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  Chapter One


  


  “Come on,” Cassie breathed as she turned the corner. “Home stretch, you got this.”


  She didn’t feel like she had it. Her calves were cramping and her breathing no longer in rhythm with her long strides, but desperate and irregular. The hot humid air she was now sucking in much more quickly was so thick it felt as if she were swallowing it rather than inhaling.


  Sweat poured down her face, a drop getting into her left eye, causing it to sting and become difficult to stay open. Her entire body was slicked with sweat, sliding down her back and chest, and her arms glistened with it.


  Cassie knew she should stop. She was pushing herself too hard, just like she had at the gym. Her hour power workout had included crunches, push-ups, pull ups, leg presses and the effective, but painful kettlebell squats.


  She’d been working out more and more intensely the last few months, seeking to push her body as far as she could in an effort to achieve catharsis for her anger and frustration over the end of her marriage.


  Today’s plan to wear herself out had been the brilliant idea of taking an Uber to the gym which was only a mile from Linda’s house where she’d been staying the last three weeks.


  After her work out, she would run home. Not a slow leisurely jog like she did on Sunday mornings, but just shy of an all-out sprint. Having lettered in track in high school and competing all through college level, Cassandra had never stopped running, and normally a one mile sprint wouldn’t be that taxing.


  But after a hard work out and on a 90+ degree day with close to a 100% humidity, she was laboring and should have downshifted to a walk a quarter mile ago. But stubbornness, sheer will, and the refusal to admit she was forty two, not twenty two, kept her going.


  Cassie held her arm up to look at her new Gomove watch and saw her heartbeat was elevated, confirming why her chest was pounding and beginning to burn. The cramps were reaching her thighs which were already pissed off at her from overdoing the squats.


  A horn blaring to her right startled her, and she looked over to see a black Camaro slowing down. A young man with mirrored sunglasses yelled out the window.


  “Nice ass!” He slowed even more, making a show of lowering his glasses to peer over them. “Great tits too!”


  She made out another young guy peering over the driver’s shoulder.


  “Goddamn, pure milf right there!” he punched the steering wheel, sounding the horn again. “How about you take a ride with us?”


  Cassie faced forward, ignoring the comments, then them yelling “Bitch” in unison before squealing the tires and roaring off. They didn’t upset her, in fact their comments helped her bear down and keep going.


  Nothing wrong with a couple kids half her age catcalling her. Cassie worked hard over the years to look good, and crude as it was, they wouldn’t look if there wasn’t enough to look at.


  What she knew, that those two dipshits would love to know, is that if she’d met either of them at a club, and their approach was a lot more polite, this ‘pure milf’ would have given them a ride they’d never forget.


  Who was she kidding? These days if they were together, she might decide she didn’t need to choose. Since her divorce, Cassie was pushing herself sexually as hard as she was at the gym, her job, and life in general.


  If there were a way to sleep aggressively, she’d be doing it. So instead, she went for wearing herself out to the point of sleep, and that including fucking like she was starring in some Milf’s gone wild porn shoot.


  Like Tom had, she was going for young, hot, and enthusiastic. Unlike Tom however, she could go all night and wear her lovers out instead of being the one easily worn out. She also wasn’t paying for it.


  Cassie wasn’t buying them things, taking them anywhere, or playing the girlfriend experience. She was fucking. The pure primal act of wanton sex inspired by lust tempered with anger.


  Aggressively fucking guys she had no ill will towards, but were the uncomplaining beneficiaries of her out of control desire for revenge and need for release. At this point, she barely even kissed them, her mouth was more likely to be on their cock before their lips, and again, she’d received no protests about that.


  Because all young guys wanted to do was fuck and she was happy to accommodate them. Cassie owned up to being somewhat vain, she looked good and she knew it, but also worked hard for it, and was now truly enjoying the rewards of that work.


  She was a young man’s dream come true. Their milf fantasy, older, sexy, experienced, knew what she wanted, and knew how to take it, and keep taking it. She left them exhausted, their balls drained, incapable of more, but falling asleep with a smile on their face and a great story to tell their friends.


  That is if their friend wasn’t there to share the story. In the past year, Cassie had taken them in pairs on a handful of occasions, and prided herself on taking everything they could give her, and force them to give her more.


  But her sexy thoughts were brought back to reality of nothing said sexy like wheezing and being on the verge of collapse. But Cassie decided to focus on the positive, and being her age and still able to work out in and completely rock spandex shorts and a sports bra made the struggle a worthwhile one.


  “Sexiest heart attack victim of the year so far,” the doctor would declare. “Look at how tight her ass and stomach are, oh, wait, that’s just rigor mortis setting in.”


  Cassie’s lips tried to curl into a smile at her mocking thoughts, but it turned into a grimace when the pain in her lower legs increased. Instead of slowing down like a sane person would have, she saw Linda’s house coming up and using the pain as fuel, rather than a hindrance, she dug down deep.


  Her strides grew longer as she pushed her endurance beyond her previous limits, and pounded down the home stretch ignoring her bodies various protests. When she reached the house, Cassie took the porch stairs two at a time and when she reached the top, pumped her fist triumphantly.


  She kicked her left foot against the house, then turned and walked down the stairs. For five minutes she slowly paced back and forth in front of the house to avoid the additional cramps she’d incur if she had stopped abruptly.


  Another horn sounded and a black SUV passed by, the driver an older man eyeing her as he passed. In addition to him and the two kids in the Camaro, one other guy had beeped his approval and she’d seen several men give her an appreciative look as they drove towards her.


  Good to know if she collapsed there would be volunteers to give her mouth to mouth.


  “Hope it was worth getting ogled by the pervs,” the imaginary doctor sounded again. “Cause of death, heatstroke brought on by vanity and midlife crisis.”


  Cassie stopped walking and put her hands on her knees, trying to force her still ragged breathing to slow down. Just as she lowered her head, she saw movement out of the corner of her eye.


  Her head turned in time to see the curtain in the window to the right of the front door, fluttering. Kent, Linda’s eighteen year old son watching her.


  Again.


  She knew it was him because Linda had run out to the store just before Cassie had left for the gym, and her car wasn’t in the driveway. But Kent’s five year old Mazda was. She straightened and walked up the stairs, wincing at the pain in her calves, which despite taking time to cool down were tightening up on her.


  She entered the house and made her way through the living and dining rooms and into the kitchen. Grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge, she forced herself to drink slowly to avoid shocking her over heated body with the ice cold water.


  “Damn, you look hot!”


  She lowered the bottle to see Kent standing in the doorway that led into the small laundry room.


  “Excuse me?” she lowered the bottle while leaning against the counter.


  “I mean hot like hot, not like, um…hot?” Kent gave her a nervous grin. “I’m not making sense am I?”


  “Its okay, I know what you meant.” She raised the bottle back to her lips, knowing exactly how he meant it.


  As she tipped her head back to drain the bottle, she could see him through the clear bottle. Kent’s eyes were darting from her long legs to her upper body and back again. When the two kids in the car had called out to her, Cassie hadn’t minded the attention of the younger men, but with Kent it was different.


  Not that he wasn’t attractive in a cute boy next door way, but he was three months shy of his nineteenth birthday, and even though Cassie had gone full blown cougar prowling for cubs, said cubs needed to at least be old enough to legally drink, or at least not have teen at the end of the age.


  There was also that small detail of being Linda’s son. The two of them had been friends since college and Cassie had still been in Rhode Island when Linda married and two years later when Kent was born. Five years later, Cassie had moved to the West Coast, accepting a high paying job to be a personal trainer for USC’s women’s athletics programs.


  That’s where she’d met, Tom, who was an assistant coach on USC’s football team, The Trojans. Since her move to California, Cassie returned to Rhode Island twice a year. Around Christmas for the holidays, bringing Tom with her, and again for two weeks in the summer when the students were off campus.


  The summer trips she came by herself, and this was her first one since her marriage ended and she’d taken Linda up on the idea of staying longer and had spent the month of July staying in the guest room.


  Over the years Cassie had noticed Kent looking at her much differently as he grew from a boy into a teen and developed an interest in girls. She’d caught him looking at her often, and three years ago a pair of pink lace panties had disappeared, and she was pretty sure she not only knew where they went, but what they’d been used for.


  She hadn’t taken it too seriously, boys will be boys and even though he’d known her his entire life, raging hormones overwhelmed all thought and replaced it with sexual fantasies and the desperate urge to get relief from the frustration they caused.


  But the next two years, his staring had become much more blatant and he’d even made a few remarks to her that bordered on inappropriate. Innuendos involving her body, looks, and sex in general.


  Cassie played all of them off, acting like she didn’t catch any additional meaning to his comments. She’d briefly considered mentioning it to Linda, but decided not to rat the kid out, he was at a weird age and as far as she knew at the time, Kent was still a virgin.


  Last year however, he did have a girlfriend he’d been seeing for a few months. Linda didn’t like her, and when Cassie met her at their annual Fourth of July party, she agreed.


  Tammy was a pretty redhead with light green eyes, and a tight petite little body that featured a pair of tits that due to how slight the rest of her was seemed bigger than their actual size.


  She was definitely the spoiled princess Linda had reported her to be, getting Kent to wait on her hand and foot, and talking down to him several times, more than once causing Linda to walk away before she said anything.


  Cassie wasn’t impressed, but seeing he wasn’t her son, could see it a little more objectively. Tammy was his first piece of ass, and a pretty one, and she could do what she wanted, say what she wanted, and be a royal bitch. As long as she sucked his dick and spread her legs, he would put up with it.


  It wasn’t surprising, young girls used sex to get away with whatever they wanted, and Cassie knew it wasn’t just young boys, but men of all ages that let it happen. Her ex was one of them.


  What had surprised her was still noticing Kent looking at her as much as ever. Including her spotting him in his window when she’d been sun bathing by the pool. She supposed just because he was getting some ass didn’t mean he still couldn’t look at others.


  Cassie had the feeling she’d been a crush, strange seeing he only saw her a couple of times a year, but maybe it was the fact she was older, a family friend and a taboo in every way to him. The unattainable woman who he could only have in his dreams as opposed to a girl his age that there was always somewhat of a chance he could be with.


  But this visit was worse than ever as far as Kent’s fixation with her. Linda had told her he and Tammy were done because he’d found out from a friend she’d been fucking other guys behind his back, and for the entire time they’d been dating.


  Kent was a good kid and deserved better, but it was better it happened and he was no longer being used. But he was now heartbroken and according to Linda moping around the house and making no effort to ask another girl out.


  Since Cassie had arrived three weeks ago, anytime they were in the same room he struggled not to look at her, but if she turned her attention elsewhere she could feel his eyes on her.


  When Linda wasn’t home he was everywhere she was. If she were by the pool he was there, watching her through his mirrored sunglasses as if she wouldn’t know where his eyes were.


  Cassie had met Linda when they tried out for track together in college and like his mother, Kent had lettered in track in High School and enjoyed running. He’d gone jogging with her several times, and on three occasions showed up at the gym when she was there, watching her while half-assing his own work out.


  A week ago, Cassie had left the house to head out to the beach, and after realizing she’d left without her tanning oil, she’d gone back into the house. She’d entered the hallway just in time to see Kent heading into her room.


  She stood in the hall and when he didn’t come right back out she’d entered the room to see him sitting on her bed. His back was to her, but the rapid movement of his arm told her what he was doing.


  She’d called his name and he’d frozen where he was, too embarrassed to turn and face her. Cassie told him to stand up, zip up, and get the hell out of her room. He did as she asked, moving slowly, and when he finally turned around, he kept his head down as he walked past her, the purple bra he’d been using as inspiration on the floor where he’d been sitting.


  It was awkward for her as well, and she didn’t say anything as he shuffled past her, but he’d stopped and in a barely audible whisper asked her to please not tell his mother. Cassie felt bad for him, and simply said it would stay between them, but if it ever happened again she would tell Linda.


  Since then she’d stayed away from the pool, went jogging on the mornings he went to work at his summer job at Lowes and did her best to keep her distance in general. It still fell under boys will be boys, but this boy was her best friend’s son who she’d known since he was born.


  “I thought you were working this morning,” she broke the silence as he seemed content to stand there and take in her sweat slicked body in the tight shorts and sports bra, an outfit she wouldn’t be in if she knew he’d be home.


  “Supposed to, but Billy called and asked if I could switch shifts with him, I’m going in for the afternoon shift instead.”


  Cassie nodded and tossing the empty bottle in the recycling bin walked out of the kitchen and into the dining room, planning on heading into the bathroom and taking a cool shower, maybe even soak in the tub for a while.


  “You’re limping,” Jeez, he was following her. “Cramps?”


  “I’ll be fine.”


  She could imagine him staring at her ass in the form fitting shorts as well as the backs of her long, toned and deeply tanned legs.


  “Shouldn’t push that hard, you really went at it at the gym.”


  She stopped in her tracks and spun on her heel to face him.


  “You were at the gym?”


  “Yeah,” he shrugged. “That’s the one I go to.”


  “And you were back here before I was.”


  “I drove, you ran.”


  “Okay,” Cassie tried to remain patient telling herself he was a kid, and didn’t know any better. “You went there, watched me work out, and then left when I did. Got here first, then watched me while I walked it off in front of the house.”


  “Um, well, yeah, but I was just looking outside to see if Mom was back yet so I could help her with groceries.”


  “Driveway is on the side of the house, and your mother always brings things in through the back. I saw you in the front window.”


  “Just watching for her car,” Kent was now rocking from one foot to the other, another reminder that although he was closer to nineteen than eighteen at this point, he was still more of a boy than a man in many ways.


  “You were watching me.”


  “No, really I was waiting for my mother.”


  “Was your mom going to the gym this morning?” Cassie raised her eyebrows. “And you were there exactly as long as I was?”


  Kent flushed and looked away from her.


  “Kent, I find it flattering that a good looking young man likes to look at me, but you’re entering creeper territory.”


  “You think I’m good looking?” He gave her a huge smile. Great, that’s what he heard, not the part about being creepy.


  She wasn’t just trying to make him feel good, Kent was attractive. He had some height to him, standing 6’2” and although not the rugged jock type, Kent had a tight build that featured the type of lean muscle that spoke of someone who was in shape and stronger than they looked.


  Kent’s features were soft and somewhat pretty, but he’d covered some of that up with a neatly trimmed beard and mustache making him look older than he was. His brown eyes were warm and friendly, matching the big smile that due to his good natured and easy going nature was often on display.


  His hair was the exact shade as his eyes and he currently wore it with a fade along the sides and a deliberately tousled look up top. All in all, Linda’s son was easy on the eyes, and a genuinely sweet kid whose shyness had held him back from girls.


  Like many young men, and women, that often led to what happened, his first being a manipulative piece of work who had him treating her like a princess while being everyone else’s whore.


  Cassie felt a twinge of hypocrisy because deep down there had been a couple of occasions she’d seen Kent looking and thought if he wasn’t Linda’s son, she’d entertain the thought of entertaining him.


  He was a mix between boy next door cute with a disarming type of charm and generally attractive and sexy. His inexperience would be a turn off, she liked her boys to know their way around a woman’s body, and confident enough to take charge when she was in the mood to be taken.


  Cassie also didn’t like the thought of taking advantage of someone who was, as bad as it sounded, out of their league with her. No, she’d leaving teaching or seducing an overwhelmed teen to the women who needed to be adored and feel in control.


  “You know I think you are,” Kent replied, then gave her that aww shucks smile she was sure would play well with girls his age, and some older women looking for a kid with mommy issues. “You’re so damn hot, Cassie.”


  “That’s inappropriate,” she told him. “And not like you, Kent. You’re a nice kid, not a cocky asshole.”


  “Oh, sorry,” he looked crestfallen at her words. “I just thought you’re older and used to guys being bold.”


  “I don’t want you to be anything,” she rolled her dark eyes. “Where’s all this bold for the girls at school?”


  “I…don’t know,” his frown made his answer seem genuine. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to sound like a jerk.”


  “Jerk is one thing, stalking another,” she told him. “I know you’ve had some trouble with girls, but you had a girlfriend, you have some experience and you should be able to try some of that bold on them.” She raised a finger in warning. “But no stalking.”


  “Right, I guess I wasn’t thinking. I just like watching you.”


  “I gathered that from catching you in my room.”


  He turned beet red and looked away from her.


  “And I try not to think about how many times you’d done it before I caught you.”


  “I…”


  “I’m not looking for you to answer that,” Cassie cut him off. “Boys will be boys, but you’ve been with a girl now and should be looking for the real thing not whacking off in a woman’s bra.


  “It was sleazy and disrespectful. I’m not just some woman, Kent. You’ve known me all your life and your mom is like a sister to me.” She put her arms out. “You used to call me auntie when you were little.”


  “You’re right, just can’t help it,” he told her. “I’m sorry I creeped you out today, won’t happen again.”


  “Fair enough,” Cassie told him, then not wanting him to feel bad, put her hand out. “Friends?”


  “I take what I can get,” he took her hand and gave her a rueful grin that told her was kidding.


  “That’s the spirit!” she laughed.


  “And thanks again for not telling my Mom.”


  “What aren’t you telling me?”


  They both flinched as Linda entered from the living room.


  “Oh, um, well…” Kent stammered.


  “Nothing you need to know about,” Cassie gave her a sly smile. “Trust me.”


  “I haven’t trusted you since sophomore year of college.” Linda frowned, her eyes on Kent who wasn’t helping his cause by looking like a deer in headlights. “What happened that I’m not supposed to know about?”


  “How about you get the groceries for your mom?” Cassie nodded her head towards the door.


  Linda shot her a look, but gestured to Kent, “Go ahead hon, be careful with the eggs this time, okay?”


  “God, break them once,” he muttered.


  “Once every couple of weeks.” Linda added, then turned her attention to Cassie. “Damn, girl, you look worn out and sweaty for all the wrong reasons.”


  “But it’s to look good enough to ensure all the right ones,” she countered.


  “I should have warned the state to have a curfew for any college age kid for the month,” Linda grunted. “It’s been a year Cass, you still feel you need payback?”


  “It was payback at the start,” she admitted. “Motherfucker was banging a goddamn cheerleader who wasn’t even twenty.”


  “But now?”


  “Now its just what I like. Its hot drama free sex. These kids don’t care what I do for work, how I am with kids or do I own my own place. All they want is what they see,” she emitted a tiger’s growl, rolling her tongue. “And what they see they can have.”


  “I’d tell you to grow up, but maybe not just yet,” Linda eyed her speculatively.


  “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “What am I not supposed to know?”


  “It’s no big deal, Linda,” Cassie waved her hand dismissively. “Just something dumb.”


  “I’m his mother, I should know,” she folded her arms over her chest and gave her blonde hair a toss. “Since his dad passed away, I’m the only parent and I need to know what’s going on.”


  “Speaking of time, that was three years ago, you still haven’t moved on.”


  “I’ve dated, and I’ve had a few of those one night friends you have except mine are within a few years of my age one way or the other. Might be seeing a friend tonight as a matter of fact. Nice deflection, but back to the matter at hand.”


  “Linda, all kidding aside, you can trust me. I’d tell you if it were something to worry about. I wouldn’t let Kent get in any real trouble without you knowing.”


  “I’ll ask one question, did it have to do with that rancid cunt Tammy?”


  “Wow, language!” Cassie laughed.


  “Just answer me,” Linda wasn’t smiling and her blue eyes flashed angrily.


  “No,” Cassie shook her head. “I swear.”


  “Okay, then what was it?”


  “I answered the question, just let it be. I handled it.”


  “He’s not yours to handle,” Linda pressed. “He was red faced and stuttering.” Her eyes narrowed. “Did it have something to do with you?”


  “Me?” she put a hand on her sweaty chest. “Why would you ask that?”


  “Because he stares at you the way a hungry man looks at a steak. I caught him watching you when you were sun bathing two weeks ago and had a talk with him,” she gave Cassie an up and down look. “You’re showing a lot of skin right now, sweaty, tan skin.”


  “Hey, you checking me out?” she laughed, but again Linda wasn’t having any of it.


  “No, but you made it easy for him too, hell of a look you have going.”


  “He wasn’t supposed to be home.”


  “He told me last night his schedule changed,” Linda said, then snapped her fingers. “But he didn’t tell you, right?”


  “Why would he?” she asked evasively.


  “Right, so you dressed like this because he wasn’t supposed to be here.”


  “Exactly, I’m not a cock tease.”


  “You might want to rephrase that.” This time a small smile played about her lips.


  “I’m not teasing your son,” Cassie smirked. “Everyone else’s is fair game.”


  “Did it have to do with that? You catch him gawking? Did he say something dumb to you?”


  “How about we leave this at it wasn’t about Tammy?” Cassie stuck to her guns. “I’m not ratting the kid out for something trivial.”


  “Okay, your non answer is my answer,” Linda told her.


  “Bullshit, just because I won’t tell you doesn’t mean it has to do with me. Think about us and our brothers at his age, our stupid was limitless.”


  “True,” Linda shrugged. “I’ll let it go, just promise me if he ever mentions that girl, okay?”


  “Fair enough.” Cassie agreed. “Hey, mind if I take a bath?”


  “No, we can use the upstairs bathroom if we need to.”


  “Thanks, I appreciate it.”


  “What’s mine is yours my friend,” Linda gave her an odd smile. “In every way.”


  “What’s with the look?” Cassie asked.


  “Nothing, just saying if it’s in this house you can help yourself. Enjoy your bath, I’m going in the kitchen.” She rolled her eyes. “Make sure Kent doesn’t put frozen vegetables in the cupboard again.




  Chapter Two


  


  Cassie opened her eyes and sighed contentedly, before stretching her arms over her head. A glance at her phone on the floor next to the tub told her she’s dozed off for close to an hour.


  Good thing there was another bathroom in the house. The bubbles had all dissipated, and Cassie lifted her right foot and used her purple tipped toes to flip the latch to cause the tub to drain.


  She sat up, then rose, drawing the curtain closed and turning on the shower to give herself a quick rinse. She decided to stay under it for a couple of minutes, letting the water turn hot strike her sore shoulders.


  Her entire body ached, but in the warm satisfying way one could only experience from a hard work out or being worked out hard. She’d had the former and was now thinking of the later.


  It was Saturday night and the clubs and bars downtown would be packed. In the three weeks she’d been here, Cassie had dressed up and gotten messed up twice, and both times in the first week.


  She’d decided she didn’t need to cut a swath through the college population of her former home state, and Linda had given her the riot act both times she hadn’t come home until the early hours of the morning, her hair and makeup a mess and her bra in her purse, her thong somewhere back on the floor of last night’s lovers room.


  Cassie was a grown woman, but Linda made her feel bad, saying her time here shouldn’t be about sampling the local flavor, she was doing enough of that back in California.


  But once the urge was on her, she wasn’t very good at denying it. After all, Tom had been scratching his teenage itch the last few months of their marriage. Asshole hadn’t only lost her, but fired from his job and fooling around with a student had ensured he’d never get another coaching job on any level.


  She had no idea where he was or what or who he was doing and didn’t care. They sold the house, split the money and after that Cassie told him lose her number and forget she ever knew him.


  Her angry thoughts, as they had been for months, fueled her lust and she decided that it was going to happen. She was going out on the prowl. While letting the shower now hit her lower back, she cupped her ample breasts, squeezing them and moaning softly when her palms grazed her swollen rose red nipples.


  She lifted her right leg, placing her foot on the edge of the tub. Cassie’s left hand left her breast and trailed down her hard flat stomach, imaging it being that of tonight’s yet to be determined young lover.


  Her long purple nails parted her puffy pink lips and she moaned softly when she placed two fingers on her ready clit. Cassie rubbed it in hard circles, her breathing growing heavy and her hips rocking into her touch.


  She imagined a young stud behind her, his arms around her. One strong hand on her tit, the other between her thighs. His young stiff cock inside her, fucking her from behind.


  The cock that had been in her mouth, twitching as she swallowed every drop of load number one. The cock that had already fucked her as they went around the world on either his bed, or in a motel if she needed to rent one like she did two weeks ago.


  That young tireless cock, as hard as it had been when she blew him the first time. The one that would be coming for her again. She’d tell him to pull it out, so she could turn and drop to her knees in the shower.


  She’d offer him her tits, the ones he couldn’t take his eyes off in the club or keep his hands and mouth off since they were alone. He’d jack off on them, his warm cum splashing onto them before being swirled away by the shower and sent flooding down her stomach and thighs.


  “Oh…Oh…!” She sucked her lower in an effort not to be loud as her orgasm crashed through her.


  She bucked her hips hard, her fingers still playing her clit while she roughly twisted her nipple.


  “Wow,” Cassie whispered, as she dropped her foot from the tub and leaned her forehead against the tiles, sucking in the now steamy air. She’d come fast and hard, a sign she needed the real thing.


  She reached back, letting her long curly black hair, which she’d pinned up for the bath, flow down her back. Picking up the peach scented shampoo from the ledge she quickly washed it, trying to ignore the tingling sensation between her thighs which told her that quick session was just a tease.


  Cassie rinsed her hair, and shutting off the water, drew back the curtain. She stepped out of the shower and wiped off the fogged up mirror. She dried herself not just slowly, but borderline sensually.


  The admitted vanity in her had her watching as she rubbed the towel over her breasts which even in her early forties were things of wonder and still mostly defying gravity.


  Further enhancing them, were a set of tan lines that left the inner half of her breasts the creamy white of her natural complexion, a sharp sexy contrast the bronzed curve of her outer breast.


  The tan lines over her hips small triangle between her thighs and amount of tanned flesh on her tight firm ass spoke of the minimal bikini she wore back at home and whenever no one was home at Linda’s.


  She took in the flat stomach and long well shaped legs she’d worked hard to maintain, and smiled at her reflection. Work hard, play hard, and she worked very hard and planned on rewarding herself with something even harder.


  Cassie gave herself her best come hither stare, her dark brown eyes smoldering with lust, and her full naturally pink lips pushed out in a slight pout. She ran her tongue slowly over them, then wagged it playfully at herself.


  “Come to mama, baby,” she purred, her already smoky voice, going into a deeper rasp. “Hmm, you’re all swollen! Here let me help!.”


  She laughed out loud at herself then turned to grab the black robe she’d worn into the bathroom after stripping out of her sweat soaked clothes.


  The robe wasn’t there.


  Her eyes darted to the floor than around the bathroom. She knew she’d worn it in, she hadn’t come down the hall naked. She picked up her phone to text Linda and ask her to bring her something, but paused.


  Linda had caught her on her way to the bathroom and told her she had to run out to the law firm she worked for because of some type of client emergency, and the attorney she worked with was currently out of town.


  Cassie peeked out the small bathroom window and saw Linda’s car was still gone.


  “Shit,” she muttered.


  She sure as hell wasn’t going to text Kent because…the little creep had taken the robe. Probably skulking in his room, which she’d have to pass to get to hers, looking to get a peep of her in just a towel.


  And after she’d let him off the hook about last week, and this morning’s little staking incident. That was it, she was going to tell Linda about this. Cassie sent a quick text asking if she were on her way home yet.


  Her brief excitement of receiving a quick reply dwindled when the reply was, “No, going to be here awhile, everything okay?”


  “We’ll talk when you get home,” she replied to box herself into a corner in case for some reason she started thinking about not getting Kent an epic grounding over this. Even though it was what he wanted, Cassie wasn’t going to sit in the bathroom until Linda came home.


  Cassie tied the towel around her, tucking it in between her breasts and left the bathroom. She padded down the hall, wanting to move faster, but knowing it wouldn’t take much to have a wardrobe malfunction.


  She paused just before Kent’s room and debated telling him to close his damn door, but instead decided to try to make it past his room in two quick steps. She did so, then slowed when a glimpse into his room showed it to be empty.


  But her robe was right there on his bed.


  “Son of a bitch,” she whispered, then looked behind her to see if he’d snuck out behind her. Where the hell was he? Didn’t matter as long as he wasn’t near her. Cassie continued for her room, then yelped when Kent suddenly appeared in front of her.


  He’d come down from upstairs and had hopped the last couple of stairs and turned so fast he bumped into her. He emitted a startled gasp of his own as he staggered back. The impact sent her backwards and when she reflexively threw her arm out to catch the wall and maintain her balance, the towel fell way.


  “Holy shit, I’m so…” Kent’s words trailed off and his eyes widened as for a brief instant, Cassie was completely naked in front of him. “Oh my god,” he whispered, his eyes locking onto her bare breasts.


  “You little fucking asshole!” Cassie yelled at him as she dropped to her knees, her left arm over her breasts as she grabbed the towel. “Get in your fucking room, now!”


  She placed the towel so it hung in front of her as she rose, and turned so her back was against the wall. “Go!” she pointed with a trembling finger. “Now, get away from me!”


  “Whoa!” he put his hands up as he took a step back, which was in the opposite direction of his room. “It was an accident, I…I didn’t mean to run into you!”


  “Bullshit!” she yelled at him her face flushing from embarrassment and anger. “Like you didn’t take my fucking robe?”


  “I didn’t touch anything! I was upstairs straightening out the spare room, Mom wants to turn it into an office and…”


  “Then why is my robe on your bed?” She demanded. “You’re a liar and a fucking creep!”


  “No,” he shook his head so hard it would have been funny under other circumstance, and she had to admit the look of surprise on his face was pretty convincing. “It can’t be, I went upstairs right after Mom left!”


  “Little shit,” she lowered her voice, but it still trembled. “You get a nice look at me in the tub when you snuck in? You take a picture? Video? Going to jerk off to it? Or did you already and now you’ll go for round two after you saw my tits?”


  “Cassie, please, I…didn’t do anything!”


  “Yeah, like you weren’t fapping in my fucking bra last week or all the times I didn’t catch you!”


  “But…”


  “Know what, keep the goddamn robe, you probably already wiped your dick all over it.”


  Kent kept shaking his head and muttering he didn’t do anything. The balls to be caught red handed, one handed last week, and deny it.


  Cassie shook her head. “That red headed slut must have been a lame fuck if you’re still acting like this.”


  “No, I…” his shoulders slumped and he whispered. “I don’t know what the hell just happened.”


  “Tell you what’s going to happen. You’re going in your room and closing the door so you can’t get another peek at me, and the second your mother comes home I am telling her about this and…”


  “What’s going on?” Linda, for the second time today, scared both of them, and Cassie turned partway towards her before she realized she’d just flashed Kent a look at her ass.


  “Fuck!” she shouted in frustration as she spun back against the wall.


  “Why are you in a towel in front of my son?” Linda asked, her eyes darting from her to Kent.


  “Because you’re creep son snuck into the bathroom and took it, then popped out of nowhere so he could get me to drop the towel!”


  “No, Mom, I would never do that!” Kent’s voice cracked and he sounded as unnerved as Cassie. “I swear.”


  “Know what I wouldn’t tell you earlier?” Cassie spoke to Linda while pointing at Kent. “I caught him jerking off into my bra!”


  “Kent!” Linda’s eyes went wide. “Seriously?”


  “I…I did that,” he swallowed hard. “But not this, I didn’t go into the bathroom, I promise!”


  “Look on his bed.” Cassie told her.


  Linda had walked up to them, but now took a few steps back and peered into his room,


  “Kent,” she said softly. “Get in your room now, and close the door.”


  “But Mom, this isn’t…”


  “Up for debate. Get your ass in there and don’t come out. I’ll come to you when I’m ready.”


  Kent put his head down and stalked past Cassie who glared at him even though he wasn’t looking. When he slammed his door behind him, Linda walked over to her.


  “How about you toss something on and meet me in the dining room, we need to talk.”


  “Nothing to talk about, you saw what he did and he’s been using my damn underwear as whack off fodder, probably since I got here.”


  “Cass, calm down, and get dressed, I’ll make us some tea.”


  “Sorry, but after being pranked into being naked in front of your son I’d rather be alone.”


  Linda leaned close to her and whispered.


  “I took the robe.”


  “Why would you do that?”


  “Because,” Linda’s mouth was so close she could feel her breath on her ear. “I need you to fuck my son.”




  Chapter Three


  


  “I hope what you said to me in the hall was just to get me out here to talk to you,” Cassie, now dressed in a Dodgers t-shirt and a pair of shapeless black sweat pants, stared into her mug as she spoke. “Because if not? That is the most fucked up thing I’ve ever heard.


  “I meant what I said, and it is fucked up,” Linda admitted. “But desperation makes you come up with fucked up ideas.”


  “What are you desperate about?” Cassie asked, then sat back in her chair. “God, I feel like such a bitch yelling at him like that. He wasn’t lying.”


  “No, he was set up, and by his own mother.” Linda idly steered her tea with a long silver spoon.


  “What did you do, pretend to leave, then sneak back in and get the robe?”


  “Yup, I know you always fall asleep in the tub and if you were awake I’d have made up some excuse for coming in,” her lips curled into a smirk. “If you locked the door it couldn’t have happened.”


  “Married for twelve years and now live alone, I don’t think to do it.”


  “Even though you knew Kent was peeping on you?”


  “I figured after he and I talked this morning I had nothing to worry about.”


  “Oh,” Linda looked disappointed.


  “Were you hoping I wanted him too?” Cassie asked incredulously.


  “Would make this easier.”


  “Let’s get this over with, I am not having sex with your son. He’s a damn kid, and you know, your son.”


  “Please, you’ve been fucking kids half your age for months. Two of them your first week here. I shamed you into not going for a damn record here.”


  “They’re not your son and Christ, Lin, they’re old enough to drink. Kent’s not even 19, I’m not that bad.”


  “He’s a legal adult,” Linda told her. “And he’s had a thing for you since he was old enough to know what he was looking at, so it won’t take much for you to seduce him.”


  “Do you hear yourself?” Cassie sipped her tea, then leaned back in the chair. “If not, hear me. No.”


  “As for knowing him since he was a kid, you’ve seen him twice a year since he turned eight. It’s not like you were always in his life.”


  “Linda, why are we talking about this? Why would you want this? He’s so not mine and for so many reasons. I used to buy him toys for Christmas, now you want me to give him a blow job?”


  “That cunt Tammy. You know what she did to him.”


  “I know she did something with a lot of boys,” Cassie told her. “Real piece of work.”


  “There’s more that I didn’t tell you because it was embarrassing for him and I guess I didn’t want to talk about it either.”


  “You know you can tell me anything and I never said a word to him about Tammy.”


  “Other than her being so lame he still wanted you.”


  “You listened that long?”


  “I parked my car around the corner, after I got the robe, I waited in the dining room for you to come out. You almost blew it because cleaning that room was only going to take him so long.”


  “Poor kid,” Cassie lamented. “I laid into him big time.”


  “I know how you can make it up to him,” Linda suggested.


  “God that’s gross! He’s your son!”


  “Think I like this? Look, let me get back to what I was saying. I ended up finding out from Kent that she not only fucked other guys but she was cucking him.”


  “Cucking?” Cassie cocked her head. “That some kind of fetish thing?”


  “Usually it’s a wife who steps out on her husband but tells him. Lot of times the husband is into it, will even watch and sometimes jump in.”


  “You been watching a lot of porn.”


  “Point is, I know what it is, and when it’s consensual it’s fun. But when it’s a case of a woman doing it even though her partner isn’t happy about it, then it’s just cruel and sadistic.”


  “And you’re saying this girl told Kent she was going out to get laid?”


  “More than that. They’d go to a party and she’d tell him she was going upstairs with another boy. Everyone there knew it. She made my son into a laughing stock.”


  “How about I go beat the snot out of her for you. Bet that little skank can’t outrun me.”


  “Can’t say I didn’t think about finding someone to do it. This went on for a few months. He’d be mad and hurt, but she’d come onto him and fuck him and he’d keep caving. Let’s say there were times he was getting sloppy seconds on the same night.”


  “Sick thing for her age. That’s advanced level bitch right there.”


  “Has a good future as a homewrecker.”


  “Okay, well that’s goddamn shitty, but they’re done now.”


  “Because I ended it,” Linda explained. “I told you a kid told Kent what was going on, because it sounded better and it gave me a chance to kind of vent.”


  “I get that,” Cassie nodded.


  “Billy is Kent’s best friend and he kept trying to get him to leave Tammy, but when he wouldn’t he ended up telling his sister who went to their parents. Billy’s mom came over with him to tell me, and the kid had names, places, way too much to be making it up.


  “I confronted Kent, and we had a little mom son intervention. I forbid him to see her again, and I went to her house.”


  “How did that go?”


  “Not good, seems her parents are who knows where and she lives with her aunt who told me it wasn’t her fault if my son was a spineless simp.”


  “Classy, want me to hit her too?”


  “No, you’d end up needing a tetanus shot.” Linda cracked.


  “I don’t see where this is still an issue.”


  “Because she’s been texting and calling him. He doesn’t know it, but I still have parental controls on his phone, I can see who he’s texting. I never violated his privacy, but after I got rid of her, I started.


  “Nothing for a couple months and I thought we were safe, then she starts. She wants him back, she promises this time it will be just them. She thought he was into it, but now she knows he wasn’t and she wouldn’t hurt him.”


  “Tell me he’s not buying into this?”


  “Not at first, he told her to piss off, but she keeps trying and last few days she’s sending pictures, and,” Linda scrunched her face up. “Let’s just say the carpet matches the drapes.”


  “You think he’s going to cave and go back.”


  “His last texts to her yesterday were about them planning to meet up tomorrow afternoon at her place. Don’t know if her aunt won’t be around, or just doesn’t care if Tammy fucks in her house.”


  “Tell him you know, and he can’t do it.”


  “He’s eighteen.”


  “Lives under your roof.”


  “We were that age, Cass. You never snuck out with a boy? Your parents always knew where you were and who you were with?”


  “But he knows you don’t want him with her, and why.”


  “Kent has always been shy, you know that. He was easy prey for a girl like that. She was his first, and that gives her power over him.”


  “Maybe,” Cassie conceded. “But on the other hand, he broke the ice, and he should feel confident enough now to find another girl.”


  “It’s been three months and he hasn’t asked anyone out.” Linda sighed in exasperation. “He’s going to give in, and that slut is going to use him like she was before. For money, to buy her things, to spend time with when she feels like having someone treat her as something other than the cum dumpster she is.


  “Most of his friend’s know what was going on, but he starts college in September, I don’t need him bringing her around a new group of friends she’ll want to fuck and humiliate in front of.”


  Linda slapped her palm on the table.


  “If she left him alone, he’d be fine. He’ll meet other girls in college and sooner or later he’ll ask one out, or maybe one would ask him out, but not if this whore keeps in touch with him.”


  “You can’t make her stay away from him outside the house.”


  “That’s why he needs to forget about her, and the only way he’s going to forget the first girl to suck his dick is to find one who’ll do it better.”


  “You realize you just talked about me blowing your son?” Cassie asked. “Linda, I get you don’t want to see him hurt, but this is nuts.”


  “This is? I’ve been on escort sites for the past week thinking about paying a woman to sleep with him. Set it up for her to run into him somewhere.”


  “That’s…”


  “Awful.” Linda finished. “I mean he wouldn’t even know her, and who knows where they’ve been and they’d just be thinking, what a loser, someone paid me to fuck him. If they found out I was his mother it would look even worse.”


  “You can’t do that.”


  “I tried seeing if any of my co-workers had a daughter around his age who was single. I’ve asked other parents from his school.”


  “Damn, Linda, that’s weird. Hey, think your girl will date my boy?”


  “I played it off he hasn’t been the same since he lost his father and he’s shy and it was just about someone he could spend some time with, I wasn’t talking about sex.”


  “Nope, you saved that for me for some reason.”


  “Because you know him, and more than that? Even when he was with that pig he was staring at you. He doesn’t have eyes for any girl since her, but he’s still hung up on you, and I have another confession to make.”


  “But wait, there’s more,” Cassie slapped her forehead.


  “I knew he was sneaking into your room and what he was doing, I saw him go in there and peeked in. He was down in the laundry room a little while later. Pretty sure he was washing whatever he made a mess in.”


  “Ugh,” Cassie grimaced.


  “But that means he doesn’t just look at you, he wants you. You could make him forget about Tammy. Show him he can have a good time with another girl.”


  “I’m not a girl, I’m a woman. You think he’ll want some coed after me?”


  “Modest!” Linda grunted.


  “You know what I mean. Besides, let’s say I agreed to this crazy shit. I have sex with him once and it’s the magic pill, he doesn’t want Tammy anymore?”


  “That’s the plan, especially because you’re going to tell him how good he is and how he’d make any girl happy. If he’s not any good just fucking fake a couple for him.”


  “This just gets more and more fucked up. Let’s play it out though. I do it and…” Cassie paused when it hit her. “You said Tammy wants to meet him tomorrow, you want me to do this tonight, don’t you?”


  “He’ll be home from work by seven and I’m going out with,” she cleared her throat. “A friend. Won’t be home until the morning, you’ll be alone all night with him.”


  “If I do it, then what? Now he’s hooked on me, what’s all next week going to be like?”


  “Cassie you can fuck him once or you can spend all next week trying to wear him out. I don’t care as long as I don’t hear anything.”


  “I need to stop saying this can’t get worse. But whatever, then I hop a plane and he doesn’t see me until Christmas. How do you know he doesn’t end up pining for me and still not moving on?”


  “Cross that bridge when I need to. For now all that would matter is him forgetting about Tammy. I think if you do it, then leave he’s going to feel pretty damn good about himself and get a lot more confident with girls his age.”


  Linda leaned back in her chair.


  “I feel like this wouldn’t happen if Greg was still here.”


  “Hey, this isn’t your fault, Linda.”


  “Maybe not, but Greg was his father, and a man. He could have had a lot more conversations with Kent about women and sex. Maybe get up his self-esteem more than I could. It’s not easy talking to your son about sex.”


  “But easy to ask your friend to have it with him.” Cassie joked. “I could talk to him, you know. Try and boost his ego somehow, tell him how Tammy is playing him. If he hears it from someone else it might help.”


  “He’s past the point of listening. He’s young, he’s dumb and all he knows is Tammy can make him come. Hate to say it, but I imagine for the amount of experience she has, she’s better than the average girl his age, or at the least a nasty pig who’ll do anything.”


  “I could do this, leave and she could come around and he might still go with her you know.” Cassie pointed out. “Maybe even think he’s going to show her what the hot milf showed him.”


  “Cassie if you can’t make Kent forget about a piece of jailbait trash then you’re losing your touch.”


  “Daring me now?”


  “No, I’m asking you for a huge favor, Cassie. I can’t stand to see my son hurt and used again. This is as simple as being all about sex and lust for him, and he’s lusted for you before and while he was her, and that means he always will.


  “He gets to be with you? He’ll be a lot less impressed with her. It won’t be his mom or friends saying there’s better out there, he’ll know there is.”


  “Does it matter at all to you I’m not attracted to him?”


  “He’s right in your wheelhouse, and you know it. It’s who he is, not what he looks like. I’m your one sticking point, and I’m giving you permission.” Linda eyed her with a smirk on her face. “Don’t tell me that if you spent enough time thinking of it, you wouldn’t want to.”


  “Linda, I don’t know. This is like something out of a bad porn.”


  “Think about that nasty skank Tom was banging.”


  “Don’t,” Cassie warned her.


  “Hot little whore, thinking her tight cunt can get her anything she wants, and it did didn’t it?”


  “I said don’t talk about that.”


  “Now here’s this vicious little thing using her twat to control my son and make a puppet out of him. He gets back with her a relationship that toxic and one sided could affect the women he’s with the rest of his life.”


  “Linda, you’re being a little dramatic.”


  “Tammy is just like that cheerleader, Cass, and you’ve been fucking guys her age to not only have some weird revenge on Tom, but it’s about showing girls her age you can have the boys their age and fuck them better than they ever could.”


  “Damn straight I can.”


  “Then show this one, show this tramp that she can’t compete with you. That one night with a real woman and Kent would never want her skank ass again. Take him away from her.”


  “But…”


  “She’ll ruin him Cass,” Linda’s voice grew tight and her eyes welled up. “That bitch will hurt him now and maybe for a long time. Please don’t let that happen to him.”


  “Oh, god, don’t do that!” Cassie exclaimed as Linda began crying. “Come on, Lin, this is one hell of a crazy ask.”


  “I know,” she picked up a napkin and wiped at her moist cheeks. “But you’re my best friend, and he wants you, Cass. I could put my foot down, but sooner or later she’ll get him, and maybe this time drive a rift between us, tell him his bitch mother hates her, and doesn’t want him to be happy.”


  “You’re his mother.”


  “She sucks his dick and that’s what matters at his age, even if he doesn’t see it that way. She has what he wants, but,” she pointed across the table. “You have what he’s always wanted.”


  Linda looked away as she continued speaking.


  “I know it’s messed up and sleazy and I’m an awful mother for even thinking about it. But it’s the only thing I can think of, and if he wasn’t into you and you weren’t into young guys I wouldn’t ask, but he’s what you like and you’re what he needs.”


  She rose from the table.


  “But if you won’t, or can’t. I understand, but as bad as I feel I think I’d be a worse mom if I just gave up and let him make the same mistake twice.”


  Linda rinsed her tea cup as Cassie stared down at her hands around her still mostly full mug.


  “I’m going to go talk to Kent,” Linda told her. “I’m going to have to own taking the robe, and I’ll claim it was because I wanted to hear him admit he’d been masturbating to you, or something like that.”


  Cassie thought back to the look on Kent’s face during those few seconds he saw her naked. Imagined how regardless of whether he thought she was mad at him or not, he’d get off to it, that one brief glimpse would be enough to inspire even more fantasies of her.


  He was young, attractive, and he’d be so eager to please her. Cassie was literally his dream come true. She’d planned on going out tonight and looking for…exactly what was down the hall from her. Granted she liked confident and aggressive, and had no patience to teach, but it could be fun to try and turn a good boy bad.


  More importantly, Linda was right, Kent would continue to be a sucker for that girl until someone broke him of the habit. Someone who could show him the difference between a girl and a woman.


  “I’ll try,” she said quietly.


  “You will?” Linda startled her by coming up behind her and putting her arms around her. “Thank you.”


  “Do me a favor, when you go into his room…” Did she really want to do this?


  “When I go into his room?” Linda spoke while still resting her chin on Cassie’s shoulder.


  “Tell him you found out I put the robe there. I was pranking him for what happened before, and didn’t expect you to show up.”


  “Oh,” Linda said quietly. “I think I know where you’re going.”


  “Tell him I’ll talk to him after he comes home from work and make sure he remembers you won’t be home.”


  “Get his hormone riddled teenage brain thinking maybe, just maybe,” Linda nodded into her shoulder.


  “But if I feel too weirded out and can’t, then I’ll just do my best to talk him out of Tammy and let him know how much it will you, not just him down the line.”


  “I understand, and of course we never talk about it. I don’t need to know if it happened or not.”


  “You’ll know,” Cassie put her hand on Linda’s forearm and squeezed it reassuringly.


  “How will I know?”


  “Because you’ll never see that girl around again.”




  Chapter Four


  


  Cassie sat in front of the mirror, putting the finishing touches on her make-up, tracing her full lips with crimson lip liner, then filling them in with a matching shade of lipstick which she applied liberally.


  Even though she wasn’t going out, she was sporting the look she did when she hit the clubs. All her make-up, her black eye shadow and mascara, her pink blush and her lipstick were all worn far heavier than usual.


  She’d teased out her already naturally curly hair, giving it a wild look that matched her makeup. Cassie took in the few grays that had been creeping in near her temples. When she first saw them, she thought of coloring her hair, but for now decided to give zero fucks and be confident rather than deny her age.


  She imagined for some guys it might even be a little bit of a turn on that she didn’t care she was getting older. Of course this contrasted to her fanatical maintenance of her body, but when you were a personal trainer in California, you needed to look the part.


  Overall, her hair and face gave her a dissolute appearance that gave no doubt as to what she was looking for. Normally the revealing dress she would wear would further advertise her motive, all but screaming ‘come and get it.’


  But for tonight she was wearing a short silky black robe with something playful underneath. Not that she had much experience in actual seduction, her approach being, “You know what want, I have what you want, let’s go” with foreplay being a couple of drinks and some lewd grinding on the dance floor.


  But for coming on to your best friend’s teenage son in his own room, she thought a painted on micro dress would be too much, especially because she wasn’t completely convinced she could even go through with this yet.


  Cassie put the lipstick down and eyed the pair of black heels on the floor beside her. Fuck me heels, stripper shoes, either term would apply. That they weren’t was something you wore outside a club, a stage, or the bedroom.


  The five inch pencil thin steel tipped heels, the silver studded black straps that buckles around her ankles, and one thin strap that went over her toes, were meant to convey the same message as her hair and makeup, come get it.


  If she wore those all Kent would be thinking about was sex, that’s what Linda wanted, but did she want to be that bold? She could lie about her hair and face by saying she planned to go out soon, but wanted to talk to him first,


  Coming in wearing the heels might be over kill. Cassie wondered what he’d soiled of hers since she’d been there, because Linda was right, when she was out he was probably making a mess, then washing and replacing them.


  Was it just her bra and panties? She had some thigh highs in the draw and a few pairs of sexy heels in the closet. Did he like feet? Would he think it was sexier if she were in the heels or barefoot?


  Sheer black stockings with no heels and the robe could back the “Was getting ready lie” and be a middle ground of heel versus bare and…


  “My god, why am I over thinking this?” She asked her reflection.


  Because she was stalling.


  Kent had come home at seven thirty, and after stopping in his room for a moment, went and took a shower. Cassie considered waiting for him in his bedroom, maybe posing seductively on his bed and making it clear why she was in there.


  But she froze and debated, and by the time she decided it might be too much, it didn’t matter, she heard him leave the bathroom shut his bedroom door. Linda had told him Cassie wanted to talk to him, and she’d thought he’d knock on her door, but it looked like she’d have to come to him.


  She didn’t blame him for not wanting to approach her, she’d been hard on him, and it wasn’t even his fault, and now the story was she’d put him up to it. He’d be angry at her which would give her a chance to be demure and need to make it up to him.


  Not that she needed an angle, or much of an act. She could walk in, drop the robe and say let’s go and just take him until she revved him up enough to take her, which is what she wanted.


  If she could go through with it, her goal by the end was for him to be taking the reins, doing what he wanted and not waiting for her to tell him. She wanted him to be a confident lover, a man not a boy.


  And that was the one thought that turned her on about this. Taking a shy sweet boy and making him into a man who knew what he wanted and wasn’t afraid to go for it. Cassie could give him that edge, the swagger to no longer be nervous talking to girls and asking them out.


  Like Linda had said, Tammy had him by the little head, but Cassie had been in his big head for far longer, and that head had been filled with all the things he wanted her to do to the little one.


  “Okay,” she nodded as her nipples stiffened and she felt a warm tingle between her thighs. Before she lost that feeling and train of thought she rose and after one more glance at the shoes, then her red toes painted in the same shade as her fingernails and lips, walked past them and out of her room.


  Cassie made her way to his room, took a deep breath, and prepared to knock when she heard his voice through the door. Kent had commandeered his father’s old leather recliner when he passed and moved it into the corner of his room.


  He sat in it when he read or played video games and he usually had it swiveled to face away from the door, meaning she could slip in unseen if that were the case. Wanting as much of the element of surprise as she could get, she slowly turned the knob and eased the door open enough to peek in.


  Sure enough the chair was turned enough that Kent would have to look over his shoulder to see the door. Cassie wanted him to see her before he had a chance to think about trying to tell her he didn’t want to talk to her, and quietly slipped through the door, then paused when she caught what he was saying.


  “That sounds good, Tams, I’ll be there around two, and um, we’re going to have some fun, right?” He listened for a moment. “That would be a good start to saying I’m sorry,” he laughed.


  “But like, you mean it, right? It’s only going to be me now? No more other guys?” Cassie eased closer, frowning at the one sided conversation she was eaves dropping on.


  “No, I don’t want to do any tag team stuff. Its not supposed to be like that when you love someone.”


  Tag team? Linda wasn’t kidding, this girl was a wild little thing. Not that Cassie was adverse to being the milf in the middle these days, but she was single and not hurting anyone.


  “You do love me, right?” Kent asked. “I still love you, you know.”


  This was too much and Cassie felt her resolve to get him over this slut one way or another grow.


  “No sharing, no other guys, Tammy. You promised me that yesterday when you called.”


  He listened unaware of Cassie now only a couple of feet behind him.


  “Of course I want to be with you, but just you and want you to be just with me, babe. Can we just…hey!”


  Kent yelled in surprise when Cassie deftly leaned over and plucked the phone from his hand.


  “Hey, babe,” She purred into it using her best phone sex voice. “Kent’s kind of busy right now, he’ll call you back when I’m done with him.”


  She grabbed the top of the chair and spun him around to face her as the phone vibrated in her hand, to see a text from “Tams” asking “Who the hell is that?”


  She slipped the phone in her pocket, ignoring it as it began to ring.


  “What’s wrong with you?” Kent demanded, “Why did you…”


  He stopped when he got a good look at her. The robe was close to as short as any dress she’d wear toe the club, the hem barely falling to her mid-thigh, and exposing a lot of her long toned and tanned legs.


  It was tied loosely enough to show off her upper chest as well as some of the curver of her upper breast. His eyes darted from her legs to her chest, and up to her face, where he stared longer than she’d imagined, figuring her body would be the bigger draw.


  “Why are you all made up like that?”


  “Thinking of going out and getting fucked,” she told him crudely to keep him off balance. “Sometimes a girl just needs some cock.”


  “Yeah,” he said softly, then glanced down at her robe when the phone rang again. “That’s Tammy, I should answer that, she’ll think I’m with another girl if I don’t.”


  “You’re not with a girl, you’re with a woman,” Cassie corrected him. “And why would it matter? She can fuck anyone she wants, but you should be loyal?”


  “I…she said she won’t do that anymore.” He then blushed and looked away. “My mother told you everything, didn’t she?”


  “She did, and I don’t know why you’re still talking to this bitch.”


  “She’s not a…” he sighed. “I guess she kind of is, but she…”


  “Sucks your dick, and she’s the only one who has.”


  “Jesus,” Kent’s eyes went wide. “That’s rough.”


  “You’re a man, not a boy, so I’m going to talk to you like a man.” Cassie told him. “You and I are going to be having a very adult conversation here.”


  “Guess so.”


  “Kent, you’re a good kid, and you’re a good looking kid. Trust me, from the point of view of a woman who remembers being you age, a lot of guys are jerks. They want one thing and that’s it, and even if they don’t get it, they tell stories that they did to get even with the girl who didn’t want their sorry asses.”


  “I’ve seen that happen.”


  “Some girls don’t care, they can be like the guys, its all about a good time. But for the girls who want someone who sees them for more than sex? Who’s a nice kid looking for a nice girl? You’re perfect.”


  “I don’t know, I mean I didn’t even have sex until I was eighteen.”


  “Nothing wrong with that, but you waited that long because you waited. You didn’t talk to girls, you didn’t ask them out, you didn’t show them what a great guy you are. I bet if you asked, there were plenty of girls who would have said yes.”


  “I was afraid of getting told no and looking like a loser.”


  “Tammy sucking every guy in school’s dick then kissing you doesn’t make you a loser?”


  “Oh my god, that’s just mean!” Kent declared. “You’re being a real bitch yourself right now.”


  “You calling me a bitch?”


  “Uh…”


  “Good,” Cassie nodded. “That’s the backbone you need to have with that skank.”


  “Not that easy.”


  “I get it, honey,” she softened her tone and squatted down in front of him.


  The move caused the bottom of the robe to open, showing off her inner thighs as well as giving him a better view down her robe. It also put her face level with his crotch and in a classic blow job position.


  “Look, you’re shy, and you’re sweet. You don’t want to be one of those jerks so part of why you never asked is you were afraid girls might think of you like that.”


  “Kind of, girls put up with a lot of shit at school.”


  “Which is why someone like you is who they want to get attention from,” she assured him. “But to what I was saying, your dad passed and he would have helped you with this. Your mom tries, but she’s a woman and you’re her son, sex is a tough topic.”


  “I can’t talk to her about it,” he admitted. “Too embarrassing.”


  “Right, so you’re on your own, and don’t trust yourself so you let yourself be alone. Then here comes a predator like Tammy. Pretty, sexy, experienced, and one of the girls that learned she can get what she wants using what she has.


  “She came on to you, didn’t she? She asked you out?”


  “Yeah.”


  “You’re perfect for her. The nice guy the bad girl can wrap by wrapping both sets of lips around you.”


  “You’re really blunt, aren’t you?”


  “You have no idea how forward I can be, at least not yet. None of this is making fun of you, Kent, this is the truth. She’s your first and your only, you’re hung up on her, and she’s been mean to you from just about day one, but you’ll still go back to her.”


  “I…need her.” he said softly his head down.


  “You need sex, and you can get it from someone else. How long were you with her?”


  “Close to a year.”


  “Bet you had a fair amount of sex with her, right?”


  “Yeah.”


  “At least when she wasn’t with other guys,” Cassie twisted the dagger and tried to ignore the hurt on his face. “Point is, you had a girlfriend, you have had sex, why aren’t you out there asking someone out? You know what you’re doing now, right?”


  “I do, but I just…”


  “Just what? Come on, honey,” she put her hands on his knees.


  Kent wore black sweat pants and a plain gray t-shirt, and his eyes instantly went to her hands, where her blood red nails stood out on the dark material. It also served to get him thinking even more about her positon, and what he’d thought so often of her doing while in it.


  “You can tell me, I’m here to help you with this. I’m not your father, but I’m not your mother, and you can see I’m not exactly proper. You can say anything you want to me.” She looked up at him through her thick lashes. “Anything.”


  “Oh,” he blinked as flustered as she wanted him to be right now.


  “Try me,” she gave him a flirty smile and saw him swallow nervously. On one level she should be ashamed of herself, playing this poor kid like this, but sad reality was her nipples were not just hard, but aching, and the heat between her thighs was now a moist one.


  “The reason I still worry with girls is,” he shook his head. “I can’t say it.”


  “Of course you can,” she encouraged him with a smile and sliding her hands up his legs to his upper thighs.


  As Kent watched her hands, Cassie stared at his crotch and liked what she saw, as even in the baggy sweats, his growing erection was noticeable.


  “Tell mama all about it, baby,” she looked up at him once more. “Let me help make you feel better.”


  “Baby,” he repeated, then looked down to his crotch and the look of alarm on his face made it hard not to laugh.


  “My baby,” she egged him on, her voice lowering to a smoky purr. “Tell me why you don’t think a girl wouldn’t want a sweet and sexy boy like you.”


  “You think I’m sexy?”


  “I know you are, now fess up, and tell me, because whatever it is, I’ll prove it wrong.”


  “Don’t know about that,” he frowned.


  “Please?” she pushed her lips into a pout. The little girl act wasn’t her normal routine, but it seemed everything she tried worked on him. “Pretty please?” Not the way she was used to begging, that was for sure.


  “Okay, but its between us, right?”


  “Everything that happens tonight is between us, promise.”


  Her eyes briefly met his before glancing back between his legs where the bulge hadn’t just grown, but the material moving as it twitched in response to her.


  “Tammy said I…I wasn’t very good. That’s why she needed to keep having sex with other guys, because she needed a real fucking.”


  As if on cue the phone rang in her robe.


  “That’s her, I should answer it.”


  “I’ll let you, but if you answer it, I leave. You want to argue with that skank or make a real woman happy?”


  “I like talking to you,” he said slowly as if he was worried he’d say something stupid.


  “Then you can call or text her later,” an image leapt into her mind. “Yeah, you’ll be texting her later for sure.”


  The phone stopped and Cassie gave him a heartfelt and sad smile.


  “Hon, that was an awful thing for her to say, and I’m sure it’s a lie. She wanted you to feel like you didn’t deserve her. That you were lucky to have her.”


  “She said that.”


  “And even though you were a lousy lay she still threw you some pity fucks just because she cared so much.”


  “She said that too,” Kent sounded surprised.


  “I’m fluent in manipulative bitch,” she sighed. “Now let’s stop talking about her and talk about us.”


  “Us?”


  “I played a mean joke on you earlier.”


  “You did!” The look on his face made her frown, she’d just set back the mood she was getting him into. “Why would you do that?”


  Cassie shrugged, making her tits jiggle and watching him watch them, and began the story she’d come up with after talking to Linda.


  “Because I like to tease you,”


  “You…what?” He shook his head as if trying to clear it.


  “I do, I like knowing you’ve always looked at me. It turns me on to know you jerk off in my things and think of me. That’s why I never told your mother because it excites me,” she sucked on her lower lip, “Makes me wet.”


  “But…you were yelling all over me, and you told my mother I did it!”


  Cassie knew that was the flaw in her argument, and was prepared for it.


  “My plan was to let you catch me in the towel.” She released a soft sigh and moving her hands from his legs, rubbed them over her breasts through the robe.


  “Then what I was going to do was drop the towel, pull you into my room, and we were going to have some fun.”


  “You’re fucking with me,” he said his face turning red, but there was no decrease in the activity in his crotch as his eyes roamed over her, picturing what she’d described.


  “I’ve been getting off to you getting off to me, these last few weeks.”


  “I…but why were you mad?”


  “Because you scared me, and I didn’t mean to drop the robe right away. I got mad at myself for ruining it, and when I turned against the wall, I saw your mother in the mirror in the hallway and knew she’d heard us so I had to cover myself and start yelling at you.”


  “You didn’t have to say you’d caught me before.”


  “She knew,” Cassie told him. “She came to me about it, and I told her it didn’t bother me, but I promised to be more careful around you, so for her to see me in front of you in the robe? I had to make it look like you.”


  “Mom said you told her you did it.”


  “I did, I had to fess up, and apologized for having some fun at your expense.” Cassie flashed another pout. “Sorry, baby.”


  “Guess you do speak bitch,” Kent muttered, and Cassie blinked momentarily taken off guard by the remark. “Really made me look bad.”


  “You’re right, I did. But what was I going to do, Kent? Tell your mother I planned on fucking her boy in her house?” Wow, she should think about a career in law for the spin she was giving this.


  “You were really going to…with me?”


  “Not were, I still am,” she rose to her feet, slipping the phone from her pocket. “I owe you an apology don’t I?” She untied the robe and let it slide off her shoulders to the floor.


  Kent’s jaw made it there first. His eyes were so wide they looked as if they were going to pop out of his head and mouth dropped open. Beneath the robe Cassie wore a simple, but sexy, black lingerie set.


  The bra which only contained the inner half of her breasts featured sheer lace cups that showed the flesh beneath it, but a small embroidered red rose strategically covered her nipples.


  The lower portion consisted of a pair of black panties rather than a thong, but both the triangular patch between her thighs and the entire ass were the transparent lace, but with nothing blocking the view.


  The small neatly trimmed patch of dark hair on her mound was clearly visible, and when she did a slow turn, she paused to let him see her ass which was full display through the thin lace.


  She faced him, and playfully flipping the onyx chain dangling from her pierced naval. “Didn’t know I had this did you? I never wear anything when I work out or go swimming.”


  “Oh my god, you’re…hot as fuck,” he breathed and she saw the lump in his pants jerk beneath them.


  “Thank you, baby. You make me feel that way when you look at me.” She cupped her breasts. “You did already see these though.”


  “It was really quick,” he said with such a serious look she smiled.


  “Well then maybe I should give you a better look, would you like that?”


  “Hell yeah!” He leaned forward in the chair, smiling in anticipation.


  “You should tell me then,” Cassie tapped her chest. “When I say I like them young, I mean young men, not boys. You’re going to need to speak up for yourself and not make me think of you as a kid, so let’s hear it.”


  She reached behind her, and popped the clasp of her bra, causing the straps to loosen and the cups to slide down an inch or so.


  “I…”


  “Use my name.”


  “Cassie,” he wet his lips and took a breath. “Can I…”


  “No.” she shook her head. “You tell me what you want, you don’t ask for it.”


  “Cassie,” he tried again. “Please…”


  “I’m not your mom, your teacher, or your boss. I’m the woman you want to fuck. Say it like its going to happen,” she eased the right strap down her shoulder, showing off the fact there was no tan line as she always undid her top when she sun bathed. “Because its going to.”


  “Cassie I want to see your tits,” Kent nodded, then added. “Now stop teasing, and show them to me.”


  Even though there was a tremble in his voice and he wasn’t able to look her in the eye, his words sent a wave of heat through her.


  “I like that,” she eased the other strap down, then stopped. “Except, I can’t.”


  “Huh?” his mouth fell open again before he got himself under control. “You really are messing with me! Just get out, I don’t need to be made fun of.”


  “Why not? Tammy did it and you seem to like it.”


  She stepped up between his legs as he sputtered as if he were too mad to speak.


  “Here’s the thing, honey. When you turned eighteen and still hadn’t been with anyone? I thought about being your first, making my summer visit one you’d never forget.”


  He tried to maintain the angry look, but her words had his head spinning once more.


  “But that would have been wrong, would have ruined you for girls your age, then you met Tammy and I was happy for you. But I still saw you looking at me, and who knows, maybe you were a little mean to Tammy and thought of me blowing you when she did it.”


  He looked away, giving her the answer she already knew. “Then I find out she dumps you, and was mean to you. Your mom tells me you’re all heartbroken and can’t get back in the saddle so I decided, I’ll be your rebound fuck, you’re stick to that whore fuck, and the if I can have her, I can have anyone fuck.


  “Was going to do it today with the towel trick, was going to do it just now as an apology, but then I come in here and you’re talking to that trashy thot.”


  “So?”


  “So I guess you don’t want or need me if you have her.” Cassie slipped the right bra strap back up, still clutching his phone in her hand.


  “You know I want you, I always have.”


  “Who do you want more?” Cassie asked. “The one you already had who shit all over you, or the woman looking to give you the time of your life. A slutty teenager or a hot milf who happens to be your mom’s best friend for an added little taboo.”


  “You, but its one time and you’re leaving.”


  “I’m leaving in a week, we can do it a lot more than once in a week, but you’re right, I am leaving and can’t be yours all the time. But what I can be is the best week of your life, and then you can move on to a girl who’ll treat you right and you can do the same for her.”


  “This is…”


  “A lot, and you’re confused and all the bloods gone to that hard on you’ve had since I took the robe off.” Cassie leaned over and he gasped when she put her hand in his crotch, trailing her hand along his full length, then giving it a squeeze.


  She wasn’t sure what she was expecting, but it wasn’t the long and going by her fingers, thick cock under those sweats. She gave it another squeeze, making him moan, the released it before she forgot what she needed to do and went wild on him.


  “That feels like a nice big dick,” she told him. “I knew Tammy was lying, there’s nothing wrong with you.”


  “I guess,” he put his hands out to her. “Cassie, why are you screwing with me? This isn’t fair.”


  “I’m going to make you a deal. Your mother is out, and I will fuck you all night long, and every chance we get until I leave. One week of me making every dirty thought you ever had of me a reality. An entire week of you enjoying every bit of me, and me,” she slowly licked her lips. “Taking every inch as many times as you can feed it to me.”


  “Holy fuck.”


  “But, on one condition.”


  “Anything!” he blurted. “Anything you want.”


  Cassie held out the phone. “You’re going to call that girl in front of me, and you are going to tell her to go fuck herself and you never want to see her sorry cheating skanky ass again, and you are going to say that word for word.”


  “Do that? I’m yours. If you don’t? I go back to my room, get dressed and go out and give some other kid what you could have been having.”


  She pushed the phone into his hand.


  “You have ten seconds to dial her.”


  “This is…”


  “Nine, eight,” Cassie counted down.




  Chapter Five


  


  “I can’t,” Kent stared at the phone she’d put in his hand. “I can’t say that to her.”


  “Seven,” Cassie lowered herself to her knees between his legs. “Six.”


  She put her hand back on his cock noticing his nerves were causing it to dwindle, but still more than semi hard. She rubbed it through his pants, making him squirm


  “Hmm, maybe closer to eight,” she sighed, then looked up at him. “Five.”


  “You’re lying, you want me to do this and you’ll walk out of here,”


  “Four,” Cassie continued, but gripping the middle of her bra, pulled it down and off, exposing her breasts to him.


  As he stared at her tits, she dropped the bra on his lap.


  “Make the call and they’re yours. Don’t and you can keep the bra to jerk off in.”


  She leaned back and cupped her breasts, stroking her aching nipples with her thumbs and hoping he made the call because her former concerns about whether or not she could do this had given way to all out lust.


  “Three.” Cassie lifted her left breast, lowered her head, and tongued her nipple, before smiling up at him. “Two.”


  “I will I will!” he slid his screen open with a shaking finger.


  An idea, a nasty, but oh, so hot, idea came to her.


  “Face time her, let her see you when you say it.”


  “Come on,” his finger hovered over the phone,


  “Do it and you can come on me,” she hefted her breasts. “These, my ass, my face, anywhere you want. Two.” She bounced her tits in her hands. “Imagine these around your cock?”


  She put her right hand back on his once again fully erect cock. “This cock.” She pointed to her mouth where she opened wide and stuck out her tongue. “Right here.”


  “Fuck me,” he groaned as she slowly rubbed his cock. “Whatever you want, just please don’t be lying to me.”


  “It’ll be the best call you’ll ever make.”


  Nodding like a bobble head, he forced his eyes from her hand between his legs to his phone.


  “H…hey Tammy.”


  “Who was that? Why didn’t you answer my calls? Why are you face timing me?” Her rapid fire questions in a whiny tone that was like nails on a chalkboard to her. She continued to caress his cock, her other hand teasing her nipples while watching his eyes move from the phone to her.


  “Well, who was that?”


  “Uh, a friend of my mother’s. Listen, I need to tell you something.”


  “What is it? Is it how you can’t wait to see me? I can’t wait either, we’re going to…”


  “Fuck!” Kent swore when Cassie grabbed the edges of his sweats and yanked hard on them.


  As shocked as he looked, he lifted his ass off the chair enough for her to tug them down and cause his cock to spring free. This time it was her mouth that fell open.


  “Honey, if the girls knew you had this they’d have been all over you,” she pushed his pants down past his knees, trying to resist to take that long thick beautiful young cock into her mouth.


  Not that she wouldn’t but not just yet.


  “Is that woman still there?”


  “Hi!” Cassie yelled loud enough for her to hear.


  “Kent, get that bitch out of your room or I’m hanging up.”


  “No,” he breathed, then struggled to hold back a moan when Cassie grabbed his now bare cock, wrapping her long fingers around it.


  He was so hard she could feel him pulsing in her hand. She slowly stroked him aware of the throbbing between her legs and the way her mouth had begun to water as she stared at his swollen purple head.


  “No?” she repeated. “You don’t tell me no, Kent.”


  “She doesn’t tell anyone no,” Cassie said softly and leaning over breathed on his cock, her warm breath making it twitch in her hand. “Tell her, and I suck your cock.”


  “I…look, Tammy…I think,” his breath hissed between his teeth when she squeezed him harder, causing pre cum to flow from his tip.


  Cassie worked her palm over his sensitive head, making his hips jerk, then resumed her stroking, lubing his hard shaft with the sticky fluid so her hand now smoothly glided along the impressive length of his cock.


  God he was hung! He needed to tell that bitch off so she could get this cock where it belonged, in her mouth and stuffing her now gushing cunt. Cassie sucked on her lower lip to abstain from sucking something better, at least for the moment.


  “Tell her,” she hissed, and sent a shiver through both of them when she flicked her tongue over his sticky tip.


  “You think what, Kent? You don’t stop acting like an idiot maybe I’ll find someone else to…”


  “Go ahead!” he snapped.


  “What did you say? What do you keep looking at?”


  “F…find someone else! I…I don’t want to see you again!”


  “Ba-by!” she cooed. “You don’t mean that! You love me, you,”


  “Oh god!” Kent moaned when Cassie took him into her mouth and eased him halfway down her throat.


  She moaned at the sensation of his hard flesh in her soft wet mouth and wanted nothing more than to keep sucking, instead she held him there, teasing both of them. She put her free hand on his full balls, gently rubbing them, and raised her eyebrows as if to say “well?”


  “I don’t love you and you never loved me!” As a reward for his words, Cassie eased her lips to his tip and gave it a quick hard suck that filled her mouth salty pre cum and Kent to almost drop the phone.


  “You’re a cheating whore, and a bitch, and…” He struggled to speak as Cassie now bobbed her head, slowly sucking him. “You’re a fucking skank and I never want to see you or talk to you ever again!”


  “You don’t talk to me like that you loser! I’m all you’ll have and you’ll ever have!” Tammy yelled back.


  Cassie removed him from her mouth, and darting her left hand out, snatched the phone from Kent who stared in disbelief when she turned it so Tammy would be able to see her.”


  Cassie briefly stared into Tammy’s shocked green eyes, and smiled.


  “Not yours anymore slut, this?” she angled the phone so she could see Kent’s cock in her hand. “Is mine. Kent has a real woman sucking his cock now, he doesn’t need you.”


  Cassie took him into her mouth and bobbed her head rapidly, moaning as she sucked close to his full length each time. She kept her eyes open, staring at Tammy who’s face had gone red, her eyes blazing with anger.


  Cassie popped Kent from her mouth, made a show of swirling her tongue around his head and whispered. “I’d say goodbye, but its rude to talk with a full mouth,” she gave her an evil smile, “Bye bitch.”


  She sucked Kent back into her mouth and as she resumed blowing him, gave the flustered redhead a slow wink, then flipped her off with her free hand before ending the call and tossing the phone on the floor by the chair.


  Cassie eased him from between her red lips.


  “Take your shirt off for me,” she grabbed the bottom of his sweats tugging them from his bare feet as he stripped his shirt off.


  “Look at you,” she ran her nails down his lean muscular chest and hard flat stomach. “Naked in front of your mom’s best friend.” Her eyes met his. “Who’s topless and was sucking this big dick.” She kissed the tip. “Want me to suck it some more?”


  “Ple…” he caught himself. “Cassie, suck my dick.”


  “Love it, say it again.”


  “I want you to suck my dick,”


  “My pleasure,” she stared longingly at his now glistening cock which featured red smears from her lipstick. “That girl was lying to you Kent, anyone with a cock this big has to be a good fuck, but just to make sure? I plan on finding out.”


  “Suck it first,” he sounded much more confident and with a smile, she opened wide and in one smooth suck took his full length.


  His short lived cool demeanor fled when he released a higher pitched moan and squirmed in the chair as she held him deep in her throat. His cock was big, but she’d had bigger and between her love of sucking cock and no gag reflex, she’d never had one she couldn’t take all the way.


  She slipped her tongue out, sliding it side to side over his sac and coaxing another moan from him. Cassie shook her head, working his sensitive tip around in her mouth, making his hips rock and is ass to wiggle in the chair.


  Kent gripped the arms of the chair as she slowly, inch by inch, worked him out of her mouth, keeping her lips pressed tightly to his hard flesh, her tongue working side to side.


  Cassie released him with a smack of her lips, and rose to her feet. Putting her hands on his shoulders, she placed her left knee on the chair next to his right leg, then did the same with the other so she was kneeling on the chair, straddling him.


  Confronted with her breasts, Kent’s lust overcame his nerves, and his hands were immediately on them, causing her to sigh as he fondled them. His large hands spread over as much of her soft firm flesh and they could, gently squeezing them, a look of wonder on his face, as if he couldn’t believe he were really touching them.


  Cassie placed her hands over his, pushing them harder into her tits, while rocking her hips. His cock was pinned back and directly between her thighs, causing her to whimper as she felt his hard young flesh sliding along her overheated cunt through the thin lace.


  “You’re panties,” he whispered, then smiled. “You’re wet for me.”


  “Why wouldn’t I be?” she took his face in her hands, teasing her nails through his thin beard. “I’m with a good looking man half my age with one hell of a cock,” she ground harder on his lap. “And so hard for his mom’s best friend,” she moaned when his fingers found her nipples. “Such a bad boy.”


  “God, Mom would kill us,” he said, but not as if it were going to stop him as he looked into her eyes. “You’re so beautiful Cassie.”


  “That’s very sweet,” she was surprised at the warm reaction his words caused within her. She’d always assumed she was just an object of lust to him, his imaginary fuckdoll who did whatever his lust addled teenaged mind could come up with.


  There was actual affection in his words, and his eyes on her face rather than the breasts in his hands that he’d been spent years wanting to see.


  “Can I kiss you?”


  “Honey, I just had your cock in my mouth, pretty sure I’ll let you kiss me.”


  “Let me, yeah,” he gave her a shy smile. “But do you want me to?”


  “Yes,” she replied with no hesitation, and angling her head, closed her eyes and parted her lips.


  “So beautiful,” he whispered and pressed his lips to hers.


  He started slow, barely putting any pressure on her mouth, and she forced herself to respond in kind, gently returning the kiss, rather than drive her tongue into his mouth which was her natural inclination.


  His hands left her breasts, and slid behind her. He hugged her close, pulling her breasts against his chest, his lips now moving more confidently. Cassie moaned deep in her throat as his hands roamed her back, caressing her smooth bronzed skin, his left hand then sliding up into her hair.


  She dropped her hands from his face, sliding them over his shoulders and down his arms. Her hips rocked, his cock pressed to her cunt through the panties and whimper escaped her when the pressure glided over her throbbing clit.


  Kent opened his mouth wider, his lips now encircling hers more aggressively, and this time she did slip her tongue into his mouth. Kent groaned as her tongue slipped over and around his, and a fresh wave of heat went through her when his hand tightened in her hair, gripping it tightly.


  “Fuck,” she gasped when he pulled her head back and his lips fastened to the soft skin of her throat.


  “I like that,” she purred as he gently sucked on the hollow of her throat before sliding his lips over to the right side of her neck.


  For as bad and as long as he’d wanted her, he was displaying a lot of patience, taking his time kissing, licking and sucking on the tender skin of her neck, a spot that had always been a weakness for her.


  Her nails dug harder into shoulders, and he grunted into her neck, but continued nuzzling his face into it. His slow approach was working her up, her hips rocking more forcefully into his hard young flesh.


  His hands slid down her back, then over her ass, giving her cheeks a hard squeeze before stroking and fondling them. Cassie let her head fall further back, enjoying the way her hair tickles her back and giving him better access to he neck.


  Instead he went to her shoulder, kissing his way over it, but then to her delight worked his way to the other side, pausing to give her upper chest a few quick and deliciously soft kisses.


  “That girl,” she said softly, “Was so wrong, you are an amazing lover.”


  Cassie had planned to tell him that regardless of how he was to make him feel good and know he could do better than Tammy, but she meant it. Most of her encounters since her divorce were raw animal fucking, even the kissing more like a war between lips and tongues than any type of affectionate moment.


  “You make me want to be,” he spoke into her neck, then resumed kissing it.


  “Smooth too, you are going to make your next girlfriend very happy,” she sighed and leaned back away from his lips, and cupped her breasts, holding them up to him. “But right now, you get to make me happy.”


  Kent’s control slipped and she moaned when he buried his face in her left breast and sucked hard on her rosy nipple. His hands slid up from her ass, up along her sides and slid under hers to hold her breasts.


  “Yes,” she breathed as his fingers toyed with her right nipple while he alternately licked and sucked the other. “Show me how bad you wanted them.”


  He switched to sucking on the other. In his excitement his sucking was on the rougher side and his fingers squeezing her nipples harder than he had before. Cassie had no complaints, she didn’t need to be treated as if she were fragile.


  Like her work outs and everything else in her life, she never did anything slow and easy, and that extended into the bedroom. She moaned louder as he fondled her breasts while working her nipples and her hips moved faster in his lap.


  Cassie was aware she was supposed to be the more experienced and patient lover here as well as letting him take the lead, but she couldn’t take being teased anymore. Rising on her knees, she reached between her legs. Sliding her panties to the side with her right hand, she gripped his cock with her left.


  Kent moaned into her breast as she gave him several quick strokes before guiding him to her needy cunt. She whimpered as she slid his tip over his clit and between her puffy pink lips before guiding him to her sweet spot.


  She lowered herself, her eyes rolling back as his thick cock spread her quivering cunt.


  “Oh!” Kent gasped around her nipple when she sank down all the way, impaling herself on his full length. “Oh my god!”


  Cassie moaned and once again gripping his shoulders rocked her hips, keeping her inside her as she slid back and forth on his lap. His hands tightened around her breasts, his eyes as wide as saucers, but he continued to suck her nipple as she sensually rode him.


  God he felt good, and she sighed in pleasure at her favorite sensations; having her mature cunt stuffed with hard young cock.


  “How’s it feel?” she whispered. “Fucking your mom’s best friend, your dream girl, your favorite milf?”


  “So good,” he moaned and she grunted when he thrust his hips up into her. “So fucking good.”


  He groaned when she contracted her muscles, causing her pussy to tighten around him before releasing him. She did it several times in succession, making him moan and his hips to push into her each time.


  “Bet that slut couldn’t do that, could she?” She pushed his face from her breasts and before he could react kissed him.


  This time she took the lead, kissing him hard, her lips moving over his and her tongue pushing against them, seeking entrance into his mouth. He gave it to her, parting his lips and moaning into her mouth as her tongue danced over his.


  Cassie switched from moving front to back to using her legs and bouncing on his cock. She gripped the top of the chair, using it for leverage to lift herself higher and sliding most of his length from her before dropping back down.


  Kent’s arms went around her waist, pulling her hard against him and making soft sounds of pleasure deep in his throat as Cassie road him. She went faster and came down harder, the old chair squeaking and rocking beneath them.


  She slid up further, breaking their kiss and feeding him her left nipple as she rode him. Kent squeezed her so tightly she couldn’t move and surprised her by thrusting his hips up into her.


  He was stronger than he looked and had her a few inches over him so he could repeatedly drive up into her.


  “Fuck, oh, oh, oh!” Cassie yelped and it wasn’t for his benefit, he was really giving it to her!


  She turned to the side, shoving her other tit in his face for some attention as her hand gripped the top of the worn chair hard enough for her knuckles to turn white.


  ‘Give it to me!” she hissed. “Fuck me with that big cock! Show your mother’s slutty friend what a man you are!”


  His hands slid up her back, and grabbing her shoulders, he held her still as he pounded her harder and faster. She yipped and moaned as he tore into her abusing her prone cunt with his thick cock.


  Kent stopped sucking on her nipple and his breathing was becoming heavier and more rapid. His became shorter, more rapid and his hips losing their rhythm and becoming more erratic.


  “Going to come for me, baby?” Cassie asked. “Those balls going to give it up for your dream girl?”


  “Y…yeah,” he moaned. “Sorry, I can’t…”


  “No sorry, honey, this is just round one.” Cassie pushed against him. “Stop.”


  He stopped thrusting, and looked at her in alarm. “Did I do something wrong?”


  “No, I’m going to reward you for doing something right.”


  Cassie pushed against his chest and he loosened his grip on her. She slid backwards off the chair and down to her knees between his legs. Gripping his twitching cock, she pushed it back and opening wide, sucking his balls into her mouth.


  “Shit,” Kent groaned as Cassie swirled her tongue over them before sucking on them.


  She kept her eyes on his, slowly stroking his cock which was wet and glistening from being inside her sloppy slit. She moved her mouth, now sucking on just one side of his sac and pulling it out, stretching his skin as far as she dared while sucking gently on him.


  She let it fall from her lips and after quickly bathing his sac with her tongue sucked on the other side. Kent groaned, and relaxed back in the chair, his eyes glued to what she was sure was the oft fantasized sight of her between his legs, working him with her mouth.


  “Yeah,” she said softly, “You sit back and enjoy, baby.”


  She ran her tongue up and down his shaft, first the center then each side before tugging it toward her. Cassie fluttered her tongue around his head, peppering his tip with soft rapid licks.


  Turning her head, she too his tips between her soft lips and bounced up and down, sliding his full length between them. Kent sighed and moaned, his hand slipping into her hair to move it away from her face so he had a clear view of the show she was putting on.


  His cock bobbed in front of her and despite her taking her time his body was tense and his thighs trembling. Cassie wanted to take her time and relish his amazing young cock, but she could always do that later when he’d come a couple of times and had more staying power.


  Cassie took him into her mouth and decided to show him how a real woman sucked. She took his full length, paused to angle her head, and get her throat relaxed. Cassie then went to work, bobbing her head rapidly, noisily and sloppily slurping on his young dick.


  She effortlessly took him deep each time while placing her hands on his thighs, showing off her skills. Cassie opened wider, making her sucking louder and nastier, as she pounded his cock down her throat.


  “Glug, glug, glug” the room filled with wet gurgling sounds mixed with a few gags when she went a little too hard.


  She kept her eyes up, looking into his as her face turned red and black streaks of mascara followed the tears coming from her watering eyes. She continued choking herself on his cock, giving him a porn quality blow job that he’d never forget, but would make him forget that snotty little bitch.


  His hand tightened in her hair, and his hips moved, pushing him even deeper. Sticky drool flowed from the sides of her mouth, and she did her best to slurp it back up each time she sucked him back in.


  Her cheeks, chin, and his balls were now a sticky mess and warm strands of slobber dripped onto her tits, sliding down over her nipples.


  “Cassie,” he gasped. “Cassie, I’m going to…I…oh, Cassie!”


  He erupted into her mouth, and grabbing his cock, she jerked it furiously into her mouth, sending long thick spurts of salty sticky cum down her willing throat. She carefully eased her mouth back until she was holding just his tip between her lips and kept stroking the length of his shaft.


  She grabbed his balls in her other hand, rubbing them and ensuring she was completely draining them into her mouth. Kent whimpered and squirmed as she sucked hard on his tip, fighting for ever pearly drop of his lust.


  When she couldn’t get anymore, she let his cock fall from her mouth, and opened wife, showing him the white mess on and under her tongue. Cassie tipped her head back and swallowed as if doing a shot, then showed him her now empty mouth.


  “How’s that, baby?” she rose to her feet. “I live up to the hype?”


  “I…just…” he released a long breath. “Goddamn!”


  “That’s what I want to hear.”


  Cassie turned and walked towards his bed, smiling at the thought of his eyes on her ass. She stopped at the foot of his bed, and hooking her thumbs into the sides of her panties, pushed them down over the curve of her ass.


  She leaned over, pushing them slowly down past her knees, loving the way the crotch peeled from her sticky cunt and the view he’d be getting of it framed by her ass and thighs.


  Cassie stepped out of them and crawled up onto the bed, giving him another great view before rolling over on her back and spreading her legs wide.


  “How do I look naked on your bed?”


  Kent had risen from the chair and on his way over. His cock was semi hard, but still an impressive size and dripping, causing her to suck on her lower lip at the thought it was going to be back inside of her cunt and mouth and as many times as she could fluff him to give her more.


  Cassie reached between her thighs and spread herself open.


  “Come on up, honey, your hot cougar needs to purr.”


  Kent crawled up onto the bed and grabbing her ankle lifted her leg and brought her toes to his lips. He kissed each one of them, and she giggled when she sucked her big toe into his mouth.


  “You like feet,” she grinned. “I should have worn the shoes, huh?”


  “Nah, I just like toes.” He made his point by giving each toe a quick suck.


  “Honey, you have all night to suck whatever you want, but right now the only thing you need in your mouth is my clit. Now be a bad boy and eat your mom’s friend’s cunt.”


  “That turns you on, doesn’t it?” He asked while sliding onto his stomach between her legs, his hands on the soft skin of her upper thighs.


  “I guess it does,” she sighed. “Guess I’m just a bad woman.”


  “But I bet you taste good.’


  Kent didn’t wait to find out, burying his face in her hot sticky flesh and pushing his tongue inside her.


  “Oh, that is soooo nice!” she cooed as he moved his tongue inside her.


  Cassie lifted her left leg, placing her foot first against his cheek wiggling her toes into it, then placed it over his shoulder, her foot flat on his upper back. He moved his head, fucking her with his rigid tongue, and sliding his hand over, pressed his thumb to her clit.


  Her body jerked as an electric shock of pleasure went through her as he clit finally received the attention it sorely needed. He rubbed it gently as he slurped on her cunt, getting a mouthful of her juices.


  His tongue eased from inside her and pushed through her pink folds, sliding around and exploring her. Cassie wiggled on the bed in impatience, needing that tongue on her clit, and he took the hint, moving his thumb and giving her pink button a hard suck.


  Without being told he boldly introduced two fingers into her cunt, moving them side to side as his tongue encircled her clit, leaving a warm teasing path around it.


  “I didn’t tease you,” she moaned. “Don’t tease me. Suck that clit and make me cum in your face.”


  “Yes ma’am,” Kent grinned up at her, his cheeks already sticky from being pressed into her hot wet box. “Whatever you want.”


  “I want to come, then get fucked then suck your cock again, then come again…” she giggled. “See the pattern?”


  “Patterns are good,” Kent replied, then as she had on his cock, proceeded to go at her pussy like a man with something to prove.


  If what he was trying to prove was he enjoyed eating pussy, he was making his point and making it well. He alternately sucked and licked her clit his lips and tongue pampering her excited flesh with soft sucks and quick gentle licks.


  His free hand slid up over her stomach, finding her left breast and fondling it. Cassie cupped the other, her fingers twisting her swollen nipple while her free hand slipped into his hair, her nails lightly scratching his scalp as he pleasured her.


  Cassie let her head fall back on the pillow, her partially open eyes on the ceiling, moaning and sighing as Kent’s surprisingly talented tongue worked its magic. Her hips rocked slowly into him as she straightened her right leg along his side.


  His fingers found her nipple, rolling it between them as she was doing. Cassie gasped in surprise when he slid a third finger inside, and the way his long thick fingers had her cunt stuffed had her hips moving faster and moans louder and more urgent.


  Kent’s tongue was fast and on the mark, striking her clit at all angles and motions from side to side to circles of various speeds and up and down. He moved his wrist, moving his fingers deeper into her and working them side to side.


  Cassie found herself thinking that for as big a twat as she was, Tammy had at least, and most likely selfishly taught Kent a few things because he was a far better lover than she’d anticipated.


  She’d expected to have to hold his hand, fill him with encouragement, maybe even fake it for him, but he was as good, if not better, than a lot of her recent hookups and she was beginning to imagine just how much fun the next week would be.


  Best thing of all, Linda had greenlighted this and she was going to fuck her friend’s son senseless and could do so guilt free. That thought made her hips jerk and her breath catch.


  Cassie’s toes curled into his shoulder and she pointed her other foot forward as her body tensed. She twisted her nipples harder as she stared down Kent’s back, taking his the tight muscles beneath his skin and his fine ass which was moving up and down as he ground his cock into the bed in excitement.


  That cock would be hard again and back inside her in no time. He was young and had wanted her so bad and for so long, Cassie knew she had a long and sinfully hard night of sex in front of her.


  “All night,” she breathed, voicing her last thought. “We’re going to do this all night, baby. Going to fuck and suck and come, and keep coming! I’m going to make you fuck me until your balls ache and I can barely get a dribble out of you.”


  Her words came out in a rush as her back arched and her hips lifted, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge.


  “Maybe we’ll make another video for that whore, get you spraying a hot load all over my face, my tits, have her watch you fuck me and…Grrrrrr…”


  Her words turned into a low guttural growl as he eyes rolled back and her fingers tightened in her hair, pushing his face harder into her. Kent pushed his fingers deeper into her while giving her a sudden hard suck, sending her hurtling over the edge.


  Cassie’s growl turned into a long high pitched cry as she threw her head back, her cunt convulsing around his fingers and her hips thrust hard into his flickering tongue. She writhed on the bed, moaning and yelping as the powerful orgasm crashed through her.


  She twisted her nipple harder adding fuel to the already raging fire of her climax and pushed her foot into Kent’s back lifting her hips off the bed and grinding her cunt into his face.


  Kent did his best to keep his tongue on her and his fingers moving, but she wasn’t making it easy on him, and he stopped playing with her nipple to grab her right thigh and try to hold her down.


  That sent another thrill through and inspired several more ripples of intense pleasure flooding over her before with a final moan, her body went limp. He lay there breathing hard, her breasts heaving unable to get a word out.


  But she cried out when Kent withdrew his fingers, rose to his knees, and grabbing her hips plunged into her still quivering and completely flooded cunt. She yelped as he squeezing her hips and hammered her with long smooth thrusts.


  Cassie lifted her legs, draping them over his hips, and he switched his grip to her ankles, gripping them tightly as he used them for balance.


  “Fuck yeah,” she moaned. “Take it honey, take what you need!”


  She reached back and braced her hands against the headboard, bracing herself from moving up the bed from his powerful thrusts. Kent lifted her right leg, placing her foot against his chest, then placed two fingers on her still protruding clit, and rubbed it side to side.


  “Yes!” she whimpered. “Make me cum on that beautiful dick!”


  He seemed intent on just that, his fingers moving so roughly it filled the room with wet slapping sounds. Cassie did the best she could to push her hips into his long smooth strokes, marveling at how he was taking care of her.


  His cock continued to plunder her cunt which was still suffering tremors from her previous orgasm while manipulating her clit with, and again with a skill that seemed beyond his years an experience.


  “Oh god,” she moaned as his borderline frantic rubbing of her clit already had her feeling the first twinges of a second climax.


  She released the bed and grabbed her nipples pinching them as roughly as he was rubbing her and with no warning her body exploded. The shrill howl of pleasure that erupted her wide open mouth would have shamed a porn star, as would the uncontrollable bucking of her hips.


  Her leg kicked in his grip as she violently thrashed on the bed, the second orgasm far stronger than she would have expected. Had she ever come this quick back to back?


  Kent kept fucking her, plowing through her cunt as it tried to contract around him. He moaned and his hand tightened on her ankle hard enough to know she’s be looking at a bracelet of small fingertip sized bruises tomorrow.


  Her other foot pushed into his chest her toes curling into it, as she emitted a series of short sharp hiccups of pleasure. A final shudder went through her body, and her hands fell to her sides, her legs going limp as the second orgasm left her feeling like a sloppy wet ragdoll.


  Kent leaned forward, pushing both her legs back until she found herself staring up at her red tipped toes. He grabbed the headboard and now directly over her hammered down into her helpless pussy.


  “Oh oh, deep, fucking deep!” she managed to lift her arms, grabbing his and squeezing as he plundered her with what felt like all the power in his hips.


  His balls slapped against her and she could hear the wet squishy sounds his cock made every time he drove into her. Cassie’s thighs were wet, and she could see his glistening as her juices gushed out around his cock.


  Kent stared down at her, a look of intensity in his eyes as he fucked her with a force that was on the verge of being violent, and she had no problem with it at all. He suddenly stopped and leaned back, his cock popping out of her, and spraying her mound with a warm sticky mess.


  He slid a couple of feet down the bed, grabbed her hips, and with a wrench of his shoulders, flipped her onto her side. She yelped as a second flip put her on her stomach.


  Cassie went to draw her knees up and rise up on her hands to get into a doggy style position for him. She gasped when his hands went to her shoulders, forcing her back down flat on the bed.


  She shoved her legs to the side with his own, and entered her with a hard thrust. Cassie cried out into the bed as he held her down, his cock pistoning rapidly and forcefully into her cunt, which at this point was becoming sore.


  Cassie put her arms out to the side, grabbing the edges of the mattress and squeezing it as she endured the all-out assault on her body. Kent found a rhythm, pushing her down into the bed while lifting his hips, then driving into her as she bounced back up.


  As her mouth opened wide to release a series of yips and incoherent attempts at words, Cassie thought it was a good thing he was getting to take his obvious frustration out on her, because he could break a girl his age if he tried to take them this hard.


  But Cassie was no young girl and no stranger to hardcore fucking and although he’d caught her by surprise, she was reveling in being literally dicked down by this inexhaustible young man.


  The fact part of his manic fucking of her was fueled by years of his desire for her, was an added thrill. Cassie kicked her legs behind him, her feet rising and falling into the bed as if she were running as she felt her knuckles pop from gripping the bed so hard.


  “Fuck me,” she moaned, her head turned to the side so he could hear her. “Claim it, Kent! Claim that cock teasing cunt you’ve wanted do bad! Teach me a lesson! Make me pay for teasing you and getting you in trouble today!”


  She groaned as he somehow found another gear and drilled her to the point the bed was rocking and squeaking loud enough she feared it would break. The headboard banged into the wall, and his breathing was becoming louder and more labored.


  “Cum for me,” she moaned. “Anywhere you want, spray that hot load all over me! Paint me with it, make me where it like the slut I…whoa!”


  Kent had slipped from insider her and squeezing her shoulders, flipped her onto her side, then on her back once more. Before she could react, she slid up on top of her, his thighs straddling her waist and stroked his sloppy wet cock.


  Cassie recovered quickly, grabbing her tits and holding them together for him. He released his cock, and eagerly slid it between her tits. Kent thrust his hips, his balls sliding across her stomach as he tit fucked her.


  She lowered her head, flicking her tongue out and licking the tip of his cock as it thrust up towards her. Kent put his hands over hers, pushing her breasts together even tighter.


  His breaths ended in high pitched whimpers as his thrusts grew shorter, fucking her breasts with greater urgency. With a loud gasp, he thrust into her soft flesh one more time before coming.


  A thick pearly white trail of cum splattered onto her chin and neck followed by several more squirts that coated her upper chest. He stopped thrusting and she grabbed his cock, jerking him off onto her tits.


  He still had plenty left in those young balls as she he managed to lay multiple white lines over each of her tanned breasts.


  “Stop,” he breathed, grabbing her wrist after a hard twist managed to milk a few more dribbles from him.


  She released his cock, and swinging his leg over her he landed on his back next to her, breathing hard and staring upwards.


  “Holy…” he struggled to catch his breath. “I…wow, I thought people only fucked like that in movies.”


  “Honey,” Cassie remained on her back relishing in the sensation of his hot cum sliding down her chest and breasts. “I have to tell you something.”


  “What? Shit, I was too rough, wasn’t I?”


  “Not for me, but be careful with the next girl you’re with. You’re stronger than you think and that is one serious cock you have there.”


  “Really?”


  “If you can’t tell, there’s something wrong here,” she laughed. “But I wanted you and wanted you to get over the slut. I figured I’d have to boost your ego, made it seem like you were better than you were,”


  She turned her head to look at him.


  “But baby? You fucked me goddamn senseless and that is the god honest truth.” When he smiled, she nodded.


  “That’s right, you smile. You be proud of yourself because it takes a hell of a good lover to leave a woman this satisfied,” she grimaced, “And sore.”


  “Sorry!”


  “Its like a good workout,” she told him. “A good pain, but a lot more fun earning it.”


  “I was really nervous, but when you started touching me, and then what you did to Tammy?” He shook his head. “That was epic, and she so deserved it. That got me all fired up, and I know you said its cool, but I’m sorry I was rough.”


  “Trust me, honey, I’ve had it rougher, and by being in the middle.”


  “Goddamn,” he whistled. “You are wild.”


  “I like to have fun, and you and I just had some serious fun.”


  “Were you just teasing about the rest of the week?”


  “At first I said it to keep you going,” she sighed. “But after that? You better rest when you can, honey, because my goal this week is to keep those balls as empty as that whore Tammy’s head.”


  “Bitch, jeez I was going to go back to her.”


  “Was better be the word,” she told him. “You go find a cute girl to ask out and you make sure she’s as into you as you are her.”


  Cassie gave him an encouraging smile that she was sure cum dripping from her chin made extra enticing.


  “And after the first time you have sex with her, she is going to want you into her as much as possible.”


  “I like that idea.”


  “But you be good to her. No thinking you’re the shit now, hear me?”


  “Right.”


  “You’re a sweet kid and never change, it’s the reason I wanted to do this. To help you realize what you have to offer.” She reached down and squeezed his now flaccid cock. “But wow, I didn’t know you had this much to offer.”


  “Man, my mom’s out and we’re doing this.” He grunted.


  “What do you think she’s doing?” Cassie laughed at the look on his face. “You’re mom’s still a hottie and she likes her fun too.”


  “Yeah, I guess.”


  “But forget about her,” Cassie sat up and then got off the bed, his cum now sliding down her stomach. “Let’s go.”


  “Where are we going?”


  “I was thinking about something earlier,” she gave him a sly smile. “You’re going to help me make it happen.”




  Chapter Six


  


  “Fuck yeah!” Cassie cried out, her voice echoing in the shower.


  She stood as she had in her fantasy. Her left foot on the edge of the tub, but this time it was Kent’s fingers on her clit.


  Standing behind her, his cock inside her, fucking her with her soapy back to his chest, her arm back and around his neck as he kissed hers. She worked her hand behind her and between them and he groaned in her ear when she cupped his balls, rubbing them as he thrust into her.


  He wasn’t as hard as he had been the first two rounds and he wasn’t fucking her as hard, but it still felt amazing, and his fingers had her close to coming for the third time.


  “Come on, baby,” she moaned, turning her head, she gave him a quick kiss. “Keep fucking me, I know you have more for me.”


  “Not much more,” he groaned, but his hips picked up the pace, fucking her harder.


  “I want it all, Kent. Every fucking drop tonight and every night until I leave. I’m going to make your balls ache and my cunt hurt! I’m going to make you fuck me until your damn cock is raw and I can’t walk straight.”


  “Yeah.” He rubbed her clit harder. “Going to make you…”


  “Make me what?” she smiled and flicked her tongue over his lips. “Say it. Say whatever dirty little thing you want. I’m not your girl, baby. I’m your dirty secret.”


  “My milf whore,” he whispered.


  “Milf…oh!”


  Cassie’s eyes went wide as his words triggered her body, sending her crashing into another orgasm. She cried out his name followed by several long squeals that the shower made sound even louder.


  Her cunt contracted around Kent’s struggling cock as he pushed himself to keep fucking her. She squirmed against his body, bucking back into him, until the quick, but nonetheless strong climax left her falling limply into him.


  She took a moment to catch her breath, then dropping her foot, stepped forward, easing his cock from insider her. Cassie dropped to her knees, took him into her mouth and bobbed her head rapidly.


  “Oh, shit,” Kent moaned, bracing his hand against the shower. “Yeah, suck it, please don’t stop sucking it.”


  Cassie cupped his balls and added her hand to his cock, stroking him as she blew him. Kent’s legs trembled violently as his cock swelled to a full erection under the skilled attention of her mouth.


  His hand went into her wet hair, gripping it as she continued to work for her warm sticky price. She received it several seconds later as with a whimper her sent several weak spurts flowing down her throat.


  She sucked until he begged her to stop, and with a smile rose to her feet, gave him a quick kiss, and stepped out of the shower, laughing as he remained under the steamy water, leaning against the wall with a look of exhaustion on his face.


  “Meet you in my bed, sweetie,” she told him. “Fair warning, I wake up before you, I’m going to suck you hard and go for a nice long ride.”


  “Fuck me,” he looked at her in disbelief.


  “Careful what you wish for.” She giggled and after quickly toweling off, walked naked down the hall and into her room.


  She pulled the covers down and slipped into the bed with a contented sigh. She picked up her phone to see it was only ten. She’d fall asleep for a few hours, then as promised she’d wake up and get herself some more of that cock.


  Cassie saw she had a text from Linda, and had a brief pang of remorse. That was her friend’s son she’d just gone full porn star on. But it was her idea and it was a good cause, dammit.


  She opened the text.


  “Okay, without details, do I still need to worry about Tammy?”


  Cassie smiled and sent her a one word reply.


  “Who?”


  


  The End
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