ma’am,” Dillon said, stepping up and holding out his hand, “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’d just like to say, you raised the most wonderful woman I’ve ever met. If it wasn’t for Amanda… well, I’d still be starving and scraping to get by.”

“Please, everyone just calls me Bess and the pleasure's all mine,” Mom said, her pale cheeks a faint shade of red as she shook the young man’s hand, “and you are right, she’s a treasure. Let me take you kids out to dinner this evening. I have a friend who’s a chef here in Austin. He’s saved us a table.”

“Sounds perfect!” Heather said, “We’ll go get ready.”

“Sir,” my mother said to the manager, still standing patiently nearby, “you can have by things brought up to their rooms. I will be staying with my daughter.”

“Of course, Ma’am,” the man said, “but we only allow so many per room. We may need to-.”

“I trust you, good man,” Mom said, patting the man’s cheek and turning, ignoring him thereafter completely.

It wasn’t just the manager who watched my mother in awe. Few women or men had the sense of self that she does, add to that, a beauty that only seems to ripen with age, and she was a powerhouse. Mom and Heather have similar frames, with my mom just a touch heavier from age and a few inches shorter.

The weight seems to have all collected in her breasts, hips, and behind which she clad in white silks and satins from head to toe. A dark fur throw tossed over one shoulder, and a black handbag that cost more than most mid-sized sedans completed the look.

“Mom, what are you doing here?” I asked when we were walking to the elevator bank.

“Heather told me what was going on.” She said with a slight frown at me, “I had to find out from my granddaughter that my little girl was going to be performing live? You think I would miss this?”

“Mom…” I said in a warning tone, “You’ve never wanted to go to a concert or festival before. You hate large crowds and dry, dusty air. You know what the bathroom situation is going to be like, right?”

“I hadn’t really thought,” she said in a faint tone, one hand going to the thousand-dollar silk shirt she wore, “Will it be Jonny-on-the-Spots?” She swallowed hard when I nodded and then stood a little straighter, throwing her head, “Well, I can rough it for a day.”

“Atta girl,” I said with a grin, “you’re going to love it.”


“Speaking of,”
 she said softly, gripping my elbow and holding me back as the elevator door began to close, “We’ll take the next one.” She said to the others, and once the doors had closed turned to me with a frown of disapproval. “Now, what’s going on between you and that young man?”

I felt like a kid who’d been caught out doing something wrong as she turned that hard stare on me, her lips forming a firm line. I wasn’t a kid, though, and it was silly to feel so and found myself laughing and throwing my arms around her slender shoulders and hugging her hard. The shocked look on her face only made me laugh all the harder.

“Oh, momma, I am glad you’re here. I haven’t thought about going on stage tomorrow since I saw you,” the laughter cut off, and I grimaced at the reminder, and Mom frowned in worry.

“You still have the fright when going up?” She asked.

“Let’s get a drink,” I said, steering her towards the bar, “we don’t need to change, and I could use one.”

We found a small booth in the corner of the hotel bar and ordered martinis from the young server. I planned on only telling her about the music, but when I sat down and began describing that first Sunday, nearly two weeks before, I found myself confessing everything. I listened to myself speak as the vodka loosened my tongue further and was shocked at the things coming out of my mouth.

All of it was true, but everything sounded so wild and insane when I spoke it plain. Mom listened and through all of it said nothing, nor gave anything away by her expression. When I finished speaking, she sat for a long moment in silence then lifted a finger signaling the waitress for another round. Not until the woman had cleared out the empty martini glasses and brought fresh ones did she speak.

“I’m still trying to understand,” my heart froze at her words, and I readied myself for a scolding like I used to get as a girl, “If it was the pot that relaxed you, or if it was making love with young Dillon?”

“What?” I asked, nearly tipping over the martini when I reached for it in my shock.

“You’ve been able to perform before audiences over the past week, both at church and before Heather and her friend. I’m just wondering what it was that helped you overcome the fear. There’s nothing like a powerful orgasm to clear the mind of needless thoughts. Then again, I can see a drug that dulls the mind as helping manage the anxiety. What do you think?”

I sat stunned for a long moment, just staring at the woman. She lifted a single eyebrow, and sipped her drink, waiting for my answer as if she’d just asked if whether I use fabric softener or not.

“I think,” I began, then shivered and shook my head, “I can’t talk about this with you Mom, it’s too weird!”

“Really?” She asked, setting down her martini glass and crossing her arms, “You’re going to get squeamish now? Tell me, have you managed to trip your daughter and your young lover into bed together yet?”

It was my turn to regard her with a raised eyebrow. Taking a long sip of my martini, I felt the fumes tickling my nostrils and decided to throw all caution to the wind. I’d already decided to live this truth, and there was no sense hiding when it made me and all that I loved happy.

“Not yet,” I said with a shake of my head.

“Don’t worry,” Mom said with a wink and a smile out of one side of her mouth, “I’ve made… arrangements.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, but the sound of familiar voices caused me to turn and look.

“Don’t worry,” Nancy was saying, “we’ll work it out with the hotel staff. They can’t force you kids to share a room like that.”

“It’s ok,” Jen said, suppressing a grin, “I know Heather’s grandma is old and needs her space. It’s just one night.”

“Yea, no big deal,” Heather said with exaggerated casualness.

“What’s the problem now?” I asked, finishing off my martini and standing to go.

“When they put Bess’s things up in the rooms,” Dillon said, “they rearranged the other luggage too. Now Jen and Heather are in my room, and Momo is in with you.”

“It’s just one night,” Mom said, standing and throwing her shawl over one shoulder and slipping her arm in Dillon’s and smoothly steering him towards the door, “and will give you kids a chance to get to know one another. Speaking of which, why don’t you tell me a little about yourself, Dillon, while you help an old woman out to the car.”

“Of course, ma’am,” Dillon said, his eyes wide as saucers as Mother pressed her massively endowed body against him.
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T
 he rest of us could only trail and be in awe of my mother’s prodigious charms. She is a true southern belle, and every man and woman who is around her can’t help but be sucked into her gravitational pull. Bellhops and desk help all stared at Mother as she strode through the lobby.

The woman is a force of nature and one I love but can grow tired of. Dillon and the others were still new to the whirlwind that is Mother, and it was fun to see them swept up in it. Dinner was an elegant affair, the chef preparing a tasting menu for us, with each item paired with a small glass of wine. The food was light and vibrant, and we didn’t get stuffed. We did, however, get quite drunk on the wine.

The conversation flowed freely, and I found, to my amusement that Momo was the one person at the table unimpressed by the mother’s airs. The tiny Japanese girl was supremely confident in herself if not so brazen about it, and when Mother commented on how adorable the girl was, she replied with a sharp tone that few ever used with Bess. Mother was forced to reappraise her first opinion of the girl, something she rarely did and spent much of the rest of the evening in deep conversation with her.

Mother is nothing if not charming, and Momo is a brilliant and charming girl as well. The two of them went on offense against one another seeking to win the other over, much to the amusement of the rest of the table. Dillon and Heather watched with keen interest, my daughter leaning over and whispering in the young musician’s ear and causing him to laugh or snicker at some joke or other.

The pair kept brushing elbows and hands as we ate, and once when they reached for the same water glass instead of laughing or speaking, they simply stared into one another’s eyes. It was plain for all around the table to see their flirtations progressing, but I was the only one to see the hurt in Jen’s eyes when she didn’t get as much attention as her friend.

After the fourth course and when everyone had a nice buzz going, I excused myself from the table to find the restroom, nodding for Heather to join me. Jen moved to come with us, but I pressed the girl back into her seat.

“Stay and keep Dillon company,” I said to her, “also protect him from my mom’s voracious fingers.”

The girl giggled when she saw my meaning. My mother’s hand wandered under the table and was drunkenly clawing at Dillon’s thigh. Jen shifted seats and soon was fascinating Dillon with her bright smile and bubbly chatter.

“I see what you’re doing, you know,” Heather said when we stepped into the bathroom.

“Oh?” I said, stepping aside as a woman left a stall.

“It’s not that I disapprove,” she said with a frown at a woman washing her hands, “but you know Grandma is going to have her own plans.”

“And so do you,” I said with a sigh, “us ladies are more alike than we like to think.”


“And freakier than we will ever admit,”
 Heather muttered under her breath.

I grinned to myself and thought about her words as I relieved myself of all the alcohol I’d been drinking. I’d had this debate with myself already, but with the eyes of my mother on me, all those old catechisms and guilts returned. I dismissed them quickly though, once I remembered how glorious Dillon made me feel and how happy my friends had all been. What else could we do when under the spell of a rock god, but worship at his feet?

When we stepped out of the bathroom, I stopped my daughter and looked her in the eye, “Do you love your friend, Jen?”

“Of course,” she said.

“Then make sure she knows it tonight… make sure he does too.”

“What do you mean?”

But I was already turning back into the loud restaurant, heading to our table. There I saw Jen on one side and Mother on the other plying Dillon with compliments and flirting outrageously. The young man bantered back and forth but grinned gratefully when Heather and I took our seats.

It was a drunken group that stumbled back to the hotel under the red evening sky. The sun was still setting when we got into the lobby. Mother was barreling forward, talking about how she was going to make the kids some drinks in her room when I steered her to the side along with Jen, Nancy, and Morgan.

“We’re going to get dessert and water brought up,” I said to Heather, “why don’t you two go up and get the room ready.”

My daughter’s cheeks heated, and she met my eyes for a long moment before nodding and drawing Dillon over to the elevator bank.

“Yea, make sure the beds are nice and bouncy!” Morgan laughed drunkenly, Heather glaring at her quickly and Dillon frowning.

“You kids have fun,” Mom said, steering Nancy and Morgan into the bar, “we’ll be up in an hour or so.”

Jen stared after the pair with longing, and I hooked an arm in hers and leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“My room has a door adjoining theirs. Why don’t you and I go up and make sure things don’t go off track.”
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T
 he girl grinned at me and nodded and let me steer her over to the elevators after Dillon and Heather had already gone up. She wore a thoughtful expression as we rode the elevator up, and before it stopped at our floor, she turned to look at me with a small frown.

“We plan to marry him,” her words shocked me, and she saw the expression register, and it caused her to grin, “I didn’t think anything would surprise you. I mean, if he’ll have us. And we can’t both… I mean, I know Heather is like, well… Heather, but we love each other. I just thought you should know.”

“That nice dear,” I said with a small nod, “I think the three of you will be quite happy. But you do realize-.”

“Oh, we know,” she said nodding and turning to exit once the door opened, “It took a few days for me to get Heather to see the beauty of it, but she’s come around. Don’t worry Mrs. Kowalski, we understand what you’re building here.”

As we walked down to my room, I thought about the hubris of youth and their firm belief in themselves. It was beautiful to see and forced me to reassess the girl as I hadn’t in years. The blonde, bubbly sorority girl hid a competent and self-assured young woman. She was slight, but her body was tight from hours of cardio and yoga.

She and Heather had taken to wearing dresses since my conversation with Morgan the other morning, but where my daughters were loose and flowing, Jen couldn’t help wearing tight form-fitting clothing.

The girl and I were both quiet as we slipped into my room, and both of us hurried over to the adjoining door and flashed each other conspiratorial grins. Pressing ourselves to either side of the doorframe, we were able to hear muffled words from the other side.

“I didn’t think you liked me at all,” that was Dillon’s deep voice, and he must have been standing right up against the wall for him to come through so clearly.

“You’re forgiven,” Heather said, “but only if you kiss me again.”

Jen and I raised our eyebrows at one another, grinning as the sound of making out could clearly be heard. Then a heavy thump as something fell to the ground and a scrape along the wall. Kisses turned into heated moans and the rustling of clothing hitting the floor. I felt my face go beet red when I realized what was happening no more than five feet away from me.

Reaching out, I let my fingertips drag down the door, bottom lip trembling as I hungered for Dillon’s touch, to see the lust and pleasure on his handsome face and on my gorgeous girls as he took her. Jen caught my look, causing me to blush further and grinned in return, reaching out to take my hand in hers and kiss the fingertips.

Unable to stop myself I pulled the slender young woman to myself, sampling of her sweet lips. She trembled in my arms, and I knew she could be mine right then, but at that moment, a heavy thud, thud, thud started up from the other side of the door, and we both froze. A moment later, the high pitched cry of a woman reaching the peak of her pleasure rose from Heather, and I felt Jen tremble with an ever greater need than what I was feeling.

“Oh, Dillon!” Heather said, “you’re so gorgeous… holy god… I’d don’t know how long I can…”

“Not yet… please… Oh god… I’m cumming again!”

The sounds of love from the other side of the door were driving both Jen and I wild, but I knew what the girls needed. Turning her in my arms, I reached up to the zipper at the back of her dress and drew it down, peeling the garment off her slender shoulders, causing her to shiver even further.

“Go to them,” I whispered in her ear, “Show him he must accept you together… show him how you feel.”

“But it’s Heathers-.”

“No!” I said with more fierceness than I realized I felt, and kissed the soft skin of her neck as I pushed the dress down and unhooked the girl's bra, dropping it as well, “You deserve him just as much as she… and you love her as much as he ever could… go prove it to them both.”

“Thank you,” Jen said, spinning in my arms and kissing me quickly, her tiny pink tongue darting in my mouth and sending a shiver down my spine as it danced with mine for a moment. Then she was stepping back and drawing in a deep breath, “How do I look?”

“Beautiful,” I grinned, and before she could second guess, I reached down and opened the door quickly, stepping behind it.

The sounds of wet sucking met my ears and a gasp from Dillon. Heather giggled and said, “Aren’t you going to join me?” and then Jen leaped through into the other room and fell beside my daughter.

Dillon sat on the bed, his eyes wide with shock, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips as he looked from Jen to Heather and back. The look he saw on both girls’ faces obviously reassured him, because he grinned back that boyish grin I love so much.

When I stepped from behind the door and closed it, he looked up, eyes locking with mine, and I was blessed to see the bliss hood his gaze as Jen and Heather’s mouths went to work on his glorious cock. Neither girl gave me any mind as the door slowly closed, but Dillon never broke contact with my eyes. When I offered him a wink and a wicked grin, one hand sliding between my legs as I watched the taboo sight before me, relief flooded his features. I winked again and let the door close, finding it more difficult than I would have imagined relinquishing the incredible sight before me.

The kids deserved their privacy, and I couldn’t promise myself if I stayed, I would leave them be. Besides, I worried about what Mother might get up to without adult supervision. The moment I walked into the bar and Momo spun on me with a drunken grin. I sensed I was already too late.

“Gongradulatns,” she said in a slur, “your fired and you mom’s inur plash.”

“What?” I asked, fearing the worst and having it confirmed by my mother’s beatific grin as she handed me a glass of rose.

“Drink up dear, we’re celebrating The Jams’ new manager. I’ve decided to back this erstwhile little endeavor of yours and will be replacing you.”

“But…” I said, hunting for a reason the most competent and headstrong woman I’ve ever known wouldn’t be good at the job.

“Relash,” Momo said, throwing her arm around my shoulder and steering me to the back of the bar and slipping a slender joint into my hand, “She jus thin she in charch… we knows better… Dillon’s…”

“Oh dear,” I said and guided the drunken girl back to the bar and slipped the lighter out of her hands before she could try sparking up in front of everyone, “Let’s get you some water, we still have to play tomorrow.”

“No, let’s get you drunk!” Nancy said, laughing and slipping a cocktail in my hand, “Don’t worry, Amanda, I’ll see to the girl, you go make sure your mom doesn’t devour Morgan over there. She’s looking a little scared.”

As my daughter, her friend, and the head of my band made passionate love above, I joined in with the celebration and let myself relax. I was surrounded by loved ones and didn’t let myself think about the trial to come on the morrow when I had to climb onto that stage. Instead, I forced myself to be present and not miss this wonderful evening.
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I
 woke in darkness, filled with terror for a moment that I’d slept in and missed the show, disappointing Dillon and the others. Then I sat up, remembering where I was. I lay in my hotel room with Momo curled up beside me and a slight pounding in my head from the wine I’d drunk the night before.

It couldn’t have been more than a few hours since I fell asleep, but I was wide awake. Climbing out of bed, I hopped in the shower and rinsed my body off, careful to keep my hair dry, and pulled on some comfortable workout clothes and slipped out of the room to find some coffee.

The sun was just beginning to rise, and I encountered a few early risers heading to the gym or in search of coffee like myself. There was a small kiosk in the hotel lobby, but I opted to walk two blocks to a coffee shop and get a latte instead of the cafeteria coffee they were serving.

I knew my mom would be up too; she was always an early riser, so I grabbed her a large latte and made my way back. Enjoying the beautiful colors, the sunrise painted across the heavens, forcing me to ignore the pointed stares and sly comments of several men who walked by.

The only reason I even noted them was how silly the men seemed. Even if I had to share my Dillon with two dozen women, the sliver of him I would get would dwarf what any other man could offer. It was with a skip in my step I headed back to the hotel and climbed the stairs to my room, trying to figure out how I could steal some alone time with my favorite young guitarist before the show or sound check.

My mom’s room was mine before she’d taken it over, and I still had the keycard for it. I knew right where I’d find her, sitting before the window, watching the sky lighten, and reading the paper or a book. I well knew her morning routine, whether at home or on vacation. Grinning, I opened the door and slipped in quickly, eager to surprise her.

It wasn’t my mom who had the shock of her life, but me.

The first thing that registered in my brain was a familiar sound, but it didn’t fit, and so my brain tuned it out. The second thing I noticed as the door swung inward was my mom wasn’t in a chair near the window, and the sheets on her bed were twisted and unmade, which was unlike her. Then I stepped fully into the room and saw the sight that shocked me.

The adjoining door that connected this room to Heather’s was open a crack, and Dillon stood with his ass pressed back against the hotel’s low dresser. He was completely naked, and when he saw me come in, his expression went from sublime pleasure to shock, and he looked between me and the woman whose thick lips were puckered around his cock.

“Mother!?” I said, unable to keep my voice down, but having enough sense to shut the door behind me quickly, “What are you doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” She said after pulling wetly off Dillon’s slick, steel-hard dick and licking her lips clean before continuing, “I’m not going to let my girls have all the fun.”

“She said you told her to do it,” Dillon said, a frown growing on his face as he looked down at Mother.

“Hush dear,” Mother said, still stroking his massive cock with her small hand, the taboo sight wickedly arousing, “you’re about to get a Sportsman’s Delight. I wouldn’t go ruining it.”

“What?” Dillon asked in confusion.

“It’s an old term for a wicked deed. She planned on tripping you into one with Heather, but I beat her to it,” Mother grinned, and I felt a flash of anger.

“You knew?” I said, “Why would you ruin it?”

“Because, dear,” Mom said patiently, “Today is about you… not her. You kids have a show to put on,” planting a soft kiss on the tip of Dillon’s cock, she ran a hand down his firm abs, biting her bottom lip. “And Dillon here will make sure you don’t have any stage fright today,” she grinned up at him, and he smiled back down at her fondly. In shock, I saw a small bead of cum at the corner of her lips and realized she’d swallowed at least one load from the young man already, “Go to her.”

Dillon hesitated, and I felt myself tremble, as desire and lust warred with everything society had told me was wrong and taboo. He could see my need though and stepped over to me, his strong arms sweeping around my back and his lips finding mine. Stars exploded in my brain as I fell beneath him on the bed.

His cock was slick and hard as steel as it pressed into my stomach. The young man’s frantic hands dragged down my yoga pants and stripped off my shoes and I shucked my top, feeling wild and free as I lay there naked. Dillon stood before me, my heels on the edge of the bed, and I ran hands slowly up my sides, gathering my breasts and massaging them, loving how his pupils flared in desire when I did.

My heart skipped a beat when she stepped up beside my young lover. Her hair in disarray, cheeks flush, and lips and chin wet from blowing him. Her grin was fierce as she took me in, and I felt my pride awaken.

“Isn’t my daughter gorgeous,” she whispered into Dillon’s ear, just loud enough for me to hear as she reached around and slipped her hand around his cock, stroking it gently, “and you will make love to her… I want to see it… like the first time you told me about Dillon,” she kissed him, and the sight of her tongue warring with his in wild passion filled me with an even more wicked need, and I couldn’t help but touch my aching pussy.

Whimpering slightly, I sat up and reached out to grip Dillon’s cock and hip, my hands joining my mom’s as I pulled him into me. Sighing out in pleasure as he pressed his hips into mine, his weight falling atop me and turning his head to kiss me. I could taste the illicitness on his tongue and came with a screaming frenzy as he thrust hard into my pussy.

Fingers trembling on his cheeks, I whimpered in pleasure as Dillon took me with a power and need, I hadn’t seen in him before. His hands seemed to be everywhere on my body, and I felt his throbbing cock thicken within me, and another wave of orgasmic bliss swept through my body as he was flooding my depths.

“Oh, fuck, Amanda!” Dillon moaned into my neck, his hips trembling and hands clutching at my sides as he throbbed within me, “You’re so tight… god, it feels like you’re milking me.”

“Good girl,” my mom said, her voice sending a wicked thrill through me as the mattress sagged, “Now it’s momma’s turn to feel this young hard cock.

“Jesus,” Dillon said, eyes wide as my mom pushed him to a kneeling position and shrugged out of her robe. His eyes widened to saucers when mom’s massive breasts came into sight. They are much larger than mine, and even with the sag of age, they managed to keep their pleasing roundness. His hands hesitated when he went to reach for them, and he glanced at me, almost like a boy caught reaching for a treat he wasn’t supposed to have.

“You will never forget today,” I said, feeling the sultry smile find its way to my lips as I rolled around on the bed, “Never.”

Taking his hand, I guided it to my mom’s massive tit and grinned at him when his fingers sank into the soft flesh, and I began to knead and play with them. Mom moaned, her lips finding the side of his neck as she pressed herself against him. I was on his other side, and this time it was my turn to guide him to his back, kissing down his firm stomach to his twitching cock.

I crawled between Dillon’s legs and wrapped my hands around the base of his cock and licked up the underside, tasting myself on him and feeling his hardening cock twitch. Mom knelt over him, moaning like a cow as she fed him first one large pink nipple and then the other. Biting her bottom lip, she slid a hand down and hissed in desire when her fingers slipped around the hard shaft with mine.

Letting her take over jacking his cock gently, I focused on the head, licking and sucking until he was hard and stiff once more. The bed shifted, and then my pussy quivered in taboo thrill once more as my mother’s thick lips began kissing and sucking one side of his shaft while I took the other. Opening my eyes, I saw Dillon staring down at us with awestruck eyes and such pleasure filling him I grinned in pride once more.

Instead of being awkward or weird, the experience only brought us closer together, and by the time Dillon was steel hard, I had to rip myself away from his cock, or else I would have happily worshipped him with her for hours. Mother was hungry to feel his mighty cock within her, and I knew Dillon desired it too.

In moments the lovers forgot me, as Dillon drove his cock up into Mother’s tight pussy. She rode him like a stallion, back arched and hands pressed to his mid-section, massive breasts pressed together, hips undulating in a rhythm I’d never seen before.

“Oh, you gorgeous boy!” Mom moaned, “You’re… touching places… never been…. Ohh!!”

Her shudder of pleasure drew a grin to my lips and then a moan when Dillon’s hand slipped between my legs, and my lips found his.

“This is insane,” he moaned into my lips, “God, I love you.”

“I love you too,” I whispered in his ear, “Now put this mouthy broad in her place with that gorgeous cock of yours.”

He grinned fiercely back at me and rolled over. Mom yelping in surprise as she went head over ankles and then moaning in pleasure as he pressed her down into the bed. The titan of my childhood was babbling, her body shuddering and sex squirting all over Dillon, as he claimed her with a power I’d rarely seen. I couldn’t rub myself fast enough, and it was my turn to gasp when a sharp little tongue buried itself in my quim.

Looking down, I saw the adorable face of Momo, who’d slipped in the room without alerting anyone, eating me out.

“God, yes!” I moaned, drawing Dillon’s gaze and adding increased frenzy to his thrusts as he witnessed the sexy sight of the tiny Asian girl licking me while I pulled on my breasts and sucked my own nipple into my mouth.

The four of us came right around the same time, Momo riding her little fingers as she watched Dillon turn old Bess into a happy cock-slave beneath him. I dragged Momo up, kissing the girl soundly and hugging her tight, so delighted to have her at my side.

The morning light streamed in the hotel rooms windows and Mother slipped into the shower, humming happily to herself. I caught Dillon staring at her massive breasts swinging freely and reached down and cupped his balls, causing him to jump slightly. My grin caused him to blush, and then he was rolling atop me, and I was lost in bliss once more as my rock god claimed me and then my sweet Momo right after and atop me.
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T
 he three of us made sweet love together, our bodies harmonizing as one. An hour later, I found myself in the shower, humming one of our songs happily to myself when someone popped their head in.

“Hey, Mom?” Heather asked.

“Yes, honey?” I felt trepidation about what had transpired, not an hour before. Not shame or guilt as I might have two weeks back, but the last thing I wanted was the growing closeness with my girl to be ruined.

“I just wanted to say break a leg today. Jen and I are heading in early with Morgan to make sure everything is ready for you guys, so we might not see you guys until you get backstage,” she stepped into the bathroom letting the door close behind her, “I also wanted to say I love you, and nothing will change that, I hope you know that.”

“Of course, it won’t,” I said, sliding the glass door open slightly and peeking out, “Heather… you look gorgeous!”

“You like?” She grinned and twirled, the skirt on her green dress flaring wide, the color-matched the gold of her hair and cream of her skin perfectly, its upper half hugging her incredible curves and the lower half flaring out, allowing her legs to flash as she walked. “Dillon practically swallowed his tongue when he saw me in it.”

“Honey, there is something you should know,” I prepared myself to tell her what had happened that morning, the shower's steamrolling out around me, making it even more awkward.

“Mom, it’s ok,” Heather said, stepping forward and brushed my lips with a quick kiss, her grin flashing into place after, “and that was nothing compared to what I have planned.”

“What?” I asked with a touch of worry in my voice, which only caused Heather’s grin to grow all the wider.

“You’ll find out later,” she said with a wink and then spun out of the bathroom, “hurry up and finish, Momo is dying to see you in the outfits she’s picked out.”

I finished up in the shower and found myself less worried about what Heather had planned and more excited. That excitement carried me out of the shower, and I wrapped a towel around myself. My hair had only gotten a touch wet on the tip and was easy enough to dry quickly. The bathroom got crowded when Momo joined me, the pair of us having more fun than seemed reasonable as we put on our makeup, did our hair, and dressed in the outfits she’d picked out.

When I finally stood before the mirror and took myself in, I couldn’t help but shiver in sinful anticipation of parading around in the outfit. Once again, Momo was helping me to relax and instead of being anxious about the crowd, getting excited about it. Just like the other time with the outfits, she was helping me find the ‘character’ or ‘persona’ of my stage self.

“I’ll never remember the name of the character,” I said, turning and admiring how the sleek fabric clung to my hips and ass, the tiny skirt flaring wide, “but the coloring does fit me nicely.”

“You’re the perfect Sailor Scout with that dark hair, pale skin, and your beauty. She would kill to have those glorious breasts of yours, though.” The young woman turned beside me, admiring herself in the mirror, “If I’m truthful, I did this so that I could have a blond wig and be the princess.”

“Come on,” I said, grinning back, “Let’s get our prince charming and get this over with before I get too terrified.”

I worried bringing up the fear would make it manifest into reality, but Momo was quick to distract me. The girl’s endless chatter took us down the elevators and through the lobby. It was only by chance that I heard someone calling my name from across the room. Turning, I found Kelly and Charlotte hurrying over from the front desk, the pair both lugging cumbersome bags of equipment and another, older woman trailing them.

“Dr. Lansing and Dr. Hurley, it’s so good to see you both,” I said, and I was about to ask what they were doing at the hotel when Kelly burst out.

“Amanda! Thank god we found you, they wouldn’t tell us anything at the desk. Sorry, let me introduce a colleague of ours, this is Professor Fielding. She runs an institute on empathy and the use of powerful drugs to unlock empathetic thinking in patients.”

“Nice to meet you,” the older woman said with a faint blush.

“I’m sorry, Kelly,” I said with a frown, “but we have to get going, Momo, and I have to be at the venue in less than thirty minutes.”

“I know, I know, I just wanted to ask if you could do one thing for us,” she motioned to Charlotte, and the woman dug into the cloth bag she had over one shoulder and came out with three small round glass cases with odd little devices inside.

“If you, Momo, and Dillon could place these on your belts,” Professor Fielding said, taking one out of the case and quickly demonstrating its application, “It clips on here… and this pad you place over your heart and this other one just beneath your right ear… like so.”

“Sure, we can do that,” I said, Momo and I taking the cases from the women. “What’s the purpose of them, though?”

“They are just simple monitoring tools,” Charlotte said, “But are equipped with Bluetooth and linked to my tablet and will feed us real-time data. This is so exciting, Amanda, you have no idea!”

“What is?” Momo asked.

“I’ll let Kelly explain it. It was her theory that we’ve been testing.”

“It was, but Professor Fielding’s research into empathy and communal moods made it possible. You see, Amanda,” we began walking out to the parking lot as the woman spoke quickly her excitement infecting Momo and I as well, “As I explained before, there are certain ancient triggers within us humans. Holdover traits from our days as herd animals on the plains, when a cry of warning, or to hearten could infect the whole tribe or herd.”

“You’re young Dillon has an incredible gift,” Professor Fielding cut in, her tone even more breathless than Kelly’s, “I believe he is the first of his kind in fifty thousand years… a peacemaker and mind-healer. The data isn’t solid enough yet, but from the results we observe in Dr. Hurley’s transformation, it looks promising.”

“What happened to you?” Momo asked Charlotte.

“My anxieties are gone,” she said, “and so is my depression that came every morning when I woke up. I don’t procrastinate nearly as much, nor find myself judging others harshly as I once did, daily. It’s… as though I’ve been filled with love for humanity like never before and that love has… smoothed out… many of the issues that built up over years of adulthood.”

“We’re about to play before a large crowd,” I said with a small frown of worry when we got to my car, “Do you think there’s any harm? It’s a small stage. Maybe a couple of hundred people will be paying attention.”

“We haven’t seen any evidence of harm yet,” Kelly said with a firm shake of her head, “in fact, just the opposite.”

“That’s why we’re here,” Professor Fielding said, “Not only do we see no harm, but we both see the potential for dramatic improvements to the health and wellbeing of not only those who hear the young genius, but also for the communities they live in.”

“So, you’re telling us Dillon’s going to change the whole world for the better with his music?” Momo asked with an adorable little frown, and when the three women nodded eagerly, she just shook her head, “We already knew that.”

“What Momo means to say,” I said, smoothing over the three doctors ruffled feathers, “is that we’re grateful you shared this with us, but we really do have to get going.”

“Of course!” Kelly said with a grin, “And good luck out there. We can’t wait to hear you three play!”

We waved our goodbyes, and I stifled a laugh at Momo’s rolled eyes when the three finally took their leave and let us climb into the car. It was a short drive to the venue, but parking was a nightmare. Our passes allow us into the backstage area, and even though we both wore long sweaters hiding most of our outfits, we drew long stares from both security and roadies.
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B
 etween the lascivious looks and the small stage once more visible over the heads of those nearby, I felt butterflies awaken in my stomach. Biting my tongue, I tried to force them down and ignore the anxiety, but that only made it flare all the higher. My hands were growing cold and clammy, and my breath hissing in and out of my mouth sounding far too loud to me.

Momo saw someone and hurried ahead, leaving me alone for a second. All around me were strangers who felt too close. The whole world felt like it was pressing in, my vision darkening. That’s when the real panic started, and I started looking for the exit, knowing how much it would disappoint Dillon but also that I could never go up there, never stand before so many staring faces.


Especially in this outfit! What was I thinking?!


I saw the exit and lifted my foot to walk towards it, but once again, Dillon’s face flashed in my mind's eye. The idea that I could never stand on that stage and play beside him wasn’t real. It just felt real. Could I live with myself if I abandoned him and Momo after all the practice we’d put in? Could I live with myself if I missed out on the opportunity?

Drawing in a deep breath, I turned on the spot, back to face the stage, my terror rising. It was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done in my life, but the moment I did, I saw Dillon standing not ten feet away, a small, proud smile on his face. The sight of his beautiful blue eyes filled me with love, and I ran forward, throwing my arms around his neck and kissing him soundly, not caring who saw.

“I almost,” I couldn’t get the rest out, but Dillon stroked my back, holding me close and whispering in my ear.

“You didn’t, and I’m so proud of you. Now, come, and let’s go make some beautiful music and have the time of our lives.”

“Mhmm, I can think of one other thing I’d like to do,” I said as I slid down his body, planting my heels on the dry ground, “But I guess it can wait until after.”

“Wait till you see the backstage area,” Dillon said, his arm slipping around my waist as he steered me towards the roped off area, “They have soda’s, muffins, even cold beers just sitting out for anyone to grab.”

“A beer might calm my nerves down,” I said and grinned when I spotted Heather, Nancy, and Morgan speaking with a tall older woman with a clipboard.

From the respect and deference people were showing the woman, she must be someone important. Spotting Momo over near a table filled with puffy and powder sugary pastries, I waved the girl over. Grinning around a mouthful of white cream and chocolate, she wiped off her face and came over.

“Did you hear?” The slender girl asked excitedly once she’d swallowed her dessert, “That K-Pop group from yesterday, they all got food poisoning or something. They’re supposed to be the opening act on the main stage in twenty minutes. Now I don’t know what they’re going to do.”

“That’s the woman in charge of the festival,” Dillon said with a frown, “What is Nancy agreeing to?”

I saw he was right. Nancy was shaking the woman’s hand, a triumphant grin on her lips. The woman waved a hand in the air and pointed at Nancy, and a stuffy man in a tight suit came scurrying forward.

“Nelson, make sure The Jams have everything they need to open the main stage,” the woman raised an eyebrow at Nancy, “I’m trusting you not to screw me on this if your people bail at the last minute… I don’t care if they fall on their faces. Just make sure I don’t have seventy thousand restless, drunk, and high people on my hands, screaming for a refund.”

“Don’t worry,” Nancy assured the woman as we walked up, “Dillon and his girls are going to make sure your festival opens with a performance the crowd will never forget.”

“Hmph, I’ll believe it when I see it,” the woman said with a frown as she took in the three of us, “You’re doing us a big favor by taking this on, but I also know what a big opportunity it is. Don’t fuck this up, and I’ll make sure other festival promoters know you can be trusted to perform. Do… and I’ll make sure they know that too, deal?”

“I just want to play,” Dillon said, “Small stage, big stage, it doesn’t matter. But I don’t appreciate you threatening Nancy or my bandmates. Do it again, and we’ll turn around and leave. I don’t give a fuck who you tell.”

The words were delivered with quiet confidence, his eyes hard as ice as he stared at the woman. Instead of exploding like I thought she might, the woman raised an eyebrow, taking Dillon in from toes to head and nodding slowly, liking what she found.

“Well, now you’re no wilting daisy, are you?” Her eyes took on a gleam I’d come to recognize, and she shifted her stance, her jacket and skirt molding themselves to her body. “I like a man with a bit of backbone, and one who can play the guitar. Lord knows we see few enough guitarists and bands nowadays. It’s all EDM and head banging. I’ll tell you what, if you three impress me, I’ll talk to my sister who books Coachella. She always needs talented young artists. But only if you impress me, understand?”

“Get ready to be impressed then,” Dillon said with a confident wink.

The woman just shook her head, a smile finding its way onto her lips as she walked away. The man she handed us off to, Nelson, escorted us around the backstage area. The closer we got to the massive main stage, the more and more nervous I grew. Momo gripped one hand and Dillon the other as roadies ran past us carrying our equipment and quickly heading up to set it up.

The first thing I noticed when we approached the back of the stage was the sound of the crowd—thousands and thousands of people talking with one another as they waited for the first act to arrive. The music was overwhelming, and I barely noticed when Nelson ushered us into a small backstage area surrounded by black curtains.

“Are you going out in those awful sweatshirts?” The man asked with a supercilious lisp.

Momo and I shucked our long sweatshirts, revealing the small outfits we wore, and Dillon let out a low wolf whistle of approval. Nelson frowned and shook his head, muttering to himself.

“Amateur hour. How tacky can people be?!”

“Just wait here,” he said louder, “the stage manager will let you know when you go on. You’ll hear the MC announcing you three, then just run on out. Break a leg!”

Dillon flashed the man a cold smile, and he slipped out. My heart was racing, and I was finding it difficult to calm my breathing down, but before my panic could take over, I grew curious watching Momo slip a hand in her bra.

“What are you doing?” I asked, a touch scandalized as I looked around, making sure no one could see us. The black curtains mostly shut us off from prying eyes, but not completely.

“It slipped…” she said, face twisting in the effort as she dug deeper, “I can feel it… got it!”

Grinning in triumph, she pulled free a slender joint from her shirt and smiled at me.

“Just want to make sure your heads in the right place before we go out there.”

“I don’t know,” I said, worry joining the anxiety and stage fright, making me feel even more uncomfortable.

“I think it’s a good idea,” Dillon said, nodding, “just a puff or two. Remember what you told me about your first time playing with Momo?”

“If you think it will help,” I said, “Maybe just a little.”
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D
 illon got a lighter from one of the roadies and popped back in and handed it to Momo. He didn’t partake of the cannabis, but Momo joined me. For a moment, I feared security might give us a hard time then I realized where we were. No one at an outdoor music festival would give two figs for a little pot smoke.

I only took two tiny drags of the small joint, but that had my head feeling fuzzy, and a silly grin found its way onto my lips. Momo and I were giggling to one another about nothing when the stage manager came and told us we had one minute before we had to go up.

“This is it,” Dillon said, a proud smile etched across his face, “before we go out there I just want to say how much I love you both and that no matter what happens, I wouldn’t want anyone else up there with me.”

“I never dreamed I’d be anywhere like this,” I said, reaching up and cupping his cheek with one hand, “It’s all thanks to you and your incredible talent.”

“Let’s go rock their fucking socks off!” Momo said with a fierce smile.

Dillon gathered us in his strong arms, hugging us both close and kissing our hair. The stage fright, which was creeping back in, disappeared in a puff when I felt his body pressed against mine. When he stepped away, I found my fingers trailing down his side and cupping his ass before he skipped up the stairs, flashing me a quick smile.

“Give him a moment alone,” Momo said, “let the crowd focus on him…” the crowd clapped politely, and I heard Dillon take the microphone introducing himself and the band. “Now.”

Momo and I strode out, and I felt a rush of adrenaline when thousands and thousands of eyes fixed on us. There were a few chuckles and some wolf-whistles at our tiny and tight costumes, but for the most part, people had their interest perked by the odd band taking the stage.

“I know we weren’t quite what you were expecting,” Dillon said as he slung his electric guitar over one shoulder and took up his pick, “but lend us your ears, and we will do our best to entertain you.”


“Just play already!”
 Came a rude shout from deep in the crowd, to an agreeable muttering from the rest of the crowd.

None of it seemed entirely real to me. Whether that was the pot or the shock of seeing so many people looking up at us, everything had a hazy dream-like quality. Fear and anxiety faded when I looked over at Momo. The adorable girl grinned at me and twirled her drumsticks, and we both looked to Dillon, who glanced back and winked.

The young man stood with a confident swagger before the waiting crowds and looked over them with eyes that claimed them all as his. The reaction of the crowd was immediate. They began to shift and mutter, complaining to their friends and those standing nearby about the arrogant young man.

I began to wonder what Dillon was doing and almost opened my mouth to say something. He stood there for long seconds, letting the crowd grow more and more restless. Just when I began to fear we were losing them entirely and got ready to dash off stage when beer bottles or solo cups came flying, Dillon struck the first chords of our signature song.

To either side of the stage stood massive speakers that blasted Dillon’s music to the back of the crowd. I watched those first notes roll through the sea of humanity like a wave. When the sound reached their ears, the reaction was immediate. Mouths fell agape, and except for Dillon’s guitar, as it played the opening notes, silence reigned.


“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”



“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”



“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”



“Hunting for love in my new golden dream.”


The first words out of his mouth broke the spell that had frozen the crowd and shouts of shock and cheers rose here and there. For the most part, people listened with friends and loved ones, holding one another close as the ballad played on.

I’d heard and played the song dozens of times by this point, but its magic hadn’t weakened. The music carried me away as it always did, but I also stayed present, relishing the moment as my fingers danced along with the keys.

As the song came to a close, Dillon’s deep, loud voice fading out, the crowd erupted in applause. I saw several figures jumping in joy on the side of the stage and flashed a brief smile at Nancy and Heather, but then was pulled into the next song, a heavier rock number. Dillon didn’t relish in the applause, instead weaving tempos and energy together to give the crowd a full experience.

He would lead from slow songs into faster and faster rhythms until the crowd was dancing and singing along with a wild frenzy. Then would take them all the way down with a slow ballad, his rich voice making love blossom between concert goers by the hundreds. Another contingent of women, and no few men, had worked their way up to the front of the crowd and pressed against the security fencing, hands stretching forth and expressions enraptured.

Words must have gotten out to the rest of the festival because our large crowd started to balloon during the third song. What little space there was on the edges and back of the large grass field filled up, and people even climbed atop the food trucks and port-a-potties.

Even the back and side stage areas filled with people. I had no idea who any of these people were, but soon Nancy, Mom, Heather, and Morgan were herded off to one corner as more and more suits and sparkly dressed pop stars showed up to watch us perform.

All of this, I noticed in bits and pieces. My own playing took most of my concentration, even when it was effortless and guided by Dillon, I still feared making any mistakes and kept most of my attention on it. I did make a slip up here and there, but I don’t think it was anything anyone noticed, especially with this being the first time we’d played most of these songs.

I couldn’t fail though, not with Dillon leading the way and Momo keeping perfect rhythm. We’d only prepared eleven songs to play, and when we finished the final song, Dillon’s masterpiece, the crowd was all singing along with the hook, arms thrown over their neighbors’ shoulders, friend and stranger alike, all bonded as one.

“We’re The Jams,” Dillon said once the song ended, “You can find us online, thanks for lending us your time and ears!”

The roar of the crowd was like a slap in the back as we hurried off stage. The three of us were on such a massive high from the show that I barely registered the hugs and congratulations of Nancy and Morgan. When Heather folded me in her arms, whispering about how proud she was of us, I started to get emotional, but when Mother looked at me with her proudest smile, I felt the damn break and emotions pour out of me.

“It was as if heaven itself came down and graced us with a show,” Mom said as she stroked my hair.

“I have never been happier to be in the business I am in,” came a strong woman’s voice from behind the crowd, then she was pushing her way through, a tall, beautiful older blonde woman wearing the most expensive designer skirt suit I’d ever seen. “Dillon, you gorgeous young man! That was beautiful music!”

“Adeline!” Morgan said with a shocked grin, “I didn’t know you were leaving LA?!”

“I took our private jet out this morning,” Adeline said, her brown eyes never leaving Dillon’s, “had to make sure our newest investment proved out and boy oh boy did it ever… I’d like a minute alone with you, Dillon. So, I can make sure you know exactly how much Global Music Group is here to… support you.”

“That might have to wait,” Morgan said, hooking a thumb behind her at the crowd who was still screaming and cheering and just beginning to start up a chant of ‘Encore! Encore!’.

Nelson came scurrying up with his clipboard, an excited grin on his face. When the effete little man spotted Dillon, he threw up his hands and squealed like a little girl.

“Oh my god, you brilliant man! And you too ladies, you looked so gorgeous up there, amazing! That was the greatest performance I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen Bruce in concert like thirty times! You three have to go back out and play one more song. The crowd is going nuts for it.”

“We played all our songs,” Dillon said with a frown, “Should we play one over again?”

“No,” I said, a flash of inspiration struck me, “You should go out there alone and play for them as you played for me that first night. Give them all that gift.”

“Are you sure?” Dillon asked Momo and me.

“Go,” Momo said, “don’t let them mistake who the real talent on that stage was.”

“I love you two,” Dillon said with a grin, pulling us both into a warm embrace.

Standing up straight, he let out a deep breath and squaring his shoulders, strode out onto the stage. The crowd roared in welcome when they spotted him walk out. Momo gripped one hand and Nancy the other with Heather, Mom, Morgan, Adeline, and the rest crowding in close.

In all the craziness after our show and press of bodies around us, I hadn’t noticed just how many other bands and musicians crowded backstage with us. I was shocked to see some famous musicians spread throughout the backstage crowd. From the awe and fascination on their faces, it was clear they were all as affected by the rock god’s music as the crowds.












Chapter 54











D
 illon stepped up to the microphone, and the crowd quieted. Their murmur interrupted by excited screams and cries, but for the most part, they all stared up with open, excited expressions.

“Thank you,” he said, blue eyes sparkling as he took them all in, “I can’t tell you all how amazing this has been. This was our first live performance, and we couldn’t have asked for a better crowd,” shouts of shock and surprise erupted from the crowd, and I saw musicians all around us react with similar surprise, “Amanda and Momo wanted me to leave you all with one final song, from my heart. I hope you all enjoy.”

Their cheers died down quickly, and an almost eerie silence fell over the entire venue. At least sixty thousand pairs of eyes were on Dillon as he popped his neck side to side and flexed the fingers of his right hand. He glanced to the side, and his eyes met mine, and I felt my heart swell at the love I saw there and even more so when he looked at Nancy, Momo, Heather and the others with a similar passion.

Then he began to play. At first, it was a single rising note, pure and clear, vibrating, as his finger wiggled on the frets. Then he did something I couldn’t quite see with his pinky and ring fingers on the right hand, adding in a bass beat to the high note. Then his hands were flying across the guitar so quickly it was hard to see what exactly he did.

After a second, I stopped trying to pay attention to his fingers and was carried away by the sounds. Here was a distillation of talent and skill the world had rarely seen. Dillon told a story only with his guitar. The music he created transported everyone who heard it live and brought them along for the ride.

His music spoke of loss and loneliness, of heartache and sadness, but hope as well. A slender thread of hope that he kept returning, the musical refrain was haunting and inspiring at the same time. The loss and loneliness disappeared, and his play changed, evolving and exploding into frenetic pace, filled with sharp notes. The refrain of hope grew, somehow he wove it throughout the evolving song until it built and built into a crescendo of cascading notes that had the audience and all of us backstage in a dancing frenzy. It was impossible not to move and feel alive as those sweet guitar licks rolled through us. Dillon concluded the solo performance with an acid rock-like guitar screed and a knee slide, the audience roaring and nearly buckling the security fence as they rushed forward.

Dillon ran off stage and was met by a crowd of other performers, all congratulating him and trying to get a piece of the young genius. I looked around and was surprised to see Mom and Heather were gone. I looked around with a frown but couldn’t spot them, but there were other worries on my mind just then.

Adeline and Nancy were trying to push forward to Dillon, but the crowd was quickly sweeping him away backstage. I spotted a gorgeous pair of women linking their arms in his, their faces shining with desire and devotion like I’d seen in so many. One of the women was pulling a small plastic bag of white powder out of her bra and winked up at Dillon.

Then they were gone from my sight as Momo and I were pushed further and further back in the crowd. I began to feel my anxiety once more, as strangers surrounded us, then Adeline and Nancy were there.

“That asshole of a stage manager is trying to get Dillon to go to their parties,” Nancy said with a frown, “he has a couple of whores ready to sweep him off his feet.”

“Did we lose him already?” Adeline said with a sour frown, “You ladies were supposed to look out for him. Keep him out of trouble like that.”

“It all just happened so fast,” Morgan said, “where are Heather and Bess? We should find them and get out of here. I’m starting to get nervous.”

I was past nervous and starting to go into freak out mode. Dillon was nowhere to be seen, and the crowd was all pushing back into one of the large backstage areas where there were kegs and clouds of smoke. I was just trying to work up the nerve to march in there and drag Dillon out when a familiar-looking figure came striding through the press of people.

The crowd parted for him, people offering their congratulations, which he ignored, his pale blue eyes searching hungrily until they locked on mine, and I saw the anxiety fade and a grin form there. Laughing in joy, I ran forward into Dillon’s arms and didn’t give a damn about who witnessed me kissing him thoroughly.

“I thought I’d lost you,” Dillon whispered in my ear as he held me close, “Everywhere I looked were strangers and they just kept pushing me forward. I finally had to knock that annoying little guy down to get back out here.”

“Well, I’m glad you did,” I said, releasing him and smoothing down my skirt and blushing at the stares we were getting.

“Dillon,” Momo said, “You have to play that song for us again. It was unbelievable!”

“Yes,” Adeline said with a sultry smile, “and we have to get it up for sale and download immediately. Morgan, you need to get a copy of their performance. I know the promoters were recording everything.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Morgan said and marched off her face set.

“Nancy, you and I need to talk licensing fees because we’re going to have every morning show and late-night show in the country asking for footage of this concert today. Where is Jen? Ahh there you are, I need to speak with you about a social campaign built around today. We got work to do people!” She turned her beautiful face on Momo, me and Dillon, and grinned, reaching out to cup Dillon’s cheeks in her hands, “Not you though! You three did brilliantly! You head into the green room and relax. Just trust Adeline and Global, we’ll take care of you.”

“That’s a good idea,” Momo said with a suspicious smile, “why don’t you head into the green room and… relax?”

“Ok,” I said with a frown, wondering what the ladies were up to.

Dillon took my arm and led me back to our small green room area, and I could feel the energy still coursing through him. I felt it too—a wild thrill from the crowd and the energy they fed to us. I just imagined what wickedness Dillon and I could get up to in the green room alone when I pushed open the door and froze in shock at the sight before me.

“Welcome to the after-party,” Heather said, stepping forward and drawing a shocked Dillon deeper into the room, “where all your dreams will be made reality and where we all get to show you just how much we appreciate your genius and talent.”

“Jesus,” Dillon said, looking around himself and back at me with wide eyes.

I met his shocked stare with an enthusiastic grin, pulling Momo, Nancy, and Adeline in behind me and shutting the door firmly in place. Morgan was off running an errand, but every other woman we’d grown close to and become intimate with over the past two weeks was here.

Dr. Lansing sat sipping a red solo cup of beer beside her friend Dr. Hurley, both staring around the room with wicked grins as they anticipated the wild times about to begin. Jen sat with my mom on a low couch, the two of them had their arms wrapped around one another, and I was shocked to see my mother’s lipstick smeared, and the younger woman’s cheeks flushed with desire, her slender hips rocking against my mom’s fingers.

Standing near one corner of the room, was Pastor Elizabeth Watkins with the two young farmhands beside her. The conservative woman looked out of place in her long high-necked dress, but from the burning desire in her eyes as she stared at Dillon, I knew she was eager for the fun to begin. The two young sisters beside her looked around at the gorgeous and confident women surrounding them with trepidation. When their eyes fell on Dillon, I saw lust overwhelm their insecurities and inhibitions.

“Today is the first day of the rest of our lives,” I said softly, drawing all eyes to me, “and I’ve never been prouder to be a part of anything as I am to have you ladies on our side in this adventure.”

“Your music has touched us all,” Heather said, her grin fierce as she pulled Dillon into her arms, and wrapped them around his neck, drawing his face into hers, “It has healed hurts we didn’t even know were there… now let us show you how much we love you… let us put into action the mantra that fills our hearts every day.”

“All for Dillon…” I murmured and was surprised to realize all the women whispered it at the same time.












Chapter 55











W
 e grinned at one another, and I found myself drawing Momo into a fierce kiss. The slender girl melted in my arms. Dillon was right beside me, the heat of his skin sparking my own deep desire, and I hungrily clung to Momo and she to me. Heather pressed Dillon down onto the couch beside Jen, and I grinned to see her join my daughter in drawing the young man’s clothes off.

I was happy to see the pair weren’t greedy. Both turned to the farm girls and drew them down onto the crowded couch. The sisters sank between Dillon’s spread legs, and as the musician made out with Jen, Heather guided first one pair of pink lips and then the other to Dillon’s steely tool.

My attention wavered when hot lips pressed to my neck, and then it was my turn to succumb to the lips of a young woman. Momo and I couldn’t seem to get enough of one another. The girl's scout outfit peeling free of her slender frame one delicious inch at a time. She sought to caress my breasts and free them of their confines, but I was intent on devouring her tiny body first.

Sinking to my knees, I pulled her skirt and panties down, slender pale stomach trembling as I kissed my way down it. Soon I wasn’t alone as the two doctors pressed the girl and myself down to the floor. Momo wasn’t the only one gasping in pleasure. I did as well, from Charlotte’s hand pressed to my sex as I bent over before her.

I kissed my way down Momo’s flat stomach to her shaven sex, dragging my tongue over her engorged clit and grinning as the girl shuddered. Then I was feasting on her sex. I licked and suckled the girl’s clit as my finger slipped into her tightness and found the rough patch of her g-spot. Momo stiffened beneath me, and I felt her first orgasm roll through her.

It was getting hard for me to concentrate as Charlotte’s hands explored my body. The slender doctor took her time teasing and touching my pussy, working me into a frenzy before she finally pressed her tongue into my aching sex, and just after Momo came with a cry of pleasure, it was my turn to cum all over the woman’s face.

Rolling, I pulled Charlotte into an embrace, even as Momo pulled Dr. Lansing’s pussy onto her mouth, the sexy redhead sitting up, firm breasts standing out proud as she bit her bottom lip. Behind the pair, I could see Dillon sitting on the couch still, one of the small sisters riding his cock. Her tiny pussy coated his cock in her cream as she came again and again on him, her whispers of love and devotion to the boy, barely making it to my ears over the other sounds. Heather was pressed to one side of Dillon, while Jen was pushed to the other. The pair of coeds were taking turns making out with Dillon and the girl, while they stripped naked.

Pastor Watkins and Mother sat on a small couch, watching the wickedness unfold around them. Elizabeth watched Dillon fuck the two sisters with growing envy, while Mother slowly stripped the beautiful pastor of her conservative dress. The woman was all too aware of Dillon’s hot eyes passing over them, and she made a show of it.

As the first sister slipped off Dillon’s cock and into Heather’s arms, her body limp and a smile of total satisfaction etched across her face, her sister crawled up to take her place. The girl whimpered in delight as the musician spun around and stood behind her. The girl knelt on the couch as he slid into her from behind, and she arched her back into him, moaning in sinful pleasure as Jen’s tongue found the girls clit.

The door cracked open, and Morgan slipped in, an excited grin flashing onto her lips when she saw the scene unfolding in the green room. Then Nancy pulled the former model down into her arms, stripping the woman’s expensive skirt suit off as she did.

“I have been dreaming of these tits ever since I first saw your picture,” I turned in surprise to see Adeline Atkinson crawling towards me. “And god… they don’t disappoint, do they?”

She grinned as she drew near, and reaching out, she slid her hand up my side, caressing my hip. I smiled back at the beautiful executive and took in her flawless, surgically enhanced body. Then my attention was once more diverted, as Momo gathered one massive breast and wrapped her lips around the pink nipple. Pleasure shot down to my sex from the contact, and I gripped the girl's head, holding her close as Adeline took the other breast. Then I was crying out in pleasure as both women slipped their hands between my legs.

Executive and drummer made out, sharing my breasts back and forth between them, the tiny Japanese girl's pink tongue dancing with the older executive’s. Over their shoulders, I could see Morgan and Nancy locked in a lover’s embrace, and Dillon, hips losing their rhythm as his first orgasm approached.

The scene that played out sent me over the edge and into a massive orgasm, it was so taboo. Heather and Jen dragged Dillon’s cock out of the younger sister’s pussy, while she and her sister spun, pressing their cute faces together as Heather and Jen stroked him off. Rope after rope of thick pearlescent cum covered the girls’ faces as my rock god grunted in pleasure, eyes wide with awe.

In moments Heather had one sister pressed back into the couch’s cushions and Jen the other. The older girls were making out with the younger, while they shared Dillon’s sweet cum back and forth. The young man stepped to the side, over to Mother and Pastor Watkins, and offered his softening, cum slick cock to their hungry mouths.

I would have kept watching the hot sight of the older women becoming cock sucking slaves, but a particularly talented tongue soon had taken all of my attention. Morgan slipped her thin thighs over my head, and I tilted my head back, tongue coming in contact with her tight slit. I grinned when I heard the woman sigh out in pleasure. Then she was kissing someone else as more bodies pressed close.

The rhythms of our lovemaking carried me away, and soon, music joined in with our moans and cries of pleasure. The techno sounds filtering in from the main stage pulsed and throbbed in time with my own satisfaction, it felt like.

“Holy fuck, you two are amazing,” Dillon moaned, drawing our gazes to the incredible sight happening in the corner of the room.

There, Mother knelt, beside Elizabeth, the pair of them working him over. Their whole bodies were thrown into the motions as both pairs of lips and tongues slid up and down that massive cock. Dillon growled in desperate need and slid his fingers in Mother's hair, gripping it and bending her over. With Elizabeth to push his cock home, he took her bent over there, her massive tits swaying, nipples dragging along the cold floor as she cried out in pleasure.

“Oh, you gorgeous boy!... Mhmm! Oh fuck… right there, Lizzy.. oh baby, momma cumming! Mhmm!!!!!!”

Her juices sprayed all over Pastor Watkins's face as she lapped at the young man's balls and the woman’s pussy. Then Dillon was ripping his cock out of my mom’s pussy and moving over to slide it into Heather’s waiting sex. Feeling a thrill if wickedness, I slipped free of the naked limbs caressing me and was bent over beside the girl in heartbeats. Three perfect asses lined up before Dillon, eagerly waiting for his mighty cock to spear us.

Glancing over, I saw the grin of taboo pleasure overtake Heather's face, as Dillon fucked her forcefully, and then it was my turn to moan out in pleasure as he reached over, caressing my ass and sex.

“Mhmm, take my daughter now,” Mom moaned, as she knelt beside Dillon, running her nails up and down his thighs as she kissed his neck and cheeks, “take her… I want to see you claim her as yours!”

“Yes!” Momo moaned from my other side, “God, you two are so beautiful together.”

I smiled at the beautiful young Japanese girl and was about to offer my own compliment, but all that came out was a gasp of surprise and pleasure as Dillon slid into me. His girth stretching my tight insides, and I felt the first quivering of an orgasm begin deep within the center of my being. Lips met mine and hands caressed my skin and chest, but all I could focus on were the strong hands gripping my hips, fingers digging into the space at the top of my hip bones in a way that drove me crazy as Dillon claimed my body, sending me over the edge of a massive orgasm.

“Oh, Mom,” Heather whispered as she clung to me, “I love you… Mhmmm baby…. Harder!”

My lips found hers as I felt her body shaking against me. Then Nancy was there, her lips and hands all over the pair of us. Things got wild after that, with all of us piling onto the floor, dragging cushions with us as we formed a human pile of fucking flesh.

Dillon was drained by the end of the first hour, in more ways than one. In the end, it was Heather, Momo, Nancy, and I left with him in the green room. Adeline had led Morgan and Jen back to the hotel to make plans for the coming weeks, while the doctors, Pastor Watkins, and the farm girls staggered out to find caffeine and listen to more of the festival's performances. They had seen that we needed some time alone with the close-knit crew.

We didn’t say anything as we lie together, letting our heartbeats slow and breathing calm as we enjoyed one another’s company. In the background could be heard the crowds and other bands, but in our trailer, we had a tiny cocoon of love and comfort. After the raw emotions and nerves of performing, not to mention the exultation of our wild orgy, the quiet time together was restorative and needed.

We might have made love, the five of us again, but Dillon was drained. His last lover of the afternoon had been Adeline Atkinson. The record executive had been strategic throughout our time together, never daring to touch Dillon until near the end when she could be certain to have him to herself.

“I don’t know if I can,” Dillon said with an apologetic smile.

The woman was having none of it. She is older than me by a fair number of years, but the finest surgeons in the world had created a masterpiece of her body and face, and as I learned firsthand, she is an excellent lover. The boy stood no chance, especially with his fetish for MILF’s. She moved like a dancer as she slid up to his side, her hand reaching down to cup his heavy balls and soft cock before she grinned up at his face. The smile had such fierce desire and passion behind it that I could feel the heat from where I lay.

“You’re the most gorgeous and talented man I’ve ever known… and I’ve known them all,” from her tone, she’d done more than just know
 them too, “and nothing is going to keep me from having you… right here… right now… all to myself.”

“It’s not… Ohhh… fuuuuck… aaahhhh mmmm,” his eye rolled back into his head as he slowly sank back down onto his back, biting his bottom lip in a surprisingly loud groan.

The rest of us shifted, moving around so we could see what the beautiful executive was doing. Her hands were working in tandem, one pulling down on the base of his thick cock and the other gently stroking and twisting around the head. To my shock, his cock began thickening and lengthening in moments.

“Mrs. Atkinson…,” Dillon looked up at her with a fierce desire of his own, and she grinned down at him, her perfectly round and firm breasts jiggling delightfully as her hands worked his cock, “Jesus… if you keep… fuck I’m going to…!”

“Yes… give it to me,” she moaned before diving forward and wrapping her lips around the throbbing head of his cock.

We watched in fascination as her mouth filled, and she swallowed quickly, but his load was small by this point as she easily took it all down. Dillon reached down, his face twisting from pleasure to pain as she sucked even harder, cheeks hollowing as she took him down the back of her throat.

“Oh fuck.. what are you… too much… mmmmmmhhh Huhhh, huhhh,” his eyes rolled back into his head, pained expression fading into a mindless bliss I’d never seen on his face before.

Nancy and I glanced at one another, and she raised an eyebrow. I nodded in answer to her unspoken question. We had to learn this woman’s skills…

Adeline wasn’t done with her newest signed talent. If his cock got soft after flooding her mouth, there was no evidence by the time it slid free of her throat. Like a lioness riding the king of the jungle, the woman planted her feet to either side of his hips, slender, hairless slit swallowing his mammoth member ever so slowly.

“Oh, baby… you’re so… oh god, this is it… this is it…NGH!” She came before her hips even met his. Legs giving out, she fell onto him, hands resting on his stomach and perfect breasts pressed together. “Oh, Dillon,” she moaned, hair falling forward around her head as she leaned down to kiss him, “Now let me show you how Global Music treats its crown jewel…”

The words were hardly out of her mouth before Morgan was slipping between his legs, her tongue teasing his balls as Adeline began to ride his cock like he was a wild mustang. Next, it was Jen and Heather pressing in as the boy fucked the beautiful executive. Then all of us were piling in.

That last bit had worn Dillon out for good, and now we gathered our strength before heading out into the crowds backstage once more. The world had changed, and we all knew it. Once we stepped out that door, we would no longer be the simple folk we had been just two weeks before. It was terrifying and exhilarating at the same time, and I could think of no one I would rather experience it with. I was blessed in so many ways, but most of all, by having been the one to hear Dillon’s incredible gift and the chance to share it with the world.












Epilogue











L
 ife changed quickly after the Festival. When we returned home there was a big article written up in the local paper with Dillon, mine and Momo’s pictures on the front page. That was exciting but not nearly as exciting as when a major glossy magazine reached out to Jen through social media to say they loved the music and wanted to write an article.

Adeline, Heather, Jen, and Morgan had worked out an album release schedule and a small tour that would see us in most of the American major cities. The songs were already charting number one overseas, but the girls said we would do a major world tour in a year, once they could be certain we’d sell out arenas.

The doctors continued their research, bringing in a few grad students as test subjects to refine their theories before publishing. Their work was interesting to me, but I knew it could never fully explain the power of Dillon’s music. Time and again I saw the impact he could have, the joy and peace he brought others.

When we eventually flew to LA, a week after the concert, it would mark the beginning of our new lives. Adeline’s assistant, a certified flight attendant, welcomed us aboard their corporate private jet. I’d never experienced anything so luxurious as the plane’s creamy leather seats and wide-open spaces. No sooner were we in the air before Adeline was toasting her number one talent.

“To our young genius!” She said raising her champagne flute, “To love! Laughter! And Inspiration!”

We all cheered, tipping our glasses and grinning, then the slender, elegant woman dropped to her knees and took Dillon’s cock from his pants. The assistant joined her, the girl absolute perfection wrapped in ebony skin, as the pair ensured the young man understood just how much his label was willing to do for him. After that, things got wild, the champagne flowed and Adeline ordered the pilot, a lovely older woman with massive breasts, to fly circles over the Pacific Ocean for a couple of hours. At one-point Mother, Heather and I stole our love away, eager to give him the rarest gift of all, and being knit all the closer together for it.

So began the next chapter in my Rock God and his Harem’s life.





THE END
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G
 rowing up the son of a billionaire wall street titan might sound like a fantastic childhood, but let me assure you, mine was anything but father was an odd person, and that’s putting it mildly. When he passed, the world lost a great man, and I lost a father, but I gained so much more than I thought possible.

When I was in third grade, my teachers sent me home with a twenty-question quiz that was supposed to test if any of the kids in the class were on the spectrum. In those early days father still spent evenings with me, and he helped with the assignment. That’s when he discovered that it wasn’t me who was on the spectrum, but himself.

The man could function in society, and strangely, even excel in it, but he was rude and abrupt with people and had no patience for stupidity or dissembling. He would regularly cut people out of his life for the smallest infractions, and never see or speak to them again. He was married seven times, but I was his only child. After I went off to boarding school at twelve, I only saw him once a year at Christmas, where we would share a meal in his austere penthouse rooms, in either stuttering conversation or awkward silence.

He grew stranger as the years went on. Eventually barricading himself in his rooms and only speaking with his assistant Brooke or emailing to handle all his business.

He could be a real son of a bitch sometimes, but I always knew he loved me. The only thing I envied about the man was his fearlessness. He could say anything to anyone and never cared about the consequences. I was the opposite in that respect. I often got a lot of anxiety around people and crowds and found it very difficult to make friends.

The school I attended didn’t help much. It was a remote religious school with very few students and those, mostly children of oligarchs, Chinese property magnates, and South American cartel bosses. All of their parents were involved in shady dealings, and the school was encouraged to keep the children unobtrusive. There were no crazy drunken breakouts at my school or smoking weed under the bleachers, but they kept us busy with activities like cleaning, chess competitions, and enthralling debates.

I never spoke with a girl who wasn’t a nun over sixty, but I learned how to recite whole passages of the bible in the original koine Greek. So, that’s something, I guess.

After graduation, I put a backpack on and headed off into the woods for a seven-week trip. I’d been planning it for years and had purchased all the gear and supplies with the money I’d earned myself writing and selling financial articles under a pseudonym to a glossy magazine.

It was a fantastic time, and I learned a lot about myself out there on the Appalachian Trail. Mostly I learned that I don’t like sleeping on cold hard stone. I also learned that I was not a solitary creature, as I’d always thought. I craved people and connections. I left the trail after five weeks and found a payphone, not an easy thing to do nowadays it turns out. I called my father’s office. His secretary was the person who usually arranged for my travel, but she connected me right away to his longtime assistant.

“Hello Mr. Whitaker,” Brooke began, her voice oddly formal, “We’ve been trying to track you down for the past week.”

“I was backpacking,” I said, “I let word with dad’s secretary that I would be gone for a few weeks.”

“Have you had a chance to see the news yet?” She asked.

“No, I literally just got off the trail and found this phone, why, what’s up?”

“Connor, I’m so sorry to be the one to tell you this,” the woman’s voice broke, which shocked me coming from her; Brooke was always so composed and professional, “It’s your father… he… I’m so sorry, he succumbed to his illness and passed away last week.”

“What?” I asked, her words didn’t quite register, I just heard this loud rushing sound as my blood pounded in my veins, “Illness?”

“Yes, the cancer came back six months ago. Your father gave strict orders that no one was to know. I’m so sorry, Connor.”

“My dad is dead?” The words sounded hollow to my ears, unreal, and foreign. My brain couldn’t fathom a world without the powerful hand of my father guiding my life.

“According to the phone company’s records, you’re calling from Asheville, North Carolina, is that correct?”

“I’m not sure,” I said, looking around, “I’m somewhere in North Carolina, though.”

“I’ll send a car to take you to the nearest airport, the service is in two days, and you’ll need to meet with your father’s lawyers. Is there anything you need young master? Do you require cash or credit cards?”

“No,” I said, my mind still processing everything but asked the question that was floating on the edge of my mind, and I knew would haunt me later, “Did he try to contact me, at the end?”

“Your father was very ill… he… he was not a man that would allow others to see him in a weakened state… I’m sorry young master, your father didn’t try to contact you in the end, but he was tracking your progress on the trail, and he was proud you did it all on your own, I know that for a fact.”

“Thank you,” I said, and as my voice broke, I hung up the phone, unwilling to let my father’s beautiful assistant hear me cry.

Her voice had been so gentle, it was almost painful to receive such kindness from another person. There was a diner across the road, so I went over to wait. I sat on the plastic cushioned seats and got myself a cup of coffee and a giant plate of waffles. The hot coffee with cream and the warm, rich waffles and syrup tasted like heaven after five weeks of rations, nuts, and jerky.

A black town car pulled up outside and waited as I finished my meal and coffee, then paid. I realized I was numb inside, not thinking about my father’s death at all. In truth, it was like the man had died years before, other than the monthly emails and awkward Christmases, we didn’t have a relationship.

I stared out the window and watched the forests fly by and make way for the sprawl of civilization. It was a marvel how quickly we were covering ground that had taken me so long to cover on foot. There was a peace that comes after a few hours of trudging, the mind recedes, and a haze of non-thought takes over. You float in the back of your mind, legs churning tirelessly, so long as you don’t pay attention to the aching muscles and feet.

I found myself falling back into that mindset as I was ushered through the small airport’s security. Passing by the little coffee kiosk they had, I saw a newspaper cover that had a blaring headline about the future of Whitaker Industries, but I didn’t pause to read the article. I knew the world and markets would thrash for a while as the fate of my fathers’ company was decided. In truth, I didn’t think it would have much to do with me. I had never cared to learn his business or planned to follow in his footsteps. He had a board of directors that would appoint a new CEO if they hadn’t already.

I wasn’t sure what my inheritance would be, if it would include my father's shares in his company, and I’m not proud of how eager I was to speak with the lawyers about this. I had a fantasy in my mind of cashing out and buying a private island for my friends and me to hang out on. The illusion was only spoiled by the fact that I didn’t have any friends or at least none I’d want to spend any real-time with. But hell, I’d have enough money I could buy friends.

My father’s loss, and all that I hadn’t been able to say to him, ached and rested heavy on my mind as the company’s private plane flew me to up-state New York. I arrived at the old manor house late in the evening, and after a long hot shower, I passed out in my childhood room. It was early afternoon the next day when I woke, and I spent a lazy day kicking around the house, getting my suit ready for the funeral.

A few of my father’s distant relatives arrived and stayed the night in the house. It was good to have guests, but I stayed clear of them for the most part. Too many hinted, but unspoken questions, about the will and any possible inheritance of theirs.

Finally, the morning arrived, and the servants prepped the house for the wake, as I headed over to the old cemetery. It was a somber service, filled with people who barely knew my father. The priest gave a very moving sermon about the need for service and donation, hinting that the church would be a good steward of my father’s vast fortune. I left there more jaded than I’d arrived, happy to be free of the parasites and bootlicks.












Chapter 2











O
 utside I found Brooke standing beside my fathers’ plush limousine. She had arrived at the service late and stood near the back. I smiled at her as I approached, grateful to see a familiar and friendly face. She grinned back, a small tight smile before smoothing out her features and opening the door.

“We have an appointment with your father’s attorney, young master,” she said, her words clipped and crisp.

“What about the wake?” I asked. I found her term of address oddly formal, and yet quite intimate.

“The wake will not begin for another two hours; we have plenty of time if the young master wished to attend after the meeting. Now, if you please,” she motioned in the car.

I climbed in with a sigh. I did want to meet with the lawyer, but I was getting a little tired of others telling me what to do all the time. That was one of the beautiful things about the trail, nowhere to be except right where I was.

As we drove across town, I sat and observed Brooke. The woman had come to work for my father right out of college and stood out, head and shoulders, above every other employee from sheer competence and intelligence. She had worked for him for ten years, and over the past three, had been practically running the whole company, from all that I could see.

She sat beside me in mourning blacks, but her usually austere and conservative business attire, was of a more stylish cut. She wore a knee-length skirt that was snug and hugged her slender hips. A short, finely tailored blazer covered a tight satiny top with a deep neckline that showed off her firm round cleavage.

As we drove, she studiously avoided my eyes, and I saw the driver glancing back in the mirror, a small smile on the woman’s lips. The longer we drove, and the more I stared at Brooke, the more her cheeks grew a faint shade of pink. She looked almost guilty, and I found myself becoming suspicious.

“Do you know what the lawyers going to say?” I asked her and didn’t fail to notice how the driver became alert, obviously listening in on our conversation.

“I know… some of it,” Brooke said, still looking out the window, “Your father consulted me about… some of it.”

“So, what final test does the old man have planned for me?” I meant it as a joke, but an edge of bitterness crept into my voice, and Brooke gave a violent start, finally glancing at me with wide eyes.

“That’s it, isn’t it?” I asked, “He’s going to lay out some elaborate test in order for me to inherit anything?”

“Your father wants only the best for you,” Brooke said, her eyes held an intensity I’d never seen in her before, and it cut off the bitter words that bubbled up in my throat. “Please just hear the lawyer out and have some faith in your father.”

“Why? Because he did such a great job of being my dad when he was alive?”

“You’re right,” she said, once again stealing the wind from my sails with her tone, “He was a shit father, I can’t argue with you about that. But he was the best strategic thinker of his generation, and he had a strategy with you as well.” She held up a hand to quiet the angry outburst that was about to pour forth from my mouth, “You’re inside it, and can’t see the whole picture, but I have faith. I’ve watched you grow up these past years and have been impressed. I think you have it inside you to be as great a man as your father, if not greater, but I truly believe that will only happen if you agree to what the lawyer lays out.”

“You won’t tell me what that is?” I asked as we pulled up outside the law firm's offices. A pretty young secretary opened the doors and held them for me as I sat in the limo.

“You’re about to find out,” she said with a small smile, “I won’t spoil it.”

I shook my head at the woman and left the limo. I was ready to say no to the whole thing, whatever it was. I was in a foul mood as they lead me up to the large conference room. There, a small phalanx of lawyers waited with a pile of papers and a mountain of muffins and bagels.

Once I sat down, a single sheet of paper was placed before me. My eyes watered and breath caught when I noticed my father's crabbed handwriting and the words at the top.





Dear Son,




It may seem as though I have failed to give you a childhood, and that is true in many ways. The honest truth is, I didn’t know how to. Instead, I had you educated by the finest instructors in the art of learning systems and finding value. You have lived a life of privilege and comfort, but I have taken care to never spoil you or feed the greed that lies in every man’s heart. I believe you suspect what I know to be accurate; this life has made you weak.



I applaud your trek alone in the woods, but this is a purely selfish pursuit, as you will come to understand.



And so, we come to my final test and task for you.



For one year, you shall exist without access to any of your wealth or privilege. You shall live, manage, and be the superintendent for one of my apartment buildings in the city. Living in the building on a minimum wage income paid to you once a month. You will also attend the university nearby and maintain at least a 3.5 avg GPA for two semesters.



During that time, Whitaker Industries shall be held in trust and managed by someone of your choosing.



If you do not agree to my terms, then you shall have the trust fund your mother set aside for you before she passed, two million, and nothing more.



It is my belief that the relationships you form during this year, shall be the bedrock of a stellar career and life. Keep an open mind.



Choose wisely.



Archibald Whitaker III-





I sat there,
 stunned, and read through the letter again. He wanted me to do what?


“Can he do this?” I asked, looking up at the gathered lawyers, “Is it even legal?”

“Well, as to that,” an older distinguished-looking man said, “Your father paid Bain & Associated a considerable amount of money to ensure that it would be binding in any court of law.”

“Who is Bain & Associates?” I asked.

“They are our biggest competitors within the city, and as your legal counsel, I wouldn’t advise trying to break your father's will, he was most clear about his wishes.”

“That I live in a shit-hole building as a super for a year?” I asked, my annoyance and frustration with my dad bubbling over.

“Those were his wishes, yes.” The man said again, with an apologetic shrug.

I was somewhat annoyed because this was just one final thing the old man was doing to control me, but in truth, the simple life of a student and handyman sounded rather nice. I would be in the city, surrounded by people. I didn’t know anything about fixing stuff, but how hard could it be to learn? Everything was on YouTube nowadays.

I had the lawyers lay everything out for me to review before I would sign anything, double-checking that everything was on the up and up. It looked like my father and the lawyers he’d used had thought of everything, including a monthly meet up with the executor of the trust to review major business decisions.

An hour later, I signed the final form, and the lawyers shook my hand and divested me of my credit cards and wallet. I shook hands with several of the lawyers as they called the secretary in to lead me out.

“We will see you in one years’ time!” The distinguished-looking lawyer said with a broad smile.












Chapter 3











I
 found Brooke waiting for me outside with the limousine. The beautiful woman wore a tense expression when we stepped out, and I saw her exchange a glance with the secretary. When the secretary nodded to her unspoken question, Brooke gave a great sigh of relief and turned a beaming smile on me, opening the door as I approached.

“Ava and I will drive you to your new residence,” she said as I stepped into the back of the sleek limo, “If there is anything you require from your father's rooms, I will send someone to pack them up for you and it will be waiting when we arrive.”

“The luggage I sent home from school,” I said, “That should have all my clothes in it, I can’t think of anything else I might need.”

“Excellent. Ava, you can head out,” she said, and the driver gave a sharp nod and pulled out onto the road.

A couple minutes passed in silence as I sat staring out the window, thinking about my father’s letter when Brooke interrupted my thoughts.

“You’re taking this all rather well,” she said, setting her leather bag aside and unbuttoning her tight jacket, “I thought you might be furious with your father’s final demands.”

“To be honest, it didn’t really surprise me,” I said, “Father has always loved self-reliance and the value of an ‘honest day’s work’. I should have expected something like this. By the way, I told the lawyers that I wanted you to run the company in my absence.”

“I value your faith in me young master, and I promise I won’t disappoint you,” the woman said it with a grateful nod, then her eyes focused on me with a burning intensity, “You should know your father took great care in planning all of this out. We had in mind that there would be certain… benefits to a young man living alone in this particular apartment building.”

“What benefits?” I asked curiously, turning to look at her.

“Are you still a virgin, Connor?” Her question stunned me, and I felt my face turn a bright shade of red, my cheeks burning. I glanced up to see the driver glance back in the mirror, her eyes wide with curiosity.

“That’s none of your business!” I said, masking my embarrassment with anger.

“On the contrary, it’s precisely my business,” she said leaning over and pulling a small bottle of champagne out of a side compartment. She unscrewed the cap and poured us each a glass, pushing mine into my hand with a sly smile.

“And why is that?” I asked, holding the glass of cold bubbles, “Does my father plan to control that part of my life as well?”

“Not control,” she said, “Enlighten. And it wasn’t your father's plan, at least not entirely, I handled the details. Now let’s toast.”

“Toast what?” I asked, bitterness lacing my words.

“Toast the beginning of your real education,” she said, raising her glass and clinking it with mine. There was an excitement dancing in her eyes that made me nervous. As I took a sip of my drink, she downed hers entirely and refilled it.

“My education in fixing sinks and changing locks?”

“You should understand something about your father and I’s relationship,” Brooke said with a slight shake of her head, setting her glass aside she finished unbuttoning her coat, “We were never intimate, and I never desired to be with him in that way.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

The woman was spinning my head with her changes in topic, and I tried not to stare as she shrugged out of her coat and set the garment aside on the bench seat. She was in just her tight blouse, and the smooth tan skin of her arms and shoulders wanted to draw my gaze, but I schooled my eyes away.

“Because I want to allay any suspicions you might have later on about my motivations. You see, this year is about more than ‘an honest day’s work’ as you put it. I know you have a good work ethic. I’ve followed you closely these last few years and know what you’re capable of. You’re brilliant and thoughtful, but you lack two necessary characteristics that would keep you from being a world-class CEO.”

“Oh yea,” I asked, wanting to be annoyed, but mostly intrigued, “what’s that?”

“First, you lack confidence, both in yourself and others,” she lifted her long slender leg and began sliding the heel off her elegant foot. My mouth went dry as she lifted her second leg and dropped that heel to the floor of the limo beside the first. She pulled the legs beneath her, sitting sideways and putting an arm up on the backrest of her seat, staring at me with bright eyes.

“You’re handsome, educated, connected, and one of the wealthiest bachelors in the world,” her eyes bore into mine, and I found myself entranced as she spoke.

I’d never received such compliments from anyone, let alone such a beautiful woman. I’d always thought of Brooke as one of my fathers’ people, another of his faceless drones. Now that she gave me all her attention and spoke about me with familiarity, anxiety scrambled its wicked fingers through my brain.

“You see right there,” she said, pointing at me, “That’s what I’m talking about. You’re getting uncomfortable and awkward and soon won’t even be able to say two words to me. You need to get past this block you have with women. That’s one of the things you’ll be working on this year.”

“How?” I asked after a few uncomfortable moments of silence, my fingers twisted together almost painfully as I shifted in my seat, all too aware of the drivers smiling eyes as she kept glancing back at us in the mirror.

“There are a couple ways,” Brooke said with a mischievous smile, “The building you’ll be living in has five tenants, each is a woman, and each has something profound to teach you over the course of this year. But that’s not all, because I will oversee your… education… personally, and will ensure that by the end of the year, you’re a supremely confident man. Tell me, Connor, do you find me attractive?”












Chapter 4











I
 t took me a second to realize the strangled sound came from my own throat as Brooke slid one hand down the edge of her blouse, letting the fingers trail along the firm swell of her cleavage. My eyes followed the motion as she dragged the material down ever so slightly, giving me a glimpse of the edge of her pale nipple before she slid the hand down to smooth out her skirt. I tried to speak, but my throat had seized up, and I couldn’t get the words out, so I just nodded. Her dark eyes alighted with pleasure when I did, and I felt my body tremble at the heated promise they held.

“And did you read every single stipulation and clause in the contract you signed?” Her words were a breathy whisper, and I almost had to lean forward to hear her.

“I… thought so,” I said finally.

“I think you missed Section 17, subparagraph B. It’s the section that deals with our monthly meetings to discuss the state of affairs at Whitaker Industries and your pay.”

“I may have skimmed it,” I said, “It was pretty dense stuff.”

“Let me get it for you,” her eyes twinkled as she bent down and pulled out a folder from her leather bag and opened it to a particular page, “Let see here, ahh yes… ‘After the 1st
 of the month and no later than the 3rd
 of the month, the above parties shall meet and discuss the current state of affairs of Company A. This meeting shall concern all decisions the proxy has made on behalf of Mr. Connor Whitaker. During the course of this meeting, the proxy shall make her person available to the Young Master. In accordance with her employment contract and her own express wishes. If the Young Master fails to demonstrate acceptable growth, then the proxy has the right to extend the contract another year.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, “You can extend this shit another year?

My heart began to race as she tossed the folder aside and turned back to me, licking her lips.

“It means that I am yours, one day a month until the year is out and then every day after, when you so desire. My body, my mind, my everything, is yours, Young Master.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, my mind not able to fully comprehend what she was saying, it was just too incredible and strange. “What do you mean by, you’re mine?”

“He’s just not getting it, is he Ava?” Brooke said with a small smile and a shake of her head.

“You’re offering a kid who never ate sugar, a whole pie,” the driver said in a thick southern accent, “Spell it out for the Young Master, Mistress… and hurry, we only have two more hours left on the drive, and you promised me a show.”

“You’ll get your show, you wicked slut,” Brooke said, her voice playful but her eyes never leaving mine, “Very well Young Master, I’ll lay it out for you, but soon I’ll expect you to assume your rightful place. Do you know why Ava and I refer to you as the Young Master?” She didn’t wait for me to respond as she went on, sliding across the bench seat and drawing closer to me, “It’s not because of what you are, it’s because of what you will become. We all see it in you, your father did too. I want to serve that man, and I’m willing to give my life and body to see you become the best version of yourself, because that man… that man will change the world.

“What I’m saying Connor,” she said sliding to the edge of her seat and reaching out and placing a warm hand on my knee, causing me to shiver in please and want to crawl inside my own body in anxiety and embarrassment, “Is that I want you to begin your education right here and now… with me.”

“You mean,” I swallowed hard, unable to continue as she slid across the small gap and pressed herself beside me in the back seat, I moved against the door and glanced up to see Ava’s grinning eyes dancing between the road and us.

“I mean, I want you… I want you bad,” her voice was laced though with a husky need that sent a shiver of pleasure down my spine, “And I won’t take no for an answer.”

Brooke seemed to writhe as she pressed her warm body against me, her hand sliding up to grip my coat, drawing my attention to her face. I’d been avoiding looking into her eyes, and now that I did, I felt a swelling of such riotous emotions sweep through me.

I was pressed into a corner, literally, by her attentions and desire, and I reacted as any animal would when trapped, I lashed out. Only not in anger, my wild teenage passions swept through me, and I grabbed her hip clumsily and pressed my lips to hers.

The kiss was awkward at first, and I nearly backed away, but then she melted into me, and I stopped thinking for a second as I enjoyed the feel of her. My trembling fingers slid over the firm flesh of her hip, and I registered once more, just how gorgeous this woman was, light years beyond any of the girls I’d had crushes on in the past. Then my anxiety and fear crept in, and I pushed her away, breathing heavily as I stared into her eyes.

“Wait, we can’t,” I began, but she pushed my arms aside and reaching up, slipped her hands to either side of my head, licking her lips as her eyes burned with lust and desire

“Shut up, Connor,” she said, silencing me, then her eyes softened, and she pressed trembling lips to mine, her whisper for me alone, “I’ve wanted this for so long, baby… please… don’t make me beg…” Her eyes flashing with wicked delight as she went on, “But I will, if that’s what you like…”

I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped my mouth, part joy, part disbelief, and she grinned back, pulling me down atop her. I forgot about the driver watching us. I forgot that the woman was ten years older than me and the picture of corporate elegance. I was lost in the smell and feel of her body, the taste of her lips, and her exploring hands. They sent shivers of pleasure through me as they slipped under my jacket and pulled my shirt free of my pants. Her cool fingers made me flinch for a second as they came in contact with the skin of my stomach, then she was fumbling free the buckle of my pants and pushing my shirt and jacket off me.

My hand came in contact with the bare flesh of her ass, and I started and glanced down to see she had wiggled free of her own panties, and her skirt was bunched around her waist. I saw my first real pussy, shaven and dripping, and realized this was really happening. Brooke pulled me between her legs, her movements desperate. She was on her back on the backseat of the limo, slender legs spread wide, blouse twisted around.

“Please, I need to feel you…” she whispered in my ear as her warm hand encircled my cock. My breath caught at the feeling, even better than I dreamed, as she stroked its rock-hard length slowly and pulled my hips closer, “It’s ok… we have plenty of time… for every… thing… else… oh, Connor!”

I nearly came right there as she pressed the head of my cock against her wet lips and moaned my name. Then I was transported to paradise itself, as I felt the hot folds part and my cock embraced by warm wet heaven.

“Ohhh,” I breathed, realizing I was inside her.

My hips began to move on their own, my body responding by instinct. I was holding myself up on the seat with my hands, and Brooke grinned as my dick slid into her, and she bit her lips as she pulled me closer. Our lips met, and I held on to her tightly, I could feel the orgasm boiling up in my balls, the incredible feeling too much for me.

“Cumming… cumming… cumming!” Brooke cried out into my mouth, her hands on the sides of my face as she shuddered beneath me.

Her pussy tightened on my cock, fluttering in incredible ways, and I could no longer hold back my own orgasm. For one second, I felt panic as my cock began to spurt its seed into her, and I tried to pull out, but she wrapped her legs around my hips and drew me in deeper.

“In me… cum in me… god, I can feel it, mhmm… Jesus, I needed that,” she said with a lazy grin.

I was panting, my whole body trembling, as aftershocks of pleasure rippled through me. I could feel her tightness massaging my cock, and I began to stiffen again. I stared at her beautiful face in amazement, and she grinned, wiggling beneath me as she moved us around on the seat.

“That was… Jesus…” I said as I sat up on the back seat. I felt a deep flush of embarrassment when I caught Ava up front staring at my hard and cum slick cock.

“We aren’t done yet,” Brooke said as she undid the button on her blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders, I couldn’t help but stare at her large firm breasts, held in her lacy black bra, “I have so much more to show you before we arrive.”

She grinned at me and licked her lips as she unhooked the bra and dropped it to the side, watching my face with a growing smile as I stared at the perfect pair of breasts before me. Then she sat forward and pushed her skirt off her hips and down her legs, her breasts jiggling deliciously as she moved. She gave me a look that said, ‘What’s keeping you?’
 and I pulled my shirt off and kicked aside my pants.












Chapter 5











I
 was now naked with the gorgeous older woman, in the back of a luxurious limousine, racing along the highway. The cute blonde watching everything in the mirror, was more of a turn on that I cared to admit. I was too stunned at the situation to say anything, and once more, Brooke took the lead.

She moved between my legs, and I felt myself freeze up as she ran her soft hands up my thighs and spread my legs. Her soft naked flesh felt like fire wherever it touched my skin, as I watched in awe as she took my cock in her hands and ran her fingers up its length slowly. I throbbed all the harder under her ministrations, mostly from the sight before me.

Dark of hair, dark of eyes, and with flawless tan skin, Brooke was in the prime of her life and looked terrific. My anxiety faded as I saw the genuine desire in both her eyes and the woman watching over her shoulder.

“You felt big,” Brooke said, sounding slightly awed, “but I had no idea… it’s perfect, Connor… perfect. Hmmm big and thick, but not so big that it will hurt… Too big for my ass.”

“Jesus!” I breathed, shocked, but grinning.

“Today,” she said with a crooked little grin, “But I’ll see you on the first, and I want you in my ass then… mmm, I can’t wait. But first things first,” Her eyes locked on mine as she bent low and brought her thick red lips to the tip of my cock, kissing the sensitive tip gently, “First, I’m going to show you the privilege of excellence.”

She planted feather-soft kisses around the crown of my dick as she gripped the base in one firm hand. Then her tongue slid out of her lips, and she and I both moaned, as it encircled the soft flesh. I watched, spellbound, as she lavished love on my cock. She licked from base to tip and around the sides, cleaning it of our drying juices, teasing me with feather light kisses and darkly seductive gazes. I nearly came on her face when she ran light fingernails over my balls, the tip of her tongue teasing the underside of my cock.

Then she took me into her mouth, and I sighed out in pleasure, my embarrassment gone to dust just like my anxiety as I melted into the seat. Brooke closed her eyes and hummed in pleasure, sucking hard as she took me in deeper, her jaw stretching wide. Then back up as her tongue swirled around inside her mouth, touching sensitive parts and driving me crazy.

Her eyes flashed open and caught mine, then they crinkled in a grin before closing again as she sucked hard and took me even deeper.

“Holy fuck… that feels amazing,” I breathed out, “You are so beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said, pulling up off my cock and stroking it slowly, “Women like to be complimented, but don’t take it too far… a little goes a long way. Also, most women enjoy being guided, at times, when they’re sucking a guy off. We like to know we’re doing what pleases you. But remember,” she gripped my cock hard, her hand still for a second, “never force a woman… unless that’s what she wants.”

Her wicked grin disappeared as she took my dick back into her mouth, bobbing up and down on my cock slowly. She looked up at me, and I realized what she had been saying. Up until that point, I’d been gripping the limo seat, my knuckles white. I relaxed my grip and reached up with one hand, the fingers trembling as I slid them into her hair.

I almost didn’t notice the pleasure she was giving me as I marveled at how soft and thick her hair was. The strands were like fine silk that parted for my fingers, so easily. I took the side of her head, and she nodded slightly, her lips turned up in a smile. I’m not sure what came over me, but my hand flexed, and I took a firm grip on her hair, raising my other hand to grip the other side of her head.

Brooke moaned, her eyes filled with wanton pleasure, as I took hold of both sides of her head and rose my hips slightly. I began to gently fuck her mouth as she sucked hard, saliva drooling out of her mouth and down my cock. She gave out one loud moan of pleasure, and then the Gluk, Gluk, Gluk
 sound filled the limo.

My balls began to tighten, and my motions grew erratic, and I dropped down to the seat. I released her head and reached down as she moved forward, offering me her breasts to grab. She sat up, sucking hard on the tip of my cock, her finger and thumb a tight ring just before her lips.

“Cumming!” I bellowed just before the first hard jets shot out and into her swallowing mouth. Brooke coughed once, but then licked up and sucked down all of my cum.

I was panting in the wake of my release. The feel of her firm breast in my hand, and the look of desire on her beautiful face, drew me from my seat.

“Oh, Connor, take me, yes!” Brooke cried in pleasure as I pressed her back onto the limo floor, between the two bench seats.

I had my sights set on one target, and I was bound and determined to return the amazing and magical thing she’d just done for me. The limo was filled with the scent of her, and my mouth watered as I gazed upon the smooth tight lips of her sex. When Brooke saw what I was about to do, she grinned hard and arched her back, trailing her fingers up my chest and tilting my face up to look at her.

“Gentle and slow, lover… begin slow and build. A woman needs a little more… ramp up than a man does, mmmm,” she moaned as I moved between her thighs.

I kissed the soft flesh of one inner thigh and then the other, and down. I let my warm breath play across her sex, and Brooke sighed out in pleasure. Then running my tongue gently up her tight lips, I got my first taste of a woman. It was different than I had thought, but I didn’t mind the taste at all. In fact, the more I licked and kissed her, and the more she responded, the more I loved it.

Brooke directed me as I licked and sucked on her pussy. She really got off when I slipped a finger inside her, gently probing her depths and surprising her. Then she begged for two and showed me how to curl them and where the rough little patch of flesh was that could make her crazy.

“The G-spot is… of fuck…. Right there…. I’m…. shit!”

She came hard on my fingers, all of her muscles tensing up as she curled in on herself. It was long moments until she was calm, and she pulled me up, panting, and kissing me softly as she recovered. I was rock hard and desperate to be inside her again, but Brooke was too sensitive to go right away, so we lay and held one another for long moments.

It was strange as I lay there; I felt I should be anxious or uncomfortable, but I felt the opposite. I felt utterly relaxed and at ease. I glanced up in the mirror and shook my head. Brooke caught my look and grinned.

“How’s it going up there, Ava?” She asked.

“Fuck you, B.” The woman growled, “You have any idea how hard it is to see you two and not pull over and climb back there? Seriously though… you two look good together… real good.”

Brooke rolled on top of me and sat back on my hips, throwing her long thick hair back over her shoulders. She licked her bottom lip and bit it gently, as she rocked her hips, my cock sliding along her wetness.

“Slide a hand between your legs, Ava, and I’ll tell you how good the Young Master feels inside me,” she rested her hands on my chest, her tits pressed together beautifully as she looked at her friend in the mirror. She moved her hips slightly, and I felt my dick slip just inside her.

“It stretched me… ugh… as it goes in… so smooth,” she slid her hips down, slowly taking me down to the root and shudderingly slightly, giving a happy little wiggle, as my cock filled her, “I am so full, I can feel it all the way up in my stomach… stretching…”

“Fucking… bitch… keep going,” Ava panted from upfront.

I had a moment of panic that she was masturbating and driving, then I forgot it as the heavenly sensations took me back to nirvana.

“It’s touching something when I grind him,” as she was doing right then, “Mhmm, the back of my pussy… new sensations…” her eyes looked down at me and flashed a smile of surprise and pleasure, before looking back in the mirror.

I reached up and cupped her tits, pinching the nipples slightly and pulling them. She bent down, and I took one into my mouth. If I hadn’t cum already I would have right there, I’d dreamed about this woman’s tits for years, as I had any woman with a decent rack, and to finally be touching, playing with, and sucking them was almost too much. The only reason I hadn’t already, was they intimidated me. They were so perfectly round and firm, they looked almost fake. Nothing fake felt that soft though.

Brooke lost her narration as our passion grew. Her hand gripped the back of my head to her breast as she drove her hips down hard, the wet sounds filling the limo. I gripped her ass and hips, running my hands all over her body, desperate to touch more of her soft skin.

It was the cry of orgasmic pleasure from the driver’s seat that set me off, and without warning, I came deep within Brooke. Lightning bolts and fireworks exploding in my brain, as pleasure shot through me in waves that left my toes tingling.

In the wake of orgasmic bliss, I felt my nervousness return as I realized where exactly I lay and who with, but I didn’t have a chance to dwell on it for Brooke rolled me to the side, giggling as she rained kisses down on my face and neck.

“God, that was wild!” She said, then biting her bottom lip and grinning, she pulled me close and reached down to take my soft cock in her firm little hand, then she whispered in my ear, her breath tickling the skin of my neck.


“I expect you to fuck at least one of the residents in your building before we meet next, or else I’ll extend the terms by a year.”
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I
 opened my mouth to protest, but she covered it with hers, and her fingers did something magical that made my cock swell to life once more.

“That’s impossible,” I managed to get out, the words weak, even to my own ears.


“And if you manage to bone two… I’ll invite Ava to join us.”
 Her grin was so wicked it dried the words of protest on my lips.

Her eyes flashed in triumph, and she sat up and released my cock. She looked so gorgeous as she knelt there, her slender body and firm breasts swaying as the car rolled down the road. She bent over the seat and pressed her knees together, showing off her wide ass and narrow waist to perfection.

“Come on, lover boy,” she said, “let’s give her a show!”

I felt like a fool, but there was no way I was going to ignore the sight of her there wet and waiting. I knelt behind her and took my cock, pressing it to her wetness. I glanced up and saw Ava staring back in the mirror, eyes flickering to the road and back, wide and excited. Out the front window, the world raced by, a half-empty freeway passing beneath us at seventy miles an hour. I felt a wild, manic energy, like I was high on drugs or something, or just high on life and power, as I pushed my dick into this hot, intimidating woman’s tightness.

She was pressed down into the seat as I held onto her hips and pounded into her with feverish thrusts. I had only one thing on my mind, and I pursued it with relentless determination. At times I ground into Brooke with long slow thrusts, and at others, I pounded down into her hard; loving the grunts of mindless pleasure she made and the shaking orgasms that rolled through her. I was deep in my teenage lusts.

By the time we arrived, I had no anxiety whatsoever, but was more exhausted than I ever remembered being. Brooke had a change of clothes for us; the woman thought of everything. As we rolled down the street and pulled up outside the building, Ava got out and opened the door as I stared at Brooke.

There were so many questions I wanted to ask her, so many things I wanted to say. She seemed to sense my hesitation and gave a quick little winking smile.

“Go on, Young Master,” she said, “You have one year to make a man of yourself. It’s more than many are given and less than others. I will see you in three weeks on the first.”

“Thank you for everything,” I said, “I realize that can’t possibly be enough, but you have no idea how much… everything meant to me.”

Brooke’s calm, professional demeanor broke, and she flashed a bright smile and fell forward into my arms, her lips pressing to mine in a long passionate kiss. Her tongue dancing in my mouth, hot wet and desperate, before she pulled away with a shaky break and trembling grin.

“It meant everything to me too. Now, remember our deal… make one of these women your lover before we meet next, or it’s another year for you here.” Her grin turned Cheshire cat-like, as she leaned back in her seat.

I stepped out of the limo, shaking my head and was stopped by a firm little hand gripping my forearm. I looked down into the big intense blue eyes of the tiny driver, Ava. She was a dainty woman with delicate features, but she had a fierceness to her that belied her size.

“Fuck two, and I’ll show you how a real southern girl does it,” she flashed me a wink, popped her gum, turning and sweeping platinum locks over her shoulder. The black and white driver's uniform hugged her body to perfection, and I felt my cock throb as I watched her firm little ass bob back and forth. Then she was in the limo, and it pulled away.

Suddenly I was standing on the side of the road with a dusty backpack, staring up at an old red and black brick apartment building. Five stories of fire escapes, windows, and fluttering white drapes. The building to either side was close, but one side was wide enough for an alleyway.

As I was looking up, a golden-haired beauty moved past a set of wide windows on the fifth floor. I only caught a glimpse of her, but she was stunningly beautiful. She had the kind of long featured elegance that only seems to exist in movies or magazines, but with an ethereal quality that shook me to my core.

The angel was there, and then gone.

I stood frozen in place, waiting for her to return. Then a horn blared in my ear, and I hopped out of the road, waving in apology. The world suddenly crashed back into my reality, and I realized where I was, in the middle of the crazy city surrounded by the press of humanity.

I grabbed my bag and pulled out the keys Brooke had given me, climbing the stoop. An older woman, with strikingly beautiful features and impressible bosom, stepped out of the building's front door just as I was about to put my key in. She glanced at the key in surprise then looked up at me with a broad smile.

“Welcome, did you just move in?” She asked, her voice had a musical quality to it that I found appealing. Almost as appealing as her massive breasts and big round brown eyes.

“I just arrived, I’ll be the new superintendent, and living in apartment one.” I held out my hand to her, feeling a little awkward under her bright stare, “I’m Connor, nice to meet you.”

“Gia Russo,” she said with a smile as she shook my hand, “I can’t tell you how happy I am to hear we have a super again, it’s been years. The list of things that need to get fixed in this old building is a mile long.”

“Is there a list somewhere?” I asked as I stepped into the foyer and looked around at the old worn wood and grimy tile floors with a frown.

“The old super set up a sheet down in the boiler room, but I think most of us are too scared to go down into that dark hole,” she laughed, “I’ll talk with Sola, she runs the yoga studio upstairs, we should be able to figure out something. If you have time tomorrow, the faucet in my bathroom has a problem, if you could come look at it.”

“Of course,” I said, shuffling awkwardly over to my apartment door. The woman had followed me in, crowding in closer than I was comfortable with, as she spoke rapidly.

“Perfect! You get yourself unpacked and relax tonight. Is that all you brought? Well, I’ll whip something up for us, just a little pasta or lasagna. You could do with a little more meat on your bones. Come by after six, I should have everything ready by then. Oh, this is so exciting! I’m so happy you’re here, Connor!”

She wrapped me in a big hug, crushing me with her giant soft breasts. I couldn’t help but feel that her body wasn’t soft all over, she was in good shape. She also smelled of delicious Italian herbs and spices, and I found myself growing excited about her cooking.

She bustled out of the building waving, and then I was alone in the musty-smelling building. I fit my key in the door and muscled it open. Inside, I found a small studio with a small kitchenette outfitted with a small fridge like you might find in a college dorm, a sink, and a single burner stovetop. I thought at first there was no bed, but I saw a hook and string on the wall. When I pulled it down, I realized it was one of those beds that hide in the walls. The springs and hinges screamed in protest as it descended. The mattress was stuff and had a few small moth-eaten holes in its cover, but it looked clean, and was thankfully stain free.

The room was dim, with the two windows that faced the street having been painted over with the same dingy yellow paint as covered the walls. The ceiling low, and I knew the place would be sweltering come the summertime, unless I managed to unstick the windows. The one glimpse I had of the bathroom had been terrifying. It was leagues worse than anything I was used to, coming from my privileged life, and with the street noises and lights, it would be hard to sleep at any time of the day or night.

Despite all that, or perhaps because of it, I absolutely love the place.

It was private and had a lock on the door. Those were two privileges I’d never enjoyed before, and as I got up and threw the lock, tossed my clothes into a corner, I pulled free the old green woolen army blanket that had covered the mattress and rolled up in it. The mattress was lumpy, and the blanket itchy but being able to block the world out felt wonderful.

I was exhausted after the long day, and my mind bounced between the images at my father’s funeral and the wild ride with Brooke in the limo. I felt the familiar anxiety creeping up the back of my neck, and burrowed deeper under the blankets. The coming weeks and months would require me to venture far out of my comfort zone, and I was already trying to figure out a way to flake on Gia for the next night. I also needed to find the college and get enrolled in classes. For one second, I thought about calling my dad's secretary to arrange things, but then I remembered where I was and what the rules were.

My restless mind kept worrying over things for a couple hours, and by the time I fell asleep, I was half-convinced that Brooke had been faking everything, and she was somewhere right now laughing at me. I couldn’t quite convince myself though, even as inexperienced as I was confident, that she had enjoyed it as much as I had.

I finally fell asleep to the sounds of the city coming alive in the late evening outside, of music playing in a nearby apartment, and the yells of an arguing couple somewhere close by. My new life in MILF apartments had just begun, and I had no idea how wonderful it would soon become.
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S
 urprisingly, I slept through the night, not a common thing for me, and when I woke the next morning, I felt rested, despite the crick in my neck from the lumpy mattress and no pillow.

Checking my phone, it was only five, and I sat up and looked around the austere room. I went into the bathroom and almost retched at the foul smell coming out of the sink. A small amount of water must have been left in it for years because there was a nasty petri dish of growing molds and fungus filling the sink.

Thankfully, the toilet flushed, and I checked the shower. The water pressure was strong, but the hot water was more lukewarm. It was Sunday, and I wouldn’t be able to sign up for classes, so I decided to get a jump on some of the work around the building.

One thing I am an expert at is making lists, and another thing is googling stuff on my phone and learning it quickly. That’s basically how I got through my entire education so far. As I went through my small place, I made two mental lists.

The first was all the work I wanted to do. I tried to prioritize between what needed to get done and what I just wanted to do, but that grew hard. When I really thought about it, I cared more about getting real sunlight into the room, than having a piping hot shower, so I had to adjust some things.

The second list was all the skills I would need to learn. I knew plumbing, electrical work, and the basic carpentry skill would be tough to perfect, but hoped I could at least become competent enough to be able to recognize what needed an actual tradesman and what I could fix on my own.

Once I’d gone over the whole apartment, I stepped up to my door and felt the familiar anxiety swell up in me, and I had to force myself to unlock the door and step out into the hall. The musty smell assaulted my nose once more, and I resolved to take care of it soon.

There was a stairwell of dark wood that was cleanish but could use a good mopping. The elevator was the most well kept up part of the whole building so far, and I saw that there was a service company that took care of it at regular intervals. Grateful not to have that worry, I opened the heavy steel door marked: SERVICE, and headed down the narrow steel stairs into the basement.

Down there, I found a boiler room that was also well kept and regularly serviced, a giant fuse box, and relay station with dozens of cables and fuses in a neat but confusing array. I steered well clear of that, knowing that if I started playing with wires, I would most likely get myself into trouble.

Then I found what I’d been hoping for, a small room filled with tools, cleaning supplies, paint, replacement fluorescent tubes, and a whole assortment of odds and ends. There was even a giant wooden box filled with about a hundred sets of locks that could be swapped out of the room’s doors.

I found some steel wool brushes, cleaning solvents, and a mop and bucket and hauled it all up the small stairs. After banging my elbow on the steel railing for the third time, I realized I hated those stairs, and always would.

Locking my door behind me, I was able to relax, and once I found the right playlist and popped my AirPods in, I was ready to clean my little place. There is one thing that is instilled in you at the austere school I went to, and that was the need and value of a clean work and living space. I didn’t realize until I first showed up at the boarding school how much I hadn’t appreciated the maids who took care of things, like cleaning and cooking, my whole childhood.

A peace settled over me as I cleaned the place, scouring away dust and grime and revealing the finely grained wood beneath, or the off-white walls. The bathroom was the hardest, and I retched a few times as I dug that wet mess out of the sink, but also the most satisfying once the white porcelain was revealed and the steel fixtures scrubbed.

Using the steel wool and solvent, I was able to scratch the paint free of the windows rather easily. Cleaning out the corners was harder, but then I had an idea and went downstairs and came back with a razor blade and realized the steel wool had been a stupid and messy idea. The razor blade passed between the glass and paint like a butter knife, and I shook my head for all the dirty work I’d done.

I resolved after that to take a minute or two and think through any other tasks I undertook.

Once I was done with the room, I was starving, but more than anything, I needed a shower. The water was cold, and the shower lacked a curtain, forcing me to stand near the wall, huddled in the corner to avoid getting water everywhere. After my shower, I stood there and dripped dry for long minutes.

The list of things I needed in my place was growing quite long, and I worried about how I was going to afford it all. I still had money leftover from my backpacking trip, a pile of cash stuffed in my bag. But I didn’t know how long that was going to need to last me.

Pulling up my phone, I looked through the maps app and found a few stores nearby that might sell what I need, but then I saw a Target on the other side of the island, just a short subway ride away.

I pulled on my clothes while my hair was still wet, and after a few deep breaths to calm myself, stepped out of the apartment building and onto the shadowed streets of the city. With my headphones in and staring at the ground, I made it down and through the subway, then to the store without needing to look at or speak to a single person.

Things were a lot cheaper than I thought they were going to be, and I even ended up buying myself a lovely little reading lamp and a dish rack, something I hadn’t thought about before I saw them there on the shelf. Making sure to keep everything to just two bags and light enough I could carry it back, I made it back onto the subway train with only a few people cursing me as I bumped them with the bulky bags.

It was nearing six when I said I would head over to my neighbor’s house and look at her sink when I got back. I was about to hand the drapes in a rush, but then I remembered the mess I’d made earlier, and I decided to wait and make sure I did it correctly. The last thing I wanted was crooked drapes that kept falling open.

Deciding to leave it for later, I got ready and then stepped across the hall and knocked on Gia’s door. She opened it right away, all swirling apron and loud music playing in the background. She had a large wooden spoon in one hand, and she pulled me into a quick one-armed embrace, crushing me against the vista of pale flesh exposed by her top.

“Come in, come in!” She said with exuberance, “The sink’s just through the bedroom, sorry about the mess. I’m just finishing up the sauce, would you like a glass of wine?”

“Uh yea, sure that sounds great,” I said.

“It’s yes, please, or even better, yes, I will,” she said with a wink before turning and heading into the kitchen.

I saw that her place took up most of the bottom floor of the building. I passed a library that had a boggling number of books on the shelves. In the middle of the room sat a comfortable reading chair and a footrest, both of soft brown leather. A standing lamp with one of those green shades stood beside the chair, and several piles of books stood on the floor in haphazard towers.

The bedroom was decorated exactly how I imagined it would be, all the way down to lace doilies on the dresser and a small finely wrought jewelry box. Her closet was open, and I saw an extensive collection of brown wool sweaters and loose lounging pants, but right at the front, almost like it was on display, was a set of white lingerie with garter belt and stockings. I found myself staring at the set, especially the massive lacy white bra, dreaming of what the hot MILF would look like in it.

“Oh, I should put that away,” Gia said right behind me, making me jump in surprise.

“Uhh,” I said with a weak grin, feeling mortified, “What’s the problem… with the sink?”

“It’s right this way,” she said, and I didn’t fail to notice her glance down at the lump forming in the front of my pants.

I thought she flashed a smile, but I couldn’t be sure. She was so warm and welcoming that I couldn’t help but feel at ease around her. She felt almost like an older aunt, but one I was finding myself having uncomfortable desires about. Shoving those aside, I focused on the problem.

“The cold faucet works fine,” she said, setting down the glass of wine she’d brought for me, “but the hot faucet has almost no pressure.” She demonstrated the problem, and I saw how, with even a little turn of the nob, a massive amount sprayed, “Do you think you can fix it?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “Let me take a look and see if I can find the cause.”

“It sure is wonderful to have a man around the place, finally,” she reached out and gripped my arm, “and such a strong and handsome one too.”

Her eyes seemed to flash with a certain intensity, and her smile had an almost Cheshire cat quality to it as she moved to leave. I stepped forward, but the space was small, and she was forced to press herself against my back as she left. I felt her massive breasts press against my back and the firmness of her hips and thighs. She took my hips for one delicious second, holding me in place, her fingers curling around my hip bone for a brief moment, and pulled us together, then she was passed.

“Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes,” she said with a breezy voice as she left the bedroom, “It will keep for a bit, but don’t take too long wanking about in here!”

I turned and stared at her, her phrasing catching me off guard, but the woman was already gone. She had more energy than a woman half her age and had left my head spinning. Remarkably I wasn’t anxious around the woman; I just felt comfortable.
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S
 haking my head and putting the older Italian sexpot out of my mind, I began testing the faucet to see if I could figure anything out. After a few minutes of fiddling around, I noticed that the nob on the hot water turned a far shorter distance to release its water than the cold nob.

I pulled out my phone and looked up the issue. After inspecting the faucet, I saw that it had two circular filters between the cold and hot sides. I read through the instructions online and went out and downstairs, and got a couple of tools, then came back into the apartment.

Gia was singing to her music in the kitchen, it sounded like Etta James, the woman sure had pipes on her. I appreciated her voice as I paused before my job. I sat there for a minute, thinking out the problem and my solution, then how I was planning on fixing it. Each step, I broke down and saw in my mind’s eye. I caught several small mistakes I was about to make, such as water held in the pipes would spill out once I untightened it, and to double-check the water pressure was off before I started unscrewing anything.

Feeling reasonably confident I thought of everything, I got to work. The job proved to be easier than I thought, and I had the filter removed in just a couple of minutes. It was filled with tiny pebbles and silt, and I saw right away that it was what had been blocking up the flow. I cleaned the filter out and was reinstalling it when Gia came into the bathroom.

“How’s it going in here?” She asked, bending over to peer under the sink.

I lay on my back, working above my head, and when I glanced down to let her know it was done, I couldn’t help but stare at the massive expanse of pale breast flesh on display through her hanging shirt. I forced myself to meet her dark eyes once she noticed me staring and grinned.

“I think I have it fixed,” I said, “Just let me get this all back together, and we’ll test it.”

“Wonderful!” She said, “You haven’t had any of your wine, but I suppose you’re a good boy, didn’t want to drink on the job, eh?”

She laughed as she headed back out to the kitchen. I took the other side apart and found the cold filter was filling up as well and would have begun to block the water flow soon.

“Food’s ready when you are!” Gia called back a few minutes later.

“Almost done!” I called back.

It only took a few minutes to put everything back together. I went over everything a second time, double-checking that I’d put everything together correctly, before turning the water pressure back on. When I finally did, I held my breath and gave a relieved sigh when there were no leaks.

I tested the hot and cold water and found they both had the same pressure. I felt a warm surge of pride at seeing the problem fixed. It was silly, all I did was fix a faucet, but it felt as though I’d really done something, and I liked the feeling. I finally took a deep sip of the wine, letting the alcohol warm my belly before headed out to the kitchen.

The smells that hit my nostrils when I entered the tiny kitchen caused my mouth to water. Gia was just putting a large platter of herb and onion focaccia bread on the table, and she beamed at me when I stood in the doorway staring at everything.

“It’s fixed,” I said, “and you shouldn’t have the problem for at least a few years.”

“My hero,” she beamed, her dark eyes alighting as she came over and folded me in a warm hug.

It was such an odd thing. I’d never been hugged or touched by a stranger so much in my life. There was just no denying the woman when her face shone with such warmth and joy. The hug lasted a beat longer than usual, and I had to shift my hips aside to mask the boner that was growing between my legs.

“Have a seat!” She said, “Let’s get some food in you.”

I sat down in the small chair, and she began setting platters of food before me on the table. There was the focaccia, which was soft, yet crisp and tasted heavenly. As well as a plate of cheeses, grilled vegetables, olives, and charcuterie.

As I ate, she sat and talked, sipping her wine occasionally. She told me of her life growing up in Little Italy and about her family that still lived there. The food was delicious, but my stomach rumbled after a few minutes, at the smells emanating from her stovetop and oven.

With a wide grin, she popped up and started pulling the entrée courses over. The woman had cooked enough food to feed an army, and it all smelled and tasted so good. There was a full dish of baked ziti, a platter of grilled vegetables and peppers that was quite spicy, a bowl of marinara with several giant meatballs in it, and a plate of penne and sausages. There was even a tray of chicken parmesan that wouldn’t fit on the small dining table.

I dug in immediately, as Gia refilled my wine glass.

“It’s all so good,” I said, “You really didn’t have to do so much.”

“It was my pleasure,” she said warmly, “Like I said Connor, it really is wonderful to have a male presence around the place again. It seems between here and work I’m swimming in a sea of estrogen sometimes.”

“What do you do?” I asked around a forkful of cheesy baked ziti, sighing in pleasure as the pasta, meat, cheese, and sauce melted together on my tongue.

“I’m a literature professor at Barnard,” she motioned back to the extra room I’d passed earlier, “The written word is my world and passion, along with cooking that is.” She grinned and glanced up at me from under her lashes, “What about you, Connor? What are you planning to study once you sign up for classes?”

It’s not that I was keeping my last name a secret, I just wasn’t advertising who I was. If Gia wanted to believe I was a simple college kid, like I looked, then I was happy to have her keep believing that.

“I plan to focus on business and finance,” I said, “but it’s a liberal arts school and requires that, for undergrad I take at least half my credits in off-major subjects.”

“That’s excellent,” she said, nodding, “I know the program builds a good, well-rounded education. If you take English and literature classes, be sure to let me know. I’m always willing to tutor a handsome young man such as yourself… or at least I would be if I ever had the chance! Make sure you save room for dessert,” she said as she shoved more penne and sausages onto my plate, “I have something special planned.”

There was a dark heat in her voice that caused me to look up at her. She met my eyes with a hungry look that had nothing to do with the food on the table. She rested her face on her palm, elbow leaning on the table as she watched me eat. Her other hand played with the neckline of her top, and I tried not to stare at the pale flesh that kept getting exposed.

Gia is a beautiful woman. Her face is striking, with a strong jawline and dark, enchanting eyes. Her lips are thick and ruby red, and her hair is a thick, lustrous brown, almost black. Her body was slender but not thin, and it was dominated by one of the largest pair of breasts I’d ever seen in my life. They were so big and she so short, the woman seemed quite plump at first glance, but I knew from our hugs, that wasn’t the case. She was slender and firm in all the right places, with thick thighs, hips, and an ass that wobbled happily side to side when she walked.

I could eat no more, and with one final sip of wine, I pushed my plate away and sighed out in pleasure.

“That was amazing, Gia,” I said, patting my belly and slouching down in the chair, “One of the best meals of my life, thank you.”

“It was my pleasure. Now, take a minute and let your food digest.”

She stood and began covering trays and putting them in her fridge. I climbed to my feet and began piling up the dirty dishes.

“Just leave them,” she said, “I’ll get it.”

It’s no problem,” I said as I moved the stack to the sink, “It’s the least I can do.”

When I turned, Gia was standing just behind me, the platter of ziti in her hands as she slid over to the fridge. She glanced up at me, and her eyes grew intense, a tension building between us. I stood there awkwardly, trying to move left or right and sidle past her.

“Here,” she said, her voice warm and seductive, “let me help you… sometimes young men need a helping hand… or two… wouldn’t you agree, Connor?”

“Uhh, yeah,” I said, trying not to stare at her massive breasts right before my eyes.

“I’m so glad you agree,” she breathed out, and set the ziti on the counter and reached down once more and took my hips in her hands, pulling me up against her body as she turned us slowly in the narrow confines of her kitchen.

“It’s so tight in here,” she said, and I didn’t fail to notice the heat lacing through her words, “Tell me, Connor, do you enjoy being in… tight places?”

“I… umm… uhh…” My mind was screaming in panic at me, not because I didn’t like the situation, but because I had no idea what to do. I was frozen, as thoughts and emotions raced through me too fast to register.

“Oh my,” she said with a mischievous smile, “What do we have here?”

She still held my hips as she moved back slightly and glanced down between us. My face burned with embarrassment as I realized my hard-on was tenting the front of my pants out. I hadn’t even realized that it had been pressing into her.

“It seems you brought me a present,” she grinned up at me, eyes bright with lust, her voice a breathy whisper as she went on, “Now you be a good boy and let me give you a little help with that… mhmm, it looks painfully… hard.”

“Gia,” I said, finally managing to get words out of my throat, “What… Why…”

She grinned at me and reaching up placed one soft finger across my lips, silencing me. Her other hand unhooked my belt, causing my eyes to widen.

“I’m a lonely old woman,” she said, her beautiful features belying the old
 part, “and you’re a handsome young man… Besides… I did tell you I’d planned something special for dessert.”
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S
 he had my pants undone then, and without warning, she sank to her knees, dragging my pants and boxers off. I stood there stunned, in her small kitchen, and watched in nervous awe as she leaned forward and engulfed my cock in her warm wet mouth.

“Holy fuck,” I moaned as my cock kept disappearing into her mouth, and I felt her throat tighten around the head. She was like a woman who was starving, given her first taste of food in days. Her moans and sighs of pleasure as she began to suck and worship my cock, filled the room.

She pulled back off my cock and looked up at me with soft, lust-filled eyes, a grin tugging her wet lips as she slowly stroked my cock. She held her lips open slightly, her tongue slipping out of her mouth and dancing around the head of my cock, before she sucked me back deep into her throat again, eyes flashing in pleasure at the moan that escaped my throat.

I had to reach behind me and support myself on the table as she continued to suck and stroke my cock. My shock faded, and the pleasure flooded me, and as I stared down at this beautiful older woman, I saw her big nipple pressing through her thick bra, and I felt my balls tightening.

Reaching down, I slid my fingers into her hair, taking hold of her head as I began to slowly thrust my hips.

“Mhmm, fugh mah fagh…. Mhmmmm!” Gia moaned around my cock, her eyes popping open and staring up at me, filled with submissive pleasure.

“I’m cumming,” I announced as I stared into her eyes.

She moved back off my cock until she was just sucking hard on the head while stroking the shaft with both hands in a twisting motion that sent shivers of pleasure down to curl my toes. As the orgasm swept through me and felt the first spurts of cum hit her tongue and swallowing mouth, I saw her eyes roll up in her skull. Her face flush with pleasure as she got off on swallowing my cum.

My knees were shaking, and I nearly fell over as I staggered back to rest my ass on the edge of the cold table. Panting, I stared down at the woman as she licked her lips, reaching up to wipe a small drop of cum that had escaped and dribbled down her chin. She looked down and saw the wetness on her shirt, a combination of her droll and my cum, and then looked up at me with a dreamy expression.

“Now that is the best dessert I’ve had in many, many years,” her hand slid up her side and cupped one massive breast, fingers digging into her thick bra and denting in the soft flesh beneath, “Looks like I’ve made a mess of myself… I guess I’d better change… What do you think I should change into?”

My attention was riveted on her hand as it slowly massaged her breast, and I felt my cock throb once more. A small wave of anxiety rolled through me, worrying that I shouldn’t be here, and it was wrong, but there was nothing improper about helping out a lonely older woman, especially one who looked like an Italian goddess.

My fuzzy brain caught up to what she said, and I licked my lips and looked at her eyes. She sat there watching me, and I knew she was waiting for me to speak. The moment stretched, and I felt a wave of fear and a surge of excitement as I told her precisely what I wanted.

“The white outfit I saw in your closet,” my voice sounded a touch strained at first, but I grew more confident as I spoke, “go put it on, and meet me in the study.”

Gia’s eyes flashed, and her lips pressed together in a tight excited smile, and she leaped to her feet. She leaned forward and planted a quick kiss on my lips, shocking me and smiling even broader at my expression. She pressed herself into me, and I pulled her back into a deep kiss, savoring the thick, pillow-soft lips and her energetic little tongue. Then she whispered in my ear.

“Call me, Professor,” she said, her hot breath tickling the skin of my neck, “I’ve always dreamed of having a freshman boy… but I never dreamed he would be so handsome and have such a massive… cock.”

She slipped her fingers around my hard shaft as she said the word, sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine, then she whirled away and flounced out of the kitchen, flashing me a wink before she disappeared into her room.

I stood there, breathing hard and looking at the front door for one moment. I could leave right now and avoid any awkward entanglements. A part of me wanted to, the scared little piece that had ruled my life for so long in boarding schools. There was no way I was going to succumb to that fear tonight, not when the opportunity of a lifetime eagerly awaited me through the open doorway.

Taking off my shirt as I walked to the study, I threw it behind me on top of my pants. I felt a shiver and realized it was from nervous excitement as I looked around the room. There was a sound behind me, and I turned to see Gia just stepping into the doorway.

My feet were rooted to the spot, and my throat constricted at the vision before me. The white garment supported and covered but hid nothing beneath its thin lacy material. The white garter belt and stocking showed off her slender waist and legs to perfection while enhancing the swell of her hips. She wore no panties, and I felt my cock throb at the sight of her trimmed and lightly covered sex.

The most magnificent sight were her massive breasts. They were cupped in the lacy white material and revealed in all their pale glory to my feasting gaze. Her nipples were large and hard, pressing their dark pebbled flesh against her straining bra. They hung with a bit of sag to them, their weight drawing them down her body, even with the bra.

In my head were vague scenarios of the hot older woman in the study. Once I saw her, all of that fled my mind. She stood there with a shy smile, watching my reaction.

“Jesus, you’re gorgeous,” I said as I stepped forward.

With trembling hands, I drew her to me, loving the feel of her smooth, warm skin, as my hands slid around her waist. She was about to respond, but I didn’t let her, pressing my lips to hers. My hands ran up and down her body, one gathering up a large breast as I massaged it gently. I stepped into her, forcing her back and into her bedroom.

We were half walking, half stumbling, as we fell back onto the soft mattress. I couldn’t think straight as I pulled at the clasp of her bra, my lips kissing their way down her neck. Her hand was on my cock, her soft fingers playing along its length as she reached back and popped the clasp quickly.

“Ohh… mhmm… that’s nice… right there…” Gia moaned as I drew one big nipple into my mouth, sucking the firm flesh, and running my tongue around the thick head.

Gathering up her other breast, I pulled the nipple close and sucking it in after, moving back and forth between them, and massaging the massive amount of soft flesh. She gripped my cock and pressed me against something hot and wet, and her legs wrapped around my waist, with a sigh of pleasure, she pulled me into her fiery depths.

I began to slowly fuck her soft wet pussy, as I feasted on her breasts.

“Good boy,” she moaned in my ear, “Oh, god fuck me, baby… good boy, fuck me!”

Her cries of passion filled the night, and for one second, I worried about what the neighbors might be hearing, but then I was lost once more in the incredible pleasure her tight embrace was giving me.

I drove into her with harder and harder thrusts and saw her bite her lip, one arm reaching up to press against the wall as she pushed her hips back into my cock. I held myself up on my hands and watched her massive breasts roll and sway beneath me with the motions of our fucking. Her beautiful face was twisted in exquisite agony as I felt her body begin to shake and shudder beneath me.

“Ayyyyaaahhhhhh!!! FFUUCCKKK!” Her scream of pleasure shook the roof, and I felt my own balls boiling, as her pussy walls fluttered on my cock.

Her orgasm faded into small rolling aftershocks of pleasure as I drove into her harder and harder, my thrusting erratic.

“Cum… fill me… with your cum…” she was breathless as I hammered her, but the genuine desire in her voice sparked me on.

“You want my cum… Professor?” I growled at her, my own voice surprising me.

Her eyes flashed open, and a beatific smile lit her face.

“Yes! Yes, my dear, boy, please! Please give me your cum… fill me with it…!” The orgasm seemed to start in my toes as I felt them curl and pleasure shot through my body, “Cum in me, baby! Oh god… I feel it shooting out… so hot… oh god, it’s making me cum again… good boy… ohhh!”

As we both came down from orgasmic bliss, I collapsed atop her, panting and covered in sweat. We rolled, and I found myself cuddling the woman close as she snuggled into the crook of my shoulder and neck. As we lay there, catching our breath, I trailed soft fingers across the smooth skin of her back and hips. In a way, this quiet little moment was just as soul-warming as the incredible sex had been.

“I enjoyed that very much,” Gia whispered after a few minutes, and glanced up at me with a shy little smile, “But I can’t take too much of that big thing of yours in me. Not until I get more used to it.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling bad as she shifted her hips, indicating soreness.

“Never apologize if you don’t mean it,” she said, giving me a pointed look, “Are you really sorry that you gave me the fuck of a lifetime?”

“No?” I said after a moment, a smile tugging the corners of my lips.

“Exactly, so don’t apologize,” she sat up on her elbow and ran a gentle hand down my chest and stomach, letting her fingers play along the skin, “A real man doesn’t dilute the power of his words unnecessarily. But neither does he trample over the feelings of others.”

I realized this was the second or third time, she’d given me sage advice, and each time it had resonated with me. Then a memory popped in of Brooke, mentioning the residents would help me grow into a better man and were part of some plan. The thought disappeared as Gia ran her soft fingers down the length of my cock, dragging her nails gently up its length and sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine.

“Just because my old body can’t take any more of your youthful enthusiasm, that doesn’t mean I don’t plan on relieving this eager young cock of yours of all its tasty sperm.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, but I settled back on the bed, getting comfortable as she slid down my side. I couldn’t hide my excitement, getting a blowjob from this wonderful woman.

“As a heart attack,” she said with a grin, “Just lay back, I’ve been dreaming of having a hard cock to lavish love upon for years. Now that the edge is off your lust, I can relax and take my time, really enjoy myself.”
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A
 nd that’s precisely what she did. It was the most sublime torture in the world, and one I’d never even dreamt could exist. She sucked me deep into her mouth, one hand working me with gentle fingers, and then out. Her tongue sliding up and down the length of me slowly and gently.

For long minutes she would suck and stroke me, deepthroating my cock and massaging it with her tonsils and tongue. As my orgasm neared, she would back off and stroke me softly, kissing and licking my cock, as the intensity of sensations backed off. Again, and again she brought me up and then back down, all the while watching me squirm beneath her touch until I could take it no more, and I held her head in place, and she grinned in devilish desire as I fucked her mouth.

She was humming in pleasure and sucking hard as the most powerful orgasm of my life rushed through my body. My dick shot, again and again, thick pearlescent strands of cum that hit the back of her throat and as my hand relaxed in her head and I convulsed in pleasure, she stroked my cock hard, directing my cum across her beautiful face, her lips together as she ran then over the tender sensitive tip.

With a final shudder, I melted into the mattress and felt myself drifting off. I roused myself for one second, worried I should perhaps leave, then I saw Gia staring at my cock and licking her lips. As sleep stole me down into its dark depths, she took my soft cock into her mouth once more, sucking it into her smiling mouth and closing her eyes in bliss.

I woke sometime later as an incredibly good feeling flooded through my body. The woman was sucking hard on the tip of my cock, nursing it as my orgasm built. She was lost in her work and didn’t even notice as I woke, or my hand as I gripped her ass. Then I felt her hand working in her pussy, and I sensed she too was on the verge of orgasm. She timed her own to mine, and as I filled her mouth with cum, she came with a shuddering orgasm, her juices running down her thighs.

The sound of bird song woke me, and I sat up with a start. Looking around, I saw morning sunlight streaming in through the window and a note sitting on the pillow. I picked it up and read it and found myself laughing and blushing by the time I finished it. She had left a list of other things that needed to get fixed around her apartment and said I could come back another night to take care of some of them. She went on and on about how much she enjoyed the night before and wrote that she couldn’t wait to ‘help’ me out again.

I climbed free of the bed and pulled on my clothes and slipped out of her apartment. Just as I was stepping out into the hall, a blonde woman was stepping out of the elevator. When she saw me, she clutched her bag and glanced around fearfully, backing away.

“Get out of here, thief! I’m calling the cops!” She fumbled her phone out of her pocket and dropped it, scrambling to pick it up.

“I’m not a thief!” I said, holding up my hand and showing the keys, “See, I’m locking her place up!”

“If you’re not a thief, then what the hell are you doing sneaking out of her place?”

“I’m the super,” I said, “She asked me to come over and fix her sink. I just moved in across the hall.”

“Oh,” the woman said, blushing red and ducking her head in apology as she slid her phone into her pocket, but she watched carefully as I locked the door with my big key ring, finally satisfied, “Sorry about that, but a woman can never be too careful in the city.”

“I understand,” I said, “I’m Connor.”

“My name’s Sola,” she said, reaching out her hand, “I run a small yoga studio on the second floor. Hey, do you think you could come look at my AC sometime soon? It’s been killing my business to have it not working.”

“Sure,” I said, “I can take a look.”

“Sounds perfect,” Sola said, she had a speculative look in her eye as she ran them up and down the length of me, “My classes happen throughout the day and night so it will need to be in the morning before my first students. Can you come by tomorrow morning before 6 am?”

“Sure,” I said, groaning inside at the thought of waking up so early, but I was stepping out of Gia’s room super early, so it’s not like I could say I didn’t work in the mornings. “I’ll be there.”

“Great!” She enthused and, with a little wave, slipped out of the building.

I couldn’t help but stare after her as she walked off. Her beauty, which escaped me when she was screaming, and about to call the cops, transfixed me now. She was probably in her early thirties but looked far younger. She wore yoga pants and a loose workout shirt that did little to hide how perfectly toned her body was. I was staring at her ass, so perfectly sculpted and firm, beneath the skintight material, until she rounded the corner and was gone from my sight.

With a sigh, I went into my apartment, dumped my things down and stripped. I couldn’t help the silly grin on my face as I brushed my teeth and shaved, remembering the events of the night before. My cock got hard as I remember the sight of Gia’s massive tits, and the fire in her eyes as she sucked me off.

An hour later, I was dressed and putting my headphones in as I called up the address of the college. It was only an eight-block walk, so I headed out. It was Monday morning, and the streets were filled with people heading to their jobs and about their tasks.

The press of humanity was nerve-wracking and even more so when I arrived at the college to find the offices swarming with kids all trying to do the same thing as me. I hung in the back, remaining unobtrusive after signing my name on the list to speak with a counselor.

As I sat staring at my phone, I glanced up now and then and took in the kids around me. There were a few dozen from all walks of life. They talked and joked with one another or stared at their phones like me. My anxiety would spike whenever anyone met my eyes, and after one girl flashed me a shy smile, I buried my head down and didn’t look up until they called my name.

I walked into the counselor’s small office and sat in the rickety chair, careful to avoid knocking over one of the many stacks of books and paper covering her desk. I looked up and was relieved to find a pleasant looking plump older woman, beaming at me from above her spectacles.

“Well, Mr. Whitaker, let’s take a look at your schedule, shall we?”

I realized something as we looked over classes and times; that my anxiety was nearly gone with her, where it had been a raging storm in the waitingom. I pondered that fact as I set my schedule and went to the bookstore and bought a small stack of books.

It was early afternoon when I got back to the building. As I stepped into the foyer, the musty odor assaulted my nostrils again, and I resolved to clean the room soon. I stepped into my room and set my pile of books down on the floor. I would need a desk at some point, I decided. There had been a few pieces of furniture just sitting on the street with signs that said ‘free,’ I would have to keep my eyes out for a desk small enough to fit in my room. With the size of most New York apartments, I wasn’t worried.

Then I got to work fixing my place. I took my time with each task, making sure to pay close attention to every detail before I began it. I hung the drapes and shower curtain and greased and oiled the hinges on the pull-out bed. The bed took a long time, and I was forced to remove a few pieces to scrub away rust and crud that had built up in the hinges. When I was done, it swung down silently, and I lay down with a feeling of pride.

I pulled over one of my textbooks and began reading through it, boning up before my classes started in a week. When I finally fell asleep, I slept like a baby, with the lock on the door and the curtains drawn to block the streetlights, it was beginning to feel like home to me.

I woke up early, got showered, dressed, and went upstairs. I’d walked the whole stairway once and glanced down each hall but hadn’t explored in depth. I was curious to see the apartments since each floor seemed to have a different layout.

Stopping outside the door with a hand-painted sign that read: Sola Cohen’s Holistic Yoga Studio, I knocked.

I had to know for several minutes, but eventually, I heard the sounds of her calling that she was coming. Finally, she threw open the door and stared up at me with bleary eyes, the apartment smelled of pot smoke and incense.

“Oh, that’s right,” she said, “Forgot you were coming. I’ll show you the AC.”
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S
 he stepped into the room and held the door open for me to follow. The living room space had been converted into a small yoga studio, complete with little cubbies for shoes and a pile of used mats in the corner. The floor was a beautiful blond wood that had been polished to a smooth mirror shine.

Sola was wearing a tiny pair of booty shorts and a halter top, and I couldn’t help but stare at her perfectly tight and rounded ass, as she led me back through the kitchen to the bedroom. She pointed through the window to the fire escape. I looked out, then I saw the AC unit just below the yoga studio windows.

In order to work on it, I would need to climb out on the fire escape, but when I looked down through the gaps in the steel floor to the street below, I felt fear and vertigo clawing their way into my mind.

“It will work for a few minutes, but then it just shuts off, and I can’t get it started for hours,” she said, “Normally I don’t use the thing, it’s such a waste, but the heats been unbearable this summer.”

“Let me take a look,” I said as I edged myself out onto the fire escape slowly, I tried not to look down as I grabbed onto the rail in a death grip.

“Ok,” she said, “I’m going to get ready, let me know if you need anything.”

I gave her a nod and then headed over to the AC unit. After a quick search, I found a small rubber plug on the bottom, when I removed it a stream of dirty brown water rained down into the alley below. The smell of rust was overpowering, but when I inspected the unit, it seemed to be ok. I did a quick google search on the model and found that the plug I'd removed was for condensation build-up and had to be evacuated once a year or so. If not, then ice would build up on the coils within, and the system would overheat and shut down.

I turned the AC on and let it run for a while, and things seemed to be working fine. Moving carefully back to the window, I was about to step back into the room when I froze. Before me, Sola bent over, her bald pussy and ass on perfect display as she pulled a tiny pair of white panties up her perfect legs.

She glanced back and saw me sitting there, staring and frowned.

“I’m sorry!” I said, face beet red with embarrassment, “I just finished… I think it’s fixed.”

“Excellent,” she said, completely nonplussed that I’d just seen her bare ass and pussy, her frown only deepened though as she looked at my back, “You look tight as a spring, you ever stretch?”

“No,” I said, climbing back through the window, “Not since gym class at least.”

“Hold up,” Sola said, and I felt her hands on my shoulder just as I got through.

She bent me low over the waist, pressing down with one hand, with the other she put pressure on my lower back, and I felt a nasty, sharp pain shoot down my leg, causing it to jerk to the side.

“Ouch!” I said, standing up slowly and flexing my leg to get the pins and needles sensation to fade.

“Yea, it’s just like I thought, you’re gonna have an issue with that back if you don’t start building a good foundation.”

“What was that?” I asked.

“The shooting pain down your leg?” She asked, “That was the muscles in your lower back pulling on your spine and pinching the sciatic nerve. You can expect that to start up in your late thirties, or maybe early forties, and then it will be a plague your whole life. You should really start stretching those muscles out, which will keep the issue from forming. Core exercises would be a big help as well.”

“I can’t afford yoga classes,” I said with a laugh, “I spent just about the last money I had on textbooks yesterday.”

“I’m willing to exchange service for service,” she was tilting her head and looking me up and down with a crooked little smile, “yes, I can think of plenty of things you could… help me out with.”

“I don’t know about yoga, though,” I said, “I don’t know if it’s really my style.”

“Give it a week,” she said, her bright green eyes holding mine, that small, secretive smile playing across her lips, “I promise you won’t regret it, and if you do, then you don’t have to perform… services for me, deal?”

“Ok,” I said, unable to look away as her gaze trapped me. The woman was beautiful, with her white blond hair and dark roots, and those adorable dimples that came out when she grinned that excited little smile she had on now.

“Perfect, same time tomorrow, and you can join me for my warmup stretches, it will be good for you to start easy.” She walked me to the door as she talked, pulling it open, “and thanks again for fixing the AC.”

I was about to speak when the door on the other side of the hall opened, and a strangely familiar face stepped out. The woman had dirty blond hair, pulled back into a severe ponytail, and glasses with thick black rims. She was dressed in an expensive and stylish skirt-suit with a tailored jacket, all in black. She wore sheer stockings and a pair of white running shoes and a pair of black heels in her hand.

“Morning, Elizabeth!” Sola said to the woman, who glanced up as she was locking her door and froze in shock when she saw me, her jaw slowly falling open.

I knew exactly why the woman was shocked because I was just as shocked at finding her here. Elizabeth Janson was my father's third wife, and his shortest marriage, at only one month. In fact, I almost didn’t recognize the woman, I’d only met her a handful of times, and she’d never lived with us. She was a powerful attorney, one of the most powerful in the city, and I always suspected my father married her for the connections. He had always been the calculating type, making his decisions with his brain and never his heart.

All of this flashed through my head in the second it took to recognize her, and her to remember me. I was about to say hello, but the woman stiffened, clutching her heels and bag close, she fled into the stairway.

“Elizabeth?” Sola asked as the woman fled down the stairs.

I caught her glance back at me once before she disappeared, her face red with embarrassment or anger, I didn’t know. A confusing swirl of emotions crossed her face as our eyes met, and then she was gone. Running shoes fading town the stairs.

“Well, that was weird,” Sola said with a frown, “Wonder what that was about.”

“Me too,” I said, “Let me know if there are any more problems with the AC. I’ll be by tomorrow morning, and thanks again.”

“Of course,” Sola said, her frown lifting as I left.

I felt the woman’s eyes on my back as I walked down the stairs. I tried not to think about how amazing she looked in her tight workout clothes. Instead, my mind filled with the image of Elizabeth, and I felt anxiety creeping its devilish claws into me. Finding out that I was living in the same building with one of my father’s exes was uncomfortable. I could only hope the woman didn’t hold whatever he’d done to her against me.

When I got to my room, I plopped down on my bed and found my dick in my hand as I tried to imagine what Sola would look like completely naked. Even with images of her tight bald pussy in my mind, the sight of Elizabeth pushed those out, and I found myself fantasizing about her massive breasts and sexy mature face. The thought of seeing such a pristine Manhattan beauty, writhing in ecstasy as I came all over her gorgeous face, sent me over the edge.
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I
 spent the whole day, and the next two after it, working in the basement. There were a dozen tasks that needed to get done, from cleaning out rat droppings to organizing the toolboxes. I ended up hauling a dozen bags of trash out of there and tossing them in the dumpsters.

Once I saw the dumpster area, I could have cried at the amount of nasty crap that had piled up in the corners. It took a whole afternoon to clean the bricks and concrete. Finally, I hooked up a hose to an outside faucet and sprayed the entire thing down to reveal clean bricks and white cement.

I had just enough cash so I could keep myself fed over the next two weeks until I got another allotment from Brooke. There was a Pho restaurant just around the corner from the building, and for $5, I could get a giant bowl of noodles and soup that filled me up for most of the day. I spent my nights reading and my days listening to music and podcasts, as I cleaned and organized. I slept well, and for maybe the first time since my mother passed, I had consecutive nights of a full eight hours. It was kind of shocking how much difference that one change made.

The biggest thing that changed my outlook on life came from the most unlikely of places. Wednesday morning, I managed to get myself out of bed and up to Sola’s studio. I almost didn’t go, but I forced myself to try something new.

At first, I was in my head and uncomfortable, stretching too hard and on the point of hurting myself constantly. After about ten minutes of watching me topple over and wobble around with my poor balance, Sola took pity on me and came over to show me the proper form.

Her hands were surprisingly strong and sure, as she manipulated my body into position. Once I was standing correctly and using the right posture, I relaxed into the stretches far easier. We didn’t speak the rest of the session, just move from one form to another. My breathing matched hers, slow and deep, and I found a quiet peace as my body grew more limber and flexible. I noticed the difference that day, as I was working in the basement, feeling an ache in the muscles that felt good.

Thursday and Friday, we didn’t bother to speak at all during our sessions. I would arrive, and Sola would answer the door in her halter top and panties, groggy. The room smelling of the pot she’d smoked the night before. We would lay out our mats and start stretching right away. She liked to start the day with stretches before coffee or anything else, and her utter lack of shame caused us to never even speak of the fact that she was often only half-clothed while we worked out.

I never grew used to the sight of her small, tight body, stretching out before me in the most amazing poses. If she noticed my lingering stares, she never gave a hint. Now and then she would move over and correct my posture when she showed me a new stretch, and I grew to relish the feel of her hands on me. Every time, I felt an electric thrill course through me.

“You’re learning amazingly fast,” she said on Friday. After our hour-long session, we were both sweating a little, and she was wiping her face and neck dry with a towel, “I didn’t think you had much natural flexibility, most men don’t. But you’re already very comfortable with the beginner positions, and that usually takes weeks, if not longer.”

“It’s really peaceful,” I said, “It’s almost like a mix between meditation and a workout.”

“I agree, it’s why I love it,” she grinned and walked back to her bathroom, “I’m gonna hop in the shower, unless you want to join me, I’ll see you next Monday.”

“Ok, see you then!” I said, heading out of her place.

As I left, I caught a slight frown of disappointment on her face, and I felt a shock run through me. There was no way she was being serious with that last comment… was she?

My brain was going over that brief glimpse as I parsed the tone of her voice. Worrying that I had ruined something or missed an opportunity that I would regret forever, I stepped into the foyer and made an annoyed face.

That damn smell hit me again, and I realized I could put it off no more. I was done with my work in the basement and looking for a new project anyway. After a shower and shave, I went downstairs and hauled a bunch of cleaning supplies up the small twisting stairs.

I was cursing loudly as the pail and mop tangled in the railing, and the door swung back into my elbow when someone pulled it open for me.

“Thanks,” I said as I hauled everything across the floor and stood stretching my back, “you’re a lifesaver.”

“Your life was not in danger,” came a soft and oddly flat voice, “I merely saved you from further annoyance.”

“That’s true,” I said with a grin, taking in my savior, “but thanks anyway.”

The woman was shorter and stood with stooped shoulders. Her long dark hair hung over her face, almost like she was trying to hide behind it, and her eyes were covered in thick lenses with giant frames. She wore a long loose knit sweater and skirt that hung down to her ankles.

She tilted her head to the side, almost like a bird, as she studied me, hands clasped before her. She stood poised as if ready to flee at any second.

“Hello, I am Milly Hill, and who might you be?” She said it in that same flat tone, her expression never changing as she stared at my face as if it held the secrets of the universe.

“I’m Connor,” I said, holding out my hand, “I just moved in this week, I’m the new Superintendent of the building.”

“The contract was explicit in its terms. No men would be living in this building except,” her jaw shut with an audible click of teeth and she tilted her head the other way, before continuing in a more careful tone.

“Why you, Connor? What makes you… qualified… to fix what’s broken in this building?”

It only took a second or two after first seeing her, but I looked past the hair, glasses, and faint acne scars on her cheeks and saw an adorable, round-cheeked girl hiding beneath. Her eyes were the most startling blue, and with her high cheekbones and sculpted lips, she was a diamond in the rough. I dropped my hand and shrugged.

“I’m not,” I said, unwilling to lie to this innocent, shy beauty, “I’ve never done anything that would make me qualified for this job. But I’m a quick study, especially with the internet, to help. Also, I didn’t really have a choice.”

“Very well,” she said, in her oddly flat tone, “You should know that you do not have the authorization to enter my apartment, 3B. Not without my express permission.”

“I understand,” I said, and I did, completely.

I saw a kindred spirit in the woman and understood her desire not to be touched or have her personal space invaded. When I was at my worst, I was often just like she was now.

Without another word or sign of greeting, she turned and walked out of the building. The door banged shut behind her, and she startled in surprise, even though it was the same sound it made every time. Shaking my head at the odd set of characters that lived in this place, I got down to work.

The floor and walls were caked in grime, and I had to dig downstairs to find some green scrubby pads that would take off the years of filth that had built up. I was becoming an expert at cleaning away years of detritus at this point, though. I put on some music and got down to work.

Once it was scrubbed clean, the floor proved to be made of beautiful white and black tiles, set at an angle. The walls were wood paneling and cheap. They didn’t seem to fit in with the rest of the décor, and the back wall of the short hallway was especially ill-fitting.

After scrubbing the back wall for a few seconds, I realized it was the source of the sour, moldy smell. I went downstairs and got a crowbar. After a few minutes of digging around in the corner, I managed to leverage the wood paneling away from the wall.

The odor that assaulted my nostrils from behind that paneling made me retch. There was no way I was leaving the paneling in place there. Putting on a pair of gloves, I took the crowbar to the wall, and cracked and broke the wood free.

The cheap and tacky seventies-era wood paneling was covering up a beautiful wooden wall, some dark wood like mahogany or teak, now scuffed and dingy from being covered. In the center of the wall was a beautiful brass mailbox, now green with verdigris and caked in the same soupy sludge that had grown over most of the wall.

It was late afternoon before I managed to scrub the last of the gunk off the wall. Best, I could guess some water or mold had been beneath when it was installed. It didn’t look like anything had leaked from above. The rich wood that had been revealed was still in excellent shape. It would need a good polish and maybe another coat of sealant, but it looked far better than the rest of the paneled walls and contrasted greatly with the black and white tile floor.

I looked around at the rest of the foyer and sighed, knowing that eventually, I would have to do the same with it, and not looking forward to the task. I wished I could have just left it, but the little bit of OCD in me wouldn’t allow it, plus the wooden wall just looked so much better.
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I
 wanted to check out the mailbox, though, because it looked well built. I was just taking out the last load of broken-down paneling out to the dumpster when Gia walked in with Elizabeth behind her. The tall dirty blonde’s face blanched when she saw me, and she clutched her purse tightly to her chest.

The pretty Italian woman looked around the foyer with a wide smile, and then she cooed in joy when she noticed the mailbox.

“Elizabeth, look at what Connor uncovered!” She said, moving over, the blond woman tried to edge past her to the stairs, hurrying by me, but Gia hooked an arm through hers and dragged her over.

“Was this here all this time?” Gia asked, looking around to me, with a bright smile, “Amazing, and the smell is gone too!”

“The smell was coming from behind the wood paneling that covered the mailbox.” I shook my head, “I have no idea why they covered it, but I think I saw a giant set of keys down in the tool room. Should be able to clean it up and have it functioning again.”

“The mailman will love you for it! He must walk the mail to each apartment right now and hates it. Elizabeth, this is the young man you were asking about, Connor, our new super.”

“Nice to meet you,” Elizabeth said, meeting my eyes finally, and very nearly glaring at me.

“Elizabeth has a problem with her shower,” Gia said, looking between the woman and me, “hasn’t been able to use it in days. Do you think you could take a look at it for her tonight?”

“That’s not necessary-,” Elizabeth began, but I cut over her.

“I’ll do it,” I said with a grin, “Be there in a couple of hours, just let me finish here and clean up.”

“Perfect!” Gia said, beaming at us both, her cheek grew a touch red when she said, “Perhaps you can come by tomorrow night and fix that flickering light in the bedroom. I have a nice bottle of port I’ve meant to try.”

“Sure,” I said, all too aware of the glare Elizabeth was shooting me as she looked from Gia to me, “I’ll come by in the afternoon.”

“Isn’t it nice to have a handsome young man around the place, to call on whenever we find ourselves… needy.” She flashed me a wink, and Elizabeth’s face flushed bright red, and she hurried up the stairs shouting back a hasty goodbye to her friend.

“Well, that sure was strange,” Gia said, frowning after the woman, “Lizzy is usually the sole of propriety. I hope everything is going ok, I know she has a major case she’s working on. I guess it’s none of my business if she didn’t want me to know. Now, about that light problem I have…”

Gia’s wicked smile took me in, and I felt myself blushing as she gazed up at me through her long dark lashes. She glanced left and right, and then her smile turned truly devilish as she pressed me back against the elevator. Reaching out, she tapped the button, and the door opened behind me. With one final glance around to make sure the coast was clear, she pressed me back into the elevator.

My back came up against the wall in the small space, and she dropped to a squat before me. Her quick fingers had my fly down and my cock out of my pants in seconds. I could only stare in growing excitement and anxiety as she gave it a quick stroke.

“Can you cum before this elevator stops?” She asked as the door closed behind her, and she hit the floor five button.

Staring up at me with her beautiful dark eyes, I glanced down at her massive tits. She saw my glance, and as she sucked me into her hot wet mouth, causing me to sigh in pleasure, she undid the buttons on the front of her shirt and pulled her tits out.

She sucked me hard and deep as I reached down and took up one heavenly handful of soft breast flesh. My knees grew weak as she took my cock down to the root, sucking hard and fucking my dick gently with her throat, the swallowing muscles doing amazing things to the sensitive flesh.

The elevator stopped, and I felt a moment of panic as the doors opened onto a short empty hall, with one door at the end and the entrance to the stairwell open. I had no idea who lived on this floor, but I was grateful the hall was empty.

Gia pulled off my cock and hit the floor one button, the doors closing slowly.

“Cum for me, Connor,” she moaned as she stroked my cock softly, “I want to drink it, baby… please.”

Releasing her tit, I took hold of the back of her head, and she was grinning in delight as I drove my cock back into her mouth. Her eyes flared wide as she sucked me hard, the wet sounds as I fucked her mouth filling the small space.

The sight of this hot older woman, kneeling down, my cock driving in and out of her thick lips, drool trailing down her chin, was incredible. Her face twisted in submissive pleasure as my balls tightened. I forgot where I was for a moment as I yelled out loud.

“Take it! Swallow my cum Professor!”

Gia did and with relish. Swallowing hard and trying to get every drop. The elevator stopped, and she leaped to her feet, stuffing her tits into her top. I was just putting my cock away, as the ding sounded, and the doors began to open.

I froze in shock when I saw Sola standing there, two bags of groceries in her hands. Her eyes were wide, and she was looking at Gia and I in shock.

“Afternoon, Sola!” Gia said, her cheeks only holding a faint blush, even though her shirt was still unbuttoned down to her navel as she stepped out of the elevator.

“Afternoon…” the small bottle-blonde said, “Gia, I still have your stew pot. I’ll bring it down in a bit.”

“Thank you, that would be great,” the older brunette said with a warm smile.

I stepped off the elevator and felt Sola’s stare boring into my back. My cheeks were on fire, fearing she’d heard me yelling out, and that what we had been up to was obvious.

“Perfect, we can share a bottle of wine and catch up some. You have something on the corner of your mouth…” Her words had a subtle weight to them that cause me to look back at the two women as I was putting the key in my door’s lock.

Sola reached up and wiped the small glob of cum off Gia’s face, and before Gia could react, put her finger in her mouth, sucking it clean.

“Mhmm,” Sola said, turning to look at me, “Now that’s delicious. Remember Connor, Monday morning… we’ll be moving on to more intermediate poses soon.”

“Ok,” I said, feeling both women’s eyes boring into me. The sincere regard both held in their eyes caused a wave of anxiety to roll through me, and my hands were shaking as I finally unlocked and opened my door. Then I fled within and shut it firmly behind myself.

The low murmur of conversation came to my ears through the door, and I strained to make out what they were saying. Their voices were too low to make out the words, but the occasional giggle was clean and made me strain all the harder to try to hear that they were saying. Feeling like a coward and an eavesdropper, I finally pushed away from the door and went to take a shower.

That elevator ride had been so wild and unexpected I ended up jacking off in the shower, thinking about it. Only in my greedy mind, Sola was there as well, her adorable face, pressed right up beside Gia’s as I dumped a mental load on them.
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A
 s I got ready, I thought about Elizabeth. I had some anxiety about confronting her, but mostly I was curious why she had such a strong reaction to me. I took care to make myself as presentable as possible. The woman intimidated me with her perfect poise and stylish, expensive clothes.

I took the stairs, knowing the elevator would get me too excited, and knocked on her door, 2B, right on time.

It took a long minute for her to open the door. When she finally did, she stood there for an even longer moment, just staring at me with a tightlipped frown and a glass of red wine held in one hand.

“You have a problem with your shower?” I asked, feeling the small seed of anxiety in me blossoming.

She didn’t move or speak for a couple of seconds, her eyes narrowing slightly, then she nodded once and stepped back.

“This way,” she said, her voice was rich and smooth, with just a hint of a midwestern accent.

I stepped in and closed the door behind me, looking around. Elizabeth’s place looked nothing like Gia’s. The floor plan was slightly different, but it was mostly the furnishings and decorations that gave it a completely different vibe. All her furniture was black and either rich leather or finely wrought steel. All with minimalist designs and looking very expensive.

She led me through the bedroom and to her back bathroom. She quickly shut her closet door, glancing at me suspiciously to see if I’d been peeking in. I pretended not to have noticed the black leather mask and odd straps hanging on the other side of the door. Her frown relaxed, and she stepped into the bathroom.

“The showerhead stopped working about a week ago, only a dribble of water will come out,” she motioned with her glass of wine and crossed her arms after taking a sip.

In the bright light of the bathroom, I could see the haziness to her eyes, and the slight blush to her cheeks. The woman must have already had a glass or two, because she looked a bit tipsy.

“How long is this going to take?” She asked, a touch of anger and annoyance lacing her words. As I stepped up to take a look at the showerhead, I paused and glanced at her shrugging.

“I’ll be done as fast as I can. If I can fix it, it shouldn’t take too long.”

“Hmph!” She snorted in derision and stomped out of the room, tossing back the rest of her wine as she went.

I had no idea why the woman was upset, but I couldn’t help but stare at the way her skirt hugged the perfect swell of her hips. Putting the woman out of my mind, I got to work. It was hard to discover the problem at first, and I was forced to dig through my tool bag for a wrench. It only took a few turns, and I had the shower head off. Inside I saw the plastic housing was cracked and blocked up.

I stepped out of the bathroom and saw Elizabeth sitting in the living room. She had put on classical music, and the sweet sounds of the violin filled the air. She glanced over when I stepped through, headed for the door.

“The showerhead is broken,” I said, holding it up for her, “There are replacements down in the basement, I’ll be right back.”

“You’re really fixing it?” She asked, sounding a little bemused.

“Of course,” I said, pausing at the door, “That’s my job.”

“Hmph,” she grimaced and stared into her wine glass, “I don’t know what your father has planned for me, but just do what you came for and leave.”

“What are you talking about?” Something in my voice must have cut through to her because she looked up at me curiously, “My father passed away two weeks ago. It was in all the papers.”

“I haven’t been paying attention to the news…” she said softly, shaking her head as if she didn’t believe me, “This case is consuming me… You’re serious… Archibald is dead?”

As I told her of his passing, standing there in the living room with the showerhead in hand, her face crumped onto soft sadness. Then she glanced up at me curiously and with a touch of suspicion.

“What are you doing here then? The super? You should have inherited an empire worth nearly a trillion dollars.”

“My father assigned me one final test,” I said, unable to keep the touch of bitterness I still felt towards the man out of my voice. “I’m to live in this building, anonymous as possible, and fix it as the superintendent while attending a year of college. If I fail, then I lose the entire fortune and my shares in Whitaker Industries.”

“This was all in the contract?” She asked, the drunkenness fading quickly as she spoke of legal matters, her gaze sharpening.

“Yea, a law firm named Bain and Associates, drew it up,” I said.

“Fuck,” Elizabeth said with a frown and a deep pull of her wine, “They’re the best at estate law in the city, maybe the world. You have a copy of the contract?”

“No,” I said, feeling like a fool for not asking for one.

“Get one,” she said, “I’d like to look it over.”

“Thanks,” I said in genuine relief, “That would be a big help.”

“I’m not your counsel, though, you understand?” Her eyes narrowed as she looked up at me, then she swallowed hard, her eyes running down my body slowly, and she took another deep sip of wine, “Go get that shower head, I need another drink.”

She stood and marched into the kitchen, her walk sure and steady. I suddenly had a suspicion that the woman could hold her alcohol far better than she was letting on. I went down to the basement and got a new showerhead out of a box that had been sitting on a shelf so long it had a thick layer of dust on it. I grabbed some white gasket tape out of the toolbox and went back upstairs.

Elizabeth was sitting against the sink in the bathroom when I got back in. Her arm propped up as she sipped her wine. She watched me work, making me uncomfortable under her frank stare.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” she said finally, blurting the words out into the deafening silence. “I had my problems with him, but that’s no reason to take it out on you.”

“Thanks,” I said, “to be honest I didn’t know the man that well. He stuck me in a boarding school and then mostly forgot about me.”

“He never forgot about you,” Elizabeth said, with grudging respect, “One thing I’ll say for Archibald Whitaker, he never forgot a thing, and never stopped scheming with that knowledge.”

“You really hate him?” I asked, confused by her shifting emotions. I was just wrapping the last of the tape on the threads, having cleaned them off, and then started twisting the new shower head in place.

“Hate him?” she mused, swirling her glass, “No, I don’t hate him. I’m angry at him still, and probably always will be, but in truth, things were as much my fault as his.”

“What happened between you two, if I may ask?” I was just tightening the shower head down with the wrench when I realized that might not have been the best thing to ask.

She stared at the wall for long moments as I cranked it the last quarter turn, careful not to go too tight. I reached down and turned the water on, startling her, and then popped the lever, and the spigot cut off, and the showerhead gave an ominous rattling sound before a steady stream of water sprayed out against the wall.

“You did it.” Elizabeth said with a surprised smile, “Good work, Connor.”

“Thanks,” I said, with a smile of pride as I watched the steady stream. The sound disappeared after a second and didn’t return, so I turned the water off.

“Come on, let’s get you a glass of wine. Then I’ll tell you my sad story. Or maybe, it’s our sad story.” She sounded like a person about to walk to the headsman’s block as she went and got me a glass of wine. “Have a seat,” she said, pointing to the couch, “I’ll be right back.”
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T
 he leather of the couch was exquisite, making no sound at all as I sat down. I ran my fingers over it, and it felt like a baby’s skin, it was so smooth and soft. I was staring at a striking black and white painting on the wall when she returned with a large glass for me.

She sat down beside me on the couch, not touching, but close enough that I could feel the heat emanating from her. I took a small sip, and then a larger one, once I realized how good it was. I’m not usually a fan of wine, but this had a fruity spice to it that was delicious.

“Where to begin?” Elizabeth said, throwing her elbow over the backrest of the couch and looking out the window as she spoke, “I guess it all starts with my father. You see, my dad could make your own look like a reasonable man most of the time. The rest of our family are Mormons, but father had been in Manhattan so long he’d long ago gone wayward. I had just graduated from law school and was about to take a job at a major firm. Then your dad discovered what my father had been doing for the church for decades.”

“What?” I asked, from her low whispery voice and tense manner, I expected her to be involved with the Mormon mob of something.

“He was running a hedge fund and using a secret stash of Mormon tithe money. Seven hundred billion dollars invested all around the world and returning outrageous profits. Your dad used the knowledge as leverage in some deal and my father… my father sold me to your dad.”

“He what?!” I asked in shock, almost spitting up my wine.

“It’s an ancient tradition in some Mormon households, and in our county in Utah, it was still legal for him to do it. He had discovered my… proclivities and thought to shame me with them. Your dad accepted the arrangement, and one week after our wedding, he had a secret clause in our prenuptial agreement triggered, and my father lost control of a key company in his portfolio.”

“That was what my dad wanted all along,” I said with a sour grimace, already seeing the old man’s mind at work, “wasn’t it?”

“You see right to the heart of it,” she said in a whisper, “faster than my father or I did.”

“Then what happened?” I asked, almost afraid to know what I already suspected.

“Then I never heard from your dad again.” She barked a laugh and took a deep drink from her glass, finishing it. She sighed out and blinked tiredly, “The marriage was never consummated you see… and there could be no doubt with… well, with me being a virgin still. The divorce papers were served to my father’s offices, and I never saw the man again.”

“I didn’t know any of this,” I said, trying to remember the short period the woman had been in my life, “I’m so sorry.”

“I didn’t find all this out until years later when my father passed away. He told me on his death bed.” She looked down into her empty wine glass and set it on a coaster on the coffee table, “I thought he hated me for what my father discovered. I was so ashamed.”

“What did he discover?” I asked, my voice matching hers in a whisper.

“You saw it, didn’t you?” She asked, her face blushing furiously and unable to meet my eyes, “In the closet?”

“BDSM?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said as though admitting she was a murderer.

“That’s no big deal,” I said with a laugh, “Honestly, I’m sure there are thousands of men in this city who would love to tie you up; Jesus Elizabeth, you're gorgeous!”

I was grinning at her and realized my head was a bit swimmy feeling. I had drunk the wine far faster than usual, and it had been a considerable glass. Blinking my eyes, she came back into focus, and my grin returned.

“It’s not that easy,” she said scrunching down in the couch, a big yawn escaping her mouth, jaw creaking, “And thanks, that’s sweet of you, but I’m not all that, I can’t seem to flirt with a man to save my life. No, the problem is I can never relax with anyone, definitely not enough to let them really know what my true desires are.”

She yawned again and rested her head on the back of the couch. Her yawn affected me, and I felt my jaws creak and realized I should probably get to bed.

“Ok, I admitted my stuff, now what about you? Why did your dad force you to be here for a year?”

“He said there are things I need to learn,” I admitted, “But I have no idea what he meant. I mean, I learned something from Gia that first night, heh. And I’ve learned to stretch, but seriously, what the fuck is the point. I don’t know…”

I rested my head on the back of the couch, slouching down, the world spinning as the wine hit me, and I felt my tongue loosen, the words tumbling free.

“If I'm honest, this had been just about the best week of my life. I know it sounds dumb, some rich kid slumming it discovers that blah blah blah. Honestly though, I have my own room and a lock on the door, and I never had that at home or school. And Brooke… well, my head’s been spinning like a top ever since she… anyway, it’s been pretty crazy.”

I cut off when I felt something hit my shoulder, and I turned to see Elizabeth had passed out at some point when I was speaking and fallen over on the couch. Her mouth hung open slightly, and she was making this horrible Darth Vader like sound. I grinned and felt my eyelids get heavy. I should have gotten up, but it felt so comfortable on the couch that I decided just to rest my eyelids for a moment.

I woke with a start and groaned in pain at the ache in my neck. I’d slept with it hanging back on the couch and had a cramp in it now. I went to sit up, then felt the weight resting on my side. I looked down to see Elizabeth was snuggled up close, drool dribbling down my shirt.

I reached up and shook her gently, rousing her from her slumber. She woke slowly and blinked bleary eyes and looked around.

“I fell asleep?” She asked, smacking her lips.

“We both did,” I moved to sit up, but she was still pressed close.

“That’s the first time I’ve ever slept with a man,” she looked up at me, and I could see the anxiety and nervousness creeping into her mind.

I don’t know what came over me. Perhaps it was the wine still in my system, or the warm comfort of her against me. Tilting my head down, I pressed my lips to hers. She froze for one second, shocked at my kiss, then she melted into me, moaning against my mouth. Her body felt incredible as I reached up and slid my hand up her side, and she turned into my hand, offering up her breasts for me to grab and massage.

We rolled on the couch, and passion flooded into me. The woman grew more and more awkward beneath me, her kisses more and more stilted. In frustration, I trapped her wrist above her head, and then she came alive, writhing against me, and moaning into my mouth. I trapped the other hand beside it, both now locked in one hand above her head, giving the other access to run up and down her incredible body.

“AHHH YEEEEEE EIIIIIIII!!!!”

The woman screamed against my mouth, shocking me with the force of the orgasm that tore through her body. She was still fully clothed, and I had only touched her over the clothes, with just a bit of massaging. To see the powerful orgasm that hit her, just from having her arms trapped, was a revelation.

She was breathing heavily, and her face was bright red with both embarrassment and excitement. Slowly her eyes opened, and she looked up at me, her face tense, ready for my judgment. The giant grin she found on my face caused her to grin slightly and blush deeper. She squirmed beneath my grip, her hip grinding on my hard cock, her breathing slowly deepening as she wet her lip.

As I relaxed my grip on her wrists, I saw her face grow tense, and I could almost feel her uncertainty, fear, and anxiety creep in. Every second, she got deeper and deeper into her mind about things. It was like watching a mirror of myself when I dealt with the rare girl my age.

“That was…” she panted, “I’ve never… never cum with someone else before… I’m just so comfortable with you… how?”

“You only really relaxed when I held you down,” I said, “but all the other times… like right now… the anxiety rules.”

“That’s right,” she said, gazing deep into my eyes, her deep dark blue seeming to hold countless hidden depths as I stared back. “How did you know?”

“I feel the same most of the time,” I said, with a deep sigh, “So I can recognize it.” I sat up on one elbow and looked down at her, deciding to toss the dice and tell her the truth.

“I want to tie you up,” I said, “I want to tie you up, strip you naked, and play with this incredibly sexy body all night.”

“Are… are you serious?” Her eyes went wide, and she froze in my arms. Her eyes searched my face, and finally, she relaxed, slowly, and said in a soft, seductive voice, “Are you serious?”
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T
 ears began to form in her eyes, and I sat up sharply, reaching down to grip her upper arm and stood, pulling her up with me. Her tears dried up in an instant at my commanding actions, and she stood trembling. Her big nipples grew hard as I stared at her, pressing against the delicate black cloth of her conservative top.

Her stare turned challenging for one long second, her breathing slowing, deepening as I refused to back down, or show weakness. In truth, it was so hard for me to stand up to her right there, but I knew she was bluffing, and with her drool covered face and blouse, it was easier than if she’d been in full lawyerly regalia. Her look softened, and then a small smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, and she nodded slightly.

Not believing my luck and unwillingness to give her the chance to change her mind, I marched her into the austere bedroom and threw open the closet door. My eyes were going wide at the sight before me. Dozens of straps, paddles, handcuffs, and silk ties filled one wall of the closet. On the door was a leather mask with a giant hole cut out where the mouth was, and an outfit of black leather that consisted of about nine small strips of leather and steel rings connecting them.

I glanced at Elizabeth and found her face twisted in embarrassment and shame. One of my biggest fantasies and favorite porn was BDSM stuff, but I’d never really thought I’d ever actually get a chance to do it. I decided I needed a chance to think. Releasing her arm, I pushed her into the closet.

“You’re going to strip,” I said, “and put that on.”

I pointed to the leather straps. Her eyes went wide, and she glanced around for a second as if looking for help. I could see her once again, letting her neuroses step in the way of her real desires. Stepping up to her, I reached around her waist and drew her into a deep kiss, loving how she melted against me. She felt amazing, she was in great shape, but still had a big soft butt, massive soft breasts, and the tight body of an athlete.

The clothes pressed in around us, dark and close. I pulled my lips off hers and kissed her ears, as one hand pulled her tight skirt up over her hips. She trembled but didn’t offer any protest as I slid my fingers down the lacy garment of her panties, to find them soaking wet and drenched where they covered her lightly furred pussy. She gripped my arm, her knees weak, as I grazed a finger up and down her slit lightly.

The power I had over her was intoxicating. At the same time, it was frightening how quickly I was coming to love it. I could feel this beautiful older woman, so confident and sure of herself in the courtroom and boardroom, but so inexperienced and nervous in the fulfillment of her fetish.

“Before you strip,” I whispered in her ear, “I want you to get down on your knees right here and make me cum all over those pretty, expensive clothes of yours.”

“O… ok,” Elizabeth said, her voice trembling as she sank to her knees, the clothes crowding in around us close. Her hands slid down my chest and stomach, and thighs, before coming up to slide softly over my rock-hard cock where it pressed against the material.

“Isn’t this wrong?” She asked, staring with wide eyes at the tented pants before her, “I was almost your mother.”

“You were my mom… my stepmom, that is,” I said with a crooked grin. Then I reached down and slapped the side of her face softly. There was no pain, I didn’t want to really hit her, and I wasn’t sure that’s what she wanted. It had the intended effect; it shocked her. She looked up at me, eyes flaring with wild passion as she licked her lips hard.

“Did I tell you to talk?” I asked, my voice even surprised me as it took on a hard, gravely tone.

She bit her lip and shook her head, one hand cupping my hard cock softly before sliding up to the belt, pulling the leather-free. I lifted my hand, and she watched the motion, never stopping as she undid my belt, but I saw the flush of genuine pleasure sweep over her face as I once again slapped the side of her face softly.

“You will respond with yes, sir or no, sir.”

“Yes, sir.” She responded instantly, and the air was filled with the musky aroma of her sex as she was flooded with juices.

The pleasure was evident on her face as she knelt, reaching up to undo her ponytail and shake her hair loose, then slid my pants down my hips. She sighed in pleasure as my cock flopped out into view. Her hands reaching up to cup the shaft and draw the head down to her lips. She sucked me into her mouth with evident enthusiasm and surprising inexperience.

She was driving her head back and forth, shoving my dick to the back of her throat to gag and then out, with little suction or lavish paid to my cock. Worse, she was occasionally scraping the sensitive flesh with her teeth. I almost reprimanded her hard, but then I saw the genuine enthusiasm and desire to please, in her.

Once I realized how inexperienced and desperate Elizabeth was, I got a surge of confidence. Reaching down, I took ahold of her head, and she moaned in pleasure, her eyes meeting mine as I felt her give herself over to my control. I coached her with soft words. How to suck hard on the tip, where to lick and tease, as well as all the sensitive spots.

Using my own hand as a guide, I showed her how to wrap her fingers around the shaft just before her lips, sucking in time as I moaned out in pleasure. She got into that and was soon gently massaging my balls as the saliva pooled out her mouth and down onto her elegant blouse.

Shame was gone from us, perhaps it was the power dynamic, but from the moment I took control of her head, Elizabeth hadn’t shown a second of hesitation. In fact, the floor beneath her legs was a mess with her juices as they rained down and coated her thighs.

When I felt my orgasm approaching, I ordered her hands behind her back and her to thrust her tits out. I stood above and jerked my cock off. The sight of this poised, dignified and beautiful older woman, kneeling, wet mouth open and desperate for my cum, was one I planned to remember for the rest of my life.

I coated her blouse and skirt in ropes of white cum, just as I’d promised her. I could see her muscles straining as her thighs trembled. She was aching to touch herself, but she kept her hands clasped behind her back.

Knees trembling, I staggered back a step, staring at the gorgeous sight of her covered in the pearlescent goo. The smile that stole over her face, as her breathing came under control was one of pure contentment. She blinked up at me and glanced at the door, her smile growing wicked now.

“Should I change, sir?” She asked, still holding her hands behind her back, dirty blonde hair in sexy disarray, breasts thrust out, skirt bunched up around her waist and panties a mess.

I stared at the woman and once again, thanked whatever gods had seen fit to bless me with the women of this house. She looked like a sex goddess.

“Get changed,” I said, stepping back and removing the rest of my clothes.

She stood and began to remove her clothes slowly.

“Is it strange that you’re about to see your stepmom nude… sir?” She asked, her eyes boring into mine.

“That’s the second time you’ve brought that up,” I pointed out, giving the woman pause. She swallowed before continuing to undo her top, “Do you like the idea of being my mommy-slave?”
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I
 felt a flush of embarrassment at the question, it had just slipped out, but she drew her top open, showing her lacy black bra and pausing for a second, giving the question thought. Then a shiver ran through her, and she nodded.

“Yes… sir.” She licked her lips, and once more, I saw the fear of rejection wash through her, but I could only grin harder, stroking my cock slowly.

Her fear disappeared when she saw my cock throb with hardness. This was all going to even kinkier places, but I was resolved to stay open-minded and go with it.

My cock was growing harder as her body was revealed to me one perfect part at a time. She was a pale tan all over, except her bikini line—even her breasts, evidence that she went to tanning beds but wore bottoms. The slight tan to her breasts only made the pale pink of her areolas stand out all the more, capped in big hard nipples that made my mouth water to see. She was a big D-cup, with just a bit of sag, but they looked even more prominent on her slender frame.

She drew on the strapped garment with practiced ease, and by some magic I didn’t see, locked it in place. In a moment, she presented herself before me. Hands clasped before herself nervously.

I didn’t hesitate.

Stepping up, I slid my hands around her waist, drawing her close, staring at her face, a little smile of delight, tugging my lips. She was surprised by the move and rested her hands on my chest, looking up at me with a bemused smile.

“Do you have a safe word or something nonverbal?” I asked gently.

“Oh… umm… rosebud? Or a snap of the fingers…” She said, trembling slightly.

“Thank you,” I said, and she could see from my eyes that I meant a whole lot more. A single tear trembled in her eyes as she smiled back then she gasped hard as I slapped her ass cheek, leaving a red handprint.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she moaned out as she breathed out the gasp of surprise.

“Get on the bed, mommy-slave!” I growled in her ear, letting my fingers twist in her hair for one second before I released her.

She leaped onto the bed, unable to suppress the giggle of pleasure as it escaped her throat. I turned to glace at her, and she froze, laying still and pressing her lips together, suppressing a grin of pleasure. I fought to keep mine off my face, too, as I turned to grab several things out of her closet.

I looked at her lying there and took in the shape of her heavy steel frame. Really thinking through the problem, I opted to get the soft wrist cuffs and leather straps. She gave a token struggle as I cuffed her ankles and wrists, an eager and nervous smile on her lips the whole time. Finally, I had her tied down, wrists above her head and legs tied so that her ankles were strapped back to her thighs.

She lay there, knees up in the air, feet planted flat on the mattress and arms stretching up above her head as I knelt beside her. She struggled, really pulling on the straps, but they held her fast. She was able to roll over, but not bring her hands down below her chin.

She was panting when I finally rolled her over and slapped her ass hard, with regular spanks that left red prints on the skin. Her ass was up in the air, her face down on the mattress when I whipped the ball gag around and surprised her by strapping it in place. Her eyes went wide as I pressed two fingers into her soft meaty pussy. The blond hair glistened with wetness, and the sound of her squelching pussy filled the room. I made it extra obscene as I fingered and teased her pussy.

Elizabeth struggled mightily against her bonds, her moans of pleasure growing in time with her inability to get free. I buried my face in her pussy, feasting on her engorged clit. She screamed in pleasure into her ball gag, and I felt her beginning to cum, the quivering sensation beginning deep in her belly. I worked her with steady pressure, loving the taste of her as she shuddered beneath my ministrations.

When her orgasms hit, the screams cut off, and she froze, body locked up in orgasmic bliss. She toppled to the side, and I eased her down. Cradling her to me as the shudders began and the guttural moans into the ball gag, saliva pooling out around it.

“That was your freebie,” I said, once she had calmed down enough to gaze up at me, “You’re gonna beg me for the next one.”

I saw my excited grin reflected in her eyes as cruelty, and she moaned loudly into her ball gag and rolled onto her back, spreading her tied up legs wide, wet pussy spreading. I knelt and gazed down at her sexy body and stroked my cock. Straddling her chest, I pulled her tits around its length.

Her eyes flared with pleasure, and her lips worked around the gag. Once more, she struggled to pull her hands down, moaning in frustrations when she couldn’t and wiggling in pleasure. I pulled her big soft tits around my cock and slowly slid my cock in and out. It was too dry, though, and didn’t feel that great.

Reaching up, I popped off the ball gag, surprising Elizabeth.

“Wha-!” She was about to speak, and I slid my cock into her saliva smeared mouth.

“Need lube,” I said, “get it wet.”

She sucked my cock into her mouth, deep, coating it with her saliva, running her tongue all over down to my balls. I nearly came right there, but I concentrated on reaching back and teasing her pussy with my fingers. Her clit was so engorged it felt like a hard-little button.

When my dick was slick, I pulled it out of her mouth.

“Thank you, s-!” She cut off, eyes wide as the ball gag slipped back into place.

“God, you have amazing tits,” I said as I wrapped the big soft tan boobs around my cock.

It took a little finagling to get into a comfortable position and rhythm, and at one point, my little slave decided to wiggle and be difficult, earning herself a good hard spanking that nearly sent her over the edge. I was careful never to let her cum, edging her to the point and then back down, letting her grow more and more frustrated.

I was a kid with a new toy as I fucked her breasts, marveling at the odd soft sensation. Finally, I could take no more, and I crawled down between her legs and eased my cock into her soft, wet, open pussy.

“Oh, mommy…” I moaned, loving the flare of passion in her eyes when I said the wicked word, “your pussy feels so good… so wet and hot… mhmm.”

Holding myself up with my hand, I fucked her with slow, steady strokes. Then I rolled her to the side and pressed her legs together. I knelt behind her and slid into her tight pussy, and she moaned out in a loud cry of pleasure into the gag, pulling down on the restraints. The angle was grinding my dick on her g-spot, I realized.

Pulling out slowly, she moaned loudly. I paused halfway out of her, and she panted, straining to shift her hips, but I held her in place. She hovered on the edge of orgasm, agonizingly close but not over the edge as I dragged my cock out of her tightness ever so slowly.

My dick was throbbing, nearly about to burst itself, and I paused, letting myself cool down. I ran my thumb up Elizabeth’s puffy blond pussy lips, and it was coated in her wetness. Sliding the thick head of my dick back into her ever so slowly, she struggled once again on the bonds, whimpering. I slid my wet thumb over her tight brown hole, and she jerked back sharply.

She flashed me a glare, and I paused my movements but kept my thumb there, my dick still easing into her. My thumb rubbed harder, massaging her firmly, and her eyes flashed with anger, and she pulled hard at the restraints. She twisted her hips to try and get away, but she was skewered with my cock.

I looked at her hands, to see if she might give her non-verbal safe word, but she gripped the straps with both hands, pulling hard and twisting her soft pussy around my cock. I grinned down at her and kneeling there reached up with one hand to take her throat.

It was a bit awkward in that position, and she helped me out, whipping her hair aside and offering me her neck. For one moment there, we broke out of our little kinky play and flashed each other smiles of wild excitement just barely contained. Then I took her neck in a firm grip and held her in place as I pressed down on her ass.
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E
 lizabeth moaned out as I slowly invaded her ass with my thick thumb. She rocked her hips into my hand as my dick slid in and out of her soft pussy slowly. I had to pause my fucking here and there as she hovered right on the brink of cumming, and she would howl in frustration and struggle on the bonds, then I would begin again.

I finally rolled her over, licking my lips as I slapped her wide ass one final time. She knew what was coming as I pulled my slick cock out of her pussy. She whimpered and arched her hips slightly, hands taking up a firm grip on the sheets. The breaths that hissed out of her nose were slow and deep, and her eyelids were heavy with desire.

Watching in fascination, I pressed the tip of my cock to her tiny little hole and watched it disappear into her depths. I pushed slowly but insistently, and ever so slowly, she relaxed enough to let the head invade her. I froze there when she yelled into the gag a sharp cry, but I felt her pressing her ample hips back against me, the cry turning into a grunt as with little humps of her ass against me and me driving forward into her, I worked my dick all the way into her bowels.

We both rested there as my balls came to settle on her wet pussy lips.

“This…” I breathed out, barely able to find the words, “is heaven… holy fuck…” I worked my dick in and out of her gently, lost in a haze of pleasure as the tight ring of her ass slid up and down my cock.

Elizabeth was trembling beneath me, and I knew there was no way I was going to be able to stop. It just felt too fantastic. Reaching up, I pulled off her gag, and her panting moans filled the air.

“Thank you… sir… thank you… sir… anal virginity… you… took it… Please, sir.. please can I cum, oh please can I cum, sir!”

“Mommy wants to cum?” I hissed in her ear, the strain of holding back my own orgasm nearly unbearable at this point.

“Please, baby… please cum in mommy… oh god… tell me I can cum… oh god, tell me….”

“Cum for me, mommy,” I moaned as I unloaded deep into this woman’s perfect ass, “Fuck, I’m cumming in your ass!”

She didn’t even hear my words though, and I’m dead sure that people three blocks away listened to her scream of release as she finally let the pleasure rush through her body. The scream cut off as she pressed her face into the mattress, stifling it. Then it faded as her eyes rolled back into her skull, her body at one moment locked up as the most massive orgasm of her life ripped through her body, the next relaxing into unconsciousness.”

Panting and with shaky limbs, I released the straps holding her legs and the cuffs on her wrists and lay her down. She was coming around by the time I lay down beside her, pulling her close. Raising a hand to her my face, she smiled with a beatific grin.

“That was… more than I hoped for… more than I dreamed… thank you.”

“Thank you,” I said, grinning and kissing her, both of us sticky with sweat and perfectly comfortable lying there in one another’s arms, “because that was amazing.”

“The nights over?” She asked, glancing up with a little smile playing at her lips.

“Oh, hell, no!” I grinned, rolling over and pulled her to her feet, “We still have a shower to test out.”

We piled into the shower and soon were soaping each other off beneath the hot water. We giggled and kissed, and if I hadn’t known better, I would have thought Elizabeth a schoolgirl for how she acted.

After we were cleaned, I locked her wrists behind her back with the rag and ordered her on her knees to make me cum with no hands, only her mouth. She loved the challenge and that I was once more in control of her body and playing with her.

I stood above her and stroked off my cock, as she tilted her head back, mouth open, trembling as she waited for me to paint her face. There is no more empowering feeling than cumming all over a gorgeous woman’s face, and I felt flush with joy as thin streams of cum coated her from chin to cheek.

In the wake of my orgasm, I felt such tremendous gratitude and affection for this woman. I cleaned her off gently and then took her out of the shower, still tied up, and dried her off. Halting on our way out of the bathroom, I bent her over the sink, letting her watch herself and me in the mirror as I slid my cock along her soft pussy lips.

“Beg me, slave.” That was all I had to say, staring into her reflected desperate gaze.

“Please fuck your mommy’s pussy, sir… use me… use mommy’s body…. Yesssss!”

I drove forward into her, fucking her hard and fast. The wet sounds of our sex were slapping together, and the cries of our pleasure filled the night. After long minutes I finally unloaded my cum, pumping it deep into her womb. She collapsed onto the sink, and I released her wrists, easing her arms free.

Then I picked her up, cradling her like a baby, as I carried her to the bed and lay her down. She made a sad mewling sound and reached out for me, and I let her pull me into the bed with her. We cuddled under the covers, holding one another close, the memories of our wild night still fresh in our minds as sleep finally stole us under.
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I
 woke in the morning to find Elizabeth had made the bed around my sleeping body. At first, I thought I was trapped, until the fog of sleep faded, and I realized the sheet was just tucked into the bottom of the mattress all around me. Dragging myself free, I found an elegantly penned note waiting for me on the bedside table.


Connor, thank you for a beautiful evening. I woke feeling refreshed and had a million ideas for my current cases and am heading into the office to look a few things up in my reference books. You’re free to use the bathroom or eat anything you like in the fridge. There are leftovers if you would like. I hope we can see each other in similar circumstances soon, and I hope that you understand I value our friendship. – Elizabeth


I pocketed the note and did my best to remake the bed as she had. I’m not sure I got the sheets quite as tight as she had, but I did my best. After one final look at the bathroom to make sure things were still working properly, I closed and locked her apartment with my big rings of keys.

“Morning, tiger,” Sola said, startling me.

I spun and found her just stepping out from the stairs, several bags of produce from the farmers market in her hands. She looked from me to Elizabeth’s door, and her smile grew more and more crooked until she finally wore an exaggerated grin and gave me a big wink.

“Have a good night?” She asked as she slipped the key in her door, “I wondered who that was finally making use of Lizzy’s collection of toys.”

“Yea,” I said, feeling my face flush red with embarrassment for one second before I pushed the emotion aside, “She had some work she needed doing. I just offered my… services.”

“I’m sure you did,” she said with a grin, “I’ll see you Monday morning. Keeping working on that Malasada pose, make sure you really feel the burn before you release it. If you can, hold it nice and deep for thirty seconds, I’ll show you the Plow Pose and Downward Dog. Those are great for… many things.”

She flashed me a flirty wink as she stepped into her place, a waft of stale pot smoke hitting my nostrils, and I found myself arching my neck to try and get a final peek at her perfect toned little ass as she slipped deep into her apartment. Then the door closed, cutting off my view.

The woman drove me crazy with her flirtatious ways, but she was also becoming one of the best friends I’d ever had. I always looked forwards to our peaceful mornings spent together quietly stretching.

After showering and shaving, I dug my clothes out and carried them down the block to the laundromat. It was a foreign experience for me, pushing quarters into the giant industrial washing machine and having to wait around for hours as they washed, then dried. I brought a textbook with me and spent part of the time reading and the rest of it on my phone.

That afternoon I didn’t have anything to do, so I found myself up on the roof exploring the space. There were large piles of debris and what looked like broken down furniture someone had hauled up here at some point instead of taking down to the dumpster. Walking around the edge, I found the dumpster far below, and there were no windows on either wall above it.

Hunting around the rest of the roof's edge, I found an oddity. Someone had dropped a wooden board across from the building behind it, making a bridge of sorts. Although it looked far too wobbly for anyone other than a child to cross. I worried about some kid climbing across, pretending to be spider-man or something, and falling to their death. I hauled the makeshift bridge back and dropped it down into the alley next to the dumpster.

I did the same with all the furniture and debris I found up there as well. Creating a large pile in the alley below and an awful racket as each piece crashed to the ground. That’s the beauty of the city, I was finding, as long as no one was screaming murder
 or rape,
 people didn’t seem to care.

What I found hidden on the roof amazed me. Buried beneath the debris was a wooden deck and a large fire pit. There were slots in the deck for an awning, but if one had ever been installed, I couldn’t see evidence of it. The hours wore on as I swept the roof down and scooped up pail after pail of dust and dried pigeon poo.

I found a water spigot, and after scrubbing rust and grit free of the threads, I bolted a new handle on it and was able to wash the roof down. The sun was beginning to sink to the horizon, so I finished up on the roof and climbed down the narrow stairs to the fifth floor. I noticed something odd about the large locked door to the single apartment. There were light scratches around the lock, and upon closer inspection, it looked as though someone had picked it recently with small little gouges in the steel around the key slot.

Wishing I had a key to the apartment once again, I headed downstairs to get ready for dinner at Gia’s. When I got to the lobby, I found a large pile of trunks and luggage and a slender black dark-skinned beauty dragging one of the massive trunks into the elevator.

“Hey, can you give me a hand?” She asked, flashing a broad white-toothed grin at me.

I dropped the broom and dustpan and stepped over, helping her push the heavy trunk into the small elevator. It felt like the damn thing was filled with lead pellets.

“Thanks!” She said wiping sweat from her brow as she stepped around the trunk, “I should be able to get the rest of it. You’re the new superintendent?”

“Yea, I’m Connor, I just started a couple of weeks ago,” I held out my hand, and she shook it with a firm grip.

I noticed her hands were covered in brightly colored stains. She saw my glance and grinned.

“I’m an artist,” she said, holing out both hands and showing the paint stains, “I just got done painting a mural in Prague, and they wanted the most ridiculous colors. I’m Monique, and I live in 3A.”

She flashed another bright white smile and looked me up and down, then threw me a wink as she hit the button on the elevator to take her up.

“I’ll be seeing your around… Connor,” she licked her lips just as the doors slid shut, and I couldn’t help but feel a thrill of desire course through me at the seductive promise held in her dark eyes.

When I emerged from my place dressed for dinner at Gia’s, Monique wasn’t there, but her pile of luggage and trunks were still filling the foyer. I tried to push thoughts of the gorgeous mocha-skinned beauty out of my mind, but something about her wild mane of kinky black hair and sublime curves wouldn’t leave my mind alone.

I knocked, and the door flew open after just a second’s pause.

“Well, hello!” Gia said, her beautiful face lighting up in pleasure as she ushered me inside, “Oh is Monique back already? You’re just going to love her!”

“We met,” I said, feeling a slight blush heat my cheeks at her knowing smile, “just briefly a few minutes ago.”

“That girl is a genius artist, and she spends too much time traveling and working. It will be wonderful to have her back home again,” linking her arm in mine she steered me into her kitchen, her massive breast pressing against my upper arm, “She really does light up the building with her presence, you’ll see. She’s quite beautiful as well.”

“Uhh, yeah,” I said, my face growing hotter by the second, “She’s really pretty.”

She threw me a knowing smile as she pulled out a tray of lasagna from the oven. My mouth began to water immediately as the heavenly scent hit my nostrils. She sat me down and poured me a large glass of wine and dished out a healthy portion of pasta, meat, sauce, and cheese casserole.

It tasted even better than it smelled, and I was so lost in the tremendous homecooked meal that I missed her question.

“I’m sorry, what?” I asked her.

“How are you’re classes so far?” She asked, eating her own small plate of lasagna and enjoying an even larger glass of wine than she poured for me.

I told her all about the classes I’d chosen and my professors, leaving out the anxiety I still felt having to navigate the crowds and large lectures and classes. She told me about her new students and the lectures she had planned; they all sounded fascinating.

I finished my plate and was getting up for a second portion when Gia froze me with her next question.

“What did you think of Elizabeth?” She asked, her voice an excited whisper as we stepped into the kitchen, eyes bright upon my face.

“She was… very… umm… clean,” I finished lamely.

Gia smiled warmly and stood coming around the table, patting my cheek and looked up at me, her massive breasts brushing my chest. When I glanced down, I couldn’t help but stare down the low cut of her top, seeing the deep shadow between soft flesh.

“Connor,” she said, “don’t forget who lives above me… besides, I’ve seen the woman’s closet, so I know she has those… fetishes”

“I really shouldn’t,” I said and then froze as I felt her hand slide down the front of my pants, the warm palm cupping my semi-hard dick.

“You’re going to tell me everything you did with my best friend,” she said, her voice a breathy whisper as she leaned in close to me, “while I suck this beautiful cock, like the happy slut I am.”

Her kiss on my neck sent shock waves of pleasure racing through my body and caused me to gasp. I felt the fridge press against my back as her nimble little fingers pulled down my fly and fished my hardening cock free of my pants.

“I heard every incredible second of it,” she whispered in my ear, hot breath tickling me, “I’ve never made myself cum half so hard… Paint the picture for me… God damn baby, I wished I could have seen it… tell me, Connor.”

My hand held onto her soft hip as she kissed my neck, once more sending a shiver down my spine, and then she sank to her knees. She pressed my hand to her lips, kissing my fingers. Then pressed me back into my seat. Her eyes danced with sexual promises, and I felt myself harden even more within my pants.
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S
 tanding before me, she undid the buttons on her blouse with quick sure fingers, almost like she’d practiced it. The thick pink garment fell to the floor, and her massive pale breasts were revealed in all their glory. They swayed deliciously as she sank to her knees right there beside the table.

She grinned up at me as she wrapped her massive breasts around my turgid cock. Then sat looking up at me expectantly, her big eyes knowing I would speak eventually.

“I went there to fix the shower,” I began shuddering in pleasure as I felt her hot breath on the sensitive head of my cock.

Her eyes flared wide in desire as I began to tell my tale. As I spoke, Gia slowly sucked my cock and stroked it with her big breasts. The sight was hot, but the hottest part was how much the older woman seemed to get off on me dominating her friend.

When I got to the part where Elizabeth had told me to call her ‘mommy’, Gia got excited and pulled up off my cock.

“I knew she got off on the fact that she used to be your stepmom,” the woman said, one hand slowly stroking my cock as the other slipped beneath her skirt to play with her wetness, “But I never dreamed she would be that kinky… mhmm, your cock is throbbing even harder… you loved it, didn’t you?”

“I did,” I admitted, feeling instant relief when instead of frowning in judgment, Gia grinned all the wider and nodded for me to go on, “It was wrong and kinky. Something about saying those taboo words were just so hot, though… especially how much it turned on Elizabeth every time I said it.”

“Mhmm, I bet…” she grinned and planted a soft kiss on the head of my cock, “go on… I want to hear everything!”

So, I continued with my tale, struggling to stave off my orgasm as I felt it approach. I neared the end, and once again, Gia was shocked and lifted off my cock.

“You had sex with her… in the butt?” I could see curiosity, shock, and fear warring on her features.

“Oh yes,” I said, drawing her mouth back onto my dick, feeling my orgasm approach as she sucked me down her, staring up into my eyes, “and she fucking loved it… I’m going to cum.”

Gia grinned around my dick, sucking harder on the tip and stroking the shaft as the cum rushed out of my balls and filled her mouth. I sat for long moments, catching my breath and calming down from the intense orgasm while Gia sat back, breathing heavily. Wet sounds still emanating from between her thighs.

“Did you like it?” She asked after a few seconds of silence.

“Are you kidding?” I asked with a short laugh, “That felt incredible Gia, god damn I loved that.”

“No,” she said with a shy smile, “I didn’t mean the blowjob, but thank you. I meant when you… you know, to Elizabeth’s behind.”

“When I ass-fucked her?” I asked, loving the red blush that suffused the woman’s features as she nodded, “I loved it. It’s not something I would often do, but I loved how much she seemed to be enjoying it, why?”

“I want to try it,” Gia said, her faint blush deepening, “You have to go slow, though… I’m super tight back there, and I don’t want it to hurt, and you’re so big… but I’ve always wanted to try.”

“You’re serious?” I asked, finding it strange that we were having the conversation with my cock out and flopping across my lap, and her sitting on the ground, topless and still playing with her pussy.

She looked at me and nodded, biting her bottom lip. I grinned and stood, pulling her up with me. Feeling my cock pulse back to life as her massive breasts shook and swayed. We were both like giddy kids as we stumbled back to her bedroom.

Gia was very nervous, but eager, as I pulled her into the shower. The water was hot and steamy in moments, and we made out beneath the spray, hands exploring each other’s body. I slipped my hand around to cup her ass, and Gia shivered in anticipation. Though I took my time, she was incredibly tight. As I slipped a finger inside her, beginning to stretch her out, it felt like the digit had a rubber band cinched around it.

The woman had an orgasm when I slipped my second finger into her, her hand had been stroking my cock slowly, and I flinched when she gripped it tight as her orgasm rolled through her.

“So… different… so hot… god, Connor, I want you in me… please, baby.”

I turned her against the shower wall, running my hand up her sides to cup her massive tits. Gia arched her ass back into me, and my cock slipped between the firm curves of her ass cheeks.

Then she froze as the thick head of my dick pressed to the firm little ring of flesh. I stayed there for long moments, letting the waters heat, and my hands relax her. It was hard not to shove my cock forward into her, but I knew that would only hurt her.

“Relax,” I breathed in her ear, “there is no rush… take your time.”

Gia bit her bottom lip and nodded, but then she pressed her ass back against me, and I felt her whole body soften, my cock head slipping inside her.

“Oh, god!” She cried out and reached back to press back on my hips with one hand.

I slipped my fingers in hers and slid my dick forward into her slowly, ever so slowly.

“Ohhhhhhh gooooooooooooooooddddddd…… It’s in me… you beautiful boy… tell me how it feels… god, I’m so full!”

“It’s so tight,” I said, the sensation so intense I found it hard to speak, “fuck… you feel incredible, Gia… my dick sliding into your ass looks so hot.”

“Fuck me, baby,” she begged, wiggling her hips, “I want to feel it sliding in and out… oh god, just like that… slow… mmhmm.”

I took her ass slowly, holding onto her hips and driving forward into her with long slow thrusts. In only a few minutes, I felt her orgasm on my cock, both of us unable to speak as pleasure stole through us. I backed my dick out until just the head sat in her ass as Gia screamed out in pleasure, her ass nearly ripping my dick off it tightened down on me so much.

Then I was lost to my own pleasure as she softened to putty beneath me. The MILF’s ass was soft and pliable now, but still tight as a virgin hole as I began to take her with more force. Finally, flooding her depth with my cum as she cried out in her second orgasm.

We took our time showering off, kissing and touching one another the whole time. By the time we got out of the shower, we were both raring to go again. Tumbling into her bed, I spread the woman’s firm thighs and drove into her with powerful thrusts, loving the feel of her wetness and soft body beneath me.

We made love for over an hour, and it wasn’t until later as I fell asleep with her cuddled up beside me, that I realized I hadn’t been anxious the entire evening.

I woke from my excellent rest to the incredible sensation of Gia’s hot mouth, sucking me into heaven. I’d been dreaming of the gorgeous Monique going down on me. Then I opened my eyes to see Gia’s pleasure-filled face. It was a surreal experience, but there is no better way to start the day than to have a sexy, busty MILF suck the cum out of your morning wood.

“Morning,” I said, smiling, “god, that was an amazing way to wake up, thank you.”

“Morning, tiger,” she said with a smile as she licked the last of the cum from my softening cock, “It was my pleasure. Want a cup of coffee and some eggs?”

“It just gets better and better,” I grinned.

The busty brunette threw on a silk robe and headed out into her kitchen to prepare breakfast. I took my time getting out of bed, enjoying the Sunday morning sunshine streaming in through the windows, warming my skin.

Pulling on my boxers, I headed out into the kitchen just as she was pouring two cups of coffee. We sat and ate, talking about the neighborhood and building. I told her about what I’d discovered on the roof, and she was super excited. Saying she would have to order some lawn furniture so she could sunbathe up there.

When the meal was over, I helped her clean up. Her swaying breasts kept drawing my gaze, and the woman kept brushing her firm ass cheeks against my slowly stiffening hardon. The tiny kitchen was ensuring that she had plenty of opportunities.

The touch and teasing grew, until I pressed her against the sink, pulling up her skirt and shoving my cock into her soaking pussy from behind.

“Yes!” Gia cried out as my cock plunged into her depths, her breasts swaying above the sink with every thrust, “Take me! Claim my body, baby, use me!”

Reaching up, I took a big handful of her massive breast, loving how she moaned in pleasure as I massaged the soft flesh. Our lips found one another, and I felt my balls tightening as my orgasm swept through me.

“Cumming… cumming… on… big… dick… god!” Gia cried out in pleasure, her pussy shuddering around my cock as I unloaded deep within her womb.

Staggering back, my cock slipped from her, and she turned around slowly, both of us panting and grinning at one another. After that, we cleaned up, and I headed back home; Gia had to get ready to meet up with a few friends. Before I left, she pulled me into a fierce hug, kissing me deeply and made me promise that I would return the next weekend. She said she still had that flickering light in her bedroom that needed fixing. With a final wink, she sent me off, and I collapsed onto my bed, grinning as I remembered my fantastic night with the sexy MILF.
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A
 fter my shower, I planned to spend the rest of the afternoon working on the roof, cleaning the last of the mess that time and neglect had left. As I stepped out of the stairwell, a scraping sound drew my attention to the back wall of the building.

On the roof opposite ours, was a slender blond with a big rucksack on her back. She was bent over a wooden plank, muscling the long heavy wood onto the low wall around the roof. As I watched, she managed to get the plank up onto the low wall and was just swinging one end out over the alley below.

“So, you’re the one who put up that bridge,” I said.

My words startled her, and she jerked upright, the plank slipping from her fingers and falling back to her feet. She stood and spun, staring at me with wide eyes.

I saw she wasn’t as old as I’d first assumed. Her hair and clothing were ragged and covered in grime, but her eyes were bright and clear. They shone with a fierce intelligence and no small amount of anger as she confronted me.

“And you’re the asshole who removed it, I assume,” her voice was sweet, even in her anger, high pitched and girlish, matching her adorable elfin features.

“I didn’t want some kid to find it and fall off,” I said, eying her up and down, “It’s pretty dangerous, what are you doing anyway?”

“I didn’t think about kids finding it,” she said, her anger evaporating as her face fell, “I guess that’s a pretty good reason.”

“What are you doing anyway,” I asked, motioning to the plank at her feet, “And why are you trying to get over here?”

“Look, dude, I was just looking for a warm place to sleep, maybe a bit of running water to clean up,” she gave a deep sigh, “It’s been days since I had a good night's sleep on the streets.”

“You’ve been breaking into the fifth-floor apartment?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Hey man,” she said, backing away slightly, “the door was unlocked, not my fault, and I didn’t take nothing, fuck you!”

“Calm down,” I said, raising my hands to placate her, “Did I say you took anything?”

The girl stopped backing away and crossed her arms.

“I can’t have you crawling across the roofs like this, it’s too dangerous,” I hooked a thumb back at the stairs, “and if I catch you breaking in again, I’ll have to call the cops. But if you need a place to sleep, I can probably find a small space down in the basement or something.”

“That would be really cool,” she said, her face holding a faint hope until she narrowed her eyes, “Wait, in the basement? I’m not doing anything kinky for a room, dude. You can get that thought out of your head right now.”

“No,” I said, waving her off, “nothing like that. You would have to work for the space. I wouldn’t just give it to you for free.”

“What kind of work?” She asked.

“Simple stuff,” I said, “like sweeping and mopping the stairway once a week, cleaning out the basement. Nothing too crazy.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” she said, nodding, “what about a shower?”

“I guess you can use mine when I’m gone,” I said, “just make sure to clean up after yourself.”

Opening my space to someone else made me uncomfortable, but the girl looked so bedraggled and miserable that I couldn’t stomach not helping her.

“Ok,” she said, “but just remember I got a knife, and I got no problem sticking you if you start to get any funny ideas.”

I met her at the front door, letting her in and trying not to recoil at the stench coming off her. It smelled like she had spent the last few nights in a dumpster. Looking over her clothing once more, I saw she might have done just that.

“I’m Connor,” I said, shaking her hand and finding my palms were sticky with some mysterious substance when I pulled it away, “I’ll show you the space.”

“Thanks again, man,” she said, clutching her ruck-sack against her chest with both arms as she stared around at the inside of the building, “I really appreciate it. And I promise not to screw you over or anything. I’m Clara,” she pulled a round rainbow-colored sticker from one of her jacket pockets and held it out for me, “but I go by DJ Minny-Spice.”

“DJ Minny-Spice?” I asked, not quite able to keep the grin from my face as I led her back to the narrow steel stairway down.

“What?” She asked, “You don’t like it?”

“No, it’s not that,” I said quickly, “besides I don’t know anything about music, so I wouldn’t know what’s cool or not.”

“I knew it,” she said, stopping and frowning down at the ground before following me down the stairs, “Back in Albuquerque, I started as DJ Dangerous, but most people laughed at that when they saw me. Then I was DJ Scene-Queen, but it turns out there’s a gay DJ with that name already. When I got here to the city… it just seems that every cool name is already taken, and I suck at coming up with new ones.”

“I’m sure you’ll come up with something,” I said, “the space is down here.”

“Is that the only way down there?” She asked nervously.

“Yea,” I said, “Look, if you don’t want to stay here, I understand.”

“No,” she said quickly, “I don’t have anywhere else to go, I’m coming.”

I moved down the stairs and gave the nervous girl a wide birth as she came down behind me. I showed her the small room and pulled out the cot I’d dug out of the furnace room.

“It’s not much,” I said, waving around at the tiny room with no water or bathroom, “but if you want to, you’re welcome to stay here till you find something of your own.”

“Thank you,” her voice caught, and when I looked I was surprised to see tears in her eyes, “People have been such assholes since I got here… seriously, you have no idea how much I appreciate this.”

“It’s nothing,” I said, shrugging and feeling my face heat in embarrassment, “come on, you can take a shower, I'll be gone for an hour, so you have plenty of time.”

She was shaking with unshed tears when I let her into my room and showed her where the clean towel was. I left her there and headed down to the noodle shop to get some food. I didn’t have to be anywhere, and if I was honest, I still didn’t trust the girl completely but she definitely looked like she needed it.

I sat in the window seat and watched the front of the building to see if she came running out after having stolen some tools or something, but she never did. An hour later, I went back to find everything in its place in my room; the cracked mirror still steamed from her shower. She had taken care to wipe the floor down and hang the towel neatly to dry. I don’t know why, but that one small touch gave me a great relief that my decision to trust Clara was a good one.

The rest of the night was spent either studying or playing on my phone. I had a busy week of school ahead as classes picked up their paces. I tried to get out ahead of the reading, but I kept getting distracted by thoughts of my time with Gia and Elizabeth that weekend.

I woke early and showered before arriving at Sola’s studio for our morning yoga. She took me through the usual forms and introduced two more into the routine. Once again, the woman drove me crazy with her teasing eyes and touches as she directed me in the stretches.

The yoga was having an impact, that I could see in the mirror. My muscles were becoming more defined, and I felt stronger and more limber. There was an added benefit I didn’t appreciate until I got to class that day, and that was how much clearer my thinking was, and how much better I was able to focus.

The week passed by quickly, with things falling into a nice little routine. Clara stayed to herself. I wouldn’t have even known she was still staying there if I didn’t see the cot pulled out each night and put away in the mornings. I stopped by the corner store and dropped off a bag of snacks in there for her because I was worried that she might not be eating regularly. The bag was empty and, in the trash, the next day, so I made a habit of leaving snacks and bags of fruit for her.

Monique would pass through the foyer at all times of the day or night, often accompanied by artsy friends. She and Sola were good friends, and whenever I went up to the third floor, I was inundated by the smell of their pot smoke.

On Thursday, I was just coming down from the roof when I passed Milly in the stairwell, heading up. I waved to the odd woman, and she stopped directly in front of me, forcing me to halt, nearly tripping and falling on her in the process.

“I would like you to work on my plumbing,” she said, her words clipped and oddly lacking emotion.

“I can come by and check it out,” I said, “What’s the problem?”

“I will explain when you arrive.” She wouldn’t meet my eyes, and her cheeks had a red blush to them.

“When?” I asked.

“Tomorrow evening,” she said, “arrive at 6:30 pm, knock twice.”

“Sure,” I said, edging to the side in the narrow stairwell, “I’ll be there.”

“Make sure you bath before coming,” she said, her head ducking down, face hidden behind a curtain of hair, “You should be cleansed of any… filth… before you come into my apartment.”

“Ok,” I said, “I can do that, anything else?”

“I have never done this kind of thing before, but I will have all of the necessary… protection and… tools.”

“I’ll bring tools,” I said, “just depends on what the problem is.”

“No,” she said quickly, “it is essential that we use my… tools.”

“Ok,” I said as I stepped down the steps, eager to be away from this weird woman.

“6:30,” she repeated, “and don’t forget to knock twice.”

“Got it!” I shouted as I started hurrying down the steps, trying to get away before she told me any odder rules.

It was starting to get late, and I had my meeting at my father’s offices with Brooke to get to. I hopped in the shower and got ready, then hit the subway to mid-town. Two hours after I escaped Milly, I found myself riding the elevator up to the thirty-second floor.
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I
 stepped out into the foyer of Whitaker Industries and saw the old familiar receptionist there at the big desk. She greeted me in her usual professional manner and told me that Brooke was waiting for me. The woman had always intimidated me with her perfectly quaffed hair and beautiful but severe face, but I found I could meet her eyes for the first time as I nodded my thanks and went past her.

Conversations grew hushed as I passed, and staring eyes tracked me as I made my way back to the offices. I’d never really paid attention to my father’s employees, but I did now; noting that there were a large number of women in positions of authority and power. I tried not to let my anxiety and awkwardness show on my face or in my demeanor, but I could see a few employees narrow their eyes in nervous speculation as they looked me over.

Brooke’s secretary hopped to her feet when she saw me and flashed a bright smile on her pretty face. Sitting beside the door flipping through a glossy magazine was Ava, the driver from before. She looked up at me and winked, licking her bottom lip and setting down the magazine.

“You’re early,” the secretary said, “Would you like anything to drink?”

“No, I’m ok, thank you,” I said.

“Tell me lover-boy,” Ava said, her voice rich and seductive, causing the secretary to shift uncomfortably, “Do you have good news for the boss? Or did I get waxed for nothing?”

“Umm,” I said, blushing deeply and shifting uncomfortably as several sets of eyes turned to watch me, waiting for my answer, “I accomplished all the… tasks Brooke set for me last time. I should be in perfect compliance.”

“Excellent,” she said, shifting down in her seat and spreading her legs slightly.

I tried not to stare at her pale, slender thighs as her skirt rode up, allowing me to glimpse a peek of lacy black panties.

“Ms. Brooke will see you now,” the secretary said, the blush faint on her pretty round cheeks.

I stepped into the office and saw that even though Brooke was running the whole company now, she hadn’t changed anything. Her office was still as stark and austere as it had always been. A steel and glass desk that dominated one wall, with several chairs arrayed around it and a conference table on the other side, surrounded by chairs.

Brooke was just stepping from around her desk and waving me over to the conference table, turning off the lights as she did.

“Have a seat,” she said, “I had finance and logistics work up PowerPoint presentations to go over with you.”

“Sounds good,” I said, plopping down in one of the chairs near the head of the table.

“I will begin with an overview of what steps I have taken since being named Interim-CEO, and then we shall review how your months have… progressed.”

She stood before the projector and clicked the stylus, moving the blank image to the company’s logo. She was wearing a tight fitting and tailored top, that buttoned up to the neck, but did nothing to hide her phenomenal curves. Her jacket was hanging from her chair’s back, and her skirt was black and clung to her hips, stopping just below the knees and showing her smooth, slender calves and small delicate feet, held in black strappy heels.

“I began my tenure by contracting an outside auditing firm to review the company’s books.” She clicked through slides and showed an image of the company’s finances represented in a pie chart, “You’ll be pleased to hear that they found several accounts and funds your father set aside for mergers and acquisitions. The total is just over nine billion dollars.”

She clicked to the next slide that showed several accounts with large balances, then to the next slide, which showed a series of different companies and industries.

“Our next steps will be to determine an optimal industry to step into. We currently hold significant market shares in pharmaceuticals, real estate, and medical device manufacturing, but there are several options if we want to diversify our holdings.

Over the next twenty minutes, Brooke reviewed several different companies, their balance sheets, and the risk associated with acquiring them. She and her people had thought this out and had yet to come to a decision.

After that, she took me through the company’s org-chart. Showing each major manager and supervisor, along with a breakdown of their strengths and weaknesses. She seemed to be planning a full reorganization of the company, and from the list of aptitudes, I could see many people were not being utilized to the best of their abilities.

The presentation concluded with a review of our current holdings and their profitability. I was amazed at the wide variety of things my father had gotten his fingers into. It made sense, though, I knew from my studies, diversification was the best way to insulate the company from anyone industry cratering.

“Now,” she said, turning off the projector, and sitting at the head of the table, “I want to hear all about your first three weeks on your own. Tell me everything.”

I told her everything, finding that I was even more amazed at the wild past few weeks than she seemed to be. I told her about the work I’d been doing around the building and the various apartments. She pressed me when I began talking about my first visit to Gia’s, wanting to know every little detail of our sexy encounter.

“I thought she would be the first you claimed,” the woman said with a knowing smile, “How was her cooking?”

“Excellent,” I said, grinning, finding that it was easy to speak with her about all of this. Far more natural than I thought it would be when I rode over on the subway.

I continued and told her all about Elizabeth and our wild encounter the weekend before. Brooke was fascinated by this and went over every detail before she would let me continue with what happened the rest of the week.

“I must say, Connor,” she said when I finished, “You did far better than I assumed you would. I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said, finding it odd that this beautiful young executive was proud of me for fucking the MILF’s in my building.

“You’ll find that both women have a lot of wisdom to teach you,” she rose and walked over to the small bar in her office and poured two large glasses of scotch and set one before me, “As do all the women in your building.”

“There was something else I wanted to mention,” I told her about the roof I was cleaning and the plank I’d found spanning the alleyway and then the girl who I’d discovered trying to climb back over.

“She’s been breaking into the 5th
 -floor apartment,” I finished, “So I’m letting the girl stay in the basement for the time being.”

“You trust this person?” She asked, a small frown turning her lips down as she sipped her glass of scotch.

“No,” I admitted, “but there isn’t anything she can take besides the tool, and there is little risk of that.”

“It is well of you that you show compassion, but I wouldn’t make a habit of it,” she stood and walked over to her desk and wrote a note down beside her computer, “I’ll have her story checked out. At least you can know if she’s a liar or not. Now, as for the rest of our meeting.”

She stood grinning and lifted a set of cuffs from behind her desk. I felt a cold sweat pop out on my skin, as I thought for a moment that she planned to put them on me, but she walked over to the door and opened it, speaking quietly and then stepped back to admit Ava.

The secretary glanced in, her eyes wide and a deep red blush on her cheeks. She met my eyes, and I saw a tight grin form on her lips, then the door swung shut and I was locked inside with the two beautiful women.

Brooke walked over to Ava and pulled a slender leather collar out of her pocket. The adorable blond bit her bottom lip, cheeks blushing a pale shade of red as Brooke slipped the collar around the woman’s neck and locked it in place. There was a silver ring at the font of the collar and diamond stubs running down the sides. There had to be a few thousand dollars of gemstones in the piece.

Ava stood still as Brooke began to disrobe the woman. I glanced out the floor-to-ceiling windows and saw offices across the street, and knew if anyone happened to be looking, and the reflection wasn’t bad, they would be able to see everything that was going on in here. The thought made me nervous and powerfully aroused. Like being in the elevator with Gia, the sensations and feelings were all heightened by the fact that we could be overheard by the secretary or seen by other office workers.

“For thousands of years,” Brooke began, as she continued to slowly undress Ava, revealing the woman’s slender, toned body one inch at a time as I sat watching. “Men of power and privilege have been guided and educated above the common man… few are capable of mastering the various disciplines and become a true Alpha Male. But those few who have, have had their exploits preserved in history and myth. Alexander the Great… Genghis Khan… Arthur…”

Brooke stepped behind Ava, staring over the smaller woman’s shoulder and into my eyes, as she reached around, slowly unbuttoning Ava’s white blouse.

“I’ve made a study of these things, Connor,” Brooke said, her words warm and soft, sinking into my mind and relaxing me, “Your contemporaries in China, Saudi Arabia, Russia, and other countries, are being raised and educated like emperors. You will be the leaders of the new world, trillionaires with more power and influence over people’s lives than their governments… You can’t step into that world until you’ve been armored and armed.”

She unhooked Ava’s bra and let the small white garment fall to the ground, revealing the woman’s small firm breasts. Ava stood proudly, perfectly still and with a straight back, her eyes afire with desire as Brooke pulled down the zipper on the back of the woman’s skirt.

“The majority of corporate spies are women,” Brooke said, her slender fingers sliding the black skirt down Ava’s toned thighs, “Trained in the art of seduction, and educated on how to make a man talk on the pillows after. This is your true enemy, Connor. By the time you take the reins of this company and your rightful place amongst the global elite, you will be immune to the charms of their most seductive temptresses.”

“How?” I asked, swallowing a lump in my throat, nervous about what was to come.

“I’m glad you asked,” Brooke said with a grin as she whipped Ava’s panties off and walked the woman over to the conference table, “Your education has already begun, as I’m sure you guessed. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be the most confident man in the world, certain of his efficacy.”

She lay Ava down on her back, and the slender blond licked her lips nervously as she spread her legs wide at Brooke’s insistence.

“You accomplished your task for the month,” Brooke said, crooking her finger and calling me over, “and so you’ll be rewarded. But first, you must learn this month’s lesson.”

“What lesson is that?” I asked, my breathing coming deep and uneven as I stared down at the gorgeous little driver who looked up at me and bit her bottom lip in nervous excitement.

“Today, you will learn how to pleasure a woman,” she ran her fingers gently down the center of Ava’s chest and down her stomach, causing the woman to shiver, “A woman’s body is like a man’s, and yet not. If you learn to play it right, there is no end to the benefits you can reap.”
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I
 stood at the edge of the table, fully clothed still, with the naked slender blond woman lying down before me on the table, legs spread, and heels on the edge of the glass. Her slim, hairless folds leaked a small line of liquid before me. The woman flush with expectation, but remaining silent and still, entirely under the control of Brooke.

“In order for maximum pleasure to be achieved, a certain level of intimacy must be cultivated. Unlike with me, this is a necessity for women. If you can create this connection,” Brooke stepped up to my side and drew me to my knees, “then you can make any woman reach the ultimate heights of pleasure… even break their minds… binding them to your will and creating an addiction to the pleasure only you can give them.

“The kiss is the ultimate tool for achieving intimacy. That is why you will not be allowed to kiss Ava this evening. Not until later, when you receive your reward, and you will not receive it until you have broken her mind and made her your thrall.”

Inhaling the aroma of Ava’s sex, it was all I could do to keep myself under control. My stiff cock pressed hard against my pants, and I ached to plow into the woman and relieve myself in her sexy little pussy.

“Control yourself…” Brooke breathed in my ear, moving behind me as she reached my hand up and ran my fingers gently down Ava’s wet slit, “She can sense your great need… women always can… we expect men to have no control over it… but when a man does, he proves mastery over himself that we all find enticing.

“This,” she ran my fingers down the outside of Ava’s tight slit, “is the labia majora…”

She knelt behind me, her firm breasts pressed to my back as she guided my fingers through Ava’s pussy. She told me about each part, how they felt to a woman, and how best to pleasure them with tongue, hands, cock, or toys.

Ava was shaking in desire by the time we were done with her pussy, then Brooke took me around her sexy little body, showing all of her erogenous zones. She even showed me two zones that I’d never imagined before.

Rolling Ava over she placed my hands on the muscles of her shoulders, after dropping a healthy dollop of oil on the soft skin. Resting her hands over mine, she walked me through giving a massage. I thought it was silly at first, but after a minute of instruction, I realized how little I’d known.

The sun sank, and my desire grew as I placed my hands all over the slender blond, kissing, licking, touching, and teasing her all over for several hours. During all that time, I never let Ava orgasm. Brooke had cautioned me in the beginning that if I wanted to break a woman’s mind, that I needed to take her up to the edge of ecstasy, but not let her crest it, several times. That if I did it to a certain rhythm and pace, not too fast and not too slow, I would be able to achieve my goal.

From the sweat coating Ava after an hour and seeing how she writhed on the table, desperate to cum, I could see the power of Brooke's instruction. An hour later, Ava was panting with need, tears of strain tracking their way down the sides of her face. An hour after that, she was begging Brooke and me to let her cum.

“Please… dear god, I can’t take anymore… please let me cum…. Ngh!”

“Watch the strain around her eyes,” Brooke whispered in my ear as she knelt behind me, “You must learn to read people… read their mood… their thoughts… see when they can take just a bit more, or when they are right at the breaking point… This is how you gain the advantage over others, the true power of manipulation…”

She moved away and left me to my enjoyment of the woman’s body. I could feel Ava right on the edge of breaking, her mind and body were under tremendous strain, nipples rock hard and pussy dripping with her wetness.

There was a fragility to her. Like at any moment, she could collapse into tears or screams of pleasure. I could feel what Brooke described, as I ran my hands up Ava’s toned thighs and saw the pleading look on her face.

Grinning, I placed my mouth over her pussy and slipped two fingers up into her. I ran the fingers up to the small rough patch near the front of her pussy, just as Brook had shown me. Massaging her g-spot as I licked her clit with firm, steady motions.

“OH GOD….. CUMMING OH MY GOD FUCK MNNMNNNNNNNNGHGHGHHHH!!!!!”

Ava was shuddering beneath my ministrations, and as I felt her pussy begin to shiver and clamp down on my fingers, I ran the tip of my thumb over the sensitive flesh of her puckered opening. The contact sent her over the edge as I watched, nearly cumming in my pants at the incredible sight.

Ava’s eyes rolled back into her skull, and her lips writhed in an ‘O’ of pleasure as a guttural groan escaped her throat. Her whole body shook, shaking with the force of the sensations wracking her from head to toe. Then she sagged to the table, unconscious and with a beatific smile plastered on her face.

“And now she is yours,” Brooke said, her voice full of passion and desire as she pulled me to my feet and into her arms, “That was magnificent, Connor… Mhmm, and now it’s my turn to show you the pleasures a man can give a woman.”

Her smile was wicked and seductive at once, as she pulled me into a deep kiss, her lips and tongue tasting the tiny blond woman on me. Her hands were all over me, unbuttoning my shirt and unhooking my belt, while at the same time shrugging out of her coat and blouse. The control we’d shown for the last few hours were gone, and desire consumed us both.

She pressed me back to her desk and dropped into a squat before me, topless and with her skirt spread to reveal lacy black panties, soaked through. I stood with my hand resting behind me on the edge of the desk as she laced her fingers around the thick shaft of my cock. Her cool fingers sent a shiver up my spine.

The sight before me was incredible, and I knew Brooke had planned it that way. The gorgeous brunette knelt before me, with her large perfect breasts out and free, her thick lips kissing the tip of my cock sensually. Behind her, the gorgeous little blond slowly roused to consciousness, her hair in disarray, skin flush, and eyes blinking dreamily at me.

“That…” Ava said, voice a touch groggy, “was life-changing… I didn’t think… Jesus, my head is still spinning.”

“What do you feel towards Connor, now?” Brooke asked, staring up into my eyes, her hot breath tickling my cock.

“Devotion… love… God damn,” Ava said as she rolled off the conference table and fell to the floor beside Brooke and planted a big kiss on the side of my cock, “I would do,” she kissed my cock again, “Anything,” she kissed it again, moving to the tip, “To make you happy, sir.”

She grinned and ran her tongue over the tip, Brooke holding it for her as she sucked the head of my dick into her hot mouth. The sight was incredible as the two women knelt before me. Brooke was stroking my shaft slowly as Ava sucked me hard.

“You see, Connor,” Brooke said, “Now you have a loyal driver and bodyguard… one who will be loyal forever… because you can give her not just wealth, security, and purpose… but also pleasure as no other man can.”

“Mhmm,” Ava moaned, her eyes closed and mouth giving me incredible pleasure.

She was like a woman possessed as she sucked me in deep, her pink lips stretched wide around my girth. Her tongue slithered around in her mouth, teasing my most sensitive parts. Brooke continued to stroke the shaft, kissing Ava on the cheek and neck and massaging her breasts as the smaller woman worshipped my cock with a single-mindedness that stunned me.

Brooke took up my hand and brought it to the top of Ava’s head, working my fingers into her hair in a tight grip, causing the pretty blonde to moan out in pleasure.

“Take control of her…” the gorgeous brunette breathed, “Use her to pleasure yourself… and in doing so, teach her what you want.”

I felt my balls tightening up, and I could no longer stave off my orgasm. Ava opened her eyes, staring up at me with slavish devotion as she moaned, eyes begging for my cum. I obliged her, flooding her mouth with my seed and feeling my knees go weak as the pleasure raced through me after having been backed up for so long. The cum gushed out of her lips and around the shaft of my cock. Too much for her swallowing throat.

Brooke leaned forward with a grin and licked up the bits of cum that had oozed out, causing me to shiver in pleasure. My cock slipped from their mouths as they began kissing, passing my load back and forth between their mouths. The women broke off their kiss and looked up at me with near-identical grins. Standing, they each took one of my arms and led me over to the couch.

“Now the real fun begins,” Brooke said as she shimmied out of her skirt and panties.

I swallowed hard as both women sank to their knees before me, spreading my legs wide and pressing close, as they began to plant gentle kisses to either side of my soft cock. I grew hard quickly under their twin ministrations. The best was when they passed the soft head of my cock back and forth between their lips. All the while, I let my hands roam each of their tits and faces, fingers grazing smooth flesh and tweaking hard nipples.

When I was hard, they pushed me back onto the couch and biting her lip in excitement, Ava slipped her slender thighs to either side of mine. She moaned out in pleasure as she took my hard dick into her tight confines. The woman was incredibly tight, and she had to work my cock deeper and deeper within herself slowly.

Brooke sat on my face, grinning down at me as she rested her hands on my chest and pressed her wet sex to my hungry mouth. As Ava rode me slowly, her tightness driving me to new heights of pleasure, Brooke ground her pussy on my chin and tongue, working herself into a lather.

The two women were kissing, I could hear, and when I heard Brooke moaning, I glanced up to see Ava suckling one of her puffy nipples. Then Ava lost concentration as I began to fuck up into her with more and more powerful thrusts.

“Oh fuck… cumming baby… cumming!” Ava came on my dick, her pussy walls fluttering just as they had on my fingers.

Then Brooke was pushing the woman aside, slipping down my body she took my cock and pressed it into her pussy. Resting her hands on the armrest of the couch, she rode me reverse cowgirl, her wide firm ass slamming down into my hips as she drove us to orgasm. Ava crawled up and began raining kisses on my mouth and face, whispering her thanks and endless words of devotion in my ear as I felt my own orgasm approaching.

“That was amazing,” Ava whispered, “I’ve never been fucked like that… I can’t wait to feel you again… Mhmm watching that big dick sliding in Brooke’s tiny little slit is so hot… fuck her, Connor, fill her with your cum!”

She reached down and slipped her hand between Brook and I’s bodies, teasing the woman’s pussy and tightening around the base of my cock, helping me hold back my orgasm as Brooke began to cry out in pleasure. Her ass rolled with each thrust, and the sound of our loins connecting filled the office.

Ava pulled my lips to hers in a fierce kiss, her small tongue invading my mouth just as my orgasm hit, Brooke crying out as her own swept through her. She collapsed back upon me, covered in sweat, rolling around to kiss me, as my arm pulled her close.

Ava slithered up onto the couch beside me, cuddling up close. The feeling of both women’s lips on my neck and gentle fingers caressing my skin was incredible. We lay there for long minutes, regaining our breath. Then the hand began to wander, and our kisses grew more insistent.

Brooke kissed Ava before me, their tongues dancing together as my hands gripped each of their ass cheeks. I felt my cock throb at the sapphic sight, and the women grinned, glancing at me as they kissed, their hands slipping down to my cock. As they made out, necking and kissing each other’s breasts, they stroked me off, their hands working in tandem, drawing my cock to a steely hardness.

“How do you want us, sir?” Ava asked, biting her bottom lip as she ground her wet pussy on my leg.

“Yes, Connor,” Brooke said, “How will you take us next?”

Looking up into their beautiful faces, I felt a touch of anxiety as the power shifted to me, but then the anxiety disappeared as I recognized the genuine joy and desire in both of their faces. It was still strange to me to feel wanted, and especially wanted by such beautiful women as these.

“Bend over,” I growled, the quiet command in my voice surprising even me and delighting both women.

I slipped from between them and stood, feeling my heavy cock bob before their faces.

“Wait,” I said as they began to turn, reaching down I cupped both of their cheeks and then slipped my hands into their hair drawing their lips to my cock, “Get it wet first… slowly… mhmm.”

The women both grinned up at me, Brooke’s gorgeous dark eyes dancing in pride, and Ava’s large round blue eyes in happy servitude. They ran their tongues up and down either side of my cock, the sight more incredible than any porn I’d witnessed. The feeling of power and pleasure was intoxicating.

I held each of their faces to either side of my dick. Then slowly slid it between their lips while they ran their tongues down the underside. Once it was coated in their saliva, I ordered them to bend over the back of the couch. They stared out the floor-to-ceiling windows, and I could see their faces reflected back.

Brooke pressed close to Ava’s side, her larger ass looking so perfect as her dark slit peeked out. Ava’s slender thighs met in a large gap, and her small firm little ass wiggled delightfully as I moved up behind her.

Brooke turned and kissed Ava just as I pressed the head of my cock to her tight bald lips. The small blond moaned as I pulled her hips back and drove forward into her. Her grunt of pleasure breaking their kiss for a second, before she pressed back into Brooke, her pink tongue seeking out the other woman.

A dozen hard strokes into her tiny pussy, and then I pulled out, loving her moan of disappointment as I left her confines. Then it was Brooke’s turn to moan out in pleasure as I drove into her hot wet hole. The woman felt like heaven beneath my hands, her perfect curvy body open to my pawing hands and seeking fingers.

I watched their expressions of ecstasy in the window, loving the added thrill of knowing anyone across the street might be able to see us. The sun had set, and there were no lights on in the office, but if someone really tried, they could probably see the scene playing out in Brooke's office.

Two beautiful older women bent over the couch, as I moved from one to the other, hammering away at their pussies. I took care to try and read each woman’s body and reactions, bringing each up to the same levels of pleasure together. When Ava was just on the edge of orgasm, her spasming pussy, clutching at my cock, Brooke was shaking as my fingers probed and teased her hole, driving her over the edge of ecstasy at the same time as her small blond friend.

They both came with shuddering screams, and I nearly did the same, the sight of them clutching one another as their eyes rolled back in their skulls was so hot. I had to pull my cock out of Ava’s slit, for she was far too sensitive to continue, and they both sank onto the couch.

Faces pressed together, soft smiles on them as they gazed up at me in contentment. Both women reached out and slid their fingers up and down my dick, stroking me over the edge of orgasm as they gently stroked and cupped each other’s breasts and tongue kissing. They never ceased their kisses, and when my orgasm hit, my cum shot out, coating both of their faces, as they grinned in pleasure. Then began kissing and licking my cum off each other, as I collapsed into a chair behind me.
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T
 hirty minutes later, as I made my way down to the subway, I had a silly grin on my face, and memories of the most fabulous experience of my life playing out in my head. I rode the rattling car and thought back to the final thing Brooke said to me as I left her office. She had pulled me into a warm embrace and a deep kiss, then whispered in my ear as I stared at the adorable little Ava curled up under a blanket on the couch, drifting off to sleep in the office.

“You will bed another woman from your building, that is your task for this month,” I felt her lips turn up into a smile as she kissed my neck, “And if you can manage to have a threesome with two of them… then you’ll get a special treat when we meet next.”

She released me and handed me a small envelope with a wink, then closed the door on me. I turned to see the office empty of all, save Brooke’s secretary. The tiny little brunette sat in her chair, hands pressed into her lap, cheeks a deep shade of red in the dim office light. I felt a wave of embarrassment sweep over me as I realized she must have heard everything; the woman couldn’t seem to meet my eyes.

I started to the elevators quickly, not wanting to prolong the awkward moment and just barely managed to hear the woman’s whisper as I left.

“See you next month, Mr. Whitaker,” I turned to wave, and she ducked her head once again in embarrassment, hair falling before her face.

In the elevator, I opened the envelope to find a check inside. It was for a month’s work at minimum wage, and I stared at the woefully small amount of money and felt the prickling of stress. I had no idea how I was going to stretch this little money over the next month. How do people survive on this little money and still pay rent, eat and have bills?

It stopped at the bank and deposited the check. The tiny balance was giving me anxiety, and as I walked down to the Pho restaurant to get some late-night dinner, I did a mental tally of all my future expenses. I would have to be a little creative, as the current amount of money would most likely not be enough to make ends meet each month. The two school books I had to buy would almost wipe me out, leaving little left over for food and incidentals.

Thinking through the problem, I stepped into the building. As I was unlocking my door, a sound came to my ears from the basement, and I stepped over to the door to listen. Two voices drifted up to me, and I recognized them both. A burst of thumping electronic music cut through the chatter; then, it cut off as Monique went on.

“That’s a sick beat,” the small, dark-skinned woman said, “I love how it cuts out there for a second. Do you mind if I write some lyrics? It has me inspired.”

“I would love that,” Clara said, “I don’t have a head for lyrics, I’ve tried.”

“You need a new name though, if you show up to the cloud and say your name is DJ Minny whatever, they’re gonna laugh you out of the place. Let me think about it. Maybe I can come up with something.”

“Connor was so nice to let me stay down here,” Clara said, “I want to pay him back quickly if I can. Going to drop off a tape at a few clubs tomorrow.”

“Wait on that,” Monique said, “you’re good, but it’s still a little rough. If you start right now, people will form an opinion about your music too quickly. Give it a week or two, read those books I mentioned. My DJ friends swear by them.”

“I will,” Clara said, and I could hear the smile and genuine warmth in her voice, “Thank you again.”

“If you live in this building, you’re family,” Monique said, “we help each other out.”

“It’s a pretty amazing place,” Clara said, “The women all seem lovely.”

“Yea, I found it odd at first. How well I got along with everyone. But the owner knows what they’re doing apparently.”

“What do you mean?” Clara asked, and I found myself listening extra closely.

“About four years ago, I was recruited to live in this building; all of the women here were. It was crazy, a realtor just called me out of the blue and asked if I wanted to move into a place with rent-control. When I asked why me, she said it was because of my creative spirit and zest for life. She said I was an example others were drawn to emulate. I remember it so clearly; it was so odd. All I cared about was that I was getting a larger place for half the rent.”

“That is a sweet deal,” Clara said, “and great neighbors.”

“Yea, the best,” Monique said, “speaking of which, come on, I’ll introduce you to Sola. She’d love to hear your tracks. You have a SoundCloud?”

I heard a pair of feet step onto the steel stairs up, and I moved back to my apartment quickly, not wanting to be caught eavesdropping. I slipped into my place and heard the two women chatting as they headed upstairs to Sola’s.

Twenty minutes later, the pounding pulse of Clara’s music drifted down to me as well as the skunky aroma of pot smoke. Laughter filtered down as well, and it warmed my heart to hear the women all getting along and having a good time. I let the sound soothe my worries as I pulled out my textbooks and tried to study. It was impossible, and I fell into bed, dreaming of Brooke and Ava together and all the naughty things I still wanted to do with them.

Class the next day was short, with the teachers and students mostly checked out for the weekend, early. It was getting easier and easier to go to classes; my anxiety levels were much more manageable as time went on. The material got harder and harder, and that only served to make me more engaged with it. I love to learn and devoured everything they had to teach me, not just in class but at home as well.

When I got back to the building that afternoon, I found Gia loitering in the lobby, seeming to check out the mailbox, but she abandoned it the moment I stepped into the door.

“Just the man I wanted to see!” She said as I stepped in, “You know that dang light bulb is such a bother… I was wondering if you would mind coming to… fix me up tonight? I’ve got a pot roast going in the oven, and I’d be happy to feed you.”

The flush to her cheeks and the desire dancing in her eyes left no doubt about what kind of fixing up
 she was looking for. I was about to leap at the offer, but then my heart fell when I realized I had plans already.

“I’m sorry,” I said, her face falling into a frown of disappointment, “I already have plans.”

“With… Elizabeth?” She asked, her cheeks flaring red as she bit her bottom lip.

“No,” I said, chuckling, “Milly up on the third floor.”

“Oh!” Gia said, surprised, “I was going to say if it’s with Elizabeth, then maybe we could… but no, you’re going to Milly’s! Oh, this is good news! The poor woman is so odd, and a little human contact is good for her. I should have thought about this a week ago! I would have broken something in her place for you to fix!”

I chuckled as she moved off to her apartment, “What did you mean about you and Elizabeth?” I asked, my curiosity burning.

“Oh nothing, just something we talked about the other day,” Gia said as she opened her apartment door and stepped in, “You have a good evening with Milly… and be patient. She has some… oddness’s.”

With a final wink, she pulled her door closed, leaving me a little confused and unaccountably horny. I hopped in the shower, taking care to clean myself thoroughly per Milly’s instructions, and then dressed in clean clothes, grabbed my tool bag, and headed up to her apartment.
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I
 stood before her door and looked at my phone, watching the time until it ticked over to 6:30 pm exactly. Then I knocked twice and waited. I heard Milly approach the door on the other side and heard her flip the lock one, twice, three times. Then turn the door handle three times before she pulled it open.

She stood before me hunched over, her tall frame bent, long brown hair hiding most of her features. Her eyes roamed over me from head to toe before she gave a final nod as if I passed her inspection.

“You showered,” she said, not a question but a statement, “and have followed my directions perfectly. Leave the tools in the hallway.”

“Ok,” I said, a touch amused at her odd manner.

I set the tool bag down in the hall and stepped in when she held the door open. As she went through her ritual of turning the nob and lock three times, I took in her small place.

It was decorated almost precisely as I’d imagined, with spare furnishings and minimal color. Everything was in perfect condition, and the surfaces shone as if everything was wiped down daily.

When the door was finally locked, I turned to her, “Where is the problem you needed me to fix?”

Instead of replying, she stood there for a long moment and stared at me, her fingers twisting together nervously before her stomach. Then she ducked her head, shaking it slightly and walked over to a chair. She seemed to have lost her nerve about something, and she sat for a moment while I stood awkwardly, before she began to speak, her words hesitant.

“I… overheard Gia and Elizabeth speaking the other day about how… useful you’ve been to them… I… wondered if you could provide me with the same… fixing.”

I stood there, stunned for a long moment, unsure what to say. She hid her face from me, and I couldn’t see her expression, but I saw the tension in her shoulders, like a person who expects a heavy blow to fall on them at any moment.

“I figured you might not want to, so I thought I’d entice you with money. A thousand dollars is sitting beside the door in an envelope. Please just take it and go, this was all a mistake, you find me hideous and a freak. I’m sorry.”

For the first time, real emotion bled through her words. I could feel the deep ache of sadness and loneliness in her. It was a twin to what I’d been wallowing for the past four years or more. The anxiety, embarrassment, lack of comfort around others, all of it was so familiar to me that for the first time, I saw a path forward with her.

If not for my time with Ava and Brooke the night before, I might not have been looking for the signs, but I saw them now. Milly’s cheeks were flush, and I could just make out the hardness of her large nipples pressing against her loose top.

I could see the desire plain in her, but also the fear of rejection and self-loathing. She didn’t think she was attractive and had made her belief a reality with her bad haircut and baggy unkempt clothing and posture. With all of that masking the woman beneath, I could still see the brilliance within her, just waiting to be revealed like an uncut gemstone.

Stepping forward until I stood right before her, she was forced to tilt her head back to look up at me, her thick glasses and frames somewhat hiding the pale blue beauty of her eyes. She was a frightened dove, desperate for connection and intimacy but terrified of it at the same time. The confidence and certainty I felt in how to guide her to what I knew she wanted, was a heady feeling, and I found I loved it.

“You think I don’t find you unattractive?” I asked, and when she went to open her mouth to speak, I shook my head, and she slowly closed her mouth, staring up at me with wide eyes.

“I don’t want your money,” I did in truth, but I wouldn’t take it for this, “and if I chose to be with you as I was with Elizabeth and Gia, then it’s because I want to, and because you want to, and nothing else is important.” I reached down and ran a gentle finger down her cheek, she flinched away at first then shuddered as she accepted the touch, closing her eyes to savor it. “And I thought you were beautiful from the moment I first laid eyes on you.”

“Ha!” She scoffed, shaking her head, no and pulling back.

“I think you’re sexy even now,” I said, my eyes roaming down her body, letting her see me appreciate the body she tried to hide beneath her baggy clothes.

“You don’t,” she said, but her voice was breathless, her eyes wide, and I could see the hope in her that she was wrong and the fear of it as well.

My eyes locked to hers, and I reached down and unhooked my belt. She drew in a deep breath and held it. She stared at my hands as they slowly undid each button of my jeans and finally released her breath slowly, as I pulled my hard cock free and out into the open air. Staring at it with wide eyes, her breathing ragged and deep, Milly reached up with one hand tentatively and then dropped it to her lap.

“Touch it,” I said, my tone not commanding but soft and comforting, seductive.

She glanced up to my eyes, then back down to my rigid boner and reached up with her hand again, slowly and tentatively. When her gentle fingers ran down the side, I gave a shiver of pleasure at the cool touch. She started and grinned, looking up at me again, her smile widening when she saw the joy on my face.

Then she seemed to remember herself, and her face flushed scarlet red, and she looked down. Her hand closing around my cock, fingers flexing experimentally. It reassured me that even through her shyness and embarrassment, she never released her hold on my dick.

I stood there, still and quiet, as the woman relaxed. Slowly her head shifting back up to peek at my cock as her fingers flexed on its shaft. Then she ran her fingers up its length experimentally. I let out a soft sigh of pleasure, and she looked up with a small grin, then back down to my dick. Her other hand joined the first as she explored its length. As the second stretched past, Milly relaxed bit by bit, her fascination pushing aside her shyness, anxiety, or whatever it was that she struggled against.

“Wrap your fingers around it… gently…” my voice was a gentle whisper, yet still, Milly startled when the silence was broken. She curled her fingers around the shaft of my cock and bit her bottom lip, “Now stroke up and down the shaft slowly… careful not to pull the skin… yes, just like that.”

I moaned out in pleasure, and Milly shivered in joy, a tight smile forming on her lips as she continued to stroke my cock slowly. She stared at the bead of clear precum that oozed out the tip and pooled just beneath. Beginning slowly and tentatively, she grew more comfortable with the motions and, in a minute, was stroking my dick with soft, sure hands.

I took the time to check her out. Behind the curtain of dark hair, she was quite pretty, with big eyes and thick, luscious lips. Her body was covered with bulky clothing, but from what I could tell, she had some incredible curves.

All I wanted to do was to shove my dick forward, aching for the sweet feeling of her hot wet mouth. I knew that was the last thing I should do, though. Milly relaxed more and more each second, but I could see that the slightest thing could frighten her, causing her to throw her defenses back up. Instead, I stood still, letting the pleasure she was giving, wash over me.

“That feels very good,” I said, my voice quivering slightly as I felt my orgasm approaching.

“It feels so strange… the skin is so soft and smooth… but it's so hard beneath… and it’s… bigger than I thought it would be.” She bit her bottom lip, and I could see she wanted to taste it, but her anxiety rushed in to stop her.

“If you keep doing that, I’m going to cum,” I said as her hand continued to stroke me, causing my toes to curl as the pleasure built and built.

“It feels that good?” She asked in surprise, a pleased little smile on her face as she looked up at me.

“Oh yesssss…. Cumming…!”

She jerked back in surprise as the first jet of pearlescent splooge hit her baggy top, but she never stoked stroking, her fingers tightening, milking my cum out even harder as it shot out again and again.

“Oh!” She said as the cum shot forth.

I was shuddering, my knees trembling, body afire with pleasure as the finally blasts struck her. Milly’s eyes were wide and her breathing ragged as she looked down at her top, running a finger through the cum that drenched it. My cock throbbed in her hand as I saw her bring a finger up to her lips and reaching out tongue tasted my cum.

She jerked back immediately with a grimace in distaste that caused me to chuckle.

“That does not taste good,” she said shaking her head, her eyes never left my cock though, and she gave a little start of surprise when it twitched, “It’s like it’s alive…” she said to herself biting her bottom lip and pressing her thighs together tightly.
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R
 eaching down, I pulled the woman to her feet. She came easily and followed me into her small bedroom. The room was different than the rest of the apartment, having a colorful, homey feel to it, and I felt her grow nervous as I entered the space.

I stopped beside the bed and turned to her, reaching up and cupping her cheek. I drew her lips to mine and felt her hesitate, for one second, before giving in. The first kiss was tentative and shy, her lips awkward and stiff. Then as I pulled her closer, feeling her incredible body crush against me, she relaxed into the kiss. A moan of pleasure escaped her lips, and I felt her arms raise, hands feeling at the muscles of my back.

Letting my hands work their way down her back, I got to the hem of her top and began to pull it up. She stiffened immediately in my arms, but I worked slowly, and she relaxed as I drew the heavy top up over her head and dropped it to the ground beside her.

The sight revealed to my eyes was unlike anything I’d been expecting. Hidden beneath the tent of a top, was a slender flat stomach and narrow waist and above that the most impossibly large set of breasts I’d ever seen. They weren’t in a bra to prop them up; instead, they were strapped down with an elastic top.

As I stared, Milly covered her breasts with both arms, looking down and grimacing.

“They’re so gross,” she said, and my heart broke to hear the self-loathing in her voice, “I would get the surgery to reduce them, but the thought of going under the scalpel terrifies me.”

She was beginning to ramble, so I laid a finger across her lips and then tilted her chin up to look me in the eyes.

“I have a very different opinion of them,” I said and let her see the sincere desire and appreciation I had for her incredible tits as I pulled the elastic top off.

The massive soft breasts spilled free, and she kept her hands down, biting her bottom lip, a look of embarrassed pleasure on her face as I took in the heavenly sight. They hung down with a breathtaking swell, capped with pale pink areola and large inverted nipples. I heard Milly gasp softly, and I looked up to see she was staring at my cock, which had grown hard as rock as I took in her body.

She grinned up at me, and I reached out and ran gentle fingers down the side of one breast and under, cupping and hefting its weight, loving the feel as my fingers sank into the soft flesh. Milly bit her bottom lip, and I couldn’t help but step forward and kiss her. I massaged the breast gently, rolling her nipple between finger and thumb lightly, feeling it stiffen.

The passion of our kisses intensified, and the older woman began to relax once more. I pressed her down onto the bed and began to draw her pants down, feeling her shiver in anticipation as I popped each button slowly.

Kissing down her neck, Milly purred. Then I drew one of her massive breasts to my waiting lips and sucked the large nipple into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue and sucking hard on it. My hand slipped between her thighs, and she parted them eagerly for my seeking fingers. Her legs were slick with her wetness, and I found a perfectly bald pussy waiting for my touch.

“Ohhhhh!” She moaned out as my fingers danced up and down her outer lips, grazing her clit lightly.

I dipped my finger into her honey hole and felt her inner lips part. My lips finding hers once more, our tongues dancing as I slid my finger into her. She shuddered as I felt at the rough patch of her g-spot. Then I slipped my fingers out and teased her clit in slow circles.

It was hard to stay focused. The woman’s incredible body and innocence were driving me crazy. It was all I could do to keep from plowing into her immediately with my throbbing cock, but I could sense that she needed things to stay slow.

Reading her body, I felt her approaching an orgasm, her clit engorged and hard beneath my teasing fingers. Kissing down her neck once more, I moved down her body. Milly looked up, eyes unfocused as pleasure assaulted her, but nervous about what I planned to do next. I stared into her eyes, as I kissed my way down her stomach, feeling her self-consciousness and anxiety increase with each second.

She reached down to stop me or slow me; I wasn’t sure, but then my tongue came in contact with her hard clit, and she cried out in pleasure. Her hands gripping the sheets in knots as her hips rocked, grinding her pussy into my mouth.

I licked, fingered, and teased her slowly. Bringing her up and up, closer and closer to the point of release, but never over the edge.

“Please,” she begged after a few minutes of sublime torture, “Please… I need it… I want you… in me.”

Those were the words I’d been waiting for. She was finally submitting to the desires I knew lay within her. I crawled up her body, my cock swinging beneath me. Milly looked at it with wide-eyed fascination. She was still staring as I took hold of it at the base and ran the fat head up and down her wet pussy lips, coating it in her juices.

Her body clenched up as I eased the head into her. I was forced to halt my progress, her incredible tightness clamping down around my dick. She was tight as a virgin, and from the grunt and shivers, as I slid my dick in and out of her shallowly, working a little deeper with each thrust, she breathed out deep breaths. She looked almost in pain, but when I stopped, letting her relax around my invading dick, she groaned in protest and reached down to grip my ass, pulling me in deeper ever so slowly.

“So big… I never dreamed… I feel every inch of it in me… I’m… I’m cumming!”

My dick was barley halfway into the MILF’s tight little hole, and I felt her quivering beneath me. All of her muscles locked up, and she curled in on herself, fingers digging into my flesh almost painfully.

“NNNGHHHHHHUUUUGHGHGH!!!!!!” She cried out; her eyes closed tight.

I nearly came right then, the feeling of her pussy walls shivering around my dick was so delightful. More incredible was the sight of her massive breasts swaying as she shook beneath me.

After a couple of seconds of calming breaths, Milly’s eyes snapped open, and I saw something entirely new in them. Gone was the hesitation and embarrassment, and her shy smile grew more and more lascivious. She pulled me into a passionate kiss, and I felt her flex her kegel muscles and massage my cock with her pussy. A gush of her juices eased my dick in deeper and deeper, and soon I was fully enveloped in her heavenly tightness.

“Fuck me, you beautiful boy,” she said in between kisses, “Hard… please!”

My hands took up her ass as I dug my cock deep into her, drawing out until just the head was inside her. Loving her groan of sadness as I left her body, and then the grunt of pure pleasure as I drove back into her hard.

I lost myself in the moment. My hands explored her whole body, taking particular interest in her massive breasts. Still, those were secondary to the immediacy and need I felt as I pounded into her again and again. Lust stole away all other thought and control.

Milly was just as lost in the lovemaking as I was. I felt her shudder beneath me as a small orgasm hit her. Then my cock was throbbing, and she nodded, pulling me deeper into her as she felt the first blast of cum deep in her womb.

“I feel it!” She hissed, “Fucking hell… it’s so hot… mhmm.”

We rolled onto our sides as I caught my breath. Both of us covered in sweat and grinning shyly at one another. I ran my hand down her side and felt the perfect swell from her waist to hip and then down her thigh. I startled when I felt her fingers trail down my cum-slick cock.

“That was so… easy,” Milly said, a little surprise in her voice, “How come I’m so comfortable with you? I’ve tried… that before, but it never works out. I usually freeze up and run out of the room.”

My fingers grazed down her back lightly, and I kissed her forehead.

“You were magnificent,” I said into her hair, “I saw how hard it was for you. We have chemistry, that helps, and I took things slow, that may have helped. I suffer from anxiety, and I know what it can be like. I just tried to put myself in your shoes.”

“Thank you,” she said, lifting her head and kissing me.

Her soft lips sent a thrill through me, and I felt my cock throb in her hand, and she grinned into our kiss and pulled back.

“Mhmm looks like you’re not done,” she looked down at my dick in her hand and licked her lips, then shook her head slightly, “There are more things I want to try… like what you did for me… with your mouth… but not now…. Sorry.”

“You don’t have to apologize,” I said, grinning and pulling her into a kiss again, “but if you really want to, I have an idea.”

“What?” She asked expression at once excited and shy.

I stood and pulled her up with me, loving the incredible sight of her breasts swaying. She caught me staring and blushed a deep shade of red.

“I like when you stare at me like that,” she said shyly, “it makes me feel beautiful.”

“You are
 beautiful,” I said, “if only you could see yourself through my eyes.”

I drew her into the bathroom, and she eagerly hopped in, turning on the water and adjusting the temperature. I stepped into the steam space and felt heavenly wet flesh caressing me as Milly pressed herself to my back.

She had some flowery body wash, and I squeezed out a dollop and turned. I smiled down at her, running my hands slowly up and down her body, soaping her up and pausing to kiss her. I took far longer than necessary as I massaged her breasts, working the soap into the skin, pinching and pulling her nipples.

My hands on her body worked us both up into a frenzy. In no time I had her turned around, bent over and pressed against the cold tiles as I drove my dick into her pussy from behind. I held her hips with both hands and pounded her hard as she grunted in pleasure. Reaching up, I took a large handful of her massive tit and massaged it against her body as I felt her slickness glide up and down me.

She begged to watch me cum again, panting that she’d nearly cum in the living room, just from the sight. I obliged her, directing her to her knees, water spraying all around us as it struck my back.

Her hair was slicked back, and she licked her thick lips as she cradled her massive breasts up before her. The woman looked like a sex goddess, and I had no idea how she could have ever grown to think of herself as unattractive.

When I shot ropes of cum across those glorious mammaries, she sighed out in pleasure and once more tasted my cum, this time licking it off one of her tits. Her expression wasn’t nearly as disgusted, looking far more curious than anything.

We cleaned up and stumbled out of the shower, still unable to let one another go. Our kisses and touches continued as we toweled each other off. Then we fell into her large bed and cuddled beneath the covers. My dick still twitched with a little energy in it, but I didn’t want to push things with Milly and told her that next time I came over, I’d let her learn how to give a blow job. Quite the sacrifice on my part.

She was happy with that and fell asleep with a small smile on her lips. I passed out moments later, exhausted, and delighted with how the night turned out.
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T
 he next morning, I woke early and slipped out of bed. After I used the bathroom, I found her still buried under the covers and didn’t seem ready to wake up anytime soon. I pulled on my clothes and penned her a note, just as Elizabeth had done for me. Only in my letter, I told her what a wonderful evening I’d had and that I was sorry to leave before she woke.

I slipped out of her apartment and headed down to mine. I passed Monique in the stairwell, and she looked like she’d been partying all night. She was still in a short skirt and tight top, her dark little body looking incredible, with heavy makeup and her hair up in twin round buns. Her hair and make-up were a bit mussed, and her clothes looked like she’d slept in them.

“Morning,” I said, smiling in greeting.

The grimace she gave me said everything. I could smell the alcohol and sick on her as we passed. She didn’t say anything; just continued plodding up the stairs with slow, relentless steps.

When I stepped into my room, my nostrils were instantly assaulted with the sweet scent of sickness and the acrid odor of alcohol. I saw a pair of naked legs sticking out of my bathroom, and I recognized them as the slender pale stems of Clara.

The young woman was passed out drunk, the toilet filled with puke. I got a small rag and helped her to a sitting position and cleaned the vomit off the side of her face.

“MMmnghg,” Clara groaned when I moved her, “The world is spinning… never drinking again… hello, pretty boy.”

She grinned up at me with bleary eyes and winked exaggeratedly.

“Just the man I, hic,
 wanted to see, hic,
 ” her shoulder shook with the force of her hiccup, and she grimaced in annoyance.

“Just relax,” I said, “I’ll get you cleaned up in a second.”

“Monique is the coolest,” she went on, her words slurring slightly, “She introduced me to a few club managers, played my tracks for them… got a gig… but… but I still don’t have a name!”

“You’ll pick one soon,” I reassured her, I’d managed to wipe the last of the puke from her and was helping her to her feet, “I think you should take a shower, you’ve still got some puke in your hair.”

“Yea, need a shower…” she looked up at me with bloodshot eyes and attempted a seductive smile. “Are you going to join me, handsome? You know, Monique and I talked about… oh god…” her face went green, and she breathed out a shuddering breath, I saw she was going to puke again and helped her over to the toilet, just as a stream of watery chunks sprayed out into the porcelain bowl.

The sight and smell nearly made me puke, and I pushed her hair to the side and held down my own gorge as she finished puking. Her body was wracked with dry heaves, and finally, she stilled.

She couldn’t stand up straight without the spins hitting her so hard she started dry heaving, so I had her knees over the edge of the tub, and I washed her hair out with the shower spray. We both got soaked, but I managed to clean all of the sickness off her with a bit of shampoo.

All the while, I was pressed against Clara’s tiny little body. I did my best to ignore how sexy she was and how perfect her small ass looked as it was bent over before me. The smell of the puke helped with constraining my libido, but Clara didn’t. The pretty runaway kept remarking how handsome I was and hinting that Monique thought the same.

When I finally helped her stand up, her face grew green again. She started to sway, and so I picked her up, like one might a bride and carried her to my small bed. Laying her down, I got a towel and placed it beneath the pillow, in case she was sick again. Then I pulled the blankets over her.

“Mhmm, you’re so sweet too… I hope Monique’s plans happen… mhmm soon…” she nodded off into sleep mid-sentence, and her snore filled the space.

I watched her sleep for a long second. Her cute face looked almost angelic in slumber, and I felt incredibly protective over this girl who had broken into the building.

Working as quietly as I could, I took a quick shower and grabbed my books. Clara never roused from her drunken slumber, and I was grateful to see she had stopped throwing up.

As I climbed the stairs to the roof, I marveled at how comfortable I was having the young woman in my personal space. Not only was I relaxed, but I felt good about myself for helping her out. Thinking about the power that act of charity seemed to have on my internal self-worth, I stepped out onto the roof and felt the warm early morning sun upon my face.

The buildings all around were the same height as ours or shorter. There was an unobstructed view of Manhattan and her skyscrapers. The wooden deck I’d uncovered was still stained with grime and pigeon shit, so I set my books aside and went down to the basement and got a hard-bristled brush, a bucket, and some soap. When I was heading up, I passed Gia heading out of her apartment.

“Morning, Connor!” She greeted me, “Working on a Saturday morning?”

“I was going to lay out in the sun and study,” I said, “but first, I gotta scrub down the deck I uncovered.”

“Sun-bathing?” She said, her smile growing, “That sounds lovely! I’m heading to brunch now, but maybe I’ll join you when I get back.”

She threw me a wink as she slipped out the door and turned to wave before heading up the street. I found myself watching her walk away, appreciating her large ass as it rolled back and forth and the heavy sway of her large breasts in her silky top.

Pushing the hot Italian MILF out of my mind, I climbed to the roof and got to work. There was something peaceful about the monotonous work. My mind emptied as I knelt on the pale wooden decking, scrubbing up and down the boards with a two-handed grip on the brush. The stains were hard to work out, but they came up with a bit of force.

The sun rose in the sky, and I removed my shirt, loving the warm heat baking on my back as I worked. I had most of the deck scrubbed clean when I heard chattering voices climbing the stairs. I looked up just as the door opened.

Gia and Elizabeth stepped out, looking around themselves with surprised and pleased smiles. Each woman had a towel thrown over her shoulder and was wearing a loose colorful sundress and flip flops.

“Oh, this is wonderful, Connor!” Gia exclaimed as she walked over to the deck.

“I agree,” Elizbeth said as she nodded, “I never knew the roof was so nice.”

“Oh, your back is burning up!” Gia said as she set down her woven back and pulled out a bottle of sunscreen, “Here, let me put some lotion on you before you get too red.”

I sat up, stretching my back, and grateful for the break. As Gia squeezed out a healthy dollop into her palm, Elizabeth laid her towel out on the clean and dry portion of the deck. She looked around and seeing that we were unobserved by any building close by, she pulled off her billowing sundress to reveal her sexy, busty body, covered in just two pieces of small black material. The string bikini was tiny, and I felt my blood head up as she lay down, her large breasts swaying delightfully.

I shivered when Gia placed her cold hands upon my back, but then I sighed in pleasure as she worked it into the skin. Her hands warmed, and soon she was giving me a massage, her stiff fingers working the tight muscles of my shoulders.

“There,” she said when she finished, “all done. Do you think you could be a dear and get me?”

There was a hint of flirtation in her eyes as she grinned up at me, and when I nodded, she whipped off her sundress, revealing her busty body barely contained within a tiny white bikini. She lay her towel down, taking her time and making sure I took full notice of her massive breasts and firm round ass as she bent over and swayed before my hungry gaze.

Then she folded her legs beneath her and pulled her hair over her shoulder, presenting me with her back. I squeezed out some lotion and worked into my hands. She shivered when I set them on her soft firm flesh, and then she relaxed back into me. My hands worked the lotion into the skin, and I too, took a few extra minutes to massage her shoulders and back.

“Mmmm, thank you, lover,” she said with a wink as she took the bottle from me and began to apply it to her front.

“My turn,” Elizabeth said, and she sat up, a hint of blush on her cheeks as she pulled her hair over her shoulder.

I took even longer on the tall, slender woman, pressing her down to her stomach and kneeling astride her ass. My cock was firm, and she couldn’t help but feel it as I rested it between her ass cheeks. I undid the tie of her bikini, feeling her tense for a second and then relax, giving over control to me. When I finished with her, I tied the bikini back into place. I had wanted to push things further, but my nerves got the better of me.
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I
 pulled my books over and sat down against the low wall and felt the sun warming my skin as I studied. The women both relaxed, enjoying the warm sunshine, and chatting softly about their weeks. I listened with half an ear as they complained about co-workers and about projects they were working on.

A companionable silence settled over us as the sun climbed higher, and I thought Elizabeth even slept for a while, her soft snores sounding adorable. The women’s gorgeous bodies were a distraction as I studied, but a welcome one. Whenever I wanted to rest my eyes and take a break from reading about mergers and acquisitions at the turn of the century, there was a feast of incredibly sexy MILF flesh before me.

“Well, that’s about all the sun I can take,” Gia said, sitting up, “I could just stay out here all day if I didn’t have to worry about getting burned.”

“Me too,” Elizabeth said, sitting up, blinking her eyes owlishly as she woke from her nap, “Mhmm, that was so relaxing!”

I felt my eyes bulge as the tall blond woman stood and stretched, her bikini panties pulling tightly against her pussy lips.

“You know Connor,” Gia said as she picked up her towel and things, making sure I took notice of her massive breasts hanging down and swaying as she bent over, “I could really use my… pipes fixed tonight. I have some pounded out chicken, was planning on making Chicken Parmesan. Do you think you could come by?”

“I don’t have any other plans,” I said with a grin, feeling my stomach growl and cock throb at the thought.

“You two have fun,” Elizabeth said, smiling, but I detected a hint of sadness in her voice and expression.

“Is there enough Chicken Parm for three?” I asked, feeling sorry for Elizabeth that she would have to spend dinner alone.

“You want the three of us to… eat together?” Gia asked, her eyes taking on an intensity I hadn’t seen in them before.

I heard the meaning beneath her words and was about to shake my head. The lie wouldn’t come out, though. My anxiety spiked as I realized this admission might ruin my relationships with both women, but I nodded.

“I do,” I said.

“And you, Elizabeth?” Gia asked, turning to her friend, her face giving nothing away about what she thought of the proposal, “Do you also want to join us for… dinner.”

Elizabeth nodded immediately; her lips pressed together in a smile of suppressed excitement.

“Perfect!” Gia said, her smile flashing wide, “I’ve been dreaming of… cooking this meal my whole life! Come on, Elizabeth, we have a lot to plan.”

She hooked her arm in the taller blond, and they took off down the steps whispering to one another and giggling the whole time. I cleaned up the bucket and everything else I’d brought up and packed my books away. I was exhausted from the sun when I got to my room. Clara was gone, but I saw she had cleaned up in the bathroom and made my bed.

Once more, I was reassured that I had done the right thing by inviting the girl to stay in the building. I flopped down on top of the covers and was asleep in minutes. I woke from the nap a few hours later to find the sun sinking and shadows gathering around the room.

I sat there for long minutes trying to blink away the grogginess from my nap, but it wasn’t until I washed my face with fresh water that I started to feel awake. As I looked in the mirror, I remembered where I had to be soon, and a small seed of anxiety worked its way into my stomach.

Knowing that if I sat around my apartment and waited until it was time to head to Gia’s for dinner, and whatever else they had planned, the anxiety would only grow. Putting on my headphones and some good music, I left the building and went for a long walk to the park, letting the music carry me away.

An hour later, I got back to the apartment building, having worked up a light sweat. My mind was clear, and I was full of energy as I ran up the concrete steps. I dropped my jacket and headphones off in my place and knocked on Gia’s door. I smiled as I heard her called out from inside that she was coming, after a clang of pans and muffled oath.

“Well, hello!” She said in her customary way, smiling brightly as she pulled the door open.

“I picked this up,” I said, holding up the bottle of Chianti I’d purchased from a liquor store. It was the cheapest bottle of wine I could find and just happened to be Italian, so it worked out perfectly.

“Wonderful!” She said, guiding me into her place, “Dinner is done, let me just grate some cheese for us.”

“Is Elizabeth coming?” I asked, glancing around the place.

“She got tied up,” Gia said, “but she will join us for dessert.”

I found a bottle opener in her drawer and opened the bottle of wine, pouring for both of us in the glasses she set out. She filled a bowl with freshly grated parmesan cheese and set it on the table along.

The food smelled terrific as always when Gia pulled the two plates out of the oven. Golden friend chicken patties were covered in a delicious meat sauce and large handfuls of melted and bubbling mozzarella. My mouth was salivating as I sat down.

“To a wonderful day,” Gia said, clinking her glass against mine before we dug into the meal, “And let’s hope there are many more like it.”

“Amen,” I said, grinning and taking small sip of the wine. It was surprisingly good, with an earthy, almost peppery taste that went well with the cheesy, saucy chicken.

“How were your classes this week?” Gia asked as she took up a knife and fork.

I told her all about my lectures and how things were beginning to pick up the pace. Two exams were coming up the next week that I needed to study for, and I had a paper due in two weeks that I hadn’t even started researching for.

She mentioned that she had a few volumes in her library that would be useful for my research and that after the meal, she would take me in there to find them. We dined slowly, taking our time, enjoying the wine and each other’s company.

Gia told me all about her week. She was having issues with a couple of students who weren’t taking their lessons seriously and lamented that she would most likely have to fail them. There was also a female co-worker who she had been butting heads with for months. She suspected the woman was sneaking bites out of her lunches in the break room fridge, but she hadn’t been able to prove anything.

We finished off our last glasses of wine and let the food settle in our stomachs. I’d managed to keep myself from eating another large helping, but Gia saw my hesitation and made up a plate for me, wrapping it in plastic for later.

“Come on into the study, and I’ll get those books for you,” she said, standing and drawing me up behind her, “we’ve got dessert waiting, too.”

She had a nervous energy to her that had been building since we finished the meal. Now, she pressed her lips together tight in an excited but shy smile. By the time she pulled open her office door, I was already expecting something like the sight that greeted me.

Elizabeth knelt on the ground, her hands bound behind her back, chest thrust out. She wore the strappy leather outfit from before, but I saw something strange pressed between her legs. A long handle with a round vibrating head, a magic wand sex toy was strapped to her thigh and pressed firmly against her sex. The faint hum could be heard from where I stood in amazement, her thighs coated in wetness, trembling as she held herself upright. Drool tracked its way down her chin and dripped off her massive breasts as she moaned softly around the black ball-gag that filled her mouth. Her long blond hair hung down her back, woven into twin braids.

“Dessert awaits,” Gia said as she stepped up beside me, “Well, my handsome young man, how do you plan to… dig in?”

Her dancing eyes smothered whatever anxiety of nervousness the wine hadn’t, and I grinned back, slipping my arm around her slim waist and drawing her soft body against mine. Our lips met in a passionate kiss, and my hand came up to cup one of her large breasts, kneading it and causing Gia to moan against our kiss.

The hum of the magic wand pressed against Elizabeth’s bald pussy matched the sounds of Gia and I’s kisses. We broke off our kiss and turned to look at the tall blond when she began to moan softly. Her eyes had a pleading look, almost desperate, and wetness dripped from between her legs, thighs shivering.

“Your mommy-slave needs attention,” Gia purred into my ear as her hand slid down my firm stomach and began to unhook my belt, “How will you use her first?”

“I won’t,” I said with a grin, loving the flash of desperation and need on Elizabeth’s face. Underneath it, I read her intense pleasure as the game was drawn out. “First, I need to thank the woman who cooked me a wonderful meal.”

Grinning, I pulled Gia back into a kiss and took her hand, drawing it down to the firmness in my pants. She smiled against my lips and began to kiss her way down my neck, unbuttoning my shirt and pants as she did. Shrugging out of her top and bra, she looked up at me with nervous excitement, then glanced at Elizabeth, watching the woman’s expression as she took my cock between her thick lips.
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T
 he beautiful blondes’ eyes flared wider, and her pupils dilated in pleasure as she watched her friend servicing me. The scene was so hot as I looked between the sexy busty Italian MILF sucking my cock with wild abandon, coating it in her saliva and stroking it with a hand, and the tall blond MILF tied up and shivering in pleasure as the magic wand worked her clit.

I felt powerful and wanted as I had never been. I was a kid in a candy store. There was a trap in that, I sensed. If I grew greedy or callous to these women’s desires and pleasure, I knew this beautiful moment would never get repeated. My mind began to work, planning out my next steps, helping me stave off my orgasm.

Reaching down, I took hold of Gia’s head in a firm grip, the woman grinning around my cock and moaning in pleasure as I slowly fucked her mouth. My cock pressing against her tonsils and then pulling out till her thick lips worked the tip, tongue teasing me.

The pleasure only intensified when I looked over at my former stepmom and saw her trembling as an orgasm raced through her body. Her stifled groan matched the gluc, gluc, gluc
 sound of Gia’s mouth as I fucked it.

“Are you watching, mommy?” I said, feeling a thrill as I uttered the taboo word. I was surprised and happy when Gia sucked even harder on the tip of my cock, her moan all the more desperate as she worked for her reward, “I’m going to fill Gia’s talented mouth with my cum, Oh fuck… I’m cumming.”

Elizabeth shook all the harder as she came again, tears tracking their way down her face as the storm of pleasure tore through her. Gia was moaning as I reached down and cupped one of her massive breasts. Then my cock was throbbing and my hips faltering, and she stroked me fast, opening her mouth wide so Elizabeth could watch each long blast of cum as it filled her mouth.

My knees were weak as the pleasure raced through me, shaking, and I thought for one dreadful moment I might fall over. But I locked them in place and rode out the waves of ecstasy. Staggering back, I walked over to Elizabeth, the woman staring at me with pleading eyes.

Almost casually, I ran my hand down her face and chest, grabbing a big handful of her large pale breast and gripping it hard. She groaned in pleasure at the rough treatment and moaned in disappointment when I released her. Motioning to Gia, I called her over and pulled her into a deep kiss, my hands slipping down her body to her wet folds.

She knelt beside Elizabeth, a faint blush on her face when she saw the blonde staring at my fingers as they dug into her pussy. Then I pressed her down, bending her over right in front of Elizabeth. Lining my cock up with her wet pussy, I pressed the fat head into her folds, parting them as I sank into her wet embrace.

“Ohhh, baby… fuck me… god damn… you feel so incredible!”

I drove into her with one powerful thrust bottoming out. Slipping my fingers around her hips and into the small spot where hip and thigh met, I gripped her tight. I fucked her hard and fast, sensing that she was right near the edge and was desperate for the pounding. She cried out in pleasure, her pussy shivering around my cock as her orgasm hit her hard. She was staring up into Elizabeth’s pleading eyes, her massive tits swaying beneath her as her whole body tensed up, and a scream erupted from her throat.

I pulled out of Gia’s twitching sensitive hole and stood. Elizabeth was breathing heavily through her nose, her nipples practically hard as stone and her whole body trembling. I reached around and whipped off the ball gag.

“Ngh!” She sucked in a deep lungful of air, her mouth opening wide, and I took the opportunity to shove my cum slick cock into it.

Reaching down, pulled up her two braids and held them in one hand as I began fucking her mouth with powerful thrusts. I think Elizabeth came from the treatment because her teeth scraped my cock as she shuddered and shook.

Pulling my dick out of her mouth, she gawped and sucked a deep lungful of air, leaning over, her breasts hanging down.

“I’m sorry, sir… mommy keeps cumming… so hard… to think… OH, FUCK!” She bent over, resting her face on the floor as her hips rocked and shook. The cry was so loud that Gia rolled over and looked at her friend in amazement. Pressing Elizabeth’s face down into the carpet, I reached behind her and unstrapped the magic wand, turning it off and pulling free.

“Keep your hips right there and be a good mommy-slave,” I said, pressing my cock into the sloppy mess of her bald pussy, “Mmmm fuck you’re tight.”

Elizabeth moaned as I pressed my cock deeper and deeper into her relentlessly. Gia watched in fascination, biting her bottom lip, she shifted so that her back rested on the footrest.

“Spread your legs, Gia,” I said, a firm note of command in my voice, causing the woman to look up at me in pleasure as she slowly parted her legs.

I took hold of Elizabeth’s braids and pulled her face up, shifting my hips and turning her. Gia’s eyes opened wide in nervous shock, when she realized what I was doing, but whatever she saw on Elizabeth’s face caused her to smile.

Ever so slowly, I lowered Elizabeth’s face into Gia’s pussy as I sawed my cock in and out of her soft pussy slowly.

“Lick her,” I instructed, holding Elizabeth’s head just above the dark wet fur of Gia’s bush, “Eat her pussy, mommy-slave… mhmm, fuck, your pussy just got so tight on me… you like that you little slut?”

“Yes, sir,” Elizabeth moaned, her tongue grazing Gia’s wet lips tentatively at first, then with growing enthusiasm as the dark-haired beauty moaned in pleasure.

“Oh god, right there… mhmm, this is so hot…” She stared in my eyes and bit her lip. I could see that this was just as amazing and exciting for her as it was for me, and that filled me with joy.

Elizabeth's soft pussy accepted my cock like it had been made for me. The woman pushed back against my thrusts, her pale ass slapping my hips, and all the while, I kept a tight hold on her braids, like reins, as I rode her.

“Oh, Liz… so good… I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Gia arched her head back, her body shaking and her thighs clamping down on either side of Elizabeth’s head.

I took the opportunity to pound Elizabeth hard, the sight of the beautiful Italian MILF cumming, sending me over the edge. I flooded her womb with my seed, causing her to moan into Gia’s pussy.

I dragged my soft cock out of her and staggered over to the cushioned chair and plopped down, sliding down in it and spreading my legs.

“You’re not done, mommy-slave,” I said, pointing down at my cum-covered cock, “get over here and clean me up.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, moving slowly, she lifted herself up to her knees and slowly stumbled her way over, hands still locked together behind her back.

Gia roused herself once more and looked over as Elizabeth sank to her haunches. With a grin, she crawled over to join in. The tall blond had slavish devotion on her face as she sucked and ran her tongue up the side of my cock. She grinned and shuffled over when Gia joined her, offering the tip of my dick to the woman as she bent lower and licked my balls.

Gia took the head of my cock into her warm mouth and fellated me gently. Between the two of them, they soon had me hard as a rock. It took them a few minutes to work out the geometry of how they could both work my cock together, but I left them to it. Soon they were pressed together, Gia’s hands exploring Elizabeth’s body as they moved in sync. Both of their tongues on either side of my cock as they licked it up and down.

My beautiful blond former stepmother was contorted in the most uncomfortable position, her body being toyed with, and her breasts and ass assaulted by my pawing hands. I don’t think she’d ever been happier. There was such profound contentment in her face as she worshipped my dick that it warmed my heart to see.

After five minutes of this delicious treatment, I stood and drew both women up with me. One arm around each of their waists, I held them close, sharing in a three-way kiss. Our tongues dancing together, their massive breasts pressed against each other. Then stumbling, we made our way into Gia’s bedroom and fell upon the covers.

In moments, the thick brunette was riding my boner. I took hold of Elizabeth’s perfect ass and pulled it over my face, burning my mouth in her soaking pussy. I feasted on her as she rested against Gia, her trembling muscles unable to hold her upright with a real strength.

I ordered Gia to turn around, and then reaching up, pressed my mommy-slave’s mouth to her puckered opening. Gia cried out in surprise when she felt her friends’ wet tongue on the sensitive flesh, but the cries turned into a long throaty moan.

Elizabeth's pussy gushed onto my face as I felt her convulse in orgasm. It surprised even her. I could tell how much she got off on being forced to eat the other woman’s ass, but get off she did. Again and again, she came on my face until her thighs began to grip my skull with so much force I had to pry myself free.

Then I watched in amazement, able to see her rapturous face as she worked her tongue deep into Gia’s butt. Gia’s moan had turned guttural, and her pelvic muscles were clamping down on my dick as she came once more. Then my own orgasm approached, and I felt my toes curling as the pleasure raced up and down my spine, causing the hairs on the back of my neck to stand up.

“I’m cumming,” I said, and Elizabeth whipped her head to the side, her braids falling across her back, “Swallow it, mommy…. Swallow it!”

Gia moved forward and turned to watch, a grin of satiated satisfaction suffusing her face. Elizabeth moaned out and clamped her lips around the tip of my dick, tongue dancing along the glands as I felt it swell in her mouth. Then my cum was gushing forth, and she drank it down with a happy little smile.

I collapsed on the bed, and Gia crawled up beside me, cuddling up and resting her head on my shoulder. She purred in pleasure and pulled the comforter over us.

I reached down and unlocked Elizabeth’s restraints, and she sighed in relief, stretching and arching her back like a cat. Then she pressed up to my other side and pulled my arm around her shoulders. I drifted off to sleep, with a sexy busty MILF pressed to either side.
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 rose from the depths of hazy dreams to the feeling of heavenly warmth enveloping my hard glands. Blinking my eyes open, I looked down to see Elizabeth laying along my legs, bent over my cock, her thick lips gliding up and down its length, as her finger stroked it in a tight ring.

She glanced up at me when I moved and grinned around my hard cock. Her tongue swirled the underside, and I moaned out in pleasure. Gia shifted beside me, her back to me and wide ass pressed against my hip.

Elizabeth sucked me deep down her throat, coating my cock in the slick juices at the back. Then she pulled up off my cock and stroked it with finger and thumb a few times, drawing it to steely hardness. Then she lay beside me, pressing her big pale cheeked ass to my side, reaching back to pull my cock in between her soft cheeks.

“Mhmm,” Elizabeth hummed as she held my dick to her tiny puckered entrance.

Biting my lip in excitement, I moved forward slowly, feeling the tight opening relax ever so slowly and accept me into her depths. Elizabeth cried out softly and reached back, holding me in place when I moved a touch too quickly, and let her ass relax and accept me into it.

Gia shifted behind me, and I felt her hand on my shoulder as she looked over.

“Oh my god… you’re fucking her ass!” Gia said in surprise, eliciting a whimper of pleasure from Elizabeth.

The tall blond wiggled her hips back, and the head of my cock popped past the firm ring of her opening. I slipped deeper and deeper into the incredible tightness of her ass.

“Fuck, you’re tight…” I moaned and reaching up, took a big handful of her breast as I started to slowly stroke in and out of her depths.

I could hear the wet sounds of Gia playing with her pussy as she watched me ass-fuck her friend. Elizabeth’s face was twisted in a look of intense concentration, but her breathing was coming ragged and heavy.

My whole dick was in the woman, and I began to saw in and out with long slow strokes when suddenly Elizabeth screamed with pleasure. She came with such force that her ass clamped down on my cock so hard I thought she might rip it off. I halted there, my hands cupping her massive breast, fingers rolling the large nipple as I waited for her to relax again.

When Elizabeth finally calmed down, her small whimpers of pleasure, causing my cock to throb all the harder, and I began to thrust in and out of her again. Gia pressed on my hips, her body close against my back as she kissed my neck, hot breath in my ear.

“Cum in her baby,” she whispered, “fill her ass with your cum… then make her suck your cock clean!”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” Elizabeth cried, her eyes flashing open and a look of reckless lust on her face, “Cum in mommy’s ass, Connor!”

I could hold back no longer, and my morning wood spewed forth a massive load of cum deep into her bowels. Elizabeth shook, biting her lip so hard I thought it might bleed, arching her back as another big orgasm wracked her.

Trembling, I rolled onto my back, soft cock slipping from the woman’s soft butt. Then she turned and bent down, sucking my cock into her mouth. Moaning in slavish devotion as she cleaned me with her mouth.

Smiling in pleasure, I drifted off into hazy half-sleep with Gia cuddled up to my side, and Elizabeth slowly and gently kissing, sucking and licking my cock. I don’t know how much time passed, it could have been a minute or an hour, but as my cock stiffened, I drifted up to full wakefulness.

Elizabeth grinned and rolled my hips away from her and pressed the thick tip of my cock between the soft cheeks of Gia’s ass. The dozing older woman roused and bit her lips, turning her head back and grinning up at me, she pulled me into a kiss, even as her asshole slipped over the head of my cock. The woman was far easier to enter than Elizabeth, but just as tight once I was inside her.

We made love like that on our sides for long minutes. Kissing and touching one another non-stop as Elizabeth watched, teasing her own pussy and kissing my back and neck. When I finally came deep within Gia, she came with me, the two of us in perfect sync, as we rocked upon the mattress.

Elizabeth insisted on sucking my cock clean once more, and I saw the intense pleasure she got from being degraded and made to serve. The three of us stumbled into the shower together and spent a lazy morning washing one another clean, teasing, and touching the whole time. We left the bathroom, all turned on, and as Gia was putting on a pot of coffee, I bent Elizabeth over her kitchen table and took the woman hard and fast. She came quick and hard, and then I had Gia bent over her sink, the older woman’s massive breasts swaying as I flooded her womb with my seed.

The morning was a languid and eye-opening one for me. There was no anxiety or awkwardness between the three of us: no lies or hidden desires. As we drank coffee and Gia scrambled up some eggs and cooked toast, we spoke of what we had enjoyed most about the evening and morning.

Elizabeth stepped out of her submissive role and grew very precise about her experience. Her lawyer mode kicking in, she listed all that she had enjoyed and what she might have liked more of. While Gia did the same, surprisingly, both women had enjoyed their sapphic experience far more than they’d assumed they would, but for different reasons.

Gia had found the experience of being pleasured by a beautiful soft woman to be so intimate that she’d teared up a little as she spoke about it. In contrast, Elizabeth had loved feeling degraded and like a slave, especially when she was forced to do something that was out of her comfort zone.

I filed all the information away and knew that if I were so lucky to get this opportunity again, I would be able to make the experience even more amazing for both women, and myself.

Eventually, we all had to get on with our days. Sharing a big three-way kiss, we said goodbye, and I slipped into my room exhausted and a little achy. I’d certainly been using muscles I’d never even known existed over the past couple weeks, but the night before, I’d worked them to the point of soreness.

Pulling out my book, I got to studying. I spent the afternoon reading and taking notes, then the evening researching my paper online. Around seven, Gia knocked on my door and dropped off a plate of warmed food, coming in and hanging out while I ate.

She was so excited to talk about our night before, going over each part of it and working herself up into a lather. The taboo talk had excited her more than she’d thought it would. Before she carried the dishes back to her place, I bent her over my bed and took her hard and fast. The older MILF crying out in pleasure as she came on my cock.

I slept like the dead that night and woke refreshed and ready to begin another week. When I got to Sola’s and knocked, the sexy little woman opened the door in seconds, surprising me. Usually, she had to drag herself out of bed and push her bong out of the way as she stumbled to let me in. When I stepped into her small studio, I saw that I wasn’t the first to arrive.

Monique sat on the floor stretching, and beside her was Clara. Both women looked up smiling when I came in, their colorful and tight yoga clothing doing little to hide their sublime curves.

“You’re ready for more advanced postures,” Sola said as she laid out her mat, “So I invited these two to join in, they’re both at the same level.”

“Morning!” Clara said, with a bright smile, while Monique just gave me a nod of welcome, as I settled down onto my mat beside her.

“Let’s begin with some easy stretches,” Sola said.

She walked us through a relatively simple routine that took about twenty minutes, loosening up the whole body. Then she began with the real stretches. I found that they required a lot of strength to hold myself in the proper form, and in no time at all, I was sweating and panting in exertion.

By the time the hour ended, we were all covered in a sheen of sweat. Clara and Monique were both flexible, and I could tell that Clara had a lot of experience with yoga, but Monique seemed new just like me. They both worked hard, though, and my early nervousness at having others there, faded quickly.

Sola continued to flirt with me. It seemed her flirtations were even more outrageous, now that she had an audience, and once I caught Clara giggling, when she caught me staring at Sola’s perfect ass bend right before me.

Clara and I walked down the stairs together after our workout, in a slightly awkward silence. I could feel a tension building between us but didn’t understand it. When I was about to step into my apartment, I felt her touch my shoulder stopping me.

“I just wanted to thank you,” she said, “for everything. For taking care of me the other day, letting me stay here, and for everything else. In one week, I went from homeless to having a roof over my head, food in my stomach, and I’ve even made some great friends.”

“Thanks for not breaking my trust in you,” I said gratefully, “I was in a position to help. I’d like to think anyone else would do the same thing.”

“No,” she said, “Not many people would, but you did, and I just wanted you to know I’ll never forget it.”

She reached out and pulled me into a warm hug. I held her for a long moment, feeling her slender warm body soften into the embrace. She rested her head on my chest, and I inhaled the scent of her hair and felt butterflies dancing in my stomach.

With a start, she released me, and ducking her head hurried down the steel stairs, leaving me standing there staring after the girl confused. I got ready for class with a storm of emotions and thoughts dancing through my head.
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S
 oon my studies pulled my focus away from the confusing emotions, and I sank into the comfort of learning. The week was busy, and I barely had time to myself. I spent hours and hours every afternoon and night buried in my room reading, notetaking, and writing.

Each morning our yoga sessions got more and more intense, and I could feel the change it was having on my body almost immediately. I had been doing the workouts for several weeks, slowly building up my flexibility and strength. Sola explained that the routine she had put me through was for a very specific purpose. Now she was introducing the series of poses and stretches that she said should become a habit in my life.

The first two days were torture, and I woke up so sore and miserable Wednesday, that I almost didn’t head upstairs to her studio. The woman was a master of her craft though and knew exactly how sore I would be. We began slowly, and I found that the soreness disappeared, then she kicked my ass again.

One of the great comforts was how hard Monique and Clara found the routine as well. None of us left in the morning without a healthy sweat and feeling like we’d been pulled and stretched nearly to the point of breaking.

The feeling of strength and flexibility I gained was so intoxicating that I kept coming back and knew I would probably keep this going long after the year was up. I didn’t notice the physical changes it was having on me until Gia remarked upon it one evening when she came by with a Tupperware filled with lasagna she made.

She hugged me hello and then pulled back, glancing down at me and running her hands up my arms and down my chest. Her fingers played over the muscles that were just beginning to show signs of definition for the first time in my life.

“Something feels different about you today,” Gia said, her eyes flashing with desire, tongue wetting her lips, “Harder… stronger… god, Connor, I just want to ravish you.”

“What’s keeping you?” I asked with a smirk.

She matched my smile and threw her arms over my shoulders, and we tumbled onto my small bed, kissing and giggling. We made love in the afternoon, her cries filling my little apartment as she wrapped her legs around my hips, heels digging into my ass as she spurred me on.

Afterward, we lay and cuddled, letting the post-coital bliss fade slowly. I ate in the nude while she lay on my bed, head resting in her hand, watching me with a lazy smile.

“What are your dreams,” she asked, “have you thought about what you plan to do with your life?”

“That’s a big question,” I said, sitting back and resting my fork on the empty plate.

“You shouldn’t have to think about it,” she said, her smile growing crooked, “I mean, you could do anything you wanted. You could sell your father's company and buy an island, disappear from the world.”

“I’ve thought about it,” I said, shaking my head, “I could live like that for a few months, a year maybe. But I’d go crazy. I need to be around people, as much as it makes me anxious.”

“Well, think about it,” she said, rolling onto her back and stretching, “you’ve got some time.”

Her words triggered a melancholy mood in me. I knew I had to think about it and that I’d been avoiding it for weeks. This wasn’t something I was supposed to worry about for decades, but now I was faced with it.

Once the year was up, assuming I completed it without issue, I would have one of the most powerful private companies in the world. How did I plan to use that wealth and power? Would we continue as my father had, acquiring failing businesses and either restructuring or selling them off for parts? There was undoubtedly profit in that, and I might find some joy as well.

I spent the rest of the evening, letting the thoughts distract me from my studying and trouble my sleep. Then the next morning, Sola worked them out of my system and left me shaking and sweaty from the brutal workout.

“That was amazing,” Sola said with a big grin as we broke up our session, rolling up our mats, “Really all three of you put in extra effort today, I’m impressed. At this pace, I can’t see it taking too much longer.”

“What taking too much longer?” I asked as I set my mat in the corner with the others.

“Till you’re flexible enough to handle fucking me,” Sola said, her tone off-hand and so ordinary that several seconds passed before I registered what she’d said and turned to stare at her.

Clara and Monique were both staring at the incredibly attractive older yoga instructor in a similar shock to me. Sola stopped just as she was about to step into the kitchen and looked around at us. Her face screwing up in a questioning frown.

“What did you think this was all for?” Sola asked, “You think I would put you through such brutal routines just for fun?”

“Well, yea,” I said, feeling all my anxiety and nervousness come crashing in on me.

“Sorry,” Sola said with one of her flirty smiles that she reserved just for me, “But I plan to take full advantage of what I’m making… not yet, though. I’d hurt you.”

She gave me a soft pat on the cheek and then headed into her kitchen to pour a glass of water. Monique and Clara were both staring at me as we walked out of the apartment. Monique had a speculative look on her face as she stared at me frankly. While Clara pressed her lips together as she held in a laugh, I couldn’t tell if it was from nervousness or humor.

I raced out of there to get ready for class. Trying to put the experience out of my head but unable to. I was already dreading our workout the next morning, but when I arrived, Sola pushed us right into things, and all thought of her words from the day before faded from my mind. She never mentioned it again the rest of that week or the next. The workouts grew more and more intense, though, and my body changed rapidly.

Clara showed up every morning with Monique, the two of them becoming fast friends. They spend their nights together making music, Monique turned out to have a fantastic voice that matched well with Clara’s beats. They went out on the weekends, dancing and clubbing, but all week long, they would bury themselves in the basement or Monique’s apartment and make music.

I found every opportunity I could to chat up Clara. Finding that her radiant energy always put me in a good mood. She was shy and nervous whenever I flirted with her too much, but I thought she might feel the same as I did.

I had several encounters over those few weeks. Gia would often bring me a meal in the evenings, staying to chat and socialize. Our sessions would often end up with us making passionate love, or more often, with her pressing me down into the chair and worshipping my cock with her big breasts out.

One of the best changes that took place over those weeks was Milly began to come out of her shell a little bit. She would meet my eyes and say hello when we passed in the hallway or stairs, and though she never invited me over again, she hinted that she wanted me to come by sometime soon. Her clothing was a touch more stylish, and even her hair was occasionally pulled back out of her face, revealing her cute features.

Elizabeth had her routines and didn’t like to deviate from them. She would meet with me every Saturday night, carving out the whole day and Sunday morning to give herself over to her time as a mommy-slave. We tested the limits of what she liked and what I was willing or able to do.

Gia often joined us, and Elizabeth had some of her most powerful orgasms while the other MILF was there to witness her humiliation and servitude. I grew as well during those sessions, in leaps and bounds. I was learning to control myself in the face of tremendous desire and pressure.

I spent every weekend up on the roof. The hardest part was hauling the supplies up there, but with Clara’s help, I was able to rig up a pulley system along the alleyway and get them all up there. The work was hard but rewarding, and by the end of that second month, I was nearly done with my project.

I’d learned my lesson from working around the building, and planned everything I did far in advance, trying to account for every detail. The skill proved to be valuable in more than just my super work. It was helpful with school, with my interactions with women, and I came to find out quickly, it would become a powerful skill in business.
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S
 o it was, that I found myself once more riding the elevator up to Whitaker Industries offices to meet with Brooke. She’d told me to come by later, and when I stepped into the offices, I found them darkened and all the employees having had gone home for the day.

The only person left was my father’s old secretary, who sat outside Brooke’s office. She stood when I came in, and her stern face cracked into a small smile that surprised me. She’d always intimidated me, but now I felt a hint of that emotion barely, as I walked through the beautifully appointed open office space.

“Good evening, young master Whitaker,” She said with a respectful bow of her head, “Mrs. Brooke and Mrs. Ava are awaiting you in her office. Would you care for a refreshment or something to eat?”

“Thank you Julia, a cup of tea would be wonderful, if you have it,” I pause outside the office and look around, noticing that several desks had been removed and there was more space than I remembered. “Tell me, how have things been the past two months since my father’s passing?”

The secretary’s eyes took on a keen intensity, and she glanced over her shoulder at the closed office door.

“Much as it was before,” she said, heading over to a cupboard to prepare the tea. “Ms. Brooke and your father had been planning the transition for many years. We eagerly await your installment as CEO, so we can begin on whatever great work you have figured out for us to undertake.”

“Great work?” I asked, taken aback slightly by the intense belief in the woman’s voice.

“Oh, yes, Young Master,” she said, turning and flashing me a dazzling white smile, “We are all here to change the world with you! The past weeks have been hard on us, and the coming months will be harder. We ache to have your wisdom as our guiding light.”

Her eyes burned with such intense passion, almost a religious fervor, that I was taken aback. The thought made me more than a little uncomfortable, but this was what responsibility was. Gia’s words came back to me, and I felt the weight of purpose settle on my shoulders.

“Your father called it a regency,” she went on, turning back to finish the tea, “We all understand the need for it. The markets would never accept a CEO as young as yourself without some proof of his intelligence, persuasiveness, and power over others. Once you divine our purpose and have a trustworthy circle around you, then we’ll be ready.”

She turned back, and her face was the severe, professional mask once more, but her eyes still burned with an intensity that unnerved me. She knocked on the office door softly, then opened it for me to enter.

Brooke was seated behind her desk, Ava in one of the chairs before it, the two of them sipping from glasses of brown liquor. Julia followed me in, setting the tea and saucer on a side table near a chair and then stepped back to the wall, and clasped her hands before her waist.

“Evening Connor,” Brooke said with a smile, “you’re right on time, as always.”

“Thank you,” I said, glancing around the office, “You’ve done some decorating.”

The old wallpaper had been replaced, changing out the dingy yellow color for a soft white. The artwork was different, as well. The pieces were simpler and showed more color and vibrancy.

“It was time,” she said with a smile, “I’ve been meaning to add a more feminine touch for a while, but Ava here finally encouraged me.”

“If I have to hang out in here,” the pretty little blonde said, “then at least I’d like to have something nice to look at.”

“The windows overlook all of Manhattan and the rivers,” Brooke said with a chuckle, “You’d think that was enough for the woman.”

“I see those all day when I’m driving around,” Ava said with a wave of her hand, then she turned to me and cocked one eyebrow, “It’s just dirty buildings and dirty water.”

Brooke shook her head at her friend, obvious an old argument between the two of them.

“Tell me, young master,” she said to me, her enchanting dark eyes locking with mine, “How was your month?”

All three women were looking at me, but I shrugged off the discomfort, feeling at ease in this room and with the two women whom I’d seen in the most compromising situations. I lifted my tea and blew on the hot liquid to cool it before sipping. It was herbal and sweet, and as the steam-filled my sinuses, I felt my mind awaken. Setting the cup down, I turned to give Julia an acknowledging smile that she accepted without cracking her stern expression.

I started with that first week and went over everything. Brooke and Ava listened with avid interest as I described my evening with Milly. I’d learned from last time, that Brooke wanted to know every little detail of my hook-ups, so I told her all about Milly’s issues and how I had designed a strategy to counter them. By the end, Brooke was nodding, and I felt flush with pride from the look she gave me.

Then I told them about the threesome I’d had with Gia and Elizabeth and how kinky things had gotten. Brooke’s grin of pride turned wolfish, and she bit her bottom lip as I told them about all the kinky things I’d done with the two women in the weeks since.

“Once again, you impress me,” Brooke said, standing and walking around to the liquor cabinet. My tea was gone by that point, and she poured me a healthy measure of scotch into a tumbler and walked over to hand it to me, “As I had hoped Young Master, you are proving to be an apt pupil. You are growing into your role as President and CEO, and I would like to accelerate things a bit.”

“Accelerate?” I asked nervously, glancing at Ava, who smirked at me and to Julia, who had a deep red blush. The older woman stared into my eyes with a burning intensity that I found strange.

“I will catch you up to where the company is at,” Brooke went on, flicking on the projector and dimming the lights, “While I do, you will be treated as the CEO of Whitaker Industries. If you have recommendations for me or marching orders, then I will carry them out to the best of my abilities. I had been planning to bring you into the company over the last six months of your years, but you’re obviously ready to handle some of it now. You’ll be invited to listen in on the next investor's financial meeting.

“Julia, your master sits before you… are you just going to stand there?”

“Of course, not Ms. Brooke!” The older woman said, jumping forward and smoothly sinking to her knees before me. Her hands reached up and began to undo my belt, causing me to sit up in alarm and grab the woman’s hands.

“What’s going on?!” I asked more than a little surprised by the act.

“Please, master,” Julia said, her voice and eyes pleading, “let me relax you, so that you may concentrate on your meeting properly.”

I looked from the pretty secretary to Brooke and finally to Ava, who smirked at me and winked.

“You didn’t imagine we were the only, truly dedicated employees, did you?” The pretty little blonde asked.

“But what about ‘Me Too’ and all that,” I asked, my voice a touch shrill as I still held the woman’s hands fast.

“I told you, Connor,” Brooke said, “You had earned this… you are our true leader, and you’re proving it more and more. Julia, tell the young master what your job is.”

“I’m your private secretary, sir,” Julia said, her beautiful face staring up at me in adoration, “Ms. Brooke hired me three years ago for one purpose and one purpose alone. So that the person who handled your private and public schedule would be absolutely trustworthy and devoted.”

“Julia has proven herself to me time and time again,” Brooke said, smiling fondly at the beautiful older woman, “And now that you will be taking a place within the organization, you should allow her to prove herself to you. Besides, she’s waited years for this reward, would you keep it from her?”

“Reward?” I asked, but I thought I knew what she spoke of, Julia’s eyes lit with avarice as she gazed at the hardness twitching in my pants.

“He’s not going to object,” Ava said with a grin as she hooked a leg over the armrest of her chair and slipped a hand into the crotch of her pants.

“Please, sir,” Julia purred softly for my ears alone, “Allow me to prove my worth and devotion.” Even as she spoke, her fingers unhooked my belt and drew it aside.

“Very well,” Brooke said, clicking the slide, “As you can see, the growth projections for Whitaker Industries are conservative. This is due to the downsizing I have been doing. The company is being positioned so that when you establish a mission statement and directive for us, we will be perfectly positioned to re-enter the market.”

The thick and beautiful MILF secretary pulled my cock out and into the open in the middle of the office. Ava’s eyes flared wide with desire when she saw it, and I saw her hand working her pussy in her panties. Brooke went on as if nothing had changed, and Julia bit her bottom lip in nervous anticipation.

The woman’s warm fingers slipped around the base, then she took the head into her hot wet mouth and sucked hard on it. Taking me deep, she moaned softly when the fat head of my cock nestled against the back of her throat, her tongue teasing the underside.
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S
 he took her time as she worshipped my cock. Sucking it deep and then letting it back out until just the head sat in her mouth, then back down. Her fingers were sliding up and down the wet shaft, teasing and stroking it. The wet sounds accompanied Brooke as she droned on about the company.

Brooke had been downsizing slowly. She was working on a list of people who were both great workers and loyal to the company. She had reduced the aggressive advances into specific industries so that there would be enough cash on hand for when we decided to make moves in the market.

As the beautiful brunette spoke, I found it harder and harder to concentrate on what she was saying. This was all incredibly important, so I worked as hard as I could to get every detail she said. But Julia’s mouth was drawing my focus away and sending me into new realms of pleasure.

Three minutes in, I reached up to cradle the woman's head, to slow her down and give myself a chance to calm down. She would have none of it, though, and sucked my sensitive flesh all the harder. Her eyes popped open, and she stared up at me with an expression I’d never seen from a person before. It was almost worshipful.

“I’m going to cum,” I announced, staring into the beautiful MILF’s hungry eyes.

She nodded, moaning, and sucking all the harder as my cock throbbed. Brooke broke off her speech and watched with burning passion. Beside me, I could hear Ava whimpering and the muffled sounds of her sex, as she fingered herself.

I flooded the sexy secretary’s mouth with cum, and she swallowed it all down quickly, not losing a drop. Her warm mouth never ceased its ministrations, and even when I shifted, uncomfortable by the intense sensations, she never stopped sucking.

Brooke picked right up where she’d left off, speaking out about Asian holdings and the gain in the pharmaceutical market from Chinese drug sales. A hard-sharp breath caused me to look over and see Ava cumming on her hand before she slumped back into the chair.

All the while, Julia continued to suck and stroke my cock, drawing it back to steely hardness. Her eyes never ceased staring at me with worshipful desire. Finally, Brooke’s presentation drew to an end.

“That is the current state of Whitaker Industries,” The sexy brunette said, stepping around the desk and slowly unbuttoning her jacket and shrugging out of it, “Julia, that will be all. Thank you for your service and for staying late.”

The MILF’s eyes flashed in disappointment, but she released my cock from her mouth and stood quickly and smoothly and gave a short bow to Brooke.

“If that will be all,” the older woman said before flashing me a grateful smile and turning to go, “Thank you, sir, for the privilege of servicing you.”

“Wait,” I said, looking from Brooke, who was beginning to disrobe, to Ava, who was just standing to do the same, lust plain on her blonde’s face, “I’m not done with you, Julia.”

“You’re too kind, sir,” Julia said, a deep blush suffusing her cheeks, her arms circled her soft waist, and she shook her head glancing at Brooke, “But you don’t want an old fat woman like me. You have two pretty young things who’re eager to have you in them… I loved servicing you, but please…”

“You are exactly what I want,” I said, standing from the chair and walking over.

The woman had been cool as a cucumber as she sucked my dick and swallowed my cum, perfectly content in her place. Now, as I stepped up and folded her into a warm embrace, brushing her thick lips with mine, she trembled like a leaf. Her kiss was delicate and uncertain, but after a second, the dams of her passion seemed to burst, and her hands were all over me, drawing off my clothes as she moaned into my lips.

“Damn, that’s hot,” I heard Ava say, and then the sounds of her and Brooke embracing came to my ears.

In moments though, all else was tuned out but the soft, sexy body of the MILF before me. My hands pulled off her buttoned-up blue top and unhooked her large bra to reveal a pair of massive breasts capped in hard dark nipples. The woman whimpered like a schoolgirl in need when I pinched and pulled them, then I had her skirt off and turned her around right there.

Julia threw her hair over her shoulder and looked back at me with brilliant blue eyes, her wet lips parted as heavy breaths escaped her lungs. She let me press her down onto the couch, so she knelt on it and rested her arms on the backrest. Before us, Brooke had Ava down on the ground. The two women embracing as they stripped one another, their sexy pale bodies looked incredible in contrast to the dark, lush carpet as it was revealed inch by inch.

The woman’s wide white ass looked incredible, and her hanging breasts looked even better. She watched in mounting anticipation and excitement as I held my rock-hard cock up and slid the thick tip along her wet slit. Her furry lips parted, and the woman flexed her hips, breathing out a sigh of pleasure as I pressed into her soft entrance.

“Use me… sir… you’re… so big!” She grunted softly as I stretched her wide, her pussy was surprisingly tight, and I could tell it had been many years since she’d had a cock inside her, “Fuck me you beautiful, powerful boy!”

Julia screamed out her pleasure as the first small orgasm ripped through her body. She had been keyed up since giving me a blowjob before the other two women, and now she went off like a firecracker. I didn’t stop plowing in and out of her, enjoying her soft wet tightness and my dominance over the woman.

She was beautiful indeed, with her blond highlights and perfectly featured face, but the sight of Brooke and Ava in a naked embrace was almost too much for me. The younger tiny Ava, with her slender waist and elongated belly button, looked heavenly, but Brooke’s flawless body trapped my gaze longer. Watching Ava kiss and suck on Brooke’s large pink nipples made my cock throb and caused me to hammer Julia all the harder.

The busy MILF came on my cock once more, and I felt my balls tighten. My movements faltered, and Julia looked back, desperate need in her eyes.

“Cum in me… sir, cum in my pussy… fuck… it’s so hot!”

My cum shot out in hard blasts flooding her depths as I grunted out in pleasure. Brooke and Ava looked up with wide grins on their face, crawling around the couch and taking advantage of my weak knees to press me back to the thick rug.

The two beauties cuddled in close, their hands all over my cum-slick cock, teasing and touching it as their lips sought mine. If one wasn’t kissing me with wild passion, the other was licking and kissing my neck, causing tingles of pleasure to race down my skin.

Then a wet warmth enveloped my dick, and when I glanced down, I saw the flushed face of Julia, her perfectly quaffed hair in slight disarray, and her eyes vacant of thought as she sucked her cum clean off my cock.

I felt like a king or an emperor, overwhelmed by the amount of attention being poured on me. Brooke pushed both women aside and swung her leg over my hips, biting her bottom lips in anticipation as she pulled my cock into her depths.

Ava slipped my hand between her legs as Julia lapped at my balls, sending shivers of pleasure all through me. The gorgeous Brooke rode my cock, her hands on my stomach, eyes alighting with surprised delight at the muscles she found there, big breasts pressed together, as she slammed her ass down onto me. Ava kissed me, her pink little tongue dancing with mine as her tiny little pussy rode my hand.

Brooke came fast and hard, her screams of pleasure climbing to sharp shrieks when Julia buried her tongue in the executive’s tiny butt. She collapsed against my chest, shuddering in pleasure and then rolled to the side. Julia kissed up the woman’s body, cradling her in a gentle embrace.

Meanwhile, I was pulling the tiny and sexy Ava beneath me and spreading her thin legs. I plowed her with long powerful thrusts, finding the rhythm that worked best for both of us, reading the signs in her. I slipped my fingers around her neck, cutting off her airflow ever so gently, a trick I’d learned while playing with Elizabeth. That’s when Ava exploded in orgasm, her gasps of pleasure filling the office and her eyes wide in surprise. Her clutching little pussy soon had me cumming, flooding her womb with my juices as she shuddered in orgasm beneath me.

I plopped down on the couch, sweating and panting, and smiled when Brooke crawled up beside me. She pulled her leg beneath her and rested her head on my shoulder with a contented sigh. Before us on the rug, Ava and Julia were pulling one another into a lazy embrace, their sift fingers sliding up and down one another’s bodies as both looked up at me with warm smiles.

“Aren’t they both so beautiful?” Brooke asked me, her fingers playing with the short hairs at the base of my skull.

The two of them were both incredibly beautiful and looked so similar except for their age and size. The busty, soft Julia had dirty blond hair, carefully styled and thick makeup while tiny Ava had almost white-blond hair and a youthful fresh-faced look, even when she was flush from her recent exertions.

“They almost look like mother and daughter,” I said with a smirk.

Brooke grinned wolfishly and reached down to slip her fingers around my twitching cock. Julia flashed me a slightly jealous look, a touch of hurt around the edges of her eyes.

“My daughter is twenty-two if you want to… hire her and train her in my job, sir,” her tone was slightly hurt, but she was putting on a brave face, and I caught the reproachful look from Ava.

“Are you kidding?” I asked, shaking my head, “Julia, you’re the best secretary my father ever had. I’d never replace you.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” The older woman beamed, and her eyes flashed with desire when Brooke lifted my heavy cock and gave it a little shake, drawing her attention.

“Now get over here and show your soon-to-be-boss what proper dick-take-tion is,” Brooke said with a sultry little laugh.

Julia and Ava both crawled over. The two blondes spread my legs wide as they crawled up, pressing close to one another. Brooke pinched off the base of my cock in a tight grip, trapping the blood as the two women took turns sucking on the head with warm wet mouths.

“You will not be suborned or taken in by corporate spies,” Brooke breathed in my ear, “They will send the most beautiful and sexy women to try and sway you… to weaken your mind and heart… but you will be strong for you have us… Don’t break faith with all of us, young master, and we shall never disappoint you.”

Her words sank deep into my mind, affecting me profoundly. Then she slipped down on the couch to lay on my right side as Ava slipped up onto my left side. My eyes widened while all three pressed their tongues to the sides of my cock and began to lick up and down slowly together.

Their movements were in sync, and the sight of their three beautiful faces surrounding my cock, hot went tongues teasing up and around the head, then back down, was incredible. Reaching down, I took handfuls of Ava and Brooke’s firm asses and massaged the supple flesh as the three of them worshipped my cock.

At one point, I went to sit up, thinking to fuck or eat out one of them, but Brooke pressed me back, saying this was for me and that I should grow used to it. Then they went back to their ministrations. Long minutes of delicious torture passed, with their tongues sliding up and down my cock before my orgasm bubbled out of me.

The white pearlescent cum pumped out of my cock and over all three of their tongues. With smiling faces, the three of them licked my cock clean, soon kissing and licking one another, as the three of them tumbled to the carpet.

The rest of the evening was spent exploring and teasing one another. I took each woman at least once more in various places around the office. Brooke, I took bent over her desk, her pretty face and big firm tits pressed into the smooth surface as I hammered her ass, loving the sight of her round cheeks jiggling with each thrust, and the sound of her cries of pleasure.

Ava found herself bound once more and astride my cock late in the night. She was under order to make me cum without the use of her hands and after a hot blowjob, had climbed on top of me, showing her athleticism as she took my cock into her tiny hole and rode me hard. Julia and Brooke cheered the little blonde on as I flooded her womb with my cum, my hands gripping her slender waist and ass, fingers digging into the firm flesh.

Midnight found us all lounging around the office naked, enjoying a couple glasses of scotch. I had a nice pleasant buzz going and Julia lying down beside me on the couch, her head in my lap. The older beauty roused herself from a nap and turned her head and kissed the head of my cock. I’d thought myself exhausted and spent, but wonder of wonders my dick responded, firming under her soft kiss.

That elicited a moan of drunken pleasure from Julia, who gave me a slow, sloppy blowjob. When I was hard, she dragged me over to the floor-to-ceiling windows, and I took her there, pressed against the glass. The woman came like crazy, loving the idea of being on display for all the city to see.
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I
 would have collapsed onto the rug and passed out right there, and happily, but Ava and Julia helped me dress and called me a cab. Brooke walked me to the elevator and gave me a long hug and a warm kiss before we parted.

“I’ll see you in one month,” she said, “and you’re going to get a tough challenge this month. I didn’t think you’d be ready for another six or seven months, but I think you got this.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“You’re going to be meeting with Everett Vanderlite,” she said, her expression careful, “I’ll arrange it.”

“Ok,” I said, blowing out a deep breath.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a flash of smile, “You’re ready for it.”

I gave her a nod and stepped into the elevator. The afterglow of my incredible evening was fading as I contemplated having to meet with the scion of the Vanderlite family empire. The man had been my father’s chief business rival for decades, and I knew our meeting would be high stakes, even if I weren’t yet in control of Whitaker Industries.

Stepping into the cab and letting it zoom me back to the apartment building, I didn’t allow my nervousness and stress about the upcoming meeting, destroy my memories of Ava, Julia, and Brooke. I fell into bed with a stupid grin on my face and let sleep drag me into its dark embrace.

I woke late that next morning. Feeling sore and amazing, as I stood beneath the hot water and washed off. As I worked the soap between my hands, building up a lather, I thought long and hard about what Brooke had said. Her words echoed what Gia had mentioned about the future.

My plans began to formulate as I thought about the apartment building and the women who lived there. There was so much potential here, the women were all brilliant and could help one another in so many ways. My mind began to expand as I contemplated the possibilities. Then a flash of inspiration hit me. It was like a lightning strike in my brain. The idea blossomed and branched out, and I saw the possibilities opening up.

I hopped out of the shower and ran to my desk, dripping water, to dash off a few notes. Then I dried off and dressed, making my way down to the basement and gathering tools and paint. The whole time though, I was distracted, so I didn’t notice Milly until I practically walked into her on the stairwell. The odd woman had frozen in place, arms clutching her empty cloth grocery bag to her chest.

“Sorry,” I said, “I wasn’t really paying attention.”

“Move aside,” she said, then after a long pause, added, “please.”

“Oh,” I stepped to the side, and she continued down the stairs.

Her every step was precise, and I realized that she must go down the stairs in the same place each time. With me standing in front of her, she had been unable to proceed. I shook my head at her oddness and then started up the stairs again.

“Connor,” Milly said, and when I turned, she was on the landing, looking up with a more relaxed expression, “I require your services this week. What is a good day for you?”

“Tuesday?” I said, smiling when I noticed the faint blush on the older woman’s cheeks.

“I will see you at 6:30 pm on Tuesday,” she said with a single nod, “knock twice and wait for me to answer the door. Remember to come cleansed.”

“Right,” I said.

With that, the woman turned and continued down the stairs. I shook my head again at her oddness, then continued. It was a long afternoon of work on the roof, but I felt great once the day ended. My muscles were sore, and I’d worked up a good sweat under the sun. I got back to my place after a quick bowl of Pho and got to work on the research paper.

The next day was a crazy one with school, homework, and my own research. I was so distracted with thoughts of my classes that I almost didn’t hold the door open for Gia as she came up the step behind me. At the last moment, I managed to prop the door open, allowing her to pass through with her hands full of grocery bags.

“Thank you, Connor,” the beautiful brunette said with a flash of bright smile, “Are you ok? You seem stressed out.”

“It’s just this language arts class I’m taking,” I said with a shake of my head, “I’m having a hard time wrapping my head around these Ideals of Argument.”

“Ahh,” she said with a knowing smile, “Professor Dunsten's work is a bit dense, but the logic is sound. I used to teach a course in the theory or argument and discourse at NYU every summer. I could take a look at your notes and give you a hand if you’d like.”

“That would be perfect,” I said with a grateful grin, “are you free tonight?”

“No,” she said, her face crestfallen, “a few girlfriends are coming over for dinner and drinks. I’d invite you over, but most of them are quite prudish,” she flashed me a naughty smile that caused my cock to stir in my pants, “How about Tuesday? This is kind of a busy week for me with mid-terms coming up.”

“I have plans with Milly,” I said, a touch awkwardly, “maybe another night?”

“That’s perfect!” Gia said, flashing a quick smile, “Millicent is the finest debater I ever taught. She is a master at the Ideals of Argument, and she’ll be a perfect sparring partner for you.”

“Milly, was your student?” I asked, shocked.

“Oh, yes,” she shouldered open her door, the plastic bags of meat and produce swinging around wildly, “The best student I ever had too. But she always liked her numbers and the talent she showed there was nothing short of miraculous, so she went that route. I’m sorry I’m in a rush, but don’t worry about anything, I’ll send Millicent an email. See you Tuesday!”

She flashed another bright smile, and then the door shut before I could argue with her. I stood there, feeling a small seed of nervousness in my stomach. Unsure how Milly would take the news. The anxiety festered all night, and I had a restless sleep, tossing and turning. Finally, I dragged myself out of bed, feeling like there were grains of sand under my eyelids.

I got to Sola’s studio and met Clara and Monique outside. The two of them were excited to tell me all about the audition they had that afternoon.

“It’s at a historic club,” Monique said, “I was surprised when they said we could audition, they don’t take many new groups.”

“We still need to come up with a name!” Clara said, her frustration evident.

“We’ve got a name,” Monique said as we walked into the studio and rolled out our mats.

“You finally have a name?” Sola asked as she turned on the nature sounds she liked to have on in the background.

“I think we should be called Danger Balls,” Monique said, flashing her white teeth in a smile, “That’s a badass name, come on, admit it!”

“It is a cool name,” Clara said, her sweet nature making it hard for her to argue straight out, “But do you think it captures our essence?”

“Essence?” Monique said with a snort of laughter, “It sounds cool. That will be enough to grab people’s attention.”

“Clara is right,” Sola said, nodding slowly, “the name doesn’t resonate with the sound you make, with the vibe you put out.”

“I don’t care what our name is,” Monique said, her irritation plain on her face. Amazingly when she looked bitchy,
 the dark-skinned woman only looked even more gorgeous and cool, “We just need something before the gig today.”

“Sugar & Spice,” I blurted out, “That’s who you are.”

The moment I said it all three turned to stare at me, then Clara and Monique turned to look at each other, wide identical grins on their face.

“Sugar?” Monique said to Clara, her eyes questioning.

“Spice!” Clara said with a happy laugh as she leaped forward and threw her arms around the taller woman's shoulders.

The two of them laughed and hugged then dragged me in to join in with them.

“Now that that’s settled,” Sola said once they had calmed down and wiped tears from their eyes, “Let's get to work. We only have a week or two.”

“A week or two for what?” I asked, curious, but Sola didn’t answer.

Instead, she flowed into the first pose and arched an eyebrow at me when I stood there dumbly waiting for her to respond. My head was still a little fuzzy from lack of sleep, but five minutes later, I was sweating and feeling the burn as my hips were stretched to their fullest, and I balanced on the balls of my feet.

The whole day proved to be brutally long, but I was sent into it floating on a magical cloud of happiness. After our workout, Sola kicked us out so she could prep for her early class. Clara and Monique trapped me in the hallway and thanked me again for coming up with such a perfect name for them.

“If we book this gig, you have to come and watch,” Monique said, “We’ll get you bottle service, you’ll love it.”

“Promise you’ll come?” Clara asked, her big blue eyes wide with hope.

“Of course,” I said, biting my tongue from saying a club was the last place in the world I wanted to be, “I wouldn’t miss it.”

“Maybe…” Clara began and then blushed furiously and twisted her fingers together awkwardly.

“Go on,” Monique said, flashing her friend an encouraging smile.

“What is it?” I asked, glancing between them.

When Clara shook her head in embarrassment and buried her face in her hands, Monique gave an exasperated sigh.

“She wants to ask you out,” the dark-skinned beauty said, crossing her arms and raising an eyebrow at Clara, “We talked about this, didn’t we? If you’re not honest about what you want, you’ll never get it.”

“You’re right,” the gorgeous blond said, then she took a deep breath and let it out slowly and turned to look at me, “Connor, would you go on a date with us?”

“I would love to,” I began, then her words registered, and I cocked my head to the right, “Wait, us?”

“Don’t go getting cold feet on us now,” Monique said as she flashed me a sexy grin and turned to head upstairs, “Friday night in the foyer, and don’t be late. Come on, Sugar, leave the dude alone before he changes his mind.”

Clara flashed me a devilish grin of her own, then turned and hurried off after the dark-skinned goddess, turning to give me a little wave before they started up the steps. They began discussing their music and the audition almost immediately. Monique sharp and opinionated, Clara softer and gentler, but somehow just as persuasive.
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I
 found myself walking down the stairs with a silly grin on my face and a skip in my step. The rest of the day, I didn’t even notice how tired I was, or how stressed out from all the work that my professors kept piling up on me. I couldn’t forget the smile of joy that had lit Clara’s beautiful face up when I agreed to the date, or the subtler, but just as soft and eager smile that had flashed on Monique's thick lips. I couldn’t wait for what the future held.

That night I was still on cloud nine as I read and slurped down noodles and soup. My money was making it each month, but I was cutting it close. I’d been worried that I might get sick of the cheap noodles and broth, but it was still delicious and one of the most filling meals I could find for the price.

The next morning, I was prepared for things to be awkward when we all showed up to Sola’s place, but things couldn’t have been farther from that. If anything, they were even more relaxed and companionable. Clara and Monique were over the moon about making their gig. Sola and I listened with rapt attention, as they described how pumped the promoter had been to have two hot women who had great beats and vocals.

“She said if we can kill it at this gig, then she can get us a lot more all over the city,” Clara said with a grin, “she also loved the name. Said it fits us perfectly.”

“I’m not sure how I feel about that,” Monique said with a playful frown, then she grinned, “I’ve already started working on cover art and poster art for our LP and shows. Shit, this is getting pretty exciting.”

“When’s the show?” I asked, excited to hear their music and see them play, but kind of dreading going to a crazy club.

“In two weeks,” Clara said, “You’ll come, right? Sola, you too?”

“Of course,” the tiny yoga instructor said with a grin, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world! And Connor will be there with me even if I have to drag him.”

“I'll be there,” I said, “I promise.”

“There is a new position I wanted to introduce to you all,” Sola said once we’d gotten in place on our mats, “It can be dangerous if you haven’t been prepared for it properly, and if you haven’t built up the proper core strength. Here I’ll show you.”

She walked us through an incredibly tricky pose, step by step, making sure we were in the right body positions at each stage. The stretch was incredible, and I felt it run throughout my body. The hardest part of the pose was the hip thrusts that Sola had us do, increasing the stretch almost to the breaking point and then easing off slowly.

By the time I left that morning, I was shaky and dripping with sweat and knew I would be feeling it for at least a day or two. As I dressed, after my shower, I caught myself in the mirror and was amazed at the hard striation of my muscles. My abs were a firm six-pack, and my arms were corded in muscles and vascularity. I hardly recognized myself, and it was with a strut of confidence that I walked down the subway and rode to class.

I got home early and took an extra long shower, letting the hot water relax my aching muscles. Then taking care to make sure I had a nice clean shave on my jaw and trim down below, I climbed the stairs to Milly's apartment. I stood outside the door and waited until my phone showed 6:30 pm exactly, then I knocked with two deliberate hard raps of my knuckles.

Milly must have been waiting just on the other side of the door because she flipped the lock three times in quick succession, then turned the nob three times and pulled the door open quickly. Her beautiful round face lit up in a shy smile when she saw me, and she stepped back, letting me enter.

“Welcome,” she said, closing the door behind me and turning the lock three times once more, “can I get you anything to drink? Or maybe something to eat?”

“A glass of wine would be great,” I said, ignoring the butterflies that danced in my stomach as I glanced around her place.

“Gia will be here shortly,” Milly said, her thick lips stretching into an eager smile, “Do you want white or red?”

“Red would be wonderful,” I said, “thank you. You’re ok with Gia coming here tonight?”

“Oh yes,” Milly said, her cheeks blushing a deep shade of red, “I’d wanted to ask you if that was possible, but I was too scared and shy. I’ve been watching a lot of instructional videos, but I still have a lot of questions.”

“Instructional videos?” I asked her.

“Porn,” she said, dipping her head in embarrassment as she poured me a healthy glass of wine, “My work contract is over, and since I had no desire to work for Vanderlite Industries after everything I learned, I decided to do some research.”

“Wait,” I said, freezing in the act of taking a sip of my wine, “you work for Everett Vanderlite?”

“I did,” she said, looking at me with a frown, “I just said that, did you not hear? I discovered some inaccuracies in their accounting books, and after alerting the CFO, I was made aware that my contract was no longer necessary and had been terminated.”

“Holy shit,” I breathed, my mind spinning, “do you realize how valuable that information would be to me?”

“To the scion of Whitaker Industries?” Milly asked with a raised eyebrow, “I assume it would be almost priceless.”

“You know who I am,” I said, feeling a wave of relief sweep through me. I hadn’t realized how much anxiety I’d been holding by keeping who I was secret.

“I don’t think I was supposed to,” Milly said, “But when I was offered a place in this building that seemed too good to be true, I did my research. It wasn’t easy, but I found the real owners of the building.”

She would have continued, but just then, there were two soft knocks at the door, and Milly stood abruptly and walked over. She let Gia in after her ritual with the locks and doorknob, and I was amazed to see the woman’s shoulders relax and expression soften when she greeted the older professor.

“Professor Russo,” Milly said, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips and her blush deepening when she took in the woman's lowcut top and the short skirt that clung to her hips, “Thank you so much for coming over.”

“Of course, dear,” Gia said, her smile kindly, “you know I wouldn’t miss a chance to discuss the Ideals of Argument. Especially with our young protégé here,” her dark eyes settled on me, and I felt a warmth fill my heart at the gentle love I saw emanating from her. “I’d never miss a chance to spend an evening with young Connor.”

“Perhaps we should begin then,” Milly said, suddenly awkward as she poured a third glass of wine.

“Tell me, Millicent,” Gia said, her tone strange to my ears. I’d never heard her professorial voice, and it was doing exciting things to my libido, “would you rather we begin with the Arguments, and young Connor lesson. Or would you rather begin with your own?”

Milly stood like a deer caught in headlights, staring from Gia to me and back. I could see her shoulders tightening in, the anxiety and uncertainty clouding her mind. I was about to speak, seeing the panic tighten around her eyes. I trapped her gaze with mine and drew in a deep, slow breath, causing her to match it.

As she let out the breath, she steadied slowly and then turned to Gia and nodded.

“You’re right,” she said, “We should begin with mine, or else I may become too anxious and nervous to follow through. Please, you may begin, and thank you again.”

“Pour yourself another glass of wine,” Gia said with a warm smile for the younger woman, “That’s a good girl. Now sit down on the couch, we will begin out here.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, an amused smile tugging at the corner of my mouth as I felt my cock hardening.

I could tell by the charged atmosphere that things were heating up, and my body responded. Even with the sudden shift, I was cool and calm, ready for whatever the night brought. The realization gave me a giddy rush that I tamped down as the raven-haired beauty swayed up to me and ran her warm hands down my sides to grip my ass and pull me close.

“I, my handsome young man, will be instructing Millicent in the fine art of seduction,” her words were a purr, and my eyes couldn’t look away from her thick red lips, and I shuddered in desire as her firm nipples dragged across my chest as she turned. “You see Connor, you’ve awakened something in my former pupil just as you’ve awakened it in Elizabeth and me. A desire to live again, to love and be loved… and with that comes a wanting. Wanting to be enough, to pleasure so that one can accept pleasure in return, guilt-free.”

“Exactly,” Milly breathed.

The woman sat on her couch, a full glass of wine clutched in her hands and too spellbound by Gia’s words to remember her typical shyness. She sat with her back straight and shoulders back, thick dark hair swept away from her beautiful face, massive breasts pressed against her somewhat stylish top, and the hard nipples evidence of her intense arousal. She watched with rapt fascination as Gia instructed.

“It begins with what isn’t seen, but merely hinted at,” Gia said, turning his hips and shoulders in such a way to show off the narrowness of her waist and depth of her cleavage.

My eyes locked on her body like steel to a lodestone, traveling the length of her as I licked my lips unconsciously.

“Fascinating,” Milly breathed and took a large gulp of her wine, hardly daring to blink for fear of missing a second of what was taking place before her.

Gia continued her narration as she slowly seduced me. In truth, she didn’t need to do half of what she did. I was hard and desperate for the woman the second I realized what was going on. But every single thing she did only heightened the mood and our sexual tension, drawing out the pleasure, and when it finally happened, our lovemaking was an explosion of intense desire and need.

She began with gentle touches and offered compliments, using my name and gazing deep into my eyes. I realized almost immediately, that she was teaching me the art of seduction as well, but though I was aware of it, and paid attention to what she did, I was still putty in the woman’s hands.
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T
 ouches made way to slow dancing, and dancing to kissing. Her words and touches always drawing me closer, increasing our intimacy. We sank onto the couch, barely registering Milly, as Gia pressed me to the other armrest.

Soft music playing in the background as our kisses grew in passion. Gia was touching and teasing every moment, while at the same time giving herself to my own touch. The woman spun in my arms, just as my passion was climbing and broke our kiss. My hands roamed her gorgeous body, and my cock pressed to her ass as I gulped in deep breaths.

Gia raised her hands and ran her fingers through my hair, turning my head, so I was looking over her shoulder at Milly sitting against the armrest. Gia writhed against me, and Milly drew in a ragged breath, her empty glass forgotten on the side table.

“Once you have him where you want him,” the older professor said, her voice a throaty rumble, “Wanting you with every fiber of his body… you must let go and allow our young master to give you what you most desire.” she reached up with a warm hand and cupped my cheek, looking up at me fondly, “He will read you… He will somehow know better than you what it is you need… He always does.”

She kissed me, a deep soulful kiss where her tongue slipped into my mouth, desperate and hungry at the end. If she had more to say to the younger woman, she never got the chance. I could not hold back from stripping her naked right there and having my way with the gorgeous MILF. I could feel her desperation and need, and then I could hear it as I pulled her thighs across my lap, driving up into her wet depths with a sharp thrust.

“Oh, god Connor!” Gia moaned out.

Her soft lips pressed to my neck as I gripped her ass and her kisses, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. I thrust my raging erection up into her soft wet folds and felt the older woman's walls tremble around me. The wet slaps of our lovemaking filled the apartment and joining them, was the sound of Milly as she cried out in orgasm.

My cock throbbed as my orgasm approached, my balls tightening. I barely registered that I was both lifting the woman up with my arms and leveraging my hips up into her with powerful thrusts. It was a feat of strength I’d never have been able to do when I’d first slept with this woman.

“Baby… I’m gonna… Connor baby, I'm gonna… cumming,” Gia whimpered, her body going slack as the trembling built in her pussy, then spread throughout her body until she was shuddering atop me.

My dick throbbed as it unloaded in her depths, and then we both collapsed on the couch, her hands pulling my face up, our lips meeting in a soft and gentle kiss. A lovers kiss.

Then Gia pulled back, a great sigh of pleasure escaping her parted lips. Then she turned and beheld Milly, sprawled out, legs akimbo, and panties twisted around one ankle. The woman’s fingers teased her drooling pussy in lazy circles. Her face told the tale of her recent orgasm, and the puddle beneath told of how powerful it had been.

“Now your instruction really begins,” Gia said, flashing her former student a grin as she slid off my thighs and down to the floor at my feet.

She reached over and took Milly's hand and drew the younger woman down beside her. Milly had one moment of hesitation at the contact, then she gave in to her desire, face relaxing as the barrier was passed. She crawled beside Gia and whipped her top off over her head and drew off her bra. There was a pregnant moment as she cupped her hands to her massive breasts, not quite willing to release the cups and reveal herself in full to the staring eyes of Gia.

Finally, with closed eyes and trembling hands, she released her grip, letting the massive pale orbs sag down in their full glory.

“Jesus,” Gia said and turned to flash me a grin, “you throbbed so hard when her breasts came into view.”

“Really?” Milly asked, opening her eyes and smiling shyly.

“Look at him staring,” Gia said, and she reached out and hefted one of the younger woman's enormous breasts, pinching the nipple lightly.

The action surprised Milly, and she froze for a moment, then sighed gently and let Gia massage the massive boob. Her other hand slid up between my thighs and gathered up my hardening cock. She wrapped her expert fingers around the base of my dick and squeezed, causing it to harden quickly. Then she gave the dick a little wiggle, drawing Milly’s wide eyes.

“Now I’ll teach you the fine art of cock-sucking,” Gia said.

A sultry smile grew on the busty professor’s face as she contemplated my cock, her hand slowly stroking me. She brought her other hand into it, wrapping two hands around the steely shaft and gently working her fingers up and down.

Finally, when my cock was so hard it ached, and a large bead of precum had leaked out of the tip, she bent low and let the tip of her tongue dance along the underside. She stared up at me with dark eyes, watching the pleasure register on my face as she sucked me into the hotness of her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, and reaching up, I took hold of her head and guided her gently as she took my dick in deeper and deeper.

Milly sat close, her breath hot on my thigh as she watched Gia work my cock with fascination. Her hands moved in small gestures, pantomiming the older woman's motions. When my balls began to tighten, Gia backed off and released my cock. Her breathing was heavy, and I could feel her wetness leaking down her thighs, but she marshaled her control and made room for Milly.

The younger woman was hesitant at first, but Gia guided her in the beginning. Bringing Milly’s hands up and sliding them around the base of my cock, fingers gripping me firmly. When Milly hesitated for a moment, Gia pressed on the back of her head, easing my cock into her mouth deeper and deeper until the root rested on her chin.

Milly proved to be an apt pupil, just as she had with everything she did. It was incredibly hot when she sucked my cock down the back of my throat, struggling to take in more, and then slithered her tongue out her bottom lip to lap at my balls gently. I nearly came right then, if she hadn’t backed off, drawing this out.

Soon Gia was working her way into the mix, starting with gentle kisses to the side of my cock as Milly sucked the head. When the younger woman showed no signs of unease at that, Gia kissed and licked higher and higher until the two women shared the head back and forth. The first time their lips met, Milly jumped in shock, but the second time she moaned and pressed into the older woman. Her arm slipped around Gia’s waist, and the two women were soon pawing one another, my cock an afterthought as they made out before me.

The sight was incredible, but I had more on my mind than watching a beautiful show. I pressed the two MILF’s down to the carpet, Bending Milly over at the waist, Gia laying on her back beneath the younger woman. They continued to kiss, their passion growing with every second as I pressed my cock against Milly’s drooling lips.

“Yes!” She cried out, her back arching, breasts pressing into Gia’s face, “God, right there… harder… please… yes…. Yes…. Yes!”

Gia suckled on her large nipples, one hand between the younger woman's thighs, teasing her clit as I ground my cock hard against her g-spot. I felt her convulsing around my dick within minutes of hard pounding, then I pulled out of her sensitive slit and spread Gia wide and drove into her softness.

I alternated between the two women for long minutes until I felt the cum boiling out of my balls, and I filled Milly’s womb with my hot seed after she begged me for it. We collapsed into a sweaty pile then and caught our breath. Milly lay on her back, staring up at the ceiling with an awed expression. Her cheeks were flushed, and she’d obviously had a lot better time than she’d dreamed, as she lie there processing it all.

Five minutes later, we were lounging on the couch, not bothering to put on clothes, as we sipped full glasses of fine wine. Gia introduced me to the subject of logic in an argument, and how to weave circles when necessary, or pierce another's argument with insight into their motivations. There were layers of complexity to the theory, and having Milly there, with her sober rationality and penetrating intellect, helped to elucidate the more complex parts.

We each got tipsy as we talked late into the night. Finally, as the hour neared midnight, we stumbled into the bed together. The two women once more going down on me, only they did more making out than actually sucking my cock, and once more I found myself enjoying their tender pussies as they kissed, touched and teased one another.

By the time I finally stumbled back to my apartment, it was only a couple hours until sunrise. I knew I would be exhausted the next day, and that would make my paper even harder to finish, but I promised myself that I would power through. I wasn’t going to let anything make me regret my fantastic evening with those two beautiful women.
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I
 thought I would be exhausted all day, but the memories from my incredible night with Gia and Milly kept me fueled throughout my lectures. I got back to my place early and got to work on the research paper.

It was hours of reading reference material online and then fitting it into the narrative I’d settled on. The actual writing of it was easy and went quickly. I finished up around ten and then crashed, getting up early to give it another read through and heavy edit.

I’d like to say I gave the paper my full attention, but the truth was half my mind was on the date I had that evening. I was trying to plan where to take the women and how I was going to pay for drinks if they wanted to stay out all night afterward.

Pushing the worry aside, I hit send on my paper and hopped in the shower to get ready for my day. Classes got out early, it being Friday, and I decided to go for a walk. I had a lot to think about, and there were several properties around the city I wanted to check out. I’d learned about them a couple of nights before when I’d been doing my own research, and I was hoping they might prove perfect for the idea I’d been kicking around.

Finally, it came time to head back and get ready for my date. I started to get dressed in my finest school clothes, but one brief look in the mirror told me that was the last thing Clara and Monique would think looked good. In the end, I decided on a plain tight white shirt and blue jeans. I cleaned my vans good, scrubbing the rubber strip at the bottom to a bright white.

I was just about to head out and grab them when there was a knock at my door. I opened it and froze, the words of greeting I’d been about to say frozen in my throat as I stared at them both, my jaw slowly dropping open.

“You ok, there, champ?” Clara asked, flashing a winsome smile.

“I think a cat got his tongue,” Monique said, “that or he’s thrilled to see us.”

“You both look so incredible,” I said, finally able to find my voice, “where did you get the outfits?”

“You like?” Clara said, her grin widening as she did a small spin, twirling her hips.

The two of them wore outfits with matching style but opposing colors. On the blonde, Clara, was a tight black schoolgirl top with a white tie. Below that was a short black skirt with white and pink pleats. Her black and white converse were scrubbed clean, and a matching pair were on Monique’s feet. The mocha-skinned young woman wore a white outfit in matching cut to Clara. Clara pulled off the outfit and made it look adorable. The same clothes on Monique had a different look entirely. The woman was all soft rounded curves, and she made the semi-schoolgirl outfit look like the sexiest outfit ever designed.

“Clara made them,” Monique said, cocking one hip and resting her hand on it, elbow bent, body shown off to perfection by the outfit and her pose. My mouth went dry at the sight, and I shifted my hips to hide the thickness forming in my pants. “We’re going to wear this to the gig tomorrow night. You’re still coming, right?”

“Yea,” I said. Still, a little stunned by their appearances as I stepped out into the hallway and closed my door, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

The two of them grinned conspiratorially to one another and then flashed me nearly identical smiles when they saw I was still checking them out. Linking their arms in mine, we walked out of the building and down onto the sidewalk.

“So,” Clara said, “Where’re you taking us?”

I’d never been so aware of attention focused my direction before, but as we walked down the street, it couldn’t be ignored. For the first time in my life, I got a sense of what it must be like for hot girls out in public. As I steered them up the street, I felt eyes not just on the two gorgeous women on my arms, but on me as well. I was sure most were wondering what a douche like me was doing with two amazing women, but I pushed the thought to the back of my mind and was able to ignore it.

“It’s a surprise,” I said with a grin, “but I probably should have warned you not to wear white.”

I laughed at that and refused to tell them where we were headed, even when they both tried flirting with me outrageously to get me to divulge. It was all in good fun because we would be there shortly. I led the two north up a good half dozen blocks and over across town to a little restaurant that was close to my heart.

When I was a kid, my mom and grandparents would take me here after church. The couple of times a year, I went with them. I’d checked the day before and was happy to see it was still around. The narrow stone steps leading down were just as I’d remembered them.

“This is a restaurant?” Monique asked as I knocked on the plain wooden door at the bottom of the steps.

“Originally, it was a speakeasy,” I said when the door opened to reveal a narrow but long space inside with a low ceiling, “After you.”

I grinned as I ushered the women inside. The host was a professional older man who led us to a table in the back. Clara and Monique stared at the walls, covered in black and white photos of movie stars and celebrities from the thirties through the sixties.

“This place is cool,” Monique said when we took out seats, “You’d never know anything like this was down here.”

“Three Old Fashioned, please,” I said to the waiter when he came by, he nodded and dropped off the menus for us, “Something about this old place always felt comfortable and special at the same time,” I said as I passed the menu’s to the ladies, “Plus they have some of the best food in the city.”

The drinks were delivered in moments, and soon the three of us had a pleasant buzz going as we sat chatting about life, school, work, and most importantly, their music. Food came, empty plates left, and always the drinks flowed. I knew this meal would tap me out for the month, but I didn’t care, because it was one of the best times of my life.

The bond between Monique and Clara was strong and powerful. It was amazing to see how quickly they’d become sisters and best friends. Clara’s sweet and good-natured attitude was a nice contrast to Monique, but they worked on even deeper levels as well.

By the time we stumbled out of there, I was nearly broke and was grinning ear to ear. We decided to take the long way back, circling the park. We talked for hours, digging in deep on each other’s lives. I’ve never had a conversation last so long and yet feel so short.

I spoke openly about my childhood and past, finding it easy to pour out my heart to these two. They listened with an understanding that felt like a balm to old wounds. Neither commented much about my wealth, instead asking questions to get to know me better as I had done with them, from genuine interest. They grew amused when I mentioned the current challenge I was in, Monique making a few jokes about a year of hard work. That’s when it was revealed that I’d been sleeping with a few women in the building.

“Dude, you’ve been fucking who?!” Monique asked, her voice shocked and amused.

“Tell us everything!” Clara said, and instead of disgust or anger on her face as I’d worried I might find, I saw matching excitement on them both.

So, I told them everything as we walked under the streetlights. From that first meeting with Brooke, to the last, and the insane orgy of flesh it had entailed. At first, I was embarrassed, for perhaps a second or two, then I threw away that old shame and spoke my truth. They were both fascinated, but neither let on what they really thought, and I was left wondering, as I finished my tale, if I might have ruined my chances with them.

It was early in the morning by the time we got back to the apartment building. The muggy warmth was finally receding in the darkest hours and causing the girls to get chilly. I held the door open for them, feeling sad that the evening was ending and with growing awkwardness at how I was going to handle goodbyes with them.

Clara solved the question for me. For as she stepped inside, she paused and glanced back at Monique. The mocha-skinned beauty grinned back and nodded, then both turned to me, their eyes set my heart hammering in my chest.

“Thank you for a wonderful night, Connor,” Clara said, “I had a wonderful time.”

“So, did I,” Monique said, she reached out and rested a hand on my left arm causing a tingle of sensation to race up the skin, “I hope we do it again.”

My cheeks grew hot, and I opened my mouth to say I had an amazing time as well, but Clara surprised me. The young blonde darted forward and kissed me, her soft lips brushing mine and sending a shock of pleasure and emotion through me.

Before I could recover from Clara’s kiss, Monique leaned forward and kissed me as well. I couldn’t help the soft moan that escaped my throat when her surprisingly soft and thick lips pressed to mine. The tip of her tongue lightly grazed my upper lip, and then she pulled back and was walking inside, eyes a touch wide with shock.

I stood there for long moments, catching my breath, stunned and elated at the ending to the date. It had been an odd experience, having my first real date with two other women, but neither had made it awkward for even a moment. In fact, they thrived on having the other there. The date was with one another as much as it had been with me. Although, as I thought about it, I’d still been the one to pay. Hopefully, they would share the costs if I was lucky enough to get a second date because my current funds weren’t going to cut it for long.
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T
 he next morning, I woke with a raging boner. I was about to stroke off my morning wood when there was a knock at my door. Hopping up and pulling on a shirt, I opened the door to find Elizabeth, my former stepmom, standing outside. She turned and flashed me a bright smile.

“Morning, sleepyhead!” She said, flashing a bright smile.

“Morning,” I said, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, “How can I help you?”

“I’m having a dinner party tonight, and I was hoping you could drop by,” her eyes twinkled as she added, “Gia and Milly will be there.”

“I promised Clara and Monique I’d go see their show,” I said, “You all should come, I’m sure they would love the support.”

“Really?” Elizabeth said, a delighted grin on her face, “It sounds like a wonderful time, but I doubt any of us would have much fun at a club. How about you stop by when it’s over? We can have a late night… snack.”

“I will,” I said, not bothering to hide my matching grin at the delightful image,

“Speaking of which…”

I glanced down at the thickness of my morning wood still pressing against my shorts, and Elizabeth flashed a broad smile, her whole demeanor changing from that of straight-backed professional to stoop-shouldered submissive.

“Would you like mommy to take care of that for you, baby?” She purred, glancing around quickly before scampering into my room.

In moments she was on her knees, pencil skirt bunched around her waist as the room filled with the wet sounds of her mouth worshipping my cock. Knowing Elizabeth loved it, I roughly reached into her top and bra and pulled out her massive tits. My rough hands pawing at her tender flesh as she sucked me all the harder.

“Fuck, Elizabeth,” I moaned out. “That feels amazing.” She gave a sound of displeasure, and she stared up at me with hungry pleading eyes. Realizing what she wanted, I relented and whispered, “Mommy,” she moaned in pleasure at the taboo word, “You love my cock in your mouth, don’t you, mommy?”

“Mhmmphmm,” she moaned, tongue teasing the tip of my cock as she sucked hard.

“Touch your pussy mommy,” I said, alive with pleasure at the sudden and intense encounter, “I want to watch you cum before you drink down my seed. Cum for me… cum for the boy you watched grow up.”

That set the woman off, and she began cumming even before she started touching herself. Pushing her black panties aside and skirt up, she buried two fingers in the dripping wetness of her slit and nearly screamed out as the pleasure ripped through her body. I was forced to grip her hair to hold her in place, causing her to cum even harder as my dick flooded her mouth with cum.

It wasn’t enough, couldn’t possibly be enough. She knew it too as she saw the flame of desire light in me, and it was a happy submissive mommy-slave who stripped herself and crawled onto my bed, begging for my dick.

I spent the next hour taking Elizabeth in every position imaginable. Her panties were flung on the ground, and she was bent over my bed minutes after swallowing my load. I drove into her with a passion that she matched, thrust for thrust.

The woman had looked pristine when she knocked on my door, and by the time she left, her makeup was smeared across her face, cum stained her panties, and she carried her bra in one hand. The crooked smile on her lips never wavered, though, as she climbed to her apartment on unsteady legs.

After a shower, I ran to the hardware store and then spent the remainder of the day working on various chores around the building. I grew to love these quiet hours. Music playing on my earbuds and simple tasks to complete. I always got a sense of satisfaction when I was able to get something working again that had been broken.

Clara and Monique stopped by before heading out, and I told them both to ‘break a leg’, after gushing over how gorgeous they both looked in their outfits. Their hair was done up more crazily than the night before, and they had woven strips of ribbon in the hair, giving them an almost otherworldly look as they moved.

Both of them had to be at the gig hours early for soundcheck, so I kicked around my apartment trying to study, but mostly just spent the time being distracted and browsing my phone. I didn’t want to show up early, but I also didn’t want to miss any of their performance. Right at nine, I hopped out of bed and pulled on a hoodie. It didn’t take long to get there by train, and when I arrived, there was a line that wound down to the corner of the block.

The girls had put my name on the list, and I got in after flashing my ID to security. I ignored the looks people in line threw me and enjoyed the feeling of exclusivity as I was ushered in.

Inside the club was dark and small, with most of the people crowded close near the coat check. I couldn’t get a drink from the bar, but I found a spot down near the edge of the crowd and listened to one of the opening acts and waited for Clara and Monique to come on. The music was decent background noise, but it wasn’t drawing anyone out onto the dance floor or filling anyone with excitement, and the energy stayed low when the set change came.

From where I stood, I could see Monique arguing with an older man, her face red as she pointed in his face, but I couldn’t make out the words. Clara was setting her laptop up on the stage and noticed me, flashing a broad smile and waving me over.

“You made it!” She enthused, bending down to reach out a hand and grip mine, “We’re so glad you did! Isn’t this so exciting?”

“It’s pretty amazing,” I said, squeezing her hand, “But what’s got Monique so upset?”

“The promoter is trying to stiff us,” the adorable blonde shrugged, “Honestly, I don’t care. As long as they let us play, I’m happy.”

Monique clearly wasn’t, though. I still couldn’t make out her words, but her volume had increased, and she was gesticulating even more violently. Finally, the mocha-skinned beauty stormed onto the stage. Her anger faded when she saw me, and a smile even tugged at the corners of her lips, then she turned to Clara only to be folded in a warm hug. A second later, she was taking up the mic and calling out to the crowd.

“You fuckers ready to rock out with your cocks out?!”

The loud cry cut across the noise of the club and drew every eye to her. Monique only seemed to come alive under the attention, standing up straighter and resting a hand on a cocked hip as she looked over the crowd, her anger fading entirely as a confident smile tugged at her lips.

“DJ Sugar, why don’t you give me a beat,” she flashed a smile over her shoulder to Clara, who grinned back and tapped a few keys, a pulsing beat kicking off low and slow. “There we go… Now we’re Sugar & Spice, and you’re about to be transported to a world of love and dance…”

Her voice dropped to a deep baritone at the end that matched perfectly with the beats Clara was dropping, and then she picked up into a haunting melody that hit harder and faster with each iteration, the tempo climbing, and climbing.

In moments, the entire dance floor was shaking as the music sank into our bones. I’ve never been a dancer or comfortable in crowds, but once their music took ahold of my soul, my body began to move, and emotions coursed through me as the sounds carried me away.

An hour later, I stumbled to the bathroom, pissing in a large trough along with a big group of men. I overheard a half dozen conversations about how hot and crazy talented the group was. Their name passing back and forth as guys pulled out their phones and tried to look up or download the Sugar & Spice album.

The girls were a sensation, and I had an idea when I walked down the hall and saw an old payphone. Pulling out my contacts, I dialed a number I hadn’t planned on using. The voice that answered was concerned.

“Connor?” Julia said, “Is everything ok?”

“Brooke mentioned you were in the music business,” I yelled over the background noise, “I need someone to help manage my friends’ group.”

“I loved it, but that was a long time ago,” the woman said, sounding surprised, “I’m not sure I’d be much help.”

“The club promoter is trying to stiff them, but just listen to this,” I held the handset out from my face so the music could hit the receiver, “They’re playing their heart and souls out, I don’t want them to get screwed.”

“They’re quite good,” Julia said, sounding more than a little surprised, “Who did you say their management is currently?”

I gave her the address for the club and then got right back into the crowd, drawn by the pulsing rhythms. I couldn’t tell you exactly how long I danced, but by the time I was done, I was coated in sweat. I’d taken my shirt off at some point, and from the appreciative looks I got from a lot of the women dancing around me, they approved. There were a few cute girls who tried to dance up with me, and even one slender Asian girl who didn’t want to take no for an answer. Grinding her panty clad pussy on my thigh and grinning up at me with no illusion to what she wanted.

I didn’t have any desire to be with any of them, and their attention didn’t fill me with pride as it might have once. Plus, the glare of jealousy that Monique threw the little Asian girl was enough to warn most of the women to keep a wide berth. It was the music that kept me there.

Eventually, Sugar & Spice said their goodbyes for the night, the crowd going wild as they left the stage. I would have liked to go backstage and congratulate them on their fantastic performance, but security wouldn’t let me. I did see Julia striding down the short hallway, her black business suit looking expensive and pristine, hair and makeup done to perfection.

The tall blonde spoke calmly, but the fat promoter hunched his shoulders and flinched now and then, as if she were raining blows down upon him. I was confident that the woman would handle everything and hoped it didn’t upset Clara and Monique that I’d called her in.

The final act for the night was a head-banger group that I didn’t care for. I slipped out of the club and sent Clara a text telling her how awesome the show was and letting her know that I’d called Julia to come and help manage them, at least for the night. Then I slipped down into the subway and rode the train back home. The last song that Sugar & Spice had played had been so catchy it still played through my mind over and over.
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A
 s I approached the building, I saw a warm glow of lights coming from Elizabeth’s apartment. I climbed the stairs two at a time, feeling my stomach rumble in hunger even as my cock thickened in desire. The sounds of laughter and jazz music filtered out into the hall as I approached the door and knocked.

When it swung inwards, Gia flashed me a bright smile and held it open, and let me in.

“Well, hello handsome,” she said with a slight slur to her words, “we were just talking about you.”

“Come in!” Elizabeth enthused as she hooked her arm in mine and drew me into her richly furnished apartment, “Milly, get Connor a glass of wine. Here, have a seat, I’ll get you a plate of food. You didn’t eat, did you?”

“No,” I said, taking a seat and sighing in pleasure as Gia sank beside me, her hand working on the tense muscles of my neck, “The food smells amazing, I would love some.”

“That’s the bacon-wrapped dates,” Milly said as she came into the living room with a newly opened bottle of wine and a glass for me, “Elizabeth and Gia are wonders, hic, in the kitchen, hic.”

The older woman blushed prettily as she handed me the glass of wine and covered her hiccups. I could tell that all three had been drinking for hours from the rosy glow they all had, and their slurred words, and I took a sip of my wine as Milly sat on my other side.

“Tell us all about the show,” Gia said, “We want to hear everything!”

As I spoke, Elizabeth made up a heaping plate of food and brought it to me to snack on. I told them about the small club and how the girls had turned the crowd around and pumped them up with the first song.

“You were so wise to bring in someone to manage them,” Elizabeth said, crossing her legs and taking a deep drink from her glass, “It’s too easy for artists to get taken advantage of, especially young women new to the business.”

“I think you might have a crush on these young women,” Gia said with a knowing smile, “Just so long as they understand, we laid claim to you first.”

“Yes,” Milly said, “I am ok with you having a relationship with either of them or both. But you have a duty to us, and you’re not done… fixing us.”

“And we want to make sure you never forget it,” Elizabeth said, her cheeks blushing a deeper shade of red, “That you never forget about us.”

“I could never do that,” I said with a grin, then I jumped, as a warm hand, slid up my thighs, and began to fumble-free my belt.

“You better not,” Gia said with a smile that held a lusty promise as she fished my cock out, “because you’re the best thing that’s happened to any of us in more years than we care to count.”

“Milly, did you know Elizabeth used to be my stepmom?” I grinned at the shy woman as she bit her bottom lip, “Mommy, why don’t you get over here and show Milly how good you are at eating pussy.”

“Yes, sir,” the beautiful older blond said, her bottom lip trembling and fingers shaking with desire as she sank to her knees and crawled over.

“Connor, I don’t know if I can…” the auburn-haired beauty trembled beside me and ire ached over and took her hand in mine.

“You can,” I breathed in her ear, “just relax, breath in and out… yes, slowly.”

I turned my head and kissed Gia’s thick smiling lips and sighed out in pleasure as her warm hand slowly stroked my cock. She sat close to me, my hand slowly unbuttoning her blouse and drawing her clothes off her, as Elizabeth drew down Milly’s panties, pushing up the woman’s skirt.

At first, Milly sat stiffly, uncomfortable with all the attention on her. But my whispered words in her ears and a firm grip on her hand slowly relaxed her. As her legs parted and Elizabeth pressed her soft wet tongue to the woman’s folds, she sighed out in pleasure, melting back into the couch.

Then it was my turn to sigh in contentment as Gia took my cock into her sucking mouth. She stared into Elizabeth’s eyes as the two of them serviced Milly and me, spurring one another on as they competed to see who would get us off first.

Warm candlelight set the mood for a relaxed and gentle evening with the openminded women. Milly won our little race, moaning softly in orgasm as we kissed, our lips brushing one another’s, tongues teasing. Then to my delight, Elizabeth shuffled over to join Gia in ministering to my cock, the older blonde lapping at my balls while the sexy Italian MILF sucked on the tip.

Milly drew my shirt over my head, sighing in pleasure as her hand’s ran down the striated muscles of my stomach and arms. My hands were filled with Gia’s soft ass, massaging it, while the other slipped up Milly’s shirt to caress her large breasts.

“Jesus, Connor,” Gia said with a surprised but pleased smile as she sat back and took in the sight of me, “Your body is incredible… you were always a handsome boy but now… mmmm.”

“You look like Brad Pitt from Fight Club,” Elizabeth said as she sat back, massive breasts swaying, small hand stroking me slowly as she stared at my slouched form in awe, “But with those eyes… so commanding… and this cock… so powerful… mmph!”

The MILF’s eyes went wide with desire as she took my dick back into her mouth, driving it into the back of her throat and sucking hard with a desperation that I found enticing. Milly pressed close to my side, running gentle fingers down my chest and stomach and dragging her nails up. She stared in fascination at the sight of submissive Elizabeth going down on me.

“I want to see you cum on her face,” the shy woman said, surprising us with her calm confidence. She looked up into my eyes and blushed faintly but went on with the same confident tone, “Elizabeth is so beautiful, her features so delicate and classical… She is always so perfectly put together… I just want to see you mess her up.”

The shy grin that stole onto Milly’s face caused Gia to chuckle, and a smile tug my own lips.

“Then tell her,” I said, running my fingers through Milly’s hair and turning her head, so she stared down at Elizabeth’s wide, eager eyes. My cock stretched the beautiful blondes’ lips as she sat there, waiting for her orders.

“Do it!” Milly said, “Make him cum all over your beautiful face.”

“Show her,” Gia breathed, pressing her naked body close to my other side, the scent of her wet sex filling my nostrils and causing my cock to throb all the harder, “Lizzy wants you to take control of her… give me your hand.”

Gia took Milly's hand in hers and guided it to the back of Elizabeth’s soft blond hair. The MILF moaned in contented pleasure when Milly took a firm grip and began to guide her up and down. Milly moaned out in joy and buried a hand between her legs as she watched Elizabeth’s thick lips slide up and down my cock.

The scene was so incredibly hot that I felt my cock thickening and balls tightening up as my orgasm approached. Then I felt Gia’s flaming lips on my neck, and I could no longer hold out.

“I’m cumming,” I announced, and Milly shivered in pleasure, pressing even closer to me as she pulled Elizabeth’s head back to just her tongue and lips teasing the head of my cock.

“Do it, Connor,” she said, all trace of the shy woman gone from her, eyes bright with desire as she watched, “Stroke him… faster… yes… open your mouth… oh god… Do it, Connor, coat her face!”

The grunt of pleasure escaped my throat, and my hips bucked as waves of pleasure raced through my body. The sight before me captured my attention, though. Elizabeth looked as though she was in nirvana as hot ropes of cum shot across her face, thick globs coating her lips and falling into her mouth. Her tongue snaked out and licked the last of the cum from my cock as she moaned in pleasure.

Then Milly was pressing the woman back to the carpet, kissing and touching her. Whispering about how hot that had been, how she couldn’t wait to play with her sex toy. Elizabeth was in heaven as Milly took control of her body, exploring and teasing it before turning around and pressing her pussy once more into the MILF’s face.

“Eat it… god, that feels incredible… watch us, Connor… I love your eyes on me.”

“Mhmm, so do I,” said Gia as she pulled my lips to her.

The thick older woman swung one leg over my hips and sat upon me, the two of us naked. While we kissed, I ran my hands down her back, cupping her ass and pulling her wet sex close to my cock. She rocked her hips gently, sliding her wet lips up and down my softness, getting it hard in moments.

With a sigh of pleasure and relief, Gia eased my dick into her soft pussy. The busty MILF rode me slowly, my hands gripping her hips, and lips wrapped around one large nipple, suckling as my cock throbbed within her.

As usual, Gia was quick to orgasm. Especially this evening after watching Milly and Elizabeth getting kinky together. All it took was a gentle fingertip teasing her tiny little opening, and the MILF was screaming in orgasm, shaking and shuddering above me. She rested there for a long moment, catching her breath and whispering quiet words of love to me.

She shifted off my lap when my cock throbbed with need, and I saw her grin of wicked pleasure as she turned to observe the two on the ground. Milly still rode Elizabeth, grinding her wetness on the gorgeous blonde’s face.

“Go fuck her,” Gia whispered in my ear, “Just like that.”

I grinned as I took her advice. Getting up, I moved behind Milly and slipped my cock into her sloppy pussy. The auburn-haired beauty had been hovering on the edge of orgasm, but as I slammed my cock home, she cried out, cresting the wave of pleasure. Her orgasm only reached greater heights as Elizabeth buried her tongue in the woman’s clit, and I hammered her repeatedly.

Pressing down on Milly’s back, she fell forward, and soon she was working on Elizabeth’s pussy too, the three of us in an endless feedback loop of pleasure. When my orgasm hit and I flooded Milly’s womb with my seed, she insisted that Elizabeth eat it out of her.

Gia and I lay in bed, my cock nestled against her wetness as we spooned. Both of us watched in fascination as Milly grew into herself before our eyes. The shy and awkward woman was finding her true passion, and it turned out she was a dominatrix at heart. There were some awkward moments when she lost confidence and grew unsure, but Elizabeth was understanding. The blonde was so happy to have a person who, so obviously got off on commanding her, that she even purred a few times.

Needless to say, it was a fantastic evening. I made love to Gia several times and also got a double blowjob from Milly and Elizabeth. The former, training my ‘mommy-slave’ to be a good ‘cock-sucking-whore’. I ended up cumming as Milly wrapped Elizabeth’s massive tits around my cock and instructed the woman to titty fuck me, licking and sucking the tip of my cock when I shoved through her soft tits.
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I
 found myself back in bed an hour before the sun rose, eager for the next week's adventures. I checked my phone and saw there were a half dozen text messages from Clara and Monique. Both saying how great the show had been, and that their new manager Julia had convinced the promoter to pay them, and even got them another gig for next weekend at a bigger venue.

After replying that I was happy it all worked out, I asked them both if they wanted to get lunch the next day. I passed out, staring at my phone screen, hoping to see a reply.

I was woken from a deep sleep by pounding on my door. I dragged myself out of bed and found Clara standing outside, grinning in excitement.

“It’s gorgeous out,” she said, motioning to the front door where Monique stood, “Come on, let’s go get breakfast.”

“Our treat,” Monique said, her bright white teeth flashing as she grinned, “We can tell you all about what happened after you left last night.”

“You’re never gonna believe it!” Clara said, bouncing on her toes in excitement.

“Give me a second to pull on some pants,” I said, turning and digging out a clean pair.

“It smells like sex,” Monique said, poking her head in, her grin turning sly as she eyed me up and down, “Is that where you got off to in such a hurry last night? You have some wild orgy with those MILF neighbors? The ones who stare after you with googly-eyes?”

I didn’t say anything, but Monique read something in my face, for her grin turned positively wicked. When I had my pants on, she hooked her arm in mine and drew me out of the apartment.

“Tell us everything!”

“You have to tell me about Julia and last night first,” I said, loving the look of shocked excitement on both of their faces. They both saw me in a new light, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it yet, but I definitely enjoyed the attention they were giving me as we walked down the street.

Clara told me all about the night before, as they lead me to a diner a couple of blocks away, her voice breathless with excitement. The show had gone amazing as I’d seen, the audience loving each of their songs, especially the one where they harmonized together and did a little dance.

When they’d gotten off stage, Julia had been arguing with the promoter, citing labor laws. As Clara and Monique listened in, wondering just who the woman was, Julia told the man she would sue him and the venue for breach of contract if her clients didn’t get paid.

“You should have seen the look on his face,” Monique said, giggling, “I thought the dude was going to shit himself.”

“We got paid $250!” Clara said, bouncing in excitement, “They also gave us two free drinks. Apparently, it’s a thing.”

“Julia knows her shit,” Monique said, “She seems more honest and capable than my art managers. Once she said you’d sent her, we agreed right away to let her be our manager. So, if anything goes wrong, we get to blame you.”

The woman grinned, her eyes dancing with amusement as she squeezed my upper arm even closer to her side, her large firm breast pressing into it. I couldn’t help but glance down, the firm swell revealed by her low-cut top set my heart racing. Monique just grinned even wider when she caught my glance.

Then she released my arm and pushed in the door of the restaurant, brushing her perfect ass against my crotch for one tantalizing second. We took a table in the far corner, and the server took our order and brought us cups of coffee and orange juice.

“Now,” Clara said, glancing around, her lips pressed into a tight conspiratorial smile, “Tell us all about your night… we want to hear every detail.”

“Maybe after we leave,” I said, glancing around at the growing crowd of breakfast goers.

“Who gives a fuck what anyone hears,” Monique said, her grin flashing bright white teeth, “tell us, everything.”

As I spoke, I found myself telling them not just about the night before but about most of the other times leading up it. I didn’t mean to keep going on, but both kept asking probing questions, and it felt good to get everything off my chest and out in the open.

I certainly drew a few glances from neighboring tables, but I’d been learning to ignore those. Instead, taking comfort from the apparent enjoyment, both Clara and Monique seemed to be getting from my stories.

They seemed most fascinated with Milly’s transformation. Monique had known Milly for years, and she’d noticed the change in clothing and attitude over the past couple weeks. Elizabeth had always intimidated both with her beauty, intelligence, and self-confidence, and they were amazed to learn about how submissive she was. Gia was always so warm and sweet that they found it hard to believe she was so open-minded and ready to engage in such wild behavior.

We finished up breakfast and started back to the building, the two of them talking about their plans for the next show. They kept mentioning different K-pop bands and which ones had great live shows and which didn’t.

The girls invited me up to hang out in Monique’s apartment later, but I wanted to do a bit of work on the roof.

“Do people even use the roof?” Monique asked.

“You should come check it out,” I said, “It’s not done yet, but it’s getting there.”

“Can I sunbathe?” Clara asked.

“Yea,” I said, grinning, “Gia and Elizabeth will probably be out there again. Just bring a towel, the deck isn’t sealed yet.”

“Ok,” Clara said, and to my surprise, she leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on my lips before flashing a bright grin and heading down to her little room in the basement. Monique did the same, her thick, soft lips brushing mine before she sashayed her way up the stairs, perfect ass swaying hypnotically before me.

I was left standing there for long moments as the electric shock of sensation passed slowly. I could still feel the place where both women’s lips had touched mine. The memory of Clara watching Monique kiss me, and Monique watching Clara do the same, filled me with excitement. Both women had worn expressions of mingled love and lust, obviously turned on to see me kissing their friend.

Finally, I shook myself out of my reverie and went and got ready for the day. An hour later, I was up on the roof with a few sanding blocks. It was brutally hard work, sanding down the deck and the supports I’d built, but a part of me was looking forward to it. I had my music, and the weather was great, plus I was nearly done with my project, and it was great to see things finally coming together.

A half-hour after I started sanding, Gia and Elizabeth came out and laid their towels across the deck chairs. They were in the middle of an in-depth discussion about politics when they came out but soon were relaxing under the warm rays in their bikinis.

I couldn’t help but stare at their gorgeous and busty bodies, even more so when Clara and Monique joined the women twenty minutes later. Introductions were made between the women as I scrubbed wood, listening to the older women pepper Clara with questions about her past and how she fitted into city life.

The younger women soon put on some of their music for the older women, and the catchy beats and lyrics had all five of us bobbing our heads. At first, I was nervous as the two pairs of women met. I felt like I’d done something wrong, and they were all about to figure it out, but the emotions were all based in anxiety, and I was better at recognizing and ignoring it now.

I lost myself in the work, removing my shirt soon after, and feeling the sun cook my skin even more. Clara offered to put lotion on my back if I would do her as well. The slender beauty looked like a model in her tiny white bikini, and my mouth grew dry as my hands worked the white cream into her soft skin. Since I’d done Clara, Monique said I had to do her next.

The mocha-skinned woman flashed her bright white smile, as she untied the strings of her red top and let it fall down, revealing a pair of absolutely perfect breasts. Rolling over onto her stomach, the woman sighed out in pleasure as my hands began to work the lotion into her back.

“You two could both be models,” Elizabeth said, lowing her sunglasses to take in the younger women’s incredible bodies, “I can’t wait to see you do a music video. I bet it comes out amazing.”

“Thanks, Lizzy,” Monique said, she’d started calling the older professional by that name, and she was just so cool she got away with it, “We have to thank Sola though, she’s been kicking our asses in the morning with her workouts.”

“Getting us in shape.” Clara said with a grin as she adjusted her towel, “It’s made performing so much easier.”

“She’s done wonders to our Connor here,” Gia said, her dark eyes traveling the length of me and taking no pains to hide the desire in them, “Turned a skinny little schoolboy into a limber, beautiful, and strong man.”

“Ok, you have to tell us,” Clara said, cheeks blushing as she bit her bottom lip, “What was it like that first night with him?”

“Jesus!” I said in shock, “Come on now. Let a guy have some privacy!”

“Never,” Monique said with a wide grin, “Now get back to massaging me and no more interruptions.”

Gia laughed and rolled onto her side, propping her head upon her hand. I tried not to stare at how her massive breasts swayed and pressed together. As the woman told about our first night together, I massaged the suntan lotion into Monique’s back. The woman’s skin was smooth as silk, and I couldn’t help but smell the intensely floral scent emanating from her curly black hair.
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I
 ’d never laid my hands on a woman with a more perfect body than Monique. The closest I could think of was Brooke, but even she couldn’t match the rounded perfection of the dark-skinned goddess beneath me.

It was too embarrassing to listen to Gia’s whole story, but also impossible to ignore completely. I liked hearing her side of that night, though. It sounded far more magical and hotter than I remember. In my memory, I was an awkward bundle of nerves, but in hers, I was a young seducer, teasing her with my glances and touches in the small confines of her kitchen.

After taking far longer than was absolutely necessary massaging Monique’s back, I got back to my work. By that time, Clara was peppering Elizabeth with questions about her first night with me. By the time they finished sunbathing, Clara and Monique had learned nearly every detail of my exploits the past couple of months.

I would have melted into a puddle of embarrassment and anxiety if not for how turned on the younger women got by the stories. Monique especially had loved hearing about when Gia and I had dominated Elizabeth. She was fascinated with the thought and kept mentioning what a bad-ass I was and a stud for having a bevy of hot MILF’s.

I was still working as the sun set, and by the time I finally finished, a dozen text messages were waiting for me on my phone. Gia and Elizabeth sent messages saying how lovely the younger women were and how they thought that either of them or both would make great girlfriends.

“Hot and talented! And they both seem to really like you!” Gia said in a text.

Clara sent a message saying she had the best time and couldn’t wait till we all hung out again and asking if I was free for dinner the next night. While Monique asked the same about dinner and said with a bunch of laughing emoji’s, that she thought I might be the secret king of the city. I responded to both saying dinner sounded great and letting them know when I would be free from class.

I was in my apartment and getting ready for bed when my phone screen flashed with a notification that I’d been added to a group chat. Opening it up I saw it was Monique and Clara and they’d sent me a picture. The two of them were in bed, lips pressed together in a soft kiss as they both looked up into the camera’s lens with twin looks of smoldering desire. I could see they were both topless, but nothing was visible in the photo.

“Wish you were here!” read the caption under the picture.

“FFUUUUUUUCCCCCKKKKK me too!” I wrote back.

“Sweet dreams 😉!”

My rock-hard cock was in my hands in moments as I lay in bed, dreaming of an evening with the two gorgeous and talented women. I wanted to get up and run up the stairs to Monique’s place but didn’t. I knew we would have our moment together, but this wasn’t it. Instead, I drifted off to sleep excited for the coming week, despite the high stakes meeting I had at the end of it.

Midterms were approaching, and I was getting busy with schoolwork. At first, the mountain of studying and note-taking I had to do, seemed daunting. But I approached it just like I did projects around the building. Thinking through the whole problem and working through each part of it and issue. This method proved to be a boon, as it allowed me to schedule myself properly to maximize my time.

My morning workout at Sola’s was a flirty affair between the four of us. Monique and Clara were touchy and feely throughout, and both demanded a kiss before we split up, watching as I made out with the other and only adding to the intensity of the moment.

The woman who drove me the craziest during that week, though, was Sola. Something changed between us, and I noticed it that Monday morning. It didn’t seem to have anything to do with Clara or Monique. Although Sola definitely saw the increased touches and affection between the three of us, she didn’t seem to be bothered by it one way or another.

It was as I drew off my shirt and stood to roll out my mat when I felt strong cool fingers run down the striations of muscle on my back. The touch sent a shiver down my spine, and I nearly leaped out of my socks as I turned around, only to find Sola standing there with a hip cocked and an appreciative smile tugging at one corner of her lips.

“I’ve never had a student learn so quickly,” she said, her lips wet as she took in my muscled and lean torso, “Nor one whose ever changed so completely in such a short amount of time… you look positively ravishing, Connor.”

“Thanks,” I breathed, trying not to stare at the slender perfection of her own body but unable to help myself. Clara’s giggle shook me out of my reverie but not Sola, who still stared at me as if I was a piece of candy she couldn’t wait to gobble down.

“Mhmm… today I’m going to teach you a special pose… one I’ve never taught a student.”

“What about us?” Monique asked, “We get to learn it too?”

“No,” Sola said, dismissing the other women with a wave of her hand, “This is a very… specific pose. Trust me, you’ll both appreciate me teaching him… mhmm, come on, we’ve wasted enough time.”

Sola took us through the beginning poses and warmups. Then she put Clara and Monique into the routine we’d been doing the week before. Me, she led through a new series of poses. The mixture of sweet pot smoke and herbal shampoo was heady, as the woman pressed in close to me, manipulating my body into position. Her strong hands guided my hips and shoulders, pulling my limbs into place. I couldn’t help but respond to her touch, and from the ragged breaths she let out, I could tell she was responding to my closeness as well.

I’d become quite good at reading people over the past few weeks, especially women, and I could tell from the dilation of pupils and the flush to her cheeks, that Sola wanted me just as much as I wanted her.

The position was brutally challenging to hold for more than a few seconds, but the ache I felt in my hips, back, and chest was terrific. There was also no hiding what muscles the pose was intending to strengthen. All the muscles I used when fucking, was stretched and strengthened by it. Sola did them with me, and I couldn’t help but stare at her sleek and slender body as she contorted it in twisted positions. My cock throbbed hard when her small firm ass rose before my face, and when she flexed her hips just so, flashing her cloth-covered pussy lips to me, I nearly lost my pose and fell.

Clara and Monique spoke about it at dinner that night and told me all about the new tracks they’d been working on that morning. I was a bit exhausted from the long day of class, but I perked right up when I saw them outside the Pho restaurant. By the time we got back home, it was late out, but the time just flew by as we chatted and laughed together.

I gave both a deep soulful kiss before they climbed the stairs to Monique’s place. I’d desperately wanted to invite them both in, but I had a mountain of studying to do and was already late getting to it. Plus, the next night, I had a meeting with Everett Vanderlite, and Brooke had sent over an email filled with information I wanted to study before then.

I stayed up later than I intended and woke with sand in my eyes. I almost bailed on the morning workout, but I had managed to make it every day so far, and I wasn’t about to break the habit now. Little did I know what was waiting for me.

I got to Sola’s place and knocked, surprised to hear music already playing and sounds of movement coming from inside. Usually, she was still asleep by the time one of us got there, but this morning she was up and chipper. When she opened the door, I got my second shock of the morning but not my last.

The beautiful blond was wearing the tiniest pair of spandex shorts. They looked like the type a volleyball player might wear, cut off just at the bottom of her small firm ass. Her top was a little pink sports bra that hugged her firm round breasts to perfection. I stared at her for one long moment, speechless, and Sola grinned in pleasure.

“Do you know what today is?” She asked, staring up at me with a gleam of something in her eyes I’d never seen there before.

“No,” I said, a touch nervous, “What is it?”

“It’s the fall equinox,” she said, moving aside and letting me in, “One of the holiest and most powerful days in the moons calendar. It’s a day for great deeds or terrible folly.”

She moved into the studio and rolled out her mat in the center. Usually, she was at the head, making room for me, Clara and Monique.

“Are Clara and Monique not going to make it today?” I asked as I pulled out a mat.

“They’ve both agreed to leave you to my… ministrations today,” Sola said, her eyes dancing with that barely suppressed emotion, “I hope you don’t have plans.”

“I have class in two hours,” I said, laughing, “and I have an important meeting tonight.”

“I know about your meeting,” Sola said, bending low and beginning the warmup routine, “and don’t worry, I’ll make sure you’re more than prepared. But you won’t be making it to class today.”

“I can’t miss,” I began, but Sola cut me off, reaching out one small hand and placing her finger across my lips, a shiver of pleasure ran through my body at the surprising touch.

“Nothing they can teach you at that school will be more valuable than what I can… besides, I’ve been waiting months for this, and I plan to savor every minute of it.”

“Of what?” I asked, my throat tightening as her eyes bore into mine, seeming to draw me down into their depths.

She didn’t say a word, but her grin turned wolfish for one second as she stepped close to me and looked up. Her small hands went to my hips and then ran up my back as she gazed up into my eyes. Her strong fingers were gliding along my muscles as she drew me closer and closer.
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I
 realized, with a sudden jolt, that it was finally happening. All my fantasies and dreams of Sola’s incredible body were about to come true. My hands were tentative at first as I reached up and ran them down her slender back, but with growing fierceness, as I pulled her close and finally kissed the lips I’d wanted for so long.

My surprise faded quickly and was replaced by a raging inferno of desire, but Sola would not be rushed. The woman had a firm grip on her desires and didn’t submit to them easily. Our first kiss was filled with passion, but also gentle exploration, and it ended in a quiet still moment, our lips parting and eyes opening to stare at one another in the golden morning light.

“I was worried,” Sola said, her eyes filled will wonder, “But now I realize it was silly. You’re a wonderful kisser, Connor… on the lips, at least, we’ll have to see how you are at kissing… other places.”

“I’m happy to prove myself,” I said, grinning back and grinding my hard cock against her hip.

“Mmm, you drive me crazy,” Sola said, drawing in a shuddering breath and pushing away from me at the same time, “You have no idea how much I’m going to enjoy this… or how much you will. Tell me, young Connor, have you ever experienced a tantric orgasm?”

The woman’s smile turned positively predatory as she stepped away from me and over to a small shelf. She lit two small sticks of incense and a candle, filling the room with an incredible blend of scents, and a light haze of smoke that the rays of morning sunlight lit up in interesting ways.

I liked to think at this point I had a lot of experience with a wide range of women. I’d been with shy and outgoing women who had wild passionate sex and slow, gentle lovemaking. I thought I’d seen the full gamut of what sexuality and intimacy could accomplish. All those suppositions were thrown out the window when I realized that Sola existed on another plane entirely. I hesitate to use the word mysticism, but that’s what comes to mind.

A hidden current existed beneath the rest of the world, and Sola let it draw her into its rhythms. Her every move was designed to draw my eyes up her slender body and her every touch, perfectly placed to drive me wild.

She stepped up close to me once more, and my hands slid down the supple form of her limbs as our lips met once more in a passionate kiss. My fingers trembled as we sank to the mats and began to strip off each other’s clothing. Her body looked even more incredible in the nude than it did in her tight workout clothes. Every inch of her was supple and perfect.

I can’t put every motion and action into words, for I was too lost in the moment. Sola’s hands and fingers traced my skin like lines of fire, awakening the nerves from my head to my feet. All while I did the same to her, letting my fingers graze along smooth white flesh, teasing and touching. The best was when my hands filled with the firm round cheeks of her ass, and I held the object of my long-running affections.

Sola swung a leg over my hip, and before I knew what was happening, she was sliding the wet lips of her folds along my cock as it pressed between us. Suddenly she sat up, whipping her long blonde hair over her shoulder as she arched her back and rocked her hips.

She looked like an angel as she ground her clit up and down my dick, eyes afire with desire, lips curling into a slow smile. Sola raised her hands above her head and pressed the flat palms together. She was in the starting position of the new series of poses she’d taught me, and as I looked at her in curiosity, her eyes twinkled as she grinned down at me.

“Slow deep breaths, Connor,” her voice had a throaty growl to it, that told me she wanted me just as much as I wanted her, “and let yourself relax into the stretch.”

Then she began slipping into the first pose, her movements, a slow dance that drew me along with her. As I shifted my hips, unconsciously stretching as she’d taught me, the head of my cock slipped into her heavenly hole. Just the head at first, but as Sola and I both let out deep breaths and eased deeper into the stretch, my cock sliding all the way home into her incredible tightness.

“Ahhhh,” Sola sighed out, head back, and a sublime smile on her face, “Now… mmmhmmm… now we move within the stretch… oh, mmm… that’s heavenly.”

My muscles strained as I held myself up, shoulders, and thighs burning, but I barely noticed the exertion. As Sola and I moved, her pussy slid up and down my cock, and I could feel every single muscle as it flexed against me.

I’d never felt so strong and powerful before, as I held the two of us up with my arms and legs. There was no way I would have been able to do this a few months ago, let alone a few weeks ago. Even more than the feelings of strength and flexibility, I was lost in the incredible sensations of pleasure rolling through me from her touch.

Sola’s pussy gripped me like a velvet glove as she rode me slowly. My eyes were filled with the perfection of her body and face. Pleasure slowly twisting her features into one of exquisite agony. Then her eyes flashed open as my cock throbbed, and raising one hand, she ran the fingertips lightly down my chest and stomach.

The light touch had an incredible effect on me; suddenly, every nerve ending of my body was afire as if the orgasm that was building in my balls had now spread to my whole body.

“Hold… off…” Sola breathed, her voice tight with strain, her pussy convulsing around my cock, muscles fluttering, and squeezing as she hovered on the edge of a massive orgasm. “Just… let it… oh god, Connor… let it ease into us… mhmm!”

My balls were tight, and I wanted to cry out in pleasure as my orgasm began to crest, but I took a firm grip on myself, trying to let it ease out of me as she’d instructed. Sola made it almost impossible as she arched her hips, even more, drawing her incredible tightness down my cock.

“It… It’s… oh, goddess, here it comes!”

Sola’s voice was so high pitched I almost didn’t recognize it, but I could only register it with part of my mind. For my own orgasm had hit me just as Sola’s hit her, but something amazing and incredible happened that wiped all thought from my mind.

A tantric orgasm isn’t like normal orgasms. In a normal orgasm, you rise a steady slope, cresting the peak and then plummeting back down. In a tantric orgasm, there is no fall back down. It was unending, wave after wave of pleasure that sent shockwaves through my soul.

Sola was in the same state; we shared it. Our bodies continued to grind, stretching to the limits and working against one another in slow implacable movements. It was unlike any sex I’d had, up to that point. There was no slapping of bodies, no grunting of pleasure, or screams of need.

The two of us were locked in a full-body embrace, joined in a holy union, souls riding the currents of heaven as time disappeared, as thought disappeared, as all knowledge of the world at large faded. Leaving only one another and the perfection of our bodies and the secret language they spoke to one another.

I couldn’t tell you how long we made love on that mat. Hours certainly, for the morning passed and the afternoon came. The two of us were lost in a timeless place. Moving from one position and form to another, our bodies never ceasing their stretches and motions. The pleasure was an endless sea that we swam in together.

The incredible day of tantric sex culminated as Sola pressed her firm little ass against my hips, her back against my stomach as she stretched back against me. Our lips were locked together as the sun began to sink below the rooftops. The final waves of ultimate pleasure swept through us, and I felt a massive flood of my seed fill her womb.

We descended to the mat, covered in sweat, and catching our breaths. Our sexes finally separating as Sola rolled against me and pressed her lips to my neck, hot breath tickling my ear.

“That… was incredible,” the tiny yoga instructor said, “I’ve never… never had such incredible sex… thank you, Connor, you’re a magnificent lover.”

“Thank you,” I breathed, pulling the blonde into a firm hug, “That was… Jesus, that was beyond incredible… I don’t have words to describe it.”

“Then don’t,” Sola said, grinning, “Words are often pale reflections of reality, and that was beyond what words could contain.”

“I have to go,” I said with a start, realizing how late it had gotten, “Shit, I hope I’m not late.”

“You aren’t,” Sola said, sitting up and pulling on her loose t-shirt with languid motions, “I made sure that we stopped with enough time for you to get ready. Also, that you’d be in the perfect mindset to meet with your rival.”

“Has any man ever been so lucky?” I meant it for myself, but Sola grinned and leaned over, kissing me deeply.

“There’s no such thing as luck,” she said, grinning, “There is only preparation and opportunity. Now get out of here, I want to smoke a couple joints, and you’re cramping my style.”

I laughed at her half-joke, knowing she really did want to get high. My legs felt rubbery, and my mind was still fuzzy as I took a shower and got ready. When I got outside of the building, planning on walking to the subway, I was surprised to find Ava and the town car waiting for me.

“Can’t have the future CEO of Whitaker Industries walking to a meeting with his chief rival,” the gorgeous little blonde said, “You should arrive in style. Are you all alright? You seem a little… out of it.”

“I’m ok,” I said with a reassuring smile, “It was just an… exhausting day.”

I slipped into the backseat, and Ava zoomed off, heading downtown. I stared out the window, trying to prepare myself for the upcoming meeting mentally, but unable to get Sola and the incredible morning and afternoon out of my mind. So it was that I arrived at Everett Vanderlite’s offices without anxiety and a grin on my face.
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I
 stepped out of the town car and looked up at the tall building that housed Vanderlite Industries’ headquarters. It was a gothic monstrosity that dominated the block, towering over its neighbors and affording it a great view of the park.

“Good luck,” Ava said, from the driver seat, “I’ll circle the block, just send a text when you’re done, and I’ll be waiting here.”

“Thanks,” I said, bending flashing the beautiful little blonde a wink, “Hopefully, it doesn’t take long.”

Drawing in a deep breath, I buttoned my jacket and started for the double doors. Inside the foyer was a large space, all white tile, and black leather furniture. A large half-circle desk dominated one wall, and a security guard sat there. I introduced myself, and he told me to have a seat, that someone would be down to get me shortly.

I sat and played on my phone, trying to distract myself from memories of my day with Sola. It had been so powerfully moving that I still felt a strong spiritual connection with the world. It was like aftershocks from our tantric time together. I pushed the thoughts aside, for they were far too mystical and nonsensical to be thinking about before a big meeting.

A few people passed in and out of the lobby with badges on and headed straight up the elevator, but none drew my attention until I heard the click click click
 of heels on tile. Turning my head, I saw a gorgeous young blonde with a minuscule waist and large fake tits. The girl wore a tiny top that swooped down in a deep-V that revealed perfectly round and firm cleavage, and a small black skirt that hugged her thighs and little ass.

When she spotted me sitting there, she flashed a bright smile, her red lips parting enticingly. But I noticed the expression never touched her eyes. I could almost hear the make-up that caked her face cracking as her cheeks stretched wide, but I kept my expression neutral as I stood to greet her.

“Connor Whitaker?” She held out her hand when I nodded, “I’m Becca Brohmin, Mr. Vanderlite’s personal assistant.

“Pleasure,” I said, taking her hand and shaking it, her grip was limp and weak and further soured my impression of the girl.

“Would you care for something to drink? Coffee? Water?” When I shook my head no, she motioned to the elevator bank, “Then I will take you right up. Mr. Vanderlite is terribly busy, so his schedule is tight.”

She walked with quick short steps, her heels clicking the entire way, and skirt swishing. We rode up in the elevator alone. I could tell the girl wanted me to talk and flirt with her; her body language was so apparent to me. Her arms were crossed beneath her large fake breasts, pushing them even higher. She stood just in front of me, giving me the perfect view of her tight ass and tits, if I wanted to ogle her without being noticed.

Instead, I found my thoughts turning inward. Not too long before, a woman who looked like Becca would have tied my tongue in knots. I would have been hunting for things I could say that would make me look cool and smart in her eyes, while at the same time so anxious and nervous I couldn’t say anything.

I felt none of that now. I could appreciate the young woman’s beauty, but she couldn’t compare to the likes of Gia or Sola. Those were real women, with depth and an understanding about themselves that I feared this young woman would never have. Her every expression and mannerism seemed plastic and surface-level, as her tits. Instead of lusting after her, I found myself feeling sorry for her.

By the time the elevator dinged at the top floor, Becca was shifting uncomfortably, and she turned to flash me a weak smile. I smiled back easily and stepped out into a large, richly furnished foyer. There was a small desk just outside the large double doors that led to the office, and several chairs for people to wait in.

“If you will just have a seat,” Becca said, “I’ll check and make sure he is ready for you.”

I nodded and took a seat, looking around at the artwork as she slipped into the office. I caught a bit of a one-sided conversation. The man’s voice was high, and he spoke with a boarding school accent I’d come to despise. It was all affectation and boredom.

“Nonsense, I won’t be gouged for a dollar more until you get those rapists at the IRS to back off. You tell the senator, I’ll shut down the plant in his state if he doesn’t lean on them!”

The office door closed shut and cut off whatever else he was about to say. I filed the information away and began to have the first fluttering of nerves in my gut. If there was one type of guy who’d always made my life hell at school, it was the old money kids, and Everett Vanderlite was most certainly that.

I only had to wait a few minutes before Becca slipped out and opened the door.

“He will see you now,” she said, flashing a flirty smile and making sure I noticed her cleavage as she adjusted her top that did not need it.

When my eyes looked down into the dark shadow between them, I saw her eyes flare wide in triumph. I put her out of my mind as I stepped into the cavernous room. It filled nearly the entire floor and was broken up into several different spaces. There was workout equipment in one corner with yoga mats laid out on the floor and tall mirrors covering the wall there. Another corner had a bar and coffee maker, and from a quick inspection of the bottles, they were all in heavy use.

There was even a tall glass bong sitting on a side table near a plush couch, which struck me as audacious. The couch had a few stains on its cushions, and I could guess what Everett and his secretary got up to on it. The far wall was all window, with a magnificent view of the park and city. Before the floor-to-ceiling windows was a large glass desk that was raised, so the man behind it could stand on a treadmill of sorts and walk as he worked.

The man himself walked around the desk and approached with a confident smile. We sized one another up quickly, and I don’t know what he thought, but for my part, I was quite disappointed. Everett Vanderlite is tall, but still an inch shorter than me and a good ten years older. He is in great shape, and it was clear he used his gym often from the bulky muscles of his chest and arms. In fact, they looked a bit obscene with his skinny legs, which clearly he never worked out.

What struck me as odd, was the man wore skintight black yoga pants and a small black tank top. The clothing looked ridiculous, surrounded by the opulence around us, but I forced myself to keep a calm face, just as Elizabeth had taught me, finding an easy smile as I shook his hand.

“Connor Whitaker,” he said in his high voice as his hand gripped mine, “it’s great to meet you finally. Thank you for coming to see me, there is so much I’d like to discuss with you.”

“It’s my pleasure,” I said, ignoring when he tried to cinch his hand down and crush mine right before releasing the grip, “You have a beautiful building here.”

“I know, right?” he said with an arrogant smile, “After 9/11, it’s the finest building for ten blocks in any direction. I should have thanked Bin Ladin, eh?”

He grinned at me, and I realized he was trying to pour on the charm, so I smiled back. It never hurt to have a man think his ploys were working, even if they weren’t. I’d learned with Gia, that often a person will reveal their true intentions and desires if you let them play through the fantasy they had dreamed up for the encounter.

“Becs, bring us two glasses,” he said, leading me to a few low leather chairs set up near the windows. When the woman stepped over to the bar, he stopped said, “No, go get the good stuff, the Lagavulin 37 year, this is a special occasion!”

He beamed at me, and I nodded in thanks.

“I’ve never had Lagavulin,” I said, “but I’ve heard good things.”

“It’s the best!” Everett said, “I got this bottle three years ago as a gift from the descendant of the Sottish Royal line. He wanted to thank me for a small matter I helped them with.”

Self-satisfaction rolled off the man in waves, and he smiled in a knowing fashion. I knew what he spoke of. There isn’t a person in the world who didn’t know the story of how Everett Vanderlite bought himself a knighthood and title by funding the referendum that broke Scotland away from Greater Britain. That impoverished nation was a shadow of its former self after trade deals, and land use rights stripped them of their wealth.

“These glasses were a gift too,” he said in fake modesty, “I think from the Sultan of Brunai, was that it Becs?”

“They were a gift from the OPEC Chairman,” the secretary said as she handed us each a glass, “Will that be all, sir?”

“Yes, thank you, Becca,” he watched her walk away, staring at her ass and licking his bottom lip when she closed the door, he turned to me, “She’s fucking hot, isn’t she?”

“She’s very pretty,” I said politely, wondering where this meeting was going.

“I stole her from a competitor. You’ve never seen a better little cocksucker than her…” he stared off lost in memory before continuing. “The reason I asked you here today was I wanted to get to know you, build a relationship. There is no reason you and I should have a relationship like my father and I, did with yours. Our business operations only overlap ever so slightly in the sphere of real estate, and I’m sure we can come to some arrangement. Hell, I’m sure you don’t want to deal with the headache of endless litigation and fights in the courts, right?”

“I certainly don’t,” I said, taking a sip of my scotch. I’d been waiting for the man to raise a toast, but he seemed to have never developed certain social skills.

“Yea, that’s what I thought. Fuck man, I bet you don’t even want to deal with the hassle of running the company. I mean forcing you to live in some shithole apartment for a year, get paid minimum wage, and worked like a dog… I’d have said fuck that shit.”

“It did come as quite a shock,” I said, wondering how the man knew about the test my father had set for me.

“Do you know much about what I’m doing here?” He asked, eyes flashing with excitement, “Oh man, we’re working on some game-changing stuff. You should see it. We’ve made a massive investment in the shared workspace market and are moving aggressively to corner it. It’s going to revolutionize the world. Soon there will be shared workspace schools and even homes!”

He continued to speak, and I had to hand it to the man, he had his rap down. I could tell he had given this speech many times before because he didn’t even pause for breath, only to take deep gulps of his scotch. I wondered why he was giving me an investor pitch, highlighting all the great parts of his company. Then I figured it out, he was going to make me an offer for Whitaker Industries.

“As you can see,” he finished up, pouring us each another glass from the bottle left on the side table. “There isn’t another private company in the world better positioned for the new global marketplace than we are.”

“Very impressive,” I said, and parts of his pitch had been impressive. I let them shine through, not wanting to offend the man. “Tell me more about the entertainment side of your business, where you see the biggest growth opportunities there?”

“Those are legacy holdings from my father's time,” he said with a dismissive wave, “No one watches that stuff anymore, and no one cares about record companies. It's all about the apps nowadays and short, quick bit content. Let me show you this new proposal I got the other day. It's from a small start-up that wants to make a quick bite content farming machine. Hold on.”

He hopped up and almost ran out of the office to go get the proposal. A minute later, Becca came in to see if I needed anything, closing the door behind herself.

“I’m fine, thank you,” I said, starting to feel a heady buzz from the alcohol, so I set it aside.

“I must say, Connor,” Becca said, bending down to pick up Everett’s empty glass. Her blouse hung down, giving me a clear view of her firm round tits in their tight bra, hard dark nipple pressing against the material. “You’re far more handsome than I thought you’d be. I saw pictures… but they didn’t do you justice. Those muscles… those eyes… ravishing.”

The secretary slipped around the chair and bent even lower, resting a hand on my thigh, the floral scent of her expensive perfume reaching my nostrils.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she glanced back to the door quickly, making sure her boss wasn’t back, “but you’re just so cute.”

She slipped her hand up my thigh and slid it into my pocket, giving me a wink as she left a slip of paper there. Then she stood quickly and spun, flexing her ass as she walked out and glancing back over her shoulder to make sure I noticed. She winked and then slipped out of the office.

I had a moment to consider the encounter and my own reaction to it. My heart wasn’t beating fast, there was no desire coursing through me. In fact, I felt a little slimy, a bit gross by her touch. Pulling the recent memory up, I ran through the whole encounter and realized what it was. The emotions had never touched the woman’s eyes nor her body language. She had acted, as an actress might seduce a man in a movie. Not like how a woman responded in real life when she seduced a man. There was dilation of pupils, no flush of red to her cheeks or upper arms, no heaving breaths, and trembling fingers.

I pulled out the slip of paper and saw ten digits and a heart written on it. The paper had been rippled free and had the appearance of something hastily done. But the ink had already bled through the back of the document and dried, so it had obviously been written down long before.

When the door opened, I slipped the note into my pocket, making sure that Everette saw it, and I painted a look of embarrassment on my face. He pretended to ignore it, but I saw a smile of satisfaction tug at his lips as he walked over and grabbed his bong.

“Want to smoke?” He asked, packing some pot into it, “Here, have a look at the proposal.”

I declined the pot, never being a big fan of it, and wanting to have all of my faculties now. The man and his secretary, a game, and a rather simplistic one. I read through the proposal and hung out for the rest of the hour talking and joking with the man. In truth, I liked him, he was erratic and a bit of an idiot, but in a different world, we could have been mates.
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T
 heir game seemed too obvious to me, though. From all I could tell, his plan was to have the secretary seduce me, and either get info on Whitaker Industries or ease the way for a merger or sale. I also pressed him for info on his entertainment businesses, once the central pillar of the Vanderlite Empire, but Everett was dismissive of the entire enterprise. He seemed confident that YouTube and other sites like that, would be the only content farms of the future.

Then something happened that really shocked me.

“You see, this is the perfect example,” he pulled up a clip and queued it up, “Now we could try and sign these girls, get them a record deal, tours, and all that. Maybe we make a few bucks before they get ugly and old, and maybe we don’t. It’s such a gamble. But if we instead sign them, and monetize their YouTube feeds, forcing them into a contract to publish their videos under our banner… then we get all profit with no investment!”

He was playing shaky cell phone footage of a night club, and a familiar song streamed out of the speakers. My heart raced, and I felt a real strong emotion for the first time since coming into the building. For dancing in the middle of the screen, surrounded by screaming fans, was Clara spinning beats and Monique singing. I couldn’t believe it, and my eyes almost bulged out of my head when I saw the views at over three million.

“They’re hot too, right?” Everett said, mistaking my expression.

“What… what about live concerts?” I asked, “Isn’t there still money to be made there?”

“No one wants to spend their day in the middle of a hot, sweaty mass of people,” he said, shaking his head, “This is the online generation, it's all about streaming now. That’s why we’re moving into that space, it’s going to be exciting!”

I continued to make conversation with the man as he took hits from his bong. A few minutes later, he was stoned and fuzzy-headed. He asked three times if I wanted a hit and kept forgetting that I’d said no. Finally, I got out of there, thanking the man for his hospitality and showing myself out.

Becca was sitting outside the office when I came out, and she hopped to her feet, painting a smile on her face.

“I hope everything went well?” She asked, and I saw her expression grow nervous as blue-grey pot smoke rolled out of the office.

“It was lovely,” I said, unable to contain the broad smile that broke out.

“I’ll show you out,” she said and bit her bottom lip as she held open the elevator doors for me.

“Have you been working here long?” I asked.

I pulled out my phone and sent a text to Ava, as Becca stepped in with me, standing far closer than was necessary. In truth, I had no desire for the young woman. She was nice enough, but her plastic appearance and the false and vapid expressions that found their way to her face offended me somehow.

I flirted with her the whole ride down, however, and as I left, promised to give her a call. Walking to the exit doors, I drew in a deep breath, feeling flush with pride. In the whole hour-long meeting, I’d managed to reveal nothing about my intentions for Whitaker Industries or about its holdings or their health. Meanwhile, Everett had been apparent, at least to me, in his ploy to win my trust so he might make an offer soon. I didn’t trust any of the information he’d told me, all of it would have to be verified. I might like the man, but it sure was going to be fun, tearing his company down around his head.

As I slipped into the backseat of the town car, I caught Ava’s concerned expression in the mirror. I grinned back at her and saw her face relax in relief.

“It went well then?”

“I need to confirm a few things,” I said, my mind spinning through possibilities, “but yes… it went rather well. The man is an absolute moron, not a bad fellow, though.”

“He’s huge in Silicon Valley,” Ava said, pulling out onto the street, “tech companies love him.”

“I can see that,” I said. “What do you know about Vanderlite investments out west?”

As she drove me to the Whitaker offices, she told me all she knew, which was a surprising amount. Ava, it turned out, was an avid reader of tech blogs, mostly for research but also because she liked to know what was coming down the pipeline, technology-wise. I sent a message to Julia, with a link to the YouTube clip, and let her break the good news to Clara and Monique.

We got to the Whitaker offices, and I felt my shoulders relax, and my breathing come easier. I was coming to feel at home in this space. Where before it had always been my father's offices, they were beginning to feel like mine, as I took more ownership of the company and its path forward.

“Well,” Brooke asked when we walked into her office, face tight with tension, “how did it go?”

I told her about everything, from the secretary and her fake tits, and caked-on makeup to Everett taking bong hits. She relaxed as I spoke and interjected with questions at several points, drilling down on something the man had said. Once, when I mentioned his pivot away from entertainment, she pulled over her laptop and pulled up some material to reference. Showing me that Vanderlite Industries had indeed sold off some minor record labels and local TV stations in the past six months.

“This is all interesting,” Brooke said, pouring a glass of wine and walking back to her chair, pulling off her heels, and tucking her feet beneath her thighs, “But I fail to see how it’s of use to us. Whitaker Industries doesn’t have any holding in entertainment.”

“That’s about to change,” I said, pulling up the YouTube clip of the girls and showing it to her. “You’re going to establish a separate division, we will enter the space in music first, but position ourselves to produce video content as well. The world is filled with streaming services crying out for content, and we’ll have the infrastructure to handle it once we acquire one of the small companies Vanderlite sold off. Or we cobble a production company together ourselves, it’s cheap now anyway with digital cameras. I believe last time I was here, you told me about a lens factory in Shangai that makes film lenses?”

“I did, Guongzo Vision is their name,” Brooke tilted her head in that way she had and tapped her nail on her glass, a small smile drawing up the corners of her lips, “You’ve done some research into this, I can tell. You're serious about it.”

“I am,” I nodded, looking off and thinking as I spoke. “Once we get our foot in the door and establish ourselves as a player in the media landscape, we’ll be able to craft the message and determine our own fate.”

“What message?”

“All of them,” I said, grinning, “My plan is for music to be our first foot forward. Partnering with promoters, venue owners, and festival organizers, we can leverage our other businesses and become vendors. What we might lose in partnership deals, we’ll make up for in relationships with local officials.”

“Politics is a dangerous game,” Brooke warned, “Your father was wary of wading into those waters too much.”

“I know, and that was a mistake. He forged an empire and a network of businesses that are profitable and robust. Still, in the end, Whitaker Industries has less power than a local gas station. And I promise you, Brooke,” I said, my eyes locking on hers, “we will have a seat at the table and a say in what our world will become.”

The woman was breathing heavily, her eyes shining with excitement and unshed tears. Wine forgotten, she leaped across from her chair and into my lap. Her lips met mine as her hand slipped down my stomach and into the waist of my pants, stroking down my cock inside my boxers.

“Fuck, I’ve never seen anything sexier than watching you plot and plan just now.” She ran her fingers down the side of my face, eyes shining as she gazed into mine, not quite believing what she was seeing. “Are you the same, scared young man who let me be his first? What other layers lie hidden within you?”

I felt my cheeks grow pink under her praise but chose not to reply. Instead sliding my hands over her firm ass and down to her smooth legs. Brooke hunched her waist, rocking her hips up and letting me pull her skirt up over her ass. Biting her bottom lip, she slipped my cock out of my pants, and I hooked her tiny panties aside.

Our foreheads touched as she pressed my cock against her wetness and shifting slightly, sank onto my lap with a sigh of pleasure.

“You have no idea how I’ve missed this,” Brooke said, sitting back and gyrating her hips. Drawing her clit along the shaft of my cock, before rocking forward and enfolding my hardness in her heavenly warmth.

“God damn you feel incredible,” I moaned, “slower… I want to enjoy this.”

“Yes, sir,” Brooke said, grinning and biting her bottom lip.

I relaxed back into the chair as the gorgeous brunette executive rode my cock slowly. Her hips rolling up as she ground slowly on my cock. All while, I slid my hands up her smooth stomach and under her bra to fonder her big firm breasts and grip her hips and ass. As the pleasure built and our passion increased, her movements grew faster and with more insistence. Finally, and almost silently, we both came together. The older woman clutching at me, shivering and holding me tight, lips pressed to mine as I flooded her with cum, and her pussy quivered on my cock.
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W
 e cleaned up and made arrangements to meet soon so she could keep me informed. Then with a final kiss, I slipped out of the office, surprised to find Ava still hanging outside after all the others had gone home.

“Are you ready to head home, sir?”

“I am,” I said, a little amused and curious by her behavior.

“Excellent, then I will bring the car around,” she turned on her heel and hurried off to the elevators.

“Ava,” I called, “why don’t I just go down with you? It seems silly to drive around and pick me up.”

“Sir,” she paused and looked back over her shoulder at me, “It wouldn’t be right for a man of your station and importance to enter the garage. If anyone is watching, they will expect the CEO to be treated as a CEO ought to be.”

“But I’m not CEO yet,” I said, grinning and trying to get back to our previous easy relationship, “so you don’t have to stress about that.”

“Maybe not in title,” she said, her eyes shining with a kind of hero-worship that I’d never thought to see directed at me, “But you are, sir. It’s never been more apparent before today just how blessed we are at Whitaker to have you as our leader.”

“I didn’t do anything,” I said, laughing, “just went to a meeting with a spoiled rich kid.”

“Sir!” Ava said, walking back to me and looking up into my eyes, so seriously that it sobered me up. “After witnessing the changes you’ve undergone over just these past weeks, I know there’s nothing you can’t do. Your father would have walked out of that meeting having made an enemy, but you made a friend and learned more in one hour of just being you and listening, than our spies have learned in a year. Sir, you are good, kind, and beautiful, and I’ve never been more excited than I am right now for what the future holds for all of us. So, don’t say you’ve done nothing. Not unless you want to insult Ms. Brooke, Julia, and me.”

“Ok,” I said, holding up my hands in mock surrender, “Consider me chastised. But I don’t feel worthy of such lofty compliments.”

“Should I prove my devotion in some other way, sir?” She blinked up at me so innocently that red warning flags went up. My heart started beating as she twisted her narrow hips, arms pressed together to squeeze her breasts. Unlike with Becca, Ava’s natural tits trapped my gaze and caused my cock to throb with need once more.

The tiny blonde grinned when she saw my expression, and she dropped to her knees right there in the office space. Surrounded by empty desks and the dim green desk lamps, the only illumination in the office after hours, Ava gave me an incredible blowjob. No matter how much I tried, she wouldn’t let me fuck her. She would not relent in her worship. When I finally came, her eyes were staring into mine, her small mouth sucking hard to down my seed as it spurt out. I knew at that moment that her loyalty was absolute and unquestioning.

By the time I got to my place and fell into bed, my cock was hard once more as visions of Ava and Brooke danced through my head. I drifted off to sleep after an hour of messaging with Clara and Monique about their YouTube clip. The girls had made a Twitter account and a YouTube account and were trying to figure out how to get them verified. I passed out once they got the email asking for their identifications. It was crazy exciting to see them beginning to blow up and not knowing where it was all going, but my eyelids could barely stay open any longer.

I had mid-terms the next week and was buried in my room or in the library at school studying and working on a paper. Gia proved a godsend in helping me study. The woman’s study had lots of reference materials, and she had an encyclopedic understanding of what was in them and where to find it. It proved faster than Google, and there were other perks as well.

The beautiful busty MILF was always willing to fool around when I came over. Often dropping down to give me a phenomenal blowjob in her study chair. Or I would bend her over the armrest and take her from behind, watching her massive breast sway and listening to her moans of pleasure.

After a session with her, I was always able to focus on my work without my mind becoming distracted.

I wanted to get my studying done during the week because I had plans to finish off the roof on Saturday. Plus, Clara and Monique had another show Friday that I was going to. Each morning without fail, I went to Sola’s to workout with the women. We were in a comfortable rhythm, and Sola took us through maintenance poses so that we could maintain the flexibility and strength we’d all gained.

That is, Clara and Monique were there every day except for Friday. When I got to the yoga studio Friday, I found Sola hadn’t bothered to put on clothing for our workout. I learned why ten minutes later, after a sweat popping warmup, when she jumped my bones, and we fucked like Olympians for the rest of the hour. Sex with Sola was like sport fucking. We never ceased moving, except for the occasional breather, and by the time we were done, I was wrung out and dripping with sweat. When I left to run down and shower, the tiny blond slapped my ass and gave me a wink.

“Same place and time next week,” she said with a crooked smile, “You’ve proven to be beneficial for my mental health, and I find I need a regular dose of that incredible sex.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, grinning back, and on impulse, I slipped my arm around her tiny waist and pulled her into a deep kiss.

Sola jerked in surprise, the kiss far more intimate than anything we’d done during sex. I heard the door to Elizabeth’s apartment open, and the woman let out a small gasp of surprise. I held the kiss for another few seconds and then released Sola. Stepping away and loving the sight of her swaying on her feet slightly, cheeks flush a little redder than the workout had caused.

The tiny yoga instructor stood naked in her doorway, watching me walk down the stairs with a little smile on her lips. The tall and pristinely attired Elizabeth joined me on the walk down, her lips pressed together in a suppressed smile.

“I ordered a BBQ for the roof,” she said, “It should be arriving today. I was wondering if you could help me set it up tomorrow?”

“Yea,” I said, “I’d love to. That was a great idea, we should have a party or something one of these days.”

“I have a rack of ribs, and I know Gia always has a lot of food ready to go. We should have it this weekend, while the weather is still good. I’ll talk to Milly and Gia and see if they’re free. Why don’t you invite Sola, Monique, and Clara? You seem to be getting along well with them.”

“I will,” I said and matched the woman’s grin with my own.

“Have a good day!” She said when we got to the foyer, and she hurried over to the door, “I’ll see you tomorrow!”

I hopped in the shower and made it to class just in time for my first midterm. From the combination of work-out and sex session, my mind was clear and focused, and I jammed through the test. Writing down my answers and filling in the bubbles, I almost laughed at how anxious I used to be during tests.

It was a beautiful day, and I took my lunch break in the park, eating a boiled hotdog loaded with onions and mustard as I watched an old man feed the pigeons. The warm sunlight relaxed my sore muscles and elevated my mood. Taking in the city around me, with its bustling crowds, I drew in a deep breath and realized I was home. Nowhere I’d ever lived had become so comfortable and familiar to me. I still didn’t enjoy massive crowds, or even big ones, but there was something about the close buildings and busy streets that energized me, reminded me I was alive.

I got back to my place around three and plopped down on my bed for a nap. I planned on staying up late that night and figured a rest might help. It’s always a gamble when you wake from a nap. Sometimes I’m groggy and can’t seem to wake back up for an hour or so, and other times I pop up refreshed and ready to go.

That Friday, I was happy to have the latter happen to me as I hopped up and started getting ready. It was dark out, and I knew the show would be starting soon. I should just have enough time to hit the train and walk to the club. I took a few minutes to try and style my hair, wanting to look suitable for the girls and put on a white shirt and my favorite pair of jeans.

Feeling good, I hopped down to the Pho place and scarfed down a quick bowl of noodle soup. Then I was on the subway, feeling excited and nervous. Not for myself, though, for the girls. Something about the night felt special, and I suspected the show might be crazy with the success that Sugar & Spice were picking up online.
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W
 hen I got to the club, I wasn’t prepared for the mad scene that was taking place outside. There wasn’t just a crowd; there was a mob. A peaceful and excited mob, but a mob none the less.

People filled the sidewalk and spilled out into the street. A milling group of excited kids all around my age. I was surprised to see so many Asians here, and most were dressed in neon raver clothing. The faces looked so excited, and there was a buzz as I moved through them, as if they were on the cutting edge of something significant.

The security at the door had my name down and let me in, and I found the inside even more packed than it had been outside. I felt my anxiety spiking for one second in the press of people, then I spotted Julia over by the bar, sitting off to one side. I made my way over, and her face lit up into a bright smile when she saw me.

“Hey, Connor!” She wrapped me in a one-arm hug, her massive breasts pressing into my chest, “The girls are going to be so happy you made it!”

“This is crazy,” I said, looking around, “Are all these people here to see Sugar & Spice?”

“Yea, it's insane! The girls took my advice and got their social media platforms up before the show and promoted it there. Have you seen their Insta lately?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head, “They blowing up?”

“Oh my god!” She pulled out her phone and pulled up the girls’ profile.

As she did that, I couldn’t help but take her in from head to foot. She wasn’t dressed in her business blouse and skirt like I’d always seen her. She was in an old faded white Nirvana tour shirt and a pair of shorts that showed off her legs to perfection. On her feet were old broken in doc martins that looked like they had seen their share of bar and club floors.

“Look! Seven Hundred thousand followers in two days! Most are from Korea too, it’s crazy, the girls have taken off there in a way few outside groups do.” Julia shook her head as she stashed the phone and sipped her beer, “I’ve been fielding calls from promoters all over the country. Mostly raves, and electronica shows, but a few festivals out west. Connor, we need to find studio space soon, these girls are on fire.”

“I spoke with Brooke about that,” I said, “and I wanted to speak with you before she did. Tell me what you think of this.”

I proceeded to describe for her my idea of how Whitaker Industries would begin to make a foothold into media. She listened with rapt attention, nodding along with me, her smile growing as I went on. I was just getting into how I imagined the org chart functioning when the opening act ended, and the place became, almost eerily quiet.

Julia and I turned from the bar to see the crowd still, all heads turned to the stage as people drew out their cellphones, excitement painted on every face.

“I’m so glad I had them load up an opening lights package,” Julia said under her breath.

“What?” I asked, just as the light went out in the whole place.

A white mist boiled up around the black stage as a single electronic note sounded, soft at first and then rising higher and higher until suddenly it dropped out. Spotlights flashing on the stage to reveal Sugar & Spice in their matching outfits of opposing white and black, with a bit of red flair.

The crowd erupted in wild cheers when the girls appeared, raising their hands and waving.

“I can see we have a great crowd tonight!” Monique called out, her beautiful smile stretching from ear to ear, “We have a new song we wanted to share with you all, we hope you like it. We haven’t settled on a name yet, it’s either called Thrupple or We Both Fell for Him!”

A pulsing haunting beat started up as Clara slipped behind the DJ table, her hands dancing across the mix table as she added to the track she’d produced. Monique let the music move her, and the crowd went wild as they watched the gorgeous mocha-skinned woman dance like no one was watching.


“What to do when you meet two soul mates at once?... What can it be if we three decide to become one?...”


Monique’s voice was a haunting accompaniment to the music, pulsing in and out with the beat. The crowd began to sway slightly, curious where this was going, but their curiosity disappeared as the tempo grew faster and faster. Soon there was a roiling pile of dancers lost within the music, the lyrics rolling over them, as the beats sank deep into their bones.

Julia took my hand, flashing me a smile, and pulled me into the press. I was nervous and shy at first, but in no time, the music had taken me. The beautiful woman turned, dancing with her back to the stage facing me, long blond hair shaking out as she swayed and moved to the music. Her hips rocking side to side and her massive breasts swaying under her shirt in a way that told me she wasn’t wearing a bra under there.

Her grin grew as I lost myself in the music, and she nodded along with the beat. We danced for a good hour or so, Clara and Monique bringing the crowd up and up and then dropping us all the way down into a slow melody, the crowd swaying together, singing as one as Monique led us in the chorus. Then once more, they brought the tempo up, momentum carrying us along with it. Julia and I danced together, lost in the music and one another, hands exploring and bodies gyrating together. Around us were packed crowds doing the same. People of all ages lost in the moment and carried along.

Julia pushed off me at one point and grabbed my wrist, dragging me through the crowd with her to the side of the venue. She flashed the security guard her backstage badge, and the man gave me one look, then threw her a smirk and let us through. Suddenly free of the packed crowd, I realized how hot it had been in there, my shirt was plastered to me.

The hallway that Julia led me down was narrow. We passed another security guard who let us pass, giving us a similar smirk as the first guy. I was beginning to wonder what they saw when we passed a tall mirror after a sharp turn, and I saw ourselves reflected back.

Julia looked like a crazy hot MILF rocker with her teased out blonde hair and tight white shirt and shorts. While I barely recognized myself. My hair had grown slick with sweat and was swept back in a style I’d never tried. My shirt was plastered to my body, revealing a lean and muscular torso and tight jeans with a hefty hunk of cock pressed against the leg. I looked like some kind of young fuckboy, and the absurdity of feeling comfortable in the role, after feeling the complete opposite just a few months before, felt amazing.

Julia opened a door that led into a dressing room, and I could see Clara and Monique’s clothes tossed all around the small space. She pressed me into the room hurriedly, getting us in before a small fat little man could get his camera to snap a photo of us.

The loud pulsing beats cut off to a dull roar once the door shut behind her, and I opened my mouth to ask what was going on. But then I lost all train of thought as she threw herself into my arms. As the music beat played, Julia ripped my clothes off over my head, tossing hers aside. Biting her bottom lip between her teeth, she pulled my hard cock into her from behind.

The sexy blond MILF was bent over the makeup desk, her face reflected in the mirror, twisted in bliss as she shuddered in orgasm. It didn’t take but a few hard pumps for her to get off, after having been so worked up dancing, but I wanted this beautiful creature and had no desire to relent control of her so quickly. Julia screamed out in orgasm once more as I pulled her body close, cupping her heavy breast in one hand as I thrust into her and shot my cum into her womb.

“That was… wild,” she said with a grin. Then turning, she kissed me quickly and slipped back into her clothes. “Stay here, I wanted to get you backstage so you can surprise the girls when they get off.”

“I’ll be waiting,” I said with a grin as I pulled on my shirt and pants, plopping down on the couch in the room.

The show was over a few minutes later, and I was able to hear the final song. The crowd started cheering for an encore even before the girls got to the dressing room. They threw the door open, and both screamed in surprise when they saw me. They ran over, throwing their arms around me, and I felt a wave of emotion as the girls clung tightly to me.
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For one drawn-out second, I just held them, an arm around each of their slender waists, holding them close, inhaling the scent of them and feeling them relax into me.

“We saw you and Julia dancing together,” Monique said, pulling her head back and grinning up at me, her eyes soft, “and now we find you in here and it smells of sex. Care to explain yourself, mister?”

“Yea,” Clara said, “what gives? She’s only supposed to be taking 10%!”

“Can I blame it on the music?” I asked, a grin tugging at my lips.

“Good answer,” Monique said, as she pressed her thick lips to mine, only to be replaced by Clara’s soft ones a moment later.

“Yea, I guess we can forgive you.” The blonde said.

“Ok,” I said, “how insane was that show? You two are fucking amazing!”

“Oh my god, I know!” Clara said, laughing, “I’m going to freak out just thinking about it, but that’s the greatest rush I’ve ever felt.”

“Me too,” Monique said, “I can’t even put it into words. That crowd was so amazing, and the energy in this place is intense. It’s hard to believe the silly songs we made down in the basement are touching so many.”

“They’re still calling for you both,” I said, releasing the two of them and stepping back, “go on, you can’t leave your fans waiting.”

The two of them beamed at me, the sound of the chanting crowds rocking the building, drawing their smiles all the wider. They made me promise to wait here for them before they bundled out of the dressing room and ran up to the stage. Just as they both left, the small greasy man in the hallway snapped a photo of the three of us. I went to go stop him, but he was gone before I could get close.

I hung out in the dressing room, listening to the girls entertain the crowd with a dance and play one of their songs again. The ground trembled as the crowd danced in time with the beat, roaring their appreciation as the girls gave a final send-off, thanking everyone for coming out.

An hour later, dressed down in comfortable clothing, the three of us stumbled down dark streets in search of pizza and cold drinks. That night we were all so full of excitement and energy after the show, especially the girls, that we stayed up late talking long through the night. We made our way back to the apartment building and clambered up onto the roof. There we lie on the wooden deck, leaning against a pile of blankets we’d brought up. The sky was clear, and the stars, just barely visible through the city’s light pollution.

We spoke about our hopes and dreams for the future, and our fears. Most prominent among those for the girls, was this wild ride they were about to take. They worried it would change them too much, and that they would be alone on the road all the time, surrounded by fake friends and people reliant on them for their paychecks.

“I’ve seen all the Behind The Music’s they had on TV,” Monique said, “It never works out well for the kid from the streets. I had a nice quiet life going doing my art, I mean if it wasn’t for how amazing it is to make music with you Clara, I don’t know if I’d risk it.”

“I know,” the small blonde said, “You both know my past… just don’t let me freak out and run away from all this, ok?”

“Listen, both of you,” I said, pulling them into my arms, “we will always be friends, that won’t change. And you’ll always have the women here in the building to lean on, they love you like I do.”

“You…what?” Monique said, turning her head, a smile breaking out wide.

I realized what I said and felt my cheeks flush red, but I didn’t take it back. Just smiling back at the two of them.

“You know we love you too, don’t you?” Clara asked, as she shifted on my other side, I felt her small hand settle on my thigh, and my heart begin to race in my chest.

“I do,” I said, realizing it was true even as I said it.

I knew from looking into their open faces, they cared about me, not about my money or my status, but about the man, Connor. And I cared about both, from the depth of their souls to the tips of their talented fingers.

“Then prove it,” Monique said, her strong fingers pulling my face to hers as her thick grinning lips pressed to mine, her tongue dancing in my mouth and sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine.

My hands slipped down her back and cupped her large firm ass, pulling her in close to me. Clara would not be ignored, nor could she be. Her tiny ass was in my other hand, and her hot lips were on my neck, kissing a line of fire up to the side of my lips and then drawing me over to her lips.

The tiny blonde groaned out in pleasure when our lips met, and her hand slipped up into my hair, holding it firmly before pulling me back for one second and staring into my face, her eyes dancing.

“Do your hair like this,” she said, “It looks so fucking badass slicked back.”

“I agree,” Monique said, sitting up and running her hand back over my hair, looking at me critically, “And stick to the white shirts, it’s a power move.”

“See,” I said with a grin, “and I think you would both look a lot better without the shirts.”

“Oh, really?” Clara said as Monique grinned and whipped her shirt up over her head and flung it down to the deck.

I drew in a sharp breath when I saw the large hard dark nipples and perfectly shaped breasts. I felt my mouth watering as I slid my hand up her smooth back and around to palm one perfect breast. Monique moaned out, biting her bottom lip and smiling in pleasure as she watched me appreciate her beauty.

Clara followed suit a moment later, her shirt joining her best friends, and then I was fondling two pairs of breasts. Clara’s were smaller but firmer, and her nipples were the lightest shade of pink and soft as berries. The tiny blonde reached out and hefted one of Monique’s heavier breasts and sighed in pleasure as the dark-skinned woman did the same.

Then both women reached up and took my wrists and drew my hands down to between their legs. They eyed one another and had matching smiles of excitement as my hands slipped into their tight jeans and across slick pussy lips, feeling both of their sexes at once. Both fingers found their little love nubs and gently circled them, as the girls jerked their hips in surprise at the sudden and intense pleasure.

“Oh fuck… you’re good,” Monique whispered, one hand on the back of my head, drawing my lips to her hard nipple as the other began to undo the fly of my jeans.

Clara kissed her best friend as I teased and fingered their pussies. The wet sounds of the friends’ and lovers' tongues interlocking caused my cock to throb even harder in my pants, and I released Monique’s firm nipple to watch the incredible sight. The two young women were gorgeous and sitting up, making out, framed with the night's sky overhead and the city skyline behind, they were the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen.

I felt their bodies begin to tremble, and their hands came up, holding onto one another as twin orgasms ripped through the both of them. Their firm asses shaking as their juices flooded over my hands. Their pants were all bunched and awkward as they trembled and released their kiss. Both plopped down onto their butts, grinning, surprised, and panting.

“That was… fuck, Clara… we found us a keeper,” Monique turned her eyes from her friend to me. Sitting up, she shifted her pants off her hips, pushing them aside and revealing smooth dark thighs that dried my mouth.

“Mhmm, and now we get to return the favor,” Clara said, eyes shining with desire as she pushed off her own pants and began to fumble free the rest of the buttons on my jeans.

“Easy girl,” Monique said, her hands slipping over her friends, slowing them down, drawing out the tension as she slowly popped the rivets free, “Our boy’s so hard he might pop off any moment, can’t have that. I plan to enjoy this evening.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” I said with a grin, running my hands over their slender backs, “Nothing is going to keep me from enjoying tonight… I love you both so much.”

“Good,” Clara said, tongue touching her upper lip as she reached into my pants and fished out my hard-on, her friend pushing them down my hips.

I sat back and relaxed, watching the two beautiful young women run their hands up and down my cock. Their fingers were soft at first, delicately tracing up and down the sensitive flesh sheathing the steel hardness beneath. Then both of their hands interlaced, fingers gripping me together, as they stroked me slowly.

Monique bent down, her pink tongue dancing around the large crown of my cock, covering it with her saliva. Their hands worked the slickness over my shaft as they stroked me. Then they both slipped to either side of my legs, and looking up at me with eager eyes, watching the effect they had on me as first one, and then the other pressed warm hot lips to the sides of my cock, kissing and sucking their way to the tip.

Thick wet lips slid over the tip and met one another, sucking and pushing the head of my cock back and forth, their tongues dancing along the sensitive underside. Monique’s eyes flared wide when she heard my guttural moan of pleasure and her nails dragged along the soft skin covering my balls, ever so lightly.

“Oh shit,” I moaned, as Clara sucked hard on the tip, Monique stroking the shaft and massaging my balls in time with the other girls’ motions, “God damn… that feels like heaven.”

Monique smirked and joined her friend, trading places with her on the tip of my cock. Two more times, they traded me back and forth. Then Clara began to kiss her neck and massage the woman’s big dark breasts, pinching and pulling at the nipples as my cock stretched out Monique’s throat.

“I’m going to cum,” I announced, watching in awe as Monique pulled up, moaning out in pleasure and shuffled over, Clara pressing her face next to her friends.

My cum shot into their open and waiting mouths, and they took turns sucking the tip clean and then kissed, passing my cum back and forth between them. Their moans of pleasure caused my cock to throb once more. Then they toppled over, giggling and rolling off me and to the side, legs scissoring together as I saw their tight pussies for the first time.

As the two gorgeous women made out, I rolled over and buried my face in their treasures. Licking and teasing with tongue and fingers, as they made out and giggled, sighing out in growing pleasure as their lips puffed up, oozing their juices.

I made love with Clara first, which I guess was fitting as she was the one who started this whole wild affair between us three. The air was chill, but our skin was hot, and our need fierce as I slid into her narrow confines. Monique lay pressed to both of our sides, her whispered words of encouragement and love, spurring us on, and her kisses and hands trailed fire across our skin.

The slender little blonde, who looked like an angel, cried out in pleasure as I filled her womb with my seed, nails digging into my back as she shuddered in bliss beneath me. Her second orgasm, as my cock thrust in and out of her. My motions slowed, and we kissed deeply, holding one another and trembling as the emotions surged within.

Monique couldn’t wait, and I felt her hands on my ass and back growing insistent. With a grin of delight, I lifted up and planted a kiss on her thick, soft lips and pulled her beneath me. Pushing in beside Clara, Monique looked up at me with a blush that seemed out of character for her.

Her hand slowly worked my cock to hardness, as she gazed into my eyes and I into hers. They were pale brown and drew me in deeper and deeper. Her blush faded, and her grin grew, and I felt her wetness coating her thighs. As she gripped my cock and pressed it to her thick lips, I felt her incredible tightness cinching down on me, and I felt my eyes go wide in shock.

It took me several minutes of short slow thrusts to get my cock fully inside the tiny woman. She wasn’t a virgin but, was the closest thing. She would admit later that after her first terrible experience, she’d shut that side of herself off until just recently. The fact that I hadn’t pushed her and Clara for sex so early on and had been content to wait until she and they were ready, had helped heal some of her scars.

Whether from anxiety, or not having anything inside her for years, Monique was so tiny I nearly came three times before I was entirely inside her. The look of strain on my face caused Clara to grin and whisper about how amazing Monique’s pussy must be. The dark-skinned woman, for her part, was writhing beneath me, her lips and mine locked together with my hands on her big firm ass as she came in tiny little shockwaves, each time my cock got a little deeper in her.

The three of us made love for hours on the roof. Covering ourselves with blankets and laying on our back, talking, touching, and watching the stars, in-between bouts of wild and frenzied fucking, or sweet and gentle lovemaking. The three of us were there awake, naked, holding one another and covered in blankets as the sun rose out over the river. Its first golden rays crowned the most perfect evening of my life.

We didn’t want to let go of one another, but eventually, we had to as the sun began to rise higher. I was happy I’d taken a nap the day before because I wasn’t nearly as beat as Clara and Monique. I dropped them off at their place, Clara having moved in a couple weeks back. Then I made my way down to my place.
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I ended up sleeping for four hours and woke at 10 am, bright-eyed and ready to go. After a quick shower and shave, I used my hair gel and comb to slick my hair back, like it had been at the club the night before. I was impressed at how fashionable and great it looked. Feeling a little more confident than usual, I pulled on a white shirt and blue jeans and went to go grab the awning I planned to bolt into place today on the roof.

When I grabbed my phone, I saw a couple text messages, one from Brooke, another from Julia, and the last, surprisingly from Everette Vanderlite. I checked the last one first, curious why he tracked down my number and messaged me.

--bro you move fast!

--I’m impressed! Are they still looking to sign with someone? Think you can get me an in bro?!?

Below the two messages was a screenshot of a news article on Page 6 that read: Hot Young Pop Stars, Spotted With Billionaire Playboy.

Below the headline was a grainy image snapped of Clara and Monique holding hands and slipping out of their dressing room. The picture perfectly captured their smiling, shining faces as they look back at me. I barely recognized myself as I stood in the dressing room, slouched on one hip with a confident smile on my lips as I looked back. I didn’t even recognize myself and ended up rereading the headline three times and double-checking the image to make sure.

Brooke and Julia were commenting on the photo as well, and both had more news to share. Brooke said she would be over to talk this afternoon, that the picture put things into motion faster than she’d been planning. She said not to worry and not to leave the building in case there were paparazzi outside. Ava was on her way back in from the countryside and would be joining her. I text back that they didn’t have to waste their weekends, but she responded immediately, warning me not to leave.

The message from Julia was much the same, saying she had been in contact with Brooke and was working on containing any fallout with publicists at the company. Her tone was less damage control though and more about opportunity. She said she was already having stories pushed out in the media that I was working to sign the girls on my new record label.

--If we leverage this properly, we can turn all three of you into celebrities!

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I was just growing comfortable with how my life had become lately. In truth, I knew that once I stepped up and took the helm of the company, that I would instantly become a person with articles written about them. It was less about giving up ownership of my own narrative, although that was a concern, and more about how it might affect my newfound mental health and lifestyle. I had no desire to compromise on either.

I was just about to type out a message to Julia, telling her to squash the idea and keep me out of it as much as possible when there was a loud knock at my door, and Gia’s breathless voice came through to me.

“Connor! Connor, are you awake?!”

I hopped out of bed and unlatched the door, and the older woman bustled in all breathless energy as she went over and tugged the drapes, double-checking that they were closed tight. All the while, she babbled, full of excitement.

“You’re never going to believe what’s happening outside, there are dozens of people crowded out there, wanting to get in and speak with you. I told them to stay out, or we’d call the cops, not that I’m sure what the cops would do, you understand. It’s just so exciting, though, don’t you think?” She turned to me, flashing a broad smile that fell when she saw my boxers.

“You need to put something on this minute! Oh my, Connor… when did you get so hard-muscled… never mind that! Where are your pants?”

“Gia, calm down,” I said, pressing her to sit on my bed, “It’s going to be ok, I’ll have them gone soon.”

“Don’t do that!” The woman said, her voice almost a shriek as she grabbed my arm, almost making me drop my phone, “No, no, this is so perfect for you and for the girls! Don’t you see what an opportunity this is for you? Every enemy of your father has had spies following you since you were born. They all know the young man who showed up on our stoop months ago, but this young man… this gorgeous, brilliant, confident, and charming young man they know nothing about. Oh, quiet,” She said, shushing me when I went to protest, “I know you’re the same man. Just with a better hairstyle, some abs, and with the confidence to talk with women like they’re humans and not mythical creatures. But what’s important is the perception. Don’t you remember from your lessons in literature?”

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head, seeing what she meant but unsure if it could work, “You mean they carry in their own expectations of what a young, successful CEO is, but I can break that mold, keep them all guessing and off their toes, gain an edge for deals.”

“Not just that,” she said, hand reaching up and fingers flexing on my thigh. “There is a value in celebrity, a value that is beyond priceless. If you want to protect your new girlfriends as they wander their new reality, there is no quicker, better way.”

I contemplated what she said, slowly working through the problem, seeing it from every angle. Using logic and long-practiced techniques to see where I might make mistakes and how I would have to correct for them. Looking several moves down and weighing each outcome against the others, determining what would be best. In the end, I agreed with Gia’s assessment, but there would have to be some clear guidelines established, for me to be able to operate my life as intended.

When I picked my head up, I saw an odd expression on Gia’s face.

“You just did your whole thing again, didn’t you?” She asked, a broad smile on her lips. When I gave her a puzzled frown, she laughed, “That thing you do when you see a problem you want to solve. Come on, tell me the answer to all this paparazzi mess, I know you just figured it out.”

“I didn’t think anyone noticed that,” I said, feeling a touch flattered she had, “The paparazzi are going to be easy to deal with, it’s the rooftop I’m worried about.”

In the end, both proved to be simple to fix. Three actors disguised to look like Clara, Monique, and I were spotted across town, leaving a well-known brunch spot. That dragged the paparazzi away, and a news release dropped an hour later from the Whitaker Industries Press Office, about the new label launching soon to support the talents of two new contestants on a top-ranked Asian Idol show.

The head fake from Pop Stars to Idol Stars flashed through both western and eastern media. Timed with three individuals who looked suspiciously like us, getting onto a Whitaker Industries private jet. The planes itinerary marking its final destination as Seoul, by way of a private resort on Bali, had the tabloid press buzzing in major markets around the world with a juicy new story of young wealth and talent colliding in romantic adventures and locations.

In truth, the reality was much more prosaic and beautiful.
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Three hours after I’d sent my first text to Brooke, I put the final bolt in place and climbed down from the short A-frame ladder. I drew down the cloth covering and looked around at the roof, feeling pride fill me as I saw the transformation that had taken place.

Gone were the piles of debris and refuse that had filled the corners, and the tar paper and bird shit that had been stuck to nearly every surface. There was now a beautiful sealed deck with a covering and awning to keep the sun and prying eyes out. I’d built a few planter boxes along the walls, and along with Milly and Elizabeth’s help over the past week, they were now bursting with life, brightly colored flowers, and green vines that hung over the side of the building.

Gia was heating the coals in the large grill we’d set up in the red brick BBQ pit, and Elizabeth was laying towels out on the cushioned deck chairs. Monique was setting up a wireless speaker and hooking up her laptop to play some music, while Clara pulled beers out of cases and dropped them in the ice bucket. I caught Milly’s eye as she slipped out of the stairwell, clutching a beach towel close. She flashed me a nervous smile and then joined, pulling out the vegetables and meat she’d brought.

I got a text message, and after reading it, I went over to the edge of the building and glanced down. There was the town car sitting out front, and Brooke, Ava, and Julia stood outside the door. The women all looked phenomenal and were drawing stares from all around.

All three were wearing big, wide-brimmed floppy hats and loose flowing robes that covered their bathing suits. They carried bags of alcohol and snacks and chatted with one another excitedly.

“I’ll be right back,” I said to the women on the rooftop, “Save me a chair.”

“Oh, we’ll save you a spot,” said Monique winking at me with her long lashes, “right in the middle, big boy.”

“Ha!” Barked Elizabeth, then she grew red in embarrassment when the other women turned in surprise at her loud laugh.

The others were laughing when I threw open the door and ran downstairs. I pulled open the front door and felt my heart and other organs swell at the beautiful sight. They all looked so relaxed I hardly recognized them, not to mention the change in clothing from their usual business attire.

“Welcome!” I said, holding the door as they all came in.

Brooke pulled off her sunglasses and took in the foyer, looking impressed. Then she spotted the antique brass mailbox on the back wall, and her grin grew wider still.

“I wondered if you would ever discover what was behind that wall,” she nodded, “I’m impressed, Connor.”

“How did you know about it?” I asked.

“Don’t forget I have the building plans,” the executive said, winking at me.

“So, where is your place?” Ava asked eagerly, “I’ve wanted to see the closet you’ve been forced to live in. How awful has it been?”

“Honestly,” I said, stepping over to unlock my door, “It hasn’t been that bad at all. At first, I thought it was the privacy, and having my own space that was so great, but I finally figured out what I love about this place so much.”

“What’s that?” Ava asked, stepping into my small room and looking around. Julia followed her, poking her head in the bathroom while Brooke stayed outside, browsing her phone.

“It’s the community aspect and knowing my neighbors care about me and that I care about them,” I shook my head, “It sounds trite, but honestly that makes this place feel like a home. I’m going to be sad when the year is up, and I have to move out.”

“This place isn’t nearly as bad as I thought it was,” Ava said, twitching back the drapes and taking in the view, “Hell, it’s bigger than my place in Brooklyn. Nine times the price, though.”

“Let’s head up. Gia has the grill fired up,” I said, “and there are beers already on ice.”

I led the way upstairs, taking them two at a time on some floors in my eagerness to show them all that I’d done on the roof. At one point, I overheard a snippet of conversation between the women as they climbed slower behind me.

“You need to expedite the terms,” Julia said, “The young master has far paced where we thought he would be at this point.”

“I agree, Brooke,” Ava said, “and that little room isn’t going to cut the… training sessions we had planned. And you promised me I could be part of those!”

“Hush the both of you,” Brooke said, her tone firm, “I’ve already made arrangements.”

I wanted to ask what arrangements she’d made, but I didn’t want to stand at the top of the stairs and look like I was eavesdropping. Plus, I figured I would find out soon enough once I managed to corner Brooke.

I wish I could say I was completely confident and comfortable when all of the women met for the first time, but in truth, I had a few seconds of awkwardness. Although this wasn’t entirely my fault.

Meat grilled on the fire, and calm ambient music played in the background by the time we got to the roof. Gia and the other women had also removed shirts and shorts, all five of them in small bikinis. Not to be outdone, Brooke, Julia, and Ava took off their robes when they stepped into the sun, seemingly casual, but I knew different.

They were like two packs of cats meeting for the first time, there were a few seconds of sizing one another up as they stepped up, shaking hands. I stayed back, finding my beer from earlier and watching to see how they sorted themselves out, more curious than nervous.

“Can I get anyone a beer?” Gia asked.

“I would love one,” Brooke said, walking with her over to the ice bucket, “This is a wonderful space Connor made up here. I bet it raises the value of the building as well.”

“I’m sure it does,” Gia said, popping the top off two cold bottles and handing one to Brooke, “I’ve seen rooftop gardens written into brochures as selling points. I don’t know of another for three blocks in any direction, we’re so lucky to have it here.”

“We’re all lucky,” Brooke said with a smile as she tapped beers with Gia.

The two brunettes eyed one another with interest, sipping their cold beverages. As they continued to chat, they found that they had much in common, and though separated by a good ten years, they were kindred spirits.

Julia, Monique, and Clara were standing around the ice bucket, chatting about the show the night before and their plans for the coming weeks. Julia was telling them about the article that had come out and the idea I was putting in place. I could see the girls getting excited by the prospect of studio time on Monday morning and a trip to Korea in their near future.

Milly, Elizabeth, and Ava were the most interesting group, though, and I wandered over to the lounge chairs and listened in. The smaller blonde was talking animatedly about the company and her duties for Brooke and myself, while Elizabeth and Milly listened in. Between the older lawyer and the shy accountant, their questions were smart and probing and, in minutes, had broken down much of the business.

Food was served, and we ate burgers and hot dogs, relaxing and chatting in the warm sunlight. I’d never been to a BBQ before or a picnic, and this felt like the closest thing. I was surprised at how good it felt to be hanging out with people who loved and cared about me and who I respected and loved as well.

To my surprise, there were no jealousies or rivalries that formed or at least none that I saw. In fact, I saw many fast friendships form, and as the afternoon wore on and the drinks continued to flow, even a few flirtations and lusty glances were thrown around. Things were starting to get a little sloppy by the time Elizabeth and Monique had trapped me near the doorway, exchanging teasing comments as their arms slipped around one another’s waist. They knew what they were doing to me, especially when Monique reached up and pinched one of Elizabeth’s massive nipples and winked at me slyly. I was about to pounce on the two of them, changing this from a BBQ to an orgy, when Brooke saved me from myself and tapped a bottle with a fork, drawing everyone’s attention.

“I just wanted to say thank you all for such a lovely afternoon,” the dark-haired beauty said, her poise and command of the moment absolute, “The food, the company, the surroundings, everything is perfect. But most of all, I wanted to give my appreciation to the man who has brought us all here.”

She held up her beer towards me, and I felt my face grow hot as the rest of the women did the same, their eyes all alighting on me. Some with fondness and others with lust and desire, as their eyes traveled the length of me.

“Since the first few months when I came to work for his father, I’ve known Connor as a remarkable young man, and I believed then that he would make a good steward of his father's legacy. But what I didn’t know then, what I couldn’t know, is that when given a chance to shine, Connor would prove himself to be a truly singular individual. I don’t believe I’m being hyperbolic when I say he has it within him to be the greatest leader in the world. If he continues to grow, as he has over the past few months, then you’ll all see how right I am soon enough.

“Since I believe this so strongly, I want you all to know that Connor has been signed off on the test set forth by his father. The lawyers are reviewing everything now, but there shouldn’t be an issue.”

I could hardly believe what she said, and I felt my heart hammering in my chest as the words sank home. I looked around and saw a half-circle of grinning happy faces shining back at me. My smile faltered when I realized what this meant.

“But that means I have to move,” I said, and was comforted to see frowns on all the women who lived here, “and what about school?”

“You’ll have to quit after the semester,” Brooke said, walking over to her purse and pulling out a small envelope, “But that’s only a few weeks from now. As for your living arrangements, as of this morning, when I signed the documents, you’re free to make that decision for yourself. However,” she opened the envelope and pulled out a large golden key, “I took the liberty of having the lease transferred into your name, in case you wanted the place.”

“What lease?” I asked, trying hard to mask the crushing sense of disappointment I felt about moving away from Gia, Monique, and the rest. The thought of leaving school hurt too, but I was more interested in running the company than class, although learning had become fun again.

“The 5th
 -floor apartment in this building is empty and has been for some time,” she said, and I saw a twinkle in her eyes that told me all of this had been planned, maybe from the beginning, “With your driver and assistant living on the first floor, it seems to me like the ideal location for a young CEO. A couple minute drive to, oof!”

The woman grunted as I grabbed her up, laughing and squeezing her tight, dancing around on the roof in joy. The others were just as excited and couldn’t wait to help me fill the place with furniture and household goods. Gia wanted to go down right away and see the space, and the rest agreed.

The empty apartment was massive by city standards and basically a blank canvas, asking to be remodeled. I knew I would be busy running a major company, but my mind still began to plan out projects I could tackle on weekends and evenings.

After sun and drink stole the women’s energy, they trickled out, finding their own beds and homes. As the sun sank below the skyline, I found myself left alone with Brooke and Ava. The gorgeous brunette and I had been speaking about plans for the business for hours, but we trailed off as we heard music playing from the bedroom.

Getting up, we wandered back, and I felt Brooke’s small warm hand slip into mine, our fingers lacing together. We found the tiny little blonde dancing in the empty room, her svelte body drawing our eyes along her slender curves as she gyrated to the beat.

Turning, Ava caught us watching her and grinned mischievously. Reaching out her hand, she crooked her finger, calling us over to her. Sharing a grin, Brooke and I let our clothing fall to the wooden floors and joined the little blonde in christening my new home.





The End, For Now…
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