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MY COLLEGE BULLY TOOK MY MOM


The late September sun hung low over Madison, New Jersey, casting long shadows across the manicured lawns of Drew University. Sam Carter, nineteen and lanky shuffled along the campus path, his sneakers scuffing against the pavement. His backpack sagged heavily on one shoulder. His eyes, a soft hazel, stayed fixed on the ground, avoiding the clusters of students laughing and chatting around him.

He was shy, painfully so. Always had been. Back in high school, his quiet demeanor and slight frame made him an easy target for bullies. The taunts, the shoves in the hallway, the cruel notes slipped into his locker, they’d left scars, invisible but deep. College was supposed to be different, a fresh start, but Sam still felt like he was wearing a neon sign that screamed “outsider.” He kept to himself, spoke only when called on in class, and spent most evenings in his dorm, coding or losing himself in video games.

Sam’s mother, Stacey, was his anchor. At forty-four  she was striking, with warm brown eyes and chestnut hair that fell in soft waves. People often mistook her for Sam’s older sister, a compliment she laughed off with grace. She was fit and always took care of her body. Stacey carried herself with an elegance that seemed effortless, her smile bright enough to light up their modest two-bedroom house in Morristown. She worked as a freelance video editor, her days filled with editing works in her beautiful work room. But she always made time for Sam. Dinners together, movie nights, quiet conversations over coffee - she was his safe harbor in a world that often felt too rough. Sam’s father died five years ago in a car crash. They have been just recovering from the tough days followed that.

“Sam, honey, you’re stronger than you think,” she’d told him the night before he left for his freshman year. They’d been sitting on the porch, fireflies flickering in the warm August air. “You don’t have to be loud to be heard. Just be you.”

He wanted to believe her, but “being him” hadn’t worked out so well.  

College was supposed to be different, a fresh start, but Sam’s hopes were quickly tested by Derrick, a senior in his Intro to Algorithms class. At twenty-two, Derrick was everything Sam wasn’t: charming, handsome, with a confident smile and broad shoulders that commanded attention. He was a star of the girls. His dark hair was always perfectly styled, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through Sam’s defenses. Derrick didn’t like Sam, not at all. From the first week of classes, he’d zeroed in on the quiet freshman, sensing weakness like a predator.

“Yo, Sammy!” Derrick’s voice cut through the quad, sharp and mocking, as Sam made his way toward the library. Sam flinched, his heart sinking. He didn’t need to look up to know it was Derrick, flanked by his usual posse of loud friends. “Got my notes for Algorithms done yet? Don’t make me wait, kid.”

Laughter rippled through the group. Sam’s cheeks burned, but he kept his head down, clutching his backpack strap. “They’re... almost done,” he mumbled, barely audible.

“Almost?” Derrick stepped closer, his shadow looming over Sam. “Better be finished by tomorrow, or you’re grabbing my snacks for a month. And make it quick next time I ask for something, got it?” Sam nodded, his throat tight. He was afraid of Derrick, not just his size or his sharp tongue, but the way he could turn a room against you with a single smirk. Sam had learned early that fighting back only made things worse, so he obeyed. He stayed up late copying Derrick’s notes in his neat, precise handwriting, fetched energy drinks from the campus store, and kept his mouth shut. It was easier that way, even if it made his stomach churn.

The Drew University canteen buzzed with the midday rush, a chaotic symphony of clinking trays, laughter, and shouted orders. Sam sat alone at a small table near the window, his fingers wrapped around a steaming paper cup of coffee. His laptop was open in front of him, displaying lines of code for a programming assignment, but his eyes kept drifting to the window, where gray clouds gathered over the campus.

The chair across from him scraped loudly against the floor, jolting him. Sam’s heart sank as Derrick slid into the seat, his trademark smirk already in place.

“Yo, Sammy,” Derrick said, leaning forward, elbows on the table. “Come to the dorm bathroom this afternoon. two sharp.”

Sam’s grip tightened on his cup, the heat burning his palms. “F-for what?” he stuttered, his voice barely above a whisper. His hazel eyes flicked up to meet Derrick’s, then dropped back to the table.

Derrick’s smirk widened. He reached for the salt shaker on the table, and sprinkled generous amount  into Sam’s coffee with a deliberate flick. The grains dissolved into the dark liquid, leaving a faint swirl. “Don’t ask questions, you nut head,” he said, his tone low and mocking. “Just obey.”

Sam stared at his ruined coffee, his stomach twisting. The canteen noise seemed to fade, leaving only the thud of his pulse in his ears. Derrick leaned back, satisfied, and stood up, brushing his hands together as if dusting off something trivial. He didn’t say another word, just walked away, his laughter blending with his friends’ as they joined him near the exit.

Sam sat frozen. His mind raced, replaying Derrick’s words. The dorm bathroom? Why there? The possibilities churned in his gut, each one worse than the last. A prank? Something worse? Sam’s high school years had taught him that bullies like Derrick didn’t need a reason, only an opportunity.
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The dorm bathroom was quiet at 2 PM, the kind of quiet that made the hum of the fluorescent lights overhead feel almost deafening. Sam pushed the door open, his sneakers squeaking slightly against the damp tile floor. The air was thick with the scent of industrial cleaner, the kind that never quite masked the underlying mustiness of a shared bathroom. He glanced around, his reflection staring back at him from the row of mirrors above the sinks. The stalls were empty, the shower curtains drawn back, revealing the chipped white tiles within. He swallowed hard, his fingers tightening around the strap of his backpack. Sam leaned against one of the sinks, his breath fogging up the mirror slightly.  He checked his watch, the second hand ticking away the seconds.

The door swung open suddenly, and Sam’s heart lurched into his throat. Derrick strode in, his usual smirk plastered across his face, followed by Nancy and Julie. Sam’s stomach twisted. Nancy was in his chemistry class, always sitting a few rows behind him, laughing at jokes he never quite understood. Julie was a stranger, but the way she looked at him, like he was some kind of joke made his skin crawl.

"Hey, buddy, you here?" Derrick’s voice was smooth, almost mocking, as he leaned against the doorframe. His dark eyes gleamed with amusement, and his arms were crossed over his chest, the sleeves of his hoodie pushed up to reveal the ink snaking down his forearms.

Sam’s fingers dug into the edge of the sink.

"Why did you tell me to come here?" His voice was barely above a whisper, but the way Derrick’s smirk widened told him he’d heard every word.

"Relax, sweety." Derrick pushed off the doorframe and sauntered closer, his boots thudding against the tile. "Nancy, let’s do it."

Nancy stepped forward, her blonde ponytail swaying as she moved. She reached into the pocket of her jeans and pulled out a small measurement tape.  She held it up, her lips curling into a grin as she met Sam’s gaze in the mirror. Julie, leaning against the wall beside Derrick, let out a soft giggle, her eyes never leaving Sam’s reflection.

Sam’s breath hitched. "What’s that for?"

Derrick chuckled, low and dark. "You’ll see." He turned to Nancy, nodding slightly. "Go on."

Nancy set the scale on the edge of the sink beside Sam, her fingers tapping the surface lightly. "This’ll be fun," she murmured, her voice dripping with amusement.

Julie pushed off the wall, her hips swaying slightly as she moved to stand beside Nancy. She leaned in, her breath warm against Sam’s ear as she whispered,

"You should see your face right now." She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, her own sparkling with mischief. Then she winked, slow and deliberate, before stepping back to stand beside Derrick.

Sam’s face burned. He could feel the heat spreading down his neck, his pulse pounding in his ears. "What do you want?" His voice cracked slightly, and he hated himself for it.

Derrick’s smirk never faltered. "Now remove your pants and show us your little dick."

Sam’s entire body went rigid. His fingers, which had been gripping the sink, went numb. "No, please, don’t do this.

Derrick’s expression darkened slightly, his smirk turning into something colder. "Do it as I say."

Sam’s hands trembled as he reached for the button of his jeans. His fingers fumbled, the metal cold against his skin. He could feel their eyes on him, burning into him like he was some kind of specimen under a microscope. The zipper gave way with a soft hiss, and he pushed his jeans down, the denim pooling around his ankles. He stood there in his boxers, the thin fabric doing little to hide the shape of him.

Nancy let out a snort, her hand covering her mouth as she giggled.

"Oh my God, look at him." Julie’s laughter joined hers, the sound echoing off the tiles, bouncing around the room until it felt like it was coming from everywhere at once.

Derrick’s eyes never left Sam’s face. "Drop the undies. Fast."

Sam’s breath hitched. He knew he had no other option. Not really. Not with Derrick standing there, his expression promising something worse if Sam didn’t obey. His fingers hooked into the waistband of his boxers, the fabric clinging slightly to his skin as he pulled them down. The air in the bathroom was cool against his bare legs, his bare everything, and he stood there, fully exposed, his small dick on display for all of them to see.

The laughter was immediate, sharp and cruel. Nancy bent over slightly, her laughter echoing off the walls. Julie’s eyes were wide, her hand covering her mouth as she giggled behind it. Derrick’s smirk was back, wider than ever, his eyes gleaming with something like triumph.

Sam stood frozen, his entire body burning with humiliation. He could feel the weight of their gazes, the way they seemed to strip him down even further than he already was. His hands trembled at his sides, his fingers twitching slightly, as if they were searching for something to hold onto.

Derrick stepped closer, his boots thudding against the floor. He reached out, his fingers brushing against Sam’s chin, tilting his face up slightly. 

"Not so tough now, are you?" His voice was low, almost a whisper, but Sam heard every word.  His breath hitched, his entire body trembling slightly. Derrick’s commanding voice echoed through the sterile bathroom, his tone laced with a mix of authority and malice.

“Julie, proceed,” he ordered, his lips curling into a smirk as he gestured toward Sam, who stood naked and trembling in the center of the room. Julie, her eyes glinting with a mix of excitement and cruelty, stepped forward, the tape measure dangling from her fingers like a weapon. Julie moved with deliberate slowness, her movements calculated to prolong Sam’s humiliation. She knelt before him, her gaze locking onto his penis, which stood defiantly despite his obvious discomfort. she wrapped the tape measure around its base, her fingers brushing against his skin in a way that felt both clinical and invasive. Sam flinched, his breath catching in his throat as the metal pressed against him. Julie’s smirk widened as she read the measurement aloud, her voice dripping with disdain. “It’s only 4.5,” she declared, her words hanging in the air like a slap.

The room erupted in laughter, the sound echoing off the walls and amplifying Sam’s shame. Nancy joined in, her giggles light and mocking as she winked at Sam, her expression a mix of amusement and pity. Derrick’s laughter was deeper, more predatory, as if he were savoring every moment of Sam’s degradation. Sam’s face flushed crimson, his eyes darting around the room in search of an escape that didn’t exist.

“Ohh, that’s nothing, my sweety.  How will you manage with this?” Derrick said.

Derrick’s sneer deepened as he stepped closer to Sam, his presence looming like a storm cloud.

“Come on dick head, masturbate for us. Without wanking that small dick, you’re not going to get out of here” Derrick  hissed, his words cutting through the laughter like a knife. Sam’s heart pounded in his chest, his mind racing as he realized there was no way out.

Slowly, reluctantly, Sam raised his hand to his penis, his fingers trembling as they wrapped around its base. The room fell silent, the only sound the soft, rhythmic stroking of his hand. Julie and Nancy giggled, their eyes fixed on him with a mix of fascination and cruelty. Derrick watched with a smirk, his arms crossed as he leaned against the wall.

“That’s cute, isn’t it, ladies?” he remarked, his voice dripping with mockery.

“Yes,” Julie and Nancy replied in unison, their laughter bubbling up again. Derrick’s smirk widened as he urged Sam on.

“Come on, faster now,” he commanded, his tone brooking no argument. Sam’s breath quickened, his chest heaving as he increased his pace, his hand moving faster, his fingers slick with pre-cum. The room felt suffocating, the air thick with the scent of sweat and shame.

Finally, to his utter humiliation, Sam’s body betrayed him. His muscles tensed, his back arching slightly as he ejaculated, his semen splattering onto the cold tiles in a pathetic display. The room erupted into laughter once more, the sound grating against Sam’s frayed nerves.

Derrick: “That was cute.”

He clapped his hands, his expression one of satisfied cruelty.

“Come on, let’s go now,” he said, turning to Julie and Nancy. Without another glance at Sam, they followed Derrick out of the room, their laughter trailing behind them like a ghost.

The door clicked shut, leaving Sam alone in the silence. He stood naked, his body trembling, his eyes fixed on the closed door. He glanced down at his limp penis, the sight of it only deepening his humiliation.
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Sam slumped onto the worn couch in the living room of his home, the weight of the day pressing down on him like a heavy fog. The house was quiet except for the faint hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of the old wooden floorboards. The fading light of the afternoon filtered through the curtains, casting long shadows across the room. Sam stared at the wall, his eyes tracing the familiar cracks in the plaster, but his mind was elsewhere, replaying the scene that had burned itself into his memory.

The front door creaked open, and his mother, Stacey, stepped inside, her arms full of grocery bags. She was in a jeans and shirt. Her perfect boobs throbbed forward in the shirt. Her dark hair was pulled back in a messy bun. She glanced at Sam, her eyes narrowing with that instinctive maternal radar.

“Sam? You okay, honey?” she asked, setting the bags on the kitchen counter. Her voice was soft but carried a thread of concern.

“Nothing,” Sam muttered, his gaze fixed on the floor. He pulled his knees up to his chest, curling into himself.

Stacey frowned, wiping her hands on a dish towel as she crossed the room. She sat beside him, the couch dipping under her weight.

“Don’t give me that. Something’s wrong. You’ve been moping since you got home. What happened?”

Sam shook his head, his jaw tight. “It’s fine, Mom. Just... college stuff.”

“College stuff?” Stacey’s tone sharpened, though her eyes stayed gentle. “Sam, you look like someone ran over your dog, and we don’t even have one. Talk to me.”

He wanted to brush her off, to retreat to his room and bury himself in his headphones, but her insistence was like a key turning in a lock. The words spilled out before he could stop them.

“It was Derrick,” he said, his voice low, almost a whisper. “In the dorm bathroom. He... he messed with me. Sam told her everything happened.

Stacey’s face fell, her expression a mix of pain and anger. She reached out, placing a hand on his arm, but he flinched slightly, not ready for comfort. “Oh, Sam,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “That’s awful. I’m so sorry you went through that.”

He shrugged, trying to play it off, but his eyes stung. “It’s whatever. Just... sucks.”

“No, it’s not ‘whatever,’” Stacey said firmly, her grip tightening on his arm. “That Derrick kid’s a bully, plain and simple. You don’t deserve that, not one bit. You’re working so hard, and I’m proud of you for it. Don’t let some jerk make you feel small.”

Sam nodded, but the words didn’t fully reach him. The humiliation still clung to him, sticky and unyielding, like damp clothes after a rainstorm. Stacey pulled him into a hug, and this time he didn’t pull away. Her warmth was familiar, grounding, but it couldn’t erase the image of Derrick’s sneer or the sound of laughter echoing in his ears.

“We’ll figure this out, okay?” Stacey murmured, her voice muffled against his shoulder. “You’re stronger than this, Sam. You are.”

He wasn’t sure he believed her, but for now, the quiet of home and his mother’s arms were enough to keep the shadows at bay.
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Next day at college canteen Sam sat alone at a corner table, his backpack slumped beside him, nursing a lukewarm coffee in a Styrofoam cup. He stirred the coffee absentmindedly, his thoughts drifting to the yesterday’s events. A burst of laughter from a nearby table snapped him out of his reverie. He glanced up, catching sight of a group of students huddled over their phones, their voices bright with gossip. Sam adjusted his glasses and took a sip of coffee. He was about to pull out his phone when a familiar figure breezed past his table.

Vinny, his classmate from English, She slowed just enough to lean toward Sam, her voice low and teasing. “Four point five inches,” she said, then giggled, her lips curling into a smirk as she continued toward the counter.

Sam froze, the coffee cup halfway to his mouth. His heart thudded, and a flush crept up his neck. How did she know. He set the cup down, his hands clammy. Glancing around, he half-expected others to be staring, but no one seemed to notice. The group at the other table was still laughing, oblivious. Sam’s sneakers squeaked against the polished floor as he left the canteen, the sting of Vinny’s cryptic comment still burning in his chest. The autumn air outside was crisp, carrying the scent of fallen leaves as he made his way across the quad toward his next class. He adjusted his backpack, the straps digging into his shoulders, and quickened his pace. But as he stepped into the classroom, the air shifted. A ripple of giggles spread through the room, heads turning toward him. Sam froze in the doorway, his hand tightening around the strap of his bag. The laughter wasn’t loud, but it was sharp, like a blade slicing through the hum of pre-class chatter.

Nancy, perched at a desk near the front, caught his eye. Her lips curved into a smile, but it wasn’t warm or welcoming, it was cruel, edged with a knowing glint that made Sam’s stomach twist. Her gaze lingered just long enough to pin him in place before she turned away, whispering something to the girl next to her, who stifled another giggle.

Sam’s heart sank, a cold weight settling in his chest. He understood now.  Derrick had spread it and now the whole class knew. The giggles, Nancy’s smile, Vinny’s comment it was all connected. Sam slunk into the back seat, his notebook clutched like a shield, but it offered no protection. The classroom buzzed with barely contained energy, and then it erupted. “Four point five!” the class screamed in unison, the words slamming into him like a wave. Laughter followed, sharp and relentless, as heads turned to gauge his reaction. Nancy’s cruel smile flashed again from the front, her eyes glinting with triumph. Sam’s face burned, his pulse hammering in his ears. He sank lower in his chair, shame coiling tight in his chest, wishing the floor would swallow him whole.

The door swung open, and Professor Hargrove stormed in, her presence cutting through the chaos like a blade. “Enough!” she barked, her voice sharp enough to silence the room. The giggles died instantly, replaced by the rustle of notebooks and the creak of chairs as students straightened up. “If you’ve got energy to waste, I’ll assign extra readings,” she warned, her eyes sweeping the class. No one dared meet her gaze.

She launched into the lecture. Sam’s chest tightened, his breaths shallow. He wanted to bolt, to run out of the classroom, out of the college, to some distant planet where no one knew his name, where “four point five” meant nothing.
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Sam sat slouched on the old gray sofa, staring blankly at the muted television. The flickering light painted his face in shades of blue, but his mind was far away, caught in a spiral of frustration and doubt.

Stacey comes out from kitchen and sat beside him, her presence soft but steady.

“You’ve been quiet all day,” she said gently, brushing a strand of brown hair out of her eyes. “Do you want to tell me what’s going on?”

Sam swallowed hard, his throat tight. For a moment, he didn’t answer, then the words slipped out in a low murmur. “I don’t think I can keep doing this, Mom. College... it’s not for me. I want to drop out. Derrick will make my life hell.”

Stacey’s expression hardened, though her voice remained calm. “Derrick,” she repeated, the name sharp in her mouth. “So that’s the one making your life miserable.” Sam nodded, his shoulders slumping further.

She reached over and pulled him into a hug, pressing her cheek against his hair. “Listen to me, Sam. You are not going to give up your future because of one boy who doesn’t know better than to spread his misery around. I’ll take care of Derrick. You hear me? I promise.”

Sam pulled back slightly, his brows furrowing. “But how?”

Stacey gave him a small, confident smile. “For now, what you need is a break. Let’s get out of here. Clear your head. Come with me.”

Before he could argue, she tugged him up from the sofa and handed him his jacket. The two of them stepped out into the crisp afternoon air. The streets of their small suburban town felt different when Stacey was beside him, less threatening, more alive.

They drove together, music humming softly from the car speakers, until they reached a bustling shopping center. Bright storefronts glowed in the golden light, families drifted between shops, and the scent of roasted coffee and warm pretzels filled the air.

Stacey looped her arm through Sam’s. “We’ll pick up a few things,” she said lightly, “and maybe something just for you. Sometimes the best way to fight the darkness is to remind ourselves that we deserve little joys, too.”

For the first time that day, Sam allowed a small smile to crack through. He didn’t know what his mother had in mind for Derrick, but sitting beside her, listening to the calm confidence in her voice, he felt a flicker of hope.

The bright hum of the supermarket was a world away from Sam’s dark thoughts. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, baskets clattered, and the steady rhythm of life seemed to carry on undisturbed. Stacey, determined to lift her son’s spirits, picked up a can of Red Bull from the fridge and handed it to him with a playful grin.

“Here,” she said, nudging him. “A little energy boost for my gloomy boy.”

Sam cracked it open, the fizz snapping in the quiet between them. He took a sip, and though his smile was faint, it was there. Stacey winked at him before steering the cart down the next aisle, tossing in boxes of pasta, bags of apples, and a carton of orange juice.

Sam drifted a few steps behind, absent-mindedly scanning the shelves, lost in the maze of his thoughts. He wasn’t really looking at anything until his gaze froze. His stomach twisted. There, near the front counter, stood Derrick. Laughing with a friend, leaning back casually against the register as though he owned the place. The sight of him was enough to make Sam’s chest tighten, the familiar sting of humiliation crawling over his skin. His grip on the Red Bull tightened. His first instinct was to disappear, to melt into the cereal aisle and pretend he hadn’t seen him. But before he could move, Stacey’s eyes sharpened. She’d noticed the way Sam’s face drained of color.

“What is it?” she asked quietly, stepping closer.

Sam swallowed hard and pointed, almost reluctantly. “That’s... that’s Derrick.” His voice cracked.

Stacey’s eyes followed his gesture. Her gaze settled on the boy, her expression turning from curious to steel in seconds. She adjusted her grip on the cart handle, straightening her shoulders. “That’s him,” she said flatly.

“Yeah,” Sam muttered.

She turned to him, her voice firm but calm. “Cool, Sam. I’ve got this. Let me talk to him.”

Panic shot through him. “No, Mom. Please”

But Stacey was already moving. Her steps were sure and deliberate, the cart rolling behind her like a soldier at her side. Sam hesitated, heart pounding, then hurried after her, unable to let her face Derrick alone.

As they crossed the polished floor, Sam’s palms grew damp. Derrick hadn’t seen them yet he was still grinning at something his friend said, his arrogance spilling into the space around him. But when Stacey came to a stop a few feet away, her presence commanded attention.

Derrick turned, his smirk faltering just slightly as his eyes met hers. Sam stood just behind his mother, torn between fear and awe.

“Hi, Derrick,” Stacey said, her voice even but carrying an unmistakable edge.

“Well, hello,” Derrick said, his voice slick and familiar. He took a few steps toward them. “Hi there.”

Derrick’s eyes flickered to Sam, then back to her, his grin widening. “Hey there, Sam boy. Didn’t know you were shopping with your sister today. Keeping the pretty ones in the family, huh?”

Sam’s face flamed. “This... she’s... this is” he stammered, the words tangling on his tongue under the weight of Derrick’s smirk.

Stacey gracefully intervened, her voice cool and clear. “I’m his mother, actually.”

Derrick’s eyebrows shot up in genuine, theatrical surprise. “No. Get out. Really?” He gave her another once-over, this one even more brazen. “Wow. You are... hot. And so young-looking.”

The word hot hung in the air between the canned vegetables and the pasta sauces. A faint pink blush crept up Stacey’s neck. It had been so long since she’d heard a compliment like that, a raw, unfiltered appraisal from a man who wasn’t her late husband. She gave a small, uncomfortable laugh, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

“You’re too kind,” she demurred.

“Just honest,” Derrick countered smoothly. “So, may I know your sweet name?”

“Stacey.”

“Stacey,” he repeated, as if tasting the word. “Sweet name for a sweet...” He seemed to search for the right word, letting the pause linger before finishing with, “...lady.” He extended his hand.

Hesitating for only a second, Stacey placed her hand in his. His grip was firm, warm, and he held it a moment longer than was strictly necessary. Sam watched, his stomach churning.

“Actually,” Stacey began, reclaiming her hand and clasping it with the other, “I wanted to talk to you about Sam. I’ve heard some things...”

Derrick’s friend called out from the checkout lane, holding up a paid receipt. Derrick held up a finger, one minute.

“Okay, Stacey,” he said, and the sound of her name in his mouth, so casual and familiar from a man half her age, sent another unexpected jolt through her. It wasn’t unpleasant. It was... electrifying.

“Look, Stacey, I’m a little busy right now,” he said, his tone conspiratorial. “Can I get your number? We can talk about all that later. Properly.”

The request was so audacious, so out of line, that it bypassed her normal filters. Flattered, thrown off balance, and riding that strange, tingling current in her chest, she heard herself reciting her digits before her brain had fully processed the question. Derrick tapped them into his phone with a nimble thumb.

“Perfect,” he said, looking up with a grin that was all confidence. “I’ll call you, sweety.” His eyes did that thing again, that slow, comprehensive scan of her body, leaving a phantom heat in its wake. “See you around, Sam boy.”

And he was gone, swaggering toward the exit with his friend.

The squeaking cart wheel was the only sound. Stacey stood perfectly still, staring at the spot where Derrick had been. Her cheeks were flushed, her heart beating a quick, rhythm against her ribs. She could still feel the echo of his handshake.

Sam finally found his voice, small and strained. “Mom? You... you gave him your number? Why?”

Stacey blinked, turning to look at her son. She offered him a weak smile. “To talk about the bullying, sweetheart.” But even as she said it, the lie felt thin. The memory of Derrick’s voice saying sweety echoed in her mind, and a shiver, one she desperately hoped Sam didn’t see, traced its way down her spine. She absently smoothed down her skirt, her fingers lingering on the fabric.

“Come on,” she said, her voice a little too bright. “Let’s get the eggs and go.” She turned the cart, but her movements were stiffer than before, her mind clearly somewhere else entirely. Sam just stared at her back, a cold dread settling in the pit of his stomach, completely unaware of the warm, unfamiliar thrill that was still coursing through his mother’s veins.
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The cool, sanitized air of the supermarket felt like a distant memory. Back in her pristine, silent kitchen, Stacey moved on autopilot, putting away groceries while Sam’s wounded, confused expression burned behind her eyes. The mundane click of the refrigerator door closing was deafening in the quiet house. He’d retreated to his room immediately, the unasked questions hanging between them like a thick curtain.

She poured herself a glass of wine, the rich red liquid seeming too bold, too daring for her suddenly tumultuous mood. She took a sip, but it did nothing to calm the nervous flutter in her chest. It was a sensation she hadn't felt in years. Not since... well, not since long before her husband passed. It was the thrill of being seen. Not as Sam’s mom, not as the reliable widow, but as a woman. A hot and sexy woman, a voice in her head whispered, mimicking Derrick’s confident, appraising tone.

She jumped when her phone buzzed on the marble countertop, the vibration unnaturally loud. The screen lit up with an unknown number. She let it ring twice more, before answering.

“Hello?” Her voice was slightly breathless.

“Stacey.” His voice was a low rumble, intimate and direct, as if he were in the room with her. It was a voice that didn’t ask permission, it simply took. “It’s Derrick.”

“Oh. Derrick. Hello.” She turned away from the kitchen, leaning against the counter, her free arm wrapping around her waist.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about our conversation.” A low chuckle. “Well, our interrupted conversation. I find myself... distracted.”

“Is that so?” she said, falling into a cadence of flirtation she thought she’d long forgotten. The wine glass felt cool against her suddenly warm cheek.

“It is. I’m at the Mercies. It’s quiet. You should come have a drink with me.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a challenge wrapped in an invitation. Every responsible, maternal instinct in her screamed no. It was late. He was her son’s bully. He was half her age. The list of reasons was long and logical and utterly meaningless against the sudden, aching need his voice ignited in her.

“Derrick, I... I don’t think that’s a good idea. My son...”

“We’ll talk about Sam,” he interrupted, his voice smooth and persuasive. “I promise. But first, I want to talk to you. Just you. Come on, Stacey. Live a little.” Live a little. The words were a key turning in a lock she’d sealed shut years ago. The silence stretched, filled only by the sound of her own pounding heart.

“Alright,” she heard herself say, the word tasting both forbidden and sweet. “Give me twenty minutes.”

The black dress she chose was simple but clung to her in a way her daytime clothes never did. She applied a quick coat of lipstick, her hands trembling slightly. She wrote a note for Sam, saying she’d gone for a drive to clear her head, and left it on the table, a flimsy shield for her guilt.
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The Mercies was all dark wood and low lighting. She spotted him immediately, lounging in a secluded booth in the back. He watched her walk the entire length of the room, his dark eyes missing nothing.

“You came.” He didn’t stand up, simply gestured for her to sit beside him. The booth was tight. Their thighs were inches apart.

“I did,” she said, settling in, the leather cool through her thin dress.

He signaled the waiter. “Vodka cranberry for the lady.”

Derrick leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his hair.

“I’m not from here, you know. I came from Seattle. My dad’s a businessman, wealthy, owns a couple of chains back home. He set me up here with this place so I wouldn’t have to stay in the dorms.” His tone carried pride.

Stacey folded her hands in her lap. “Seattle,” she repeated softly. “I’ve never been.”

“You’d like it,” Derrick said. “Big city, good food, beautiful views. But I guess... it’s different when your family’s there and you’re not.”

His words hung in the room, and to her surprise, Stacey felt her guard lowering. She hadn’t really talked about her past in years, not even to Sam in detail. But now, here, with this boy who had caused her son so much pain, the words came easier than she expected.

“My husband...” she began, her voice catching slightly. “He died five years ago. Car crash. One night and everything was different. I had Sam to take care of, bills piling up, and no one to lean on. It felt like the world closed in on me.” She let out a long, shaky breath. “I don’t talk about it much. People expect you to move on. But moving on isn’t the same as healing.”

Derrick was quiet, his smirk gone, replaced by a look of genuine surprise. He shifted forward, elbows on his knees. “I... didn’t know. I mean, I didn’t think you’d gone through something like that.”

Stacey gave a sad smile. “People rarely see the battles others are fighting.”

For the first time, she felt something shift between them. opening up, even to someone like Derrick, felt oddly freeing. For once, she wasn’t carrying her story alone.

“So,” she began, clasping her hands on the table to steady them. “About Sam...”

Derrick leaned closer, his scent, clean soap and something uniquely male washing over her. “He’s weak, Stacey,” he said, his voice dropping even lower. “The world eats weak guys like him for breakfast. I’m just giving him an early lesson.”

She flinched. “That’s a cruel way to put it.”

“It’s the truth. But...” He reached out and, with a feather-light touch, traced the line of her knuckles. A jolt of electricity shot up her arm. “...seeing where he gets his looks from, I’m starting to understand his distractions.”

His finger moved to her wrist, pressing gently against her racing pulse. He can feel it, she thought, mortified and exhilarated. He knows what he’s doing to me.

“Why did you really ask me here, Derrick?” Her voice was a whisper.

“Because from the moment I saw you, I knew,” he murmured, his face inches from hers. His piercing eyes held hers captive. “I knew that elegant, proper exterior was just a shell. There’s a woman underneath who’s been sleeping for a long, long time. I just want to be the one to wake her up.”

His words dismantled her completely. They bypassed her brain and spoke directly to the hollow, lonely ache in her core. He saw her. Not the mother, not the widow. The woman.

“You are so unbelievably beautiful, Stacey,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. “I’ve been imagining this all night. Imagining you.”

The sharp clink of ice against glass made them both freeze. The waiter was at the table, a polite, blank expression on his face. “Another round?”

Derrick pulled back slowly, his eyes gleaming with predatory satisfaction. He didn’t look at the waiter, his gaze locked on Stacey’s flushed face. He kept his hand firmly on her thigh, a secret, possessive brand under the table. He smiled, a slow, dangerous curl of his lips.

“We’re not done here,” he said, his voice a low promise meant only for her.

Derrick tilted his head and, with a sly grin, said, “Why don’t we talk about this somewhere else? My place isn’t far. I’ve got an apartment near campus.”

He glanced over, a smirk playing on his lips. 

“We can have a proper drink. Talk privately.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact, delivered with such confident expectation that her automatic, polite refusal died before it reached her lips. She simply nodded, a short, jerky motion, and turned to stare out the window at the passing city lights. What are you doing, Stacey? He’s a boy. Your son’s age. The thought was a ghost, immediately banished by a hotter, more potent one: He doesn’t see a mother. He sees a woman.

Derrick’s offer hung in the air, bold and unexpected. Stacey hesitated only for a heartbeat before nodding. There was something disarming in the way he carried himself arrogant, yes, but also surprisingly considerate in his small gestures.

At the checkout, Derrick pulled out his wallet and paid for the items without a second thought. Then, as they stepped outside, he held the door open for her. Stacey wasn’t used to such gestures anymore. For years, life had been about survival, about carrying burdens on her own. That simple courtesy made her smile - soft, almost shy.

Waiting in the parking lot was his motorcycle, sleek and polished, its chrome catching the light. Stacey paused, feeling a flicker of nervous excitement. It had been decades since she’d been near a bike like that.

“Hop on,” Derrick said, handing her a helmet with a grin.

She slipped it on, feeling almost silly, but when she slid onto the seat behind him, the leather cool beneath her palms, something in her chest fluttered. She wrapped her arms around his waist just as the engine roared to life. The sudden kick of the bike jolted her forward, and instinctively, she hugged him tighter. Her cheeks flushed beneath the helmet, her breath catching.

Derrick chuckled, glancing back over his shoulder. “You okay?”

Stacey laughed, a sound she hadn’t heard from herself in a long while. “I’m fine,” she said, though her heart was racing.

Then they were off. Derrick drove fast, the wind rushing past them, tugging at her hair and jacket. The world blurred into streaks of color as the road stretched ahead. Stacey felt the speed, the freedom, the reckless abandon of youth that she thought she’d buried years ago.

She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the air sting her face, letting the weight of her everyday struggles slip away. In that instant, she wasn’t a widow, or a mother weighed down with responsibilities. She wasn’t the woman constantly bracing against life’s hardships. She was just Stacey - alive, daring, and for a fleeting moment, like a college girl again, holding onto her boyfriend as the world flew by.

And it felt good.
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The apartment was exactly as she’d imagined sparse, modern, and impeccably clean, with a floor-to-ceiling window offering a dizzying view of the city’s skyline. It was a bachelor’s pad, a den. He tossed his keys into a ceramic bowl on a console table with a sharp, final clatter.

“Whiskey?” he asked, already moving toward a crystal decanter on a sideboard.

“Please,” she breathed, her voice unsteady.

She stood awkwardly in the center of the living room, feeling like a displaced artifact in this stark, masculine space. Her black skirt just hung above her knees revealing her beautiful legs.

He poured two fingers of amber liquid into a heavy tumbler and turned, but he didn’t bring it to her. He just stood there, leaning against the sideboard, and took a slow sip of his own drink, his dark eyes raking over her from across the room. The appraisal was so direct, so carnal, she felt it like a physical touch.

“You are a fucking vision, Stacey,” he said, the vulgarity jolting through her, shocking and thrilling her in equal measure. “I haven’t been able to think of anything else since I saw you in that supermarket.”

A hot flush spread from her chest up her neck. She had no words. The carefully constructed composure of the elegant widow, the freelance designer, crumbled to dust under the raw hunger in his gaze.

He pushed off the sideboard and closed the distance between them in a few predatory strides. He didn’t hand her the glass. Instead, he set both their drinks down on a nearby table, never breaking eye contact.

“Derrick, I” she started, a last, weak attempt at reclaiming some semblance of control.

“Shhh,” he murmured, his voice a low, vibrating hum. He didn’t kiss her. He caged her. One hand planted on the wall beside her head, the other snaking around her waist, pulling her hips flush against his. She gasped at the contact, at the hard, undeniable ridge of his arousal pressing into her belly through the thin fabric of her skirt.

His face was inches from hers. His mouth descended on hers. It was demanding, deep, and wet, his tongue claiming her mouth with a mastery that made her knees buckle. She moaned into him, her hands coming up to clutch at the hard planes of his shoulders, her fingers digging into the taut muscle there. His hand on her waist slipped lower, cupping her ass through her skirt, squeezing possessively. He ground his hips against her, a slow, deliberate rotation that drew another broken moan from her lips. She could feel the seam of her panties grow damp, a desperate, aching heat building at her core.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her cheek. His free hand came up to trail down her neck, over the collar of her blouse. With a sharp, precise motion, he popped a single button. Then another. The crisp cotton fell open, revealing the lace edge of her bra.

His dark eyes dropped to the exposed skin, his pupils blown wide with lust.

“Fuck, look at you.” He dipped his head, his mouth finding the swell of her breast above the lace. His tongue traced the sensitive skin, hot and rough, and Stacey cried out, her head falling back against the wall with a soft thud. The sensation was electric, shooting straight to the throbbing apex of her thighs.

She was panting now, her body arching into his, every cell screaming for more. The guilt, the shame, the memory of her dead husband- it all melted away, incinerated by a need so primal it terrified her.

His fingers hooked into the cup of her bra, peeling it down to free her breast. The cool air hit her hardened nipple a second before his mouth did, and she nearly came undone right there. He sucked, hard, his tongue flicking and circling the peak while his other hand rucked up her skirt, his fingers sliding over the slippery silk of her panties.

“So wet for me already,” he groaned against her skin, his voice thick with satisfaction.

He pressed the heel of his hand against her clit, and a sharp, stunning jolt of pleasure-pain made her buck against him. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties. The world narrowed to this point, to the feel of his skilled hands, his demanding mouth, and the hard wall at her back. He pulled his mouth from her breast, his lips glistening, his gaze locked on hers with an intensity that stole the air from her lungs.

His mouth was a brand on hers, a claim staked in the soft, yielding territory of her lips. Stacey’s mind, a whirlwind of shouldn’t and can’t, was utterly silent, silenced by the sheer physical shock of his kiss. Derrick’s hands slid from her face, down the column of her throat, and gripped her waist, lifting her from the floor of the lounge’s hallway with an effortless, athletic grace that stole her breath anew.

Her legs, wrapped around his waist, anchoring her to this impossible, thrilling reality. The thin silk of her panty was a pathetic barrier against the hard heat of him. He carried her, a predator with its prize, through a door she hadn’t even seen, into a dimly lit bedroom that smelled faintly of his cologne and clean linen.

He didn’t toss her onto the bed. He let her slide down the front of his body, a slow, torturous friction that made her gasp into his mouth. When her feet finally touched the carpet, he broke the kiss, his dark eyes gleaming with possessive fire.

“Turn around,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated deep in her belly.

She turned, placing her hands on the polished wooden footboard of the bed, her spine arching almost of its own volition. The pose was one of offering, of submission, and it sent a bolt of pure, undiluted lust straight to her core. She heard the rustle of clothing, the sharp zip of his fly, the soft thud of fabric hitting the floor.

Then, silence. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She could feel his presence behind her, a wall of heat and intention. His hand hooked into the sides of her lace panties and drew them down her thighs. She stepped out of them, her vulnerability complete, her body exposed to his hungry gaze. She felt the weight of him then, the hot, silken steel of his erection pressing against the cleft of her ass. It was massive, a promise of invasion that was both terrifying and exquisitely arousing. He was so much younger, so much stronger, and the sheer physical disparity was a potent aphrodisiac.

“Relax for me, Stacey,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. One hand slid around her front, cupping her breast, his thumb rasping over her already taut nipple. The other stayed on her hip, holding her steady.

She felt the blunt, insistent pressure at her most forbidden entrance. Oh god, there? A jolt of panic was instantly quelled by a wave of dizzying, perverse need. It had been so long since anyone had touched her there, and never like this. Never with such confident ownership.

He didn’t ask. He simply took.

With one powerful, precise thrust, he buried himself inside her. A sharp, burning stretch tore a strangled cry from her throat.

“Derrick!” It was a shock, a violation so complete it bordered on pain, but it was fleeting, immediately swamped by an overwhelming sensation of fullness. A feeling of being possessed, utterly and completely.

He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the incredible intrusion. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, the words ragged against her shoulder. “So fucking perfect for me.”

Then he began to move. A slow, deliberate withdrawal followed by a hard, driving thrust that slammed her against the bedframe. The initial sting melted away, replaced by a deep, building friction that ignited every nerve ending. The sound was lewd, obscene; the wet, slapping rhythm of his body pounding into hers, the creak of the wooden bedstead under her white-knuckled grip.

He set a relentless pace, each thrust jolting through her, hitting a spot deep inside that made her vision blur. Her moans were no longer cries of surprise but guttural sounds of pleasure. His grip on her breast tightened, his fingers pinching her nipple as he used her hips like handles, pulling her back onto his cock with every plunge. The dual sensations - the deep, internal pounding and the sharp, delicious pain on her nipple drove her toward a precipice she’d never glimpsed before.

In. Out.

A rhythm established itself, primal and punishing. Each forward drive was a conquest. Each withdrawal a taunt. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies connecting filled the room, a lewd metronome to her escalating moans. His huge, glorious cock. It wasn’t just inside her; it was rearranging her. Stretching her walls to a burning, blissful limit she didn’t know she had. With every plunge, it seemed to reach deeper, carving a new, sensitive path.

Every thrust became a targeted assault on her G-spot. Pleasure, white-hot and electric, began to coil tight in her belly, a spring wound to its breaking point. His pace increased. The bedframe began to creak in protest, a sharp, rhythmic complaint against the wall. His grip on her hips tightened, surely leaving bruises, marks she would trace with her fingers tomorrow and remember this. The force of his drives pushed her forward, her hands slipping on the polished wood. He hooked an arm around her waist, hauling her back onto him, ensuring not an inch was lost.

He leaned over her, his chest pressed against her back, his mouth on her neck, biting and sucking as he fucked her with animalistic intensity. Feeling her climax, Derrick’s control snapped. With a guttural roar that was pure triumph, he drove into her one last time, hilting himself as deep as he could go. She felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release flooding her, a claim that was both intimate and profane. He pistoned into her, three, four, five final, devastating thrusts.  He held himself there, shuddering, his body a dead weight on top of hers for a long moment before he slowly, carefully, pulled out.

He collapsed onto the bed, breathless. Stacey’s legs trembled, barely able to hold her up. She stayed bent over the footboard, trying to catch her breath, feeling the evidence of their coupling begin to trickle down her inner thigh. The room was silent except for their ragged breathing.

Derrick rolled onto his side, propping his head up on one hand. A slow, predatory smirk spread across his face as his eyes roamed over her exposed, spent body. “So, Stacey,” he said, his voice a low, satisfied purr. “You were saying something about me bullying your son?”

A low, dark chuckle rumbled in Derrick’s chest. His gaze, heavy-lidded and satisfied, didn’t leave her as she trembled against the footboard. “Bullied?” he repeated, the word a soft, dangerous purr. “Is that what he told you? We were just having a bit of fun. Boys will be boys.”

Stacey’s mind, still fogged with the aftershocks of her climax, struggled to form a coherent defense for her son. The heat of Derrick’s release was a slick, intimate reminder of where her priorities had just been. Her son. The reason she was here felt like a distant, fading dream.

“He... he said you” she began, her voice hoarse.

Derrick moved with a predator’s grace, silencing her by sliding off the bed and standing behind her. He didn’t give her time to react. His strong hands, the very instruments of her recent undoing, found her hips again. His touch was proprietary, certain. He pressed his pelvis against her still-quivering ass and she felt him hard and ready once more against the curve of her ass. A shocked gasp caught in her throat. So soon?

“He said a lot of things, I bet,” Derrick murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. One hand slid around her waist, splaying possessively across her lower belly, pulling her back flush against him. The other hand wandered upward, over the damp skin of her stomach, until his fingers found and lightly pinched one of her nipples. She jolted, a fresh spark of desire shooting straight to her core. “But he didn’t tell you how much of a coward he is, did he? How he can’t handle a little pushback?”

His words were meant to provoke, but they were muffled by the roaring need his touch ignited. His fingers rolled her nipple, tugging and teasing until it was a hard, aching peak. Her head fell back against his shoulder, a silent surrender. This is wrong, a voice whispered in the back of her mind. It was drowned out by the feel of his thick length grinding against her.

His fingers found her slick, oversensitive flesh. She was still swollen, incredibly tender from their first frenzied coupling, but his touch wasn’t gentle. It was demanding, insisting on a response. Two fingers slid inside her with an easy, wet glide, and Stacey cried out, her knees buckling. He held her upright with the arm wrapped around her waist, his strength absolute.

“See?” he growled, curling his fingers, finding a spot inside that made her vision blur. “Your body doesn’t care about his complaints. It only cares about this.”

He was right. A traitorous, white-hot pleasure was already coiling deep within her again, shamefully fast. Her hips began to move of their own volition, rocking back against his hand, seeking more pressure, more friction. The conflict, the guilt about Sam, it all melted away under the skilled, ruthless attention of his fingers.

With a wet sound, he withdrew his hand. Before she could protest, he spun her around to face him. His dark eyes burned with renewed hunger. He gripped her thighs and lifted her as if she weighed nothing, placing her on the edge of the footboard. He stepped between her legs, forcing them apart.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Her eyes, glazed with lust, met his. He held her gaze as he guided himself to her entrance. The broad head of his cock pressed against her, and he paused, letting her feel the imminent invasion. The anticipation was its own exquisite torture. She was so wet, so ready, her body already clenching around nothing, begging to be filled.

“Tell me you want it,” he demanded, his smirk blatantly arrogant. He knew the answer. He just wanted to hear her say it.

She swallowed, her pride evaporating under the heat of his stare. “I... I want it.”

“Louder.”

“I want it, Derrick,” she breathed, the admission freeing her from the last shred of resistance.

With a grunt of approval, he thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one smooth, deep stroke. Stacey’s mouth opened in a silent scream of pleasure-pain, her nails digging into the dark wood of the footboard. He was so deep, stretching her so completely, the fullness a brutal, perfect ache.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, each thrust jolting through her entire body. The footboard creaked in time with their movement. His grip on her hips was vise-like, holding her in place for his use. Her breasts bounced with the force of his drives, and he leaned down, capturing a nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, his tongue lashing the sensitive peak.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The rough friction deep inside her and the insistent pull on her breast pushed her higher and higher. She was a instrument, and he was playing her with devastating expertise. Her moans became frantic, pleading sounds.

“Yes... god, yes... right there...” she begged, her head thrashing from side to side.

He released her breast, his breath hot against her skin. “You like that, Stacey? You like getting fucked  on your son’s bully’s bed?”

The crude language, coupled with the sinful reality of it, was the final catalyst. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a tidal wave of pure, mindless ecstasy. Her inner muscles clamped down on him violently, a series of intense, pulsing contractions that ripped a guttural cry from her throat.

Feeling her convulse around him, Derrick’s rhythm faltered. He drove into her once, twice more, his own release building. His face was a mask of primal concentration. With a final, deep grind, he stilled, burying himself to the hilt as he came. She felt the hot, possessive pulse of his climax deep within her, and a second, smaller wave of pleasure shuddered through her at the feeling. He stayed like that for a long moment, his forehead resting against her shoulder, both of them breathing in ragged, broken gasps. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. Stacey slumped forward, her body utterly spent, a pleasant, heavy numbness spreading through her limbs.

Derrick straightened up, a look of smug victory on his face. He ran a hand through his disheveled hair, his eyes roaming over her sprawled, exposed form with open appreciation. He trailed a single finger down her spine, making her shiver. He watched her, his dark eyes missing nothing, the slight tremble in her limbs, the way her breath hitched at his touch, the conflicted shadows in her gaze.

He stepped back, the air cooling on her damp skin. "Look at me," he commanded, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her.

Slowly, shakily, Stacey pushed herself up from the footboard. She turned to face him, her arms instinctively crossing over her chest, a feeble attempt at modesty. He stood there, fully nude, powerfully built and utterly unashamed. His gaze was locked on hers, predatory and possessive.

He didn’t speak. He simply looked down his body, then back up to her eyes. The command was silent but absolute. Clean me”.

Her breath caught in her throat. No, some rational part of her screamed. This is too much. This is degrading. But that part was small, drowned out by the roaring need for his approval, for the intoxicating power of his complete attention. Her eyes flickered down. He was still semi-hard, glistening with the evidence of their shared climax. A soft, shuddering sigh escaped her lips. This was the price. This was the validation. She sank to her knees before him, the plush carpet soft beneath her. The position felt both subservient and strangely sacred. From here, he was a giant, a god of muscle and primal energy. She leaned forward, her silver-streaked dark hair falling like a curtain around her face. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She hesitated a final second, her lips just inches from his skin.

His hand came down, not roughly, but with undeniable firmness, tangling in her hair. He didn’t push, he guided. "Look at me while you do it," he murmured, his voice husky. "I want to see those pretty eyes."

Her gaze snapped up to meet his. The intensity there was overwhelming. He was studying her, watching every flicker of emotion, every twitch of reluctance or acceptance. It made the act infinitely more intimate, more exposing than anything that had come before.

Her tongue darted out, a nervous, tentative stroke.

The taste was salty, musky, uniquely him. It should have been off-putting. It was anything but. It was the taste of his possession, of her surrender. She licked again, a longer, more deliberate pass from root to tip, her eyes locked with the entire time. A low, approving growl rumbled in his chest.

Emboldened, she took him more fully into her mouth, her lips closing around him. She focused on the task, her movements becoming less hesitant, more purposeful. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive head, tasting the lingering traces of her own arousal mixed with his essence. Her free hand came up, cupping him, feeling the weight and the heat, the way he began to harden again under her ministration.

He watched her, his breathing deepening, his grip in her hair tightening just enough to remind her who was in charge. "Good girl," he breathed, the praise washing over her like warm oil. "You clean up your mess so well."

The words were crude, demeaning, and they sent a jolt of pure, undiluted lust straight to her core. She moaned around him, the vibration earning another rough, gratified sound from him. She worked him with her mouth and tongue, her world narrowing to the feel of him, the taste of him, and the dark, approving look in his eyes. She was lost in the act, a willing participant in her own debasement, discovering a shocking thrill in the utter completeness of it.

Just as her rhythm found a steady, sucking pace, he pulled her head back, not ungently, but with absolute authority. Her lips parted from him with a soft, wet sound. A thin string of saliva connected her mouth to him for a second before breaking.

He didn’t speak. He simply hooked his hands under her arms and pulled her to her feet. Her legs were still unsteady, but he held her firm, turning her, maneuvering her with a few shuffling steps until her bare back met the cool, flat plane of the bedroom wall. He pinned her there with his hips, his hands coming up to frame her face. He kissed her, deep and hungry, tasting himself on her tongue. Then his mouth left hers, trailing a hot, wet path down her throat. He didn’t stop at her collarbone. He went lower, his breath fanning over the upper swell of her breast. Her heavy, sensitive breasts swung free, the peaks already tight and aching again. He didn’t tease. He devoured.

His mouth closed over her left nipple, not with a suckle, but with a wide, encompassing hunger. It was as if he was trying to consume her. He ate at her breast like a man starved. His teeth sank in, not enough to break skin, but enough to claim, to mark. The pressure built, a delicious, terrifying bite that walked the razor’s edge between agony and ecstasy. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers clutching at his short hair, not to pull him away, but to hold him there, to beg for more. A guttural moan vibrated from her chest into his mouth. He released with a wet sound, pulling back to survey his work. Her breast was a livid red, the perfect, dark imprint of his teeth visible on the tender flesh. The nipple was a hard, swollen bud, glistening with his saliva. A whimper escaped her. He didn’t give her time to process. His mouth moved, a predator shifting to its next prey.

He descended on her right breast with the same voracious intensity. The same wide, hungry mouth. The same ruthless, lapping tongue. And then the teeth. This time, he bit down harder. Stacey screamed, her body bowing off the wall, pressing her breast deeper into the torment of his mouth. The pain was sharper, brighter. It felt like a brand. Her nails dug into his scalp. Tears prickled at the corners of her eyes, born of an intensity that had no name. The pleasure was there, a dark, coiling serpent in her gut, tightening with every second his teeth remained locked on her.

When he finally released, the twin marks were stark on her flushed skin. A matched set. His. Her chest heaved, the reddened, abused flesh tingling with a hypersensitivity that felt like a live wire. Every brush of the air against it was a shock. She looked down, seeing the clear, brutal indentations. A possessive thrill shot through her, hot and shameful. She was marked. Visibly, undeniably his.

Then, in one smooth, powerful motion, he turned her. Not back to the wall, but away from it. Her hands, instinctively, reached for the footboard again. The world was the dark grain of the wood, the rug under her feet, the heavy, possessive presence behind her.

Then came the shock.

A sharp, loud crack of flesh on flesh. Thwack.

It wasn’t a caress. It was a stinging, sudden slap against the full curve of her right ass cheek. The impact jolted her whole body forward, a gasp punched from her lungs

Before the first wave of pain could even crest, before she could process the why, his hand came down again.

Thwack.

Left cheek this time. The twin sting flared, symmetrical. Her hips jerked, a flinch she couldn’t control. Her heavy breasts swung with the motion, a pendulous bounce that made the bite marks throb in time with the fresh pain on her ass. A low, wounded sound escaped her throat.

He didn’t speak. He just continued.

Thwack.

Right again. The sting deepened, layered over the first. It was a pure, sharp, clarifying pain

Thwack.

Left. Her breath came in short, sharp pants. Her knuckles were white on the footboard. With each slap, her body clenched

Thwack.

A third on the right. The heat was intense now, a radiating warmth that spread across the entire globe of her ass. He read the movement. His rhythm became more measured, more deliberate.

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

Three in quick succession, alternating cheeks. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Each impact made her whole-body shudder. Her breasts bounced heavily, the weight of them pulling with each jerk, the sensitive, bitten nipples scraping lightly against nothing, another maddening point of sensation. Her back arched deeper, presenting herself more fully. Take it. Give me more. The thought was clear, feral. She was his plaything. His to use, his to mark, his to punish with pleasure.

The slaps paused.

The sudden absence of the sound, of the impact, was almost worse. She stood there, trembling, her ass blazing with heat, the skin surely flushed a deep, vivid red. She could feel the shape of his handprints, the lingering, tender ache.

The silence stretched for a minute. A long, torturous minute where all she heard was her own ragged breathing and the frantic hammer of her heart. She could feel his eyes on her, on the reddened canvas of her ass. The dominance in that gaze was a physical weight. Then, when the anticipation was a tight, screaming coil in her belly, it came.

One final, hard slap.

THWACK.

It was louder, heavier than all the others. It landed squarely across both cheeks, a broad, punishing stroke that stole her breath and made her cry out. It hurt. It hurt so good. The pain blossomed deep, resonating through her pelvis, and her pussy clenched so violently she saw stars. The submission flooded her, warm and complete. She was his. His thing to spank, to fuck, to do with as he pleased. The clarity of it was terrifying and utterly exhilarating.

He stopped. His hands left her ass. They slid around her hips, over her belly, pulling her back against him. He turned her in his arms.

She came easily, pliant. Her face was flushed, her eyes glassy with unshed tears and raw arousal. Her long hair, damp with sweat, fell over her shoulders as she let her forehead drop against his chest. The coarse hair there brushed her skin. She could smell him - sweat, sex, him. She was trembling, a fine, continuous shiver that ran through her entire body.

He didn’t say a word. He just wrapped his arms around her, one hand splayed wide on the small of her back, the other cupping the back of her head, holding her to him. His own breathing was deep, controlled. She could feel the hard, insistent press of his erection against her lower belly, a promise of what was still to come.

They stood there, in the middle of the room, clinging to each other. Her stinging, throbbing ass pressed against his thighs. Her marked, aching breasts were crushed against the solid wall of his chest. Her wet, desperate core pulsed against him. The hug wasn’t soft. It was fierce. It was a claiming of a different kind. An anchor in the storm he had created within her. She melted into it, her arms winding around his torso, her fingers digging into the hard muscles of his back. She was utterly spent, utterly revved, utterly his.
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The morning sun filtered through the faded curtains of the house, casting a soft golden glow across the living room. Sam adjusted the strap of his backpack, the weight of his textbooks pulling at his shoulder as he glanced at the clock on the wall. The house was quiet, save for the faint hum of the refrigerator and the occasional chirp of a sparrow outside. He hesitated at the base of the stairs, his sneakers scuffing against the worn hardwood floor.

He climbed the steps and paused outside his mother’s bedroom door. It was slightly ajar, just enough for him to peek inside. Stacey lay sprawled across her bed, her dark hair fanned out on the pillow, one arm flung over the edge. The blankets were tangled around her legs, and a faint snore escaped her lips. She was still in yesterday’s clothes. Sam’s brow furrowed. It wasn’t like her to sleep in so late, especially not in her day clothes. Where had she been last night?

He thought about waking her, maybe asking if she was okay, but with a quiet sigh, he turned and headed downstairs. The walk to campus was a familiar blur of tree-lined streets and the distant hum of morning traffic. By the time Sam reached the sprawling quad of the College, the sun had climbed higher, warming the air. Students milled about, some rushing to class, others lounging on the grass with coffee cups in hand. Sam’s eyes scanned the crowd as he made his way toward the lecture hall, his thoughts still tangled in questions about his mom.

That’s when he saw Derrick.

Derrick leaned against a lamppost near the edge of the quad, his lanky frame unmistakable even from a distance. His dark hair was mussed, and he wore that same crooked grin that always seemed to carry a hint of mischief. Sam’s stomach tightened. Today, though, Derrick’s grin widened as he spotted Sam and sauntered over, his hands stuffed in the pockets of his denim jacket.

“Hey, Sammy,” Derrick said, his voice light but edged with something Sam couldn’t quite place. “How’s it hangin’?”

Sam shrugged, shifting his backpack.

Derrick’s grin didn’t falter, but his eyes gleamed with something knowing.  “Met your mom yesterday. Man, she’s so good.”

Sam’s heart lurched, a sudden, sharp thud against his ribs. He froze, his mouth dry, as Derrick’s words sank in. Met mom? His mind raced, conjuring images of Stacey out somewhere - where?  and Derrick, of all people, crossing paths with her. The way Derrick said it, the casual drawl, the glint in his eye, made it feel like there was more to the story. Something Sam didn’t know. Something he needed to know.

“What do you mean?” Sam asked, his voice tighter than he intended.

Derrick just chuckled, a low, throaty sound, and clapped Sam on the shoulder.

“Relax, man. Just sayin’. She’s cool.” Before Sam could press further, Derrick turned and strolled off toward the science building, his laughter trailing behind him like a taunt.

Sam stood rooted to the spot, his pulse hammering in his ears. Where had Derrick met his mom? The questions swirled, each one sharper than the last. He tried to shake it off, to focus on getting to class, but Derrick’s words clung to him like damp clothes.
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That evening, the smell of garlic and onions filled the kitchen as Stacey stood at the stove, stirring a pot of pasta sauce. She was wearing a long, loose  t-shirt which just stayed below her thigh, displaying her toned legs.  The radio played softly in the background, some old jazz tune she loved, and she hummed along, her movements relaxed but precise. Sam sat at the kitchen table. She looked normal now, her hair tied back but the image of her sleeping in yesterday’s clothes lingered in his mind.

He cleared his throat. “Hey, Mom?”

Stacey glanced over her shoulder, a wooden spoon in hand. “Yeah, hon?”

“Where were you last night?” The question came out more abrupt than he’d meant, and he winced at his own tone.

Stacey didn’t seem to notice. She turned back to the stove, stirring the sauce. “Oh, I was out with Ruby. You know, catching up. We went to that new wine bar downtown, had a few drinks, lost track of time.” She laughed lightly, shaking her head. “Guess I overdid it a little. Slept like a rock this morning, huh?”

Sam nodded slowly, his fingers tapping against the table. Ruby. That made sense. Ruby was his mom’s oldest friend, the kind of person who could talk her into staying out late, sharing stories over glasses of merlot. But something about the explanation felt too neat, too easy. And then there was Derrick. Sam opened his mouth to ask about him - Did you see Derrick last night? but the words stuck in his throat. What if asking made things weird? He didn’t even know what he was afraid of, but the unease sat heavy in his chest.

“Yeah, sounds fun,” he said instead, forcing a smile. Stacey smiled back, oblivious to the storm brewing in his head, and turned back to her cooking.
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Days passed and Stacey was preparing lunch at home as usual with radio playing in the background. The scent of sauteed garlic and onions filled the sunny kitchen, a familiar, comforting aroma that usually centered Stacey. Today, it did little to calm the restless energy humming under her skin. She moved between the stove and the island, her yoga pants whispering with each step, the soft cotton of her t-shirt brushing against her sensitized nipples. Every mundane task felt different now, charged with the memory of Derrick’s hands, his mouth, his commanding voice. She was stirring a simmering sauce when the doorbell rang, a sharp, intrusive sound that made her jump.

Wiping her hands on a dish towel, she padded to the door, expecting a delivery. She was utterly unprepared for the sight that greeted her. Derrick stood on her welcome mat, the afternoon sun glinting off his dark hair. He was wearing a tight black t-shirt that stretched across his chest and faded jeans, and he held a single, perfect red rose.

“Derrick,” she breathed, her hand fluttering to the base of her throat.

“Hey, Stacey.” He offered her the flower, his dark eyes drinking her in, from her bare feet to the messy bun on top of her head. “For you.”

She took it, the velvety petals soft against her fingertips. A real, unforced smile touched her lips.

“It’s beautiful. Thank you. This is... a surprise. You didn’t go to college today?”

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, his presence immediately making her spacious foyer feel small and intimate. He closed the door behind him, the click of the lock echoing softly.

“No. I wanted to learn a different class today,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre that she felt in the pit of her stomach. Stacey smiled and went to kitchen as derrick followed.

Before she could process his meaning, his arms were around her from behind, pulling her firmly against the hard wall of his chest. One hand splayed possessively across her abdomen, the other coming up to cup her breast, his palm kneading the soft flesh through the thin cotton. She gasped, the rose still clutched in her hand.

“Derrick,” she whispered, a token protest that held no real conviction. Her head fell back against his shoulder, her body already arching into his touch.

“Shhh,” he breathed into her ear, his teeth grazing the lobe. “This is the class I’m interested in.” His fingers found her nipple, pinching it gently through the fabric, and a sharp, delicious jolt of pleasure made her knees weak.

He spun her around in his arms, capturing her mouth in a deep, searching kiss. It wasn’t gentle or exploratory; it was a reclaiming. His tongue plunged past her lips, tasting of mint and raw hunger. The rose dropped from her nerveless fingers, forgotten on the tile floor. His hands went to the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it up and over her head in one swift, efficient motion. The cool kitchen air hit her skin, raising goosebumps.

“Hey, no, Derrick,” she managed to say, her voice breathy and unconvincing as she crossed her arms over her chest, covered only by a simple lace bra.

He just grinned, that predatory, knowing smirk that made her insides melt. “Yes, Stacey.” He made quick work of the clasp at her back, and the bra joined the t-shirt on the floor. He cupped her bare breasts, his thumbs circling her already taut nipples.

His mouth descended on hers again, swallowing her weak moans. While his tongue dueled with hers, his hands worked at the waistband of her yoga pants, pulling them and her panties down her hips in one fluid motion. They pooled around her ankles. She stepped out of them, standing naked and exposed in the middle of her own kitchen, the mundane reality of the simmering pots on the stove a stark contrast to the primal scene unfolding.

He kicked his own jeans and boxers down, his erection springing free, thick and demanding. In a display of effortless strength that sent another thrill through her, he cleared the kitchen island with a sweep of his arm, sending a wooden fruit bowl and a stack of mail clattering to the floor. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing and sat her on the cool granite surface.

“No, not here, Derrick. Please,” she pleaded, her hips already shifting, her core clenching with empty need.

He didn’t answer with words. He simply positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wetness. He gave one huge, powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt inside her in a single, devastating move.

Stacey cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound of pure pleasure that echoed off the cabinets. Her head fell back, her hands scrambling for purchase on the slick granite. He was so deep. The stretch was immense, overwhelming, and utterly blissful.

He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing pace from the start, each thrust rocking her entire body forward. The kitchen table creaked and groaned in time with his rhythm, a lewd percussion to their coupling. His huge cock slid in and out of her slick pussy, each withdrawal leaving her aching and empty before the next forceful plunge filled her completely.

He leaned over her, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples roughly, the slight pain only heightening the pleasure coiling tight within her. “You feel that?” he grunted, his breath hot against her neck. “That’s what you really wanted when you gave me your number. Isn’t it?”

She couldn’t form words. She could only moan, her cries growing louder and more desperate with every powerful stroke. She was hurtling toward something bright and terrifying, her orgasm building with a terrifying speed. The thrusts grew harder, more frantic, and her body opened for him, accepting him, welcoming the invasion.

“Derrick!” she screamed, her back arching off the cold stone as her climax ripped through her, a seismic wave of pleasure that left her trembling and blind.

He gave three more savage thrusts, grinding into her, and then she felt him pulse deep inside her, a hot, liquid release that sent aftershocks through her own sensitive flesh. He groaned, a raw, guttural sound of triumph, and collapsed against her, his weight pressing her into the hard surface. He gave her one last, lingering kiss, his tongue briefly sweeping against hers, tasting their shared climax. Then he pulled back, his gaze sharp and commanding.

“Turn around,” he said, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. He gave her hips a slight push, guiding her away from the counter. “Bend over the sink. Hands on the edge.”

A fresh wave of heat, so different from the satisfied languor of moments before, flooded Stacey’s core. This was a new command, a new degradation.

“Derrick... the window...” she whispered, her voice trembling. The blinds were open a sliver, offering a view of the quiet suburban street beyond.

He leaned in, his chest pressing against her back, his lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“Let them see,” he breathed, his voice a dark promise. “Let the whole fucking neighborhood see the hungry little mommy getting exactly what she needs. Now bend over.”

The words were a spark to tinder. A moan caught in her throat as she obeyed, her body moving on its own volition. She turned, her bare skin sliding against the cool stainless steel of the sink’s front. She placed her palms flat on the cold, wet rim, water from the earlier cooking splashing onto her wrists. She saw her reflection in the spout - flushed cheeks, dark eyes wide with a mixture of dread and wild anticipation, her hair a mess of dark waves over her shoulders.

She felt him step close behind her, his presence immense and predatory. His hands smoothed over the curve of her ass, squeezing possessively. “So perfect,” he growled, his thumbs tracing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, spreading her open for him. The cool air of the kitchen kissed her most intimate places, a shocking contrast to the heat building within. She was utterly exposed, presented for him. She heard the soft, slick sound of him stroking himself, already hard again. So soon. The man was insatiable, a force of nature. A tremor of pure, undiluted desire shook her.

He didn’t tease. He didn’t prepare her. The blunt, thick head of his cock pressed against her entrance, still wet and sensitive from their first frantic coupling. He applied pressure, a relentless, insistent force.

“This is going to be rough, Stacey,” he warned, his voice taut with barely leashed intensity. “You’re gonna feel this for days. Every time you sit in your little home office, you’ll remember me taking you in your own fucking kitchen.”

And then he pushed. A sharp, stretching, full sensation as he buried himself inside her with one deep, ruthless thrust. Her breath hitched, a cry torn from her lips as he filled her completely, his pelvis meeting her ass with a soft smack. The angle was different, deeper, hitting places he hadn’t touched before. A jolt of electric pleasure-pain shot through her.

He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing rhythm immediately, each drive of his hips slamming her forward, making her grip the sink’s edge to keep from being pushed into it. The metal was cold under her palms, his body a furnace against her back. The contrast was maddening. Each thrust was a claim. A grunt of effort escaped him with every powerful movement, a raw, animalistic sound that was more arousing than any sweet nothing could ever be. She could feel the muscles in his thighs working against the backs of her legs, the sweat beginning to slick both their skin.

Her own moans became a continuous, helpless stream, matching the rhythm of their bodies. She was losing herself, the world narrowing to the sensation of him pistoning in and out of her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, one hand tangling in her hair, not pulling, just holding, a reminder of his control.

“Y-yes!” she cried out, the admission ripped from her. Shame was a distant concept, burned away by the sheer physical intensity of his possession. Her climax began to coil again, tighter and hotter this time, fed by the raw, unfiltered carnality of the act.

He leaned over her, his chest plastered to her back, his mouth on her neck, biting and sucking as he fucked her. “You’re mine when I want you,” he snarled into her skin. “Your body is mine. This perfect, tight, little... fucking... mine.”

Each word was punctuated by a deeper, harder thrust that made her see stars. The sink rattled slightly with their movement, a glass on the drying rack clinking in time. She was hurtling toward the edge, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around his invading length, clenching, trying to hold on.

Her orgasm exploded through her with a violence that stole the air from her lungs. A silent scream was on her lips as her body convulsed around him, waves of pure, blinding ecstasy washing over her, pulling her under. Her legs buckled, and only his strong arm around her waist and his body pinning her to the sink kept her upright.

He groaned, a sound of pure male satisfaction, as her internal muscles milked him. He drove into her through her climax, his rhythm faltering, becoming harder, more erratic. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he stilled, burying himself to the hilt. She felt the hot, pulsing release of his  orgasm, a flood of warmth deep inside her that seemed to trigger another, smaller aftershock from her own trembling body.

They stayed like that for a long moment, joined, panting, bathed in sweat. The only sound was their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the refrigerator. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out of her, the sensation making her whimper. He turned her around to face him, his dark eyes scrutinizing her flushed, dazed face. He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek, his touch almost gentle now.

He leaned forward, his chest pressed against her sweat-slicked back, and nuzzled her neck. His voice was a low, satisfied murmur against her skin.

In one fluid, powerful motion, Derrick bent, hooked a shoulder under her stomach, and hoisted her up. Stacey gasped, the world tilting dizzyingly as he settled her over his shoulder. Her nude body, slick with sweat, clung to the hard muscle of his back and shoulder. Her dark hair, streaked with silver, fell like a curtain over his face, its scent enveloping them both.

He carried her from the kitchen without another word, his footsteps heavy and sure on the stairs. He shouldered his way into her bedroom - her space, her sanctuary, now being claimed - and deposited her on her feet beside the bed. The floral duvet, the framed photos of Sam, the quiet normalcy of the room - it all stood in stark, thrilling contrast to the raw, primal scene unfolding within it.

Her legs trembled, the powerful aftershocks of her orgasm still making her muscles quiver. A trickle of his release, mixed with her own arousal, traced a warm path down her inner thigh. The evidence of their coupling was a constant, humbling reminder of his possession.

He didn’t speak. His dark eyes held hers as he swiftly knotted a soft towel from the ensuite around one of the thick wooden posts of her bedstead. He took her wrist, his touch firm and inevitable, and looped the other end around it, securing it with a tight, efficient knot. He repeated the process with her other wrist, stretching her arms gently apart, leaving her standing  tethered and exposed.

The vulnerability was absolute. Profound. Her arms were pulled taut, her back slightly arched, presenting herself to him completely. A shiver, equal parts fear and an intense, dark excitement, raced through her. She was his to command, his to use. The thought should have horrified her. Instead, a fresh pulse of wetness bloomed between her legs.

Derrick’s smirk was a flash of white in the dim room. He appraised his work, his gaze a physical caress that burned where it touched. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “All trussed up and waiting.”

He gripped her thighs and lifted, effortlessly settling her legs around his waist. She was completely suspended now, supported only by the strength in his arms and the bindings on her wrists, her weight settled onto his rigid length, which pressed insistently against her slick entrance. She was utterly open to him, her most intimate self-offered without reservation.

He didn’t make her wait. With a grunt of raw need, he drove up into her, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, devastating thrust.

Stacey’s head fell back, a broken moan torn from her throat. The angle was deeper, more invasive than anything before. Every inch of her was filled by him, stretched and claimed anew. Her bound hands clenched into fists, the towel digging into her wrists, the slight pain only heightening the overwhelming pleasure.

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, each powerful upward thrust jolting through her entire body. This is fucking, she thought, her mind fracturing. This isn’t making love. This is pure, animal need. And she craved it. She surrendered to it completely, her body becoming a mere instrument for his pleasure and, astonishingly, her own.

Her moans came in time with his thrusts, sharp, breathy cries she couldn’t hope to suppress

“That’s it,” he growled in her ear, his breath hot. “Let go. Just take it. Take me.”

He held her legs tightly around him, controlling everything - the depth, the pace, the very way her body moved. She was a passenger on a wild, exhilarating ride, and all she could do was feel.

Her second climax began to build, a tempest gathering force. It was different from the first - deeper, slower, a rising tide of sensation that was inexorable. Her moans became pleas, ragged and incoherent. “Please... Derrick... oh god...”

He read her body perfectly. His thrusts became harder, faster, a brutal, perfect rhythm designed to shatter her. “You gonna come for me again?” he demanded, his voice rough with his own impending release. “Come on. Do it.”

The command was all it took. The storm broke. Her orgasm ripped through her with a silent, seismic intensity. Her body clamped down on him in a series of violent, rhythmic convulsions, her internal muscles milking his length. A wordless cry was stuck in her throat as pleasure, white-hot and absolute, rendered her mind completely, blissfully blank.

Feeling her climax, Derrick let out a guttural roar. He drove into her one last, final time, pushing so deep she thought he might touch her soul, and held himself there. She felt the hot, pulsing jet of his release flood her, a claiming that was both physical and profoundly psychological. He shuddered against her, his own powerful frame trembling with the force of his orgasm.

For a long moment, they stayed locked together, joined in the most intimate way possible, both panting and spent. The only sound was their ragged gasps for air. Slowly, carefully, he lowered her legs, letting them fall weakly to the floor, though they could barely support her weight. He remained inside her for a beat longer before gently pulling out.

He leaned forward, his chest pressed against her sweat-slicked back, and nuzzled her neck. His voice was a low, satisfied murmur against her skin.
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The living room was bathed in the flickering glow of the television, some Sunday evening sitcom droning on about canned laughter and predictable punchlines. Sam slouched on the couch, his legs sprawled across the cushions, a half-empty bowl of popcorn resting on his lap. The weekend had been uneventful, a lazy blur of assignments and scrolling through his phone, but his mind kept circling back to the previous day - Derrick’s cryptic comment, his mother’s vague explanation about being out with Ruby. The unease hadn’t left him, lingering like a stubborn fog.

He glanced toward the hallway, where the sound of a hairdryer had just cut off. Stacey emerged from her bedroom, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. Sam’s eyes widened slightly as he took her in. She was... different. Her dark hair was styled in loose waves, cascading over her shoulders, and her makeup was more pronounced than usual, bold red lipstick, a sweep of eyeliner that made her eyes pop, a flush of blush across her cheeks. She wore a sleek black dress that hugged her figure, the kind of outfit Sam couldn’t remember her wearing in years. Not since before Dad passed. She moved with a lightness, a kind of energy that seemed to hum through her, her smile brighter than it had been in months.

Sam shifted on the couch, the popcorn bowl tilting precariously. “You look... fancy,” he said, his voice cautious. “Are you going somewhere, Mom?”

Stacey paused in front of the mirror by the front door, tilting her head as she applied a final coat of lipstick. She capped the tube and turned to him, her smile widening. “Actually, honey, your friend Derrick is coming over. I’m going to a party with him.”

The words hit Sam like a punch to the chest. His jaw dropped, the popcorn bowl forgotten as it slid to the floor, kernels scattering across the rug. “Derrick?” he repeated, his voice cracking with disbelief. “Are you serious, Mom?”

Stacey’s smile faltered, but only for a moment. She set the lipstick down on the entry table and crossed her arms, her expression softening. “Honey, he’s a good guy. And you know I’ve been alone since your dad passed away. It’s just a party, Sam. I’m allowed to have a little fun.”

Sam’s heart pounded, a chaotic rhythm that drowned out the sitcom’s laugh track. Derrick. The guy who’d spent most of last semester shoving Sam into lockers, mocking his quiet demeanor in front of half the lacrosse team. The guy who’d only recently backed off, though Sam wasn’t sure why. And now... his mom? His mind reeled, trying to piece together the impossible image of Derrick - smirking, arrogant Derrick - standing anywhere near his mother, let alone taking her to a party.

“But he’s my senior,” Sam blurted, standing up now, his hands clenched at his sides. “He bullied me, Mom. Like, all the time.”

Stacey’s brow furrowed, and she stepped closer, her heels clicking again. “Did he bully you lately?” she asked, her tone gentle but firm, like she was trying to reason with him.

Sam hesitated, his mouth opening and closing. “No... but” He couldn’t finish the thought. Derrick hadn’t bothered him in weeks, not since the start of the new semester. The sudden absence of harassment had been a relief, but now it felt like a puzzle piece that didn’t fit.

Stacey reached out, resting a hand on his arm. “He told me he won’t bother you anymore, Sam. He promised. And I believe him. He’s been... kind to me.”

Sam stared at her, his stomach twisting. Kind? Derrick? The word felt wrong, like it didn’t belong in the same sentence as his name. He wanted to argue. But the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he just stood there, his throat tight, as the doorbell chimed through the house.

Stacey’s face lit up, and she smoothed her dress. “Will you open the door, honey?”

Sam’s feet moved before his brain caught up, carrying him to the front door like he was on autopilot. He turned the knob, and there was Derrick, standing on the porch in a tailored navy suit, looking like he’d stepped out of some magazine ad. His dark hair was neatly combed, and in his hand was a small bouquet of flowers - white lilies, tied with a ribbon. The sight of them made Sam’s stomach churn.

“Hi, Sam,” Derrick said, his voice smooth, that familiar crooked grin playing on his lips. “Good to see you, man.”

“Hi,” Sam mumbled, stepping aside to let him in. His voice sounded hollow, even to himself.

Stacey appeared in the hallway, her smile radiant as she spotted Derrick. “Hey!” she said, her voice warm and bright. Derrick’s grin widened, and he stepped forward, leaning in to kiss her lightly on the cheek. Stacey’s cheeks flushed a soft pink, and she laughed, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

“You look amazing,” Derrick said, holding out the flowers. “These are for you.”

Stacey took the bouquet, her fingers brushing his as she inhaled the scent. “Oh, these are beautiful. Thank you, Derrick.” She turned to Sam, her eyes sparkling. “We won’t be too late, okay? There’s pizza in the fridge if you get hungry.”

Sam nodded mutely, his gaze flickering between his mother and Derrick. The sight of them together - her blushing, him standing so confidently in their house - felt like a scene from a movie he didn’t want to watch. Stacey hugged him quickly, her perfume enveloping him for a moment, before she grabbed her purse and linked her arm with Derrick’s.

As they stepped toward the door, Derrick glanced back at Sam, his grin softening into something almost apologetic. “Take care, Sammy,” he said, and then they were gone, the door clicking shut behind them.

Sam stood in the empty hallway, the sitcom still blaring in the background. His hands trembled as he sank back onto the couch, the scattered popcorn crunching under his feet.
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The living room was cloaked in darkness, save for the faint, flickering glow of the television, now looping infomercials about miracle kitchen gadgets. Sam had drifted off on the couch, the empty popcorn bowl tipped over on the cushion beside him, a few stray kernels scattered across his lap. His eyelids were heavy, his body sunk into the worn fabric of the couch, when the sharp click of the front door jolted him awake.

The door creaked open, and a burst of cool night air swept into the house, carrying with it the unmistakable sound of laughter - slurred, carefree, and unmistakably drunk. Sam’s eyes fluttered open, his heart lurching as he registered the silhouettes in the doorway. His mother, Stacey, stumbled inside, her arm looped tightly around Derrick’s waist. Derrick’s suit jacket was slung over his shoulder, his tie loosened, and he was laughing, a low, rumbling sound that grated against Sam’s nerves. Stacey’s black dress was slightly askew, her hair mussed, and she leaned into Derrick, giggling as she nearly tripped over the threshold.

“Shh, shh,” Stacey whispered, though her voice was anything but quiet. “We’ll wake Sam.”

Derrick chuckled, steadying her with a hand on her elbow. “Kid’s probably out cold.  His words were slurred, his grin lazy as he kicked the door shut behind them.

Sam stayed still, his body tense, his eyes half-open in the dim light. He didn’t move, didn’t breathe too loudly, as if staying frozen might make him invisible. His heart pounded, a sickening rhythm that drowned out the infomercial’s cheery pitch. He watched as Stacey and Derrick, still clinging to each other, made their way toward the stairs, their footsteps uneven. Stacey’s heels were off now, dangling from her fingers, and Derrick’s arm was draped possessively over her shoulders. They didn’t notice Sam on the couch, their focus entirely on each other as they whispered and laughed, their voices fading as they climbed the stairs.

Sam’s chest tightened, his fingers curling into the couch cushions. He wanted to call out, to say something -  anything - to stop them, to make sense of the scene unfolding in his own home. But his throat felt like it was sealed shut, the words trapped behind a wall of shock and disbelief. The stairs creaked under their weight, and then they were gone, their voices muffled as they reached the upstairs hallway.

He sat there, staring at the empty doorway, the television’s glow casting long shadows across the room. His mind raced, replaying the image of his mother wrapped in Derrick’s arms, her laughter so unlike the reserved, tired woman he’d known since his dad’s death.

Then he heard it.

The sounds started softly at first, a faint murmur of voices from above, too indistinct to make out. But they grew louder, unmistakable moans, low and rhythmic, punctuated by the occasional giggle or hushed word. Sam’s stomach churned, a wave of nausea rising in his throat. He squeezed his eyes shut, as if that could block out the noise, but it only made the sounds sharper, more intrusive. Stacey’s moans drifted down the staircase, soft at first, then growing louder, more insistent. Each sound was a tug on Sam’s curiosity, a pull he couldn’t ignore. He shifted on the couch, his fingers drumming restlessly on the armrest. Finally, he rose, his movements slow and deliberate, as if he were trying to convince himself this wasn’t happening. But the moans continued, a siren’s call he couldn’t resist.

Sam’s footsteps were quiet on the stairs, each one a step closer to something he wasn’t sure he wanted to see. The bedroom door loomed ahead, a sliver of light spilling into the hallway. He hesitated, his hand hovering over the knob. The moans were clearer now, unmistakable in their origin. Stacey’s voice, breathy and urgent, mingled with a deeper, gruffer sound that could only belong to Derrick. Sam’s heart pounded in his chest, a mix of excitement and unease. He pushed the door open, the hinges creaking softly as if protesting his intrusion.

The scene before him was like a punch to the gut. Stacey lay on the bed, her body flushed and glistening with sweat, her legs spread wide. Derrick loomed over her, his muscular frame dominating the space, his thick, erect cock sliding in and out of her with a rhythm that was both primal and hypnotic. Sam froze in the doorway, his eyes wide, his breath caught in his throat.

Derrick’s head snapped up, his eyes locking onto Sam’s. For a moment, the room seemed to hold its breath. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, Derrick pulled out of Stacey, his breath heavy and ragged. He smirked, a knowing glint in his eye, as if he’d been expecting Sam all along. “Hey buddy,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Come here.”

Sam’s feet moved before his brain could catch up, drawn in by a force he couldn’t name. He stepped into the room, his eyes darting between Derrick and Stacey, who was now propped up on her elbows, her expression a mix of amusement and desire. Derrick stood before him, his body a testament to raw masculinity, his cock jutting proudly from his groin. He pointed to it, his smirk widening.

“Lick it, sweetheart,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Sam hesitate.

Derrick: or I will punch you dickhead”.

Stacey: oh leave him alone derrick.”

Sam’s cheeks flushed, his mind racing with conflicting thoughts. But there was something in Derrick’s gaze, a challenge he couldn’t refuse. He dropped to his knees, his hands trembling slightly as he reached out. Stacey giggled softly, the sound sending a shiver down Sam’s spine. 

“Oh, sweety,” she teased, her voice dripping with affection. “You’re going to be so good for him.”

Sam’s mouth parted as he took Derrick’s cock in, the taste of salt and skin flooding his senses. It was thicker than he’d imagined, the veins pulsing beneath his tongue. Derrick let out a low groan, his hand tangling in Sam’s hair, guiding him. “Suck now,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

Sam obeyed, his lips moving obediently, his tongue swirling around the head. Derrick’s cock twitched in his mouth, and Sam felt a strange surge of power, mixed with a deep, humiliating arousal. Stacey watched from the bed, her eyes glittering with pleasure.

“Come on, I want you now, stop it,” she demanded, her voice urgent, her body arching off the bed.

Derrick pulled away from Sam, his gaze triumphant as he turned back to Stacey. He thrust into her again, his movements hungry and relentless. Sam knelt on the floor, his mouth still tasting Derrick, his mind reeling. He felt like an outsider in his own home, yet he couldn’t bring himself to leave. The sounds of their passion filled the room - Stacey’s moans, Derrick’s grunts, the wet slap of flesh against flesh. It was raw, primal, and utterly intoxicating.
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The months slipped by like pages in a book Sam couldn’t bring himself to read. Days turned into weeks, then months, each one marked by the growing presence of Derrick in their home. Stacey’s laughter filled the house more often, her makeup bolder, her dresses brighter, but to Sam, it felt like watching a stranger play his mother’s role. Derrick was a constant now - sprawling on their couch, his arm around Stacey during movie nights, his voice echoing through the kitchen as he told stories Sam didn’t care to hear. Sam was a spectator in his own life, watching their relationship unfold while he retreated into silence, his resentment a quiet weight he carried everywhere.

By spring, Derrick had graduated from Drew university, his diploma a ticket to a new chapter. He was set to leave for Spain, where his uncle had promised him a job. The night before his departure, Stacey threw him a farewell dinner. The dining room was aglow with candles, the table laden with roasted chicken, garlic mashed potatoes, and a bottle of red wine Stacey had splurged on. Sam sat across from them, picking at his plate, his eyes fixed on the flickering flames to avoid Derrick’s easy grin or his mother’s adoring glances.

The next morning, Derrick was gone, his promises of keeping in touch lingering like a bad aftertaste. Stacey stood at the door longer than necessary, her eyes glassy as she waved at the empty street. Sam watched from the living room window, his stomach twisting with a mix of relief and dread. Maybe this was the end of it. Maybe things could go back to normal.

But normal was a distant memory.
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A few weeks later, on a quiet Saturday morning in June, Sam was eating cereal at the kitchen table when Stacey emerged from the bathroom, her face pale, a small white stick clutched in her hand. She stood frozen in the doorway, her eyes wide, her breath uneven. Sam set his spoon down, the clink against the bowl unnaturally loud in the silence.

“Mom?” he asked, his voice cautious. “What’s wrong?”

Stacey’s gaze flicked to him, and for a moment, she looked like she might cry. She held up the pregnancy test, her hand trembling.

“Sam... I’m pregnant.”

The words hit like a sledgehammer. Sam’s mouth went dry, his cereal forgotten as he stared at the stick in her hand, the two pink lines stark against the white plastic. Pregnant. His mind reeled, the math clicking into place before he could stop it. Derrick. It had to be Derrick. His chest tightened, a surge of shock and anger flooding through him.

“Are you... serious?” he managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Stacey nodded, sinking into the chair across from him.

“I didn’t expect this,” she said, her voice small. “I thought... I don’t know what I thought.” She set the test on the table, staring at it like it might change if she looked hard enough.

Sam’s hands clenched under the table.

“Did you tell him?” he asked, though he already knew the answer.

Stacey hesitated, then reached for her phone. “I’ll call him now.” She dialed Derrick’s number, her fingers shaking as she pressed the phone to her ear. It rang once, twice, then went to voicemail. She tried again. Voicemail. Her face crumpled, but she typed out a message instead, her thumbs moving quickly.

Derrick, I’m pregnant. It’s yours. Please call me.

They waited, the silence heavy, the kitchen clock ticking like a metronome. Minutes passed, then an hour. Finally, Stacey’s phone buzzed. She grabbed it, her eyes scanning the screen, and Sam saw the color drain from her face. “What did he say?” he asked, dread pooling in his stomach.

She turned the phone toward him, her hand unsteady. The message was short: Congratulations. Take care. Below it, a notification: You can no longer send messages to this contact. Derrick had blocked her.

Sam’s jaw tightened, his hands curling into fists. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to track Derrick down in Spain and demand answers. But he looked at his mother- her shoulders slumped, her eyes glistening with unshed tears - and his anger faltered. She looked small, lost, like the woman who’d sat by his dad’s hospital bed years ago, helpless against the inevitable.

––––––––

THE END

Thank you so much for reading this book.

If you enjoyed the story, I would be incredibly grateful if you could take a moment   to   leave a short review. Thank you again from the bottom of my heart.

https://www.amazon.com/review/create-review/ref=cm_cr_othr_d_wr_but_top?ie=UTF8&channel=glance-detail&asin=B0GMJXX655

If you enjoyed this book you may also like this femdom book bundle

https://a.co/d/0aPscX8T
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