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Mirror

Illuminated only by the spill of light from the hallway, the woman in the mirror was a stranger to Melissa. She could have been anyone. The actress she wanted to be at nineteen, before she got pregnant and her world spun off-kilter. The good mom she didn’t believe she could ever be when Aiden was three and shrieking his anger at her while she sobbed, sure her sanity was shattering and that she was a failure and that she couldn’t do this anymore. The junior executive she thought she would become at twenty-five when she naively believed her boss’s words before she dropped to her knees before him, adoration and hope poisoning her mind.

In the mirror, Melissa could be anyone. She could be free. Free to be daring. Free to escape being the boring mom for a while. Free to glance at her son’s friends from college staying with her that week.

Like now. If she was the woman in the mirror, she could watch nineteen-year-old Karter thinking he was being sneaky peeking around the corner and looking at her in her black silk nightgown, the one she might have worn if she was daring, the one she might have put on hoping her son’s friends would see her in if they came up from the basement where they’d been drinking and playing video games, the one that was held up by only the thinnest of straps, the one that showed off her tits and her thighs so well, the body she earned with gallons of sweat.

He was a handsome young man, with sharp-edged good looks, tall, athletic in the way of basketball players. Sleek muscles, a dancer’s grace, and a long cock she’d already peeked at when he emerged from the cheap above-ground hot tub she bought a couple years back from a neighbor. Melissa burned with embarrassment from looking even if she knew the young man’s ploy, his unsubtle movements under the water to leave himself half-hard for the thirty-eight-year-old mother of his best friend. Karter saw her look, and he’d grinned, and she wanted him, even if she shouldn’t.

Now the woman in the mirror saw the young man at her door, staring at her like she was dessert, and she shivered and wished she was the other woman so she could slowly slip down one of the straps of her nightgown, to tease him with a hint of her big motherly nipple, to make him swallow and reach a hand into his shorts and stroke himself.

If only she was that kind of woman, to give in to her carnal side. To experience the wild wickedness of fucking a man nearly half her age. Legal, but only by a year. Fuck. To even imagine it left her wet and wanting. Left her staring at the woman in the mirror as she mouthed two words.

Show. Me.

Karter looked down the hallway for a long moment, then back at her. At the mirror woman. He hooked his shorts with the thumb on the hand that wasn’t wrapped around his cock, and he tugged the fabric down. Long. Thick. Hardening in his fist. And was he…? Yes. He was clean-shaven. That surprised Melissa. Intrigued her. Or would have, if she was the woman in the mirror.

She didn’t realize she’d let the strap go, or that the nightgown had now slipped entirely down across one breast. Not until Karter moaned, and brought his hand to his mouth to spit into it. She wanted to tell him that was her job, that she’d bathe him with her tongue, suck him down, swallow that monster as best she could. But she couldn’t speak. To speak was to stop being the woman in the mirror.

His hand returned to his cock, stroking the first few inches faster now. He glanced again down the hallway, grimacing. Had to be fast about this. Aiden and Billy were in the basement playing games, but Aiden would wonder where his friend went eventually.

If any of this was real. If Karter was really there in her doorframe, stroking himself faster. If Melissa was really cupping her breasts for him, one bare, one through the silk of her nightgown. If she was really whimpering as his tip gleamed with precome.

She pushed up just far enough to pull the nightgown up and over her ass before sitting back down again. On the bench seat, she knew how her bare cheeks would look pancaked out like that. It was her best feature. His hand went to the light switch, to better see the curves of her body only faintly outlined by the hallway light, but Melissa shook her head vehemently. The light would have shattered the illusion, made her confront the fact that she was just the woman she was.

Karter grunted his frustration, but she had an idea. The men in her life thought she loved nothing more than candles, and she had four within easy reach. Moments later, the woman in the mirror was lit by their soft glow. Karter moaned his approval, that big tip of his dick punching towards her, then back, and she imagined it was her pussy – her cunt, the woman in the mirror would call it her cunt – he was pounding into, imagined him inside her, no protection, nothing to stop him from shooting all that nineteen-year-old come deep into her unprotected womb. She rocked on the bench seat as she fantasized. That was how the woman in the mirror would do it. She’d let him come inside her. Not just her pussy either. Melissa never swallowed, but the woman in the mirror would. She’d ignore the overly strong taste and the nastiness of it and she’d take that young hard cock down her throat and she’d swallow every drop.

Her hand slid between her legs and she rode it, whimpering wordlessly as she stared at Karter in the mirror. Stared at his growing urgency. He moved in closer, closer, and still she stared at him in the mirror. He spat in his hand one more time, just a foot behind her, and she rocked on her fingers, so wet she was going to leave a stain on the fabric of the bench seat, and he spoke three words, three words that sent the woman in the mirror into a tailspin, destroying her.

“Come for me.”

She did. The orgasm shredded her, left her raw and crying out with the force of it, blurring her vision. He pressed his cockhead to her dark hair, the tip resting against the back of her head, and it slapped down against her shoulder. She gasped at the contact, hot skin against hot skin, and he was coming, shots streaking out and hitting the mirror, painting it.

“Fuck, Ms. Whitlock, fuck,” he groaned, still coming as she rocked harder and harder on her fingers, the pleasure a crest she couldn’t stop riding. “Get on the bed. I want you ass-”

Laughter from what had to be the first floor. If it was the basement, she wouldn’t be able to hear it. They looked at each other and he yanked his shorts up and into place. She blew out the candles and jerked her head towards the door. He nodded, but leaned down to whisper in her ear, “I’m coming back up here when he falls asleep. Then I’m going to fuck you.”

She whimpered softly. The woman in the mirror only nodded. He reached out and ran a finger through the come dripping down the mirror. She stared up into the mask of Karter’s face in the mirror, the room too dark to make out his features. When he brought the fingers to his lips, she sucked them down.

* * *

The woman in the mirror rested on her back in bed. Her body was on fire but it was a slow burn. Her hand didn’t stray long from her pussy, unable to stop herself. Her mind was fixated on the feel of the cock against her hair, her shoulder. The bitter taste of Karter’s come, the way it still streaked the mirror. She liked that idea. Liked the filthiness of it. Good Melissa would have cleaned it right up. Good Melissa wouldn’t have licked or swallowed the come either. And good Melissa certainly wouldn’t have her legs spread so wide and wantonly, the door open for either of the two guests to walk right in.

This Melissa wanted more mirrors for around the bed, to see what she must look like as she took her pleasure. The men in her life, not so much. They were uniformly hairy or fat or balding, more akin to pigs than men. Not the woman in the mirror’s newest , though. The woman in the mirror had just watched a nineteen-year-old fucking stud come quarts.

She played with herself and slipped into a fugue, wondering if what had happened was real or not. It didn’t really matter. If fantasy was as good as reality, she wasn’t about to burst the bubble of illusion. Already this night was more satisfying than her last three lovers. The dating pool in her thirties was filled with sad sack divorcees and ideological psychopaths, the former making for too-eager-to-please lovers and the latter almost always overcompensating, even when they were fairly sizable. She missed the men of her twenties, the confident ones, the ones that sometimes came without compromises.

Just like the two nineteen-year-old guests in her house.

“Enjoying yourself?” a voice asked, amused.

Not Karter this time. Billy.

He stood in the doorframe, much as Karter had, silhouetted by the hallway lights. For an answer, Melissa imagined herself drawing her knees up and spreading her feet wide for him, her son’s roommate, the geeky but muscular second baseman who had so openly ogled her since the first day Aiden introduced them, the then-eighteen-year-old Billy naked in his lust for his roommate’s hot mom. Karter might have been the first to seduce her but she’d thought about Billy a dozen times on lonely nights, imagining the young man between her legs, tonguing her, fingering her, fucking her.

He came to the bed, only his silhouette visible in the darkness. Melissa imagined she could feel the mattress shift as he crawled onto it, because surely this wasn’t actually happening, her son’s roommate with his shorts around his knees, his fat cockhead pressing first against her shoulder, then her cheek, then her lips.

“Suck it, Ms. Whitlock,” he breathed with more awe than bravado.

With her hands still playing at her cunt, she opened her mouth and nursed his tip. The woman in the mirror mewled at the size of him, nearly as wide around as her wrist. She mewled too at the dark depravity of this, of sucking her son’s friend’s cock, at the base way he groped her breast in her nightgown, squeezing it with rough, youthful enthusiasm born of raging hormones, and he was wild with her, driving his cock into her mouth deep, using her like no man had done in a decade.

And the mirror Melissa loved it. Loved gagging on his thick, clean-shaven cock – and when had the young men of the world started doing that? Was it a sports thing? She didn’t remember any of her boyfriends in sports ever so much as trimming a hair. Had they done it for their girlfriends? Her?

He took more, and she snapped back to the moment as she gagged on Billy, gagged on his cockhead tapping the back of her throat. Her feet rose off the bed as she sank two fingers into herself, then three, shoving them inside, needing to match his pace with her own, to imagine the mirror version of herself taking them like she would his cock, if he gave it to her. His hand moved from her breast down to her mound, and she let out a pleased noise as best she could when he pulled her hand from her pussy and replaced it with his own. His long, thick fingers pushed into her, and oh God, he seemed to know just how she wanted it, rough, fast, hard.

She tried to take even more of his cock, tried to bob her head to meet Billy, but the angle was wrong and all she could do was take it, take Billy fucking her mouth, his panting frantic now, his grunts of her name doing as much to set her off as his fingers sliding over her spot, his palm against her clit.

“Ms. Whitlock, fuck, ungh…”

She began to quiver with the pleasure of the moment. If the lights were on, if this was reality, Billy would have seen Melissa’s eyes rolling up and her back arching off the bed. He did, however, hear her muffled cry before it was cut off by his cock pummeling her mouth, the back of her throat. And he had to have felt her pussy quiver around his fingers.

If this was real. If she was erupting from him fingering her and fucking her mouth.

Good Melissa would have pulled back and let him come on her tits or her face. Not mirror Melissa, though. She didn’t protest when he only fucked her faster, rougher. The angle was wrong for him to deepthroat her entirely, but the promise was there. She was going to take him down her throat before this week was through. Both of them, Billy and Karter.

Noise from downstairs, the fridge door closing, a bottle clinking. Melissa couldn’t have cared if she tried. Billy drove deep with one last strangled cry of her name. It sounded so loud in the stillness of the bedroom, but it didn’t draw any attention from the first floor. He came, and came, and came, the shots hitting the back of Melissa’s throat. She coughed and choked and he pulled back, his last few shots hitting her tongue, her tonsils. She swallowed and pulled off him, coughing up more of his come even as she rocked harder against his fingers.

“I want a picture of you like this,” he breathed.

Melissa should tell him no, but she didn’t want to. That week, she didn’t want to be the dowdy single mom, the quiet office mouse, the one who never allowed herself any of her darkest fantasies. She wanted to say yes.

“Yes,” mirror Melissa whispered, her voice hoarse.

Movement in the dark. His fingers were still inside her and hers joined him, rubbing her mound and her clit. A beep, then flashbulb brightness as he took a picture of her on his phone. He laughed, a soft, breathless thing born of dark desire, and he moved, pulling his fingers out and getting in close to her pussy. Flash. Flash. He was taking closeup shots of her MILF cunt, her sopping wet folds, her thick, glistening clit. Then he was moving up her body, pulling at her nightgown roughly, breaking one of the straps, making her tits spill out. Flash. Click. Flash. Click. Her mouth, and his cock was there again, filling her up, still dripping the last vestiges of his seed. Beep. Flash. Click.

He held out the phone for her to see. The woman in the mirror stared back at her, eyes staring up sightlessly, her mouth full of yummy nineteen-year-old cock.

If only she was that woman.

* * *

She went downstairs, this time in a bathrobe. She still wore the ruined nightgown underneath, not sure why she hadn’t thrown something else on, except she kind of hoped one of the two men was in the kitchen too. They weren’t. They were back downstairs, the sounds of digital killing reaching up to her out of the darkness of the basement staircase. She shivered. Violence and sex. Peanut butter and jelly.

She poured herself a glass of wine. Drained it. Thought about another. She collected the bottle and another, realizing the gin she kept up there with the wine was gone. Neither of the two young men had alcohol on their breath when they came up. Hm. She looked in the fridge. The four or five bottles of beer in there from her last lover were gone too, on top of the twelve-pack one of Aiden’s friends bought for them. She told them they could drink at her house as long as they gave over their keys, which they’d gladly done, Karter and Billy practically slobbering over the chance to hang out with the hot mom all night, Aiden oblivious, as ever.

She went to the top of the stairwell leading down into the basement. The house was too big for just her and her son, and it was old and creaky and falling down around their ears, but the price had been right, sold to her by an aunt who needed the space even less than Melissa did. The aunt thought she intended on getting married and filling the house with more kids. She’d always meant to, but the men in her life were a constant disappointment, Aiden the lone exception. He was a little airheaded at times, like now, when his friends were creeping up to visit her in her bedroom, but he was terrifically book smart and would become an engineer or a professor, something of value, something far surpassing her accounts receiving job, the same one she held now for ten years, the same one she’d probably never break free from.

They were down there now, laughing, talking. Football, she thought, or some sport she didn’t care about except to watch the young college men in their uniforms, their yummy young asses outlined so nicely and fueling so many fantasies for her and her toys. Fantasies like being used in their locker room, of inviting them all home for a little post-game celebration, to take their turns with her, one, two, three at a time. Maybe a cheerleader or two too. Show those young sluts who could fuck their men best. Then sit on their young pretty faces so they could lap the come straight from her pussy.

Those were mirror Melissa thoughts. Mirror Melissa fantasies. She was not mirror Melissa. But her hand returned to her cunt anyways, just for a moment, just long enough to let out the softest breath of need.

Aiden’s laughter was different than Karter or Billy’s. Louder. More pronounced. His words were slurred too. Despite him being only nineteen and drinking, she smiled to herself, knowing the game being played. Knowing what his friends were doing to him and what they intended to do to her, once Aiden passed out. It should piss her off, or worry her, or something.

She went back upstairs. Cleaned herself up. Her shattered mind floated on clouds of lust as she sat in front of the mirror and waited again, the wine bottles in front of her, forgotten about as she lost herself to the reflection. To the fire burning away every trace of who she was.

They came to her half an hour later.

* * *

In the absence of lust would come guilt. She would have to feel it sooner or later, but not yet, not now, not until she had those cocks inside her. So no lights, not yet.

The candles, then. She found a dozen and scattered them throughout the room, lighting them with matches as old as her son. It gave the room the appearance of a chapel. That would make her Karter and Billy’s dark bride, her torn nightgown her wedding dress.

They came to her like wolves, panting, grinning, so sleek, so muscular. She heard them come up the stairs and went to the bed, shifting around until she was on her hands and knees at the foot of it, her silky brunette hair almost black in the shadowy lighting. Karter came through the door first, Billy right on his heels.

“There she is,” Karter said, his voice so loud compared to everything they’d done before this. “That’s our slut.”

Billy shot him a look at that, a surprised one and almost tentative. He glanced at Melissa as if seeking her permission to call her such things, but she ignored him. Nothing was off-limits that night. Not for the woman in the mirror. They could call her whatever they wanted. Do whatever they wanted. But she needed their cocks. Needed to see this thing through.

They moved to the bed, shorts coming down again. They’d cleaned up, and they were hardening again. She dropped to the mattress and took them in her hands, stroking them, staring at one, then the other. Words bubbled up inside her. She should warn them about condoms or pulling out. She didn’t. Good Melissa didn’t get to drive the bus that night. Not for a second. She needed it raw, she needed it nasty, she needed it dangerous. Then there was the thought, the very first one when she sat down in front of her mirror that night to brush out her hair like she did every night, the one that led to her mind breaking.

She wanted more kids. And these two would be perfect sperm donors, even if they never knew it.

They hardened so quickly for Melissa. Their thick, long cocks soon pointed angrily at her face as though to say let them in, and she obliged, sucking first Karter, her lips bobbing slowly halfway up and down his length, then Billy. “Told you she was good at this,” Billy said, and she came off him with a slurp as if to agree.

She rocked as she alternated between the two, sucking one, staring up at him, then coming off him and sucking the other. They took their time now. It didn’t need to be said that Aiden was passed out in the basement. He was a lightweight, and a couple beers and a shot or two of gin would send him under fast. She should feel bad about the savage delight that gave her, that she could fuck his friends without fear of discovery, but she didn’t. The woman in the mirror was finally, for once in her life, taking, the hot MILF letting her sons’ friends use her, debase her, give her every pleasure she fantasized about.

Billy crawled onto the bed without preamble. She pulled off Karter to look behind her as he positioned himself, but her attention was brought back sharply to Karter when he gripped her chin and twisted her head. His hands went to the back of her head and he pressed his cockhead to her lips. She swallowed him down again, eyes closing before Billy’s tip slapped against her ass, her cleft, then her pussy lips.

The last time someone that young fucked her, she wound up pregnant.

The thought made Melissa open her eyes again. The woman in the mirror looked up at Karter, challenging him with a smirk. He met the challenge as Billy slid into her, both young men exhaling as one, filling her mouth, her pussy. She wanted to cry out in ecstasy, the fulfillment she’d been seeking all night finally hers.

They fucked her, Billy clumsy and desperately horny, burying himself to the balls inside her in his first thrust. Karter was only slightly more controlled, gripping her head and keeping her in place as he drove his cock in and out of her mouth. Where Billy had the wrong angle earlier to fill Melissa’s throat, Karter had no such trouble, and when his cockhead brushed the back of her throat, he hesitated only a moment before going deeper, making her gag, making her eyes water.

If only she was this woman all the time. If only she could allow herself this pleasure, this depravity.

“Throw it back at me, ah fuck,” Billy moaned.

Melissa did. She imagined it from his angle, the ripple of her tight ass bouncing back at him. It made her shiver. She should have set up her phone to take a video. Or maybe move the mirror where she could watch herself fuck and be fucked. She had the whole week to think about that, and longer. It wasn’t like the guys lived a thousand miles away. They were just a half-hour drive. She could sate her appetite any time.

And oh, how big an appetite she had.

“I gotta see her ass bounce on it,” Billy said, and pulled free of her. He scrambled onto his back and she pulled off Karter with a slurp and a wash of spittle running down her chin. He wiped it off and pressed his thumb to her lips. She sucked it down, then scooted backwards, swaying the tight ass she worked so hard to maintain. Billy guided her on top of him and onto his cock again, and she dropped fast, taking his whole length. Karter stood up on the bed and came to her, his cock in his fist. She thought he meant to come on her face, and that sent a thrill of delight through her, but no, he had other plans, and knelt to press his cock between her breasts. The nightgown still hung from her one shoulder, and he used the silky material to push through her breasts effortlessly, groaning as he began to titfuck her.

“Jesus, fuck, Ms. Whitlock,” he grunted.

The clap of her ass against Billy’s thighs filled the room. She couldn’t help but fuck herself on him, filling her cunt with his big fat cock. But the sound was interrupted with a beep and a click, the room lighting up with the digital flash. She looked over her shoulder at him, face a mask of wanton pleasure. He took a picture of her like that, then dropped a hand to her ass and spread it so he could take a closeup of her bleached and waxed asshole, making her whimper.

“Give me that,” Karter said. “I need to take a picture of me fucking her tits.”

Billy tapped her shoulder with the phone. She took it, and gave it up to Karter. Without being told, she squeezed her tits around his cock, her nipples hard points in her palms as she stared upward, eyes dazed, lips parted. Click. Click. Click. She let him go and sucked his cock again, jacking his root slowly as he took more pictures.

Fuck it all anyway.

He kept the phone in hand, gripping her head with the other and fucking her mouth harder now, driving his cock into her throat, getting even more pictures of her gagging on him, eyes watering, her throat working to get him all down. It was so goddamn hot, so debased, that the pleasure building up inside her surged forth, her orgasm rocketing through her, her pussy clenching hard at Billy’s cock.

Karter pulled out and slapped her cheek with his dick, and almost at the exact same moment, Billy gripped her waist and pulled her backwards until she was resting on top of him, hands beside his arms. He took over the fucking, pounding into her, kissing and sucking at her neck like the overeager nineteen-year-old he was. She’d have to cover the hickeys up with makeup the next day, she thought, and giggled madly. Her head twisted and his lips went to hers, his breath hot, his tongue inexperienced and shoving into her mouth. She kissed him back, feeling him tense, knowing what was about to happen and willing it on, willing him to come deep inside her cunt.

“Fuck, ahhhh, fuck!” he roared, and drove his cock one more time inside her, filling her unprotected pussy, giving the MILF what she craved. She cried out with the ecstasy of it, the itch finally scratched, and she was tugged up and off him, Billy’s come spilling out of her and spattering the bed. Karter tossed her over his shoulder almost effortlessly, and carefully stepped off the bed. She got it, got what he wanted, and she gasped her need of it as he set her down and roughly twisted her around to face the mirror once again. His first batch of come was still caked onto the mirror, and she stared at it, dazed, as he lined up with her dripping cunt, shoving in and making her and the woman in the mirror cry out.

He fucked her with savage need, gripping her shoulders, her tits, her neck as he shoved his cock up inside her, making Melissa rise up every single time. In the mirror, the woman staring back at her looked wild, untamed, her dark hair spilling across one eye, sweat gleaming on her skin, her chest heaving as her breaths came hard. She reached out to the cool glass of the mirror and traced it with her fingertips, loving this stranger as fiercely as she’d ever loved anyone.

Don’t let me go back, she thought. I want to be broken like this forever.

The slaps of skin against skin were like thunder in the silent house. Karter’s hand wrapped around her throat, not choking her but pulling her back, his other hand gripping her bared tit and squeezing. He wasn’t going to last long. Then again, neither was she. Melissa rocked up on her toes, eyes locked on the strange woman in the mirror doing the same thing, and she came, her whole body spasming with it, her fingers clawing into fists, her breath leaving her in one piercing cry.

And Karter was coming too, slamming up into her one more time, adding his come to the lake of it Billy had unleashed inside her. She jerked and gurgled and cooed, and when he let her go, she collapsed forward onto her elbows on the dressing table, panting at herself in the mirror, the come dripping down her thighs when he pulled away from her.

They left her there like that. It should have annoyed her, them not sticking around to clean her up, but they were like animals having completed their rut, their role in her life complete, at least for that night. But they would be back, and they would take her again and again and again. Not the woman in the mirror, but Melissa Whitlock, the woman who finally let herself have what she wanted.

She staggered around the room blowing out the candles and to bed, nearly unable to walk. Her pussy and her throat ached. She fell onto the mattress and rolled over onto her back in the midst of a puddle of her juices and Billy’s come. It should have disgusted her, but instead, she twisted around in it, smiling to herself. It felt good to be used, to be treated like a cheap whore.

Her hand dipped to her sore, messy pussy. She played with herself, idle motions until she slipped nearly into sleep. Before the darkness took her, she pushed up onto one elbow. At this angle and in the darkness she couldn’t see the mirror, but she blew it a kiss anyways, imagining a beautiful, well-sated woman blowing one right back at her.

* * * * *

All right, folks, I know that was a strange one, but I hope you liked it. As always, thanks for reading!
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