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  Chapter One


  


  “Amanda Cain speaking.”


  “Wow,” Donna laughed through the speaker in Amanda’s Audi Q7. “Since when do I get the pro greeting?”


  “Sorry, didn’t look at the number, just answered. What’s up?”


  “Just wondering what you were up to. Its Sunday, the one day you don’t work, and its already hot. Thought maybe you’d want to grab some breakfast then head to the beach.”


  “Sounds good, but I’ll take a raincheck.”


  “Don’t tell me you are working?”


  “I’m not working,” she paused. “But I am lying about not working.”


  “Mandy! You were in the office all day yesterday.”


  “It’s only for a couple hours. Meeting a prospective client at noon so I’ll get in early and look over some upcoming campaigns.”


  “It’s your firm, don’t you have a rep you trust enough to meet new clients?”


  “It’s my firm which is I want to be there. The couple are from Silicon Valley, they want a campaign for some new tech. Too much money on the line to not handle it myself.


  “You know what they say about all work no play,” Donna laughed. “Batteries only go so far, girl.”


  “Batteries? Get with times, D,” Mandy grinned. “My Hitachi plugs into a charger. I don’t do anything half ass.”


  “You haven’t done anything but work for three months.”


  “I’m working.”


  “No, you’re hiding. You’re hurt, pissed off, feel like a fool and don’t want to have time to think about it.”


  “The hazards of having a shrink for a best friend.” Mandy muttered.


  “Hazard of having a friend that cares about you. But seeing you have some time how about at least coffee?”


  “No, I’m heading over to Lee’s house now and going to work from there.”


  “Lee?” Donna sounded put off. “Jesus, Mandy, don’t tell me you’re thinking of giving him a second chance.”


  “Only second chance that piece of shit will ever get from me is if I miss him the first time I pull the trigger,” Mandy scowled.


  “That’s my girl! Whew! Had me worried for a minute.”


  “If you think I’d go back to a dog that was sticking anything under twenty that giggled and jiggled past him, then I’m insulted.”


  “Typical midlife crisis bullshit,” Donna sighed. “Guy makes great money, lives in a beautiful house and dating a former model who worked her way up to running her own ad agency. Guy had everything but had to have the jailbait so his friends would think he was a man.”


  “His son is more of a man than him.”


  “I give Greg a lot of credit ratting his father out to you.”


  “He’s a good kid, must have taken after his mother. Lee cheated on her too, guess I should have known better.”


  “Hey, smart people still make dumb moves,” Donna told her. “I’m a psychiatrist and still don’t see the losers coming.”


  “Bet you’ve seen plenty of losers coming,” Mandy laughed. “All over you.”


  “Low blow,” Donna whistled through the car. “Especially coming from a model who had guys jacking off over her pictures for years. What do they call them now when they post pictures of them doing it, tributes?”


  “Yes and yuck,” Mandy scrunched her face up. “But they’re to my twenty year old tits, not sure they’d do it to the 44 year old version.”


  “Please, you could still strut the runway, and that’s the good thing about not having huge boobs, gravity takes longer to get to them.”


  “You’re a glass half full kind of girl.”


  “Who unfortunately has D cups that I’m afraid will be framing my belly button in a few more years.”


  “You can afford surgery.”


  “We’ll go together, get a discount.”


  “Nope, I am all natural, love it or leave it,” her scowl returned. “Or cheat on it.”


  “Lesson learned, eight months of your life wasted, now move on.”


  “I have.”


  “No, you just work, but speaking of that scumbag why the hell are you going to his house?”


  “I was smart enough not to move in with him but did stay over a lot and left a few things there.”


  “I thought you cleaned out your stuff?”


  “I did, but I left one thing behind, my grandmother’s earrings. I hardly wear them but did for charity ball we went to because they’re old fashioned and elegant.”


  “You left dickhead back April, you still don’t have them?”


  “I didn’t realize I’d left them there until I went to look for them last week because I thought they’d look great on a model for a retro shoot with a forties style vibe.”


  “You sure he has them?”


  “When I first called he said he’d look then texted me that he has them. But when I asked if he could bring them by he ignored me. He’s didn’t reply to texts or calls, then left me a message he’d drop them off at my office and never showed, then told me to come by two nights ago and the prick wasn’t home, and neither was Greg.”


  “You’re just going by unannounced?”


  “That’s the plan.”


  “Hope he doesn’t have some tart with him.”


  “I don’t care if he does, I’m only going there for one thing.”


  “Don’t like the idea of you seeing him, you’ll get into a fight, you know how smug he is.” Donna warned her. “Can you just call Greg and have him get them for you?”


  “I’m not putting him in the middle. I want Lee to be a goddamn fucking adult for once and not a middle-aged player with Peter Pan syndrome.”


  “See? You’re already practicing your lines,” Donna sighed. “Just get what you’re going there for and get out.”


  “Trust me, those earrings are all I want from that creep.”


  “Good luck, call me later.”


  “I will, maybe we can do dinner.”


  Mandy thumbed the button on the steering wheel, ending the call. She took the turn leading into Dean Estates, the high-end community Lee lived in. Her long red nails tapping the wheel.


  Her left foot tapped as well, something she always did when she was anxious. Donna was right, if she faced Lee there would be an argument, probably with her starting it because she was still angry about him cheating on her.


  Even more angry that she didn’t think he would. That an arrogant overgrown frat boy and member of the boy’s club who’d made a killing in real estate over the years, would grow up for her.


  Like she’d told Donna smart people can make dumb moves, and that had gone for her. Too caught up in wanting someone who would understand that she worked a lot and had their own money and wouldn’t be looking for hers.


  The two of them were a borderline power couple and he’d made her some good connections through his friends. She wasn’t sure she loved him, or had thought about marriage, but they had good times together, and that was all she wanted.


  Work hard plays hard as the motto went.


  Except Lee didn’t exactly play hard. Typical big talker on the golf course about wanting the freak in the sheets, then telling her to slow down and making a crack she acted like a wannabe porn star, and adding she was too old for that.


  Should have dumped him just for that, but she’d settled for shutting him off for a couple of weeks which turned out not to matter. Apparently he liked his porn wannabes to be under the drinking age.


  Not just young, but either naïve enough to think he cared about them or the type to think they were sucking their way up his company’s food chain. Sugar babies auditioning for a recurring role and paycheck.


  Also, young enough to be satisfied by some minimal effort sex. Not that Lee was an awful lover, he wasn’t totally vanilla, and he had no issues in the stamina department, although that could be attributed to the Viagra she’d found in his medicine cabinet one morning.


  Maybe some women her age would be fine with him in the bedroom, but Amanda did play as hard as she worked, and she worked damned hard. Ever since her first time back in high school, she’d liked it hardcore.


  Back then the boys couldn’t keep up but tried. Same for college which is when she began going for guys a few years older. As she’d told Donna, she did nothing half ass and that included sex.


  She wasn’t above making love on occasions with someone she cared about, and there’d been a few of those over the years as she’d never married. Slow and sweet had its place, but for the most part Amanda was a wildcat in bed.


  The porn star experience as the escorts referred to it as. Dirty talk, loved to give head, go around the world, and wanted it hard and fast and as many times as either they could manage or until even her mouth could no longer persuade them.


  Amanda was as professional as they came when it came to her business. Even back in her modeling days she had never been on a casting couch or slept with agents or others who could further her career.


  But when she wasn’t in the office and on her time, the drive that had led to her successful career surfaced in the bedroom. Amanda had caused more than a few men to beg her to stop after the last time they’d cum was barely a couple of drops and their balls ached just to come up with that.


  A few years ago, she’d begun to go for the younger ones herself. But older women with younger men were different. Guys like Lee couldn’t leave it at just discrete one-time sex.


  That type had to buy them things and bring them around so all their equally lecherous friends could see them with a girl half their age on their arm. They wanted the sugar baby, the needy girl with daddy issues.


  Cougars however, found their cub, fucked-and got fucked- senseless, then said thanks for the ride and went their own way. No dating young kids, no telling all the women at the office about the hot young stud and a blow by blow of them blowing.


  Amanda went through a slew of young lovers and, as with anything, some were better than others, but she’d never had a bad experience. But that’s when business reared its head into her pleasure, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to do it so much it became public knowledge she liked them young.


  So she went back to dating or occasionally having a one nighter with guys around her age, while occasionally treating herself to a young stud, and now only if she were out of town for business.


  Lee was the first person she’d been serious within a few years, and she thought a steady relationship would be good for her. It was in many ways, but not being able to cut loose in bed was frustrating.


  But she figured sex wasn’t everything and part of her being unsatisfied was she had a higher drive and far less inhibitions than most people. That made Lee cheating on her even worse, he couldn’t handle her, but he could have girls on the side?


  She pulled up to Lee’s massive, raised ranch style house which featured four bedrooms, a three car garage, and its best asset, an amazing inground behind it. She saw his Cadillac Escalade in the driveway next to the grey 2018 Camaro he’d bought Greg for his high school graduation.


  But Lee also owned a Porsche Boxster, and the garage was closed.


  She pulled up his number and dialed it.


  He answered her on the third ring but sounded as if he’d just woke up.


  “What is it, Amanda?”


  “You know what it is. I’m outside, I want the earrings.”


  “I’m not home.”


  “Who’s Amanda?” A voice, a noticeably young sounding voice, asked in the background.


  “Someone from work, kitten, go back to sleep.”


  “Kitten? You’re pathetic.” Amanda sneered.


  “What can I say, can’t knock the younger models, hey, you were a young model once.”


  “You’re so clever. I want my earrings, I’m tired of you blowing me off.”


  “That’s something I never said to you,” he laughed.


  “Actually, you did because you couldn’t handle me. Guess little kitties don’t need as much cream.”


  “Maybe, or maybe they’re not trying to overcompensate for getting past their prime. Women who are older or unattractive have to try harder, don’t they?”


  “And older past their prime men have to pay for it in cash or shiny things. Stop being a prick and tell me when I can…”


  “Oh, for fucks sake! You couldn’t get twenty bucks for those things in a pawn shop. I think you just want to keep calling my name,” he snickered. “Like you used to.”


  “I was doing that to see if you were still awake.”


  “Oh, ow! She shoots, she scores, I have to use that someday.”


  “When can…”


  “Jesus Christ, okay, okay. Greg should be home. They’re in my bedroom in the nightstand draw. He’ll get them for you.”


  Amanda ended the call without another word. She’d already gone down to his level with cheap insults. Better he wasn’t here. She looked in the rearview mirror and removed her mirrored sunglasses to check her make up.


  Not that she needed to look good to ask her ex’s son to get her earrings, but it was a lifelong habit to check her face. From the age of 16 when she’d gotten her first modeling gig until she left the runway to pursue a career in advertising and be the person who hired the models for the same ads she’d starred in, her face, and body had been her money maker, and she always checked herself out.


  Her thick lustrous long auburn hair was swept up due to the heat, and she’d kept her make up light and professional as opposed to the heavier sultrier look she sported when she’d go looking to hook up.


  Her light pink lipstick enhanced her already perfect Cupid Bow Lips, and she used a minimal amount of mascara to bring out her already long lashes. Her devastating emerald green eyes, which were her most striking facial feature didn’t need much to call attention to them, but she still used some eyeliner and eye shadow that matched her lipstick.


  Her high cheekbones combined with the natural pink tint to her cheeks made only a little blush go a long way. She smiled at her reflection then pursed her lips in a mock kiss, holding the pose for a few seconds, before releasing them.


  “Muah! Good to see you darling, you look marvelous!” she laughed at herself. Typical model, and admitted narcissist, she couldn’t help hamming it up, even just for herself. Amanda swung the door open and extended her long leg until her five-inch grey and black print Gucci stiletto clicked on the sidewalk.


  This was done slowly for the benefit of the two men mowing the lawn across the street who she’d seen staring at her as she’d pulled up. She exited the car slower than she needed to, letting them see her upper thigh as her skirt rode up.


  Once she was out, she closed the door, but stood there pretending to look at something on the car and letting the guys take in the rear view. Amanda might be a businesswoman but was always conscious of two things.


  Sex sold and showing off the fact she’d held up well over the years never hurt. The other reason was that like many models, Amanda had an exhibitionist streak and enjoyed being looked at.


  That was probably part of her porn star like bedroom persona. What was the sense of having a high-performance car if you weren’t going to put the peddle to the floor? Today’s ensemble was an example of what she referred to as ‘business sexy’


  Her grey square patterned blazer and matching grey skirt had power suit appeal, but the slinky black sleeveless top beneath the blazer was low cut enough to show a hint of cleavage and tight enough to accentuate her breasts which although more than a mouthful as the saying went were on the smaller side, but well-proportioned to her slender athletic build.


  Her skirt was short enough to show off a good portion of her legs, and at 5’10” Amanda had a lot of leg to show. But it stopped mid-thigh which she considered the line between calling attention to her legs and being inappropriate.


  In the same fashion the skirt was snug enough to show off her small, but tight and through years of exercise and yoga, remarkably firm ass. Amanda knew the skirt might be a little too snug, but the blazer did cover part of it.


  On occasions in an outfit like this if she thought the difference in losing or gaining a client was a little extra distraction or eye candy, she wasn’t adverse to losing the blazer and giving them a look at the tight top and bottom.


  The shoes her already long legs ended in were the final touch, making her already well toned calves stand out even more. In them she was over six feet, and aware some men found that intimidating, but no one dressed this appealing to wear flats or sensible pumps.


  She had no shame in her prior career, even the shoots she’d done topless and in string bikini bottoms in her younger days before she could start naming her price and gigs. There were pictures of her throughout the office, some from catwalks and some from ad campaigns she’d starred in, so she figured people would expect her to dress this way.


  Amanda went up the cobblestone walkway, her heels clicking and aware the guys were still staring at her. There was an extra swing in her hips that most thought was on purpose, but after years of runway shows had become her normal way of walking.


  She reached the ornately carved oak front door and rang the bell. She waited a couple minutes, tapping her foot. She should be relaxed knowing Lee wasn’t around, but the conversation brought back the pain and humiliation she’d endured after Greg let her know about his affairs and showed her pictures.


  A telling trait about Lee that his own son was tired of his shit, but then again he’d cheated on the kid’s mother. Being family didn’t protect someone from payback and karma.


  She rang the bell a second time, then glanced at her black Movado watch. It wasn’t even nine thirty on Sunday. Greg might have gone out and partied and be hung over, or maybe not even alone.


  Amanda slipped her phone from her pocket and found his number. He’d sent her several texts the first couple weeks after she’d confronted Lee and ended their relationship.


  All apologies for his father, each ending in telling her if she wanted to talk he’d be happy to meet her from coffee. Nice gesture, but she didn’t need life advice from a 20 year old. The only things she needed from boys his age were their tongues and cocks.


  She listened to it ring, then go to voicemail. She dropped the phone in her pocket, but instead of going back to the car walked along the front of the house until she reached the path leading to the back yard.


  Amanda made her way to the six foot tall white wooden fence that enclosed the back part of the house. Lee had always bitched at Greg that he left the gate unlatched, and often forgot to lock the sliding glass doors on the deck that led to the kitchen.


  Not that theft was much of a concern. Like most affluent neighborhoods, the neighbors watched out for each other, the police patrolled regularly, and most houses had alarms. Lee had one, but Greg often forgot to set it, and there was a chance he didn’t bother changing it after she left him.


  If she could, she’d let herself in and get what she came for. She didn’t need to see or speak to that prick ever again.


  “Step one,” she nodded when she turned the handle and the gate opened.


  Amanda closed it behind her and walked around the corner of the house, staring longingly at the beautiful pool. That was the only thing she’d miss about coming here. She went to head for the stairs leading up the deck, then stopped when she saw Greg in a chair by the pool.


  She noticed he had on noise canceling headphones and was reading. Amanda approached him slowly so she wouldn’t startle him, and as she did, couldn’t help checking him out.


  Lee was a prick, but a good looking one. Like many attractive people, including herself, he knew he was, but unlike her and many others his high opinion of himself was exhibited in his arrogant behavior, whereas Amanda kept it to herself and never came across as better than.


  Greg was the spitting image of his father, especially at his age as Lee had shown her some pictures of himself in high school and college. Like his father, Greg had short dark hair which he wore feathered back, and always with gel, never a hair out of place.


  He had the same wide innocent looking baby blue eyes, which in his father’s case had narrowed over the years and although still beautiful, had lost the innocence. But in Greg’s case it was still there, and he had a habit of making them wider when he spoke giving him the appearance of always being surprised.


  She’d always found it to be adorable, but Lee had told him he looked “special” when he did it. What had she seen in that guy? Greg had the same features as his father, good cheek bones, strong jaw, and a male model’s dream, a dimpled chin.


  But in his father the features were more rugged, Greg’s face still had the last vestiges of roundness a lot of young men and women had as they shifted from teens to adults. Greg possessed a gorgeous smile, one Lee also had, but now came across as what he was, a slick salesman, perfect smile, but nothing sincere behind it.


  Greg on the other hand had the type of infectious smile others found themselves returning and it touched his eyes as well. He had the sense of humor to go with it, and despite being good looking, and coming from money, he was a refreshingly humble and grounded kid.


  But there was nothing about from the neck down that made Amanda see him as a kid. Greg had been wrestling since freshmen year of high school, and now his perfect six pack stomach, well defined arms, and thick chest, were not only deeply tanned, but glistening with oil.


  Thanks to needing strong legs for wrestling, he didn’t have the usual narrow waist and thin legs of a weightlifter and his thick thighs and calves matched the rest of him. Amanda couldn’t help noticing that the part of his tight black swimsuit between his legs told of something else that wasn’t exactly small.


  Either he was reading something that had him excited or he had a lot going on down there even in a relaxed state. Okay, enough looking at the son of the man she’d dated for months as if she were sizing up her next young conquest at a club.


  “Greg!” she called his name, and when he didn’t respond, she reached out and touched his shoulder.


  “Jesus!” Greg sat up so quickly his book, some vampire thing going by the bloody face on the cover flew out of his hands and landed near the edge of the pool.


  “Sorry!” she told him when he pulled the headphones off.


  “Wow, scared the shit out of me.” He removed his sunglasses and looked up at her. “Damn, you look great, Mandy.”


  She preferred Amanda; Mandy had been her younger self. Donna and other longtime friends called her that, but no one she’d met over the last few years except for Greg who she’d given up correcting, especially after he’d made the comment Amanda was too serious and Mandy was fun, and she always looked fun.


  She always wondered if that had been an attempt at flirting or he just didn’t realize how he sounded. Seeing she was dating his father at the time, and he did seem a little oblivious and naïve at times, she took it as the latter.


  “Thanks, not looking bad yourself.” She made a show of flexing her arm. “Really bulking up.”


  “Trying to go up a weight class,” he rose from the chair. “Tired of beating the kids my size, you know?”


  “Modest as your dad.”


  “I’m not like that tool,” he frowned.


  “No, you’re not, and sorry about the joke.”


  “Me too, don’t mean to get snappy. Like I told you, I’m only with him because I was two years into PC when my mom left, and I didn’t want to change schools. After I graduate I’m heading out to LA and stay with her while I look for work.”


  “You’re using him,” she nodded.


  “I know it’s not cool, but he uses everyone. Plus, Mom didn’t want me to leave school either.” He flashed a big smile. “Think she might want to have some fun being single again, you know?”


  “I do know about being single and fun. Single again in fact.”


  “But not looking dressed for fun,” he looked her up and down, and slow enough for her to take notice. “You’re going to the office.”


  “For a couple hours. Clients found out they have to get back home by tomorrow, so they asked about today. I’m not leaving money on the table for a day off.”


  “That sounds like dad.” He put his hands up. “No offense.”


  “None taken, he works his ass off. I’ll give him that.”


  “So, um, why did you come by?” The smile again. “To see me? Go for that coffee?”


  “No, I left a pair of earrings here that are important to me. Lee’s been giving me the run around for a couple weeks, so I showed up to get them.”


  “You know where they are?”


  “I talked to him when I was out front, he’s with his kitten of the week. They’re in his nightstand.”


  “This one’s younger than me,” Greg shrugged making his pectoral muscles bounce, something she knew she shouldn’t have noticed, but couldn’t help it. “I get she’s kind of cute, but he looks pathetic, no one thinks she’s with him for anything but money.”


  “You’re a smart kid. Lot of boys your age see him as a damn hero, so did his friends.”


  “Sucks you see me as a kid or boy. I’m almost twenty-one you know.”


  “Boy to me.” Her turn to shrug.


  “Heard from my father you used to like the boys sometimes,” the smile turned into a smirk, making him look more like his father.


  “I won’t deny it. But I don’t spend the night with them and take them to parties and show them off. I get what I came there for and go.”


  “Damn, that’s really hot.” He whistled. “Cool you admit it.”


  “It’s not all the time, just kind of a treat I allow myself from time to time.”


  “They’re treat too,” he shook his head. “You are so fucking hot.”


  “Can you get me the earrings?”


  “You can get them, I’m barefoot and have oil on, still damp from the pool too.”


  “Okay,” she nodded and turned away.


  “You know, I think what my father did was a serious dick move, you deserve better than that.”


  “You’ve said that.” He kept saying it. “I appreciate it.”


  “I don’t get it. I mean if a guy dad’s age is with some frumpy prude or someone who doesn’t put out anymore, and it makes him want to go after someone younger or hotter, I don’t think it’s right, but sort of understand why they’d want to.”


  “Glad you put in it still isn’t right.”


  “No, my mom was really hurt, it’s not right to hurt anyone let alone people you say you love.”


  “Keep thinking that way, you’ll make a good man for a good woman.”


  “But with you? Sure, your around his age, but Jesus, look at you!” he gestured to her. “You’re in a damn suit and you look sexy as fuck.”


  “Greg, it’s nice to get compliments from guys, even better from good looking young men, but I dated your father, so I don’t think its proper to say things like that.”


  “Dated is key word. Not with him now.”


  “I had sex with him. Use that to cool your jets.”


  “Had, and there is no way he was making you happy.” He sighed. “My old man couldn’t handle all that.”


  “You’re right, he couldn’t. He used to tell me to slow down and stop acting like an overheated porn star.” Why had she said that? She’d told him to stop.


  “Yeah, I bet you’re really wild. Older women usually are, and they know how to fuck too.”


  “You’re being crude now.”


  “Sorry, just being honest.” He frowned as if he realized he’d gone too far and seemed to be thinking.


  “I’m going inside, I’ll be right out.”


  “Hey, when are your clients coming?”


  “Noon, why?”


  “It’s only a little after nine thirty. Why don’t you stick around a little while? Go for a swim? I bet you miss the pool; my dad couldn’t get you out of it when you were here.”


  “It is nice, but I’ve got some work I can do before then.”


  “You said can do, not have to do.”


  “Sharp,” Amanda nodded. “You’re quick.”


  “Hang out and take a dip, lay in the sun for an hour. Your office is only a few minutes from here.”


  “And what would I wear? I don’t travel with my bathing suit.”


  “Right,” he looked defeated, then snapped his fingers. “You can wear one of my t-shirts, good enough to take a dip in.”


  “Greg, do you really think I’d do that? What about my hair, my make-up? You think I want to shower here?”


  “No.”


  “Okay, then.”


  “It could be fun, you know.”


  “Swimming is always fun, and lying in the sun sounds great, but I have no suit and have to be somewhere. Besides, you think your father wants me here?”


  “My house too, and we were always cool, it’s like having a friend over.”


  “That’s sweet, Greg.”


  “Yeah,” his shoulders slumped as if he were giving in to something. “Or not so sweet.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I’m just going to come out and say it. I followed my dad and got pictures of him out with that girl and kissing her. I did it because it was bullshit when he did it to mom, and just as bad he did it to you.”


  “You told me that and I thank you for it. Saved me more humiliation and it being worse the longer I stayed with him.”


  “That was the main reason, I want you to know that. But there was another reason.”


  “Which is?”


  “Because I…I want you.”


  She paused expectantly, waiting for him to laugh. When he didn’t she asked.


  “You’re serious?”


  “That’s why I kept asking you if you wanted to go for coffee. I wanted to tell you that I have a thing for you.”


  “A thing?”


  “Look, I know this sounds bad, but I know you’d never want anything real with me, I’m too young. But you just said you like young, but for a treat, nothing serious. Maybe I could be your treat?”


  He asked it hopefully and with his eyes wide, a nervous smile on his face.


  “I’m flattered, and I’ll be honest with you. If you were any other kid I saw in a club, I’d be all over you.”


  “Then…”


  “I slept with your damn father for a few months, that’s kind of sleazy, no?”


  “He’s sleazy, why shouldn’t I be sleazy too?”


  She stared at him for a moment, taking in his hard young body and again lingering between his legs. The bulge was bigger than it had been. A lot bigger and just from talking to her.


  She did have some time, and who would know? No way Greg could tell Lee, and she never would for Greg’s sake. It had been months since she’d had sex with Lee and over a year since she’d had it the way she needed it.


  What was she thinking? This was her ex’s son! No, they were two consenting adults and…one of them had sex with the other’s father. Greg had ratted him out to have a shot with her. This was something out of a soap opera.


  “I’m going to get the earrings now.”


  She walked away so she’d stop considering what was wrong no matter how she spun it. As she approached the glass doors she could see his refection. He was watching her ass, his hand had strayed to his crotch, rubbing it idly with a wistful look on his on his face




  Chapter Two


  


  Amanda entered the house, cutting through the kitchen and trying not to think about how many times she’d made Greg breakfast because Lee was rushing out to work or the golf course and she’d stuck around to make sure he ate before he went out for the day.


  It was dramatic to say she’d seen him as a stepson, but she’d begun to share some of Lee’s pride in him and had some long serious talks with him about school, women, and life.


  How long had he wanted her? It didn’t matter. Get what you came for, get to work, seal the deal, then Sunday or not, find a bar and get laid, because she shouldn’t have even been looking at him, let along considering it even briefly.


  Amanda entered the bedroom, now walling off images of having sex with Lee. She yanked open the nightstand drawer harder than she needed to and in addition to seeing the red velvet box containing the earrings, saw the edge of a leather-bound book that must have been in the back of the deep drawer.


  She put the box in her pocket and slipped out the book, wondering what it was. She turned it over and there was a clear space in the middle to write something on it. It was blank, but she now figured it to be some type of journal.


  Most guys didn’t keep journals or diaries and she wondered if it were something for work; a list of clients or notes about them or specific deals. She knew she should just chuck it back in the drawer but opened it anyway.


  Turned out it was a photo album. The first 5x7 photo was of a pretty, and very young looking redhead in a slinky red micro dress. Above it, Lee had written Vikki, 5/9/2019. The next page featured an equally young girl with black hair with blue streaks in it.


  She wore a pair of black shorts and was topless, her hands over her breasts, as she wagged her tongue at the camera. “Ruby 6/1/2019.”


  It was a goddamn trophy book of the girls he’d fucked. Amanda remembered Lee mentioning his divorce being in 2019. This was all the women he’d been with since. Women? The first too looked as barely legal as you could get.


  With a train wreck fascination, she kept flipping through, looking at over two dozen pictures. Many girls were young, some in dresses and taken somewhere public, others topless and even fully nude in what looked like motel rooms, but a few taken in the bed next to her, the bed she’d spent several months of weekends in.


  There were names and dates over all of them. She rolled her eyes when some had the letter P and a dollar amount. P for pro, he was even photographing hookers and admitting it in his little trophy journal.


  “Don’t do it.” Amanda flipped through faster watching the dates, then stopped cold on a picture of her in a red gown. He’d taken the picture at a dinner that benefited a local charity. Amanda 8/5/2020. On the opposite page was one her from her younger day he’d found on the net somewhere.


  She was topless in a lace thong, her arms over her head, lifting her long red hair, her lips parted and tip of her tongue showing as she stared lustily at the camera. “Amanda as “Mandy” sometime in 2000…she’s held up well!”


  “You fucking pig,” she growled.


  But then something occurred to her. Greg had showed her the pictures four months ago. March. There seemed to be a lot of pictures left in the album. Had they all been since her or…she flipped the page.


  A young gothic looking girl with pierced lips. Sabrina 10/28/2020 Happy Halloween to me.” Two months after they’d met and begun dating. He’d been fucking girls the majority of their time together.


  That’s why he couldn’t come close to keeping up with her and complained about it. He was too worn out from the other girls who were the real reason for his damn Viagra. Amanda, the journal now shaking in her hands, kept flipping, Five, six, nine, eleven girls with more pages to go.


  The last picture was a young blonde in a swimsuit and on a runway. “Cynthia, I found a younger model!”


  A flash of rage went through her and spinning around, she hurled the journal across the room. It slammed into the wall and several of the pictures fell out of it sliding across the floor.


  She took several deep breaths, forcing herself to calm down. She should pick it up, put the pictures in their slots and put it back. Don’t give him the satisfaction of knowing she’d seen it and gotten upset.


  No, screw it, she didn’t care what he knew because she was going to pay him back.


  “Hell hath no fury, you prick.”


  Amanda stalked back through the house her heels clicking in an angry rhythm that matched her racing heartbeat. Whatever you’re thinking, rethink it! The voice of reason warned her.


  “Rethink this,” she hissed aloud as she crossed the kitchen and went back out onto the deck.


  She made her way down by the pool where Greg was back in his chair, the book once again in his hands, but hadn’t put the headphones back on.


  “Get what you wanted?” he asked.


  He made it a point to not look up at her, upset she’d rejected him.


  “I did, and I was thinking, you’re right. I have time, and I do miss the pool.”


  That made him look up.


  “Yeah?”


  “Oh, yeah.” Amanda quickly removed her watch putting it in her pocket, then slipped her heels off. She unbuttoned the lower part of the blazer and removed it, carefully draping it over the back of an empty chair.


  “Cool, I’ll go get my…”


  He stopped in midsentence when she grabbed the bottom of her sleeveless top and stripped it off. His eyes went so wide she thought they were going to fall out of his head as he gawked at her breasts in her black lace bra.


  Another left over trait from her prior career, every day was Victoria secret day because one always had to feel sexy to always be sexy, and for spontaneous sexual encounters.


  Like this had turned into.


  “Goddamn,”


  “You’ve seen me in a bikini before,” she reached back and unzipped her skirt. “This isn’t any more revealing.”


  She turned away so he’d be looking at her ass when she pushed the skirt down to reveal the matching black lace thong that left most of the cheeks of her ass exposed. She took her time removing the skirt from her feet and folding it before placing it on the chair.


  Amanda played it up as if it were a shoot, lifting her hands to her head and removing the clip keeping her hair up. She dropped it onto the chair and lowering her head, gave it a shake, sending her long auburn hair flying about her head.


  She straightened up, and threw her head back, letting it cascade down her shoulders and back.


  The book fell from his hands as he stared at her scantily clad body. Amanda put her back to him, took two steps and dove into the pool. She smoothly parted the water, diving down to touch the bottom before she went back to break the surface.


  She did a quick back stroke, pushing her breasts out of the water. Now wet, the lace had become transparent enough to show the shadow of her nipples and she stretched her legs out, now floating lazily past him so he could get a good look at them.


  “Well?” she let her legs drop so she was standing in the pool. “You coming in or what?”


  “Fuck yeah!” he laughed and jumped in the middle of the pool so he wouldn’t splash her. He swam over and she sucked on her lower lip while watching his powerful, tanned, and now glistening shoulders and arms drive through the crystal blue water.


  She was at the deepest point, the water just under her neck and reached behind her, smiling as he drifted over to stand in front of her. Greg was about her height, and she stared directly into his eyes as her hand came out of the water and handed him the bra she’d just removed.


  “Holy shit,” his jaw dropped when she bounced out of the water, giving him a quick flash of her wet tits, and her small erect pink nipples.


  “Sorry, did you really want to swim?” she slipped her arms around him and drifted into him, their bodies pressing together beneath the surface.


  “I…want to do whatever you want to do.”


  “Then kiss me,” she smiled, then closed her eyes and parted her lips.


  His were on hers in an instant and a low groan escaped her when it wasn’t the tentative peck she was expecting, but confident and passionate. Amanda relaxed into him as their lips worked across each other as she ran her hands over his broad shoulders and down his muscular back.


  “Oh!” she gasped when his hands slid up her sides beneath the water, which was already warming from the sun, and found her breasts. She groaned into his mouth as he fondled them, his palms sliding over her hard nipples.


  He squeezed them hard just as his tongue darted between her lips and a wave of heat flowed between her thighs. She ran her nails down his back and his breath hissed into her mouth, but he didn’t break their kiss.


  He returned the favor by capturing her nipples between his strong fingers and giving them a sharp pinch. She yelped, then purred contentedly as he gently rolled them while giving her breasts a soft squeeze in his large hands.


  “Shit!” he pulled his lips from hers.


  “What?” she asked alarmed when his hands left her breasts.


  “The neighbors to the left have a two story, they could see us!”


  “Greg,:” she caught his wrists and put his hands back on her tits. “I don’t give a fuck, do you?”


  “Not if you don’t.”


  “The only fuck I want you to give is the one you’re going to give me. How’s that?”


  “Hell yeah, you want to head in and…”


  She put her finger to his lips and gave him a sly smile.


  “You’ve never really had fun in a pool until you’ve fucked in one.”


  “I can’t believe this,” he gave her that big genuine smile and laughed. “Hot fucking damn, life is good!”


  “How about I make it even better?”


  Amanda took a deep breath and submerged herself under the water. Kneeling on the floor of the pool, she grabbed his suit and yanked it down. She grabbed his cock and even with her vision blurry under the water was surprised at how well hung he was.


  Damn thick too as she knew her fingers could only encircle him because of how long they were. Amanda brought his head to her lips and pressing it tightly against them, eased them over it.


  Once she had his tip in her mouth, she drove her head forward, taking more than half his length and managing to not get any water in her mouth. She bobbed her head rapidly, knowing she couldn’t stay under for long.


  While she sucked, careful not to let his tip slip from her mouth, she pulled his shorts down further, then cupped his swollen balls, rubbing them as she continued to suck. She gripped the lower part of his shaft and stroked, now working him with both hands as well as her mouth.


  She twirled her tongue around his shaft and struggled to suppress a moan when his hands slid under the water and found her tits, playing with her nipples as she blew him. Let’s see one of your little whores pull this one off, she sent the angry thought to Lee as she kept going, struggling to hold her breath as long as she could.


  When bubbles slipped from her nose, she released him quickly, and surged up, gasping as she broke the surface.


  “Holy…like…that was fucking incredible!” Once again he had that stunned look on his face.


  “Think that was something? How about this?” She wrapped her right arm around his neck and drew her legs up under the water. She encircled his waist, and sliding her free hand between them, yanked her thong to the side.


  She grabbed his cock, guided his head to her, and lowered herself into him.


  “Oh my god!” Greg gasped as she now had both hands on his shoulders, pushing on them so she could bounce on his cock.


  He might have been caught off guard, but he recovered perfectly, his hands cupping her ass, and lifting her up and down.


  “Fuck!” she grunted when he thrust his hips up into her, plunging himself even deeper. “You…you didn’t get that from your father!”


  “And you never got the fucking I’m going to give you from him either.”


  “Yeah, I like that!” she hissed, her nails digging hard into his shoulders. “Show me who the real man in the family is!”


  She kissed him hard, her tongue driving into his mouth where it was eagerly met with his. They both breathed hard, groaning into the kiss as they established a perfect rhythm of her bouncing up, then him dropping her back down on his pumping cock.


  Amanda broke their kiss and released her grip on his shoulders. She let herself fall back so she was now floating on the surface, her arms outstretched for balance as he continued to fuck her.


  His hands remained under her ass, holding her up as he pounded into her.


  “Life is good,” she moaned as she took in the way his bronzed glistening chest and arms flexed while he fucked her.


  Considering the position and the resistance from the water, he was giving it to her damn good, making her wonder what he could do in a bed. Something to keep in mind later, but right now, goddamn, this was better than being at work, or anywhere else for that matter.


  “You look fucking incredible!” he exclaimed as he stared down at her.


  Amanda imagined the view, her wet titties bouncing and her long hair floating out behind her. She lifted her left leg, sliding her foot up his chest so it rested on his shoulder. She repeated the move with her right, so her legs were now up, and moaned.


  “Push me closer to the edge.”


  Greg took a couple of steps forward until she could reach back and put her palms against the wall of the pool. Pushing her feet into his shoulders, she was now able to pump her hips fucking him harder.


  Greg shifted his hands, and lifted his right arm, leaving her ass balanced on one large hand.


  “Oh, honey, yes!’ she cried out when he slid his thumb onto her clit and rubbed it. “You know some tricks too.”


  “Watch a lot of porn,” he breathed as he stared down, watching his cock plunge into her pussy just below the water.


  “Fucked a lot of girls, I’ll bet.” She winked at him.


  “Not fucking one now, fucking a woman. Hottest women I’ve ever met.”


  “Ever fucked,” she hissed, her eyes boring into his. “Ever sucked, ever been blown by and the hottest one to ever come on your cock.”


  “Modest,” he started to laugh, but it turned into a moan when she worked her vaginal muscles, clenching and unclenching around his cock. “Okay, you can back the smack.”


  “Greg, you’re a goddamn treasure, you know that?”


  “Maybe I should look for the treasure.” His hand left her clit and went back under her ass.


  Her groan from him taking his thumb from her aching clit, turned into a cry of delight when he lifted her in the air, his hands sliding up her back and easing forward, he lifted her and sat her on the edge of the pool.


  Greg tugged her thong down and she lifted her hips, then her legs, letting him slip it off her and toss it out of the pool before burying his face between her thighs.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she yelped as she lay back on the warm concrete while Greg’s eager tongue slipped inside her. “I hope the neighbors are watching!”


  Greg’s only response was to push his tongue deeper then move his head, tongue fucking her. He lifted her legs, draping them over his shoulders as his now swirling tongue explored her juicy cunt.


  “It can’t get better than this,” Amanda sighed as she lay there, the warm sun on her wet body, her feet still dipped into the perfect water, and while a gorgeous boy less than half her age had his tongue inside her.


  “We can try,” he slid his tongue up, taking his time, licking side to side, exploring the wet folds of her pink slit.


  When he fastened his lips to her clit a shudder went through her and her hips jerked, pushing her aching button into his soft lips. His hands slid up her flat stomach and over her tits, fondling them while he licked slow circles around her excited flesh.


  She put her hands over his, sighing when his fingers found her nipples.


  “Work hard, play hard,” she moaned. “I haven’t played hard in a long time.”


  “I’m always hard, and ready to play,” he kissed her clit, then gave it a hard suck. “Just saying.”


  “How about more doing and less saying, then we’ll go from there.”


  “Hmm, cold,” he grinned up at her. “I like it.”


  He gave her clit another hard suck then ran his tongue back through her lips and inside her. He sucked again, and she felt her juices gush into his mouth, and loved the way his eyes rolled back from the taste.


  He trailed his tongue back up, but passed her clit, briefly sliding it through the neatly trimmed patch of red hair over her mound.


  “Carpet matches the drapes,” he whispered.


  “More doing,” she reminded him, but with a smile.


  “Whatever you want,” he returned her smile. “Mandy.”


  He went back to her pussy, teasing her by licking the full length of it several times, pushing his tongue inside, then sliding back up to suck her clit, the repeat the process. Amanda moaned and squirmed on the ground, her hips moving in circles, trying to keep his tongue on her clit.


  “Don’t tease,” she moaned. “I need to come, baby.”


  Add obedient to the growing list of things she loved about this kid as he not only went to her clit, but with a vengeance. She cried out in delight as his tongue danced over her clit while he squeezed her nipples harder and rolled them back and forth.


  “Oh, yeah,” Amanda purred. “You have a bigger dick and know how to use your tongue. Guess the younger model’s the better one.”


  Greg mumbled something into her pussy before his tongue swirled around the edge of it leading to him giving her several hard sucks that had her back arching, and her legs going straight out behind him, her feet now visible over his shoulders.


  “That’s it,” she breathed. “Show me. Show me you’re better at pleasing a woman than that arrogant prick. He never made me come like this, but you’re going to do it, aren’t you baby?”


  He moaned into her, not bothered by her denigrating his father, to the contrary, his tongue was now moving faster than before, darting around and over her now throbbing clit as he put more pressure on her nipples.


  She squeezed the back of his hands, encouraging him and arched her back higher, pushing her clit harder into his mouth by pumping her hips harder.


  “Like that pussy, baby? Like eating me? Like knowing you’re going to make me come in that pretty face?


  Greg moaned and she could imagine how hard he was beneath the water. Hard and long and thick and ready to be back inside her.


  “You like knowing I was his, don’t you? That you’re going to make his woman come?”


  Whether Greg did or not the words were bringing her to the brink as her body tensed as her thighs trembled around his face.


  “Pinch them,” she moaned. “Nice and hard and…” she squealed as he did as she asked and didn’t just pinch but gave them a hard twist.


  He’d timed it with a hard suck on her clit and it sent her plunging over the edge. Her feet kicked behind him, her heels drumming on his broad back as her pleasure wracked body went wild.


  He seemed unaffected by her kicking as he continued to suck and work her clit with his tongue. He gave her nipples another pinch and twist this time doing it slowly and causing her squeal to raise higher and higher in pitch.


  Her body thrashed on the sun warmed concrete and her push convulsed as he twisted her tits again. Amanda’s body tensed, then she released a long loud cry of surprised pleasure when a gush of warm sticky fluid erupted from just under her clit, spraying Greg in the face and mouth.


  His eyes went wide again, and he jerked back, but quickly dove back in, his tongue driving inside her and licked. God, he was lapping up her fucking juices! He noisily slurped on her still quivering cunt as her body went limp and her breasts heaved in his hands with her heavy breathing.


  “Doing?” Greg wiped at his sticky face, smiling at her like the cat at the canary, or had just eaten his father’s ex-girlfriend.


  “Doing fine,” she pushed herself up on her elbows then slid off the edge and back into the water.


  He went to put his arms around her, but she put her hand on his chest.


  “Hold on,” she turned her back to him and slid several feet across the pool until she was next to the ladder.


  Keeping her back to him, she put her hands on the edge and looked over her shoulder.


  “You coming?”


  “Pretty damn soon, I hope,” he moved over behind her and reaching under the water, guided his cock inside her.


  “Fuck yeah, baby!” she howled when he grabbed her hips and fucked her with long hard strokes. “Take it! Take that pussy! It was his, now it’s yours, isn’t it?”


  “Mine,” he moaned, then took it up a notch, squeezing her slender hips harder, and now using shorter, but more forceful strokes, hammering into her as hard as he could under the water. “Mine,” he repeated louder.


  “Yours because you know how to treat me, fuck me hard, make me cum! No pills to keep you up! All you need is me, isn’t that right?”


  “Damn straight.”


  “It’s turning you on,” she looked over her shoulder, her green eyes blazing as she looked at him through the wet strands of hair in her face. “Taking his woman, taking her like he never could. Filling my cunt like he never could.”


  “Treating you right!” he gasped. “I would have fucked you even when you were with him!”


  “Bad boy!” she moaned then lifted her left leg and put her knee on the second step of the ladder, one of the reasons she’d brought him over there. “Tell me more!”


  Greg groaned and she wailed as the change in the angle with her leg up had him driving deeper into her.


  “I wanted you since the first time I saw you! I knew he couldn’t take care of you, you’re a woman, not a girl. It wasn’t fair he had you. Had your mouth and those tits and body in his bed! He didn’t deserve it.”


  “But you do, don’t you?” she kept egging him on, and herself as well.


  “I’ll show you why.” He released her left hip and she yelped, then purred when his fingers found her clit. “Make you come again.”


  “On that cock! That hard young cock! Bigger than his, harder than his!”


  His fingers worked her clit under water and Amanda braced herself with her forearm against the edge of the pool so she could use the other hand to grab her nipple and twist it.


  “More,” he moaned behind her, his thrusts getting shorter and less smooth, an air of desperation to them.


  But his fingers were rubbing her hard and fast, the water lubricating it so he could be rougher without it hurting her sensitive, and once again aching clit.


  “He couldn’t give me this! He never made me squirt, fuck, I haven’t done that in two years!”


  “He couldn’t do that,” Greg repeated, his cock hammering into her with a power that had small waves splashing up over her back as he took her submerged pussy like she hadn’t been taken in far too long.


  “Couldn’t fill me either. Didn’t fill my mouth and couldn’t stuff my cunt like you are!” She groaned and her pussy contracted around him squeezing him each time his head struck home deep inside her. “I never came on his cock, make me come on yours!” she gave her nipple a savage twist. “Please, baby? Please make me…”


  The next time her mouth opened nothing came out but a barely audible breathy whimper. Then her cunt tightened, and her body tensed. She felt as if she were on pause, then her orgasm exploded.


  Amanda threw her head back howling so loud she knew there was no way the neighbors couldn’t hear her. Greg grabbed her long hair and yanked her head back as she released another loud wail, proving he wanted them to hear her.


  His fingers stayed busy on her quivering clit as her hips bucked her ass rising out of the water, then splashing back down onto his incredible dick. Her pussy tightened then released and even under the water she felt a warm flood cascade down her thighs and her cunt clenched and unclenched around him in reaction to her explosion.


  “I…oh…I think I’m getting…”


  “Stop!” Amanda gasped and forced herself to straighten, sliding his cock from her.


  She dropped her leg from the ladder, thankful the water helped keep her up on her still trembling legs. She patted the step. “Here.”


  Greg turned and dropped onto the step and Amanda got between his legs and lowered her head. She took him into her mouth, and this time without worrying about holding her breath and keeping her lips tightly sealed, she put on a show.


  She opened wide and in one smooth motion took most of his full length. She bobbed her head rapidly as she kept her hands on his thighs, using just her mouth. She turned her eyes upward to meet his and saw him watching his cock vanish and reappear between her full soft lips.


  She went further, getting him all the way in and after pausing to get used to him resumed sucking.


  “Oh fuck!” Greg gasped as she repeatedly deep throated him, gagging, and gurgling over it.


  Amanda’s eyes rolled back in pleasure at having her mouth and throat so full, and continued to take it all, spit spilling from her mouth, then slurping it back up as she rewarded his hard fucking and two orgasm he’d given her by slobbering over his cock like an out of control porn star.


  “Oh, oh Mandy, oh my god, I’m going to…”


  “Hmm!” she moaned when his cock erupted into her mouth.


  She took the first long spurt, loving the way the warm thick sperm flowed down it. Then pulled him from her mouth and pointed his squirting cock at her tits.


  She jerked him hard and fast, spraying his load over her small, but tight perky glistening tits. Amanda moved his cock side to side as he moaned and squirmed on the step, making sure he painted both her tits.


  When all that came out was a dribble, she took him back into her mouth sucking hard and being rewarded with a few more drops which she eagerly swallowed. Greg whimpered as she kept working his sensitive head and put his hand on her head.


  “Okay, okay, Jesus, that’s,” he gasped when she gave him a last hard suck, then released him, smacking her sticky lips.


  “I think that was the best swim I’ve ever taken.” She kissed his still twitching cock. “What do you think?”


  “I…. can’t think right now.” He shook his head. “I came so hard I’m dizzy.”


  They both looked up at the sound of clapping and saw two guys around Greg’s age standing on the balcony next door.


  “Holy shit Greg,” one yelled when he saw them looking. “Good for you!”


  “Encore, encore!” The other clapped and laughed.


  “Well,” Greg sighed. “Guess my dad’s going to know.”


  “Do you care?” Amanda slipped lower into the water, so her tits were no longer visible.


  “I…you know, not really.” Greg shrugged. “Hell, this is payback for not just you, but my mom in a way too. And not like we cheated on him, but he doesn’t care if he hurts anyone or does what he shouldn’t, why should I?”


  “He’s going to be pissed.”


  “Yeah, shit will be weird, but what’s he going to do, throw me out?”


  “Do you have somewhere to go if he did?”


  “I can stay with my mom’s sister, Aunt Pam, she hates him too.”


  “If you really don’t care he knows,” she thought about it. “Let’s make a deal.”


  “What is it?”


  “As much as I don’t want to, I have to get going. Get me my bra and thong so when I get out I’m in something, lucky those yutzes didn’t have their phones out.”


  “Okay.”


  “My meeting is noon, and we’ll probably do a late lunch. How about you come over at six and we’ll take our time and really go at it?”


  “That wasn’t really going at it?”


  “Work hard play hard.”


  “Okay, I don’t even know what you want, but deal.”


  “Good,” she gave him a wicked smile. “You have a printer I hope?”


  


  *****


  


  Amanda, dressed and having just finished blow drying her hair, glanced at the Movado. 11:15 she had plenty of time to get to the office and have everything laid out for when the clients came.


  She left the bathroom and entered Lee’s bedroom. Picking up the photo album and pictures from the floor she tossed them on his bed. With a smile she picked up the 8x10 picture of Greg posing in in his suit, flexing one arm while giving her a thumbs up.


  He’d had some glossy paper and a color printer and although a little grainy the pic had come out pretty well. Removing her lipstick from her pocket, Amanda put the picture down on the nightstand and using the lipstick wrote.


  “Greg, 7/20/21, my younger model!” and dropped it on Lee’s pillow.


  


  The End.
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