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  Chapter 1


  


  “Wow, something smells good!”


  The words, shouted over the sound of the screen door slamming, caused Gina to jump and spin away from the stove. “Shit!” she exclaimed as the long wooden spoon in her hand splattered red gravy all over floor.


  “You ever hear of knocking?” She demanded as she reached over the sink and pulled several paper towels from the roll hanging next to it.


  “I figure if you didn’t want company you wouldn’t leave your door open.” Her longtime neighbor and friend, Liz, explained while strolling into the kitchen as casually as if she lived there.


  “I wonder if the police would accept that answer,” Gina rolled her eyes while kneeling and wiping red spots from the floor. Fortunately, none of the steaming liquid had landed on her bare legs or she’d have gotten burned. “Sorry, officer I went around trying everyone’s doors, and when I found one unlocked figured they wanted company.”


  “Someone’s in a mood.” Liz laughed as she stepped around Gina and approached the stove. “Oh my god, you are making a gravy!”


  “Nothing gets past you,” Gina muttered as she rose from floor and tossed the soiled paper towels into the trash. “How’d you figure it out? The empty tomato paste cans on the counter? The jar of garlic?” she snapped her fingers. “Maybe the big metal pot with red stuff all over it?”


  “Just followed my nose,” Liz lifted the lid from the old, battered pot that had belonged to Gina’s grandmother, and inhaled deeply.


  “Hmm,” she closed her eyes, a look of total bliss on her face. “God that smells sooo good!”


  “Jesus, you look like you’re ready to have an orgasm,” Gina laughed. “My cooking that good, or your sex life that bad?”


  “Little from column A…” Liz replaced the lid on the pot. “Sorry I scared you.”


  “It’s okay, I’ll still send you over a plate.” Gina indicated the table. “Have a seat, and if you want some Sangria get a glass first.”


  She sat down, and picking up her half full glass, drained it in several long swallows.


  “Wow, that’s in a bottle, not a box, I’m impressed!” Liz exclaimed while opening the cupboard and grabbing a wine glass.


  “They were out of the box, and the four liter jug was on sale,” Gina tapped her glass to the bottle before lifting it and pouring another glass.


  “From how red your face is I’m assuming that was full?” Liz sat down and poured herself a glass. “I’d say you’re into your second liter already.”


  “I like to drink when I cook,” Gina admitted. “But it is hot in here and I’ve had my face over that damned pot all morning.” She sighed dramatically, “All red and sweaty for the wrong reasons.”


  “Something tells me it hasn’t been that long since you’ve been red and sweaty for the right reason.” Liz cocked an eyebrow at her. “What’s your idea of a drought these days, a week?”


  “Jealousy will get you nowhere,” Gina gave her long dirty blonde hair a toss. “And I’ll have you know it’s been more than two weeks.”


  “That a record since your divorce?”


  “You make it sound like a bad thing.”


  “Because you divorced six years ago,” Liz gave her a stern look. “When are you going to stop trying to make up for lost time, and get serious?”


  “Let’s see,” Gina held up her hands and pretended to count on her fingers. “Married for 14 years, only been single for 6, that means I need to be single 8 more years to be even.”


  “You don’t have to remarry, but you could try to be attached.”


  “I’ve been attached to a lot of guys,” Gina giggled at her own joke, then looked at the admittedly rapidly dwindling bottle she bought on the way home from grocery shopping this morning.


  When she began to giggle it was a sign she needed to slow down, but then again, what the hell? She had the next three days off, why not enjoy them?


  “A few were even around your age.” Liz shot her a reproving look. “But I’m willing to bet most of them were closer to Jimmy’s.”


  “Knew I shouldn’t have told you I like them young,” Gina snapped her fingers and pointed. “Oh, wait, you used to ask me about my little adventures so your boring vanilla married self could live vicariously through the woman who freed herself from a crappy marriage and does whatever and whoever she wants.”


  “Being a little harsh don’t you think?” despite her words, Liz didn’t sound put off, after all, they’d had this conversation more times than Gina could count the last few years.


  “Like I said before, Liz; you’re happy. You have a good marriage. John’s a great guy. Good to you, good father, good job and the two of you still have something special. My marriage was like that for a few years then went south.


  “When that happened, I decided I wasn’t going to be that woman who accepted less than what I wanted. Who stayed for the kid, who stayed because I was afraid of being single, or afraid I couldn’t afford to live on my own.


  “I get all that, and I supported you through it and commend you doing what was best for you. I just think this far into being single you should stop acting like you’re auditioning for Milf’s gone wild and act your age.”


  “I do act my age; I just don’t like guys who act my age.” Gina countered. “I want fun, not drama. I want hot sex from a kid with no baggage, not whining about their ex, paying child support, or boring talk about their job.”


  Gina chugged half of her latest glass, watching over the rim as Liz frowned and looked for a counter argument.


  “I mean, seriously,” she put her glass down, and resisted the urge to refill it. “Who am I hurting?”


  “You’re screwing with those kids.” Liz finally came up with.


  “Damn straight I am,” Gina emitted another giggle. “Screw their brains out.”


  “No, you’re a woman twice their age taking advantage of them. They’re out of their league with you, and you use them up and spit them out.”


  “Sometimes, other times I swallow,” Gina punctuated her remark with an exaggeratedly lascivious wink.


  “Be serious,” Liz now sounded annoyed.


  “Okay,” Gina nodded. “I know you probably haven’t watched porn in who knows how long, but know what the number two search on the sites are?”


  “Enlighten me,” Liz rolled her eyes as she sat back and sipped her drink.


  “Milf.”


  “What’s number one?”


  “Mom and other taboo stuff,” Gina smirked. “Guess it’s all about your mom or someone else’s mom these days. Point is cougar cub stuff is smoking hot because young men want older woman and older women want them.


  “I’m not hurting these kids; I’m making a dream come true!”


  “Little full of yourself, aren’t you?”


  “I’ve been full of enough of them to figure I look okay.” Gina cupped her large breasts through her low cut t-shirt. “The girls are still great icebreakers.”


  “The girls,” Liz chuckled. “Classy.”


  “All I’m saying is I have fun, they have fun, and if you think I’m using them, well, in a way I am, but I make it clear I’m looking for a fuck not a friend.”


  “Even classier.”


  “Trust me, they get to use me and as hard and as often as they can.” Gina said with a bluntness born of her zero fucks given attitude combined with getting tired of justifying herself.


  “I’m not there for candlelight, pillow talk and sweet lovemaking. I’m there to be their real life milf porn star and they’re my boy toy of the night,” she shrugged. “Or part of it, not like they spend the night.”


  “Why is that?” Liz gave her a smug smile as she awaited the answer she felt she’d trapped her into, but Gina was unaffected and answered honestly.


  “Because of Jimmy. I don’t bring them here even on nights he works just in case one of them decides he can get a repeat performance by coming around. If they don’t have a place we can go back to, I spring for a motel and I leave a little bit after I send them packing.”


  “That’s nice, and you don’t think that bothers them?”


  “There are worse things. Liz, these boys get a fantasy come to life. They get the wildest ride of their lives, and if you think I’m being conceited, maybe I am a little, but do you really think girls their age can fuck them the way a woman our age can?”


  “I don’t know I’ve never asked my son about the skill set of his girlfriends.”


  “These boys don’t leave until they have nothing left to give me. If they can keep going, or if I can keep persuading them to, they stay. So, trust me, when they leave they’re smiling ear to ear, and have a story they can’t wait to tell their friends.”


  “The story of the slutty milf,” Liz finished her Sangria and leaned forward to pour herself some more. “A story your son might here someday.”


  “Just said I never bring them here, and I go out when he has the overnight shift at for the security company. He has no idea what, or who, I do.”


  “Until you screw one of his friends or classmates.” Liz pointed out. “It’s a small state.”


  “They’d have to see me with him to know I’m his mom, I don’t think he walks around flashing pictures of me. Besides, unlike you, he doesn’t discuss my sex life, but I’m sure he knows I have one.”


  “Because you never have a boyfriend.”


  “I have one night friends,” Gina grinned. “ADD relationships.”


  “You’re never going to take me seriously are you?” Liz gave her a dour look.


  “Not about this,” Gina admitted. “But I love you, my friend, and appreciate you care, but I’m a big girl.”


  “Acting like a little girl. You can’t relive your coed days.”


  “Doing a good job so far, and hey I’ve gotten older but the guys are the same age, yay me.” She clapped her hands.


  “I give up,” Liz sighed. “I just want to see you happy.”


  “Most of my dates do have a happy ending at some point.” Gina laughed at her own joke.


  “TMI,” Liz grimaced. “But okay, I’ll drop it.”


  “For now,” Gina grunted.


  “I came over because I saw your car here and the door open, figured I’d see if everything was okay, you usually head to work around now.”


  “Everything’s fine, I need to use up my vacation time before I lose it, so I’m taking a four day weekend, today and Monday off.”


  “Nice, that why you decided to make a gravy?”


  “Yes, and…shit!” Gina quickly rose and went over to the stove, using the potholder to use the lid and removing the wooden spoon from the can filled with water next to the stove.


  She stirred the thickening gravy, making sure to get it from the bottom so it wouldn’t stick. Gina lowered her head and took a deep breath. “You can smell the pepperoni now,” she told Liz. “Adds the perfect little kick.”


  “My mouth is watering already.” Liz smiled. “No one makes it better.”


  “My grandma did, but I do okay.” She laughed. “She’s rolling in her grave over the pepperoni, that’s my addition.”


  Gina stirred up some of the pepperoni as well as the sliced pieces of Italian sausage she’d added.


  “Almost done,” she nodded as she saw how soft the meat was. “I’m going to fry up some meatballs in a little while too.”


  “Going all in, and I’m here for it!” Liz clapped. “I’m sure Jimmy’s thrilled.”


  “That’s why I’m making it, do you remember Chad Wilkes?”


  “Chad,” Liz pursed her lips in thought. “Oh yeah! Really sweet kid, but total geek. Tall, but super skinny and poor kid had acne and those damn braces.”


  “Yeah, and super shy, I used to feel so bad for him. Nice kid, but the girls all made fun of him.”


  “Is that why he had a crush on you?” Liz asked with a grin.


  “I knew that was coming.” Gina reached into the cabinet over the stove and removing a small plastic bowl, traded the spoon for a ladle and scooped some of the gravy into it, making sure to get plenty of sausage and pepperoni in it.


  She grabbed a fork from the drawer and after lowering the gas to a simmer, returned to the table and put the bowl in front of Liz. “Mangia!”


  “Oh my god!” Liz sighed after one bite. “Gina, this is amazing.”


  “I am a woman of many talents. I can make dinner and be dessert.”


  “Your bad lines aren’t one of those talents.” Liz cracked as she grabbed the loaf of Italian bread Gina had picked up at the bakery and undoing the tie, pulled out a piece and dipped it in the gravy.


  “So what about Chad? Is he back home?” Liz paused to take a bite of the bread. “He went off to college right?”


  “He did but didn’t like it. Joined the Marines after he dropped out.”


  “That little shit is a marine?” Liz whistled. “I’m surprised it didn’t kill him.”


  “Hey, maybe it made a man out of him.”


  “If I recall he wanted you to make a man out of him.” This time Liz’s remark was a wide smirk.


  “He had a crush, that’s all.”


  “He asked you to the senior prom.”


  “That he did, and I felt bad telling him no, I thought it was really sweet, he even brought me a rose.”


  “I know he was only eighteen, but he didn’t think it was weird asking his best friend’s mother out?”


  “Little head controls the big one I guess.” Gina told her with a wry smile. “I don’t think all his thoughts about me were sweet.”


  “How could they be? You cock teased the shit out of the kid,” The tone was back. “All Jimmy’s friends in fact.”


  “I am not a cock tease!” Gina snapped. “I just don’t dress like I’m a mom from the Leave it to Beaver era.”


  “Look at you now,” Liz gestured to her, referring to the snug low cut white shirt that showed off her impressive breasts, and the pair of denim cutoffs that did the same for her long legs and ass.


  “I’m just hanging out,” Gina defended herself, but not as forcefully as she wanted to, because this time she knew Liz had a point.


  “Really hanging out, like if you trip, your boobs are going to pop out.” She rolled her eyes. “You’re wearing a red lace bra under a white shirt; you need attention that bad?”


  “I was wearing black when I went to the store, I changed to cook.” She tugged on the shirt to show off some of the splatters of gravy on it. “It’s old and I wasn’t ruining a new blouse.”


  “But you went out in those shorts,” Liz pressed. “When you were stirring the gravy I could see the bottom of your damn ass cheeks, and you’ve dressed like this around Jimmy’s friends since the divorce.”


  “I dressed like a prude before it, and decided I wasn’t going to anymore.” Gina eyed the Sangria again, thought fuck it, and poured herself some more. “Look good feel good is how I see it.”


  “You look great, and I’ll admit I’m being a little catty because I wish I was built like a brick shithouse like you. You have curves, I’m a straight road.”


  “You’re a slender angel,” Gina complimented her. “You’ve been married twenty five years so I’m sure John is happy with what you have.”


  “No choice, package deal. He wants my awesome personality, charm and wit, he deals with my small tits and case of noassatall.”


  Gina laughed. “You have a cute little ass. I have some junk in the trunk.” She sighed. “Seeing a little more jiggle in that ass, and my thighs these days, hips are a little bigger, but I just go with I’m a real woman not some skinny little girl.”


  “So I’m a skinny little girl?” Liz raised her eyebrows.


  “Oops, drinking too much,” Gina took two long swallows for effect. “You’re perfect the way you are, my friend.”


  “Nice try, but my point is you have a nice body, and you like showing it off, and I get that if you’re at a club or out and about, but around your son’s friends? Teenage boys so horned up a breeze with get a rise out of them?”


  “I like to be looked at,” Gina confessed. “And yeah, maybe I teased them, but they got a cheap thrill from looking, and even though they were young it was still flattering they looked. Mark made feel like life as a sexy woman was over when I became a mom. Once we went our separate ways I discovered otherwise.”


  “Brett used to come home from hanging with Jimmy and tell his father what you were wearing that day.”


  “And John told you?”


  “No, I overheard them,” Liz grunted. “John thought it was funny, and not like you just tease boys. The bikini’s you wear at our Fourth of July cookout were the highlight of the day for a lot of the guys.”


  “I’m proud of my body, and I can’t help it if men look. I’ve never flirted with anyone’s husband, and never said anything inappropriate to the boys, just gave them a little eye candy.”


  “More like the whole candy store, same when you sun out on your deck. I know every time you’re out there because I’d catch Brett in my office because the window looks out over your yard.”


  “Okay, so I’m Miss Robinson, sue me.” Gina finished her latest glass and put it down with some extra force. “We’ve discussed my being a midlife crisis slut before, why are we doing it again?”


  “Want to know? Because I noticed Brett in the window yesterday and when I tossed him out looked out to see you tanning on your stomach with your top off.”


  “Oh, for fuck’s sake, the top was just untied I didn’t want tan lines on my back.” Gina exclaimed in exasperation. “And I’m in my yard, sorry if your son is a peeping perv. Not like I was going to roll over and show them off. God, Liz, I might be a tease, but I’m not that bad.”


  “I guess not,” her friend said in a subdued tone. “It’s your life and I know you’re enjoying it, but you’re 44 and at some point I’d like to see you find a happy medium and stop trying to act out every hot older woman movie you’ve ever seen. And where Brett’s concerned he’s my son so it pisses me off a little.”


  “Duly noted and I’ll try to be more careful if I see his car in the driveway.” Gina conceded. “Fair enough?”


  “That would be nice,” Liz toyed with her wine glass. “Sorry, I didn’t mean for this to turn into an argument. I did come over just to see why you were home but seeing you in your typical outfit of one size too small clothes it brought the Brett thing up in my head. I wasn’t even going to mention it until we started talking.”


  “It’s okay, I know I take things too far, and maybe it is a midlife, but I was the good boring dutiful wife for a long time and I’m going to let this get out of my system, when it does, I’ll meet someone and just be his slut, deal?”


  “Closet slut to a guy somewhere around your age rather than trolling for kids who need to be carded at bars sounds like an improvement.” Liz laughed. “I swear the local campuses are going to get a restraining order against you.”


  “Until that day comes?” Gina lifted the jug and poured each of them another glass. “This cougar is on the prowl.” She made a bad attempt at a tiger’s growl that caused Liz to burst out laughing.


  “That was awful, figured for as much as you use it, you’d be able to roll your tongue better.”


  “Practice makes perfect!” Gina smiled. “See, isn’t joking about me being a trashy predator better than being mean?”


  “I suppose it is. So, before I went back on the attack, Chad is back in town? I take it he’s going to come over to see Jimmy?”


  “They’ve already gotten together a couple times for a beer, but Jimmy invited him over for dinner. He used to stay for dinner all the time when they were in high school and my gravy was his favorite so I thought I’d surprise him.”


  “That’s nice,” Liz paused to sip her drink. “He had dinner with us a few times too. His Mom…Laura, I think, couldn’t cook worth a damn. Kid lived on take out, and anything that could be microwaved.”


  “That’s all he’s been doing since he came back a few days ago. His papers came through a week early and he came in to surprise Laura, but she never mentioned she was going to a conference in Chicago for a week. So he’s alone until she flies in Sunday night.”


  “She always was kind of ditzy,” Liz chuckled. “Does she know he’s here?”


  “No, he called her to ask where she was, and she told him, so he made it sound like he was still in Texas. He’s going to meet her at the airport as a surprise.”


  “Aw, how sweet! He always was a good kid. Sucked he couldn’t find a girl that could get past him being a geek, because I bet he’d be really good to a girl.”


  “Better than you know,” Gina muttered.


  “Huh? What do you mean by that?”


  She was silent for a moment as the image of what provoked her comment filled her mind.


  “Hello? You past buzzed, and into drunk?” Liz waved her hand in front of her.


  “Sorry, yeah, might have had a little too much too soon.” She shrugged. “But nothing, I was just agreeing with you.”


  “Sounded like you were saying it for a reason, like something I don’t know.”


  “Nah,” she brushed her off with a dismissive wave. Normally she told Liz just about everything, but she’d never mentioned what had happened to between her and Chad not long before he left for school.


  “You sure? You got a good story, let’s hear it.”


  “It was just how sweet he was when he asked me to the prom. Brought the rose, complimented me, told me how honored he’d be if I’d go with him. I always thought it was a waste there wasn’t a girl his age he would have asked like that, because he’d have melted them.”


  “Maybe, girls that age don’t always get sweet, they have to deal with a couple pricks first before they can appreciate a good guy.”


  “Yeah, you’re probably right.”


  “They want the cocky good looking jock, can’t be bothered with a kid wearing glasses that has a couple zits. Think of their image.”


  “I tried to hint to him to go after a girl who wasn’t one of the cool kids, but I think he was a little fixated on me,” she pointed. “No cracks, I’m serious. I was his first crush and he wasted too much time thinking about someone he had no chance with than going after someone he might have had a shot with.”


  “Homewrecker,” Liz winked to say she was kidding and not taking a shot at her. “Not uncommon. My sister is a high school teacher and built more like you than me, she’s had her share of students who developed a thing for her.”


  “That whole thing about wanting what you can’t have seems to start young.” Gina said as she thought back to her younger days. “Back when I was in high school I had a thing for one of my friend’s dads. He was a state trooper and damn he rocked that uniform.” She sighed wistfully. “God, the things I dreamt of him doing to me.”


  “I’ll bet.” Liz drained her glass, then smirked. “Did you fuck him?”


  “Liz?”


  “Gina?”


  “Don’t you have someplace to be?”




  Chapter Two


  


  “Damn, this is good,” Gina mumbled after sipping from the spoon she’d removed from the pan. “You may not be here, but you still rock, Nana.”


  She ladled herself out a little in a bowl and plucked a piece of pepperoni from it. She winced at how hot it was, but after rolling it around in her mouth for a few seconds, chewed, and smiled.


  It really was a taste of home. Gina grew up in Boston in a four story brownstone that featured family on every floor. Her grandparents on the first, her, her brother Daniel, and her parents on the second and her aunt Jackie over her with Uncle Ed on the top floor.


  Every Sunday they all went downstairs to her grandparents for a big family dinner. They continued that tradition for years. Gina had gotten a scholarship at BU and even though she lived only a couple miles away, because it was a full ride she was eligible to live on campus and did so she’d get to meet new people.


  She fondly recalled that no matter what, on Sunday’s she went back home for that dinner, as did all her cousins. It was such a big part of her life especially because she first started helping her grandmother cook when she was eight.


  Little things at first, then getting to where she was being tasked with making the lasagna and other dishes. Grandma held the gravy back until Gina became proficient at everything else because everything started and ended with it.


  She was fifteen when she’d made her first start to finish gravy and it was kept secret. Grandma didn’t say anything and at the end of dinner she asked everyone if everything was good.


  After everyone at the table agreed it was as good as always, Grandma announced Gina had made it, and everyone rose and clapped for her, toasting her with their wine. It was one of her best memories from her teen years.


  Because of her upbringing she’d always equated food with love and took that into her career as a restaurant manager who would fill in as a cook when needed. She had enough formal training to be a chef, but she found cooking lost its appeal when it was all you did, instead she chose to handle every other aspect of making people’s dining experience the best it could be.


  When people ate good food while surrounded by good friends and family it was what life was all about. Even after fifteen years of running Speciales, she loved walking through the restaurant and watching people enjoy themselves.


  On nights she took over cooking, she’d slip out from time to time and ask people how they liked their food, always smiling when she was told to give regards to the cook. To this day she credited her grandmother for her ability in the kitchen as well as her educational and career path.


  Her mom, aunts, and some of the men in her family were all decent cooks, but Gina was by far the best, and it was an enormous source of pride that everyone in her family agreed.


  She also strongly resembled her grandmother with her large hazel green eyes, and blonde hair which was a sharp contrast to the rest of the family’s dark hair and eyes. Even her fair skin tone stood out compared to the slightly olive tone of the others.


  Gina had the same small smattering of freckles around her nose a grandma did, which gave her a hint of girl next door cute mixed in with the high cheek bones and large sultry lips that spoke of a more sensual and mature beauty.


  She looked so different from her parents that her brother Daniel would tell her she was adopted. Gina’s retort was that meant her parents chose her, him they were just stuck with.


  She grinned at that memory and thought about giving her brother a call. Every time she made a gravy at home, she’d wax nostalgic, usually when she’d had a fair amount of wine or Sangria.


  But he would be at work, and she’d had her due diligence call with Mom early in the week where it was a variation of Liz’s favorite talking point, when was she going to get serious again?


  Although she had mostly fond memories of growing up, as an adult Gina became more and more aware of the prior generations old school family values. Her parents weren’t happy with the fact she was single for most of her time in college.


  Less thrilled when they realized just because she didn’t have a steady boyfriend didn’t mean she wasn’t having sex. Gina had enjoyed college, premature adulthood as she called it, in every way.


  Meeting new people from around the country, and in some cases other countries. Having her eyes opened to so many new cultures and exciting experiences, and last but certainly not least, a lot of partying and sex.


  Gina was an admitted good time waiting to happen. Every party led to getting drunk and getting laid and she saw no problem with that. Unfortunately, her old neighborhood was gossip central and when Anna Marie-could she be any more Italian- saw Gina at a party and head upstairs with not one, but two guys, it got back to her parents.


  Gina endured the lecture about how could she ever expect to marry a good man if she was pretty much damaged goods, but it was in one ear out the other. Mom tried to shame her by saying she’d tell her grandmother-Grandpa had passed the previous year of a heart attack.


  When another story about her emerged. This time her participating in an amateur night wet t-shirt contest, and winning, then taking her shirt off to flash the cheering appreciative crowd, mom told her to get her ass home.


  She was told this time Mom did tell Grandma and maybe she should talk to her. It was a long walk downstairs and Gina, for the first time, did feel some shame in her actions. When Grandma opened the door she greeted her as always with a big hug, a kiss, and an offer to make tea.


  Sitting across from her in the kitchen that had inspired Gina to seek her degree in culinary and hospitality, her grandmother asked her if what her mom told her was true. Gina nodded, already feeling her eyes well up.


  Then Grandma stunned her by asking her if she were having a good time. Gina hesitated, figuring it was a leading question, and grandma repeated the question saying, “If you’re not, and you think this is how you’re supposed to act to impress people, then stop doing it.”


  She then smiled and blew Gina away by saying “But if you’re having fun, then you keep having fun. Guys always do what they want, why shouldn’t you?” She’d then taken her hand, squeezed it as hard as her arthritic fingers would let her and say “Life’s too short to waste time being who people want you to be. Always be you and no one else, Gigi.”


  “Gigi.” Gina’s smile grew as she reached under the counter and removed the large deep frying pan and put it on the stove.


  Her grandparents had always called her that. After Grandma passed away, the only time she heard that name was occasionally from Daniel, and even then only if they were talking about their grandparents.


  “Yup, getting drunk.” Gina nodded while picking up the bottle of oil and filling the bottom of the pan.


  She walked over to the fridge, removing the bowl of meatballs she’d mixed earlier and returned to the stove where she turned up the heat on the pan. She carefully put the meatballs in, loving the sound of the crackling they made when entering the hot oil.


  Food and family had shaped a good part of her life, but that had fallen apart a bit the last few years. Her parents, due to old school beliefs were upset she divorced. They felt marriage was forever.


  Not to mention they had been thrilled when she met Mark two years out of college and became serious for the first time. Her mother had even made the crack on her wedding day that at least she’d gotten her “wild side’ out of her system.


  That was true because there was nothing wild or exciting about her life other than Jimmy. Their marriage was by the numbers, they worked, they came home. Homework, dinner, taking Jimmy to play baseball and soccer, then going to bed with a minimal kiss and meaningless I love you which was no more than habitual words.


  It came to a head one night when Gina tried to make things better. She sent Jimmy to her parents, made Mark’s favorite, baked stuffed lobster, bought his favorite wine, lowered the lights, soft music.


  She’d worn a cute green dress he’d commented on in the past, and beneath it a matching lingerie set. Mark came home in a mood because a deal he’d been brokering at his law firm had fallen through.


  He kept bringing it up during dinner, and she pushed hard to keep changing the conversation to them, and how about they relax and have a great night? They finished eating and she invited him into the bedroom where she could rub his stress away with a nice massage, then they could have some fun.


  He’d looked at her as if she’d offered him spoiled milk and told her, “After what I told you, you think I’m in the mood to get you off?”


  She bit back her initial response of did he remember how to, and with her family in mind, and how hard she knew her parents had worked to always make things work, she forced a sexy smile, unzipped the dress, and stepped out of it.


  She’d stood there in the transparent bra, minimal thong and green heels, her hair down and teased out, make up, her nails and toes done, everything she could think of to be enticing.


  She beckoned him with her finger, and said “Come on, baby, let your best girl make it all better.”


  Mark, who would later admit he’d stopped on the way home and had a few drinks, then drank most of the wine at dinner, rolled his eyes and told her to grow up, that she was 37 not 20.


  This time her response of “What the fuck, Mark?” did come out, and he ended the conversation with.


  “Sorry if I’m not up for making you feel more attractive and less needy. You sucking my dick isn’t going to bring that deal back, and that’s more important than acting like a couple of horny teenagers.”


  Gina had stormed into the bedroom, locking the door behind her, and cried herself to sleep. When she woke up in the morning Mark had already left for work even though it was Saturday morning.


  No attempt to apologize or talk about the night before. Just off to work. Gina, as she did when she was upset, started looking through old photo albums to cheer herself up. She found a picture of her with Grandma at the familiar kitchen table, smiling at the camera with their hands buried in a bowl of ground beef that would soon become their family’s signature fried meatballs, the same ones she was making now.


  The photo brought back the conversation where Nana had told her to always be her, and not what people expected her to be. She filed for divorce the next week. Her parents were distraught because god forbid their friends find out her daughter failed at marriage.


  She got the guilt trip of what it would do to Jimmy, the outdated view that single mothers became desperate and ended up with assholes and everything else they could come up with.


  Jimmy hadn’t been happy, and there was an upsetting period he said he wanted to live with his father and at 14 he could make that choice. But he’d ended up staying with her, saying she needed a man in the house.


  Gina loved him for that, and the two of them got along as well as a parent can with a teenager. Jimmy got along with Mark too. They hadn’t worked out, but Mark was a good dad, and continued to be one, taking Jimmy on the weekends, spending time with him, showing up at all his games.


  He always paid child support and once Jimmy was accepted into PC, switched from child support to an agreed upon amount towards Jimmy’s tuition. The two of them were cordial when they had to see each other at Jimmy’s graduations, sporting events and occasional family events.


  Unlike her, Mark had met someone not long after the divorce and was married a year later. His new wife was younger. Not daddy issue, sugar baby young, but 28 to his 40 at the time.


  She was pretty, and had a decent job at a bank, so she wasn’t a gold digger, and Jimmy said she was ‘mad cool,’ but at the same time whenever he stayed over she was on him about school and keeping him out of trouble.


  Gina had nothing against her, but the crack Mark made in their last fight about her trying to act younger, then a year later he’s with someone over a decade younger went up her ass.


  Enough that after a few months ‘mourning period’ where she remained alone, when Gina went back on the market, it stayed with her. After a few encounters with men around her age, she’d gone to a bar looking for more of the same.


  But as she sat there nursing a drink in a black dress that screamed free for taking, most of the attention she was getting was from the bartender who couldn’t have been more than 22 or 23 years old.


  Gina’s first impulse was she didn’t want to be some desperate older woman, or milf stereotype, that she had a son within four or so years of this kid’s age. But a couple more drinks and her picturing her ex with his new and much younger wife after making a crack about her age, pushed her over the edge.


  Since that night many of her encounters had been with young men and she loved them more and more as time went on. As she’d told Liz there was no drama, and no expectations or obligations.


  They were together for two reasons, for her to drain his balls and for him to fuck her senseless. A win win situation. Granted now that Jimmy was 22, and the exact age of some of these kids, she did occasionally feel a little awkward.


  But awkward was easily pushed to the side after a couple of drinks and a hard young body pressed against hers. But what her son didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him, and she was happy he never seemed to bring up the conversation about her being with anyone.


  He was a sharp kid; in fact, he’d just graduated with a degree in criminal justice and was studying to take the entrance exam to the police academy. If he thought about it and used some deductive reasoning he had to know his mom was getting it at least from time to time based on the fact she was generally happy, and, yes Liz, she thought dryly, the way she did dress to impress.


  She also worked in a restaurant where she tended to meet a lot of men, especially on nights where if someone called out or the place was slammed she’d help at the bar. Not that she could make anything complex, but she could pass out beers and make simple drinks.


  But she generally got some attention from the guys, and even though she would never with anyone she worked with or knew where she worked, Jimmy didn’t know about that.


  Odds are he figured she got what she needed whenever she needed it and smartly didn’t focus much on the uncomfortable topic. Making her son the only one who didn’t want to talk about it.


  The fact she worked shifts that generally started around noon and could go as late as 1am helped her situation. She was salary and if everything was in order, she could leave early.


  Some nights she would leave work, grab a cheap motel room, shower, and change into an outfit she’d brought with her, then hit a bar. If you were at a bar at midnight, you weren’t there just to drink, and she rarely ended up wasting the room.


  Other times she’d take a chance and go to a club popular with the college crowd. Risky, as Jimmy had just graduated and maybe someone there knew him well enough they’d come by the house and met her.


  But as he got older it would be less risky as there would be fewer kids he’d have gone to class with. Which made her wonder how much longer she’d be doing this? As long as she liked it, and right now she fucking loved it.


  Jimmy had made things much easier when after graduating he went full time at the security company and two nights a week did overnights where he sat in a car watching the CVS warehouse. Other than driving around it once an hour, and getting out to check the gates, he sat in the car studying and listening to audio books. Easy money, as he said.


  Meanwhile his easy mom would now schedule her nights off to coincide with his work nights so she could be out until all hours without him noticing and wondering. Gina had the next four nights off, but Jimmy and Chad were due soon, and he’d probably hang around for a while seeing Jimmy was also off.


  But tomorrow night and Sunday night were going to be a party, a private one, and as the song said, the after party was at her body. Gina grabbed the tongs and gently turned each meatball, admiring how perfectly brown the bottom portion had gotten.


  She turned them all, then stepping back fanned her face with her hand, then reached back and tied her hair into a loose bun on her head. The gravy took hours, and the day itself was hot, and there was no ac in the kitchen.


  The ceiling fan had broken, and Jimmy bought a new one but wasn’t going to be able to put it in until Sunday. While tying her hair, Gina looked down to where the movement had lifted and pushed out her already impressive breasts.


  Mark’s crack about her body had also pissed her off because she should never had let it get to her. Gina wasn’t a narcissist by any means, but she knew she had plenty to offer.


  And no shortage of takers on what she was offering.


  The fact most of those takers the last few years had been around half her age, told her there was nothing wrong with what she was putting out there. In that sense, she did have plenty going for her.


  Never slender, Gina had always had some curve to her, even in her college days she had been on the busty side. In addition to her more than ample breasts, Gina’s ass wasn’t the tiny firm little ‘I do yoga all day” ass, but rather she had plenty of curve to it, and even though she noticed a little more curve than she had before, she could still rock a tight pair of shorts, and look good in a thong.


  She had hips that gave her a nice shape and made good handles, and her upper thighs were soft and inviting, lush, was a word she’d read in a dirty story that she’d always felt was appropriate.


  Her stomach was on the softer side as well, but still flat, just not as tight as it had been a few years ago. All in all, Gina fell well short of ‘chubby’ but would classify herself as ‘thick’ in the right places and had no complaints.


  One young man she’d spent a memorable night with in his tiny efficiency apartment, had told her he loved the way her ass jiggled when he spanked it, and later mentioned how he loved kissing her soft thighs.


  Even her pussy featured full puffy lips that were a nice match for the pair on her face. Both sets of those lips knew how to suck in a hard young cock, but Gina prided herself on her skills when it came to the head game.


  She’d never encountered a cock she couldn’t suck down to its balls, and when in the mood could suck a man off in minutes to take the edge off him to ensure he’d fuck her long and hard afterwards.


  “That’s better,” she whispered as she felt her pale pink nipples stiffen against the lace material of her bra.


  As Liz had noted the bra showed through the white shirt, but she’d change before the boys got her. Beneath her painted on denim shorts that had gotten her several appreciative glances at the market, was a matching red thong but one that had more material, featuring enough lace to cover some of her hips and inner portion of the cheeks of her ass.


  After her divorce Gina began wearing sexy underthings every day, part of the feel good look good, and hey, one never knew when you might run into someone interesting and who wanted to be wearing old lady cotton underwear when that happened?


  She stared down at the full length of her long bare legs, and at 5'9" she felt it was quite a journey. Like the rest of her, her legs had something to them, but toned, tanned, and well-shaped.


  Her red toenails and a silver ring on each middle toe, along with matching silver anklets accentuated her feet as she believed in trying to be attractive from top to bottom. She’d had a mani-pedi before work yesterday and her feet were nice and soft in preparation to spending part of the weekend against a strong pair of shoulders or nice thick chest.


  Gina turned the meatballs over once more, and deciding they were done, placed them in a basket on top of a paper towel to catch the grease. She had more to make, but the boys weren’t due for another hour.


  Instead, she took a dozen of the ones she just made and eased them into the gravy so they wouldn’t splatter. The rest she’d fry and leave that way. Gina turned off the burner under the frying pan, and lowered the one under the gravy until it was barely lit.


  She walked over to the table, and although she was already feeling the effects of the Sangria poured herself some more. Before sitting, she went over to the freezer and opening it, popped a couple of ice cubes from a tray.


  On her way back to the table she rubbed one of them over the top of her chest sighing at the pleasant cold sensation. Above and between her breasts were another smattering of freckles.


  Mark had claimed they were the “sexy freckles” that were like a connect the dots to her tits. That was back when he liked her tits. But bitterness aside it was a fun description and she had always thought they were in a sexy place.


  On a whim she touched the cube to her t-shirt over her nipple and shuddered as the cold made it instantly hard. She dropped the cubes in her glass and poured Sangria over them, not minding she’d just rubbed one on her sweaty skin.


  If you could swallow a load of cum, a little of your own sweat wasn’t a big deal is how she figured it. Gina sat down and leaning back in the chair slowly sipped at the glass, nursing this one to enjoy the taste and not to add to her buzz.


  She stretched her long legs out, crossing her ankles and envisioned having them spread open instead, a hot young stud going down on her, his finger in her cunt, his lips and tongue on her aching clit.


  Making her cum, then rising higher, grabbing her legs, and slipping her his cock, fucking her while she sat in the chair, legs wide, blouse and bra pulled under her propped up tits, head back, moaning as her fantasy lover buried his young flesh in her hot mature cunt.


  “Mature cunt,” she whispered. “Too many dirty stories before bed,” she snickered.


  She put the glass down and closed her eyes. She closed her legs tighter, her thighs pressing together and worked them up and down, grinding her pussy into her thong.


  Damn, she’d gone from nostalgia to the bittersweet event of her divorce to horny. Not that she could do anything about it. Jimmy tended to show up earlier than whatever time he gave, so as attractive as a shower, and a nice little me time session while in it, sounded good she’d have to wait until later.


  Gina squirmed in her chair for a few seconds, teasing herself with the thought of getting fucked, then eased them open before she ended up popping her shorts open and fingering herself at the table.


  She was always amazed that while going through a boring marriage she rarely masturbated, but now that she got it on a regular basis she found she masturbated every night thinking of the fuck she’d just had or imagining the next one.


  Her phone rang, and she picked it up when the picture of Jimmy from his college graduation appeared on the screen.


  “Hey, honey, you guys coming over early?”


  “Well, it’s like this,” Jimmy began, and Gina stiffened in the chair. Whenever her son started a conversation with those four words it was never a good thing.


  “Like what?” she sighed.


  “Work called and the guy that covers the docks on Allen’s Ave called out. They need someone to get down there now and stay until midnight.”


  “Jimmy! Say no, I’ve been cooking all morning for you guys.”


  “I know, and I’m sorry, but I usually get $15 an hour, this gig pays $20.”


  “So for a hundred and sixty dollars you’re going to piss me off?”


  “I’m saving as much as I can, and it’s just walking around on a nice day and night, easy money, Ma.”


  “But what about Chad? I’m sure he was looking forward to this.”


  “He is, but you took the long weekend. I’m working in the morning at the hospital, but we can come over in the afternoon. I mean you can heat everything up, not have to cook again.”


  “Awfully free with my weekend, aren’t you?”


  “Why, what were you going to do tomorrow night?”


  Go to a club and find a guy your age and fuck him until he begs me to stop. Aloud, she said. “It’s the point Jimmy, I work a lot of weekends and it was nice to have one to myself. That’s why we set this up for today.”


  “I know, I know,” Jimmy’s tone indicated he did get it, but she knew it wasn’t going to change his mind. Both Gina, and his father, were stubborn and rarely could have their minds changed and their son inherited that not so endearing at times quality. “But I already told them yes.”


  “I have a uniform in my car, so I’m going to grab something to eat and head down there. I’ll be home after you’re in bed and be out early tomorrow. I’ll see you tomorrow around four with Chad, okay?”


  “I suppose there’s worse things than a young man wanting to work hard.” Especially if it were a hard young man working for her. After all, who said she couldn’t take a nap, shower, dress up to get messed up and have some fun tonight and get home before Jimmy?


  “Thanks, Mom! I think Chad’s more pissed than you, he said all he’s thought about the last couple of days is getting some good home cooking and getting to see you.”


  “At least someone wants to see me.”


  “Oh, ow, gratuitous martyr mom joke!” Jimmy laughed. “Love you, Mom!”


  He ended the call and she put the phone down. Gina shrugged and leaned back in the chair, this time stretching her legs out and putting her bare feet on top of the other chair.


  Jimmy was right, it wasn’t that big of a deal. She could reheat the gravy, and it only took a few minutes to fry up the meatballs and toss a salad together. She picked up her glass, thinking it would be nice to see Chad.


  The last time she saw him was about a month before he left for his failed attempt at college at University of New Hampshire. That day was what had come to mind when she’d slipped and made that comment to Liz about she had no idea how good he could be to a woman.


  Chad was supposed to come over for dinner a couple days before he left but called Jimmy and made an excuse not to come and instead Jimmy hung out with him the next day.


  Gina knew why he didn’t show and couldn’t really blame him. As she nursed the last of the Sangria she’d allow herself seeing she now planned on trying to salvage the night, she wondered how many times, if at all, Chad had thought of that last encounter, one so awkward it made his asking her out to the prom seem far less embarrassing.




  Chapter Three


  


  Four years ago


  


  “Hmm,” Gina released a contented purr as she lay stretched out on the soft black chaise lounge chair she’d decided to spoil herself with last week. As she put her arms over her head and stretched, she felt like a cat, warm, happy, and satisfied in the sun.


  Her eyes remained closed under the brim of the pink sun hat she’d donned because she didn’t want a sun burned face, or worse, the case of raccoon eyes she’d ended up with while falling asleep on the patio wearing sunglasses last summer.


  Gina continued to stretch, arching her back off the chair, and pushing her breasts out. There was no one around, Jimmy was covering a shift at the new security company he’d taken a job with to help him for when he applied to the police academy after college.


  Liz and John were at work, and the Thompsons, who lived behind her house were away for the week. Tim, and Jake, the guys who bought the house on the other side of her were a couple and she was fairly sure she had nothing they would be interested in seeing.


  But even knowing there was no one to show off for Gina still felt sexy and planned on letting someone else feel her sexy when she went out on the prowl tonight, which she’d be able to do with Jimmy planning on spending the night at his friend Nick’s house.


  She slowly opened her eyes so she could find the metal water bottle on the low glass table next to her. She’d filled the bottle last night and put it in the freezer so even though she’d been out here for a couple hours it was still delightfully cold.


  She sipped on the straw, then placed the cold metal against her cheek before rubbing it on her chest. Gina looked down the length of her body, admiring how her already bronzed flesh glistened with tanning oil.


  The revealing teal blue bikini she wore was one she only wore of Jimmy wasn’t home, and for good reason. Her large breasts were barely contained in the halter style top that tied behind her neck and left her upper chest and a lot of flesh between her breasts exposed.


  The cups were cut at an angle, leaving the inner portion of her breasts visible. The bottom was a minimal patch of material between her thighs and not much more than a thong in the back.


  Like the top it tied, in this case over her hips. In addition to around her neck, the top tied in the middle of her back, and she loved the idea a tug on a couple of strings could have her naked in seconds.


  Her eyes drifted down her flat stomach and along the length of her legs. In anticipation of going out tonight she had painted her fingers and toes in the same teal as the suit and endured a less pleasurable waxing to be able to pull off wearing this skimpy of a bottom.


  Again, not that she expected anyone to see her, but it was part of the look good feel good mantra and taking care of her body in ways she hadn’t bothered when there wasn’t a man in her life to truly appreciate it.


  Not that there was one now, instead it was more like one every couple of weeks or occasionally more often than that if she were really wound up. Gina imagined the bikini as lingerie and slowly peeling it off for whatever young man was going to be her cub of the week.


  Gina slid the bottle down and to the right, sucking on her lower lip as the cold caused her nipple to stiffen. The other reacted in kind and she felt a heat that had nothing to do with the sun building between her lush thighs.


  She closed those thighs and worked her legs up and down, grinding the bikini into her rapidly moistening cunt. After she was done lazing in the sun, she’d take a nice cool bath, then a nap before which she’d indulge in some me time and give herself a slow luxurious orgasm with her vibe to take the edge off before tonight so her young lover would have to work that much harder to make her come.


  Gina put the bottle down and resisted the urge to slide the bottom to the side and get herself off out on the patio. Instead, she opted to stay in her warm drowsy state and get some more sun before it got too hot.


  She’d been on her back for an hour and pushed the back of the chair down so she could roll over and lie on her stomach. She rose to her feet, turned around and stretched out on the comfortable cushioned chair.


  Gina stretched her legs out and pointed her feet down to get some sun on her soft soles. Reaching behind her back, she untied the knot and pulled the strings to lie beside her so there wouldn’t be a tan line.


  She didn’t bother with the one behind her neck as her hair, currently tied in a loose bun on her head, covered that spot most of the time anyway. Gina folded her arms under her chin, closed her eyes and quickly drifted off.


  She awoke with a start, raising her head from her arms. Had she heard something? She cocked her head, but the only sound was a dog barking somewhere on the street. Gina blinked her bleary eyes, wondering what time it was.


  She reached under the chair where she’d slipped her phone so it wouldn’t be in the sun and saw it was noon. She’d been out here close to two hours and now that she was awake could already feel it getting hotter.


  Gina bent her legs at her knees, crossing her ankles, and slowly kicking them back and forth as she checked her text messages to make sure no one who was due to come in at work had called out, so far the rest of her day was safe.


  She slid her texts close, but remained where she was, trying to get her groggy and sun soaked ass moving. Her phone went dark, and Gina yelped in surprise when in its reflection she saw someone standing behind her.


  She pushed herself up from the chair, and despite her desire to turn around and see who was there, had the presence of mind to her left forearm across her chest, preventing her top from falling away from her breasts.


  “Jesus, Chad!” she exclaimed when she saw who it was, “You scared the shit out of me!”


  “I…I’m sorry Miss Rossi!” he stammered and took a step back. “I didn’t mean to.”


  “How long were you standing there?” The question was prompted not only by the revealing bikini, but the position she’d been in the last few minutes with her legs bent and feet in the air, a popular pose in ‘pov’ porn, the fact she knew that told her she might be watching a little too much these days.


  “Oh, I…not long, I mean, not at all, I…” he stopped and took a breath, pushing his glasses up on his sweaty nose as he did.


  The stammering gave away the fact he’d been staring rather than announce his presence, and now that her heartbeat had returned to normal, Gina was more flattered than upset. Worse things than a young man your son’s age staring at your minimally clad body.


  Or, at the moment, her breasts. Gina’s arm had saved the top from falling, but barely. Her breasts were visible to just over where her nipples were pressed into her arm and showed off her tan lines. The amount contrasting bronzed and creamy white flesh showing was too much for Chad to even pretend he wasn’t looking.


  Behind the lenses, Chad’s eyes were wide and staring directly down at her chest. Not that Gina didn’t care, in fact whenever she saw Chad or any of Jimmy’s other friends looking she’d go full out pathetic milf looking for attention mode, making it a point to bend over to pick things up, or lean forward to give them a quick look down her blouse.


  Today was no exception and she made no immediate effort to get her top back on.


  “I just got here,” Chad finally finished his sentence while his eyes remained focused on her barely concealed tits.


  “Jimmy’s at work, hon.” Unlike him, she sounded as casual as she would be if she were fully dressed rather than an inch away from exposing her nipples to her son’s best friend. “He’s covering a shift at the mall because someone called out.”


  “Oh,” he nodded but remained where he was as if he weren’t aware how obvious his staring was.


  It didn’t help matters that she remained sitting on the chair which put her face directly in line with his crotch and she had no doubt Chad was envisioning what she could be doing while she was down there.


  “Do you mind turning around?” she asked.


  “Huh?” he blinked. “Why? I…” he stopped when she used her free hand to point to her breasts. “Oh…I mean, oh, yeah, yeah!”


  He blushed and spun so quickly on his heel he stumbled and almost pitched forward. Gina turned back around on the chair, in case he tried to peek over his shoulder, and quickly pulled the top up, then tied it behind her back.


  “Okay,” she turned back around as he did the same. “Sorry, but I didn’t want anything falling out, you know?”


  “Right,” Chad’s eyes went right back to her breasts which were still quite visible even in the top.


  His eyes then wandered down to her legs, then finally managed to find her face.


  “It’s good to see you.” Gina spoke when it seemed he either forgot what he was going to say or seeing her in so little had him speechless.


  Her words were sincere. She hadn’t seen him in three weeks. Ever since he’d come over saying he needed to talk to her. He’d presented her with a red rose then proceeded to nervously ask her to be his prom date.


  Gina had been flattered, and despite her tendency to show off, and occasionally make a flirty remark or two to toy with her son’s friends, she would never truly lead them on. Nor, in Chad’s case would she ever want to hurt his feelings.


  Chad was a nice kid, genuinely sweet, intelligent, funny when he could get over his shyness, and had been a good friend to Jimmy, especially through the divorce. Unfortunately, Chad was also the poster boy for good kid with a lot of positive qualities, but none of them in the looks department.


  The poor kid was the definition of a geek. Over six feet, but skinny with glasses, braces and Gina swore she’d never seen his face completely devoid of acne. He stuttered, not due to a condition, but being nervous and he was never more nervous than when he was around girls.


  Or anytime he was around her.


  Gina would listen to him talk to Jimmy and other kids and he sounded fine, the second she appeared he was a mess. Not that the other boys wouldn’t look at her, but it was more with an appreciative glance, and she was sure she was the topic of some raunchy conversation and even nastier fantasies.


  But Chad was borderline incoherent at times around her which she’d blamed on his shyness and proximity to a sexy woman. But when he asked her out, an act that left her far more flattered than him looking at her as she couldn’t imagine the courage it took for him to do it, he confessed he ‘really liked her’


  It wasn’t just about ogling her and having some dirty thoughts like Jimmy’s other friends no doubt did, but an actual crush on her. Gina felt for him and was as nice as possible in turning him down including trying to talk him up and get him to ask out a girl from school.


  His reply that he had no interest in any girl because all he could think of her made her feel guilty about how she’d teased him. Gina figured he was just perving on her, not that he’d somehow developed misplaced feelings for her.


  She’d played up how impressed she was, then used the fact that Jimmy was his best friend as further reason it wouldn’t be right. Where her basic arguments of her age, the fact of how weird it would look, even down to she wasn’t a student at the school so couldn’t go hadn’t gotten through to him, this one did,


  When Chad, with such a sober look on his face it was almost comical, declared he hadn’t thought of that and could never betray a friend or create a problem between her and her son, Gina impulsively kissed him on the cheek and told him what a good young man he was.


  The look on Chad’s face reminded her of the scene in the Rudolph special where he jumped up and down yelling ‘she thinks I’m cute’. After promising she wouldn’t tell Jimmy or anyone else, that it was their little secret he’d left.


  That had been three weeks ago and he hadn’t been around. For the last few years, he’d come over at least once a week, often more and stayed for dinner countless times, always raving over Gina’s cooking.


  Despite the fact he scared her, she was thrilled to see him because she’d felt bad he hadn’t been over, figuring it was because he was too embarrassed.


  “So, um, when you think he’ll be back?” Chad asked his pretty blue eyes darting around behind his glasses trying to sneak quick looks at her chest and legs before darting to her face, then looking away.


  “You ever think about contacts, hon?” Gina asked. “You have beautiful blue eyes.”


  “You think so?” He blushed furiously. “I…um…I thought about them, but mom says medical doesn’t cover them, and we don’t have much money after dad got laid off.”


  “Well, okay, but when you get a job check into them,” she smiled encouragingly. “Contacts, you’ll have those braces off soon, you’ll start killing it with the girls.”


  “Maybe,” he shrugged. “But I came by because Jimmy said I could borrow the new Silent Hill because he already beat it, and I have nothing else to do today.”


  He said it in a softer tone and Gina’s heart went out to him. Other than Jimmy, Chad didn’t have much in the way of friends, and being Saturday most kids were with their girlfriends, playing sports or working, which Chad’s mom didn’t want him to do because she wanted him to have good enough grades to get a scholarship.


  “He’s going to be working at least until four he said.”


  “Oh,” Chad looked crestfallen, poor kid really didn’t have a life.


  “Tell you what, just go on in and grab it.”


  “You don’t mind?”


  “Of course not, but good luck finding it, kid’s a damn slob.”


  “Yeah, he is.” Chad nodded. “Thanks Miss Rossi.”


  “Gina, I told you before you don’t have to call me miss.”


  “Gina,” he said it slowly, as if savoring her name. “Okay, thank you, Gina.”


  Jeez, the kid was getting excited saying his name.


  “No worries, I’m going to get back to what I was doing, make sure you say goodbye before you go.”


  “Of course!” Chad flashed her a smile full of metal, pushed his glasses up on his nose again, and headed across the patio to let himself into the house.


  Gina rose and grabbing the short blue robe she’d brought outside with her, slipped it on and tied it. She’d worked the poor kid up enough and didn’t need add more fuel to the fire on his way back out of the house.


  She planned to go in, but the sun had disappeared behind some sudden clouds and a nice breeze had picked up. Gina picked up her phone and bottle and went over to the glass topped table, sitting down in one of the rattan chairs.


  After sipping some water, she sat back in the chair and stretching her legs out, rested them on the chair across from her. It was beautiful out, and she figured she’d stay outside a little longer before her bath, some ‘girl time’ and a nap to rest up for what she hoped would be a night of debauchery.


  Even though she’d fallen asleep out here, Gina could nap at will to the point Jimmy called it her superpower. She worked hard, and long hours and when things needed to be done around the house she was on top of it right away.


  But on the occasions she decided to give herself a break it wasn’t uncommon for her to spend an entire afternoon on the couch falling asleep, waking up to watch some TV then nodding back off again.


  To prove that point, now that she’d sat and gotten comfortable again, she felt like she could easily doze back off, and that was after Chad had startled her. Maybe it really was a superpower.


  Gina found the audible app on her phone and picked up where she’d left off on Tom Clancy’s Chain of Command. She pulled the brim further down on her face, folded her hands in her lap and listened to the smooth deep voice of the narrator.


  Her eyes snapped open at the sound of her phone ringing. She picked it up and saw the number listed as unavailable and thumbed end call. Cocking her head, she listened to the narrator long enough to realize she had no idea what was going on and shut it off.


  She had drifted off again. Chad must have come outside, saw her sleeping, and not wanting to wake her, left. After staring at her for a few minutes of course. Gina rose and stretched, then grabbing her phone and bottle headed back in the house.


  She put the bottle in the sink and headed down the hall. She passed Jimmy’s room, noticing the case he kept all his games in was still on the floor near his bean bag gaming chair, and assumed Chad must have found what he was looking for.


  Gina’s bare feet were silent on the carpeted floor as she made her way to her room. When she reached it, she noticed the door was three quarters shut. Funny, she usually left it open to take advantage of the cross breeze between her room and the spare bedroom across the hall.


  She put her hand on the door easing open, then froze her mouth dropping open, speechless at the sight before her.


  Sitting on her bed with his back to her was Chad. Not that the way his right arm was moving wasn’t a giveaway to what he was doing, but he was sitting in front of her bureau and reflected in the mirror over it.


  Gina’s eyes widened when she saw he had her purple thong, the one she’d tossed in the hamper last night when she’d gotten home from work pressed to his face, sniffing it as he stroked his cock.


  As shocked as she was at what she’d walked into, what really had her attention was Chad’s cock. He didn’t have small hands and there was plenty of hard flesh protruding from his fist as it traveled along his shaft.


  Not only was it long, but from what she could see appeared to be damn thick. Gina stared with a train wreck fascination as he continued to stroke himself. She could hear his heavy breathing and soft moaning from beneath the thong, and his face was red with exertion.


  Without realizing it, she’d eased the door open and taken a step into the room.


  “Yes,” she heard him moan. “Oh, Gina, just like that, suck my cock!”


  She stood there watching, knowing she shouldn’t, but not sure what she should do. Leave and go back outside until he finished and pretend she didn’t see him? Announce her presence and ask him what the hell he was doing jacking off on her bed?


  The latter would be what most would do, but Gina was surprised to find herself captivated by the show in front of her. Sniffing her thong to get a whiff of her cunt, pounding his cock while talking himself through her blowing him.


  She bet she was still in her bikini in his fantasy. On her knees, top hanging beneath her tits, her ass squirming in the skimpy bottom, moaning as she drooled and slobbered on his dick.


  Jesus, whose fantasy was this? She shook her head to clear it, but just as Chad hadn’t been able to stop looking at her tits, she was mesmerized by his cock. Not that she hadn’t seen, or for that matter fucked and sucked her share over the years, and some of them pretty damn big, but Chad’s wasn’t big, his fell under, holy shit! Like how did a kid that skinny have enough blood in his body to get that thing hard?


  And damn it was hard. Even from a few feet away, she could make out the angry shade of purple his swollen head was, and the thick veins visible on his wet shaft. She was able to see that much because at some point she had moved further into the room and was now only a couple of feet from the end of the bed.


  She was at an angle to the mirror, meaning even if he looked into it he wouldn’t see her, and it struck her that she had been right across from in the doorway. While she’d unconsciously moved closer, she’d also deliberately moved out of his line of sight.


  “Damn, you look good on top of me,” he groaned, his fantasy shifting gears. “Look at those big tits bouncing!”


  His hand was pounding his cock with a manic energy that bordered on frenzied and his breathing was becoming more labored. Gina wouldn’t have thought it would take him that much effort to come, not only was the kid only eighteen but a damn virgin.


  The answer to why as revealed when Gina eased another step forward and could make out rivulets of white cum on the back of his hand. This close she could make out another of her thongs, this one black, bunched up on the bed next to his thigh. Black material with several large globs of white on it.


  He’d already gotten off and was going for a second load.


  “You want me to spank you,” he wheezed. “Pull your hair? Fuck you harder?” his words devolved into breathy incoherent groans as he struggled to get off again.


  Gina felt her face flush and it wasn’t all from being embarrassed. Kid was so obsessed with her he was giving it to her twice in his damn head while working to coax a second load from his young balls.


  She saw white streaks on his cock meaning he hadn’t even stopped, just kept jerking, using his own damn cum for lube. Gina caught herself sucking on her lower lip, and felt her nipples stiffen beneath the robe.


  What was wrong with her? Sure, she liked them young, but not with teen at the end of it. Never mind Chad was her son’s friend and never mind that…his cock was the only thing she was attracted to on him.


  Gina knew that was an awful thought, but an honest one. Chad wasn’t a man, he was a scrawny, geeky, painfully shy boy. With a goddamn monster cock that could stay hard after blowing what looked like one hell of a load.


  She wondered if Chad had been some good looking much more mature and confident jock if she’d offer to help him with the problem at hand, more like in his hand. No, she wouldn’t.


  She wasn’t that bad, eighteen was 18 and that was still a kid, a kid Jimmy knew. But she’d be lying if she tried to say she wasn’t imagining that cock in her mouth, wondering if she could take its full length.


  Wondering what it would feel like insider her, completely stuffing her cunt, making her squeal like a girl half her age when he put her on her knees, grabbed her hips, and took her from behind.


  Gina’s clit began to ache and with a start, she realized she was wet. More than that, her lips were parted, her tongue protruding as if she were preparing to get a taste of that magnificent piece of hard young meat.


  She curled her fingers into her palm, envisioning grabbing him, feeling that throbbing erection in her hand. Stroking it, guiding it to her mouth or between her thighs. Gina closed her eyes and took a breath, walk out or stop him, one way or another get that thing away from her before she…


  Before she what? Fucked him? He was a damn virgin, she could never be his first, it would ruin him for girls his age and he’d never leave her alone, he’d keep coming around, at some point he’d slip, tell a kid at school, Jimmy would hear about it, and…


  Chad made her decision easier when he suddenly fell back on her bed, still jacking himself off, just changing his position both physically and probably in his mind. But with him on his back, he was holding his cock straight up between his legs and it looked even bigger at that angle.


  Gina’s lips parted further to allow for her much heavier breathing and she swore her mouth was beginning to water. Chad’s eyes had been closed, but the second he opened them, even though he was staring down at his cock and still didn’t see her, snapped her out of her lust induced stupor.


  She could never let him see her standing there, watching him rather than…


  “Stop it!” She blurted out before he realized she was there. “What the hell are you doing?”


  Her anger at her bad reaction lent a legitimate tone of indignation in her voice, and now that she’d broken the spell, she added. “Oh my God, Chad! What the fuck?”


  “Shit!” Chad’s eyes went wide and he sat up, then jumped up off the bed as if he were shot out of a cannon.


  In the mirror Gina saw him frantically tucking his deflating, but still impressive cock into his shorts, and hurriedly zipping them up.


  “I…I…Oh man, I…sorry…sorry, I…” Chad stammered, his face now lobster red and when he turned around to face her, his hands were shaking so badly he was fumbling with the snap of his shorts.


  “What were you thinking?” she demanded. “How long were you in here, and….this is disgusting!” Her last words were again a reflection of her disappointment in her own thoughts, and although part of her felt like a hypocrite yelling at him, at least this was the proper reaction, and what he’d expect.


  Because she found herself wondering if he hadn’t moved and she kept watching if he would have gotten something he would have never expected.


  “I know, I…” Chad trailed off and was now breathing harder than he had when he’d been stroking himself. He put his still shaking hand on his chest. “Need to catch my breath.”


  “You having an anxiety attack?” Great, the kid might have a stroke from stroking. “Sit down, calm down, I’ll be right back.” She started to turn, then added. “Do not touch anything, and that includes yourself.”


  She hurried down the hall and entering the kitchen grabbed a cold bottle of water from the fridge. Opening the freezer, she grabbed one of the ice packs in the door and took it with her. When she returned to the room, she handed him the bottle, then placed the pack against the back of his sweaty neck.


  “Drink it slow.” She instructed.


  “That’s cold!” he jumped when she pushed the pack harder into his neck.


  “That’s the point, we need to cool you down. Just sip the water and relax, get your breathing under control.”


  “Thank you,” he said softly. “I don’t deserve you being nice to me.”


  “Well, I’m not happy with you, but I don’t want to see you end up in the ER like the last time you had one those attacks.”


  Chad nodded and took a few sips of water. Gina grimaced at the sight of cum on his hand and grabbing some tissues from her nightstand passed them to him.


  “Wipe yourself off.”


  He lowered his head and putting the bottle between his legs, cleaned his hands off. Gina held the icepack to his neck for another minute as Chad sat there looking like a deer in headlights.


  “You feel better?”


  “Breathing wise, yeah, otherwise,” he swallowed nervously. “Please don’t tell my mom, or Jimmy, or you know, anyone?”


  “Chad, this is a big deal.” Gina pointed to the soiled black thong. “You came in my room,” she paused. “Literally.”


  “Not funny,” he grumbled.


  “You’re right it’s not. You went into my hamper and through my drawers because I haven’t worn that black thong in at least a week.”


  “I know.”


  “Why would you do that?” She sat down next to him. “I mean, I know why you’d want to, but why would you? You know how disrespectful this is?”


  “I do.” He nodded.


  “Do you? I welcome you into my home, I make you dinner, I invited you to come with us when we went to Six Flags a couple of years ago, and you do this to me”


  “You’re right, this was a dick move,” Chad agreed.


  Why’d he have to say dick? But Gina didn’t allow herself to pause in her justified outrage, she needed to do the right thing to convince herself she hadn’t really been considering a very wrong thing. And why? Because he had a nice cock? Who was the horny teen in the room?


  “To be honest it’s just flat out nasty.” She pointed to the bed. “You’re taking that with you and before you go you’re taking off my sheets, and throwing them away for me, because I don’t want them on my bed even after they’re washed. Understand?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he whispered. “Are you….going to tell my parents?”


  “I should,” Gina left it hanging for a moment to keep him squirming before shaking her head. “But I won’t. You’re a good kid who did something stupid, and you’re Jimmy’s friend and I don’t want to see you get in trouble.”


  “Jimmy’s friend who jerked off in his mother’s underwear.” Chad put his face in his hands. “I’m such an asshole.”


  Gina frowned when a muffled sob followed his words. She noticed his shoulders shaking, Christ, he was crying! How could she even have thought about doing anything with him, he really was more boy than young man at this point.


  Nevertheless, his emotional reaction, drained the anger from her. He was a good kid, and a shy introvert who she was sure had never so much kissed a girl, and barely had any friends other than her son. The same kid who had so sweetly wanted to take her to the prom.


  “Look, Chad, it’s okay.” She put her arm around him, and noticing the move opened her robe, exposing her breasts in the bikini top, she quickly pulled it closed. Modesty, a first for her, and on that note…


  “I get it. You said you liked me. I know you look at me. You come over I’m in a bikini I don’t wear unless I’m home alone, and it got you worked up.”


  “Yeah,” he nodded, sniffling. “It took me a few minutes to find the game, then when I went back outside you were sleeping. I don’t know what I was thinking, but I came back in here and started looking through your things and…I couldn’t help it.”


  “Here,” she plucked some tissues from the box and passed them to them.


  “God, I’m such a loser,” Chad blew his nose, then removing his glasses wiped his eyes. “Get caught whacking off, have a damn anxiety attack, now I’m crying. No wonder no girl wants me.”


  “Hey, don’t talk like that!” Gina squeezed his bony shoulder. “You’d be really good to the girl lucky enough to see you for you are.” Really good with that snake between his legs. How many girls his age could even handle that thing? “And she’s out there, you just have to stop worrying and start talking to them.”


  “They call me names.”


  “Not every girl does, just the snotty popular ones and you don’t want one of those uppity bitches anyway.”


  “Easy for you to say. Jimmy showed me pictures of you from when you were in high school, you’ve always been beautiful.”


  “Thank you, Chad, and see what you just said? That’s smooth honey, it’s a nice compliment and girls love that. You…” she thought of her Nana. “Chad you always need to be you, and not who people think you should be. You do that, then the people who are your friends and the girl who becomes that special friend? You know they’re for real.”


  “I know Jimmy’s popular. He’s on the baseball team, he’s good looking, and he gets along with the cool crowd, and he’s brought some of them home, and those kids are jerks, you can smell it on them. I like it when he hangs around with you, you’re not an asshole.”


  “No, just a sick pervert. God, I’m sorry G…I mean Miss Rossi.” He lowered his head. “I don’t deserve to call you Gina.”


  “Okay, enough feeling bad about yourself. You did something dumb and gross, got caught, and I can tell you feel bad, and that’s punishment enough.” Gina removed her arm from around his shoulder and turned on the bed to face him.


  “Besides, Chad, you’re not the first boy who has done something like this. A lot of teenage boys have gotten into women’s things,” she lowered her voice as if someone else could be listening.


  “Want to know what happened once when I was sixteen?”


  “What?”


  “I couldn’t find a pair off red panties. They weren’t in my drawer, the hamper, down in the laundry room, or anywhere else. Know where I ended up finding them?” When he shrugged she continued. “In my younger brother’s room.”


  “Seriously?”


  “And let’s just say they had a lot of stains on them.”


  “Oh my god, you were his sister!”


  “I still am,” Gina laughed. “But it’s not like he wanted me. He’s three years younger, and he was curious and the hormones were raging, and he knew what he was looking at with girls and I was older and let’s say more developed then girls his age and…boys will be boys I guess.”


  “Did you rat him out.”


  “Nah, no reason to get him in trouble, but I admit I told him I found them and held it over his head for a couple weeks, made him do all my chores.”


  “You were mad cool back then too.” Chad sighed. “I’d rat me out.”


  “Because you’re too hard on yourself.” Gina patted his knee. “Chad, I thought you were so sweet asking me out. Now I see you have some not so sweet thoughts about me.” She spared him the fact she’d heard some of those thoughts, not just for his sake, but she’d be admitting she had been watching.


  “I’m really flattered, even this is kind of a compliment.” A big one judging by the mess in her thong and what had still been all over him. “Worse things than a boy my son’s age finding me attractive.”


  “Worse things like catching me doing this.” He swallowed hard enough to make his Adam’s apple bob. “I need to tell you something.”


  “Go ahead.”


  “I do this all the time,” when her eyes widened, he quickly added. “Not here like this, but I think about you and…you know.” He looked away. “Every night.”


  “Little TMI there, hon,” Gina forced a laugh. “This is why you need to get over being shy and talk to some girls. You shouldn’t be pining for an old lady like me.”


  “You’re not old, just older than me.”


  “Another good line, you need to turn this loose on the girls.” She laughed, this time a real one. “Trust me, Chad, you meet a girl and you will forget all about me.”


  “No,” he said with serious look on his face. “I don’t think I will.”


  “I know you will. The real thing is a lot better than wet dreams; You’ll see.”


  “Maybe.” He picked up the water and chugged the rest of the bottle. “Thank you for being so nice to me. I would have kicked my ass and told me to never come back.”


  “I was young and dumb once too,” Gina assured him. “And Chad? You will always be welcome in my house, but” she winked so he’d know she was kidding. “But not the bedroom, deal?”


  “Deal.” He rose to his feet, putting her eyes level with his crotch, a reversal of earlier, and Gina couldn’t help but notice the impressive bulge in front of her.


  Why hadn’t she noticed before? Because she had never looked was the simple answer. He usually wore baggy clothes, making him seem even skinnier, and she hadn’t been aware of what he was packing in there.


  Good thing he was leaving for college soon and she wouldn’t have to deal with the awkward urge to always be looking. She stood as well to get his big secret out of her line of sight and fondly put her hand on his cheek.


  “You’re going off to school soon. New school, new kids, new start, and try to make it a new you. A new confident you and like my grandma told me, be the you that you want to be not the you they expect. Now when you come back home for the holidays I expect to see a picture the girlfriend I know you’ll have.”


  “I hope you’re right. Thanks again,” he flashed a nervous smile. “Can I give you a hug?”


  “You did clean your hands, right?” She burst out laughing at the look on his face. “Joking! Come on, hon, down the line you’ll remember this and think it was kind of funny.”


  “Maybe,” he shrugged, then smile when she put her arms around him and hugged him. He put his hands on her back and she could feel them tremble. Damn the kid had it bad for her.


  Her hair was up and his face along her neck, for a moment Gina had the alarming thought he was going to kiss her there, but after squeezing her a little tighter, he eased back.


  “I’m going to go now. I think I’ve made a big enough idiot of myself.”


  “Okay,” she frowned when he began to walk past her. “Um, Chad?”


  “Yes?”


  She pointed to the bed, specifically the soiled thong.


  “Forgetting something?”




  Chapter Four


  


  At the sound of the doorbell, Gina turned from the stove where she’d begun ladling the gravy into plastic containers. She wasn’t expecting any packages and most of the time the delivery guys just left things on the porch.


  Picking up her phone, she went to her Ring doorbell app and saw a tall ruggedly built young man. He was looking to the right so she could only see the side of his face which featured a couple day’s growth but was so neatly trimmed it was most likely a deliberate look maintained with a trimmer.


  His thick dark hair had some nice natural curl to it and from that angle he appeared to have good cheekbones and a nice strong jaw. The dark sunglasses he wore obscured any chance to see what color his eyes were, but from what she could see, he was a good looking guy.


  The neck down was no different. His sleeveless black shirt showed off a thick well-muscled arm decorated with a large tattoo of a Grim Reaper holding a rifle. His head turned as he stared at the door and even with the glasses obscuring part of his face, her guess about his looks were confirmed.


  Nice smooth features mixed with the five o clock shadow and dark tattoo. Pretty bad boy was a look she loved, and when he rang the bell a second time, Gina tucked her phone into her pocket and headed down the hall.


  She had no idea who he was or whether he was selling or delivering something, but she’d be willing to buy, or accept, whatever it was. As she approached the door, Gina was aware of the fact she was a mess.


  Sweaty from cooking, her white t-shirt spattered with red stains, and her hair loosely piled on top of her head. But the shirt did show off her breasts, in the red lace bra, and the shorts did amazing things for her legs and ass.


  Just as she reached the door, she was hit with the thought of, what was she thinking? She didn’t know this guy and would she really invite him in? Was she that horny?


  Not to mention in the years since her divorce she’d only had one man in the house, Bob, a guy she dated for six months before she decided she was done with relationships and just wanted hot sex with even hotter young men.


  There was a hot young man on her doorstep right now, but regardless of who he was, she needed to reign it in. No need to literally become the porn cliché of the older woman dragging some kid into her house to fuck. Let alone, for all she knew he could be a neighbor looking for a lost dog, or just handing out flyers for a local business.


  “Keep it in your shorts Gigi,” she muttered, then opened the door.


  “Can I help you?” she asked.


  He cocked his head slightly as if her question confused him, but then flashed a big smile. His teeth were a white flash against the dark scuff, and as perfect as the rest of him. Because now that she had a closer look, he was pretty damn perfect.


  Over six feet, broad shouldered and his wide chest well displayed in the snug shirt. He wore black jeans that were on the tighter side and Gina’s practiced eye detected a bulge that matched the rest of his impressive physique.


  “I know it’s been awhile, but I was hoping for at least a hello.” His reply brought her eyes back to his face, where he was still smiling.


  Gina made a show of giving him a blatant up and down, then with a flirty smile said.


  “Well, hello then! What can I do for you?”


  His eyes were still hidden by the glasses, but he lowered, then slowly raised his head, returning the favor by making it obvious he was checking her out.


  “I think I’d let you do anything you want,” this time the smile was sly and had a practiced feel to it, sexy and he knew it as the song went. “But I think I’ll settle for you making me dinner.”


  “Usually, a man has to buy me dinner, before I’ll make him dinner.” She’d told herself to behave, but here she was flirting away. “Has to prove he’s worth it.”


  “What if I promise that after you make me dinner, I’ll make you dessert?”


  “Smooth,” she acknowledged. “But I don’t make a habit of making dinner for men I don’t know.”


  He cocked his head again, his smile fading. “You really don’t know me?”


  “Should I?”


  “How about now?” He removed his sunglasses, revealing a pair of beautiful light blue eyes under a pair of long lashes that would make most women envious. Very pretty to go with that hard body.


  Gina frowned, there was something familiar about him.


  “Okay,” he put his hand up, and she couldn’t help noticing not only how large it was, but the way his bicep flexed from just that easy movement. “How about this?”


  He cleared his throat before speaking.


  “Oh, um…hi Miss Rossi, I…I mean Gina, you look r….really nice today.”


  “Oh my god!” Gina’s eyes went wide and her jaw dropped. “Chad?”


  “In the flesh.” He gestured towards his body. “A lot more of it, since the last time you saw me.”


  “Holy shit!” Gina whistled. “Hon, you look fantastic!”


  “Thank you!” he beamed then gave his head a toss. “A guy does what he can.”


  “Even have jokes now.” Gina shook her head. “I can’t believe it, you’re like a totally different person.”


  “And before I forget, these are for you.” He had kept his left arm behind his back, and with a flourish presented her with a beautiful bouquet of flowers.


  “Thank you, they’re gorgeous!” Gina brought them to her face and sniffed. “Hmm, smell as good as they look.”


  “Not the only thing that smells good. I can smell that gravy from here.” He sighed. “Brings back good times, you used to let me stay for dinner every time you made it.”


  “I grew up knowing good food is all about family and good friends.”


  “Well, hey, are we still friends? Because I haven’t had a home cooked meal in forever.”


  “Sure, wait,” she looked behind him for her son’s car. “Is Jimmy here, was he pranking me you guys weren’t coming?”


  “No, he is working, but I was so looking forward to this, and my mom is still out of town so I’m home with nothing to do and I swear if I eat one more whopper or piece of pizza I’m going to throw up. I thought maybe you wouldn’t mind if I came over by myself?”


  


  “I don’t see why not, come on in,” Gina stood to the side so he could enter. “Don’t want the neighbors talking about a good looking guy bringing me flowers.”


  “They talk about you anyway,” he shrugged his broad shoulders. “Not always in a good way either.”


  “Hey, thanks, so much for being friends.”


  “Didn’t mean it the way it sounded. They’re just a bunch of catty housewives jealous that you’re have it and you flaunt it.” he chuckled. “Jealous you get to have fun and they’re home with their dud husbands.”


  “Wow, you don’t just look different, you sound a lot different too.”


  “My voice?”


  “No, just what you’re saying, you sound like an adult.”


  “My turn to say thanks.”


  “Chad, even when you were 18 you sounded more like a kid than a man.” She told him as she walked through the parlor and went over to the large hutch in the dining room.


  “Yeah, you’re right. I was goofy and immature. Guess I just needed someone to make me a man.”


  “I used to tell you that all the time.” Gina gently placed the flowers on the table then squatted down to open the bottom doors of the hutch to find a vase. “Told you to talk to the girls.”


  “You did, guess I was hoping for a better teacher, you know, one with more experience.”


  His comment wasn’t lost on her, and as she looked at the several vases in front of her, trying to decide which one she wanted, she realized it wasn’t just Chad’s appearance that had matured, he had the swag to match the looks.


  She was also aware of her position, squatting down, her legs open, the already tight shorts riding up and showing off her ass. In addition, this was a great blow job position as well as a great way to get your pussy licked.


  As she often did when she was on the prowl, or even playfully flirting, she reminded herself of her age. They were supposed to be the horned out sex on the brain, damn they had to have it, part of the equation, she was supposed to be the older more patient, less desperate half.


  She had what they wanted, and ultimately she knew she could get it whenever she wanted to. Yet as just now was proving, even after several years of this game, she still found herself as horny as the guys she was supposed to be more mature than.


  Or, as Chad had stated, the one with the experience. Not that she didn’t have plenty, but she still suffered from the same giddy feelings she did from back when she was their age when sex was in play.


  But sex wasn’t at play here.


  Good looking stud that he’d turned into, he was the same person he’d always been, and that person was Jimmy’s longtime good friend. But he was no longer an 18 year old shy virginal geek, she could ruin by seducing him.


  He was now a 22 year old man who with those looks and confidence had gotten his share since last she’d seen him. Gina took a few extra seconds to pick the vase and at the same time she knew she was giving her audience more of a show, she took the time to get a grip on herself. Nothing was going to happen now any more than it would have then.


  “I’m assuming by how good you look, and how cocky you sound, you found someone to teach you.” Gina cradled the purple vase under her arm and grabbed the flowers.


  “Ouch!” he chuckled as he followed her down the hallway that led to the kitchen.


  “As you can see, nothing’s changed here,” she told him. “Everything still looks the same.”


  “I can see that,” he agreed. “Same great view.”


  “What view? My flowers or the next door neighbors? Not a lot to see from the backyard.”


  “But it is a nice backyard,” Chad whistled.


  Another innuendo. He was sliding past confident and into bold. This was the point she should remind him that the Chad she knew had been respectful and wouldn’t make a comment like that. Yes, she needed to say that, instead what came out was;


  “I guess, seems like it’s gotten a little bigger over the years.”


  “Not seeing it, but that would just mean more to appreciate.”


  “You appreciate a nice back yard, Chad?” For the love of god, what are you doing?


  “I’ve always appreciated yours.”


  She entered the kitchen and putting the flowers on the counter filled the vase, trying to resist the urge to keep the inappropriate game going, but couldn’t resist replying, this time with a reminder of who mister cool used to be.


  “True, that was a lot of appreciation in my thong that day.”


  “Damn!” Chad exclaimed behind her, causing her to smile. “She shoots, she scores!’ he then added. “Oh, shit, I said shoots, set myself up again, didn’t I?”


  “You were trying to pull the trigger a second time if I recall.”


  “Yeah, well that was because…” he trailed off.


  “Because why?” she asked while arranging the flowers.


  “Well, um…” Gina’s interest piqued when he devolved into the nervous stammering he’d always displayed in the past. “Doesn’t matter, guess I was just that worked up.”


  “Sounds like you’re leaving something out,” She lifted the vase and brought it to the kitchen table, placing them in the center. “They’re the perfect touch. Nice centerpiece,” she gestured to the jug. “Some Sangria, good food and an old friend to share it with.”


  “Hey, that’s not in a box, you’re moving up in the world.”


  “Jeez, Liz next door made the same joke. Excuse me for having cheap taste in booze.”


  “Long as you don’t taste cheap, right?”


  “Hmm,” she shook her head. “That one wasn’t as good.” She gave him a flirty smile. “But you would know, right?”


  “I wish,” he blinked as if realizing he might have gone too far. “Sorry, I mean I wouldn’t know.”


  “No? You didn’t lick my thong, just sniff it?”


  “I…well…” to her delight he blushed. “I…don’t think I did, uh…dammit!” he slapped himself in the forehead hard enough to make her wince. “Been here a few minutes and you already got me stuttering and all red.”


  “Glad I didn’t lose my touch.” She turned back to the stove. “I’m going to heat his up rather than microwave what’s in the containers, how’s that sound?”


  “Sounds as good as it smells.” He sat down at the table and tapped the jug. “May I?”


  “Sure,” she laughed while giving the warming gravy a quick stir. “Chad Wilkes is old enough to drink. Then again so can Jimmy, you boys make me feel old.”


  “Only as old as you feel,” Chad responded while pouring Sangria first into his glass, then the one Liz had used. “I bet you feel pretty young.”


  “I feel young as often as I can.” She wanted to emulate Chad’s move and smack herself. He’d dropped the raunchy comments, and here she was keeping it going.


  “Heard that about you.”


  His words made her turn from the stove. “What did you say?”


  “People talk,” he frowned. “Shouldn’t have said that. When I get nervous I don’t just stammer, I say dumb things without thinking.”


  “Why are you nervous? I don’t bite,” she sat down across the table from him. “Unless it’s by request.” She added picking up her glass she stared into it, then looked at the more than half empty jug, which except for Liz’s two glasses and what Chad had had all been consumed by her.


  She could feel it, she was warmer from more than just cooking, and her mind somewhat fuzzy, and she could feel it in her movements, like she seemed lighter than she was. That and the off color remarks that she wouldn’t make unless she was pissing Liz off or talking to someone she wanted to do a lot more than talk to.


  Gina needed to slow down, both the drinking and the conversation which so far had that cat and mouse type game of two people feeling each other out with hopes of feeling each other up.


  Just her thinking that way wasn’t a good sign, and when coupled with the fact she was alone with ‘Chad 2.0’ who if she saw at a club would be on like white on rice she needed to be careful. Jimmy’s friend or not, damn he’d evolved into one hell of a specimen.


  “Guess you do still make me nervous; I was hoping that would change.” He too several long swallows.


  “Not going to find any liquid courage, it’s only Sangria,” she joked. “But I want to know what you meant, that you heard that about me.”


  “Big mouth,” he muttered. “I don’t want to start anything up, but your friend Liz told my mom you liked to have sex with college age guys.”


  “Seriously?” Gina’s hazel eyes went wide. “Oh my god, I thought everything I told her was between us.”


  “Like I said I shouldn’t have mentioned it and don’t want to get you in an argument, but in her defense it was a girl’s night out and they all took Uber’s because they wanted to have fun, and mom said Liz was totally shit faced.”


  “But your mom told you?”


  “I overheard her talking about you on the phone.”


  “Spreading it around.” Gina lifted her glass and chugged half the glass faster than he had his. “Nice.”


  “Not sure who she was talking to, but she said that she kind of figured it out because you show off for Jimmy’s friends, and maybe they should be worried about it.”


  “I’m not a predator for God’s sake!’ Gina slumped back in her chair. “Jesus, these people.”


  “Yeah, get this, my mom said she wouldn’t have to worry about me because I was too dorky for you.”


  “She said that? Oh, honey, that’s mean!”


  “True though,” he practically poured the rest of his drink down his throat. “Irony at its best. The kid who wanted you most was the one you’d never touch.”


  “First, I would never touch any of my son’s friends. The rumor is true I do like young guys, but the need to be able to legally drink. I don’t touch teenagers.”


  “So you like guys who are my age now.” His eyes meet hers for a split second before he looked away and this time didn’t ask, just poured himself another glass.


  “I get older, the guys don’t,” she shrugged and killed her own drink as easily as he had. “Miss Robinson, midlife crisis, milf, cougar, desperate slut, whatever they call me fits I guess.”


  “I call you a woman who knows what she wants and isn’t ashamed to go for it.” He told her while refilling her glass.


  “I think I’ve had enough, been drinking all day.”


  “All the more reason to keep going.” He told her. “And like I said before, it’s all jealousy. If Liz had tits worth showing she’d show them.”


  “Ohh, that was low,” Gina groaned. “But the way I feel about her right now I won’t defend her.”


  “Miss Rossi,”


  “Gina’s fine.”


  “Damn straight you are,” he nodded in agreement with himself. “That’s their problem. You’re their age, but they’re married and in a rut, and here you are living you best life.”


  “Cheers to that!” Gina lifted her glass and with a smile he tapped his to it. “I am liking the new outspoken Chad.”


  “I don’t mean they’re not happy. Being a wife and a mom can be great, but women are like guys sometimes they miss the younger crazy days when you did whatever and whoever you wanted.”


  “Preach!” Gina put her glass down and clapped her hands.


  “I didn’t get that. Didn’t have the looks, the personality or the confidence so even though I’m young I think I wasted some years that should have been fun and a lot of people your age feel that way.”


  “Lost a point for the ‘your age’ crack.” Gina grunted.


  “But you had fun, did the married thing, it didn’t work, and you didn’t stick with it. Now you’re back to having a freedom they envy so they get all mean girl on you.”


  “Back to scoring points.” She nodded.


  “Hey, you work hard, you’re a great mom, Jimmy hardly ever bitches about you now or then, so after that its work hard play hard, right?”


  “Right, but if we’re having a real talk here sometimes I do wonder about whether I’m really happy doing this or is it a desperate plea for attention, like I’m not twenty five anymore, but I want to act it.”


  “Gina, there is nothing about that says desperate,” he assured her. “Desperate are the women who don’t look half as good as you playing this game. That or still married and the husband ignores them so they need to prove they still have it.”


  “Okay, you’ve gone from 22 to 42 in five minutes.” Gina told him.


  “Saw my mom go through some it. Lot of people don’t know this, but my dad had an affair, and when she found out she didn’t leave him, just threatened to if he didn’t break it off.”


  “I never heard that.”


  “Because Mom never told Liz,” Chad grinned. “But then her answer to what dad did was go out there and screw around with a couple guys. Not just revenge but the girl he was with was younger so she thought it was her and decided to find out if it was her or him. Looks like it was him,” he sighed. “Mom didn’t seem to have a problem hooking up.”


  “She’s a beautiful woman.”


  “Yeah, but we kind of got sidetracked, and thing is, you asked why I was nervous?”


  “I did.”


  “Couple reasons. But first after I heard Liz tell my mother about you, I…I started swinging by a couple of clubs you told her about and bars. I couldn’t go in the bars, but I’d sit outside like an idiot at night to see if you’d show up, once I got lucky outside Rick’s and you did. Hour later you come out with this kid who was probably my age now.”


  “Jesus, Chad, you were stalking me?”


  “Uh…I prefer trying to see if there was truth to the rumor. I saw you at The Tower and Palace and both times you showed up dressed up to get messed up, danced with a couple of young guys, got them all worked up grinding on them and left with them.”


  “That’s kind of creepy, you know that, right?”


  “It wasn’t as bad as you think. I already had a thing for you, and once I knew you liked young guys thought I’d have a chance. Should have known I didn’t, those guys were good looking.”


  “You make me sound shallow,” she complained.


  “If we’re talking dating it would be, if you’re talking just getting fucked of course you’d want someone as hot as you.”


  “But I tried and you were super nice letting me down without making me feel like a loser.” He took a long pull from his drink. Really nice with the other thing too because that was a nasty thing for me to do.”


  “Boys will be boys,” she told him. “Like I told you then it’ll be something to laugh about down the line.”


  “Yeah, well, there’s one more thing I wanted to tell you, but since that came up. I have a confession to make about that day.”


  “Pretty sure I know exactly what you were doing and why, can’t see what you’re leaving out.”


  “You asked me then what the hell I was thinking doing that?”


  “Thinking about me,” she laughed. “Kind of obvious.”


  “No, I was thinking more than that.” Chad drained his glass. “The reason I did it, the ‘what was I thinking?’ Was that I wanted you to catch me.”




  Chapter Five


  


  “You…wanted me to?” Gina repeated.


  “Yeah, I didn’t plan it, well, no, I had thought about it, but not sure when I could do it. When you said Jimmy wouldn’t be home for a few hours I took a few minutes to find the game then figured you’d be coming in any minute so I went into your room.


  I found the thong in the hamper and, yeah,” he grinned sheepishly. “I licked it, but I just sat on your bed with it. You didn’t come in, so I looked through the drawers and found the black one.


  “You still weren’t there and I was so goddamn hard from seeing you in the bikini and sniffing your underwear I couldn’t handle it so I unzipped and started jerking off. I went really slow wanting you to catch me, but you never came in.


  “I wrapped the black thong around me to tease myself some more, but I was so far gone I lost control, and…well you saw the mess.”


  “It was a big mess,” she mumbled wondering what he was getting at here. Something else was big too, and she forced her alcohol impaired mind to stay away from that image.


  “But still no you. I got up and peeked out your window and saw you’d decided to go back to sleep, so I did star 69 to block my number and woke you up. I watched until you got up and sat back down and got myself back up and kept going waiting for you to catch me.”


  “But why?”


  “Because I was an idiot and thought I could make some dumb porn I’d seen become real.”


  “Like I see you jerking off, feel bad and offer to help?” In other words, dangerously close to what she’d for some inexplicable reason been thinking of doing? No, there was a reason, one big one.


  “Exactly, but there was another angle to it.”


  “Porn with two angles? Who knew?” she joked to keep the conversation light. It was a conversation she should have never allowed, but she didn’t seem to have much discipline at the moment.


  “It wasn’t just that she felt bad for him. But he had, uh…” he took a breath as if preparing to take a plunge. “A really big one.”


  “Big one?” She said softly, and this time couldn’t get the image of his cock out of her mind’s eye, and now he had the damn total package to match, and most importantly older, well old enough for her wheelhouse.


  “Yeah, and I…well…um…stop that!” he yelled at himself and took long swallow of Sangria to gather his wits. “Look, I know this sounds awful, but I know what I have.”


  “Huh?”


  “What I have down there. Knew it then too. I watched enough porn back then and noticed I was bigger than some of those guys, and well…a few guys made jokes about it in the showers after gym. Called me tripod, Jimmy used to tell me if the girl’s ever saw it I’d be fighting them off.”


  “Uh, I,” Now she sounded like him. “No comment?” she trailed off feeling like an idiot.


  “Super awkward,” he nodded. “I wanted you to see it and maybe…you…uh…might hop on?”


  “Hop on?” Gina couldn’t believe they were talking about this. “Okay, so you think I’d have sex with a kid who’d barely turned 18, my son’s best friend who was a virgin, and I just caught cumming in my panties because you have a big dick?”


  “I…was hoping you would.”


  “Sorry, I’m not a teenage girl who’s never seen one before. Speaking of my son was right, should have let it get out what you had, or let some girl see it or…”


  “Yes,” he snapped his fingers. “I should have just walked up to a bunch of girls and whipped it out and said anyone want some of this?” he laughed “Expelled!”


  “True, but…”


  “But what? Walk up to some girl I liked and whisper in her hear psst, I have a big one, want to see it? I’ll let you play with it.”


  He sat back and spread his arms out and again she couldn’t help admiring those arms. “Seriously, and yeah it was frustrating cause I know if one girl was with me, she’d say something and I’d have had a lot more fun.


  “But then again,” he continued. “I was only into one girl, or I should saw woman. You were the one I wanted so bad I could taste it, and you were right I should have been after girls my age, could have gotten lucky, but I was so hung up on you and me…” he blushed again. “Wanted you to be my first.”


  “Best that I wasn’t for a lot of reasons.” Gina assured him. “And I’m sure you’re racked up a good score the last few years.”


  “I was mostly on a military base, but yeah, I had some great furloughs and weekends in town.” He admitted. “But that’s why I did it, thought maybe…”


  “Maybe what? I’d lose control of the sight of a big dick?” she scoffed ignoring her inner voice calling her a liar. “Like I said, hon, I’m not that easy.”


  “Came close though.” Chad shrugged.


  “Excuse me?”


  “You did stand there and watch for a while.” For the first time his eyes locked on hers. “Look on your face told me I had a chance. You licked your lips at one point.”


  “I…”


  “That’s why I dropped back on the bed, you looked so ready I figured I’d get in a better position.”


  “You…”


  “Don’t play offended Gina,” he said without a trace of a tone. “I saw you in the mirror, you didn’t flip out until I made it so you either went for it or fake went off.”


  “I…” she lowered her gaze. “I won’t lie, I thought about it and my going off wasn’t fake, but I was more pissed at me than you. I should have said something the second I came in.”


  “Can I ask if you really did think about it?”


  “No comment?” she tried hopefully.


  “I’ve been really honest with you,” he pointed out.


  “You have and…yes, but…”


  “I only had the cock not anything else.”


  “No! It was more your age and seriously if I’d done it you know how much trouble it would have caused?”


  “Like what?”


  “Like you’d want more!”


  “Someone’s cocky,” he smirked.


  “Oh, please, you just told me how bad you wanted me. I wouldn’t have broken the ice for you with other girls you’d have been more hung up on me, I’d have had to tell you we could never do it again, and you would have been upset, Jimmy would have found out, and all I would have been was a fuck, we could have never had a relationship.”


  “You’re right,” he conceded. “But wow I was so close, and I guess I just wanted to hear you admit it.”


  “Okay, so we both embarrassed ourselves. The gravy should be done. I’ll grab plates and…”


  “What about now?”


  “I just said we’ll eat now.”


  “I mean us. What about now?”


  “Us?” she was dumbfounded. “Are you asking if I’d fuck you?”


  “I was hoping for maybe a little romance or at least a kiss, but yeah, why not?”


  “Because you’re still Chad my son’s best friend.”


  “But he’s not here, I’m in my twenties, I’m sure as hell no longer a virgin and you were looking at me like a hungry woman at a buffet before you knew who I was.”


  “Can you bring back shy stuttering Chad? I think I liked him better.”


  “That’s the last thing I have to tell you. When I knew I was coming home I kept thinking about you, how bad I wanted you, and realized I still do.”


  “You haven’t seen me in four years.”


  “But I never forgot you and once I started looking better, feeling better about myself and had sex with someone other than myself, I started thinking about you even more.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I never had a chance with you because of all the things you said. But here I am older, better looking, experienced, and I…I want to take my shot.”


  “Your shot?” she raised her eyebrows.


  “You were so out of my league, and know what? You still are, but at least it’s a more level playing field. You liked what you saw, we’re having an adult conversation so you can see I’m not a little kid anymore and what we’ve mostly talked about is me and you.”


  “Because you brought up…”


  “Nope, you made the crack about the thong. That made me realize you haven’t forgotten it either.”


  “Seeing you brought it up.”


  “Seeing you always brings it up for me,” he winked.


  “That was awful.” Gina grimaced. “So is you thinking what? Hey, Gina, been awhile, want to go for a ride on my big dick?”


  “There’s the romance again.”


  “Nothing has changed for me,” Gina explained. “I’m not looking for love, I’m looking to get my brains fucked out and say see you later.”


  “You should really look into writing love stories,” He shook his head.


  “I think we’ve reached the point we should eat and talk about anything not related to sex and fantasies.”


  “Gina, I know I’m just making myself sound worse, but the last three years any girl that I was interested in I was able to be with, and seeing my situation that was all just sex, great night, had a good time, yeah sure, maybe I’ll call you, but hell I could have gotten shipped off to anywhere at any time, plus after the fun I missed out on before I had no urge to get a girlfriend just be friendly to as many girls as I could.”


  “You,” she pointed. “Shouldn’t write anything, your lines suck.”


  “My point is you’re the first woman I wanted, still want, and the one that got away kind of.”


  “This is nuts, Chad.”


  “And I know all it would be is sex. Trust me, I don’t have this idea we’ll hook up and you’ll be like Oh, Chad, I love you, how about you move in?”


  “That’s good you don’t have that idea,” she rolled her eyes. “Nice of you to not think I’ll want to marry you after a meaningless fuck.”


  “Would mean something to me,” he admitted. “But not that, just having the chance to be with you and I know once you’ve had enough of me you’ll tell me to get dressed and get out, and I’m cool with that.”


  “Are you?”


  “Yeah, I leave we never talk about it again.”


  “And you come over to eat tomorrow, sit across from Jimmy and act like you didn’t spend the day before fucking his mother?”


  “Yeah, that would be weird,” he shrugged. “I’ll tell him I have to cancel and won’t come over.”


  “Chad,”


  “Please? I…”


  “Don’t beg for sex, that’s really awkward.” Gina frowned.


  “We can start and if I don’t make you happy we….”


  “Start? We’re not talking about test driving a fucking car, Chad, we’re talking about sex, and more like “hi, how are you, have some flowers, hey, we’re alone how about a fuck for old time’s sake?” sex.


  “Gina…”


  “Chad, yes you’re older, you’ve matured, you’re sexy as all get out. I see you in a bar and you’re anyone but who you are? You’d be getting every nasty thing you ever wanted from me.


  “But” she waved her hand. “Who you are is still my son’s best friend, and he’s not here and may never know, but I’d know. I just don’t think it’s right.”


  “But I’ve been gone four years, not like we’re as close as we were and how could I tell him?”


  “You wouldn’t because he’d be upset!” Gina snapped.


  “If he knows, and that’s why he never would. I won’t tell, you can’t tell. It’s a dirty little secret.”


  Gina remained silent. She told herself to keep pushing him off, and just being quiet now would give him hope she was considering it. Was she? She’d been planning on going out, and look what landed on her doorstep?


  He was good looking, great body, and he had that damn monster cock going for him.


  


  He’d want her to love it and he’d do anything she wanted. A kid this fine who’d been longing for her for years, striving to please her, doing anything she asked, or she could lay back and let him have his way with her.


  From a strictly physical point of view, she wouldn’t find any better than him. From a dirty thrill angle, the best fruit was the one that for some reason you weren’t supposed to eat, and Chad looked as delicious as her gravy smelled.


  The thought of that cock in her mouth, her cunt, riding him, taking it on her hands and knees, face down, ass up. Jimmy wouldn’t know, how could he? Chad was right neither of them would tell him.


  Liz, she’d be home in an hour and see Chad’s car…on the street and near the end of her house. Jimmy wasn’t coming home until after midnight and Chad could leave in the dark.


  Or she could just say Chad stopped by and visited. Liz had no idea what he looked like now and wouldn’t think anything of it. Then again she might, but it seemed like she thought Gina fucked everything that moved anyway, and if she ever brought it up, Gina would pretend to be pissed.


  “You look amazing you know,” Chad said softly. “I don’t just look at you neck down, you’re beautiful.”


  “Oh, please,” she replied. “No makeup, face is all sweaty, my hair’s a sweaty mop on top of my head and I have stains all over my shirt,” she laughed. “I’m bringing sexy back, alright.”


  “Still look great, because you don’t have to try to, you just do.”


  “That was a good line,” she nodded.


  “Like you told me that day, be me and not who I’m expected to be. I’d be expected to not make a fool of myself or want the mother of my best friend, but who I am really wants you, and isn’t afraid to try.”


  “Using my advice against me now?” She stared at him, taking in his now pretty features and rugged build and that…”


  “Let’s eat.” She rose from the table. “How many meatballs to start?”


  “I…” his shoulders slumped in defeat. “Uh, three I guess, thank you.”


  “Three it is.” She walked to the counter and could feel her knees trembling. More disturbing was the wet sticky feeling between her legs. She’d gotten herself worked up during her brief thoughts of giving in to her carnal urges.


  “Couple sausages?” she asked, opening the cupboard and grabbing two plates. “Pepperoni?”


  “Yes to both please.”


  “Coming up.” Gina put the plates on the counter next to the stove and reached for the ladle. “I don’t have any fried. I know you like them so if you want…”


  “What I want is right here.” His voice was directly behind her, and she flinched when he put his hands on her shoulders.


  “Chad, please, we can’t.”


  “I said I’ve been craving some Italian,” he said softly, “And I wasn’t talking about food.”


  “That’s bad, hon. Now sit d…oh!” she gasped when he leaned over and kissed her neck. “Don’t do that.”


  “Do what?” he kissed her again, sending a shiver through her. “This.” He kissed her again.


  “Please don’t do that,” she breathed. “It’s…it’s not fair.”


  “You’re not fair” he whispered before kissing her again and this time his lips lingered before gently sucking on her sensitive flesh. “You look more delicious than anything on this stove, and you’re not going to let me taste it?”


  “Hon, you….oh, boy,” she released a sigh when he sucked harder on her neck while dropping his hands from her shoulders and sliding his right arm around her.


  “Hmm, salty,” he flicked his tongue along her neck. “But I bet there’s a sweet spot somewhere, maybe a nice sticky one?”


  He reached around to her right to shut the burner off, then encircled her waist and pressed into her. His lips worked up her neck, and a soft whimper escaped her when he playfully nibbled on her ear. His left hand slid up her back and into her hair, his fingers deftly worked it loose, letting it flow down over his hand.


  Chad grabbed her hair and she gasped when he yanked her head back. He lowered his head and his lips found hers. Gina tried to protest, but when her lips parted his tongue plunged into her mouth.


  She groaned when his lips pressed harder to her as his tongue boldly probed her mouth, teasing over hers. She gripped his forearm around her waist with her left hand, her right went to his scruffy cheek.


  A small faint voice that was the last of her reason told her to push against his scruffy cheek, get him to stop. But when he ground his crotch into her and she felt how hard he was even through their clothing, she lost the last of what little inhibitions she had left.


  Chad groaned into their kiss when Gina pushed her ass back, grinding into his crotch. She responded much more passionately to his kiss as well, her tongue dancing over his before sucking on it while her full sensual lips worked across his.


  His arm moved his hand sliding up her shirt and caressing her stomach as she dug her nails into his forearm, and she worked her hips in a circular motion, working his cock as if they were on the dance floor.


  She opened her mouth wider, driving her tongue into his mouth as her lips sought to devour his. His hand tightened in her hair, making her moan as he kept her held her head in place.


  His hand went higher, the edge of it grazing her left breast through the red lace bra. Chad slid his lips from hers, trailing them down her throat. His hand slid through her hair and down her back before sliding under her shirt to join the other.


  “Fuck,” she moaned when he cupped her breasts under her shirt, his large hands squeezing her soft flesh. His thumbs found her nipples through the thin cup, and her hands went to his, pushing against her shirt to press them harder to her tits.


  Chad’s lips teased along her upper chest as he leaned over her, then worked their way back up her neck before sucking on her ear lobe. His hands left her breasts and her brief disappointment was replaced by a thrill of excitement when he grabbed the edges of her shirt and tugged it up.


  This was it, and she knew it. If her shirt came off, the bra would be next and there would be no turning back. With that thought racing through her head along with all the reasons this was wrong…


  With feelings of excitement and surrender, she raised her arms over her head.


  Chad quickly stripped her shirt off tossing it to the floor and as Gina felt her long hair cascade down over her now bare shoulders and back. Chad brushed her hair over her shoulder, and gripping her arms, kissed the back of her neck.


  He squeezed her upper arms and she felt not only the strength in his large, calloused hands, but a tremble of his own excitement as he was finally getting the opportunity to fulfill his fantasy.


  “Ohh, that’s sooo nice,” she purred while Chad kissed his way across her shoulders, then down the middle of her back, his lips leaving a trail of goosebumps along her excited flesh.


  Chad’s lips were just over her bra, and a moment later she felt a tug on her bra. His hands were still on her arms, but her bra popped open. He’d opened it with his teeth. The skilled move, something she’d never seen before.


  “That what they teach you in the marines?” she asked, her voice now husky from desire.


  “A marine did teach me that, a female marine and she let me practice on her.” He explained between kissing her back where her bra had been.


  “Hmm, learning life skills,” she joked, while trying to turn around to face him. He squeezed her arms harder and pushed hard enough to keep her in place, pinned between him and the counter.


  The way he so easily controlled her caused her already over heated cunt to gush, making her squirm in front of him. Chad slipped his fingers under the loose straps, easing them down her shoulders.


  He removed his hands and she remained where she was, her hands on the edge of counter as she leaned slightly forward. He worked the straps further down her arms and her breath caught when the cups fell away from her heaving breasts.


  Her pink nipples ached for attention and she wanted to face him to show them off and get his mouth on them, but he was taking his time, and she was enjoying him doing it. Besides, he was the one who should be acting like the grabby impatient one, not her.


  But he wasn’t, instead, even knowing her breasts were now exposed he continued kissing her. His lips were now on the small of her back, and she moaned softly, when he ran his tongue teasingly along the edge of her shorts.


  His hands left her arms, and she tensed when he grabbed the front of her shorts. The sound of her snap popping open and her zipper being pulled down had her entire body trembling in anticipation.


  His thick fingers slid inside her shorts and she groaned when instead of dipping into her thong, he moved them to her sides, until they were over her hips. He tugged them down, and Gina helped by doing a sexy shimmy in front of him, wiggling her hips as he worked the right shorts down her thighs.


  Chad went down with them, now kneeling behind her. “Jesus,” he whispered when the shirts gave way, showing off her thong and… “Look at that ass.”


  She moaned when he placed his mouth on her left cheek and sucked hard on it. His hands slid over her ass and hips, coming around to her stomach, then sliding up to her breasts.


  “Yes,” Gina whispered as his large hands cupped her full breasts. “God yes!”


  Chad groaned into her as he continued to lick and suck on the cheeks of her ass, moving from one to the other. He fondled her breasts, squeezing them, and her hips jerked when his palms slid over her sensitive nipples.


  He took them between his thick fingers, rolling them as he worshipped her ass; his lips and tongue sliding over it. Gina put her hands under her tits, holding them as he toyed with her hard pink flesh.


  She whimpered when he ran his tongue along the edge of the thong between her cheeks and leaned further over the counter, shoving her ass into his face. Chad’s reaction was to release her tits, grab the cheeks of her ass, and spread them open.


  He hooked the thong with his fingers, yanking it to the side, and buried his face between her cheeks.


  “You always were an ass kisser!” her laugh turned into a groan when he slipped his tongue out, running it through her cheeks. She shuddered when he grazed her rosebud, and slipping the bra from her wrists, tossed it over her shoulder.


  Chad slid his hands slowly down her long legs, pushing the shorts down to the floor. He tugged on them, and Gina obediently lifted one foot at a time, allowing him to pull them off.


  A dreamlike feeling came over her. Was this really happening? Was she really standing there naked except for her thong with Chad Wilkes, her son’s formerly geeky best friend’s face buried in her ass?


  Reality enforced itself when Chad wrapped his arms around her thighs and yanked her backwards. Gina awkwardly stepped backwards and he tugged her further from the counter.


  She grabbed the edge of the counter for balance, then cried out in surprise when Chad grabbed the sides of her thong, and literally tore it off her with his powerful hands. He whipped the thong from between her legs, flinging it across the room, spread her ass and shoved his tongue into her now exposed cunt.


  “Oh my god!’ she squealed as he pressed his face into her sticky pink flesh, his tongue driving deeper into her. “Oh. Oh…fuck!”


  Gina wiggled her ass and gripped the counter when she swirled his tongue inside her. Her eyes rolled back when he pressed her lips to her and sucked hard, slurping her sticky juices into his mouth.


  He shook his head, motorboating the cheeks of her ass, and slapping his tongue around inside her. He slipped his tongue out and she released a high pitched squeal when he pushed it into her ass.


  He switched his grip to her ass again, spreading her cheeks even wider as his tongue tickled the edges of her puckered rosebud.


  “Dirty boy,” she breathed, but made no effort to stop him, at this point Gina had to go back to a college boyfriend for the last time she’d gotten a rim job.


  Chad got her to emit another uncharacteristic teenage girl like squeal when he boldly pushed his tongue into her ass. He kept it rigid, moving his head as he tongue fucked her asshole.


  Gina lowered her head, her hair hanging down over her flushed sweaty face, her fingers gripping the counter hard enough to turn her knuckles white as Chad took his time exploring her ass.


  He eased his fingers inward and her entire body jerked when he slid a finger from his right hand inside her wet cunt, while his right thumb grazed her clit. Goddamn this kid had serious skills.


  Most of her young lovers could get her off by going down on her, a few were good enough with their fingers, but in general their best attribute was their youth and enthusiasm, the desire and ability to go multiple rounds, and fuck her until even their young balls had nothing left to give her.


  But only a few minutes in Chad was showing moves most men her age didn’t have. That coupled with him eating her ass told her he had no hang ups or limits told her she was in for one hell of a night.


  And she hadn’t even gotten to his cock yet.


  But right now he was doing a damn good job without it. She bent over further, pushing her cunt at him, and working her hips in slow circles to move her clit beneath his thumb.


  He continued to tongue her ass as he introduced a second finger insider her and began to move his thumb side to side over her throbbing clit. His long thick fingers separated, forcing her cunt to spread around them, and she groaned in between her increasingly heavy breathing.


  He shook his hand, slapping his fingers around insider her. Her hips ground faster and harder into both his tongue and his touch, pushing his fingers deeper into her and thrusting her yearning clit harder into his thumb.


  “Yeah, oh, yeah,” she moaned. “Just like that, please just like that.”


  Gina yelped when he curled his fingers roughly inside her, then spread them open again before resuming shaking them side to side. She was so wet his fingers made sloppy wet sounds as he worked them.


  A half hour ago she’d been putting food away, now here she was butt ass naked with Chad fully dressed on his knees behind her eating her ass and fingering her closer and closer to an orgasm.


  “Ohh….shit!” she emitted a low moan as Chad pushed a third finger insider, opening her even further.


  He curled all three, then straightened them. His thumb moved faster and more forcefully on her clit, and his tongue was now swirling in slow wet circles around her rosebud.


  He shoved his fingers deeper until she felt his knuckles pressing against her, and worked his wrist, moving them within her. Gina whimpered and moaned, rising on her toes, her knees trembling and her hips writhing uncontrollably.


  Chad switched to tapping her clit with his thumb, and she whined in frustration as it was more of a tease then him rubbing her. He tapped faster, his tongue and fingers busy in her holes.


  She was now lifting one foot then the other as if she were walking in place but was more about her squirming and desperately trying to get him to get her off. He gripped her clit between his thumb and forefinger and gave it a sudden pinch while curling his fingers roughly inside her.


  Gina gasped, her back arching and cunt clamping down on his fingers. When he pinched her clit once more and extended his fingers, she lifted her head and wailed in pleasure as her body exploded into orgasm.


  Her hips bucked, thrusting into his face as her pussy convulsed around his fingers. He had his thumb back in motion, rubbing her clit roughly side to side, she went back onto her toes then to the floor bouncing up and down into his now still fingers.


  She contracted her cunt repeatedly around them as she yipped several times before devolving into a low guttural groan that sounded like an animal like growl as she ground back into him.


  The growl erupted into a louder cry as her orgasm sent one last powerful jolt of pleasure through her. After that last wave, her knees went weak and she slumped over the counter as her cunt quivered, sending a brief shock through her when it would convulse again around his fingers.


  “Oh…oh….wow,” she moaned as her legs lost their battle and she sank slowly to her knees, her forehead resting against the counter.


  “I like wow,” Chad eased his fingers from her sopping slit, and when she looked over her shoulder saw he’d promptly put them in his mouth.


  His blue eyes rolled back as he tasted them, while sitting back on his knees. His face was as red as hers, his scruffy cheeks sticky from his face being buried between her thighs.


  “Then I guess it’s my turn to make you say it.” she pulled herself up to her feet keeping her hand on the counter as her knees were still trembling from the power of her climax.


  She turned around to see he was already on his feet.


  “Damn, look at those tits,” he stared at them with a look of absolute lust on his face. “Their even bigger and better than I thought they’d be.”


  “These old things?” she cupped her heavy breasts, holding them for him.


  “Nothing old about you.” He reached out for her, then yelped when she slapped his hands away.


  “Told you, it’s my turn,” she licked her lips. “Get that shirt off.”


  “Yes ma’am,” he stripped it off and Gina sucked on her lower lip at the sight of his rock hard stomach which featured a set of six pack abs so perfect if he were a picture she’d think they were air brushed.


  But they were real, as was his thick hairy chest and pecs.


  “You really are all grown up now.”


  “Gina you look…” his eyes darted up and down as if he couldn’t decide where to look. “Holy fuck, Gina Rossi completely naked in front of me!”


  His smile was so full of boyish excitement it made her laugh.


  “Do I live up to the hype?”


  “And then some.”


  “Not only naked, but someone had their fingers and tongue in some very personal places and made me come.”


  “I aim to please.”


  “We’ll see how good your aim is,” she ran her tongue over her lips, then wagged it at him. “This just might be the target.”


  “Damn, I…” he stopped when, done with talk, Gina stepped up to him, took his face in her hands and kissed him.


  His tongue slipped between her lips and the fact she knew where that tongue had just been served only to make it that much better. She swirled hers around it, pressing against him, her soft breasts crushing into his hard body.


  His arms went around her, his hands sliding down her back and to her ass which he squeezed hard. Gina’s hands roamed as well, over his broad shoulders, down his thick chest and over his insanely hard stomach.


  She was sure there was something even harder, and a lot more fun to play with just south of that stomach and while their tongues waged war between their mouths, she unsnapped his jeans.


  She yanked them open and slipping her hand into her boxers found his cock. They both moaned into the kiss when she wrapped her hand around it and squeezed. God, he was thick, and so hard she could feel him pulsing in her palm.


  Gina released his cock and grabbing the sides of his jeans and boxers, yanked them down. His cock sprang free, bobbing between like the snake the damn thing resembled.


  “Look at that cock,” she gripped it once more, this time pumping it slowly, reveling in his length as she worked her hand from under his swollen tip to the base of his shaft. “You were right, baby, that day I saw you I could all but taste it. Wanted to suck it, ride it,” she stared into his eyes. “Wanted you to fuck me until I came on it,” she licked her lips and whispered. “Make your best friend’s mom squeal and beg for it. Make me your nasty cockwhore”


  “Holy…” he paused to moan when her other hand cupped his huge heavy balls. “You know, it’s um…never too late to try.”


  “Yeah,” she pumped harder. “You’ll be a good boy and let me suck your cock?”


  “Gina, you can do whatever the fuck you want.”


  “I like that,” With a smile she released his cock and shoved him in the chest.


  Chad grunted in surprise as he staggered until he banged into the table. Gina moved with him and dropped to her knees between his legs, yanking his jeans down to his knees.


  She gripped his cock at the base, squeezing it hard enough cause pre cum to squirt from his tip. Gina flicked her tongue over his head, enjoying the salty taste and sensation of the sticky fluid on her tongue.


  She lifted his cock higher, and swirled her tongue around his head, tracing the sensitive ridge beneath it. Chad rested his hands on her shoulders and for all the confidence he’d displayed she felt them shaking in anticipation.


  “How many times did you jerk off to this?” she asked, lifting her gaze to his as she rubbed his tip along her soft cheek. “Me on my knees blowing you?”


  “Let’s just say I’m lucky I didn’t get carpal tunnel.”


  “Say it,” Gina blew softly on his dick, making it jump in her hand.


  “I…um…jeez,” he stammered.


  “Don’t get nervous now, baby,” she gently fondled his balls. “I’m naked and on my knees, you don’t think it’s going to happen?”


  “Gina,” he spoke quickly as if he were afraid he’d lose his nerve. “I want you to suck my cock.”


  “Hmm,” she cooed. “Now was that hard?”


  “No, but I am,” he replied with a smile, the nerves once again gone.


  “Then we should do something about that.”


  Gina opened wide and took his cock into her mouth. Chad sighed in pleasure, his eyes locked onto the vision he’d no doubt dreamt of for years, his long cock sliding between her soft lips and into his best friend’s mother’s mouth.


  Goddamn he was big! She parted her lips further and took more of him into her mouth. She moaned at the sensation of having her warm wet mouth stuffed with hard young flesh and pushed herself to take more of him.


  She was barely more than halfway down when she gagged on him. It was his girth more than the length, but Gina had never failed to deep throat a cock, and as the saying went, she was taking this personally.


  She rose higher on her knees, angled her head, and shoved her mouth down on him. She released a wet gurgling sounds and ignoring the drool flowing from the corners of her mouth went further.


  This time she gagged harder and her eyes were already beginning to water as she stubbornly chocked herself on his dick. Gina worked her lips back to his head, then took up bobbing her head, sucking him in a slow steady rhythm.


  She hadn’t given up, just needed to get used to as much as she could. Chad had no complaints, moaning, his fingers tightening on her shoulders as she worked her soft lips and wet tongue along his shaft.


  She brought her hand into play, stroking his now slick cock, her fingers following the wet trail of her lips. She fondled his balls, marveling at how heavy they were while imagining the size of the load she’d soon be taking.


  Gina sucked faster, her lips pressed tightly to him, but still gliding easily on his spit slicked flesh. Her tongue caressed his thick cock, moving side to side each time she’d reached his tip and making his hips rock.


  “Jesus, that looks good.” Chad breathed above her. “I can’t believe this is happening.”


  Gina knew the feeling, naked on her knees in the kitchen sucking off a kid half her age who had come here intent on scoring the one woman he didn’t think he could ever have, and far be it from her to not make a dream come true.


  She removed his cock from her mouth, and pushing it back ran her tongue up and down the length of his cock. First one side, then the other, stopping each time to give just his tip a good hard suck.


  She worked her tongue down to his base, and releasing his balls replaced her hand with her mouth, sucking as much of his swollen sac into her it as she could.


  “Fuck,” Chad groaned. “Damn that’s hot!”


  Gina stroked his cock while she worked his balls, her tongue sliding over them, bathing his balls with it. She sucked his right nut into her mouth and sucked gently, then more firmly, easing her head back and stretching his sac.


  The way he moaned and the look on his face told her this was a new one for him, and she happily went to work on the other side, sucking it even harder while still playing with his cock.


  She slid her tongue back up his shaft, then opening wide, slapped his cock against her tongue. “Give it to me,” she whispered and opened wide.


  Chad, a look of disbelief on his face, eased his cock into her mouth, then back out.


  “Deeper, and faster,” she told him.


  Chad was happy to comply and proceeded to slowly fuck her mouth. Gina eased back and turned her head so his next thrust caused his sticky wet cock to glide along her cheek.


  “Hmm, and here I was thinking I was supposed to be feeding you tonight.” She purred, then took a breath and went to town.


  Chad gasped when she took two thirds of his cock down in one smooth suck. She gagged, a sticky mix of spit and precum squirting from her lips, but undeterred, she opened wider and force fed his cock to herself.


  She pushed her head down, her mouth stretching into a wide O as she struggled to get every inch of him.


  “Shit, that’s…oh!” Chad groaned when Gina again backed off and resumed blowing him.


  She was going faster and taking him deeper than before and paying the price. Her face flushed, eyes watering, a nasty mess leaking from the corners of her mouth, Gina noisily slobbered on his beautiful dick as she went at him with all her skill.


  Her long hair fell across her face, sticking to her cheeks, and Chad swept it away with his right hand, holding it to her head so he could have a full view of the longtime object of his lust devour his dick.


  Gina slowed her sucking, took a breath, and this time when her mouth descended, she kept pushing. She rose as high as she could on her knees so she was above his cock and feeling like a snake that had taken on more than it could handle, she shoved her head down.


  She gagged, but angled her head, her cock sucking experience on display as she allowed him to slide past her gag reflex. She pushed forward, now all but choking on his cock.


  With a triumphant moan, her lips touched his base and she fought to keep him buried in her throat. Gina shook her head rapidly and Chad moaned her name as she did it faster, working his cockhead around in the back of her throat.


  Gina whipped her head back, releasing a ragged breath along with a trail of drool, but then spit a huge messy glob onto the head of his cock and went back at it. Having proved she could take him all the way, she now settled for sucking him about halfway, but faster than before.


  Grabbing his wrists, she pushed his hands against his thighs, holding them there as she showed off by giving him a hands free blow job.


  “Oh god, oh, Gina…shit,” Chad gave up trying to talk, instead moaning and releasing ragged breaths as she gobbled his cock.


  She worked it hard, her face driving down, his head hitting the back of her throat. Her face was a red mass of sweat, drool and tears, but her nipples and clit were so hard they ached and her hips rocking as blowing him had her as excited as he was.


  Chad shoved her hands away, then pushed her back, causing his cock to slide from her mouth.


  “Why…” she struggled to catch her breath. “I…oh!”


  Chad had grabbed her shoulders and hauled her to her feet. Before she could react his hands dropped slipping around her and grabbing the cheeks of her ass. He lifted her in the air thrust his cock between her now open legs and lowered her onto it.


  “Oh…fuck!” Gina howled as his entire length was driven into her. “Deep!” she moaned. “So deep!”


  So deep, so long and thick it was uncomfortable, hurting her as even as wet as she was, his girth still forced her open even further. Despite her discomfort, Gina wrapped her arms around his neck and her long legs around his waist.


  Holding her buy her spread cheeks, Chad bounced her up and down on his cock, effortlessly lifting her several inches then bringing her back down. Gina buried her face in his neck, yipping and whimpering as he repeatedly impaled her on his cock.


  She could feel cunt spreading around him shifting her hands to his shoulders, her nails gouging into them as he bent back far enough to start thrusting up into her with his hips.


  He was fucking her standing up, tossing her in his lap as if she were weightless and it was…incredible! Gina’s cries were shifting from pain to pleasure as she was becoming accustomed to his massive width.


  Her hands slid down to his biceps, admiring the way they flexed each time he lifted her. Chad turned away from the table and hampered by his jeans still being around his knees, shuffled a few steps forward.


  Gina grunted when he plopped her down on top of the counter then squealed when he fucked her with long hard thrusts. He pushed her backward and she grimaced when the back of her head hit the cabinet.


  That minor pain meant nothing compared to the way he was now plundering her already sore cunt, his cock driven by the power of his hips. He reached behind himself finding and gripping her ankles, he pulled them apart and lifted her legs.


  He pushed them in front of him, then draped them over him. Her knees bent over his shoulders and her legs shoved so far back her upper thighs were touching her breasts. Bent almost in half on the counter, Gina howled and squealed as he tore into her with a frenzied energy.


  Her feet drummed on his back and her hands went to his chest, pushing against while digging her long nails into his hairy flesh. Chad’s eyes were wild as they stared into hers.


  He looked crazed with lust and Gina was here for it, and the beneficiary of it. She swore she’d never been fucked this hard or in this position, she gasped when she felt an orgasm building within her.


  She couldn’t remember the last time she’d come just from being fucked, but it was going to happen soon. Her lower legs straightened, her feet now over her head and Chad’s sweaty face between her knees.


  “Oh, oh oh…” Gina’s mouth dropped opened, no longer able to form words under his relentless assault.


  Her orgasm erupted with little warning and she wailed, the grunted in pain when her head went back and hit the cabinet again. But it didn’t take away from her pleasure. Her feet kicked wildly as her cunt tightened around his pounding flesh.


  She dug deeper scratches into and his breath hissed between his teeth, but like her, the pain meant nothing in the heat of the moment. Gina’s hips struggled to move as her orgasm had its way with her.


  She felt warm sticky fluid flowing around his shaft and puddling around her ass while he kept ripping into her like a fleshy jackhammer. She whimpered, her feet dropping back behind his shoulders as her body went limp and she remained there like a ragdoll as he had his way with her.


  His hands, which had been on the counter for balance, slipped beneath her ass, and he lifted her up into his embrace again. As he had before he turned, but this time gasped when his legs were twisted in the jeans.


  He stumbled, his right hand going for the table to catch his balance as she clung tightly to him.


  “Oh shit!” he yelled when his hand slipped from the table.


  They hit the floor, Chad taking the brunt of it on his back, but Gina’s knees striking the tile floor on either side of him. The impact caused her to roll off him, onto her back and for a moment she stared up at the ceiling.


  She sat up and looked down to see he had his hands to his face which was now red as much from shame as passion.


  “Smooth!” she declared and burst out laughing. “See what happens when you try to go all porno?”


  “Sorry, I…” she stopped him by leaning over and kissing him.


  Her hand went to his still erect cock, and he moaned between her lips as she pumped him.


  “Move over,” she whispered into his mouth. “I’ll drive.”


  Gina spun on her knees, swung her right leg over hips, gripped his cock and promptly dropped down on it. They both gasped as he plunged inside her. Her cunt ached, but she was now used to him and as the expression went it was a good pain.


  Including the fall, Gina knew she was going to feel this for days to come and if that was the case then she was going to make it worth every ache and pain. She rode him with the same manic energy he had demonstrated on her.


  As Chad lay there groaning and whimpering, Gina went wild on his cock, bouncing up and down, then sliding front to back, her hips grinding on him in hard fast circles and back to up and down.


  Like she had with her mouth she was punishing her cunt with his size, roughly taking him up her sore sloppy cunt as fast as she could. She leaned over, dangling her tits in his face and he eagerly grabbed them, holding them as he sucked on first one nipple then the other.


  Amazed by his stamina, Gina slid her legs up so her feet were now flat on the floor and he was even further inside her. She sat up, but his hands remained on her tits, his thumbs stroking her nipples as she used to legs to rise and fall on his seemingly inexhaustible cock.


  She braced her hands on him, and leaning over worked just her ass, twerking over him, her pussy pistoning rapidly on his now twitching flesh.


  “I…I…going to…” he moaned.


  “Yeah? You going to come, baby? Going to give your dream milf a nice hot load?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he breathed, his eyes wide. “I’m…”


  “I think it’s time for dessert.”


  Gina lifted herself from his cock, slid herself down his legs and took his cock back in her mouth.


  “Oh, fuck, oh my god, G… Gina, I…”


  “Hmm-mmm!’ she encouraged, her eyes on his. “Hmm-mmm!”


  Chad’s hips jerked and Gina’s eyes went wide when he flooded her mouth with cum. She moaned as she continued to suck, his thick salty load flowing over her tongue and down her throat.


  The size of his load matched his balls as he sent several long spurts into her mouth, and she responded by hungrily sucking and slurping on him, taking every drop he had to give.


  Chad squirmed on the floor, making cute little high pitched noises as Gina was now just sucking on his over sensitized head, her cum coated tongue sliding around it. His hips jerked and he pushed on her shoulders.


  “Please,” he moaned. “Stop…stop.”


  Gina sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks, giggling when his entire body jumped and he shoved harder on her. She eased him from her mouth, allowing a trickle of cum to dribble down her chin.


  She sat up and licked her lips.


  “Hmm, little salty, but thick and creamy.”


  “The damn room is spinning.” Chad pushed himself into a sitting position. “Feel like an idiot with falling down.”


  “Then let’s get these off.” Gina turned and pulled off his sneakers and sock as he sat there breathing hard. She tugged his jeans down and pulled them off. “That’s better, only fair you be naked too.”


  “I think we have a problem.” Chad told her, rising to his feet and extending his hand to her.


  “What’s wrong?” she asked while taking his hand so he could help her stand.


  “I’m still hungry.” He grabbed her hips and once again easily lifted her off her feet.


  He dropped her onto the kitchen table and grabbing her legs lifted them in the air. With a startled cry, Gina went onto her back and winced when she heard the glass her arm had struck break on the floor.


  She’d narrowly missed the jug of Sangria but even if she had hit it, she probably wouldn’t care at this point. Nothing mattered right now other than Chad burying his face between her thighs, his lips fastening to her clit.


  He grabbed the chair next to him, pulling it over and dropping into it as he sucked on her swollen pink flesh hard enough to make his lips smack and for her to cry out in pleasure.


  She lifted her tired legs, placing her bare feet on his shoulders and moaned when he slid his tongue lower and slipped it inside her messy cunt. He slurped loudly on it, making her wiggle her hips on the table and whimper as he tongue fucked her.


  He reached up, his hands finding her breasts, playing with them while now swirling his tongue through the puffy pink lips of her excited cunt. His fingers captured her nipples, teasing them while his lips once again found her clit.


  “Hmm, guess you do like Italian,” she giggled, then sighed contentedly as he traced a soft wet circle around her clit.


  She stretched her arms out beside her, and lay there with her eyes closed, letting the sensations of her body carry her away. Chad rolled her nipples between his fingers while his tongue went to work with a skill beyond his age.


  He licked her fast and slow, up down, side to side, and even traced a few excruciatingly slow figure eights on her clit. After coming twice, he had to work for it, and he didn’t seem to mind, taking his time on her.


  Gina cooed and sighed, purring delightedly as he worked over her nipples and clit, his strong hands on her breasts. Her hips began to rock into his flickering tongue and her toes curled into his shoulders as she felt another climax building within her.


  “Baby, you are being so good to me,” she sighed. “You’re going to fuck your needy milf again, I hope?”


  “Hmm!” he breathed into her pussy and his tongue sped up.


  Her hips responded and her arms went out, gripping the edges of the table.


  “Right there, honey, right there…Ow!” she yipped when he gave her nipples a sudden hard pinch and that sharp sound of pain was followed by a loud wail as Gina’s third orgasm crashed through her.


  Usually, a third climax would be a slower softer more luxurious once, but this one hit her as hard as the first. Gina’s head went back, her mouth went wide and she howled as she clamped her thighs around his head.


  His tongue continued to dance over her clit and he pinched her nipples once more. Gina writhed on the table, helpless against the waves of ecstasy. Chad suddenly stood up, grabbed her ankles, spread her legs and drove his once again hard cock into her still convulsing cunt.


  “Hell yeah!” she cried out as he fucked her hard enough to make the sturdy kitchen table rock beneath her.


  Chad lifted her legs in the air, then spread them as far as he could, completely exposing her to the renewed assault of the battering ram he called a cock. Her eyes rolled back and she lay there like a rag doll, her big tits bouncing wildly, as he used her like…the way she loved to be used.


  He brought her legs together, pulled her to the end of the table and then pushed his shoulder behind her knees. Gina’s mouth went wide, little whimpers and attempts at words trying to come out as he forced her legs back enough that she was staring up at her feet.


  She squeezed the table hard enough to make her knuckles pop as he took her harder than she could ever remember being taken. Not just his size, but the strength in his hips and the fact he wasn’t holding anything back.


  Years of frustration and fantasies were behind his bludgeoning of her aching cunt.


  “Yeah, it’s yours,” she moaned. “Take it, claim it,” she spoke between her sharp yips. “Make me your dirty milf, your dirty secret!”


  Chad slipped his cock from inside her and stepping back let her legs drop. He grabbed her hands and pulled her forward, sliding her off the table. The second her feet hit the floor he had her shoulders and spun her around to face the table.


  Chad shoved her in the back, bending her over it, grabbed her hips and entered her in one long stroke. Gina yelped as he hammered into her, his hands on her ass squeezing her soft cheeks hard enough to hurt.


  His foot swept into her right ankle, forcing her to spread her legs further. Chad’s hands flashed from her ass to grab her wrists and yank her arms back. He pulled on them hard enough for her breasts to come off the table and ripped into her with a vigor that bordered on maniacal.


  Her mouth hung open, howling as he violated her now gushing cunt. Her shoulders ached from him using her arms to hold herself up, but the thrill of the position exceeded any discomfort.


  Christ, he was taking her.


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!’ she squealed. “Oh my god, Chad! I…You’re fucking me so hard! So fucking hard!”


  He slowed up and she quickly yelled.


  “Keep going! I want it! I want all of it! All those years thinking about me, all those times you jerked off to me, all those losers who made fun of you! Called you names! Show me what a man you are now! Show me what all those girls could have had!”


  She moaned when he shoved her wrists together and captured them in one of his large hands. She squealed when his now free hand slapped the left side of her ass. It wasn’t gentle, the slap echoed through the kitchen along with her cry of surprised pain.


  He hit the other side and she egged him on.


  “Yeah, show me! Show the cock teasing slut that you wanted so bad and knew you couldn’t have!” She winced when his hand went into a blur of motion, peppering both side of her ass with hard spanks.


  She could already feel her soft flesh swelling and the stinging, combined with his savage fucking had tears in her eyes, but her pussy was so wet it was dripping down her thighs and she was as crazed with lust as he was.


  “Teasing whore, making you want her, making you dream of her, ruining you for other girls!”


  “Yeah, you did,” he breathed and she could feel his legs trembling against hers. “Wanted you so bad.”


  “Then take it! Show me what I could have had that day! Make me wish I’d been the one to make you a man! Ruin me, Chad, ruin me for all those boys that could never fuck me like this. Make me want you, beg for you, do anything for…”


  “Oh fuck,” he gasped. I…”


  “Inside!” she moaned. “Come inside me! That’s how you make me yours! You fill my slutty cunt with….ohhhh!”


  Gina released a happy purr when Chad sent a long warm jet of cum deep inside her. He stopped pumping her, instead burying his cock in her. She contracted her cunt around his twitching flesh, making him whimper as she helped milk his pulsing cock.


  She rocked gently back and forth, still working him with her cunt, and as she had with her mouth, taking all that he had. He let her arms go and stepped back.


  She moaned as she felt some of his cum spill from inside her and flow over her pussy. Gina shivered when some of his hot fluid slid over her cunt and more of it trickled down her thighs.


  “That…” Chad dropped heavily into the chair. “Holy fuck.”


  “Sounds about right.” Gina, not trusting she could stand, eased along the table before sitting down in a chair next to him.


  She released a low moan as the move caused more cum to ooze from her still sore and still gaping cunt. God, he’d worked her over good.


  “Gina,” he stopped and grabbing the now close to empty jug, brought it to his lips and chugged from it.


  He wiped his lips, then offered it to her, holding it from the bottom and tilting it as she took a few long swallows. When she tapped it, he put it down and slumped back in the chair.


  “You were saying something?” she reminded him.


  “Gina, I thought about fucking you since I was old enough to know what sex was. Trust me, you did every dirty thing I could think of in my dreams and in my daydreams, but I…my god, I never thought it would be this wild.”


  “Just think, we haven’t even made it into the bedroom yet.”


  “Huh?”


  “What do you mean huh?” Gina asked. “You’re a young stud who just said you wanted me for years. You think I’m settling for two loads?”


  “No ma’am.” He told her with a tired smile.


  “Not to mention how wrong this is.”


  “Yeah, kind of. If Jimmy…”


  “Like you said he’ll never know. Point is if I’m going to do something wrong, then better believe it needs to be worth it.”


  “Totally agree.” He gave her a mock serious look that made her laugh.


  “You know, Chad. For the last six years I’ve never brought one of the young ones home. You get to be the first one to be in my bed,” she smiled. “My shower, or anywhere else you think you want to take me.”


  “Kitchens off the list.” He laughed. “I do like that recliner in the living room.”


  “Know what else you’ll be the first to do?”


  “Whatever it is, I’m excited about it.”


  “I’m off Monday, Jimmy’s working. How’d you like to be my first repeat performance?”


  “I’d love that. I mean it’s only fair, it was years of teasing. One night can’t make up for that.”


  “Fair enough.” Gina stretched her leg out and slid her barefoot along his semi hard, still dripping cock. “Now, about that recliner…”


  “Um, Gina?”


  “What is it?”


  Chad pointed to the stove. “Think we could eat first?”


  


  The End
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