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When I woke up to the smell of bacon that morning, I was confused. I'd worked a double shift at the hotel the day before and I still had to come home and make dinner for my family. By the time I had collapsed in bed next to my husband, I no longer cared what day it was. All I wanted to do was sleep.

My stomach gurgling, I sat up in bed and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. I looked out the window and noticed the sun was up and realized that Harold must have gotten up and shut the alarm off. For a moment, I was angry. I relished my alone time in the morning. I was able to sit on the patio, watch the sunrise over the mountains, and have my first cup of coffee. It was the only alone time I had, even on the weekends.

However, when Harold and my son Bobby entered the room carrying a tray, I suddenly realized what day it was.

The one day a year they made me breakfast. The one day a year they thought about me first. The one day that was supposed to make raising a family all worthwhile.

Mother's Day.

I smiled when Harold and Bobby set the tray next to me on the bed. My enthusiasm was dampened somewhat when I looked down at the tray. The eggs were runny and the toast was burnt. The bacon was limp and soggy. Harold was not a good cook, which is why I had taken over the cooking duties in the house once we were married. It wasn't like I had the time, I just liked to eat well.

At least they had cooked protein with very little carbs. They even used gluten-free bread, although it had been cooked to crisp, brown boards with black edges.

Still, it's the thought that counts right?

That's what I told myself as I crunched into the dry toast. My boys looked at me expectantly. They had tried so hard, I could see that. I smiled as I choked down the toast.

"It's good,"  I said and took a sip of the cold, bitter French press.  "Really good."

Harold settled back on the bed, sighing in contentment, his mission accomplished. Bobby looked at his father through almost identical glasses and smiled, giving Harold a manly punch on the shoulder.

I loved my boys. They tried their best, they really did. A warm tear welled up in my eye. I don't like to cry, so I looked down at my runny eggs and stirred them around with a piece of bacon.

"Thank you, boys," I said. I even meant it.

"Do you really like it, Mom?" Bobby asked with a tremor in his voice.

So fragile, just like his father. Looking at them with their thin, wiry bodies and earnest Labrador-brown eyes, I could see that Bobby was his father's son.

"Yes, dear,"  I said and rubbed his cheek. "I love it. Thank you."

They were pleased and I felt warm inside as I always did when I made them happy. So, I set about eating my breakfast. It wasn't all that bad and I felt good despite the greasy feeling the eggs gave me. My boys smiled eagerly.

I thought that would be it. I'd get my breakfast, some conversation, and we would all go our separate ways. I'd get an hour or two by myself, out of respect for the day, and then I'd go back to doing all the things that needed doing. Maybe they'd take me out for dinner later in the evening. That was typically how Mother's Day had gone for the past decade.

But, Harold surprised me, really surprised me and that hadn't happened for a long time.

"We got you this, too,"  he smiled slyly. "Not sure you want it, but..."

I looked at the card he handed to me. It was thick, mint green cardstock. Engraved in the soft paper were words with vines twining through the dark green letters.

You are invited to a special day at CoCo Hot Springs.

This invitation can be exchanged for a whole day of being pampered at our facilities including:

massage therapist, mud bath, pedicure and manicure, and facial.

Come see us, relax, and enjoy a full day of our spa experience.

I was stunned. A full day at CoCo Hot Springs? A day of being pampered? A day away from my job, my family, and all of the pressures of my life?

"Harold?"  I gasped. "My God, this must have been so expensive!"

My husband's face flushed with pride.

"I've been saving up,” Harold said, and winked at Bobby. "Bobby helped, too."

Bobby worked at the local grocery store in town, stocking shelves and bagging groceries. At minimum wage, he made just enough to keep gas in his car but he had used his hard-earned money and helped his father pay for a spa day. I'd never felt so proud.

Or ashamed.

"Really?" I pushed the feelings of guilt and shame to the back of my mind. "My beautiful boys!"

I hugged them both, tears of love and guilt on my cheeks.

"You deserve it, Mom," Bobby said and even kissed my cheek, which reminded me of other, stronger kisses.

"You okay, Mom?" Bobby said when he noticed the look on my face and the red in my cheeks.

"Yes,"  I said, smiling. "I'm just happy."

That seemed to make my son happy and he got up off the bed. Meanwhile, Harold looked at the clock.

"The appointment I set up is in half an hour, so you better get ready."

"Oh! I didn't realize!" I said. "Maybe I should take a shower so I don't stink."

"Honey, you smell great," Harold said and kissed me on the lips. He lingered there for a moment, his tongue darting across the opening of my mouth. Again, I was surprised. Harold didn't like kissing, especially not in front of our son.

"Stop it, you guys!" Bobby said and made a big show of being disgusted. "If you're doing stuff like that, I'm leaving."

Harold chuckled, "Go ahead and leave then."

Bobby stopped for a moment, shocked. Then we all laughed.

“As much as I'd like to," I said, grinning. "I really do need to get ready."

Harold nodded and stood up. He shifted his pants out of sight of Bobby and I noticed a slight bulge. I smiled again and he winked at me.

"Let's go, son," Harold said and ushered Bobby out of the room. "Let's let your mom get ready for her big day."

As my two boys left the room I sighed, my shoulders relaxed, and the smile on my lips turned into a frown. The kisses I had suppressed came flooding back and a moist heat collected between my thighs. A heat that had very little to do with my husband.

I didn't linger in the shower, however. There wasn't enough time to stand under the hot spray long enough to touch myself and get any real pleasure. Instead, I washed quickly, got out of the shower, and scrubbed myself off with a dry towel.

Fifteen minutes after I got out of bed, I came downstairs dressed in a bright yellow sundress. Harold looked up at me from the kitchen and let out a low whistle.

"You look great, baby,"  he said.

I smoothed the sundress down over my body. I did look pretty good for a thirty-six-year-old woman who had a teenager still in high school. My breasts had never regained their former shape, but they stretched the fabric of the dress nicely. My stomach was flat after a good diet and exercise, and my ass was firm under the yellow dress. When I moved, everyone could see the muscles of my thighs move sensually under the yellow cloth. I felt sexy.

"Thank you, sweetie,"  I said and walked into the kitchen. I looked around for a moment.

The pan with eggs in it was still on the stove. A thin yellow crust had splashed over the edges of the pan and onto the top of the stove. Dishes were piled up in the sink even though I had washed and put them away the night before. It looked like Harold and Bobby had dirtied every pan in the cupboard.

"Don't worry," Harold said, noticing the disappointed look on my face. "Bobby and I'll clean up the house before you get home."

I smiled, but inside I wondered. I couldn't remember the last time the two men had cleaned the house and I could just imagine what it would look like when I got home.

Still, it was my day and I had somewhere to be. It was so much easier not to worry about the mess in the kitchen, or if the house got vacuumed while I was gone. All of a sudden, those things seem so insignificant next to the day of pampering ahead of me.

"Okay, honey," I  said and gave Harold a peck on the cheek. His hands roamed over my body but I slipped away from him. "My, my. You really are excited today."

"You always make me excited," he said.

I swatted him playfully on the shoulder. That wasn't true and we both knew it. For the longest time, I blamed myself, but things in my life had changed. I knew I looked good. If Harold didn't always notice, that was his loss.

"Well, you boys have a good day,"  I said as I headed out the door, waving my fingers playfully at Harold.

"You too, Mom," Bobby said from the living room over the sounds of his Xbox and Harold grinned and waved back.

The front door shut behind me and I took a deep breath of the cool mountain air. I was finally free. Steadying myself, I walked down the front steps and to the car.

[image: ]

THE BEST THING ABOUT living in Montana was the mountains. Despite living here for years I still caught my breath every time I walked out of our front door. I took in the view of the valley and the misty, blue mountains in the distance. The sight never failed to remind me of the postcards we sold at the hotel in town. We truly lived in a beautiful place.

Our small house was just outside the town of Spearfish. Spearfish was very much a tourist community, living off skiers in the winter and nature lovers in the spring and summer. I passed the Wayback Hotel and had to stop myself from slowing down. I ran the hotel and Sundays were one of my few days off. If I stopped, I knew my day would be ruined by questions or problems. Just like my family, my employees could handle it for one day.

Taking a turn off Main Street, I passed Harold's small, gray office. His insurance company provided coverage for all the seasonal workers in town. It wasn't a very lucrative career, but it paid the bills. With our two incomes, we just managed to be able to afford to live year-round in a place most people only dreamed about visiting. That was the price you paid to live in a postcard.

The street turned into the highway and I sped up, feeling Spearfish fall away behind me. I passed the sign for Coco Hot Springs about a mile before the turnoff. I had just enough time to imagine spending a whole day to myself being massaged, manicured, and pampered. Six months ago it would have been a dream to spend the whole day at the spa.

I flew past the turnoff without even slowing down.

I drove another twenty miles. Out here the valley flattened out and the houses became smaller and dingier. If there had been a train running through Spearfish, I was definitely on the wrong side of the tracks.

I turned off the highway onto a small, gravel side road hidden by weeds and a drooping maple tree. The long, narrow lane was bordered on both sides by waving grasses and a small creek. Scattered around the pasture I could see large, black cows chewing calmly on their cud, unconcerned with why I, a wife and mother, was driving down a backroad on Mother's Day. The accusation I felt in their long, baleful looks was all in my head.

Finally, the lane ended at a dilapidated old farmhouse. White paint was flicking off the outside like dead skin, exposing the dark boards beneath. Rusted hulks of cars were scattered about the gravel yard in front of a rotting barn that had once been red but had faded to a dusty pinkish-gray.

I stopped the car and waited, my hands clenching the steering wheel. I listened for the dogs I knew were there, but there was no barking and I assumed they were in the kennel behind the barn. After a few moments, I collected myself and got out of the car.

I walked up to the door and knocked.  I tried to control my breathing as I waited. Suddenly, the battered front door opened and Jason stood there behind the screen. He was tall, so much taller than I had expected the first time I had seen him. He was the same age as Bobby, just eighteen, but he looked every inch a man. He wore no shirt and I found myself following the harsh ridges of his body, my eyes caressing his supple, taut skin. I licked my lips without even thinking.

"Hello, Mrs. Harris," Jason said with a smirk.

He knew my first name was Heather, but he enjoyed calling me by my married name. Even now his blood was quickening just thinking about the married woman standing outside his front door waiting for him to open it. I felt the blood rush to my cheeks, the same reaction that happened every fucking time I saw him.

He looked me up and down, running his eyes along the curves of my yellow dress.  As always I felt naked under his gaze. My thighs grew wetter and my nipples hardened painfully against the fabric of my bra.

Jason stood there for a moment, staring at me. He was torturing me, I knew that, but it only made me want him more.  Finally, he opened the screen door with a rusty creak.

"Do you want to come in?" His smirk turned into a grin.

Of course, I wanted to come in. I always wanted to come in, but I wasn't going to say it. I managed to frown as I stomped past him and into the dingy living room.

The house was a stark contrast to my own. Smaller and darker, the carpet a dusty blue color from years of dirty feet. Dirty laundry Jason didn't bother to hide was lying on the edge of the couch. There's a dank, musty smell hanging in the air.

"So,"  Jason said. "How long do you have?"

I didn't turn around. I kept my eyes on a patch of brown mildew on the wall just above the television.

"All day," My voice trembled. "I have all day."

"All day, huh?"  I could hear the smirk in his voice.

"Yes," I said. 'It's Mother's Day."

“Yeah, I know,” he said. “My mom had to work. But, that's all right...”

I flinched as he slammed the door shut. The floor creaked as he came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist. I felt his hot breath on my skin as his lips grazed my ear.

"It means we have all day together," he murmured and I moaned as his sharp teeth bit into my neck.
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How did I get here, in this place, with this boy? I ask myself that a lot these days. I relive the moments in my mind. I don't know why I'm here or keep going back. All I know is it started with a black eye.

"Oh my God! Bobby? What happened?"

Bobby slammed open the front door, trying to rush through without saying hello. He had his hand up over his face trying to hide something, but it was too late.

I came around the kitchen counter and grabbed Bobby by the arms, stopping him. I placed my hand under his chin and made him look at me. On the right side of his face was the biggest shiner I had ever seen. It was new, still red with the purple bruising beginning around the eye and along his cheekbone.

"It's nothing," Bobby said, trying to get by me, but I held him firmly.

"That's not nothing!" I said. "What happened to you?"

While the one side of his face was covered in bruises, the other one was bright red. It'd been like that ever since he was a little boy when he was embarrassed he blushed cutely. It also made it very hard for him to lie to me.

“I just..." he stammered. "I just got into a little bit of a fight at school."

"Fight?" I said, shocked. That didn't sound at all like Bobby. “You got into a fight at school? Why didn't anybody call me?"

"Well," Bobby looked away from me. "It wasn't at school, it was right after. Some of the other boys were teasing another kid. I tried to stop them, but..."

That sounded a lot more like my son. He wasn't big, or strong, but he had a lot of character. As a mother, it made my heart swell with pride that he would stick up for someone else. But, as a mother, it infuriated me that he was hurt for doing the right thing.

"Who was it?" I demanded.

"Mom," Bobby said and rolled his eyes. "It's nothing, okay? It's just a group of boys at school."

"Do they pick on you?" I asked.

Bobby looked away again and blushed, giving me my answer. I hated the idea of my son being bullied. He was a good, sweet kid. Seeing him like this, embarrassed for being beaten, made my heartbreak.

"Who was it?"  I said again. "Who hit you?"

Bobby knew I wouldn't let go until he told me. He looked anywhere but my face, then finally rested his eyes on the floor.

"Jason Carver."

I stopped for a moment, thinking. Spearfish, Montana was a resort town, but it was just like every other small town. And, just like every small town, there were always those families who seemed to produce nothing but bitter, angry people. The Carvers were a family like that. They lived in the foothills on the edge of town and rumors swirled through Spearfish about their involvement in drugs, fights, and vandalism. Jason Carver was just another in a long line of Carver hoodlums.

"Jason, huh?"  I said.

"Mom," Bobby said, seeing the look on my face. "Mom, it's okay. I handled it."

I looked again at the bruise on his face, brushed the purple mark with my finger. Bobby hissed in pain and that made me even angrier.

"Yes,"  I said. "It sure looks like you handled it."

Bobby looked at me with such shock and I suddenly realized how that sounded. Like he couldn't handle himself. Like he was still my little boy.

"Oh honey," I said and rubbed the other cheek. "I didn't mean it like that."

Bobby shrugged as if it meant nothing, but I knew I had hurt him.

"Can I go now?" he asked.

"Yes," I smiled and he accepted another pat on his unmarked cheek.

He began to walk away and I stopped him.

"Wait!" I walked into the kitchen, opened the freezer, and pulled out a bag of frozen peas. I walked back to him and handed him the bag. "Put this on your eye. It will help with the swelling."

"Thanks, Mom," Bobby said and took the peas. I watched him walk up the stairs to his room. I waited until I heard his door shut before letting out my anger.

"Fucking bastard!" I said to the kitchen.

I made the decision right then and there to contact Jason's mother, Sarah. I waited till I was sure Bobby wasn't going to come down the stairs, then I looked up the number for the Moonstruck Restaurant. The last l had heard, Sarah was working there as well as the night shift at the Triple T Tavern. Like most of us, she made her living catering to the tourists who came and went throughout the summer and winter.

I called the Moonstruck and asked for Sarah. I kept looking up the stairs to see if Bobby was coming. Finally, a woman came on the line.

"Hello?" she said and I heard the weariness in her voice.

"Sarah?" I said, trying to keep my voice neutral. "This is Heather Harris, Bobby Harris's mother? Our sons go to school together."

There was a long pause as Sarah no doubt wondered why a woman who had never spoken to her was calling in the middle of the day.

"And how can I help you, Heather?"  There was just a hint of sarcasm in her voice.

"Well,"  I said. "It seems like our boys got into a fight after school. My son has a huge bruise on the side of his face. He says Jason did it."

"That's what he says, huh?" she asked. "So, what do you want to talk about?"

"I want to talk about..."  I took a deep breath, trying to keep my voice calm. "I want to talk about what we're going to do to make sure Jason doesn't bully my son."

"And  how do we know that was Jason's fault?" Sarah said, her voice sharp with bitterness. "How do we know your son didn't start the fight?"

"Bobby  would never do that!" I said.

"And my son would?" She was angry now and I could practically see the poison dripping off her tongue.

"No,"  I said, hurriedly. "No, that's not what I meant."

"I know what you meant," Sarah spat into the phone. "If there's a problem it's got to be one of the Carvers, right?"

I didn't know what to say. She wasn't wrong. If something happened in town,  a store was broken into, vandalism, or drugs being sold out of the back of the Rock Creek Tavern. Every time something like that happened in our town, the Carver name came up.

I never realized until that moment how horrible that must be, to live under a cloud of suspicion your whole life. I tried to think of some words to say but couldn't.

"Listen," Sarah said. "I have to get back to work. Jason's home today and he's eighteen, for God's sake. You want to take it up with him, take it up with him. Frankly, I don't have the time."

There was a click as the call ended. I stared at the silent phone in my hand. I felt embarrassment mixed with my anger. I could not believe how she had turned the conversation back on me! Wasn't she worried about how her son was hurting other people? I know I would if Bobby was suspected of bullying others.

Bobby would never do that.

Of course, Bobby would never do that. Not my sweet, gentle son.

Well, I said to myself. If his mother's not going to take care of it I'll just have to talk to him myself.

Even as I had the thought, I knew I was wrong. At least part of me knew I was wrong. This wasn't the way to go about fixing things. In fact, it could make things worse.

But, the mother tiger in me rose its gnarly head. I wasn't going to sit back and do nothing while my son was being hurt. That was just not how I operated.

So, I gathered up my purse and the car keys and called up the stairs to Bobby.

"Bobby? I need to run to the store for some..."

I paused, trying to come up with some logical reason for running to the store.

"Milk," I said. "I need to go get some milk and some other things for dinner."

"All right, Mom," Bobby called from behind his closed door.

And that was it. A simple lie. A split-second decision. It all happened so quickly.

And that's where it all began.
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Everyone knew where the Carver's lived. They were scattered amongst the foothills outside of Spearfish on land their forebears had claimed over a hundred years ago. Most of the buildings on their property were falling down in some way and most of the pasture had been allowed to go to seed.

The house that Jason and his mother lived in was in no better shape than the rest of the Carver residences. It was old and saggy and in dire need of a paint job. Rusted hulks of cars were scattered around the courtyard in front of a dilapidated old barn.

As I pulled up in front of the house, I heard the frenzied barking of dogs a moment before a huge Pitbull jumped on the side of my car and clawed at the windows.

I screamed as another Pitbull thumped against the opposite side of the car. There was no way I was going to get out of the car with those two snarling, slavering animals. I had my hand on the key to start the car when I heard a voice call from the house.

"Cookie!" I looked up and saw a tall, young man standing on the rotting porch. "Marshmallow! Get down!"

It took me a moment to realize that Cookie and Marshmallow were the dogs. I watched as first the brown one then the white one slunk back from the car towards the porch. The man sauntered down the porch, took each of them by the collar, and dragged them around the side of the house.

I was still shivering in my car when the man returned. He knocked on the window and I realized the tall, young man was Jason Carver.

"It's all right," he said. "I locked them up. You can get out now."

I didn't think I could get out. My hands were locked onto the steering wheel. Jason walked around the side of the car and opened the door.

"It's all right," he said again and held out his hand.

I peeled my fingers away from the steering wheel and took his hand. His fingers were strong and rough, with dirt under the nails. Still, his strength calmed me and I stepped out of the car.

"They're really not that bad," Jason said and helped me to my feet. "They just wanted to see who you were."

"Yes, well," I said, still shaking. "I'm Heather Harris."

"I know who you are, Mrs. Harris," Jason said. He was still holding my hand and I looked down, suddenly feeling awkward. I pulled my hand away and had to fight the desire to wipe it against my jeans. "You're Bobby's mother."

"Yes,"  I said. "Yes, that's actually what I came here for."

Standing here next to him, I realized just how tall he was. The last time I had been this close to him must have been ten years ago. I was used to Bobby and Harold who both were about even height with me and I wasn't tall. Jason, however, loomed over me with a long, muscular body. He looked more like a man than my husband.

I shook the thought away, trying to wipe away the comparison, but the image persisted.

Jason smiled, it was the first time I had ever seen his smirk and I felt a flash of anger rising in my chest.

"Let me guess," Jason said. "Little Bobby went home to his mommy and told him that big, bad Jason hit him?"

"That is not what happened," I said, trying to defend my son. "He wouldn't have even told me if I hadn't noticed the huge black eye you gave him."

Jason continued to smirk down at me and I watched as his eyes took me in. It was a possessive, hungry look.

I was dressed in a simple button-down shirt and jeans, but I felt naked under that gaze. He stood there looking at me for a while and I contemplated getting back in the car and just going away. This wasn't going to work. It had been a stupid idea to even try. The boys would have to work it out on their own. Or, maybe, Booby would just have to avoid him.

"I see," Jason said and finally took his eyes off of me. My body shook like a deer suddenly released from the hypnotic glare of a car's headlights. I hadn't even known I was frozen until I could move again.

I was moving to get into my car when Jason said, "Why don't you come inside for a drink and we can talk about it."

I stopped. He was no longer looking at me, and God help me, I felt the absence of that gaze. I couldn't help but watch his firm buttocks move under his jeans as he strode to the house. He looked over his shoulder and caught me staring. My face burned with shame and Jason's smirk became a grin.

"You coming?" he asked.

My mind was screaming at me to stop. The look he had given me was still throbbing through my blood and I realized just how dangerous this boy was. Strong, wild, beautiful. The kind of boy who only wanted one thing and then dropped you the next day like a whore. I had never needed that kind of attention. I'd always had my sweet, gentle Harold. I didn't need anyone else.

I knew I shouldn't follow him into that house. No good would come of it. But, I needed to protect my son. At least, that's what I told myself as I shut the car door and walked up to the front porch.
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The house itself wasn't much smaller than my own home, but it was  dark, and there was a musty, closed-in smell that permeated the place. Clothes and other items were strewn across the floor like someone had given up on cleaning a long time ago. I had to stop myself from tidying up. I really can't stand a mess.

Jason moved from the living room to a small kitchen that looked like something out of the 70s. Cracked, yellow linoleum counters contrasted starkly against the dark wood cupboards. Even though the garish colors had faded with age, it was still hard to look at.

"Drink?" Jason asked and pulled open an ancient refrigerator. "Lemonade? Water?"

I could see from the dining room that the fridge was nearly empty. However, on the top shelf, there was a large jug of lemonade. It looked cold and I suddenly found myself with a parched throat.

"Yes, please," I said and wondered why I was being so polite. This wasn't a goddamned social call. Yet, a part of me couldn't help being intimidated by this tall, sexy boy. 

Jason got out a couple of glasses and filled them up from the jug in the fridge. It was a sun tea jug, so it had a little spigot that he could push to fill the glasses with cold lemonade. When he was done he walked to me and passed me the glass which was already sweating.

I took a drink and even though it was the cheap, powdered stuff, it cooled my throat and the tartness stung my tongue.

"Thank you," I said. "Now, about Bobby..."

Jason said nothing, just looked at me over the rim of his glass as he took a long drink. I found my eyes drawn to a drop of lemonade that escaped the corner of his mouth and dripped down his chin. I suddenly wanted to bend forward and lick that drop from his mouth. My lips tightened and my tongue twitched as I imagined the mixture of sweat and lemonade.

What was I thinking? It was stupid, looking at this young boy like that. I chalked it up to the way he gazed at me outside and my memories of previous boyfriends. It was nothing more than a simple twitch of lust. It meant nothing. And it certainly didn't change why I was here.

"You want me to stop bothering Bobby?" Jason set his glass on the counter and looked down at me, with that cold smirk on his face. It should have been ugly and cruel, but on his handsome face, it made the blood hum in my veins. It was as if Jason knew the punchline and I was the joke.

"Yes," I looked away from him and took another drink of my lemonade to cover my nervousness. "I want you to stop bothering him."

"Fine," he said, simply.

"Really?" I turned around. "Just like that?"

"Sure." Jason stepped forward. He was in my personal space now. I stepped back and bumped into the doorway of the kitchen.

Jason looked down at me and suddenly my vision was filled with his handsome face. His muscular body loomed over me. I felt helpless, but that helplessness sent a shiver of excitement up my spine. The strange desire a woman might feel in the presence of a strong, alpha male. The primal pull of his manhood reaching deep inside and stroking the equally primal woman hiding there.

"All you have to do is fuck me," Jason said.

The words made all of the lust evaporate instantly. I suddenly laughed, unable to stop myself. I covered up my mouth, tears in my eyes.

"I... I'm sorry, kid," I managed to gasp between bouts of laughter. "I mean, what do you think this is? Some kind of porno movie?"

Jason's self-assured smirk slipped just a fraction and he backed up a step. The moment was broken. Whether by his ham-handed attempt at seduction or just a ludicrous idea of me, a wife and mother, being blackmailed by this dumb kid.

I set the lemonade down on the counter, no longer thirsty. I turned to leave. I was no longer scared of his strength, or his charm or the firm line of his jaw. He was just so young. So stupid.

His voice stopped me at the door.

"So, that's it?" he asked. "You just going to walk out and let little Bobby get picked on?"

I rounded on him and let my full anger show.

"Oh, you're not going to hurt my son. If you do, I'll go to the police and tell them about you harassing me. I'll tell them you propositioned me. Who do you think they'll believe?"

"That's it, then." For the first time, his smile slipped into a frown. His grey eyes became cold like dirty ice. If I hadn't been so angry, I would have been scared. "Sure, they'll believe you. After all, you're a fine upstanding member of the community and I'm just another Carver."

"That's not what I meant and you know it."

"Oh, I know what you meant," Jason said. He turned away from me and walked back towards the kitchen.

"Listen," I said. "Please, I just want you to stop messing with Bobby."

Jason nodded. This time he stalked over to me and he didn't stop until he was inches from me. Again I could feel the massive heat of his body as he encroached upon my personal space. He looked down at me and his smirk returned.

"All right," he said. "How about a kiss?"

"What?" My voice was small and weak. "No!"

"Come on," he murmured. "Just a kiss and I'll make sure nobody picks on Bobby ever again. Or his friends."

I stood there feeling the heat from his body make my cheeks warm. I wet my bottom lip, unconsciously preparing myself.

I shouldn't do this. It was wrong. But, the fact that this beautiful, young man standing before me wanted a kiss from me, wanted to kiss me so much that he was willing to take this chance, made something inside of me bloom. It was just a kiss, right? Just a kiss and Bobby would be fine and no one would ever have to know.

I nodded slightly. Just enough to give my assent. Jason leaned forward and placed his lips gently against mine. I expected him to kiss me eagerly, sloppily like an eighteen-year-old boy. Instead, his kiss was gentle and I found myself moving forward for more. As I did, he put his large, strong hands on my hips and pulled me into him. I moaned involuntarily against his lips. He took that as encouragement, pressed harder against my lips, and slipped his tongue into my mouth.

I confess I lost myself to the kiss. I leaned into his muscular body, molding myself to his heat. His jeans scraped against my belly and I felt his cock, large and thick and pressing against the fabric of his pants. He was hard and he was huge.

I finally came back to myself. I pushed against him. He could easily have kept me in his arms, but he let me go.

I reacted instinctively. My hand flashed out and I smacked him square across the face. It was like smacking stone. Pain shot through my hand and up my arm. He turned his head and I watched as a red welt formed on his cheek. That damn smirk was still on his face.

I had to get out. I had to run. The heat inside me was overwhelming. I scrambled at the door, finally able to yank it open.

I stumbled down the steps to my car, yanked open the door, and jumped into the driver’s side. A moment later, the wheels were spraying gravel out behind me.

As I tore down the road, I looked back in my rearview mirror and I saw him standing on the porch, rubbing his injured cheek.

He was still smiling.
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Ifinally started to relax as I got a mile away from Jason's house. Even though my body stopped shivering, I could still feel the heat in my belly and between my legs. I tried to shake off the feeling, but it just kept coming back.

Why did that turn me on? Was it his size? His beauty? His confidence? He was so young, yet he handled himself like a man.

My thoughts were still confused as I pulled into the driveway. Harold's car was home and I took a deep breath, suddenly feeling as if I had cheated on him. It was only a kiss, yet it wasn't just a kiss. If it had been a quick peck or a light brush of the lips, then it wouldn't have felt like a betrayal. But, Jason's mouth had drawn me in and held me until I had forgotten who and where I was. The fact that I had forgotten my family at that moment was the ultimate act of betrayal.

I got myself together and managed to get into the house, hoping that my boys weren't on the ground floor waiting for me. The house seemed quiet. I poured myself a cold glass of water and gulped it down. The terrible heat in my body had just begun to fade when Harold entered the room.

"Hey," he said. "How are you?"

He came towards me and I had to resist the urge to shy away from him. Being close to him after being close to Jason seemed wrong. I forced myself to give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Such a chaste kiss compared to the one Jason had forced on my lips just minutes earlier.

"I'm fine," I said. "How was your day?"

"Good," Harold said. "Same old, same old. I took a few phone calls, went out to check some hail damage in the hills. You?”

'It was good," I said. "It's quiet at the hotel, but I suppose in a couple of weeks it's going to get busy."

"Too right," Harold agreed.

Bobby came into the kitchen. Harold didn't notice his black eye and Bobby quickly opened the refrigerator.

"Mom?" he said from inside the fridge. "I thought you went and got milk?"

I stopped. I had forgotten the excuse I had made when I left the house. I tried to think quickly as Bobby stood up and looked at me, turning his face to the side so that his father could now see him.

"Bobby?" Harold gasped. "What the hell happened to your face?"

The milk was forgotten as Bobby was forced to tell his father what had happened. Harold listened intently, his face serious, nodding sagely at all the right moments.

"Wow, that's rough," he said finally when Bobby had finished. He reached out a fatherly hand and placed it on our son's shoulder.

Both Bobby and I looked at each other, then looked away. Harold had a long history of avoiding conflict. I knew it was a defensive reaction to the bullying he endured in high school. Bullying by people exactly like Jason Carver.

"Can you, you know," Harold mumbled. "Can you just try and stay away from him?"

"The school's not that big, dad," Bobby sighed. I put a hand on my son’s shoulder and smiled.

"It's okay," I said. "Bobby can handle himself, can't you Bobby?"

As Bobby nodded, I thought of my agreement with Jason. I had kissed him, but I'd also slapped him in the face. In his mind, that probably meant our deal was null and void. If he had ever planned on honoring the agreement in the first place.

Thoughts of Jason brought the heat back to my face and I quickly busied myself in the kitchen. Bobby had forgotten all about my trip to the store, which was good because I didn't have a good excuse.

Dinner was a quiet affair. Everyone was subdued with their thoughts. Harold with work and Bobby with school. And I was worried about Jason. What would happen if he told someone that we’d kissed? It was his word against mine and even though he was a Carver, he was still a young boy. I was supposed to be the responsible adult.

You never should have gone into the house, I told myself over and over again, knowing each time that there was nothing I could do about it now.

Finally, the meal was over, the dishes were done, and everyone had gone their separate ways. Harold retreated to his office to read. Bobby went to his room with his iPhone to chat and play games with his friends. I went to my bedroom.

I tried to read a book, but I couldn't get my mind off of what happened. I thought of Jason and my hand slid down my body brushing my pussy through my pajamas. I felt the heat flare instantly as if the embers had been waiting there all along for someone to fan into flame. My pussy was sopping.

I slid my hand into my pajama bottoms. The tip of my finger touched my wet pussy and I opened my lips to feel the swollen bud of my clit against my fingertips. It was insane for me to be this wet, this turned on, just from the memory of a boy.

I was just beginning to explore my sex when I heard Harold's footsteps on the stairs. Quickly, I moved my hand, wiped my juices onto my pajamas, and held my book up in front of my face to hide the guilt.

"Hey baby," Harold said as he began undressing for bed. "You tired?"

"No," I said, and suddenly I had an idea. A way of getting rid of the guilt and maybe, just maybe, getting rid of the heat between my legs in the process.

I laid down my book. Harold had his back to me. He didn't see me get up on all fours on the bed and crawl over to his side of the bed. I knelt on my knees and pulled my t-shirt over my head. I had no bra on and my heavy breasts hung free. My nipples were already hard, had been hard ever since I had fled from Jason's house.

Harold turned, now shirtless, and stopped, his mouth hanging open.

"Heather? What?"

"I said I wasn't tired," I grinned.

Harold stared at me dumbly. Our sex life had waned over the years since Bobby had been born. We still had sex, but more often than not one of us would be too tired. Usually, that was Harold. It was hard not to blame myself, and my aging body, for his disinterest. But, the way Jason had looked at me that afternoon made me feel beautiful and confident. I was still a desirable woman. So, I left my hands at my side and let Harold look at me.

"What about Bobby?"

We usually waited to mess around until after Bobby was asleep. More often than not we both fell asleep before our son and there was no messing around to be had. I wasn't going to let that happen tonight.

"Well," I said as I rolled on my back and slid my pajamas under my bottom. "I guess you're just going to have to be quiet then."

I threw my clothes onto the floor. Harold stood there for a moment, then suddenly he was struggling to get out of his pants. I giggled at his enthusiasm.

Finally, he got his pants and socks off. He came up to the bed, his thin cock was nice and hard. It was cute how hot he was for me.

I reached forward and touched his cock. It was hot and throbbing in my hands as I stroked him. Harold moaned, leaned over to the side table, opened it up, and pulled out a small box with roses on the cover.

In the box were a variety of different things for lovey-dovey time. Lubricant, cinnamon warming oil, and condoms. I didn’t like the way the pill made me feel and, so far, neither Harold and I wanted to admit our baby-making days were over. So, condoms.

Harold tore open the condom and pushed the cold, slick plastic over the tip of his penis. I reached forward and, using my thumb and forefinger, rolled the sheathe down to the base of his cock. I kept my hand on him, to warm him up. Harold groaned and moved his hips, brushing his rubber-coated flesh through my fingers.

"Do you need any lube?" Harold asked.

"No, baby." I laid back and spread my legs. After thinking of Jason all afternoon, I was more than ready. "I just need you."

That was all Harold needed to hear. He crawled onto the bed between my legs and slid his cock inside of me. I tried not to think of Jason as Harold's slippery cock quivered inside of me. But, I couldn't stop myself from thinking of the young bastard’s hot body next to mine, his lips on me, and the bulge in his jeans as he rubbed against my stomach.

He must be huge! I thought. If I could feel him through his jeans, he must be fucking huge.

I moaned at the thought and the pleasure throbbed inside my body. Harold bounced on top of me, grunting in my ear as he banged away at my wet pussy. There was no finesse in his actions, no seduction. Just pure, primal need.

I lifted my hips, trying to slow him down and get a better angle for penetration. It was no use. His movements were getting jerky and I could feel his body go taut.

"Not yet," I moaned as I felt my husband spasm on top of me. "Not yet."

Harold tried to hold back, but it was too late. He buried his sweaty face in my breasts. He let out one last, wheezing grunt and it was over.

I laid underneath him, listening to him panting against my chest. Finally, when he'd regained his breath, he looked up at me with pure joy on his face.

"God!" he grinned. "That was so good!”

I smiled, but couldn't hold back a sliver of spite from piercing my heart. I was still throbbing between my legs. My desire had only been stoked, not sated.

I pushed the feeling aside. It had been a while since we’d had sex. Could I really blame him for being so excited?

We snuggled until our sweaty bodies turned clammy and Harold rolled over to the side of the bed. He took a tissue from the bedside table, reached between his legs, and slid the condom off. He wadded the used condom up in a tissue and tossed it discreetly into the wastebasket.

"I'm going to take a shower," he said and looked over his shoulder, smiling. "Want to join me?"

"I don't know," I said. "Maybe in a little bit. Why don't you go warm it up for me?"

Harold grinned like a little boy and hurried off to the shower. I waited until I was sure he was inside before I slipped my hand back between my legs.

I was wet and sticky from the lubricant on the condom. I teased my puffy lips open and slid my fingers up to my clit. I was already turned on by thoughts of Jason combined with Harold's enthusiastic lovemaking. I didn't need much to push myself to the edge.

I bit my bottom lip and thought of Jason's hot breath on my mouth, his tongue deep inside me, tasting me. That was enough. That memory and my fingers made me cum. I put my hand over my mouth to stifle my scream as I spasmed, spilling my juices onto the sheets. I rode out my orgasm for a solid minute until my body finally started to relax and I fell back on the sheets, exhausted.

I laid there for a few moments, collecting myself and relishing the pleasure of my orgasm. Finally, when I was sure I could walk, I rolled off the bed and went to the shower to join my husband.
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After a good night's sleep, I felt better, even though thoughts of Jason still plagued me. I did my best to push them away and focus on what was important. My family.

And Bobby did seem to be doing better. His bruises faded in a couple of days and I envied his ability to heal. He was happier, too. I'm not sure what it was, but he was brighter at home, less like a moody teenager and more like my little boy. It was this shift that made me realize how moody he had been over the last few months leading up to his fight with Jason.

I wondered how much of his attitude had been because of being a teenager and how much was Jason. Ironically, I was too afraid to ask him how things were going, because I didn't want to add fire to my thoughts of Jason. It was bad enough the young bastard popped up in my mind during the day, attacking my brain at the most inopportune moments. When I was helping someone at the hotel, when I was in bed with Harold, or even worse, when I looked at my son and found myself comparing his small, frail body to Jason's tall, manly frame. It was wrong, so wrong, but it never failed to light a fire at my crotch, something that should not be happening in the presence of my son.

Luckily, by the end of the week, the evil thoughts had dwindled. I even managed to convince myself that I had responded to Jason's brash behavior because I had been so emotional. I didn't want the bastard. That was ludicrous!

That was my feeling on a cloudy afternoon when I heard Bobby's car pull up the drive. He'd been working a shift at the store and was bringing steaks home to marinate for dinner. Harold was watching something in the living room. I glanced out the window and saw Bobby walking up the drive with none other than Jason Carver.

My body trembled as I watched Jason walk up the sidewalk. What the hell was he doing here?

The two boys were talking together, which only increased my confusion. I stood, rooted to the spot, the water running over my hands and filling up the sink. I didn't know if I should hide or stand my ground, so I stood there, shivering like a scared deer.

Bobby came in the front door laughing. The laughter shook me out of my daze and I shut off the water. I crossed to the counter and looked at the two young men, trying to compose my thoughts.

“Hey Mom,” Bobby said. “You know Jason Carver, right? Is it all right if he stays for dinner?”

Jason was standing behind Bobby, looking over my son's shoulder and smirking at me. I wanted to slap him again, but I could also feel the memory of his lips on mine. My mind reeled in confusion.

“Hello, Jason,” I managed to say, forcing a smile on my face. “Sure, Bobby. Your...friend can stay for dinner.”

“Hey, who's this?”

Harold came in from the living room and stood in front of Jason, looking up at him. Such a marked difference between the two. My husband, shorter and balding, his belly beginning to develop an old man’s paunch. Our new diet had helped, but Harold didn't exercise, so his body remained soft and round. Jason was all firm muscle and hard edges.

“Hello, Mr. Harris,” Jason said and held out his hand. “You know me. Jason Carver.”

Harold smiled and shook Jason's hand.

“Of course I know who you are, Jason,” Harold said. He looked from one boy to the other. “It's good to see you boys have worked out your differences.”

That was just like Harold. He thought everything could be worked out by talking about it or avoiding it. I have to admit, most of the time this worked out for him, but I doubted Jason's sudden friendship with Bobby had anything to do with working things out.

“Yes, sir,” Jason said deferentially, which made my husband puff up like a peacock. “We just needed to hang out a little bit. Bob's a nice guy.”

He slapped my son on the shoulder and I saw Bobby wince, and then laugh. I watched the show, all the while remembering Jason kissing me, the heat of his body next to mine in his small living room. I felt like screaming, but I couldn't say anything without giving away that Jason and I had spoken. And if I did say something, what would Jason say? The time to tell anyone what had happened between us had long since passed. So, I was forced to smile and act like this whole show was real.

“Bobby,” I said. “Did you get the steak?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I forgot it in the car. I'll be right back.”

Bobby went out the front door and Harold gave Jason a manly pat on the shoulder.

“It's good to see you again, Jason,” Harold said. “I hear you're staying for dinner?”

“Yes, sir,” Jason said. “If that's okay with you?”

I could tell the request for permission pleased my husband, but he nodded at me and winked, “Well, if the boss says it's okay, then, it's okay with me.”

“I already said he could,” I muttered, but Harold didn’t hear me. His job done, he gave Jason one more fatherly pat and turned to leave the kitchen.

“Honey, let me know when the steaks are ready to cook. I'm going to finish up some work in the study.”

And just like that, Jason and I were alone together only separated by the narrow kitchen counter between us.

“What are you doing here?” I hissed.

Jason grinned, "What do you mean? I'm having dinner at my friend's house."

Again, that fucking smirk. Again the fire of anger in my chest followed by a twinge of heat between my thighs. I had never felt this confused by a man in my entire life.

"You know what I'm talking about."

“Do I?” Jason said. "You're the one that told me to stop picking on your son. Look at us now! We're friends."

"You are not friends!" I spat and leaned over the counter. "You're just pretending."

Jason bent forward, coming close to me. I tried to back up, but he put a hand on my arm, holding me in place. I thought he was going to kiss me again.

"Now,"  he murmured. "Why would I do that?"

Before I could answer, Bobby, burst in through the front door holding a Safeway bag. Jason stood up and I retreated into the kitchen, my face flushed.

'Mom!" he said, and my heart stopped in my chest. Had he seen how close I’d been to his bully?

Instead, he threw the steaks on the counter with a solid thunk.

"Jason and I are going to go play Xbox."

"Okay. You, uh, you two have fun," I stammered weakly.

"Come on, Jason!" Bobby said. “Let's go check out that new game I got I told you about.”

Bobby left the room, but Jason lingered for a moment, smiling at me. I turned away from him, my cheeks hot and sweat tickling the sensitive skin between my breasts. I was hyper-aware of every sensation coursing through my body. I imagined his eyes on me, hungry and cold.

When I finally turned around again he was gone. I heard the two boys from the living room. I pulled one of the barstools from the island and sat down, resting my head between my hands.

What the hell was I going to do? That bastard was here at my house! Not only that, but I was also still feeling the same thrill I felt when I was in his house. It was maddening.

I walked back into the kitchen, wet the dish towel with cool water, and placed it on my forehead. I took in some deep breaths, controlling the beat of my heart until it slowed. Finally, I went to the wine rack and pulled out a bottle of red.

The plan had been to use the wine to marinate the steaks. However, my plans had changed since Jason walked in the front door. I took a glass from the cabinet and poured myself a large measure of the red. I took a big drink, ignoring the sting of the alcohol on my tongue and the burn of the fumes in my nose. Then, I set the glass back down again and refilled it.

After a few more swallows of wine, I felt myself relax enough to start preparing the food. I placed the steaks in a dish and poured wine over the top, then seasoned it with salt pepper and other herbs. I covered the dish and set the steaks aside to marinate and come to room temperature. Then, I took out some vegetables and began to prepare them for the grill.

I was in the middle of cutting the vegetables when I felt a presence behind me. I turned to find Jason standing there. Instinctively, I brought the knife around and Jason caught my wrist to avoid being cut.

"Watch it, now, Mrs. Harris,"  Jason said, plucking the knife from my fingers.

"What are you doing?" I hissed again, but Jason ignored me,  pulled me forward, and forced me into a deep, wet kiss.

I wanted to scream or fight, but I was helpless. If I did anything, my boys would come running, and then what? Explain to them what was happening? Explain how I let Jason kiss me and that was why he was here, in our house?

The urge to fight or flee faded quickly under the pressure of Jason's mouth. Once again, my body responded to him. He pried my mouth open with his tongue and wormed his hot flesh between my lips.

A small whimper started in the back of my throat and bled out around his lips. Jason chuckled into my mouth and that made me moan even louder.

"There you go," he said soothingly. "That's such a good girl, Mrs. Harris. I wonder, do you kiss your husband like that?"

"Of course I do," I hissed like an angry cat, but he only laughed in my face.

"Should we bring him in here and ask him?" he asked.

Before I could say anything else his mouth was on mine again, his tongue deep inside me. I protested, but his breath forced my words down my throat. His hands began to explore my body. I tried to break away, but his hard body pinned me to the counter.

His strong hands explored my body expertly. He tested my reactions, touching my sensitive breasts, and rubbing my nipples through my shirt. When he found that I liked him pinching my nipples, he twisted them harder, sending shock waves of pleasure through my whole body. Slowly, he worked his strong hands down my flanks and gripped my hips. I tried to fight again when I felt his hand between my thighs. He stopped kissing me, then bit my neck.  I moaned loudly, then remembered my family was just a few feet away, and I bit down on the webbing between my thumb forefinger to stop a scream.

He forced open my thighs, sliding his hand down the front of my jeans. I was already swollen and hot.

"Please," I whispered into his ear, unsure whether I wanted him to stop or keep going. "Please." 

He worked his mouth over my chin, across my neck, and over my collarbone. He kissed the outside of my clothes as his hands ripped at my jeans, pulling them down over my ass. Harold and Bobby were only a few feet away and here I was getting my pants taken down like a whore for this young man. I couldn't stop him. I didn't want to stop him.

And when his mouth touched my pussy, all thoughts of Bobby and Harold left my mind. How? How could a boy his age be this good? He licked my swollen slit and tongued the slick groove up to my clit. He didn't attack my nub like an inexperienced young virgin. Instead, he teased it just the way I would tease it, lifting it with the tip of his tongue then dancing away, only to return again and again.

My ass quivered against the counter as Jason Carver ate my pussy better than Harold had ever eaten me.  I wasn't fighting him anymore, instead, my hands dug into his hair and I was stroking him, coaxing him further and further between my legs. I used my quiet moans and clawing fingers to tell him he was so good. So fucking good.

Finally, he raised his hand to my pussy and thumbed my clit vigorously while his tongue speared deep into my flesh. He worked me over hard with his mouth and hands. I fucked my hips against his face as my body spilled over into orgasm.

I frantically grabbed a dish towel and jammed it between my teeth. I screamed into the cloth as I came in Jason's wonderful mouth. I squirted, something I rarely did, all over his tongue. This boy who had beaten my son, giving him a black eye and made him weak, was giving me the best orgasm of my life.

Yes! Yes! I screamed in my mind. Yes! Yes, you win! You fucking win!

And just like that, it was over. My body gave a few final twitches as

Jason rose up from between my legs. He pried the dish towel from my mouth and wiped his face clean of my juices. Then, he put the towel on the counter, turned away from me, and opened the fridge like nothing had happened. He pulled two sodas from the shelf, then turned and smirked at me.

"Me and Bobby are thirsty," he said, shrugged, then walked back into the living room leaving me a shivering, wet mess.
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This time, I didn't even bother to try and calm down. I ran to the bathroom and hid, trembling against the counter. This couldn't be happening, could it? Not like this, not with my son and husband in the house. How could I have cum like that less than fifteen feet away from my son? The thought of it filled me with shame, yet my body still sang with the aftershocks of my orgasm. I wasn't sated. If anything, my body wanted more.

Damn it, I thought to myself. Pull yourself together. If you don't, Bobby and Harold will suspect something.

I thought about playing with myself, remembering Jason's tongue on my swollen pussy. I held off, trying to avoid inciting my lust any further. I sat on the toilet seat and collected myself, slowly lowering my heartbeat and relaxing my twitching thighs. Finally, I was able to stand up. I looked in the mirror and washed my hands and face with cold water.

"You got this," I said to my reflection, but I realized the person in the mirror was only trying to comfort me and it wasn't working. I splashed more cold water on my face, dried my cheeks with the towel, and went back outside to face my family.

Thankfully, no one was in the kitchen. I drank another glass of wine, trying in vain to quell the heat between my legs, then went back to preparing dinner.

My respite lasted an hour before Bobby and Jason came back into the kitchen.

"Mom," Bobby said. "I got a problem."

"What is it?" I looked at Bobby and avoided Jason's gaze.

"I just got a call from Sherry. She needs somebody to cover for her at work. If I go in, can you give Jason a ride home?"

"No one else can cover for her?"  I asked.

Bobby looked at his phone.

"She's called everyone. Besides, I could use the money."

He had a point. Even though Harold and I had given Bobby everything he always wanted, he had a strong work ethic which I was proud of.

I looked at Jason and already his mouth was curling up into a smile. That smirk. I tried one last time.

"Can't you give Jason a ride home on the way to work?"

"Sorry, Mom," Bobby said. "I have to go now. I don't have time to take Jason all the way out to his place. Please."

"Fine," I sniped. "Just go. I'll make sure Jason gets home."

"Great!" Bobby said, ignoring my tone. "I'll see you at school tomorrow, Jason!"

My son raised his fist and gave Jason an awkward fist bump.

"Sure, Bobby," Jason laughed. "See you at school."

Bobby rushed out the door and, a moment later, I heard the crunch of gravel as he pulled out of the drive.

"Good kid," Jason said.

"You two are the same age," I snapped.

"Sure," Jason shrugged. "Whatever you say."

I expected him to move around the counter and try to trap me again. I was ready for that, my muscles tensed to flee. If it went too far, I would scream.

Would I though? If I did that, would Jason tell Harold about the kiss, or worse, about the amazing orgasm he'd given me in the kitchen while he worked? It didn't matter. I wasn't going to make it easy on Jason this time.

But, to my surprise, Jason remained seated.

"You know what I mean," he said, leaning back on the stool. "Bobby's... innocent."

He gave me a look that was anything but innocent and I shuddered.

"You've coddled him, Mrs. Harris. Kept him close to your skirts. He's a mama's boy."

I opened my mouth to argue, but Jason wasn't completely wrong. I had kept Bobby close. I had protected him from the world. Hell, I'd even confronted his bully for him.

"He's not that innocent," I said lamely. "He's sweet."

"And I'm not?" Jason said.

I flushed. Jason had a way of verbally backing me into a corner that I wasn't used to. I was the quick-witted one, the one who always had the perfect snarky comment to win any confrontation.

"No, I said. "You aren't sweet."

Jason shot up out of his seat so quickly, I took a step back. Fear warred with lust as he bent over the island and planted his hands on the top. His eyes stared hungrily at me from across the counter.

What would I do if he came around the island and took me right there in the kitchen? Could I stop him? Could Harold? The thought both terrified and excited me.

Jason looked at me, reading the fear and desire on my face. Finally, as if making a decision, he stood up straight, his muscular body relaxed.

"Well then," he said calmly. "I guess you'd better take me home."

And with that, Jason turned away from me and walked out the front door.

I stood trembling with fear for a moment before I followed him numbly out to the car. It was stupid. All I needed to say was no. All I needed to do was take him home, drop him off, and leave him behind me. But, for some reason walking to that car felt like the hardest thing I'd ever had to do in my life.

I ignored his look as I unlocked the car. He climbed in, his long legs bent awkwardly. He made a show of reaching down between his thighs and pulling the lever to slide the seat back as far as it would go, proving, once again, how much larger he was than my son and husband.

He turned to say something, but I put a hand in his face.

"Stop right there!" I snapped as I turned the key in the ignition and the car came to life. "Whatever is going on it's done. I am not doing this anymore."

"All right," Jason said, holding his hands up in a placating gesture that only infuriated me. "I get it. It was a mistake. I mean, when you squirted all over my face in the kitchen I could totally tell you weren't into it. I probably should have just stopped before you got off."

I bit my bottom lip. There wasn't a good comeback for that. I had come on his face, hard. Harder than I'd ever come. And I hadn't wanted him to stop.

So, I said nothing, my teeth digging into my bottom lip almost hard enough to draw blood. I tried to focus on the road.

Jason turned away from me and looked out the window as Main Street turned into hills. Jason remained silent, a musing smile on his face until we neared the turnoff to his house.

"You know," he said. "You tasted really good."

His voice was low, a murmur. Something about the change in his tone drew me in.

"What?" I asked.

"You tasted good." He leaned over the padded armrest. "It was so hot seeing how excited you got. I couldn't believe how hot it was to make a married woman come like that."

"You're so wrong," I said, but my heartbeat sped up and once again I felt the heat build between my thighs. His words, so wrong, so taboo, yet they made me as hot as a kiss on my lips or a hand on my ass.

"Oh, I'm wrong," Jason grinned. "I'm wrong in all the right ways."

He sat back in his seat and I watched in shock as his hands slowly unbuttoned his jeans.

"What are you doing?" I said.

"Watch the road Mrs. Harris," Jason said as he unzipped his jeans. I looked up in time to see I was headed for the ditch and I pulled the car back on the road with a spray of gravel.

"Turn here," he said.

There was another small lane that let off the main road. It was more of a driveway for a field of cows than an actual road. I pulled down the lane without asking any questions. I didn't know what I was doing. I just knew I couldn't let anyone see Jason with his cock out in the front seat of my car.

The drive was overgrown with weeds and blackberry bushes taller than the car. I stopped and looked around. It felt like we had entered a green cave completely cut off from the world.

I looked at Jason, struggling not to look down, but I couldn't help it. My eyes seemed to be drawn like a magnet to his hands.

I gasped in shock when I saw his cock. It was long and thick as my forearm. It ran from the base of his crotch to his rib cage. He squeezed and I watched, transfixed as the head swelled and the slit in the flesh opened up. A pearly drop of precum bubbled out of the tip and dripped down his fingers.

"Fuck!" I murmured, looking down at his monster. I'd only ever been with Harold. Harold's cock was thin and pale compared to the vibrant, red flesh Jason stroked in his strong hands. I'd always thought of Harold's penis as cute and serviceable, but never beautiful. Jason's cock was gorgeous.

"I'll bet Mr. Harris doesn't have anything like this, does he?" Jason asked, cupping his enormous set of balls in his hand.

I said nothing. I wasn't going to talk bad about my husband. Still, the words penetrated me.  The combination of that beautiful cock and the humiliating words mixed together inside and made me pant with need.

I was wet. So wet. And my mouth was dry. I fought the urge to lick my lips and moisten them as Jason teased another drop of precum from his slit.

"It's okay to touch it, Mrs. Harris." Jason moved the thick flesh back and forth. "You see how hot you make me, Mrs. Harris. This is hard because of you."

"You're crazy," I said but didn't take my eyes off his cock. "I didn't do that. You're just horny."

"No, I'm not," Jason said. "I'm  hard for you, Mrs. Harris."

I shook my head as he used my married name. He continued to slowly stroke his cock and move it back and forth, mesmerizing me with its beauty.

"It's okay to touch it," Jason said. "I know you want to."

"No." I shook my head and scrabbled at the key to start the car. Jason's hand shot forward, grabbed my wrist, and forced my fingers against his long, hard flesh.

"Yes," he murmured and rubbed my hand on the shaft. It was hot and throbbing and sticky with pre-cum. 

God! What was I doing? Why was I letting him do this?

Even as I asked myself those questions, Jason let go of my wrist and my hand moved on its own. I rubbed the thick flesh, hypnotized by the heat of it under my fingers.

"Fuck! That is good!" Jason moaned and I found myself smiling. I was making him happy and that made me happy.

Jason reached over and took my other hand and guided it to his cock. This time I hesitated only a second before I took his throbbing muscle in both hands. It was so big and heavy I needed both hands to stroke it.

"Put your mouth on it, Mrs. Harris," Jason urged softly, his eyes closed to slits.

I wanted to. Oh, how I wanted to. I shook my head slowly, never taking my eyes off that beautiful thick muscle in my hands. I wanted to taste precum drizzled on my fingers. I don't know why. I had never wanted to taste Harold's. On the rare occasion I did let him come in my mouth I swallowed quickly to avoid having to have his bitter seed on my tongue.

But something about the thick, pearly liquid dripping from Jason's cock, liquid coaxed out by his need for me, made my tongue twitch in my mouth.

Jason could see it on my face. He lifted my chin, tearing my gaze away from his beautiful cock, and looked me in the eyes. He stared at me for a moment. My hands continued to stroke him getting sticky from his cum. I was making a mess and I didn't care.

“That’s right,” he said, seeing the need in my eyes. “Yeah, you want it. You ever suck Mr. Harris’s cock?”

“I...I...” He let go of my chin and I looked down at his cock. This time I licked my lips. My mouth already knew what it was going to do even before my brain did. “Yes, of course, I have.”

“I’ll bet it’s not like mine is it?” Jason flexed his muscles and his flesh jumped in my hand, making me flinch.

“Please,” I said. “Stop. I don't want to talk about Harold.”

“Fine,” He gripped the back of my neck with one hand and grabbed a fistful of hair with the other. "Then do what I fucking tell you. Suck my cock.”

I whimpered at his harsh words, but I lowered my face into his lap. The decision, in my mind at least, had been taken away from me. I could now give in and tell myself that he was making me do this, that I was powerless.

As the thick, spongy head split my hungry lips I knew Jason wasn’t making me do this. I wanted his cock and for the first time, I felt like a bad wife. A bad mother. My poor son had been hit hard enough to blacken his eye and here I was, my lips stretched wide to take his bully’s cock deep in my mouth. What kind of mother would do that?

I whimpered in shame, but I took Jason in my mouth. The taste of his cum splashed across my lips. It was bitter, like Harold's, but in my heightened state of arousal, it tasted like heaven. I felt his throbbing meat fill my mouth and block the back of my throat. I gurgled and whimpered on his flesh, but I didn't stop him. I didn't stop him when his hands clamped onto my head and worked my mouth up and down on his thick meat.  He was using my mouth for his pleasure and I let him do it. His musky smell, the taste of his flesh, and his grunts of lust as he fucked my mouth overwhelmed me. I gave in to the sensation of being taken by a stronger, better man. A real man. Probably the first real man I’d ever been with in my life.

His hands fell away from my head, but I didn't stop sucking. I slid a hand between his legs and I lifted his heavy balls, cradling them, squeezing them, babying them. All the while my mouth worked on his thick meat. Jason humped upwards as my mouth plunged down driving him even further into the back of my throat. I gagged and spit and slobbered over his cock.

My own body was responding to the feel of his flesh pulsing in my mouth. I shoved my hand down my pants and between my legs. Before I knew it, I was coming again, coming with his huge cock in my mouth. At that moment, all I wanted was to cum while I was giving this boy pleasure.

Jason couldn't take it anymore. His ass lifted off the seat and he pushed his cock deep in my throat. I held him firmly between my lips and felt his flesh throb once, twice, then suddenly my mouth was full of his thick, bubbling seed. It filled my mouth, splashed against the back of my throat, and bubbled out around my lips and down his cock onto my hand. I continued to stroke his cum from his cock. My other hand worked between my legs and I came again as his thick, hot jizz filled my mouth.

His cock popped from my mouth and the cum spilled onto my hands, his crotch, and onto the seat of my car. Jason continued to buck in my hand,  squirting another bubbling spurt of hot cum into the air hitting my lips and splashing across the bridge of my nose. No longer in my right mind, I took his cock and rubbed the spongy head across my lips, glazing them with his seed.

“Fuck!” Jason laughed down at me. “You made a mess, Mrs. Harris. You better clean it up before we stain your seats.”

I'd never licked up cum before. Taking it into my mouth, yes. Swallowed it, of course. But I had never licked the hot drizzling liquid off of a man's flesh before. But I didn't stop to think. I just bent forward and licked the sticky cum from Jason’s cock and balls, even a thick dollop that had somehow found its way into his belly button. I licked him clean until he was glistening.

Finally, I lifted my face and Jason grinned. A beautiful, warm smile. That smile said it all. I had pleased him. I had done exactly what he knew I wanted to do. I felt so weak, but happy at the same time.

“Good girl, Mrs. Harris,” he said. And the words struck me deep in my belly. Imagine this young boy of eighteen calling me a good girl like I was some teenager he fucked after a high school football game. Still those words resonated inside of me and I couldn't hold back anymore. I smiled, actually smiled through the cum and spit.

Jason reached forward scooping the last of the cum from my nose with his thumb and sliding it into my mouth. I sucked it clean.

“You'd better take me home, Mrs. Harris,” Jason said, slipping his thumb from my mouth. “Little Bobby and Harold will be wondering where you're at.”

At the mention of my boys, the shame and guilt flooded me. I sat up straight, suddenly aware of where I was and who I was with. I looked around to see if anybody was there, watching. There was nothing but tall grass and thorny blackberry tentacles.

Jason sensed my fear and put a warm hand on my neck.

“It’s okay, Mrs. Harris,” Jason said soothingly. “You’re just taking me home. That's it. Nothing else happened.”

Jason kept his hand on my neck and I felt his strength flow into me. I nodded absently and started the car, pulled out of the field, and onto the main road.

Jason finally let go of my neck as we pulled up in front of his house. There was another car in the driveway which I assumed was his mother's. There was no sign of the dogs or his mother and for that I was grateful.

“Thanks for the ride, Mrs. Harris,” Jason said.

I managed to turn my head and look at him and the smirk was back. I felt the anger come back, but I was still too tired to say anything.

“Tell Bobby I'll see him at school,” he said and turned away from me. I sat, frozen and watched him walk up to his front door. I expected him to look back, but he didn't. Finally, I managed to put the car in gear, pull out of the driveway, and begin the long drive home.
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Idrove home with the taste and smell of Jason in my head. I somehow managed to make my way through the streets without incident and finally pulled into my driveway. And noticed Bobby's car in the driveway.

What was he doing home? Thoughts ran through my head, but nothing made sense, not with Jason's cum still in my mouth.

I got out of the car and hurried inside, hoping that at least Bobby was in his bedroom. Luck was not with me, however, as Bobby greeted me from the kitchen. He was pouring himself a glass of milk, the thick, white liquid dripping into the glass making me think of Jason's cock as it sprayed hot, thick seed onto my face.

"Hi Mom," Bobby said, brightly. "Thanks for taking Jason home."

"What are you doing home?” I had to resist the urge to touch my face and see if the evidence of Jason was there.

Bobby came around the counter and stood in front of me. I took a step back, not wanting my son to smell his bully on my breath.

"Sherry got her schedule messed up," Bobby said. "Evidently, she wasn't supposed to work tonight so I made the trip for nothing."

An alarm bell went off in my head.

"Didn't Sherry and Jason used to date?" I asked.

Bobby sneered, "If you call it that. She had a crush on him and they, you know..."

I knew all right. Jason had been hooking up with Sherry. What might a young girl with a crush do for that boy? Maybe lie and say she needed someone to cover her shift?

It was too crazy, yet my mind wouldn't let it go. Had Jason manipulated my son so he could get me alone in that car?

"Why'd you want to know?" Bobby asked.

"No reason. Just wondering,” I said, trying to keep my voice neutral. I could feel the sticky sheen of Jason's cum on my face. "Listen, I'm going to go take a shower. I'm all sweaty. Let's grill after."

"Sounds good, Mom," Bobby said. "Thanks for taking Jason home. He's been a pretty good friend for the last few days."

Bobby surprised me by stepping forward to giving me a hug. My body went rigid as I felt his arms circle me and I thought of my mouth on Jason’s cock and lapping up the cum I could still taste on my lips.

Bobby didn’t notice. He just squeezed me tight, picked up his glass of milk, and went upstairs.

I rushed up to the bedroom. Thankfully, Harold was still in his study. I stripped quickly and got into the shower. I stood under the hot spray of the shower with my mouth open, trying to spit out the taste of Jason while also to drive the memory of him from my mind.

It didn’t work. As I washed my body with sweet-smelling soap, I felt the urge to touch myself come back stronger than ever. I stayed under the hot spray, reached my hand between my legs, and opened up my puffy lips. I worked my fingers into my pussy using soap to make myself slick and hot.

“Hey, honey,” Harold called from the bathroom door. “Thanks for taking Jason home.”

“It's...it's all right,” I said, trying to keep my voice from trembling.

“Do you want some company in there?” Harold asked.

My orgasm was lost, the shame welling up like poison in my heart.

“No, baby,” I said. “That's okay. I'm just going to finish my shower.”

“All right,” Harold said and sounded a little disappointed. “I'm going to go get ready for bed. Do you want anything to drink from downstairs?”

“Water,” I said, suddenly feeling thirsty. “A big glass of ice water would be great.”

“Ice water. Got it,” Harold said and shut the door behind him.

I stood under the shower for a few more minutes, feeling tears in my eyes as I realized just how bad of a wife and mother I had been. I needed to forget about Jason. I needed to never see him again. As the hot water turned cold, I promised myself I was never going to be alone with Jason Carver again.
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The next day I had to work at the hotel. Even though business was picking up, there wasn't enough to drive Jason completely from my mind. Even an angry customer lying about seeing a rat to get a better room wasn't enough to stop the throbbing pressure between my legs. The only thing that got me through the day was knowing that I wouldn't have to face Jason again.

Thankfully, Bobby did not bring Jason home the next day, or even the next. He spoke of him often and every time he mentioned his name at the dinner table, I felt that familiar throbbing heat. However, as time moved on, what happened between me and Jason seemed more and more like a dream.  I was able to breathe easier. I realized that Jason hadn't really wanted me. He was just playing with me, like a toy. And, like an idiot, I had fallen for it. I felt a little bit of pain at being so easily used, but at the same time, I was relieved that it hadn't gone any further.

I was just getting off work on Thursday afternoon when I heard a rumble like distant thunder as I opened the door to my car. I looked  over my shoulder and saw a beat-up, green pickup pull into the parking lot. My heart beat faster when I saw who was at the wheel.

No, no, no. This can't be happening!  I thought. He can't be here in broad daylight.

But he was there and I watched in horror as he pulled up beside my car.

“Hello, Mrs. Harris,” Jason said and opened the door to his truck. “How are you?”

He came around to my side of the car. I looked wildly around the parking lot. There were people walking up and down Main Street, but so far no one was looking our way. Had they been looking our way, all they would have seen was me talking to a tall, handsome young man. So far, it was innocent, nothing had happened. And I vowed to myself that nothing was going to happen.

“Stop right there!” I said, holding up my hand as I fumbled the keys in the lock. “Stop.”

Jason didn't stop. He took another step forward, slowly getting closer.

“What?” he said, holding up his hands innocently. “What are you afraid I'm going to do?”

I looked around again. I saw Mrs. Hobson, an older woman who ran the bakery just down the street. She looked over at us, her brow furrowed. I had to stop this before Jason got too close.

But he was already too close. I could feel his heat even though the sun was warm. I put up a hand and he walked into it. My palm laid flat against his chest and I suddenly felt light-headed as I felt the muscle underneath the thin fabric.

“Are you afraid I'm going to kiss you right here?” Jason said in a low voice. “Or, is that what you want? To kiss me in front of all these people?”

“No,” I whimpered. I should have screamed for him to stop. But what would I say? Or, more importantly, what would Jason say? Would he tell everyone about how he'd eaten my pussy in my own kitchen and made me come all over his face? Or how I sucked him off in my car while I was giving him a ride home?

My face was hot, my body was hot, my pussy was hot. I couldn't do this. I couldn't let this young man pressure me into doing anything. And yet, I felt trapped in that parking lot between him, my car, and the busy street beyond.

“Why don't you invite me over?” Jason said. “Invite me over and we can talk about it. If anybody asks you were just giving me a ride because this old beater broke down.”

I looked at the truck. It was a plausible excuse. I could get him to our house or just take him home. I could just drive out to a country road and just leave him there. Whatever it took to get him off the street.

Somehow, however, I knew that if he got in that car with me, I would drive to my house. I would let him do things to me, in my home, maybe even in my marital bed.

My pussy was leaking into my panties. I was so sensitive down there that when I moved I couldn't help but moan. Jason snatched the keys from my hand and unlocked the car door.

“You're not getting in the car with me,” I said and grabbed the keys from his hand. “But I can't stop you from following me home.”

Jason grinned and huffed like an animal catching a juicy scent. I couldn't stand it anymore. I pushed away from him and slid into the driver's seat of the car. I didn't look to see If he was out of the way or not. I just started the car and pulled out of the parking spot, I hit the gas and shot out of the lot, ignoring the honking horns of the traffic behind me.

I drove to my house, my body shivering. I looked at the time. It was mid-afternoon. That meant school was still in session. Jason must be ditching, which meant Bobby was still at school for at least another two hours. Harold would be gone for another four. The house was empty. There was no one there to save me from me.

I hurried to the front door, knowing that Jason would be there soon. I'd practically given him an invitation, but I regretted those words as I slammed the door behind me and locked it.

I peeked out the front window, expecting at any moment to see Jason's truck pull into the driveway. Less than five minutes later I heard the rumble coming down the street before I saw the rambling pickup slow down in front of the house. He came to an almost complete stop before he changed his mind. The tires squealed on the pavement as he sped up and passed my house.

I turned around and sank back against the door, breathing heavily. What did I want to happen? Did I actually want him to follow me home?

The mother and wife inside of me screamed no. I'd only said that to get out of that parking lot. I never had any intention of letting him enter the house.

But another part of me, that dirty, lustful part, was hurt that he hadn't stopped. That he hadn't taken the chance. That he didn't want me as much as I thought that he did.

After sitting on the floor for a few minutes I realized how ridiculous I looked. I had a family that was everything to me. I didn't need Jason. I just wanted my normal life back.

So, I picked myself up off the floor and walked into the kitchen. The half-drunk bottle of wine was still on the counter. I poured myself a glass and sipped it, my chest relaxing for the first time in days. It had all been a huge mistake and that mistake was over now. Jason had not taken his chance and I was glad. As the wine warmed my body, I began to feel better. I would always regret what I'd done with Jason, but I could finally move past it.

That's when I heard the back door open.

“Hello, Mrs. Harris.” Jason sauntered in from the back door, the spare key dangling on his finger. “It took some...creative questions  for Bobby to tell me where the spare key was at.”

He dropped the key on the counter with a clink of metal. I stood up and fumbled at the front door, but he was on me in an instant. There was nowhere to run. From Jason's hard body or my own twisted lust.

“Please, Jason,” I begged. “Please not here. Not like this.”

Jason was beyond caring. He had followed me home, practically broken into my house. I could tell by the hungry look in his eyes that he wasn't going to leave until he got what he wanted.

Had anyone ever wanted me so badly? Certainly, Harold had wanted me, but he had never wanted to possess me as Jason wanted to possess me. He never needed me so much that he would tear apart a life to take me.

Jason kissed me and I put everything into that kiss. All of the lust and desire I had kept locked away inside until Jason Carver had opened me up and exposed my need. We kissed like horny teenagers, tongues battling in each other's mouths. I lost the battle, letting Jason take my mouth as I leaned against the front door, beyond caring about anything but the taste of this beautiful man.

Jason was the one who finally broke the kiss. I moaned, searching for more, but he held me back. 

“I'm going to fuck you.” It wasn’t a question and his words made my blood pulse in anticipation. “I’m to fuck you in your house.”

I began to protest, but his hand gripped my neck until my words were nothing but whimpers.

“I’m going to fuck you in the house where your son sleeps,” His lips were next to my ear. “I'm going to fuck you in the bed where you sleep with your husband.”

I cried, the tears on my cheeks, but I did not say no. I nodded meekly. Jason pulled me forward and I expected him to kiss me again and was shocked when he picked me up. I laughed in amazement then threw my legs around his waist as he carried me up the stairs. He carried me effortlessly, something Harold could never do. We passed the pictures on the wall, the smiling happy faces of my family looking on. I buried my face in his shoulder, but I knew they were there. Silent witnesses to my betrayal.

He slowed down at the first room on the left, looked at the scrawled words on the blackboard that said ‘Bobby's Room”. I moaned against his neck. Would he take me in there? Would he make me fuck him in my son's bed, on his pillow? Would he make Bobby sleep in dirty sheets? The thought was so wrong and yet the sheer, twisted dirtiness of it was hot too.

“Maybe later,” Jason sneered and carried me the rest of the way down the hall.

I cried out as he kicked open my bedroom door. He carried me across the threshold like some sort of unholy bridegroom on his wedding day. He took me to the bed and dumped me unceremoniously on the mattress.

Next to the bed was another picture of me, Bobby, and Harold, all smiling. We had gone to the coast on an especially hot summer day and all of us looked tan and happy, the ocean glittering behind us in the late afternoon sun. It had been such a wonderful trip. A beautiful moment with my family.

And now, that happy family looked on as Jason undressed.

"Such a happy family," he sneered. I tore my eyes away from the picture and looked at him. His shirt was off, the hard muscles of his upper body glistening in the light. He reached down slowly and unbuttoned his jeans. Then, as my family looked on, he slid his pants down and revealed his hard, throbbing flesh.

He stepped forward and loomed above me on the bed. I had never seen such a beautiful cock. I'd never felt that cocks were beautiful, but that pulsing veiny muscle was the most gorgeous  thing I'd seen in my life.

"Suck my cock, Mrs. Harris,” Jason commanded and my mouth watered at the thought. "Suck my cock so I can fuck you on the bed you share with your husband."

I whimpered pitifully as his words stabbed my heart. I looked again at my family, feeling the deep well of shame threaten to drown me. But, they weren't enough. Those smiling faces, their happy love, wasn't what I needed.

I needed Jason. I needed that beautiful cock in my mouth, no matter the consequences.

I moved forward to grab his cock, but his hands gripped my wrists tightly.

"No," he said. "Get undressed."

I looked up at him shyly, suddenly embarrassed. I'd known I'd have to get naked, had always known it ever since I'd sucked his cock in the front seat of my car. But knowing it, and actually doing it were two different things.

I slid off my shirt and laid it on the bed. I looked into his hungry eyes as I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the bed.

It wasn't like when I was with Harold. I was embarrassed. Bobby had sucked on those breasts and made the nipples long and distended. My tits had never gotten back their former bounciness and hung heavily against my chest. I put up my hands to cover them, and Jason sneered down at me.

"Don't cover them up," he snarled. "I've been dreaming of those tits for weeks."

I flushed with pride. He'd been dreaming of me just as I'd been dreaming of him. The thought gave me enough confidence to lower my hands and let him see my body.

"So fucking beautiful," he muttered under his breath and I couldn't help but smile.

"Really?" I said, lifting my breasts up for a better view. "You really think so?"

"Fuck yes!" Jason said, then looked into my eyes. "Now the pants."

I lifted my ass and pushed my pants down along with my panties. I put them to the side next to my shirt and suddenly I was naked in front of another man for the first time in my life. Naked in front of the man who had hit my son, who had seduced me in my own kitchen, and who had cum in my mouth when I should have been home with my family.

"Come here," Jason ordered. He held out his hand and I scooted to the edge of the bed. He took my hand and turned me around on the bed with my back to him. He knelt down gripping my body with his strong hands kneading my tits. I closed my eyes and laid my  head against his shoulder.

"Mr. Harris gets to play with these tits whenever he wants, doesn't he?" He murmured in my ear. "I'll bet he doesn't appreciate them as I do."

I said nothing, but he wasn't wrong. Harold's appreciation for my body had dimmed along with childbirth. I'm sure it happened to a lot of people, but I didn't realize until Jason worked my breasts and nipples just how much I missed having a man crave my flesh.

"Yeah," Jason said. "Yeah, I'll bet Mr. Harris doesn't even know what to do with a real woman like you."

"Stop," I said, unable to bear the insults to my husband. "Please, he loves me. He takes care of me."

"If he took care of you, you wouldn't be with me in his bed, bitch."

The word stung me like a slap to the face. I tried to pull away from him but he held and grabbed my throat, his thumb and forefinger turning my chin to the side until he could kiss me. The kiss took away the insult and soon I was moaning into his mouth.

He held me there on the edge of the bed. I wondered why until he grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me down on my back with my head hanging over the side. Suddenly, I was looking up at his thick, throbbing cock and a heavy set of balls swinging above my face.

I'd never seen a cock from this angle before. So close, the scent of him heavy in my nostrils. It was sexy, yet so submissive. I couldn't grab it the way I wanted to. I couldn't take it into my mouth. I had no control. Meanwhile, my mouth, breasts, and pussy were completely at his mercy.

And he took advantage of that. Oh, did he take advantage of that!

He lowered the tip of his cock to my lips and I kissed him, licking up the slit and tasting his precum. He was already wet for me and that made me even hotter.

I tried to take more of him into my mouth, but he pulled back teasing me with the thick, fat head of his cock. He rubbed it over my lips, along my nose, and rolled it across my cheek leaving a sticky trail of precum. I'd never been treated this way in my life and yet here I was, on my marital bed, letting this boy abuse my face with his beautiful flesh.

Finally, after teasing me until I was moaning in agony, he let me have his cock. He shoved it deep into my throat. Spit spilled out of my mouth and into my nose and eyes, but I didn't care about the mess anymore. I didn't care about the pain of his cock stretching my lips. He drove forward until his fat, sweaty balls squashed against my nose. I was full of him then, his thick, pulsing flesh in my mouth and the sticky, musky balls in my nose. He fucked my mouth like that, his flesh slapping wetly against my eyes and nose. All I could think about was his cock and balls.

God! If Harold and Bobby could see what a slut their mom was at that moment! The thought of it made me wet and I nearly came just from sucking his cock.

And then he did something I had never could have dreamed of, not even in my most dirty fantasies. He pulled his cock out of my mouth and rubbed the slimy flesh across my face. Then, he lifted his shaft and his balls and scooted forward. Suddenly, I was looking up at that spongy bit of flesh that separated the base of his cock from his asshole and the hard deep cleft between his perfect ass cheeks.

I knew what he was going to do just seconds before he lowered himself and rested his balls on my chin. My mouth kissed his perineum and my nose was shoved deep between his ass cheeks.

I was shocked by the dirtiness of it. Not just the scent of his asshole, but the sheer naughtiness of the act itself. I was nothing but his little sex toy, a hot, wet mouth and a pair of tits. Harold had never used me like that.

And yet, I couldn't help but feast on him. I sucked and licked his spongy flesh, working my way into his ass. I buried my face between his ass cheeks. I breathed his dirty, manly scent, filling my head with it. I worked my tongue and mouth until my face and his ass were wet and sticky with spit.

Jason bent over me, pressing his balls into my mouth and I slurped on them like they were candy. He worked his fingers into my pussy and I suddenly had an orgasm on my marital bed while I was eating the ass of the boy who had bullied my son. It was unbelievable, but it was happening, and my body rocked on the bed as Jason dug his ass into my face.

Then, I felt it. The hot, puckered ring of his asshole. Without thinking, I drove my face upwards and shoved my tongue into the tight sphincter. I probed him. I licked him. I suffocated myself between his hard, sticky cheeks.

I couldn't see the photo at the bedside, but I knew that the smiling, happy family in the picture was watching their mother eat a man's ass and loving it.

Finally, Jason let me breathe and I gasped, nose full of his scent. He pulled up by my shoulders, swung me around on the bed, and forced my legs open.

He fell on top of me, his mouth immediately on mine and I shared the taste of his ass with him. I was so completely lost in my lust that I barely noticed when his cock nudged against the swollen, throbbing opening to my cunt.

"No, wait!" I begged. "You need to use a condom!"

"I don't have one," he growled. "Not  going to use one. Just need you."

"Please!" I moaned. "Please! Use one of Harold's!"

Jason laughed, smirking down at me.

"You really think one of his would fit?"

I winced at the insult to my husband's manhood, but it was true. Jason's cock was far too large for Harold's condoms. Even if he used one, it would break inside me and it would all be over.

While I was fighting my desire, Jason was swabbing the head of his cock up and down the swollen lips of my sex. I couldn't hold back anymore. I'd felt like I'd been holding back my whole life.

"Please," I whimpered. "Just please don't come inside me."

He kissed me then, and as his tongue drove into my mouth, his cock thrust deep into my body. God! It hurt. No matter how wet I was, I was unprepared for how much thicker he was than my husband.

He pounded me hard into the mattress. The bed made hard, creaking noises as Jason took my body and made it his. Soon enough, my pussy stretched open for him, accepting him as my mouth had accepted him.

I threw my legs around him and pulled him in deeper. His hard body slapped against mine and I opened my mouth willingly, kissing him passionately as he fucked me into the mattress where my husband slept. I felt my orgasm building inside of me and I bit down hard on my hand to hold back my scream.

“Nobody's here!” Jason snarled down at me. “Scream, you little slut! I want you to hear how much you want me.”

It had been so long since I could let myself go. Slowly, my hand slipped from my mouth and I screamed.

“Fuck me, Jason! Harder, you bastard! Faster!”

“Who's better?” Jason grunted. Sweat dripped off of his forehead and landed on my face. I tasted the salty drops, tasted his effort.

I knew what he wanted me to say, and I didn't want to say it, but I wanted to make him happy.

“You are!” I cried out to him. “You're the best Jason! The best I've ever had! So much better than Harold!”

“Better than Bobby?”

The question confused me. Bobby? My son? And then I realized what he meant. Did I like him better than my own son? Did I need him more?

At that moment, the answer was obvious.

“Yes! You're better than Bobby!”  The words were ripped from my throat. “Better than Harold! Better than anyone!”

This was what Jason had longed to hear. He needed to be better and pounding me into my marital bed was proof. Proof that he was the better man, the better son, the alpha male he needed to be.

All those thoughts came later. The only thing I could think about at that moment was Jason pounding me into my bed. His hard body tensed and I knew he was close. I wrapped my legs around him, dug my nails into his back and pulled him even further inside of me. I pulled him as close and as deep as I could, deeper than any man I'd ever known. I felt closer to him than I did to my own husband and son.

I'd forgotten about the condom, so intent I was upon Jason's beautiful body. Another massive orgasm ripped through my body and I wasn't even aware of Jason forcing my legs apart, ripping his cock from my pussy and moving towards me. It wasn't until the first hot splashes of his cum hit my face that I knew he was having an orgasm. I turned to the hot spray, opened my mouth, and let his thick, sticky blast splash into my mouth across over my cheeks. I didn’t care that his cum was in my hair, my husband’s pillow. I only cared about Jason’s satisfaction. My heart filled with pride as I listened to him grunt and growl above me, marking my face with his burning cum.

Finally, his cock was done spraying. My eyes were glued shut by the thick sticky mess. I was blinded by his cum, but I felt the fat head nudge my lips. Without being told, I opened my mouth and took him inside, sucking the last drops of bitter, salty jizz from his cock. I smiled as Jason used his fingers to scoop thick dollops of his cream from my face and into my mouth.

I swallowed it all.

Finally, I was able to open my eyes and I saw the look of complete adoration and happiness on Jason’s face. I smiled as Jason rubbed his cock one last time across my sticky lips.

“Good girl, Mrs. Harris. That's a real good girl.”

I sank back into the cum-soaked pillow, the happy family in that picture smiling and watching as I gave Jason’s beautiful cock a loving kiss before I fell into a deep, contented sleep.
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Iwoke up again to the smell of bacon. For a moment I was confused. Where was I? Was I at home? What day was it?

I looked around the room. It was hot and stuffy, but it was clean. Remarkably clean. Christmas lights were strung up along the walls and somehow created a cozy sense of warmth, a suggestion from one of Jason's old girlfriends.

It all came back to me now. It was Mother's Day. I was in Jason's bed. He had taken me the moment I got in, and he hadn't given me a chance to rest. My aching pussy was a reminder of the two times we had fucked before I had fallen into a blissful sleep.

I rolled over in Jason's bed, remembered the crazy daze I had been for the last few months. It had all happened so fast. After that first time, Jason and I fucked nearly every day. In my marital bed, in Bobby's bed, even in Harold's office. Every room of my house had been marked by Jason thick, heavy cock. I couldn't even eat dinner with my family without imagining Jason taking me there on the dining room table. And, when we couldn't meet at my home we would meet here, in his room, and fuck ourselves into oblivion.

I knew it was wrong, but I couldn't stop.

Jason walked in carrying a plate of food. I saw what it was and my mouth began to water immediately. Piled high on a large plate was a mound of tater tots. On top of the tots was  melted cheese, thick sour cream and, to top it all off, greasy, glistening bits of bacon.

"I shouldn't eat that," I laughed as Jason sat down next to me.

"But I went to all that work,"  Jason said, grinning and I was reminded how young he was. "I even had to cook the bacon."

Jason lifted a dripping, cheesy tot towards my mouth, I opened my lips obediently. The first bite was heaven. Fried potato, salty bacon, and thick creamy cheese. I giggled as cheese dribbled out of my mouth and onto my chin. Jason bent forward and licked away the mess.

I'd been so good with my diet. Hell, I'd been so good with my life. The tater tots were bad for me, so bad. Just like Jason.

Jason picked up another tot, oozing with cheese. He lowered it to my mouth, teasing me. I took the delectable bite along with his fingers and sucked the creamy cheese and salty bacon off his hand. He kept his fingers in my mouth, probing me. The snack was so much more tasty than what I'd had that morning and I couldn't help but compare this strong, beautiful man with my family.

Jason kissed me, sucking away the cheese, working slowly down my neck. Then back up to my ear. He nibbled on my earlobe, whispering hot words.

"Poor Bobby," he murmured as his hands roamed down my body and slid between my legs which were already wet. "His mommy isn't home for Mother's Day. Did he make you a card?"

"Stop it!" I said, more a moan than a command as his fingers opened my ripe pussy lips and slid deep inside me. "He...he made me breakfast."

"What a good son," Jason said and his fingers worked faster between my legs.  He sucked my nipple into his mouth and bit on the sensitive skin as I moaned underneath him. "If he only knew what a bad mother he has.”

I groaned in shame and Jason rolled over on top of me. He'd already come twice, once on my stomach and once in my mouth. I could still taste his cum along with the cheese and the bacon. Despite two orgasms, he was as hard as ever.

"I'm only bad," I hissed as I felt the tip of his cock bump my sensitive sex. "I'm only bad for you."

"All for me," Jason said and shoved his thick cock inside of me.

"Such a bad mother," Jason said. "You could be spending your day with your family, but you’re fucking your son's friend. Do you know, I only hit him so I could get your attention?"

I moaned pitifully as his words penetrated my brain.

"No! No, you didn't!"

"Oh yes, I did. I've wanted you for so long, Mrs. Harris. So long. I knew Bobby would lead me right to you. And now here you are with my cock in your pussy and you can't help it. You love giving in to your son's bully. You love that I came after you."

I said nothing, only moaned as the heat built inside of me. It did turn me on to think of it. This beautiful man had singled me out, seduced me and manipulated my family until he finally got what he wanted. Me. He had me.

He hammered into me with his cock again and again. He was a hot, throbbing piston battering my soul. My whole body trembled as he fucked me. He  pushed one leg up until my knee was next to my ear, my foot waving helplessly in the air above his shoulder.

"I love you," Jason groaned. "I've loved you forever."

"No!" The declaration was too much to bear. My orgasm was so close, but I couldn't cum with that confession in my ears. I just couldn't.

"Yes! I saw you walking with your wimp son and your weak husband and I had to have you.  You're mine now. I love you."

You're mine now. I love you. The words rang in my ears as my orgasm overtook me. I squirted again on Jason's cock, my whole body spasmed and I screamed and thrashed on the bed like I was dying. I was dying, at least that part of me that held on to the life before Jason had seduced me. Loving mother to Bobby. Faithful wife to Harold.

That part was dying and I screamed in pain. I screamed the words Jason wanted to hear.

"I love you! I love you, Jason!"

"More than your husband?"

"Yes!"

"More than your son?"

Tears streamed down my face as I thought of Bobby. All those times when I had comforted him, healed his wounds, took care of him when he was sick. I thought of his big, brown eyes looking at me with sorrow when he found out the truth.

"Yes! I love you more than my son! More than anything!"

"I'm  going to come inside you." His words were hot in my ear. "I'm going to come inside you and make you a new mommy."

The idea hit me like a spike through the heart. What better way to show my love, my submission than to give him my womb. Not just in the moment, either, but for nine months. Nine months of carrying his child inside of me. Then, years of taking care of his child while my husband and son looked on.

How would I explain that?

I didn't care. All I cared about was the primal need to be seeded by a powerful male. The most powerful male in my life.

He grabbed my hair on both sides of my head and forced me to look at him as he continued to pound deep inside my body. He placed his forehead against mine and his eyes went out of focus and all I could see were gray pools and feel the heat of his breath on my lips.

"Yes," I whispered into his mouth. "Yes, I want your baby."

"Louder, Heather." Even in my excited state I realized that he had just used my name for the first time. "I want to hear you say it."

"Yes, Jason!" I managed a weak smile. "Yes, I want your baby."

We fucked like that. Forehead to forehead, mouth-to-mouth, noses squashed against each other. Jason's grunting became a growl and finally, a tortured cry as all of his muscles tensed. I slid my hands and lovingly rubbed his back as I wrapped my legs around his waist to pull him in as far as I could take him.

With a final raspy grunt, Jason came inside me. I couldn't feel it, but I knew he was filling me up. His young man's seed was flooding my womb. I had never been so turned on before, and I'm sure I was open to him, my body accepting everything that he gave me.

He continued to twitch and throb and thrust, pushing his come deeper inside of me. His face fell to one side and I heard him whimper as he came. I cooed softly to him, my lover, and brushed the hair on the back of his neck just like I used to do for Bobby when he was scared or sad. Jason sobbed in my arms and his cum trickled out of my pussy.

I held him there, as he shuddered in my arms, and felt closer to him than anyone else in my life. I felt the last sliver of guilt for my family slip through my stomach, but it disappeared a minute later when I heard Jason whisper softly to me.

"I love you, Heather."

I continued to rub his back and nuzzled his cheek.

"I love you too, Jason." I murmured to him. "I love you too."
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Idrove home an hour later. I would have stayed longer except I knew my family would start to worry and maybe even call the spa. Plus, Jason's mother was due home.

Jason kissed me by the car, his strong hands rubbing my ass, then sliding up to my belly.

"Happy Mother's Day," he said with a smirk, and this time I didn't want to hit him. All I wanted to do was stick my tongue back in his mouth.

The shame and the guilt came back as I pulled into the driveway. I'd left my family on Mother's Day to be with another man. Not only that, I had found something out about myself that I didn't know was possible. I would give up everything to be with Jason.

It made matters worse when I came in the front door and saw that the kitchen was clean. Not just clean, but sparkling. All the dishes were done and put away, the counters wiped down, and Harold was waiting for me in the kitchen, a frilly apron on over his button-down shirt and khaki shorts.

"What are you doing?" I said.

"It's another surprise," Bobby said from the dining room. I walked into the dining room as Harold smiled proudly. There, on the table, was a beautiful meal. Pot roast, mashed sweet potatoes in deference to my diet, and roasted asparagus. In the middle of the table was a beautiful bouquet of blue lilies. My favorite.

Tears came to my eyes. My boys mistook them for tears of joy and gave each other knowing nods.

I wiped my eyes and managed to smile.

"Thank you, boys," I said. "Thank you so much."

They descended on me then, hugging me, and I wondered if they could smell Jason on my body. I certainly could. Not to mention, I could feel his sticky seed dripping down my thighs as my husband and son squeezed me in a warm, group hug.

I don't know how I made it through dinner. I managed to smile in all the right places and lie convincingly about my time at the spa. All the while I ate the dry roast, munched on the asparagus, and thought of cheesy tater tots and Jason's tongue licking the cheese off my lips.

My poor boys. They were so proud of themselves and I felt their pride like a weight on my chest. They'd been cooking and cleaning all day while I had been spreading my legs for Jason. While Bobby had set the table and Harold arranged the flowers, Jason had shot his thick cum inside my unprotected womb. By the end of the meal, I was sitting in a sticky puddle of it as I listened to Harold and Bobby congratulate themselves on a job well done.

I couldn't take it anymore.

"Sorry, boys," I said, pushing my plate away. "It's just been a long day. So much excitement. I think I need to go up and rest."

"Sure, hon," Harold said, standing up and taking the dishes from in front of me. "Don't you worry about it. Bobby and I will clean up."

"That's right, Mom," Bobby said. "You go get some rest."

My son, my sensitive loving son, got up from his seat and hugged me. I stumbled up from the table, managed a smile, and almost ran upstairs to the bedroom.

I was in the bathroom when Harold came upstairs. He was still feeling pleased with himself and I could tell by the look on his face that he was confident.

"So, did you really enjoy your day?"

I was naked, ready to take a shower and wash the remnants of Jason from my body, but I could see the look in Howard's eye. Of course, it was Mother's Day. I'd supposedly spent the whole day in the spa relaxing, re-energizing. Of course I would want to make love to my husband. Shouldn't I?

Harold slid up behind me and ran his hands across the body that Jason had so easily taken. I closed my eyes, God, I was tired from having been fucked, really fucked, by Jason all day. I certainly did not have enough energy to screw Harold too.

Harold took my complacency as an invitation and put his hand down my ass and then between my legs. I pushed back against him, afraid that he might brush the sticky seed that Jason had left along my thighs.

"What's wrong?" Harold asked, looking at me in the mirror.

"Sorry, baby," I said. "I'm just really tired."

The look of disappointment on Harold's face filled me with shame. I looked at him in the mirror and took pity on the poor man. I certainly couldn't leave my poor husband wanting after I had given Jason my body. He deserved something.

"Listen," I said smiling. "Why don't you join me in the shower and I'll give you a treat, okay?"

Harold's face brightened.

"Really? Great!"

I giggled at his eagerness and stepped into the shower. Once I had closed the curtain and started the shower, my body shivered uncontrollably. Harold had almost felt Jason's cum in my pussy.

Harold slid aside the curtain and stepped inside. I couldn't help but compare his pale, round dad bod to Jason's hard muscular frame. I did my best not to laugh as I handed him the soap.

"Do my back?" I said and wiggled my ass in front of him.

Harold needed no more encouragement. He took the bottle of lavender body wash from the side of the tub and lathered up his hands. I could feel the water washing away the remnants of Jason's seed and, as Harold worked lavender soap into my skin, he unwittingly washed the rest of Jason from my body

I moaned in pleasure as my husband massaged my sore, overworked muscles. Muscles that Jason had stretched and pummeled all afternoon. My body throbbed at the thought and Harold's hand slipped between my legs. His soapy fingers brushed my pussy and I cried out.

"What are you doing?" I asked. "I thought I was supposed to be giving you a treat?"

"It's still Mother's Day," he grinned and slid to his knees on the shower floor.

"Harold, no!" I cried out in shock, but it was too late. Harold's fingers were inside me, working my pussy awkwardly from this angle. He pushed my leg upwards and I was forced to prop my foot on the side of the tub, giving him access to my used, swollen pussy.

And then his mouth was on me. I couldn't stop him as his tongue slithered between my lips and I knew that no matter how much I had cleaned, Jason was still there. The idea of it, of my husband eating a more powerful man's cum, made me tremble with pleasure. I scrabbled at the wet tile, holding myself up as I gave in to another orgasm.

Harold lapped at my pussy dutifully, cleaning it like a good husband. A good man. With his mouth, he took away the last evidence of my betrayal. And, when he finally rose up to his feet, he was smiling with the intense pride of having made me cum.

He moved forward, his cock as hard as I'd ever seen it. I knew he wanted to put it inside me, but I stopped him.

"No, baby," I said, realizing the evil irony of my next words. "You don't have a condom."

Harold looked disappointed, but he nodded and I took the bottle of lavender soap and poured out a stream of bubbles into my hands. I lathered up my fingers as he watched, his eyes wide and needy. Finally, I put my soapy hands on his thin, pale cock and I jerked him off with quick, hard strokes.

"Fuck!" Harold said, his eyes rolling up into the back of his head. I laughed at how easy it was to please him. I worked his little cock in my hand and cupped his balls in my other, rubbing him and stroking him at the same time. His crotch was nothing but sweet, lavender-scented bubbles.

"That's it, baby," I said like he was a child. "Come for Mommy."

I'd never used that term before but it lit something inside of Harold and, with a twitch of his body, he squirted his cum across my hands. I continued to stroke him hard and fast while his body jerked and twitched. I watched as thin streams of jizz poured from his cock and down the drain.

When he finally stopped twitching, it was easy enough to run my fingers under the water and wash away the rest of his seed. Harold leaned against the tiles breathing heavily, a weak smile on his face.

"Thank you, baby," he said and I felt a prick of shame, but quickly smothered it.

"You're welcome sweetie," I said. "You look like you might fall down. Why don't you go lie down in bed and I'll be there in a little bit."

Harold nodded weakly and stumbled out of the shower. I leaned back in the hot spray and let the water soothe me. I ran my hand down my body and thought of Jason. My hand rested on my belly and I wondered if I was already pregnant. A little brother or sister for Bobby.

How would I explain that? How would I explain getting pregnant to my husband and son?

Well, accidents do happen with condoms every day. They aren't 100% effective after all.

The idea of Jason's baby in my belly made me warm. I leaned back against the slick tile and slid my hand down between my legs again. I began working my pussy into another orgasm, thinking of Jason, his beautiful body and the wonderful gift he had given me.

As I reached yet another orgasm, one simple thought fluttered through my mind.

Best Mother's Day ever.

The End
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