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Chapter One

It was bottom of the ninth, two outs, no hits, and the clean-up batter for the opposing team was walking to the plate. The stands were packed with tense, silent faces. I sat clutching my sister and best friends’ hands in either of mine. The women pressed in close to my side on the cold stone bleachers, their bodies stiff with tension. None of us hardly dared to breathe.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

----------

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Luke, wait!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m cumming!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thrusting, eh?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You are so gorgeous,” Luke breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six

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

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

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

“Are you really?”

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

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

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

“What is?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m gonna cum mom,” he moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Luke and I are back here, Jen!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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



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


Chapter Eight

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I knew the jokes were, in part, a way for Jen to assuage her nervousness. What I hadn't realized, until the day before when she'd made her offer, was that she had a crush on Luke, just as he did on her. It warmed my heart to see her falling for someone, even if he was twelve years her junior.


Chapter Nine

That night I ordered takeout and was up late working through invoices, but I managed to catch Luke when he got home. I felt like a perfect whore as I pressed him down onto the couch and took his massive erection between my breasts again, sucking the head deep into my mouth. I worked him like that until he flooded my mouth to overflowing with his salty seed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was right behind her as I imagined his massive boner stretching me out again. I passed out minutes later after making Jen promise that she would delete the video, but not until she sent it to me, of course. I had wicked dreams where I was forced to choose between Luke or Jen and unable to, I took them both, again and again in every way my unconscious mind could dream up.


Chapter Ten

The next morning was Thursday and I got out of bed before the sun rose. Thursday, Jen and I have a standing brunch for the senior management at a large corporation in town, so I was busy. I met Jen at our offices, and we packed up the cars and headed over to pick up the food. The morning went smoothly as it always did, and poor Jen had to deflect the unwanted attentions of several executives. Her charming blond beauty is the type that draws men to her like flies.

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

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

"How are you doing, Gwen?" Laurie asked with her typical concern, reaching out and resting a warm hand on my arm, “You look good, happy.”

“I feel good,” I said with a smile drawing her into the kitchen.

“Is Luke here?” Laurie asked, craning her neck as she looked for the young man, I saw a slight reddening of her cheeks when she asked, and I grew curious.

"No," I said, "He's meeting with a therapist friend of mine today for a couple of hours."

“Therapy?” Laurie said with a frown, “I’m not sure that’s the best thing for the boy.

“We’ll see. Things were getting bad,” I said, and I told her about the coaches call and how Luke had nearly failed out of college.

"I'm not sure therapy is the best thing for him either," I said with a sigh when I was done, "but at this point, I'm willing to try anything."

“The boy needs distractions,” Laurie said with a little frown, “Hopefully you can keep him away from that girl, she sounds like a bad influence.”

“I agree,” I said, “He passed his big exam earlier this week and has another test today. I think he’ll do good. He was up late studying last night. I have some hope that he is starting to dig out of it.”

“That’s wonderful news!” Laurie beamed, reaching out and gripping my hands in hers. “He’s such a special young man, so talented and handsome. But he needs something to keep him focused and motivated.”

“Oh?” I asked.

“He’s always been that way ever since I’ve known him," she said, leaning back and staring off into space in remembrance, "I was a young woman without any experience with a child, suddenly given a middle-school-age boy to raise. He's always been a good boy, but those were tough times. He was dealing with the death of his mother then. He started making trouble in class, for attention I figured out." The woman laughed and reached up and touched the cross hanging outside her conservative top.

"So, how did you motivate him?" I asked her, drawing her out of her reverie with a start. The woman blushed, and I was struck more by how beautiful her delicate featured face was.

“Oh… well… that was about the time I started taking him to church with me.” She smiled, her face turning a deeper shade of red as she went on, “I found ways to motivate him around the house… letting him watch me clean while he studied… or setting aside an hour to swim together every day. Things like that.”

“Letting him watch you clean?” I asked with a curious grin, “If that’s all it take’s to keep Luke focused on school and ball, then I'll happily do it."

She looked at me, eyes intense and a little troubled, but when she saw only curiosity and excitement on my face, she softened her expression.

"You understand I did it for the boys benefit," her voice was soft as she went on, looking down at her hands as she spoke, "It was a joke the first time, but he smiled for the first time in months, and it broke my heart to find I could help him. So, I kept doing it when I cleaned the house in the afternoons."

“Kept doing what?” I asked, my attention wholly wrapped up in her story now.

“It’s so embarrassing to say,” Laurie said with a laugh and a shake of her head, “I can’t believe I’m admitting this!”

“This is a safe space,” I said, “We’re like sisters Laurie, I hope you know you can tell me anything, and I won't judge you."

“I wasn’t working back then and had a lot of free time on my hands in the afternoon. One day I decided to dress up just for fun. I put on a tiny black cocktail dress I’d never had the nerve to wear out and did my makeup and hair. I thought maybe I would surprise Luke’s father when he got home, but Luke was the first through the door. I… this might be terrible to admit, but I'd never felt as beautiful as I did when he looked at me that day.

"He watched me clean up in the kitchen, studying like crazy the whole time, and I heard from his teacher the next day that he showed a lot of improvement. For the next few weeks, I dressed up every time I cleaned the house, and then I found out about his dad and the secretary. And well, the rest is history."

She trailed off, and I saw she was tense, waiting for my reaction. I was amazed to learn the woman had this in her and felt closer to her than ever. She had felt beautiful, and given the boy something fascinating to look at, there was no harm in that. I felt a kinship with her and was grateful she had opened up to me.

I took her in again as I hadn't done in years. Luke's father, Caleb, defiantly had a type: diminutive brunettes with large breasts. She has pale, milk-white skin with a flawless complexion that makes her look years younger than she is. She was almost willow thin with narrow shoulders and hips, which only made her massive 'E' cup breasts all the more obscene on her body.

Laurie had dressed conservatively ever since I'd known her, preferring loose blouses and sweaters that extended up to her neck and long skirts or dresses. But now that I thought about it, she was always made up to perfection with hair, nails, and makeup when she was going to be seeing Luke that day.

The moment had dragged on, and I could see Laurie shift uncomfortably. Finally, she looked up through her lashes to check my expression. Her worry and shame melted away when she saw my grin.

"Do you still have the dress?" I asked her, as I stood and pulled down two wine glasses and poured us each a healthy drink. She took it gratefully and downed half the contents in one giant sip.

“Thank you,” she said, her pale cheeks had small spots of red in them when she looked up from the glass grinning, "And yes, I still have it."

“Maybe I could borrow it from you,” I said with a grin, I caught the faint flush of jealousy cross her features then said quickly, “or if you wanted to come over some afternoon I would love help… cleaning.”

“Yes! Your serious?” Laurie asked with a mixture of surprise and excitement, "I mean if you think it would help, then, of course, I would be willing to." She finished with a deep blush, trying to cover her evident excitement.

I saw the woman’s big nipples harden, even though her thick bra, and I found my self wondering just how much the woman like being watched. After the night before, I could understand the thrill, but Laurie seemed to be on a whole other level.

We planned for her to come over Sunday morning and help me clean.  We finished our wine, gossiping about the other mothers from Luke's team for a couple of minutes, and then she headed out, with a final promise to be there Sunday. The woman seemed more than a little excited as she walked out to her car, her narrow hips swaying.


Chapter Eleven

I was once more buried in spreadsheets when Luke came home later that night. He was exhausted from his test, practice, and the therapy session. I could tell whatever he had talked about upset him, so I made up a plate and poured him a big glass of orange juice and brought it up to his room. He was zoning out on Netflix when I came in to drop them off.

“Laurie stopped by today," I said and was happy to see him perk up at that, "she dropped a few things off for you, I left them down in the kitchen."

"I'll text her thanks," he said, turning back to his iPad.

“She will be stopping by early Sunday morning to help me out with some things around the house,” I watched his expression closely and caught the blush that stole over his face, “she will help me clean for an hour or so. I take it she used to do that when she was married to your father.”

“Jesus,” Luke said as he let out a deep breath, “I’d almost forgotten about that… what did she tell you?”

"Just that she used to dress up and clean," I said, grinning at him and slipping next to him on the bed, "Why, did something else happen between you two?"

"No," he said, shaking his head with a little grin, "of course not."

“But you secretly fantasized about something happening, didn’t you?” I let my hand slide across his crotch and felt his massive boner growing. He shifted, obviously uncomfortable with this like of questioning, but I wouldn’t let him escape.

“Tell me,” I whispered in his ear, letting my lips graze the soft flesh of his neck, “did you dream of her coming in your room and sucking this big juicy cock of yours?”

"Jesus, mom!" He said, but as I drew his hard steel cock out into the open and let my hand slide along the soft flesh, he sighed out softly, "Yea, I did… every damn night… Suddenly a hot woman is living in the house… I couldn't help it."

"I understand, baby," I purred as I kissed his neck, my hand slowly stroking his cock, "It's only natural. The woman acts all high and mighty, but I think there's a wildcat lurking beneath the surface."

“I can’t imagine that,” Luke breathed.

“Mmm, we'll see," I kissed him gently on the cheek then looked down at the beast in my hand, "Now let me take care of you, you've had such a long day."

I bent down and took him into my mouth, worshipping him with every ounce of skill I had. Luke filled my mouth with cum minutes later, his hand filled with my tit as he groped me. My sex was damp and aching, and I could tell he was still raring to go, but I knew he needed to keep up his strength for tomorrow's game.

When I got downstairs and checked my phone, I saw a lot of texts from Jen, talking about outfits and ideas for the next night. I responded to her and then told her all about my conversation with Laurie. Jen didn’t think anything was strange about it, but she grew excited when I told her about Laurie coming over Sunday morning. She said she wished she could be there and made me promise to memorize Laurie's expression if she ever caught a glimpse of Luke's massive cock. Nothing would give her more delight, she said, than seeing the uptight Laurie shocked in such away.

That night as I slept, my dreams were a jumble. In one dream, it was I who was bending low in a tiny black dress, before a young Luke. Teasing the boy with my body and catching glimpses of the big dick as it grew hard. In another, I was tying up the saintly Laurie and ravaging her butt with a strap-on; I have no idea what that was about. Just before I woke, I had the most vivid dream, and that was watching Laurie and Luke make love, while Jen cuddled close to me.

I woke feeling warm and comforted inside and rose to a perfect sunny day waiting for me outside. Luke was already gone to class, it being his early day, and I hit the gym for an hour before heading out and running errands.

Jen came over in the early afternoon, and we began to plan for the night. We were like nervous schoolgirls as we went over everything. We picked out clothes, and Jen even made a playlist. She was adamant that no matter what happened, we couldn't let anything get in the way of our friendship. I promised her that nothing ever would, and our hug of friendship turned into a hot make-out session that we both had to pull ourselves away from.

She headed home to get ready, and I hopped in the shower to do the same. I still had three hours until the game started, but I planned to use every minute of it. I dressed normal enough, in a form-fitting white top with a plunging neckline and tight blue-jeans. I took special care with make-up and hair, though, and shaved myself bare down there.

Luke sent a text saying he had gotten a ride to the field and would need one home after the game. I promised him that I would wait for him, then wished him good luck. He was always nervous before a game, so I left him be to work through the emotions on his own and with his team.

I hopped in my car and drove over to Jen's. She was waiting for me and came running out of her apartment building when I pulled up. The woman looked unbelievably beautiful. Like me, she had taken special care with her makeup. Men often say they can't notice the difference between a little eye make-up and a full face, but they definitely check out a woman with a full face done up, more than a woman without.

We were both wearing tight white tops and blue jeans and looked almost like sisters. We drove to the stadium and got great seats in the bleachers in time to see the two teams out on the field warming up. The other parents were staring at us as we sat down, but Jen and I gave them no mind. I am used to the other parents on Luke's team gossiping about me, they always did about my husband and me, so it was nothing new. I did feel good when several wives began scolding their husbands for staring.

When Luke noticed us, we waved excitedly, and I saw his eyes widen at the sight of Jen and me all done up. Several of his teammates stared openly at us until their coach yelled at them to get their back to work. The attention as flattering, but Jen and I only had eyes for Luke. He looked so handsome in his uniform, so tall, lean, and powerful.

There was a group of younger girls down near the first couple rows of bleachers, and I could tell they weren't there to watch baseball. The girls were obviously hunting boys. Luke was the focus of their attention, none of the other players even came close to his good looks, and I saw a few of the moms also giving the boy lingering stares. I pointed one out to Jen, and she grinned, whispering to me, wondering how the woman or girls would react if she knew what we had planned for the night.

“Some of them might even be willing to jump in,” Jen said with a dimpled grin.

“They might be willing,” I said with a small laugh, “but I’m not willing to share with just anyone.”

“Me either,” Jen agreed, “What’s going on with Laurie? Do you really think that stick-in-the-mud wants Luke too?”

“Oh, I'm pretty certain," I said with a grin, "I'll find out Sunday, though."

I whispered to her my plan for the woman, and she was excited. Jen insisted that I invite her over in the afternoon when Laurie and Luke went to church so she could hear all about it in person.

"I'll bring a bottle of bubbly, and we can have mimosas," she grinned, "It will be perfect!"

"I'll make brunch for us," I said, "Look, the games about to start!"


Chapter Twelve

The teams had gone to their respective dugouts, and we waited while a member of the school's choir came out and sang the national anthem. The girl did a great job, and we were all cheering loudly for her when Luke's team ran onto the field. He was the starting pitcher, and my throat was tight with nervousness, just like it always was when I watched him pitch.

As I said, I've always been a fan of the sport, but Jen is an expert. She pointed out a dozen details about the players that I would never have noticed. When Luke struck out the first batter, out, I breathed a great sigh of relief, and our bleachers cheered wildly.

"Look at that extension!" Jen said. Her eyes were shining with pride and joy as she watched Luke pitch, "I can tell he's been doing the stretches I showed him, he looks much more relaxed in his release. Oh, Gwen, he really is a special athlete."

She continued to point think out throughout the whole game. Luke's team got an early lead, and he even got an RBI off a single hit. His pitching was so dominant that the opposing team couldn't score a run. They got a couple hits off him, but nothing more. The coach pulled Luke and put in a closer when the game looked all but won.

The closing pitcher gave us all a fright in the stands when he gave up two runs in the last inning but was finally able to put the other team away. It was a solid win for the team, and they were now tied for second in their division. A few more wins and they would be in the play-offs.

The night was chilly, and Jen and I had been forced to put on our jackets mid-way through the game. We stood huddled together for warmth outside the locker room, our arms inside each other's jacked, wrapped around one another's waist as we shivered. The group of co-eds was hangout near us, gossiping, and posting to social media with their phones out.

When the players began leaving the locker room, I saw a tall, pretty blond from the group watching with interest, when Luke emerged, she grinned in pleasure at the sight of him. I felt a twinge of jealousy and heard an almost inaudible growl from Jen as she watched the girl too. The girl went to say something to Luke, twirling a lock of her golden hair in her fingers artfully as she pressed her firm young breasts together with her upper arms.

Luke ignored the girl, though, his eyes passing over her as if she didn't exist. I just had time to see her frown in annoyance, and then Luke saw Jen and I. His eyes were bright with excitement as he jogged over.

"You two must be freezing," he said when he got to us. Pulling off his thick coat, he wrapped it around our shoulders, "Here, I'm still all jacked up from the game."

"You were amazing, Luke," I said, leading us back to my car, "Your team really has a shot."

"Your form was perfect," Jen said, grinning up at him, her teeth chattering, "I could tell you've been doing those stretches and workouts. Your extension is something, but your power had jumped up a lot."

“Yea I wanted to thank you,” Luke said with a boyish grin, “I thought they were silly at first, but I’ve been seeing the results. I’m less sore after I pitch now, and I thought harder, which doesn’t make sense.”

“That’s because you’re no longer throwing with your arm, you’re using your whole body,” Jen said. They continued to chat about his pitching and the game. She even gave pointers on a few of his teammates that she had noticed, things like their batting stances and conditioning.

We piled into the car, Jen taking the backseat, and I fired it up and began driving home.

“Are we dropping Jen off?” Luke asked me when he saw where we were headed.

“No,” I said, “She wanted to come by for dinner and help celebrate your victory.”

"Oh, cool," he said, but I caught the hint of disappointment in his voice, and his face fell as he turned to stare out the window. Jen grinned at me in the mirror, and she bit her bottom lip and winked.

By the time we got home, Luke was in better spirits. I told him to go upstairs, shower, and change while Jen and I got the table set. I felt butterflies dancing in my stomach as he ran upstairs. Jen clutched my arm, and I saw in her face that she was dreadfully nervous too.

We ran into the guest bedroom and changed quickly. We had planned for this earlier and had out outfits all laid out. Then we went into the kitchen and pulled out the take-out I’d gotten earlier. I had stopped by at Luke’s favorite restaurant and brought home a few appetizers and entrees. The table was set, and everything was ready.

I heard the shower cut off upstairs, and then Jen and I hurried into the living room. My butterflies were a storm in my stomach, and I saw a bead of sweat tracing its way down Jen's temple. I reassured her everything would be fine, and hoped the words would quiet my fears, but they didn't.

We felt like two schoolgirls meeting their crush for the first time as Luke came down the stairs. He paused at the base of the stairs and glanced around the living room, not seeing us.

“Mom?” He asked.

"Over here, honey," I said, drawing his gaze to the dimly lit living room.

Luke gasped when he saw us, his eyes wide as saucers. We had lit candles to light the room, and all was bathed in their soft golden light. Jen and I were dressed in matching negligee, each with an arm around the other's waist. Black lacy pieces with garters and stockings. Luke's eyes traveled over my busty form and then widened even further as he took in Jen. Her slender body looked terrific in the lacy black pushup bra, and the tiny panties showed off the gap in her thighs to perfection.

“I told you I had a special surprise for you,” I said with a grin.

“I insisted on joining in,” Jen said, stiff with nervousness, “I hope you don’t mind.”

"Mind?" Luke said, his startlement turning to awe and joy.

"I just want you to know I didn't say, anything baby," I said with a wink, then I turned to Jen and kissed her on the cheek, whispering in her ear, "Go to him, tell him how you feel."

She looked at me fearfully for one second, this hadn’t been in our plan, but I felt the two of them needed the push. Then fear turned to resolve as she slipped out of my arms and approached Luke slowly.


Chapter Thirteen

“Hi,” Jen said in a shy little voice as she gazed up at my handsome young stepson, “are you freaking out?”

“Just a little,” Luke said with a lopsided grin.

He glanced at me once nervously but relaxed when he saw the love and joy shining through my expression. His eyes lingered for a second on my body, then they flickered to Jen's, and he gulped. Jen giggled and slipped up to him, wrapping her arms around his waist and gazing up at him.

“Me too,” Jen said with her own grin, “You were magnificent today. It was inspiring to watch.”

"Thanks," Luke said blushing, he froze when Jen pressed herself close to him, "Jen… there is something I've wanted to tell you for a long time, I…" He stumbled, and the beautiful older woman pressed a small hand to his lips.

"You don't have to say anything Luke," she breathed, standing on tiptoes as she removed her hand, lips brushing his as she spoke, "I feel it too."

Then his head tilted down ever so slightly, and their lips met. Their kiss was tentative at first, but soon Luke was pulling her close, his arms encircling her waist and hand gripping her tight. She was a rag doll in his arms as he turned and dropped them onto the couch. Their moans of passion and pleasure-filled the living room and felt awkward for a second as I stood there, then Jen looked up at me from under Luke, a wild grin on her face as she mouthed the words: Thank You!


I sank into the large armchair and watched the sexy pair make out. Luke had Jen’s bra off and was massaging and kissing her breasts, looking like a kid who had just been given the only toy he wanted for Christmas. Jen bit her lip and moaned in pleasure, but her attention was focused on her fingers as they worked the buttons of his pants open and then slid into the waistband of his pants.

"Oh, Luke…" She moaned as her hand slid down his thick length, "you're magnificent!"

The boy shifted and kicked off his pants, letting the giant slab of cock meat flop free. Jen was staring at it and licking her lips, like a woman who was spellbound. Luke could wait no longer though, the boy hunched over her, whipping free her panties.

"Yes, Luke, take me!" Jen moaned out and take her he did.

He wasted no time with foreplay, this was the long object of his affections and lust, and he had her wet and willing beneath him. He was already so horny and worked up imagining what naughtiness he and I were going to get up to tonight, that Jen’s confession and touches had sent him over the edge. He was like a beast in heat, his prey caught, and ready to be consumed.

“Slow baby… of god… fuck yes, nnnghhh… Ohhh, Luke, you're gonna make me cum… Yes, fuck me, baby!"

He had just begun to work his cock into her, driving in with slow but firm thrusts, deeper and deeper. Her sex was soaking wet, the sounds filling the living room turned naughty, and I felt wanton as I slid my hand down to touch my own aching folds. I slipped my hand within my panties and let my fingers rub lightly around my engorged clit. I was already hovering on the brink of a major orgasm myself, so I touched gently, my eyes filled with the wicked sight before me.

Their lips met in more passionate kisses, his cock driving into her tightness. I could see her lips stretching around his considerable girth. He hadn't even worked all of his cock in her when she began to cum. Clutching to his back, her eyes met mine, and I watched as the bliss swept through her body.

"Oh god, Dawn! I’m… I’m cuming again…!”

She cried out in pleasure, her eyes rolling back into her skull as she shuddered beneath Luke's hammering body. She pressed her small hands to his chest, breath hissing out, and I knew how she got overly sensitive after an orgasm. I was moving over and to their side, before she even spoke, kicking my panties off along the way.

My gentle hands pressed Luke back. He gazed at me, his eyes a little wild, and then sense returned somewhat, and he realized the state Jen was in. He let me guide him to a seated position as I slid my thighs to either side of his, the sheer material of my stocking gliding along his legs. I felt his slick rampaging boner press against me, and I shuddered in anticipation. I moved forward and let the fat head grace along the smooth skin of my shaven pussy, and Luke started in surprise, his hands sliding up my sides to cup my bra covered breasts. As I sank onto his fat staff, he unhooked my bra and pressed my breasts together, sucking first on one nipple and then the other.

Jen recovered and moved over to our side, turning Luke’s face towards her with both hands pressed to his cheeks. She gazed into his eyes, hers soft and full of love. I could feel his cock throb within me; she kissed him passionately. Then Jen turned to me, and I grinned as our lips met, my own fire igniting hotter. I felt Luke's fingers flex their grip on my hard as he watched Jen and I make out. His fingertips were digging into my hip and breast.

"Holy fuck, that's hot," Luke breathed.

"Now, now," I scolded him, turning and smiling at him, "language young man…. Ohhh… mmm!” He drove up into me with a hard thrust, his need upon him now.

“Mmmm good boy,” Jen said, her voice dripping with passion, “fuck your mommy good! Aren’t these the most amazing tits, Luke… mmhmmm, watch them bounce!"

I was riding Luke hard now, my breasts bouncing hard. I gripped his forearms and held on for dear life as he fucked up into me with powerful thrusts. He would pull out until just the fat head of his dick remained in me, stretching my outer lips wide. Then he would thrust up until he touched the back of my pussy, stretching me out completely. I could feel every delicious inch of him, throbbing and veiny as he rammed home. Jen continued to whisper kinky words into Luke's ear, kissing him and me and caressing my breasts as they shook.

The orgasm hit me powerfully, and I was shaking, my muscles convulsing as I twisted in upon myself. The pleasure raced out to my fingers and toes in waves of bliss, and it took me a moment to realize I was hissing out through clenched teeth. Luke was bending Jen over me, her moaning mouth close to mine.

"Oh god, Luke… you're amazing baby! Fuck me!" Jen cried out as she was jolting with his powerful thrusts.

I reached out and pulled her lips to mine, moaning in the wake of my bliss. Breaking our kiss, I looked over her shoulder and stared into Luke’s eyes as he gripped her and rammed his hips into hers.

"Cum for us, Luke," I purred, "Full her pussy with your cum, do it for us, baby!"

"You want my cum, Jen?" He asked, leaning forward and sliding his hand up her slender body to press her against him, "Tell me… tell me you want my cum." His voice was full of dark command, and I saw Jen shudder in pleasure as she thrust her big firm ass back at him.

"Cum for me, please cum for me… oh god, baby, I want that cum so bad!"

He gripped the back of my head and pulled my lips to his, and we kissed, our tongue sliding into each other's mouths, warring passionately. Then I felt him shudder, his motions faltering as he unloaded within Jen.

“OHHHHH FFFUUUUCCCKKK!!!!!!!” The woman screamed into the pillows as she came with him and felt the thick jets of cum filling her pussy and womb.

Luke collapsed onto the couch with us. All three of us panting, sweaty, and happy in the wake of that wild encounter. Luke held the two of us, his eyes staring off into the distance a silly little grin spread across his face. He turned down and gave me a deep kiss, his eyes full of love, and then he did the same to Jen. We all heaved a deep sigh and snuggled in closer.

Eventually, we disentangled ourselves from the couch and headed upstairs to my room. We piled into my large shower and spent a pleasant hour playing around under the hot waters as we cleaned one another off. Luke took particular delight when Jen and I made out for long minutes, out fingers teasing and touching one another's breasts and pussies.

He was raging hard and stroking himself slowly when we turned and flashed him a wicked grin. With a growl, he stepped up his hand, pulling both of us close. He took us both bent over in the shower, driving up into out sore little pussies as Jen and I held and kissed one another.

We fell into the bed after drying off, and we were asleep in moments. Jen and I were sore and had been fucked to more orgasms than we could count. I felt Luke's massive log press up against my ass as she cuddled up behind me. The poor boy felt like he could go another round or two. As I drifted off, I let my mind play with the possibility that he might need three wet and willing pussies to sate his vast desires. I found myself wondering what the cold and pristine Laurie would look like on hands and knees while Luke drove into her tiny, sexy body. The thought sends a shiver of pleasure to my aching sex, and I fell asleep looking forward to what the future would hold.


Chapter Fourteen

I woke first and found Luke passed out on his back behind me and Jen on his other side, all twisted up in most of the blankets. I remember she used to do that in college, and I found myself smiling with amusement that she still did that to a bed.

My stepson’s massive morning erection was bobbing with his heartbeat. I felt my mouth water as I stared at the veiny monstrosity. My pussy flooded with wetness, and I couldn't help myself as I slid down the bed and wrapped my small hand around the base. My fingers didn't even meet around it; it was so thick.

I spent my younger years fantasizing nightly about what a giant cock like this would feel like. Years of dating had proven to me that most men were average or smaller, and I'd resigned myself to a life of 'ok' sex. To find such a magnificent specimen on my handsome young stepson had been eye-opening and paradigm-shifting. My mind now open to a world of taboo possibilities.

Dragging my face up the side of his cock, I felt the soft veiny flesh as it slid down my cheek and lips. I inhaled the musky aroma of his manhood and let my tongue play around the thick head, tasting the bead of precum that oozed out of the tip.

Luke moaned and shifted in his sleep, causing Jen to shift, twisting, and pulling her limbs in the twisted sheets. She blinked in sleepy confusion, finally extricating herself from the sheet as she sat up, blinking away the sleep. She grinned wide, face full of joy as she saw Luke lying naked beside her. Then her grin turned lascivious when she saw me lying down near his waist, hand wrapped around his cock.

“Looks like you got started without me,” Jen said, biting her bottom lips she slid down Luke’s other side and leaned over giving me a deep and slow tongue kiss. I felt warmth fill my entire being as our tongue played together, and I felt her soft lips against mine.

Jen is a beauty. The quintessential dirty-blond beauty with decent sized breasts still that still stood out proud and firm from her chest. She had been the head-cheerleader and miss popularity in high-school, and since the show 'Friends’ came out, everyone has told her she looks like a young version of Jennifer Aniston. I think she’s a lot prettier than the actress, but I’m biased.

We broke our kiss, and Jen gazed at Luke's massive erection as if she were looking at an exquisite work of art. Reaching out her small hand, she slid her fingers above mine and pumped it gently with me.

“I’ll never get over how massive this dick is," she breathed, grinning when she caught my eyes, "God, I'm still sore from last night."

"Mhmm me too," I said, planting a kiss on the side of the veiny shaft, “let give the boy some good dreams.”

Jen flashed a wicked smile as she leaned forward, her lips pressing against the other side of his cock. We kissed and licked out way up to the thick head. I felt her tongue touch mine as we licked and kissed around the soft spongy tip, and Luke moaned out in his sleep. Jen sucked him into her mouth, her soft lips spreading wide to accommodate his thickness as I licked down to his balls.

"Mhmm, Jen…" Luke moaned, and we looked up, but he was still sleeping. Jen laughed gently and went back to worshipping his cock. I felt happy for the woman and a touch sad that he wasn't dreaming of me, until a few seconds later, when Luke moaned out again, "Mommy… suck me…”

He shifted his head, stirring slightly, but slumber still had a hold of him. I felt a surge of love and pride as I moved up beside Jen. I wrapped my hand around his wet cock, tightening my fingers just before her fellating lips. Jen was bobbing up and down, and my hand stroked him. I felt the boy’s balls tighten up, and he stirred, eyes fluttering open but still vacant in the half-dream as I felt his cock throb.

“Laurie, swallow it!" Luke moaned out eyes pressing shut and head back as he shot thick streams of cum into Jen’s mouth.

Her cheeks puffed out as her mouth filled with the copious amounts of cum. She couldn't swallow it all fast enough, and I licked up what slid down his cock, savoring the salty taste of my stepson’s seed.

“Oh god,” Luke moaned, “That was the most amazing way to wake up… I was having the most vivid dreams.”

“We heard,” I said with a grin when he gazed down at Jen and me.

His face was filled with worry as he asked, “Did I… I’m sorry if I said anything I shouldn’t have.”

"Just a piece of advice," Jen said as she sat up, wiping the last of his cum off her lips and licking it clean of her fingers, "Women don't like it when a man dreams of someone else as they blow him.”

“I’m so sorry,” Luke said, blushing deeper, “you can't blame a guy for what's in his dreams, though… right?"

“I can when he’s imagining that cold princess Laurie,” Jen said, but the small smile twisting her lips gave away that she was joking, “I’ll let you make it up to me though big boy.”

She bent over and spanked her own round butt, flashing us both a grin. I leaned forward and kissed Luke’s stomach and up to his chest.

“It might have gone worse for you,” I whispered in his ear as I reached down and let his soft wet cock fill my hand, “but you moaned out both of our names too… Just want was going on in those dreams of yours?”

“Yea,” Jen said, joining me as she pressed her body to Luke’s other side, “two sexy MILF’s isn’t enough for you? You want to add your old stepmom into the mix too?”

“The two of you are more than I could have ever dreamed of,” Luke breathed, the sincerity in his face plain. His hands cupped my butt cheek, gripping it and pulling me closer to him. “Really, last night was beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Just make sure you keep studying and playing hard,” Jen said, "We would hate for all this to end.”

“Speaking of playing hard,” I said, looking down at my hand as it slowly stroked his beast, “Luke, you just came, and you're already rock hard.”

“I’m sorry,” he said with a grin that proved he wasn’t sorry at all, “you both just so sexy… mmm!”

Jen pressed her lips to his, turning his head to kiss her, and I pressed my lips to the soft skin of his neck. His hand gripped my ass tighter, and he pulled my hips over his. I sighed out in pleasure as I pressed the thick head of his cock into my pussy.

I rode my stepson slowly as he and Jen made out, then he pulled her hips over, and she grinned as she pressed her pussy to his lips. Biting her bottom lips as his tongue came in contact with her sensitive clit. Reaching out, we clutched at one another as she rode his face, and I rode his cock. Jen's hand reached up and cupped one of my massive breasts, and she pilled the nipple to her mouth. I moaned out in pleasure as she suckled the nipple. Luke's long, thick cock was stretching my sore pussy out, and I felt my orgasm approaching fast.

“I’m cumming baby,” I moaned out, “Mommy’s cumming on your giant cock… god… damn!”

I clung to Jen as the orgasm swept through me, my breaths heaving in my chest. Then Luke was rolling me over and pressing Jen down beneath him. His powerful arms slid her down, parting her slender legs.

“Jesus, you're both so gorgeous," he hissed as he stared down at us.

“Mmm," Jen moaned, turning to give me a sexy kiss before she reached up and drew Luke’s head down to us, "Fuck me, baby, give me that glorious dick and make me cum like your mom just did."

The boy growled in pleasure as Jen gripped him, fitting the fat head into her soaking pussy. He slid deep into her with his first thrust, and the woman let out an "Oof!”, her eyes opening wide, smile broad as she clung to his back.

I reached down and pressed his ass down as he drove into her, letting my hand play with his firm cheeks. The sight of them fucking beside me was so hot I couldn’t help but touch and tease my own pussy as the bed shook beneath me.

Luke gripped Jen’s ass in one hand, pulling her up and into him with each thrust. His other hand was holding him up as he stared down at the two of us. His eyes were alternating between our swaying breasts and pretty faces. I felt his rhythm falter, and I sat up, pulling his mouth to mine.

"Cumming! Fuck, baby!" Jen cried out, her fingers gripping the back of Luke’s arms as he drove into her hard. Then the boy was cumming, his body shuddering, and Jen began moaning incoherently as he filled her womb, pushing her to eve greater heights of pleasure.

We collapsed onto the bed, giggling and kissing one another as we caught our breath. It was a lazy morning as we took our time crawling out of bed. I made a large pot of coffee and cooked pancakes and sausages, and we all ate a massive breakfast.


Chapter Fifteen

Jen and Luke watched ESPN, laughing and joking with one another as I cleaned up from the night before. I made a mental note to rent a carpet cleaner for the couch. The unfortunate thing looked like it had been in a porn studio after our antics the night before. I scrubbed it clean with carpet cleaner and covered it with a beautiful blanket for now.

Saturday evening Jen and I had a fundraiser for a local charity that we were throwing. It was a party we threw every year, so we were well prepared for it. When noon came around, Luke headed out, saying he was going to the batting cages with a couple of friends, and Jen and I got to work.

The fundraiser is for a local animal shelter, and Jen and I volunteer our time and services to help with the fundraiser every year. It was a wonderful time, as always. We got their early, and a few other volunteers were there to help us set up. We had the appetizers all plated up and ready for servers in plenty of time and were able to enjoy the evening stress-free.

Throughout the night, Jen and I kept catching each other’s eyes at random times. That's all it took was one glance, and we were both blushing furiously as we remembered the craziness from the night before and that morning. We found ourselves sitting alone for the first time near the end of the evening, enjoying a glass of wine.

“Do you have any regrets?” Jen asked, her voice a touch nervous.

“No!” I said, “Honestly, last night was one of the best of my life. Do you?”

“Not at all,” Jen said with a little grin, “I feel closer to you now more than ever… I don’t know how this is going to work out… I can’t give Luke up… I won’t give him up.”

“I know you care about him,” I said, “and if he and I being together is a problem for you, please let me know. I don’t ever want to cause problems between us. I couldn’t live with that.”

“No!” Jen said, “I'd have said it was crazy two weeks ago, but honestly, I don’t think I could handle that boy alone. Jesus, he can go all night!"

“I know,” I said, pausing I gathered up the courage to go on with what I wanted to get out, “Speaking of which there was something else I wanted to run by you.”

“Laurie?" Jen asked, meeting my eyes with a mischievous little grin.

“Yea,” I said, blowing out a deep breath, “You already know what I’m thinking, don't you?”

“I support it,” she said, nodding, "That boy has the potential to make the majors if he keeps playing like he did yesterday. I don’t know the woman well, but I know Luke cares for her deeply, and that's enough for me. She would make sure he stays focused on his true goal, like you and I. But she is very cold and religious; you think she will go along with all of this?”

“I plan to find out tomorrow,” I said with a sigh, “I think there are hidden depths to the woman. I told you how she opened up to me. I suspect she wants the boy, but her manner is very odd."

“She’s coming over tomorrow morning, right?”

“Yea," I said, nodding, "She’ll be by for a few hours before she takes Luke to church at eleven.”

“How about I come by just before they leave?” Jen asked, and I could see her devious little mind was at work.

“What are you thinking?” I asked excitedly.

“I’m not sure yet,” she said, “but perhaps the woman just needs a little push, a little competition to realize what she’s missing.”

“You're so bad!" I said, laughing.

“Me?” The pretty blond said with a grin, “Who’s the woman pimping her son out to her friends?”

"Quiet!" I said, blushing and glancing around us, “Let's start breaking things down, looks like the fundraiser will be over soon.”

We went back to work, giggling and whispering to one another about our wicked plans for the boy. We dropped the equipment off at the offices, and it was late by the time I got home. I was exhausted from the night before and such a long day, but I felt wonderful as I curled up under my covers. As I thought about it, I realized this was the first night in months that I felt utterly hopeful about the future.

I woke the next morning later than usual, but still far earlier than Luke would on a Sunday. I took my time getting out of bed and ready, it is my lazy day, and I wasn't going to rush for anyone. I was just making a pot of coffee when I saw Laurie pull up in her Porsche SUV. I hadn’t expected her for a couple of hours, so I was surprised.

The woman hopped out of her car wearing a trench coat and carrying a Nordstrom’s shopping bag and a pair of tall black heels. I could tell she had spent a lot of time getting ready that morning. Her dark hair had a bright shine and hung flat-iron straight, and giant dark sunglasses hid her face. She hurried up to the house, and I let her in. 

The woman was blushing furiously when she got inside, head tilted down and glasses still on, unable to meet my eyes. Nervousness and shame were written plain as day in her, and I felt for the woman right then. I knew something of what she was feeling, but for the most part, the woman was a cipher to me.

“Morning Laurie,” I said warmly, “would you like a cup of coffee? Luke probably won’t be up for another hour or so. You're a bit early.”

“I would have texted you,” she said, her typically icy manners a little awkward as she apologized, “but I was just so nervous I didn’t think about it… sorry.”

"No need to apologize," I said, taking her arm to draw her into the kitchen, she resisted me though and held up the bag in her hand.

“I was thinking about what you said… so I went out and bought another dress.”

“For me?” I asked with a grin taking the bag from her.

“Yes, and a matching set of heels,” she took her glasses off, and her pale blue eyes met mine, her gaze a touch nervous, then I saw her take a deep breath firming as she stood taller, “I was thinking about it, and if you’re serious about this, then you should join me.”

“Oh, I’m serious,” I said, almost laughing as the absurdity of it, “and I’d love to join you. I’m curious though, how does this all work… between you and Luke?”

“Let’s get you changed,” the woman said, ignoring my question and taking my hand in hers.

She led me up and into my room, closing the door behind herself and setting down the bag and her heels. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. I could tell by her manner that she was working up to say something difficult for her, so I sat on the edge of my bed and waited.

“I wasn’t entirely honest with you before when I told you about what… happened. God, give me strength, I had this all planned out earlier, but now my minds a jumble!"

“Come here,” I said gently, patting the spot next to me on the bed, “sit down, you can tell me anything, Laurie.”

She walked over and sat down; the trench coat still wrapped around herself. My curiosity was burning in me, but I just rested a comforting hand on her back and rubbed it gently. I could smell a delicate floral perfume wafting up from her, and it smelled amazing.

“Caleb was so difficult back then, so harsh and demanding. He was putting so much pressure on the boy constantly. That combined with school and athletics, and the loss of his mother and the boy was going downhill fast. He was miserable, becoming introverted, and getting into trouble in school, bullying other kids.

“It started like I told you, I was trying on a… dress and Luke caught me. He… told me to do things, gave me commands. Just as if I was a… maid in the house. The work needed to get done anyway, and the boy seemed happy to have an outlet where he had some control. I think he needed that… we both did." The last she said in a near whisper, and I began to have a tingling suspicion about the woman.

“It was always innocent,” she blushed, “or so I always told myself. But when you brought it up the other day… and I imagined doing those things again, now that Luke has grown up to be such a wonderful young man… I can’t help but think there might be something… something wrong about it.”

“I don’t see anything wrong about it,” I said with a warm smile, pulling her into a small hug, “you love Luke just like I do, and you want the best for him. If it makes you happy, and it makes him happy, then how can it be wrong?”

“Do you really think that?” She asked me, her face scrunched up with anxiety and a touch of self-loathing.

“I do,” I said with a grin, then I plucked at the front of her coat and said, “Now let’s see this dress that Luke likes so much.”

Her face blushed a deep red, but she stood slowly and began to undo the belt slowly.

“Oh God," she muttered; her eyes pressed shut, "this is so embarrassing."

As the trench coat fell to the ground in a dull thud, I suddenly realized what the woman meant. Laurie stood before me in a small French maids’ outfit, complete with a short lacy skirt and neckline that showed a touch of cleavage. It didn’t reveal as much skin or hug as tight as a cocktail dress, but for the first time ever, I saw the woman’s full curves.


Chapter Sixteen

The dress clung to an hourglass frame, narrow waist and slender limbs, and a massive vast expanse of cleavage that was bound within the tight black top, ruffled lace trimming the neckline. It was almost like looking into a mirror. Laurie is an inch or two shorter than me, and her butt just a touch smaller, but in most things, we are very similar. The thought gave me an idea, and I found myself grinning wide. Her eyes peeked open just then, and she smiled back, her blush fading.

"Now, I understand why you cleaned,” I said with a quiet laugh, “you have another one for me?”

“I do!” Laurie said with a tight grin as she bent down and pulled one from the bag, “I got you the same size as mine, I hope it fits.”

“Let me get ready then!” I said, hopping up and giving her a quick, tight hug, “Thank you for letting me share this with you, and for helping Luke.” I whispered it in her ears and planted a soft kiss on her cheek.

The woman froze in my arms, and I flashed her a grin as I skipped to my bathroom. I could tell I had made her uncomfortable with my embrace, and the hint of sensuality in it, but I caught her staring at me a couple of times as I got ready. A thoughtful expression was passing across her face as her eyes traveled up and down my body. I could see the kinky ideas working their way into her mind as we chatted, keeping the conversation light. I found more and more that I was coming to really like this woman.

She caught on to what I was doing quickly and reacted just as I’d hoped she would. She ran out and grabbed her purse, sharing her lipstick and perfume with me. She didn't speak as we put the final touches on. I pulled the maid's outfit on and found it fit me perfectly. I guess Laurie and I’s bodies were more similar than I’d thought.

I stood and took myself in, in the mirror, Laurie stepping up beside me. I gave a slight gasp when I saw us together. Other than our eye color and her paler complexion, we looked like sisters. Both of us had the same dark hair, and now that it was straightened and styled the same, with identical eye makeup, the resemblance was uncanny.

“The poor boy isn’t going to know what to do with himself,” I said as I took us both in.

Laurie blushed and looked down, smoothing out her outfit. There was a sound from out in the hall, and we both glanced up and at the door, then to one another. My cheeks on fire and hers an even deeper red as we realized Luke was up and moving around.

“This is only to help Luke,” she said with a fierce whisper, suppressing her palpable excitement, her lips pressing to a tight line, "we just need him to focus for a few more months on school and his sport.”

“Of course,” I said, biting my lip and keeping my face severe, “this is a critical moment in the boy’s life. He just needs a little distraction.”

“Yes,” Laurie said with a little smile. I could see an intense emotion playing out behind her carefully controlled features, “are you ready?”

“I am,” I said, and I couldn’t help the excited grin that tugged at my lips.

I linked one of my arms in hers, and we stepped out of my room. Luke was just stepping out of the bathroom, flicking off the lights. He was in nothing, but his boxers and I heard Laurie breath in a sharp breath as she took in the sight of him. His lean muscles were on perfect display, and a giant boyish grin spread across his lips as he took us in.

“What’s this?” He said, “Laurie… Mom…”

“Your mom mentioned you were struggling in school… again,” Laurie said with her hands clasped before her waist and eyes downcast, “I mentioned to her something that I thought had helped you when you were younger… she said it might help…”

“Have you already forgotten Laurie?” Luke asked, his eyes gleaming with some suppressed desire as the bore into her face. There was a steely note of command in his tone that I’d never heard before but sent a shiver of delicious pleasure coursing through my body.

“No, Young Master,” the woman glanced up at him as she spoke, and I saw a brief smile of genuine pleasure flash across her pretty features. Then she sank into a deep curtsy, hands spreading her lacy skirts out wide as he bowed forward, giving the young man an eyeful of her expansive cleavage. “I have not forgotten how you like to be served. Please allow your stepmom and me to serve the Young Master this morning.” Her voice was gentle and submissive, her eyes downcast. My suspicions about the woman appeared to be accurate.

“Mom?”

When he addressed me, he had a touch of nervousness in his voice. I could see a slight tightening around them as if he expected to be judged for something, but I could never judge him poorly. I met his eyes and gave him a look of caution that he seemed to understand, then I grinned wide and curtsied low in perfect imitation of Laurie.

“We are here to clean for you, Young Master, as good maids should.”

I putt stress on the words ‘clean for you’ and caught the slight nod from him as he understood what I meant.

“Then you ladies should begin down in the living room. I will be down in a minute," His breath was coming heavy, and when I glanced down from his beautiful eyes I saw the beast between his legs hardening, pressing its girthy length against his boxer shorts.

Laurie was staring and failed to hear what Luke said. She was still staring as he turned at walked back to his room, her jaw hanging open. I reached out and took her arm, and she gave a start. Composing herself, her cheeks blushed a deep rosy red, and she wouldn't meet my eyes as she pulled me down the stairs.

The woman was distracted in her excitement as we went into the kitchen and pulled out cleaning supplies. We had just begun to clean in the living room when Luke came down. I must say I felt a touch ridiculous for a minute, until Luke stopped in the doorway and crossed his arms across his broad chest, a slight frown of disapproval on his face as he frowned at us.

He was such a picture of masculinity I felt blood begin to heat. I was starting to see what it was that Laurie loved about this under his stern gaze. It was when he ordered us to scrub the baseboards that I saw Laurie really respond, and I felt the thrill of his control as well. The woman sank to her knees and bent forward slowly, Luke taking a seat on the couch as I did the same beside her. Our frilly skirts bounced in the air, our white panties peeking out and heavy breasts hanging down and swaying as we scrubbed with sponges and cleanser.

I caught Laurie peeking between her legs at Luke, trying to get another glimpse of his hog. The rest of the morning went much the same way. Luke would order us to clean something, the two of us posing in sexy postures as we scrubbed, wiped, and brushed the house clean.

I grew hotter and hornier by the minute, knowing Luke was staring at our bodies. My panties were soaked, and the aroma of our musk filled the air. As the morning wore on, I learned that there was a whole ritual to Luke and Laurie’s interactions. She kept her features stoic and composed. Eyes downcast the entire time. She always referred to Luke as the Young Master and leaped to every task he set as if doing it perfectly was her whole desire. Her nipples were hard as rocks, pressing against her tops, proof of how much sexual excitement she was getting from this.

The submission was new for me, but I loved how commanding and dominant Luke was. He was relaxing more and more as the morning went on, and what was emerging was a confident and powerful man who knew exactly what he wanted. That has always been my favorite kind of man, and I could see Laurie responding as well. Her perfect poise was occasionally slipping as she glanced at the massive erection pressing against Luke's pants. The young man didn't bother to hide it, and I could see him watching Laurie’s reaction with curiosity.

The sexual tension grew minute by minute. The silences between his commands were deafening. Filled only with Laurie and I’s labored breathing and the scrubbing of our brushes of cloths. It was in the bathroom when the inevitable moment happened. Laurie and I were bent over the tub, the edge digging into out flat stomachs as we scrubbed with both hands. Our massive breasts swaying with the motions. Luke walked up behind us, his dark shadow covering us both, and when I glanced up, I saw Laurie close her eyes and bite her bottom lip just as I felt him step between our legs.


Chapter Seventeen

“Let me see how you’re doing,” Luke said, his voice quiet but firm with command.

Both Laurie and I went to move back, our legs had been stretched out, but as we did, our vulvas rubbed along the hard line of his shin. I sighed in pleasure as I felt him flex his legs, and without thinking, I gyrated my hips, grinding my clit on his leg. My eyes flashed open, and I looked at Laurie, face on fire. I hadn’t meant to do that, but I was so turned on my body had just responded.

Laurie was staring at me, the wide pale blue orbs looked so innocent, and her face was white as a sheet. The tip of her tongue slipped out of her mouth and touched the tip of her tongue, and I saw a look of sublime pleasure steal over her face for one second as she rocked her hips just as I had.

“Mmmhmmmmm…” Laurie moaned; her eyes locked on mine.

“Unnghhhh!” I moaned as well as I ground my pussy on his powerful leg.

“Looking good,” Luke said, his voice just above us, making us freeze, "now get back to it, I'll check again in five minutes."

For some reason, this small thing was the most erotica and forbidden feeling moment of my life. When he stepped away from us, I found myself sagging heaving deep lungful’s of air, Laurie doing the same beside me. We slowly went back to scrubbing, but I could see she wore a troubled expression, but her cheeks were still blooming red with desire.

She glanced at me, and I met her eyes, flashing her a small tight smile. Her own grin was slow in forming, but I was pleased to see the troubled expression fade as she focused on her work.

Luke didn't announce himself this time. Suddenly he was looming over us, his dark shadow covering us once more as he stepped between our legs — his shin pressing firmly into our folds this time. Laurie and I had moved closer together as we’d cleaned, until out hips were pressed together, and our shoulders touched.

I could feel the heat radiating off her, and I was close enough to hear her whisper to herself when Luke touched her.

"Dear God give me strength," she whispered.

Luke said nothing. He just stood there. A long-frozen moment and then I felt his leg flex. I don’t know how he did it, but the muscle of his calm dug into my lips, and I rubbed my clit against him hard before I could stop myself again. Looking at Laurie, she had her eyes closed shut tight and was biting her bottom lip. There was no hesitation this time as she rocked her hips just as I had, face flushed.

“Ooooooohhhh,” Laurie moaned out low and throat, then she froze. Shame washing over her as she sucked in her bottom lip.

“Don’t stop,” Luke commanded, his voice a little husky, “until you’re finished.”

I stifled a whimper of pleasure as I felt my self about to cum just from his wicked command. Glancing over, I saw Laurie’s face lose all of its shame and hesitation. She relaxed and smiled a small little grin as she began to grind herself on him.

The last hour had been the most intense foreplay I realized and without any touching. I was soaking wet and primed to explode. I lost all sense of myself, of where I was and who I was with, as I followed his command. My whole world shrank down to Luke pressed against my wet sex, and the feeling of him towering over me, powerful and watching as I came with a shuddering orgasm.

Panting, I felt worry replace my pleasure as I realize who I was with. Looking over at Laurie, I saw her face was soft and relaxed, eyes dreams as she looked at me. We shared a secret little smile then. I saw a truth about her as she relaxed her guard with me right then. She was deeply ashamed of her submissiveness and her other kinks and was doubly embarrassed to have gotten off just now with Luke. More than all of that, though, she was grateful to have found a sister who shared at least some of her fetishes and this precious moment. The woman was just one surprise after another.

“Good work today,” Luke said, and I couldn’t help glancing up at him. Oh, how I ached to feel him inside me right then. But he was in charge right now, and I saw satisfaction filling his face as he gazed down at is.

“You could both be sisters,” he said with a shake of his head as he stepped back.

Laurie and I glanced at one another, and the woman gave me one of her rare smiles.

“We are,” we both said it at the same time and smiled at one another, the tension broke between us. 

I found myself hanging onto the woman, hugging her tight. When I relaxed my grip, she leaned back a tight smile on her face for a second as she wiped away a couple of tears. Luke left us there, saying he had to get ready for church.

Laurie’s reserved mask slowly slipped back into place as we made our way downstairs and put the cleaning supplies away.

“Thank you so much for this,” she said when we were alone in the kitchen, “I… I don’t think there’s anyone else in my life I could have confided this part of myself to… let alone experience it.”

“Something tells me this is just the beginning,” I said with a grin, “Tell me, is this how you imagined it going?”

“I don’t know what I imagined…" she said it simply and continued when she saw my puzzled expression, “Luke is a good young man, a great man… I’ve always cared for him deeply. But what I saw today… Have you ever seen anything like it?” She gazed at me with an almost stricken expression, and I knew exactly what she was talking about.

“Never on another man,” I said.

“He is a man of… power… This may have all started out as a bit of whimsy and fancy, or to get him to straighten up, what I didn’t realize until today is that if he commands me to do anything… anything… I’ll do it.”

She held herself perfectly still, hands clasped before her waist, face frozen, twisted in shame, as she waited for my wrathful judgment to fall upon her. When she finally glanced up to see my reaction, she shoulders relaxed ever so slightly when she saw my answering grin.

“Then you are going to fit in perfectly,” Her puzzled expression causing me to grin all the wider.

Just then, the doorbell rang. I went and answered it and found Jen standing outside. She wore a loose beach shirt and had on a red string bikini beneath. Laurie had her bag with her ready to go home and get ready for church, and she froze when she saw Jen.

“Hey,” Jen said giving me a big hug, “I hope it’s ok I come over, I thought we could hang out by the pool, it’s such a lovely day.”

“That sounds wonderful,” I said, “just let me get ready, and I'll join you out there in a bit. Luke, Jen's here!"

The young man ran down the stairs, his slacks on, but his button-up shirt undone. The boy hadn’t bothered to handle his massive erection, and it flopped around in his pants obscenely as he ran down the stairs. Jen, Laurie, and I couldn't help but stare. I saw Jen grin as he pulled her into a tight embrace.

“Someone sure is happy to see me,” Jen said, winking at Laurie and me over the boy’s shoulder. Laurie blushed a furious shade of red and glanced from the woman to my eyes widening. "Hurry back from church so you can come swimming with us.”

“I will,” Luke said with a grin as he set the woman down, “Laurie, you want to come over as well?"

"I'm not sure," she said, glancing from Jen's exposed flesh to me, her face a picture of suppressed desire and worry, “if you would like it, then I could.”

“You will come over,” Luke said, his voice taking on that tone of command, “and wear a bikini like Jen and mom will be. The smaller, the better."

"As you wish," the woman said, and once more, the worry left her face instantly, and I saw happy subservience fill it. "I will need to stop by a store. I don't own anything that but full piece suits.”

“I have one you can borrow,” I said, ignoring the curious look Jen was shooting at Laurie and me, her eyes finally taking in the French maids outfits and widening.

“Sounds perfect,” Luke said, “I’ll finish getting ready!” He ran up the stairs and left the three of us standing around.

“It looks like you ladies had an interesting morning,” Jen said with a little grin she crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “I just want to say, Laurie," she went on her voice more serious, causing the other woman to stiffen at first as though she expected to be castigated for her slutty clothes, “I think it’s really amazing that your willing to be there for Luke. He’s such a special young man, he really deserves only the best, from those of us… who love him.”

Laurie relaxed, and her face softened from its severe mask, and she offered the woman a slight smile.

“Luke is a true MAN… those are a rare breed, and it's only fitting that he is given all he needs by those who love him. I’m grateful that you both feel the same way. Its been… difficult living with my shame alone.”

“There is no shame in love,” I said, holding the woman close with one arm. She nodded gently, then shook herself and made her apologies as she headed out to her car. She still had to head home and change before she went to church with Luke.


Chapter Eighteen

Jen and I made our way to my room, pausing to say goodbye to Luke, who was just heading out to his car. Each of us taking the opportunity to give the boy passionate kisses before he left. I found myself wanton with desire as I pressed myself to him, driven almost mad by our earlier play.

When Jen and I were alone, I told her all about my wild morning. She was fascinated by the dynamic Luke and Laurie shared and wiggled in her seat, saying she wanted to buy a maid’s outfit now and join in. Only her ideas of what kinds of games we would get up to might scandalize Laurie… then again, perhaps not. I had my suspicions that if Luke ordered it, she really would do anything
 for the boy.

I put my baby blue bikini on and was pleased to see that my figure still held up in it. Jen and I made a pitcher of iced tea and another of lemonade and lounged in the backyard under the bright morning sun, enjoying the great weather.

As we lay, Jen kept bringing Laurie up and probed what I thought about her. I told her everything, and she got especially excited when I told her about my suspicions.

“I want her to join in," Jen said, turning to me, her voice serious, "I think she would be great for Luke, and she is sexy as hell. Plus, honestly, I don’t think the two of us are going to be enough to satisfy that boy… he has some powerful needs.”

“I think we can arrange that,” I said with a grin.

We talked about it all morning, working ourselves up into a lather by the time Luke and Laurie arrived. There was an awkward tension between the two of them. When I met the woman's eyes, they shied away from mine. Luke had a blush, and he too wouldn't meet my eyes.

Jen took Laurie up to my room and helped her pick out a bikini while I make a batch of margaritas. Luke got downstairs first, and I called him over to the kitchen.

“Did something happen at church between you and Laurie?” I asked him.

“I’m sorry,” he said, his face crumpling in apology, "I didn't want to break your rules, it just happened… you have no idea how crazy she makes me… has always made me… the power it just goes to my head, I guess."

“Tell me,” I said, and I gripped his forearm and stepped close, my grin and eager eyes telling him I wasn't angry at all, in fact just the opposite.

“This morning was just so wild and hot, and I didn’t have a chance to cum,” he glanced up the stairs to make sure no one could overhear, "The whole time we were sitting there in church she kept glancing at my cock and up at me. Her big blue eyes were so imploring… then we went to breakfast after just like usual, and she led us to the back booth, where no one could see.

“She was just so submissive and doing everything I said… I don’t know what came over me, but I told her I needed to cum."

"What did she do?" I asked breathlessly.

“She pulled my cock out right there under the table and stroked me off… it was insane! I thought we were going to get caught, but Laurie didn’t blink and… and I think she even came just sitting there. You’re not mad?”

“Of course I’m not mad,” I said, “It would be better if you discussed it with me first, but I would have told you to go for it… maybe not in the middle of a diner… but I promised you that I would make sure you had all of your needs taken care of… not that it would be me doing the ‘taking care of’ every time.”

I grinned up at him, loving the shock that melted into surprised pleasure. Laurie and Jen were chatting as they left my room and started down the stairs.


“Don’t let your need to order her around stop just because Jen and I are here to see,”
 I whispered in the young man’s ear, “Just remember this all disappears if you start to backslide…”


“No chance of that,” Luke said with a wide grin, his cock shifting in his pants in his excitement, “I’ll be perfect if I get to keep living this fantasy!”

“What fantasy?” Jen asked with a sly little grin on her face. Laurie stood behind the pretty blonde, hiding her body with her arms as well, face a bright red.

"Laurie, stop being self-conscious,” Luke said in his tone of command, “Head out to the pool and relax.”

The woman obeyed his commands instantly. She relaxed, and though not all her embarrassment and shyness disappeared, most of it did. She dropped her arms to her sides, grabbed a towel from the counter, and headed into the backyard, her face composed and docile.

Laurie looked terrific in the tiny black suit, her pale flesh contrasting with the fine material beautifully. Her big nipples and areola pressed hard against the material, evidence of her excitement — the bottoms hugging her firm round ass tightly.

“Keep the naughtiness to a minimum,” I said to Jen with a wink, “Luke is going to have Laurie suck his cock in front of us.”

“I am?” He asked with a slightly shocked and amused smile.

“Yes,” I glanced up at him with a little smile, “You better enjoy this afternoon because you won’t see all three of us together unless you make it through the entire season playing your heart out and don’t fail a single exam.”

“All three…?” Luke breathed, too stunned to continue.

I grinned up at him, feeling flush with confidence and desire. I saw an answering grin from Jen when our eyes met, and we linked arms and headed out with the pitcher of margaritas. She flashed me a wicked smile as we sashayed our way to the table and deck chairs laid out around the pool.

When we got outside, Laurie was laying her towel out on a chair. Jen and I surprised the woman when we took the chairs to either side of her. I had warned Jen not to get too kinky with Luke, I didn't want to scare the woman off, but I knew Jen wouldn't be able to tone it down entirely and that worked to our advantage.

After laying her towel out, Jen whipped off her loose shirt. She stretched her arms above her head, her flat stomach taunt, her body tanned and gorgeous. I glanced at Laurie and saw her stare at the pretty blond, a curious expression on the woman’s face when she saw Luke looking. It wasn't jealousy, and neither was its interest. If anything, I’d have said it was satisfaction.

“Luke,” I said, "would you mind putting lotion on my back, honey?"

“Me too!” Jen said with a wide grin.

We both flattened our chairs and lay down on our stomachs. Laurie watched us with curiosity, and then I saw the woman’s eyes focus on Luke. Her lips parted, and her breathing grew heavy as she watched the young man’s hard-muscled body revealed under the warm sunlight.

"Undo the ties," Luke said when he was behind me, just a hint of the command in his voice.

“Yes, young master,” I said with a wink to Laurie when she stared at me.

Reaching back, I undid the ties to my bikini top and then folded my arms under my head, turning it so I could watch Laurie's reaction. I heard Luke squirt the lotion into his palm, and then his large, strong hands were on my flesh. The suntan lotion was cold at first, and I shivered and then couldn’t help the mewl of pleasure that escaped my throat as he began to work it into my skin.

He took his time, pressing firmly on the muscled of my back and shoulders. The massage felt wonderful, and if he continued, I probably would have nodded off into a restful nap. His fingers teased the sides of my breasts, pressing into the soft flesh as he rubbed my sides. It was over all too quickly, and I stifled a groan of disappointment when he lifted his hands off me.

“You should do the front too,” Jen said, “Wouldn’t want your mom to burn.”

“I’m not sure that’s appropriate,” Laurie said, her tone disapproving.

“This is all for Luke’s benefit,” Jen said, “or are you not as willing as Dawn and I to see him get back on the right track?”

“I’m willing to do anything to help Luke,” Laurie said, sounding affronted.

"Luke, what were the scores on your two exams last week?" Jen asked.

“98% and 93%,” he said with a touch of pride.

“See?” Jen said, “I think we should trust in what’s been working so far. What about you, Laurie?"

“Ok, I see your point,” the woman said, she was stiff with uncomfortableness, but her nipples were even more prominently standing out against the material of her bikini.

I felt a thrill of taboo pleasure as I rolled over. It was nothing new for Luke to see my bare breasts, but something about having Laurie there made me all the more aware of the taboo aspects of what we were doing.

"Make sure to get everything, honey," I said softly, looking up at Luke.

He stood staring down at me like a kid in a candy store, and I caught a hint of envy on Laurie’s face as he stared at me, but just a touch. It was quickly suppressed when she caught sight of the boys rapidly hardening cock.

Squeezing another dollop of lotion in his hands, he sat on the edge of my chair. He didn’t even try to hide his stares at my hard-dark nipples. He began on my legs. His motions slow and smooth as he worked the white cream into my skin. Then he moved to my stomach. I edged my bikini bottoms down a hair for him, and his strong fingers slide along my skin, causing my pussy to ache with desire.

Then he gathered my massive breasts in his hands, slowly massaging the suntan lotion into the pale flesh. I sat back and closed my eyes, feeling a delicious pleasure race through my body as he massaged each breast. He paid particular attention to my nipples, and when he twisted them gently, pulling down ever so slightly, I let slip a low moan of pleasure. I was panting when he finished, my body crying out for more.

“Me next!” Jen said, whipping off her top and rolling over.


Chapter Nineteen

Luke grinned as he moved over to the pretty blonde, but my eyes were focused on his massive erection that tented the front of his swim trunks. He hadn't bothered to hide it in the slightest, and my mouth watered as he moved around the chairs. I heard a whimper beside me and glancing over saw Laurie staring at his package as well, biting her bottom lip, face painted with wanton desire that I don’t think she was even aware of.

I didn’t put my top back on as I sat back, watching Luke massage lotion into Jen. The warm sun felt wonderful, and I felt a thrill as I sat outside. Our backyard is in the corner of our cul-de-sac, and there is no chance of anyone seeing us over the fences, but it still felt wicked to be topless before Laurie. Especially with the woman blushing so furiously and her thighs pressed so tightly together.

Luke bent over Jen, hard muscles rippling as he moved, tousled golden locks looking as though they’d been artfully arranged. I was stuck once more by how much of a man
 he was becoming. He had a quiet confidence to himself over the past couple of days. A poise that had only peeked through occasionally when he was younger.

His eyes traveled over Jen's naked back and ass, and there was so much affection in his gaze I felt my heart-melting. Looking at Laurie, I saw she noticed it too and was happy to see she wore a small pleased smile. Her eyes widened when Jen rolled over, a seductive smile on the blonde’s face as she gazed up at Luke, saying not a word. He finished up with her firm breasts, not bothering to hide how much he was enjoying touching her body. Jen didn’t bother to hide her pleasure at his touch, her moans, and little whimpers of pleasure, sending a jolt of shock through Laurie each time.

Laurie was growing more and more nervous until Luke finally stood and grabbed up the bottle of lotion. He turned and stared at her, the woman’s chest heaving slowly as his commanding green eyes bored into her blue.

"Rollover," he said, once more in that hard tone of command.

Laurie did as she was told, and though she hid it from Luke, I caught a quick flash of sinful pleasure wash over her face before she lay prone and composed herself.

“Top off,” Luke commanded as he squirted the lotion into his hand.

She closed her eyes and licked her lips before reaching back and untying the black strings. Luke sat beside her and began massaging the lotion into her skin. Taking his time once more, fingers rubbing up the woman’s sides, teasing the soft flesh around where her breasts squished against the chair. Finally, he sat back, and I stared into his eyes for one second, seeing the lust and desire there, but also the hesitation. I nodded slightly and gave him a smile of encouragement. He took a deep breath and nodded back, smiling as he let dominant alpha in him take over.

“Now roll over,” he said in that tone of command, “I have to get the front.”

“Now, Luke,” Laurie began her voice shaky with nervous worry, “perhaps we should-”

Whatever she was about to say was cut off as Luke raised his hand and brought it down on the bare skin of the woman's butt cheek. The sound was like a whip crack, and both Jen and I jumped. There was a touch of anger in Luke's face, and I saw he had left a red handprint on her ass. I was about to say something worrying he had gone too far, but then I realized what Laurie was doing.

The woman was writhing, one hand had worked its way beneath her crotch, and she was rubbing herself. Her face was a picture of shame and pleasure; eyes glazed as she stared at me. Luke brought his hand down again, and I saw her close her eyes in bliss as it connected, moaning out in pleasure.

“Mhmmmm!”

She sucked in her bottom lip and then spoke, her voice a breathy whisper, “I’m sorry young master, I shouldn’t have spoken back to you, please forgive me.”

“Rollover and I will think about it," Luke said, a dark gleam in his eyes.

Laurie rolled over, her movements slow and sexy as she drew the bikini away from her breasts. She gazed up at Luke, meek and submissive, pressing her hands down to the chair at her sides. His face said it all. His eyes were wide, and a slow delighted grin stole over his face as he took in the woman’s massive breasts. They are a touch bigger than mine, but with more sag to them. Her nipples were big, pink, and had puffy areola; I just wanted to reach over and pinch them. I could see Jen grinning too as she watched the woman submit to Luke.

He began with the woman’s legs, and as he worked his way up her body, the tension grew and grew. Until finally, he cupped one massive breast in hand and hefted it, rolling the nipple between thumb and finger.

“Ungh! Uhhh…. Uhhh… ohhh heaven, Luke… NGH!!”

I was in shock as the woman screamed out in obvious orgasm. Her legs relaxing and spreading, her whole body melting back into the chair. He had just begun to massage her breasts, and then she exploded. As she came down from her peak of bliss, she grew more and more nervous. Finally, glancing around in fear to see mine and Jen’s reaction.

We were both grinning, Jen was even touching herself between her legs, and it was all I could do to keep my hands from reaching down or pawing my breasts. Luke was the most amazed of all, though, and though relief showed in Laurie’s face, it quickly flashed to shock when Luke stood suddenly before her. The massive spear of his rock-hard cock tenting out his shorts.

“Now,” Luke’s voice was ragged with desire as he gazed down at Laurie, “return the favor.”


Chapter Twenty

The woman turned a shocked face to me and Jen, fear and uncertainty warring with her desire to serve and consuming lust.

“I think the boy deserves a reward for all his hard work this week and today,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant, but my words were laced with my own throaty desire, “what do you think Jen?”

“Oh yes,” the woman moaned, shifting as she rubbed herself over the bikini bottoms of her suit. “Give him what he deserves, Laurie… what he so obviously needs."

Laurie didn’t say anything as she looked un into Luke’s eyes for a long second. Whatever she saw reflected back from him put her at ease, and I saw her take in and breathe out a controlled breath. Then with a small smile of triumph, she sank to her knees beside her chair.

Her hands were pale against his tan skin as she ran her hands up his legs and under his trunks. I saw them grasp his massive cock from inside the shorts, and her eyes flared with pleasure. Then she pulled the trunks down, letting the gigantic cock come out into the light.

“Suck it,” Luke commanded, his eyes locked on hers,

“Yes, young master, Laurie said, a grin on pleasure forming on her lips as she leaned forward and planted a big kiss on the tip.

A little whimper of pleasure, escaping her throat as her lips parted around the thick tip. She continued to stare up at him, gazing into his green eyes as she took his cock into her mouth, the head stretching her throat out obscenely. Then to my amazement she took him deeper and deeper, without a single gag or struggle. Her throat opening wide to accept his massive cock deep into it.

“Oh fuck… that feels so good… Jesus!” Luke moaned out in pleasure.

The boy’s eyes flared with desire, and he reached down and took hold of Laurie's head in two hands. The woman moaned loudly in pleasure as her body relaxed, giving herself over to his control.

Jen and I couldn’t help but play with ourselves as we watched the incredible display before us. Luke stood tall and powerful, muscled flexing as he drove his massive cock in and out of the woman’s mouth. His cock was covered in spit and drool pooled out of Laurie’s mouth, dripping onto her massive tits, but she didn’t notice or care.

One of her hands slid up and gathered a massive handful of breast flesh and pulled hard on the nipple, while the other hovered near the waistband of her bikini bottoms. Her eyes remained wide open, smiling with joy and staring up at Luke, drinking in the pleasure she was giving him.

“Fuck this is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Jen said, her voice straining with her extreme pleasure, “You’re fucking your mommy’s face, while your other mommy watches, wishing it was her…,” Laurie moaned out even louder at the dirty talk, lips writhing around Lukes cock and her hand sliding down to touch her soaking sex, “Jesus, you're so fucking hot, Luke, fuck her face baby… like she’s your little cock sleeve… a submissive little whore for you… ugh… cumming!”

“Me too,” I panted, my own orgasm sneaking up on me as Jen had been talking. Her taboo and kinky words pushing me past the limit.

Luke, too was just about to cum, his balls were pulled up and tight, and he had a look of strained pleasure frozen on his face. Finally, he pulled back, releasing Laurie as he stroked his cock.

“Let me drink you, Master," Laurie moaned her orgasm ripping through her body, she tried to sit up and wrap her lips around his cock, but her body was shaking hard, her muscles rubbery. “Please!” She whimpered.

Luke grinned, taking the back of the woman’s head and pressing the tip of his cock into her lips as he began to throb. Her hand wrapped around his cock, milking it as he filled her swallowing mouth with thick streams of pearly white cum. It seeped out of her lips, dribbling down her chin and across her breasts.

Finally, he released her, panting and stepping back. For one frozen moment, in the wake of his release, I saw fear cross Luke's face as he gazed down at Laurie, and I understood his concern. He worried once more that somehow he had gone too far or ruined something. But the fear was gone in a second when Laurie sat back up on her knees and gazed up at him with a giant smile. Her hair in disarray, makeup smeared and drool and cum a sheet down her chin, neck, and tits.

“Do you require anything else, Master?” Laurie asked.

Luke stared down at the woman, and I saw his face fill with love and joy. He could only shake his head as he turned to Jen and me, seeing the same from us. He laughed a deep belly laugh of pleasure and then turned and hopped in the pool.

Jen and I took Laurie into the house and helped her clean up. We had a long conversation while we were in there about each of our roles in helping to keep Luke focused. This was all relatively new to Laurie, and she wasn't sure how comfortable she was with sharing. We all promised to meet for coffee the next morning so we could talk it through further, but we did decide on a few things there in the kitchen.

Sundays would be Laurie's time with Luke, and then he only got the reward if he did good in school and baseball all week. Jen would take Wednesdays and occasionally after a major game. The women both always envied me that I had access to the handsome boy and his massive cock, although I had to be careful always to keep him motivated.

The most challenging part was one none of us woman foresaw. The problem we each faced was in keeping ourselves away from Luke. We all talked and texted through the days and weeks that followed. If not for that and our support for one another, we would have all been jumping Luke’s bone day and night.

The results were undeniable, however. Luke brought his grade point average up to a 3.7 in just a couple months, and with Jen as his personal trainer, and his focus on improving his game, he became the most scouted college player that season.

His team blew through the playoffs and made it to the championship game for the first time in more than forty years. There were a couple of tough times in those months, but we made it through together. As their team’s fame grew, the pressures on Luke grew as well, peer pressure and coeds tried dragging him back in bad habits. However, with the potential of not just ruining any career he might have in baseball, but us three women as well, Luke always made the mature and wise choice.

We never let him fool around with all three of us together, that was a prize we dangled before him like a carrot on a string. There was no end to the wild scenarios we got up to. Each Friday night, Jen and I would spend the night with Luke. Each week things got wilder and wilder. Each Sunday, Laurie would arrive in her French maid outfit and clean my house with me. The sessions often devolved into Laurie, and I sucking slavishly on his cock, or bent over and cleaning, as he lifted our skirts and played with us, or took us roughly. One time he even ordered Laurie to eat out his ass as he fucked me, and she did so with gusto.

One evening, two weeks after the incident by the pool, Luke was gone for the night at an away game we couldn’t make. Jen and I invited Laurie over for dinner. We opened a couple of bottles of wine, and the cold, austere woman relaxed and opened up to us.

Just recently, she had discovered that she was a submissive. Many years of frustrated sexual experience had lead to the epiphany. She realized that even though it was her secret desire to give up all control to a man, the only time she had been comfortable enough to do, it had been with Luke. She had been sick with shame for who she was and what she’d done, until she’d been able to find an outlet with us.

After dinner we grabbed another bottle of wine and headed to the living room. When I got there, I found Jen had pressed Laurie back on the couch and was kissing her passionately. Laurie was shy and nervous at first, but soon her inhibitions flew out with her panties, and the three of us ended up in the hot tub, naked and touching, whispering naughty things to one another.

Jen took several selfies of the three of us in the water, naked and grinning drunkenly. She sent it to Luke with a promise that if they won the championship, this would be waiting for him when he got home. The three of us laughed because, at the time, it had seemed absurd. However, I could tell that we all secretly wished it would happen.


Epilogue

The three of us got back to my house and raced up to my bedroom, giggling like schoolgirls. Jen grabbed a bottle of champagne and three paper cups and poured us each a big glass full of bubbles as I began digging through my closet.

“Ladies,” Jen said with a bright smile, handing each of us a cup, "let's toast our champion and exciting night ahead!"

“I’ll drink to that,” Laurie said, and I agreed as we drank deep of the delicious bubbly alcohol.

“What are we going to wear?” I asked, “Or should we be wearing anything?”

"I got you, ladies, something as a thank you," Laurie said, reaching under my bed and pulling out a shopping bag she had hidden there, “These past few weeks have been the happiest of my life, and none of it would have happened if not for you two.”

“Aww, that's so sweet," Jen said.

“Yea, Laurie,” I said, “You didn’t have to do that.”

“When you see the outfits I got,” she said with a grin, “you’ll realize why I did. Now try them on!”

She pulled three sets of matching clothes out of the bag. They consisted of short white t-shirts that barely covered anything and tiny pink and black plaid skirts. When I pulled the shirt on, I found that it just covered my nipples and left the bottoms of my breasts exposed — a tantalizing display of curving swinging flesh. Lauren wore the same as did Jen. When Jen bent over and looked at herself in the mirror, we all grinned. The tiny skirt peeked up and flashed her bare muff and the bottom curve of her perfect ass.

We were feeling a little loose and tipsy as we squeezed into my bathroom and touched up our make up. Jen started to get handsy with Laurie, and I soon joined in. The woman was so submissive. She got off the more we played with and used her.

The sound of the door opening downstairs startled us out of our play, and we hurried out of the room, pressing our skirts down and shirts back into place. We found Luke dropping off his bag near the door, and he flashed a bright grin when he saw us.

“You all look so sexy,” He breathed, eyes roaming over our bodies and face.

“Let’s get you out of that cup,” Jen said with a grin as she slid up to him and began undoing his belt.

I was about to move to help her, but Laurie stopped me, the woman’s shy little hands slipping up under my top and cupping my breasts from behind. She pressed herself behind me, lips to my neck, as she pinched both of my nipples, causing me to moan out in pleasure. Luke gazed at us as Jen pulled off his jockstrap, his giant cock flopping out.

Laurie slipped a hand down into my skirt, and I arched back into her, biting my lips as her delicate fingers grazed my clit. She had never shown any initiative with Jen or me, and this surprised and pleased me, just as much as it obviously did Luke.

“You were magnificent today,” Jen said, kissing his lips gently, then kissing her way down his neck and chest, “a perfect game, during the championship… you’re all over ESPN… Luke,” her tone drawing his gaze as she sank to her knees, cradling his heft cock meat against her cheek and neck, "you could be the best ballplayer in a century!”

He grinned down at her, but Laurie gentle words cut to the quick for all of us.

“None of that matters,” she said, “he is the greatest man any of us will ever know, and it’s our great honor to be with him… to be together…”

"Look at them, Luke," Jen breathed, slowly stroking his cock and kissing its hardening length as she spoke, "your mommies are both the sexiest women I know… and all they want is to feel this beast inside them…”

“I’m the luckiest guy in the world,” he said, eyes shining with emotion. He reached out his arms, and Laurie and I rushed forward into his embrace. Jen stood and wrapped her arms around his waist too. My heart has never been so full as in that moment, and I caught Laurie’s eyes as we both tightened our embrace around Luke, and I saw the peace and love there as well.

Then he was pulling us along with him, up the stairs and into the master bedroom. We were laughing and tripping over one another at first. Luke keeping us upright with his sturdy power. But the flesh was warm, and none of us wore panties, Lukes cock was hard, and our aching bodies were so needy.

We made it halfway up the stairs before he could take no more of our teasing hands, and the feel of our bodies rubbing against his, lips locked to his most sensitive flesh. Then I felt him press me down, lifting my skirt and his massive erection pressing into me — the fat head demanding entrance to a body that had long grown accustomed to it. My sex was weeping as he slipped into its soft depths. With one hard thrust, he filled me completely.

I screamed out in pleasure, throwing my head back, hanging onto the step before me as he gripped my hips. I felt him saw out of me, feeling like he pulled my guts out with him, suddenly empty. Then sweet relief and a wave of pleasure as he drove back in, his strong fingers gripping me about my slender waist, pulling me back into him.

I was a woman in heat, and my stepson the only thing that could fully assuage my needs. His steady hard pounding was relentless, and my sex quivered around him. I clutched at his wrist, unable to hold myself up any longer, my muscles growing weak.

"Oh, god, baby… you're so big… mommy's gonna cum baby… mommy's cumming… oh, fuck!!!"

He clutched me to him, hands suddenly all over my body, cupping my breasts as his lips met mine. As the orgasms began to unleash in me, I felt soft hands playing with my sex, and a finger began grazing my clit gently but insistently.

“NGNGHHH!!!!”

My world went white as the pleasure stole through my body. My nerves were all alive, and my brain a fire of sparkling joy like I’d never felt before.

Hands were helping me down, and I clutched to Jen, her sweet lips on my neck as I heaved in deep lungful’s of sweet air. I could feel her grinding on my hip, her back tense with her own bottled lust. Beside us, Luke bent Laurie over, the beautiful and dignified woman looking anything but that now. He gripped her hair in a tight fist and arched her back, slamming into her from behind. Her face was pressed against the wall, breath hissing out as he ravaged her.

He was like a beast in heat as he pinned her arms behind her back with one hand and took her throat in a tight grip with the other. Laurie arched her back further, slamming her ass back into his every thrust. Her eyes squeezed shut and face frozen with intense pleasure, her tongue sticking out of her mouth obscenely. The sound and smell of her wetness filled the narrow space.

“Tell me what you want, mommy-slut?" Luke asked in a gruff voice, his ass clenched as he staved off his orgasm.

“I want your cum master! Please give this mommy-slut your cum!” Her lips writhed against the wall as she spoke, her eyes finally opening and rolling back to look at him, filled with pleasure and shame combined into her own orgasmic bliss, “Baby, please cum in me.” Her soft voice more a whimper than a plea sent Luke over the edge, and he filled her pussy with his cum, grunting out as he came.

“Fuck… take it you wonderful mommy-slut… take it!”

He clung to the wall, holding up Laurie as she writhed in pleasure, her feet kicking up into the air, knees too weak to hold herself upright. I sat up, still feeling woozy, and took the woman into my arms. We stumbled our way to the master bedroom and into the waiting bed.

I held Laurie in my arms, stroking back her as she slowly calmed down, a beautiful grin suffusing her face the entire time. There was the sound of sucking from the hall, and I could hear Jen's little mewls of pleasure and Luke's sigh of contentment. A few seconds later, he was pressing her back into the room and back onto the bed.

He gripped her legs in his powerful hands and pulled her back to him. She growled like a cat that sees a treat and wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing his cock into her desperate depths. He did not fuck her with passion and need as he'd taken me. Nor with total domination as he'd taken Laurie. Instead, he made passionate and slow love to Jen, his face filled with wonder still that he got to be with the woman he’d love for years.

She would not let him go until he had filled her womb with his next load of cum, and by that point, Laurie and I were worked up once again. Luke kept glancing at us lying there, and I knew he must see us as true sisters. I kissed the woman as he watched, feeling the thrill of his attentions as well as her soft lips upon mine. Soon I was lost in Laurie’s sexy body and touch.

Jen’s screams of pleasure as she and Luke came together must have woken the neighbors; it was so loud. We recovered then for a short time. Then we led Luke into the hot tub. Jen and I sat on either side of his massive hardon and kissed the shaft, licking and sucking all the way to his fat head, our lips meeting there. When they did, Laurie would start sucking on his tip and in one fell swoop, deep throat the whole of his cock.

We alternated sucking and licking. I would pause now and then and take Laurie’s giant soft nipple in my mouth and suckle it, nibbling her inverted nipples gently until she shuddered with pleasure. The other women would do the same, our hands dipping between legs and rubbing, teasing and fingering each other.

Luke covered all our faces with his cum, his face filled with awe at the sight. Each of us filled with pleasure as the thick cum fell upon our flesh.

That was one of the hottest nights of our lives, but definitely not the last like it. Luke would go on to get picked up by a major league team and put in their farm league. Six months later, he was playing professionally and has amassed one of the best records of any era, to date.

The three of us women had become inseparable over the years. So, when Jen and Luke married and bought a large house out in the country, Laurie and I moved in with them on day one. The four of us have made a home together and have been living in bliss ever since.

THE END
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