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Chapter One

 


 


“New release! Her son’s hot friend, “Sex
Education” is now live on Milf Mania!”

Logan read the title of the notification on
his phone, then after glancing up to make sure Kris was still at
the soda machine trying to mix up the weirdest concoction possible,
he tapped to bring up the e-mail.

“Morgan Cox has a problem, her son needs a
tutor, but she can’t afford to pay one, at least not in
cash.”

Beneath the blurb, a small collage of
pictures highlighted some of the scenes of the video. A nerdy
looking guy in glasses holding a textbook with an overly dramatic
look of shock on his face as Morgan Cox had her hand under the book
and on his crotch.

Of course, the ‘nerd’ in the next frame with
his clothes off looked like he lived at the gym and was hung like a
horse. A good portion of that cock was buried in the mouth of
Morgan Cox, a smoking hot platinum blonde milf who had rapidly
become Logan’s go to inspiration when it came to jacking off,
something he’d been doing a lot more since Becky had bailed on him
to ‘see other people’

Which meant that odds are she had already
been seeing said other person or had them in the batter’s box
because he’d heard from several people, she’d been seen at a few
clubs with another guy days after she’d broken up with him.

Sucked, but at least his hand didn’t cost him
any money, cause any drama, and never said no. Meh, who was he
kidding, jacking off was for loser’s but it beat being sloppy
seconds or being played like an asshole.

Not that he hadn’t already watched porn from
time to time, what guy his age-or maybe any age-didn’t, but this
time around he’d found himself going down the rabbit hole of milf
and cougar porn.

And right now, he didn’t think there was a
hotter milf or sexier cougar than Morgan Cox.

His eyes lingered on Morgan’s breasts, which
weren’t as big as a lot of the other busty porn Milf’s but weren’t
exactly small and were perfectly proportionate in regard to the
rest of slender build.

Her perfect, and currently pink coated lips
wrapped around that cock looked even better, as did the way she
stared up at him with those amazing ice blue eyes.

“Ow!” Logan exclaimed when he caught a slap
in the back of his head.

“Bro, put that crap away, there’s two old
ladies sitting behind us.”

Kris circled around the table and dropped
into the seat across from him.

Logan turned his head enough to see two older
women had sat down at some point after he had, and another had just
come over with a tray to join them. He quickly swiped out of the
e-mail.

“Damn Cherry coke isn’t working again,” Kris
griped after taking a sip.

“I guess that means you could only put eleven
flavors in that gross drink?” Logan grimaced.

“Hey, taste the rainbow, my man!” Kris
laughed, then tapped his still wrapped Baconator. “Thanks for
paying, I’m a little light until I get paid on Friday.”

“No problem,” Logan replied, then made
another face when as soon as his friend unwrapped the large burger,
he took an enormous bite. “Whoa, I don’t do the Heimlich, man.”

Kris nodded as his mouth worked, then
swallowed hard, as if he hadn’t bothered chewing it all.

“Sorry,” he paused and gulped down several
long slurps of soda. “Didn’t eat before class, and didn’t have time
to grab anything at break.”

“Get up a little earlier.”

“I got up early,” he grinned. “But Mindy saw
I was up, and let’s just say she got something in her mouth before
class.”

“TMI.” Logan rolled his eyes.

“Now that I think about it,” Kris tapped his
chin with a napkin, wiping it while acting like he was thinking.
“This isn’t the first juicy thing I ate today.”

“Grow up.”

“Says the deviant who was staring at porn out
in public. At least I’m talking about something I did, not staring
at something I wish I was doing.”

“It’s what I got these days, okay?” Logan
said defensively. “Maybe that’s why I don’t need to hear about your
damn sex life. Least you got a cute girl to have fun with.”

“Whose fault is that?” Kris took another huge
bite.

“Becky broke up with me and…”

“Three months ago,” Kris spoke around his
mouthful before sucking down more of his drink. “Plenty of hotties
at school, and the ones that come to practice ain’t exactly hard to
get, know what I mean?”

“True.” Kris was right, there were a lot of
girls that hung out at URI’s football practice, some, like Mindy,
were dating players, some just liked to hang out and watch, but
there were a fair number of groupie types willing to put out for a
chance to be with one of the players for fun, getting to go to the
popular parties, and the off chance the guy could go pro down the
line and ride the gravy train.

Not that there was much of a chance of that
for a small program like theirs, so most likely it was about being
popular and the parties. Not that Logan went to them, he hated the
frat and jock crowds but enjoyed playing and was a good enough
safety to be a starter.

As to why he didn’t take advantage of the
‘cock jocks’ as Kris referred to them as, he wasn’t exactly sure.
Logan had been raised to think sex shouldn’t be something you just
had, and it should be with someone you had at least some feelings
for, but he didn’t think that was it at this point.

No, he knew what it was, he wanted something
different, but how to get it, if it was even really possible, was
another story.

“So, what’s with that milf mania shit?” Kris
asked, balling up his wrapper, then digging into his fries.

“What do you mean?”

“I think it was an obvious question, why do
you watch it?”

“You don’t watch porn?”

“I’m not supposed to.”

“Huh?” Logan blinked. “You’re twenty, not
12.”

“My mom doesn’t want me watching it. Says she
doesn’t want me thinking that’s what all girls or women are
like.”

“That’s kind of messed up.”

“Well, first of all, it’s not like I’ve never
seen any, shits all over the net so no matter what she blocks on my
phone or computer, I can still find it,” he shrugged and leaned
back in the chair, holding his soda. “But my mom’s mad cool about
most things so if this is the thing she’s stuck on, its not a big
deal.”

“I guess.” Logan paused to finish his own
drink. “Its not like I tell my parents I watch it, but they don’t
come out and ask about it. They probably don’t want to know.”

“You didn’t answer me, what’s the deal with
the mom shit?”

“Mom?” He scrunched his face up. “I don’t
watch that mom son crap, that’s fucked up.”

“I thought I saw the word mom somewhere in
that thing when I looked over your shoulder.”

“How long you look, the ad wasn’t big.”

“I have good eyes, but I did see mom in
there.”

Logan thought for a moment, then tapped the
table.

“Oh, right, Milf Mania is like the main site,
but they have other sites they list at the top, the big one is my
friend’s hot mom.”

“Oh, so not your mom, your buddy’s mom.”

“Right, big difference.”

“Yeah, but like these women are someone’s
mom.”

“I doubt most of those actresses have
kids.”

“I suppose, but okay, if you like to watch
that stuff, then you must like to look at women your mom’s age for
real, right?”

“Why would you think that?” Logan wasn’t sure
why he wanted to deny it, maybe because the word ‘like’ was putting
it mildly these days.

“Porn’s fantasy so people watch what they
think about,” Kris pointed out. “If you didn’t like older women,
why would you watch them?”

“Got me, I just thought you were going to
make fun of me,” he admitted.

“Course I’m going to do that!” Kris laughed.
“Okay, not really, but I just think it’s kind of shitty to look at
a mom that way.”

“They’re not my mom.”

“Would you like me perving on your mom?” he
smirked. “She is kind of hot, red hair, green eyes, long legs.”

“Slow your roll, Kris.” Logan warned.

“See what I mean? I just say something like
that and you’re getting pissed, and I would too.” He rolled his
eyes. “Well, maybe if my mom had something to look at.”

“I wouldn’t know, you moved up here two
months ago and I haven’t seen her.”

“She has some crazy hours, appointments
different times of the day.”

“Oh, yeah, you said she does real estate or
something?”

“Yeah, she does work from home sometimes, but
lot of weekends and nights she goes out to show people the
places.”

“So, is she ugly or something?”

“Hey, you need to slow your roll, now.” Kris
shot him a look, but Logan grinned happy to get even for the crack
about his mom.

“You said if she had something to look
at.”

“Guess I did. No, my mom’s okay, she just
doesn’t seem to want to show it.”

“What do you mean?”

“She never does anything with her hair, its
always in a ponytail or she wears it up. Got these goofy librarian
type glasses she wears all the time, and she dresses kind of
bummy.”

“Bummy?”

“She wears sweats or pajama pants around the
house all the time, baggy ass shirts, and even when she goes out
its like she’s trying to hide herself. All her pants and skirts and
even her blouses seem big, or just really loose.”

“You want her to dress sexy or
something?”

“No, because then freaks like you would be
after her,” he joked. “But at least like she’s trying. She doesn’t
even wear make up.”

“Never?”

“Not these days. I’d think she would when
she’s showing people places, try to make an impression, but she’s
always super plain.”

“But you said not these days, did she used
to?”

“Yeah, when my old man was still alive, she
dressed more normal and would wear make up when they went out. I
mean, I’m not trying to sound like a perv, but when she’d wear
clothes that fit, its not like she had anything to be ashamed of,
my dad was super into her.”

“That’s how they got you.”

“Ha-ha, I mean he loved how she looked, and
she’d dress up for him, show a little leg, you know like most women
do.”

“That’s tough about your dad. How long’s he
been gone?”

“Two years now. He was sick for about a year
first,” Kris sighed. “Cancer’s a bitch.”

“Yeah, maybe that’s why your mom dresses like
that, she doesn’t want any attention.”

“Maybe, I don’t really ask. I mean she does
those weekends away and takes off for a few hours sometimes at
night, for all I know she might just hook up here and there, don’t
ask don’t tell.” He laughed. “But whoever she’s with must just be
gambling on what she has going on under there.”

“You don’t know, she could be a total
freak.”

“I’d rather not know, and with all that milf
shit in your head you probably think everyone’s mom is,” he cleared
his throat. “Except yours of course.”

He looked down at his phone when it rang.

“Shit, speak of the devil, must have heard me
making fun of her. Hey, Mom, what’s up?” He paused. “I’m hanging
out with Logan, we might head back to the house and look over the
playbook and maybe play some Call of Duty.”

Logan picked up his phone and caught himself
getting ready to open the damn e-mail again, instead he brought up
X and browsed through his timeline while Kris chatted with his
mom.

Originally from Florida, Kris and his mother
had come here to Rhode Island after his grandfather on his dad’s
side had passed away and left her the house which would have gone
to his dad, but after his death had changed it to hers and had
Kris’s name on it as well.

Logan first met him at tryouts and had
quickly taken a liking to him. Kris was a lot like him, on one
hand, good looking, a jock, one of the ‘cool kid’ types, but not
one of the assholes most of those guys were.

Kris was a hard hitting line backer and could
do his share of trash talking, but was laid back off the field and
would rather keep to himself and play video games or hit the books
rather than party and chase girls around.

Not that he had to chase, the girls found him
quick, but rather than just take an easy lay, Kris had a
‘infatuated at first sight’ situation with Mindy, and pissed off
the cock jocks by asking her out a week after he’d started
school.

Logan envied Kris for having the house to
himself for weekends and occasionally longer at a time, as well
stretches of several hours at night as well. He had Mindy over on
the weekends, something he claimed his mother ‘knew, but didn’t
know’ but it wasn’t a big deal because they were dating.

Apparently, along with her dislike of porn,
she also wasn’t a fan of racking up a high body count when it came
to girls, and like Logan’s parents, raised him to want to be with
someone who mattered for more than sex.

“Really? That would be cool,” Kris cut into
his thoughts. “Logan just said he’s never met you. Hey, how did you
do at the showings, get any commissions?” he nodded while
listening. “Nice! Good for you! Okay, I’ll pick you up at nine
thirty.”

He put the phone down.

“Mom’s coming back from Florida tonight, she
says she’s going to be home tomorrow after class, and to see if you
wanted to come by as long as you’re not working.”

“No, I’m not scheduled at the motel until
Friday night,” Logan replied. “I can’t wait to meet her; I have a
thing for women with dorky glasses who hide under baggy
clothes.”

“Funny, just keep your middle aged woman
fetish in your pants, okay?”

“No worries, man,” Logan waved him off. “Even
if she were hot as fuck, she’s your mom. I only perv on stranger’s
moms.”

“Good to know,” he rose from the table.
“Ready to head back to my house, or” with a smirk he pointed to
Logan’s phone. “You got a date with your hand and milf mania?”

“Let’s see if you can understand the new
plays for this week smart ass.” Logan said while thinking that the
latter part of Kris’s remark just meant a night like any other.

 



Chapter Two

 


 


Logan left the bathroom and after entering
his room, locked the door, slipped out of the t-shirt and sweats
he’d put on after getting out of the shower, and got into bed.

His cock was already on the rise in
anticipation of another night of ‘milf mania’ involving however
many short clips he could handle while getting off a couple of
times. It used to be just once, but as his obsession increased, he
found if he kept watching it wouldn’t take long for him to be ready
again.

Obsession was the right word, and even as he
grabbed his I-Pad from the nightstand and plugged in his ear buds
so he could have the volume up and not worry about his parents
hearing it if they walked by, he knew it was getting to the point
where it was becoming a problem, but at the same time didn’t care
enough to stop.

At least not here in his room, the incident
today where he’d immediately had to look at that e-mail, then get
lost in it until Kris had to smack him before someone else saw what
was on his phone was something he needed to work on.

If those women had seen what he’d been
looking at, it would have caused some serious embarrassment.
Probably not as embarrassing as it could have been when his mother
came within a few seconds of catching him a few days ago.

He’d just finished watching a friend’s hot
mom style video, and finished himself just as the guy on screen
shot his load all over Dana Darling’s gorgeous face and big tits,
when Mom knocked, but then opened the door.

Fortunately, his back was to her and he’d
managed to minimize the screen in the split second between the
knock and the door opening and to slip his sweats up over his still
oozing cock when she popped her head in to ask him if he could pick
his father up at work after practice because the dealer hadn’t
finished with his car yet.

He felt bad because he’d snapped at her about
just walking into his room, and since then he made sure to always
lock his door. But point was, it wasn’t really his mother’s fault,
he’d only been home a half hour, and she didn’t know that as of
late her son had developed an infatuation with porn.

Not just any porn, but Milf porn.

When he’d been unceremoniously dumped by
Becky, Logan had turned to his always reliable hand for some
relief, and porn for some extra motivation rather than memories of
Becky or the two other girls he’d had sex with before her.

Porn Hub was a vast ocean of videos featuring
any kink imaginable, but Logan considered himself a ‘just the
basics type’ and decided to search ‘most popular today’ the first
one up was “Horny Milf Molly Minx seduces her son’s best
friend.”

Logan knew what a Milf was, who didn’t these
days, but it wasn’t something he thought much of, and was going to
click away, but the blonde woman in the thumbnail shown on her
knees sucking a massive cock looked hot as hell, and wasn’t that
what he was there for? To jack off to a hot woman doing nasty
things?

The twelve minute video was pure fire. Molly
Minx, who according to her bio had been in porn years ago but had
come back to become one of “Porn’s hottest Moms” was nothing short
of spectacular in every way.

Beautiful from the neck up, and featuring
smallish, but perfectly firm round tits, long legs, and a nice
tight ass, she was the total package. But what turned him on wasn’t
just her looks, in porn every woman was hot, but the fact a woman
in her forties looked this good.

And fucked and sucked with an enthusiasm and
experience that showed the difference between a mature woman and
the girls he’d played around with. The way she’d teased the young
man, the way-even though Logan knew he was acting-the kid looked
nervous, and then completely overwhelmed by this smoke show of a
horny cougar did it for him like nothing else ever had.

The next time he went back to get off again,
he typed in the keyword Milf and his newfound lust for older women
was off and running. There was just something about the idea of
women old enough to be his mother that looked that fine and fucked
like wild cats that had him hard just thinking about it.

The confidence, the sexual prowess, the
eagerness to fuck, and the years of experience they exhibited when
giving head, and how they wantonly craved men half their age
because men their age couldn’t keep up and give them as much cock
as they needed.

The word cougar was on full display as these
women stalked their prey, then pounced, took what they needed from
them, draining their balls, telling them how to please them, then
sucking them hard for another round.

Molly had been his first milf crush, and he’d
watched all of her videos that weren’t mother son. Someone’s mom
was hot, thinking of it being their mom, not so much. After he’d
binged whacked to her, he’d moved onto some of the biggest names in
milfdom.

Jody West, Zoe Holloway, India Summer, Cheri
Deville and many others. Of late he’d gone down the rabbit hole of
newer sensations such as the busty, beautiful, and completely
insatiable, Dana Darling.

The woman fucked like she genuinely enjoyed
it and her threesome scenes where she took on two lucky studs were
so good he was yet to make it to the end, blowing his load long
before the studs on the screen did. He’d thought he’d found his
ultimate milf porn star crush.

Then he came across Morgan Cox, and in the
literal sense of the expression.

The stunning platinum blonde hair, the
transparent ice blue eyes, and made for cock sucking lips combined
to make a mature beauty that stood out even among the other porn
stars.

Her voice was a sexual attribute in itself, a
pronounced southern accent that for some reason he always had a
thing for, and in her case spoken in a sultry, smoky rasp that
oozed sex when she uttered the words that drove him absolutely
crazy, especially when it was while the young man she’d been
fucking gave up his load for her.

At this point Logan had lost track of how
many loads he’d given up to her videos, and he always edged
himself, even if he had to stop completely for a couple of minutes,
so he’d come when she purred her dirty catch phrase.

Logan was already hard when the site came up
and he clicked to log in. He was glad his parents didn’t snoop on
his spending because they’d see he’d ponied up the $9.99 a month
installment to get a deal on a year’s unlimited membership.

He paused to squirt some ‘gun oil’ lube he’d
picked up at the adult video store down the road, into his hand and
settling back, tapped play on ‘Sex Education’.

Logan idly stroked his cock as the video
opened with a few minutes of plot revolving around Morgan’s
character “Ellen” being concerned with her son’s grades which had
improved while being helped by his friend, Jeff.

Issue was Jeff was in high demand as a tutor
and didn’t do it for free, and with her overtime being cut she
could no longer afford to pay him. Even dressed in a proper blue
skirt and white blouse, her hair pinned up, Morgan looked sexy as
fuck and his cock jumped in his hand in anticipation of seeing
those clothes come off and her acting far from proper.

Or she could leave the clothes on like she
did in another video where she needed to decide between two interns
for one job and had them both fuck her at different times to see
who was better.

In that encounter she opened her blouse,
popped her tits from her bra, hiked up the skirt and got eaten and
fucked on her desk while basically still being dressed. He rolled
his eyes when she met with Jeff and the dialogue lasted more than a
couple of minutes.

Didn’t these ‘writers’ know this was for a
porn shoot not a soap opera?

When Morgan pushed the ‘nerd’ into his chair
and reached up to release her pinned up hair, Logan breathed, “Here
we go” she shook her long thick hair out while already unbuttoning
the top of her blouse.

She opened it, sliding it over her shoulders
and putting her back to the camera as she did a sexy little dance,
the blouse sliding further down her back to reveal the black straps
of her bra.

She unzipped her skirt and did a hot shimmy
while working it down her hips and ass which was bare but for the
strip of black lace between the firm cheeks of her adorable heart
shaped ass.

Logan’s hand sped up along with his breathing
when Morgan slipped her bra off, tossing it at Rick, and exposing
her tits, each pierced with a small silver hoop that matched the
one in her naval.

Placing her hands over her head she gave her
tits a shake, then did a quick spin, showing herself off for the
camera. Many of the milf stars had large breasts, thick thighs and
a lot of curve to their ass, and Logan was fine with it, but Morgan
had a very different body type.

Like Minx, his first milf infatuation,
Morgan’s body was long, tight, and slender with tits that weren’t
huge but definitely a good handful, that amazing ass he bet he
could bounce a quarter off of, enough hips to give her a nice shape
and legs that had both length and a good shape to them.

Right now, he was getting a great look at
that ass when she sank to her knees to begin paying for her son’s
next lesson. His ears filled with her moaning and sloppy sucking
sounds as the camera teased by just showing her wiggling her ass
while she blew Jeff.

When the camera cut to the lucky bastard’s
POV and showed her devouring his cock, Logan felt his balls tighten
and had to slow his stroking. Morgan put on a great show,
fluttering her pink tongue up and down his shaft, swirling it over
his swollen head, and then bathing his sac.

“Hmm, such a big cock,” she breathed in that
cam girl purr that sent a thrill through him. He swore she could
talk about the weather, and he could come to it. “Bet you can’t
wait to get it in my tight cunt, can you?” she sighed and stuck her
tongue in the slit of his dick, and pulled back, taking a sticky
trail with her. “I know I can’t.”

She got her mouth on him, and took his full
length, gagging and choking while those crystal blue eyes locked
onto the camera. Morgan moaned, whimpered and made wet gurgling
sounds as she pounded her face down on Rick’s cock as if she were
trying to choke herself on it.

How the guy could hold on was a testament to
control, or a lot of editing because Logan would have exploded in
half the time Morgan had taken to work his cock with her skilled
mouth and talented tongue.

They switched off to Morgan lying back, her
bare feet on Rick’s shoulders while he fingered and licked her
perfect pussy. The close to white fuzz on her mound proved her to
be a real blonde and her pink lips the same shade as her adorable,
pierced nipples.

“Yeah, lick it,” Morgan breathed. “Going to
make me come, baby?” Logan knew what she’d say next and couldn’t
help stroking faster.

“Ohh, you’re such a good boy.”

Such a good boy that she came seconds later,
her heels drumming on Rick’s shoulders and her eyes rolling back
while she moaned in between the sharp little high pitched noises
she made that reminded him of hiccups.

The hiccups grew louder and higher in pitch
when Rick slipped onto the couch, pushed one of her legs back while
gripping her other ankle as he slipped his cock into her,
immediately fucking her with long hard strokes.

Logan had to slow up while watching the two
go around the world. Him on the couch with Morgan straddling him,
his hands spreading her cheeks as she bounced on him to expose her
pink rose bud and show his cock impaling her.

Morgan turning around, her feet on his thighs
as she rode him reverse cowboy with him fondling her tits while she
played with her clit and came squealing on his cock. His breathing
grew heavier, and he kept having to slow his stroking as he was
getting close, but they were still fucking.

Morgan was now on her knees, gripping the arm
of the couch while Jeff fucked her harder and faster. Logan’s eyes
dropped to the bottom of the screen and seeing there was only three
minutes left to the movie moved his hand faster along his slick
shaft.

His balls were tight, and his cock felt even
harder against his palm as he grew closer to coming, hoping he’d be
able to hold off just a little longer. Jeff moaned and pulling his
cock out, sat back on the couch.

Morgan spun on her knees, so she was facing
him, and lowering her head took him into her mouth.

“Fuck,” Logan groaned as the camera again
focused on just Morgan’s face and the big dick in her mouth.

“Come on baby,” she released him, and now
stroked his long shaft, her slender blue tipped nails gliding along
his shaft. “Come for me, give me that big load.”

She took him back in her mouth, bobbing her
head rapidly, before she resumed stroking him. “I love the way my
cunt tastes on a hard young cock.”

Jeff moaned and she pumped him faster, her
mouth open and her tongue out.

“Oh, oh, shit,” Logan was seconds away when
Jeff groaned and his cock erupted, sending a long squirt into
Morgan’s waiting mouth.

“Hmm!” she moaned while pushing it out with
her tongue, sending cum flowing down her chin.

The second and third spurts caught her in the
face, and she rolled her eyes back as if having her face sprayed
with cum was the best thing she’d ever experienced.

“Yes, baby, oh, yes!” she egged Jeff on as
she pumped his cock even faster.

“Say it,” Logan groaned when he felt the cum
racing up through his shaft, filling his head.

“Give me all of it,” she smiled through her white smeared lips.
“Such a good boy!”

“Oh!” Logan’s cock exploded, sending an
impressive spurt in the air that splattered down on his
stomach.

“Cum for me,” Morgan continued. “Be my good
boy, and give me all that hot cum.”

Logan did as she asked, sending his huge load
squirting onto his stomach and flowing down his hand as her sex
dripping voice continued in his ear.

“Such a big load for me,” she flicked her
tongue over Jeff’s cock, lapping up some of the cum oozing from his
tip. “Such a good boy!”

Logan released his spent cock, his heart
pounding as he lay there watching the last couple of minutes of the
video, but not really hearing whatever lame dialogue the two were
saying.

He let his head fall back on the pillow as he
reached for the towel he’d tossed on the bed and used it to wipe
off his still twitching cock. He felt the usual moment of
frustration that he was good looking young guy surrounded by cute
girls at school, some of them outright easy, and here he was
choosing to cum to a video.

Kris had asked him earlier why he wasn’t
going after girls, or letting them come to him, and he knew the
real answer. His increasing interest in milf’s in the adult
industry had trickled into real life to the point he no longer paid
attention to girls his age, but checking out older women.

From women he watched at the gym he went to
three mornings a week, to a couple of his professors who were in
their forties, to his moms’ friends who came over to visit, Logan
now saw all of them as having ‘milf porn potential’ and wondered
what they’d be like.

Or if he’d have a chance?

Logan had gone to a club where one of the
bouncers was a senior and, on the team, and would let them in as
long as they didn’t try to buy a drink. Each time he’d spotted a
couple of older women there and watched them dance with guys his
age and eventually leave with one.

First time he thought it was as wrong as when
he saw the older guys there picking up young girls, but the last
two times, he’d found himself wanting to approach them and see if
he could get them interested.

That was why he wasn’t into the groupies that
watched practice, or the nicer girls in school he saw checking him
out and knew he’d have a chance with. Why would he choose sex with
a young girl when he could experience one of these hot as fuck
cougars?

But could he find one who’d give him that
chance? Would he be able to satisfy them or embarrass himself? Or,
was this mostly fantasy and the woman wouldn’t be any more exciting
than Becky had been?

No, that might be true of the women he just
stared at, but if one were on the prowl, they’d have to be as wild
as Morgan and all the others, why else would they be looking to
scoop up a young guy if they were duds?

“Hey all you horny guys out there!”

Logan shifted his attention back to the I-pad
he’d put down next to him to see Morgan Cox on the screen. Clad in
a black mini, a sleeveless crop top shirt so tight you could see
the outline of the hoops in her nipples and a pair of knee high
fuck me stiletto heels.

Her hair was down, and she’d put a lot of
curl in it, and she was smiling away at the camera. God, it was a
crime how hot this woman was.

“I want to thank you all for coming here,”
she winked and flicked her tongue lasciviously. “And hopefully
coming while you’re here, and thinking about me, your favorite
milf!”

“And if you did come here for me, then I have
some good news for you! Milf Mania has given me one of their
coveted solo sites! Two months ago I began shooting some custom
vids for my biggest fans. You can watch me do what I do best; suck
and fuck young cock!

“Even better, if you already have a premium
membership its only $5.99 a month after that! Just click here!” She
pointed down to a link that appeared at the bottom of the
screen.”

She pouted at the camera.

“I hope all my good boys will come see me
there!” She wiggled her fingers in a playful wave.

Logan, still feeling the effects of coming as
hard as he did, didn’t hesitate to click the link, which brought
him to “Club Morgan”. All the sub sites were titled club followed
by the name of the actress and featured their self-produced
content.

It was a great idea for Milf Mania, who like
a lot of sites, saw top talent leave the mainstream porn scene to
set up only fans or join sites where everyone sold their own
clips.

In response, the site decided to offer their
most popular talent a chance to have their own site within theirs.
On their end someone-like himself-would have to pay to have a
membership to the main site, which is where they would still make
money, and a percentage of the club site, while the actress
received the rest.

The other perk for the site was they did not
support the sub site’s content, they had to film, produce, hire and
pay any male talent and cameraman, if they used one. Logan had
gotten all this from the disclaimer on the site containing all the
‘clubs’

You knew you were a porn junkie when you read
about how the business model worked. But right now, the model he
was most interested in had her own site and he couldn’t sign up
fast enough.

His cock remained semi hard while he took a
couple of minutes to sign up, and it didn’t escape his notice that
he’d just gotten off but was ready to watch another video and had
no doubt he’d get off again.

That’s why real life milf’s loved guys his
age, they could be ready faster and far more often than a guy their
age, at least without some dick popping pill, and Logan had been
proving that for weeks now, some nights rubbing out as many as
three loads as he couldn’t get enough of favorite subject.

And thus far Morgan had become his longest
running go to choice of both frustration and relief as evidenced by
his cock swelling closer to a full erection after he submitted his
info and was directed to the site’s home page.

It opened to an image of Morgan sitting on a
couch between two young men. Both boys were naked, their hard cocks
in her hands. She was topless, an eager mouth affixed to each of
her nipples, but clad from the waist down in a skirt, stockings and
heels.

“Coming soon, Double Teamed!” proclaimed the
text beneath the photo. “Miss Cox takes on two of her
students!”

Logan hadn’t seen her in a threesome yet,
well not true, she’d been in a milf’s teach sex scene with her
babysitter and boyfriend she’d caught having sex on the couch, but
not getting spit roasted.

Just that thought coupled with the image had
him back to fully hard, and he scanned the side bar for the list of
published videos. There were only a few, but she did say she’d just
started.

The first was titled “How about you work me
out?” and Logan figured he may as well watch in order. The second
he clicked on it; he could tell it was a simple low budget
piece.

The video opened with the person with the
camera filming Morgan as she worked out at a gym. The camera grew
closer, zooming in on her fantastic ass clad in form fitting yoga
pants as she did some squats.

A lot in porn was fake, but there was nothing
fake about the shape she was in. The muscles in her back and calves
flexed as she crouched then stood with the weights across her
shoulders.

Her arms displayed a strong tone that told
him she worked out for real and not just the video, and again he
enjoyed the contrast between her and most of the other Milf stars
who tended to be softer and curvier.

The camera zoomed in even closer when she
squatted down, her legs wide and lingering there for a few
seconds.

“God, I wish she was over my face when she
did that,” a voice came from behind the camera, echoing the very
thoughts racing through Logan’s mind.

Morgan put the weight on the rack and as she
turned the camera spun away from her and Logan saw just a pair of
feet in sneakers as they played the game of he’d been creeping on
her.

The lens found her again, this time on a
bench, doing butterfly curls on the machine. Her mid-sized breasts
were bare beneath the sports bra, her pierced nipples poking
through as she pushed them out during the exercise.

His stomach, as tight and toned as the rest
of her, glistened with sweat and Logan swore he’d lick it off her
if she asked. Her legs braced the bench, and the camera zoomed in
on her crotch, exposing her camel toe.

Being there wasn’t going to be any action in
the intro of the weak ‘plot’, Logan wasn’t touching himself, but
his cock bobbed between his legs as he watched the camera pan over
her flawless mature body, and his balls were beginning to ache as
if he hadn’t already spilled a load to this milf goddess.

His eyes bounced over her body, her legs,
breasts, the currently covered treasure of her outlined pussy, even
the delicate curve of her neck where she had her long hair pinned
up.

“Are you filming me?” Her eyes, which had
been closed while doing her reps, popped open to ‘catch’ the
cameraman.

“I..um…no, well. Uh…”

Logan put his hand on the mouse and eased the
movie forward a bit, he didn’t need to hear whatever shitty
dialogue was going to lead to them fucking, just the actual
fucking.

He scrolled the mouse across the timeline
slowly enough to see the stills above it, and when he saw them in a
room, he clicked play. Logan’s eyes narrowed as he saw Morgan
standing in front of a bed that had a picture of a sunset coming
over a bridge on the wall.

He knew that picture. He’d seen it at work in
one of the rooms. She was filming this in a Motel Six. He’d once
asked his manager about a dumb painting of ducks in one of the
rooms and he’d been told every location had the same art prints as
part of a deal with whoever the supplier was.

She could be filming anywhere in the country,
but recognizing the picture made him smile, as if he now knew
something about her. Another indicator of how carried away he was
getting with all this.

Also, another indicator of the lack of
budget, as Motel Six was about as cheap as you could find for a
chain but not be an absolute dump. He took his eyes off the picture
as Morgan let her hair down, shaking it out.

There were darker spots in her otherwise
flaxen hair, denoting she really had been working hard enough to be
sweaty.

“How bout you lie back, sugar, and let me
show you how I can work your equipment?”

As bad as that line was, it being uttered in
that sultry southern drawl made it sound like the hottest thing
ever, and camera shifted as the guy, who must have already gotten
naked, lay on the bed, showing off his long, thick, hard cock.

Morgan stripped off the sports bra, then
peeled off the yoga pants, showing she’d had nothing on beneath
those either. Logan’s hand found his cock once more as he eyed the
thin strip of whitish blonde hair over her pink slit.

Morgan slowly crawled onto the bed, and slid
onto her stomach, assuming the sexy pov BJ position that had been
made popular for a reason. She bent her knees, crossing her ankles
and showing off the soles of her feet as she proceeded to run her
tongue up along his shaft.

Logan slowly stroked while watching Morgan do
as she’d promised and work the guy’s cock with her mouth and tongue
like the pro she was. The long platinum hair fanned across his
thighs, those ice blue eyes on the camera as she moaned and
whimpered, licking and sucking, practically worshipping that fat
cock.

She switched gears, going from teasing to
flat out nasty, deep throating and gagging on it, and Logan
wondered if this was just going to be a blow job piece. But Morgan
stopped, then sliding up the bed over him, grabbed the headboard
and squatted over his face.

Logan was relieved when the view switched to
a wide angle showing both Morgan and her lover. Either they’d
mounted the camera, or they had someone filming, but either way, he
didn’t mind POV for a blow job, but not when it came to actual
sex.

“Bet you were thinking about this,” she
lowered her pussy to his face and sighed. “Hmm, such a good
boy.”

He ate her until she came, her hot noises
filling his ears and his cock even more rigid than it had been in
his hand. Morgan slid down and rode him hard and fast, still
gripping the headboard while she bounced on his cock.

She switched around so she was now in reverse
cowboy, her feet braced on his legs, hands on the bed while he
reached around and rubbed her clit. Morgan exploded into a second
orgasm before being shoved forward and him taking her doggy.

She rolled over and cupped her breasts,
letting him tit fuck her until he shot his copious load all over
her face neck.

“That’s it, baby,” she leaned forward and
taking his oozing cock in her mouth gave him several quick sucks.
“All of it,” she released her trademark sigh and as she added,
“Such a good boy,” Logan erupted again, his cum flowing down his
cock while watching her smile through her sticky white lips and
say, “Now that’s a workout!”

The camera shifted to Morgan sitting on the
bed wrapped in a towel next to the young man now in a robe,
grinning away like he’d just won the lottery, which Logan was now
hearing, he pretty much had.

“Thank you to all my best boys for signing up
and watching the first video on Club Morgan. Let’s hear it for
newcomer, and heavy cummer, Jack! This is his first ever adult
shoot, and I can tell you that he did one hell of a job!”

“Thanks Miss Cox,” he beamed at the camera.
“This was a dream come true!”

“Like I promised, I’m going to be giving a
lot of young men a shot at giving their favorite milf a money shot!
I’m all about tasting the local flavor and letting them taste
me.”

She gave Jack a fond kiss on the cheek, and
they both waved at the camera as it faded to black.

Christ, Logan thought while closing the
laptop and cleaning himself off again, she’s hiring total amateurs
for these? No, he’d learned enough about porn to know that so
called ‘reality sites’ featured professional porn stars, just
little known ones.

Logan wasn’t into male stars enough to see if
the guy had been in anything else, but he had to admit, he’d
watched a shit ton of videos that last couple of months and saw
many of the same young actors, and this was the first he’d seen of
‘Jack’.

He couldn’t imagine being some guy just
hanging around somewhere and being approached by a damn porn star
and given a chance to get his cock sucked and his brains fucked
out, and on camera and he imagined for some money.

Not that he’d need to get paid, hell, he’d
wipe out his damn bank account just to jack off on Morgan Cox’s
face. No, he thought as he leaned over and put his I-pad back on
the nightstand and removed the ear buds, who was he kidding? He’d
pay to cum on her damn feet.

It was only nine thirty and he didn’t have
his first class until ten, so he didn’t need to go to sleep, but
didn’t feel like scrolling through Netflix or playing anything on
his phone just yet.

But he’d have to decide on one or the other
or it would be a matter of time before he picked the tablet back up
and watched another video. He thought of the one he’d just watched
and the set up of a guy watching a hot older woman at the gym.

Logan could identify with that, there was a
couple of women he saw there during the week, both he’d guess to be
in their forties, and both looking damn fine. One had a wedding
band, the other didn’t.

He wondered for the tenth time-at least-since
he’d developed his milf fixation if she were single. Only one way
to find out and did he really have the balls to approach a woman
his mother’s age and ask her out?

In the movies, porn and mainstream, older
women were the aggressors, hitting on the boys and he had seen that
at the clubs, but what about ‘regular’ places like the gym?

He’d seen her glance his way once or twice.
If she were interested, would she have come over, was she waiting
for him to make a move? Or, and most likely, she wasn’t one of
these fantasy women and had no interest in him.

But as his father always said when it came to
women, you don’t know until you try. Logan had a feeling he needed
to try soon, or he’d continue to look forward to whacking off at
the end of the day-if it took that long-as if it were an actual sex
life, and porn stars his fictional girlfriends.

When it came to the thought of approaching an
older woman, he figured his looks wouldn’t be the issue. Logan
didn’t consider himself arrogant, but he’d gotten enough attention
from girls to know he was attractive. Standing just over six feet
with 190 solid pounds spread across a broad shouldered frame that
enabled him to be one of the hardest hitting safeties in his
division, Logan was in damn good shape.

From the neck up, he was pretty easy on the
eyes with a shock of thick naturally wavy black hair, a pair of
light green eyes and a rugged jaw that matched his physique, and a
pair of cheekbones that if he didn’t keep a carefully maintained
two days’ worth of scruff would make him look like a pretty
boy.

But his looks might not save him if he
sounded nervous or made a fool of himself. They may want young, but
they didn’t want a little boy. These women wanted confidence. If he
got up the nerve to try to hit on an older woman, would he be able
to sound sure of himself? Again, there is only one way to find out
but he was yet to get himself to try.

There was another issue in the mix as well.
If he asked a woman out, what did she think he wanted? Logan was
intrigued with them sexually, but he had no desire to date a woman
old enough to be his mother.

Which meant the woman at the gym wouldn’t be
an option. If she were looking for a fuck, odds are she’d be bolder
when looking at him or even come on to him. The women at the club,
however, were all but wearing a free lunch sign and looking for
lust not love.

That’s the type he needed to find, and he
imagined a club or a bar that he was still six months away from
being able to legally enter, were the only places he’d get what he
was looking for.

There were hook up sites, plenty of mature
women on Tinder, but how did he know they weren’t married, and some
pissed off husband hunting him down wasn’t worth the chance.

He’d also heard a lot of women on Tinder and
other sites were pros who would chat you up, get you ready to meet,
then drop their rates on you. Not that paying for what he wanted as
a one time thing was that much of a put off to him, it would ensure
a hot one and done to get it out of his system, but there was that
little detail of being illegal and a chance of getting
arrested.

He sighed and picked up the remote, turning
on the TV mounted on the wall across from his bed. If he didn’t
find something to watch his mind would stay on the maddening loop
of desiring something he could technically have, but he’d have to
be in the right place, right time and with the right women, and not
being able to get into bars and only the one club and when his team
mate was working, wasn’t presenting him with the best odds.

Maybe he should listen to Kris and just find
some easy sleazy coed to hook up with and get a release that was a
lot more satisfying with than his hand. He hadn’t been with anyone
since his own personal milf mania started up, so maybe no sex was
exaggerating his desire.

But he also hadn’t had one thought about any
of the girls in school or any that he saw outside of it. His lust
was now for one thing and one thing only, and it wasn’t a girl his
age, so why pursue what he had no interest it, at least for
now?

Because he couldn’t get what he wanted, or
could, but it was nowhere near as easy. Lot of sexy Milfs around
but single cut the number way down, and willing to screw around
with someone his age cut the number even more.

Logan scowled at the way his thoughts went in
this endless loop more and more. Porn was fantasy, a healthy
release to those fantasies and rarely represented reality, so why
couldn’t he accept that?

Because lusty milfs were a real thing, he
just had to find one. He sighed as he scrolled through the latest
horror releases, trying to find something to get his mind off both
the porn stars and the women he saw in day to day life.

But before he completely pushed those
thoughts away, he found himself idly looking forward to meeting
Kris’s mom. Not just because they were friends and it would be nice
to meet her, but the milf addicted part of his brain lingered on
one question.

What did she look like?

 



Chapter Three

 


 


“I don’t like these new play calls.” Logan
tapped his copy of the playbook. “It’s all two high safeties.”

“BC has those two burners,” Kris reminded
him. “We need to take away the deep ball.”

“But their running back is a beast, they’ll
just hand it off to him and control the clock, and if he gets past
the line and backs, he’s off to the races before we can get
him.”

“He’s not getting past me and my boys,” Kris
snorted. “We’ll ring that bastard’s bell until he’s begging not to
take the ball.”

“Better hope so, I just don’t like it. Takes
the safety blitz away too.”

“You get one sack and think you’re freaking
JJ Watt now,” Kris laughed, then snatched the playbook from Logan.
“We’re supposed to be studying for the English mids.”

“Yeah, figured the one class we have together
is the worst for both of us, we ain’t helping each other much.”

“Cause you just said ain’t.”

“And you said cause.”

“You started a sentence with and.” Kris
stated and after a pause, they both laughed.

“What’s the joke?” A light voice spoke behind
him.

“Oh, hey, Mom.” Kris said with a wave. “Damn,
is that Casertas?”

“It is, I figured I was coming home to a
couple of hungry boys.”

“You’re the best!” Kris moved the books to
the side of the dining room table. “I’ll grab plates and napkins.”
He rose and smacked himself on the head.

“Crap, sorry, Mom, this is Logan.”

Logan stood and turned to see a tall woman
just behind him holding a pizza box.

“Hi Miss Lacroix, its nice to meet you.”

“Even nicer to meet you,” she put the box on
the table, and extended her hand to him. “Thank you for being such
a good friend to Kris.”

“No worries,” he took her hand and got his
first good look at her. “I…” he blinked when he noticed her eyes
behind the oversized black framed glasses she wore. They were ice
blue, and her hair, wrapped into a loose bun on top of her head
wasn’t just blonde, it was almost white, in fact it was…

Platinum blonde.

“You?” she prompted

“I’m Logan.”

“I’m Megan,” she grinned. “Nice to meet
you…again.”

“Right, sorry. I just don’t know what to say.
Kris is mad cool, so not like it’s a big deal.”

“Least someone in this room can act cool.”
Kris cracked and Logan caught the look he shot in his direction,
his eyebrows raised as if saying ‘really?’.

“It’s a big deal,” Megan continued, either
not hearing what Kris said, or ignoring him. “Not easy being the
new kid, and Kris got lucky, met you, and found himself a nice girl
too.”

“Yeah, leaving Florida for Rhode Island
wasn’t easy,” Kris spoke as he went into the kitchen and opened a
cupboard door. “I didn’t even know this state existed, had a hard
time finding it on a map it’s so fucking small.”

“Watch your mouth,” Megan told him. “We don’t
use that word in this house.”

“Sorry, mom.” Kris came back into the room
with three plates and some napkins and set them on the table, then
opened the pizza box. “Being around the guys all the time, its
habit.”

“Break it, at least in front of me.” She told
him, then put her hands out. “You didn’t get anything to
drink?”

“Crap.”

“Don’t worry, you boys get started, I’ll grab
something.”

Megan went into the kitchen and Logan noticed
Kris hadn’t been kidding about how she dressed. She wore a pair of
black slacks which billowed out around her legs to the point where
there was no indication she even had anything under them.

He imagined the ass would have been the same,
but it was covered by the long grey blouse she wore with sleeves as
voluminous as the slacks and buttoned at her wrists.

Logan’s eyes dropped to her feet to see she
wore plain clunky looking black shoes. In that outfit she could
have been slender or somewhat overweight and you wouldn’t be able
to tell either.

“Man, you so into that mom crap you can’t
even talk to one?”

“No, I just, like I said, I wasn’t sure how
to answer that.”

“Cut the shit. You looked like a deer in
headlights.” He put two pieces of pizza on a plate and pushed it
across to him. “No idea what the hell you were even looking
at.”

“Nothing, I…” He paused, there was no sense
in denying he’d been thrown off, but it was because. “She reminded
me of someone and it kind of caught me off guard.”

“Who?”

“Just a woman I had a thing for.”

“One of your porn moms?” Kris wasn’t watching
him as he put pizza on a plate for his mother, then some for
himself. Good thing he wasn’t, or he would have seen what he meant
as a joke hit close to home by the look on his face.

“No,” Just make something up. “A teacher I
had in high school. It’s her eyes, you don’t see that color too
often.”

“True, too bad she hides them,” Kris
shrugged. “She didn’t even wear glasses until a couple of years
ago. Should just get contacts.”

“Hope coke is okay. Someone,” Megan shot Kris
a look as she came back into the dining room with a bottle of
Mountain Dew and three plastic cups, “Drinks and eats everything
and doesn’t tell me.”

“Not that I’m fussy, but that’s Mountain
Dew,” Logan pointed out.

“Oh, right it is,” Megan nodded.

“Keep telling you, Mom, they only call all
soda coke back where you grew up.”

“Right,” she sighed. “My south is showing,
don’t know why I slip up on that one all the time.”

Logan watched her fill the three cups while
still standing by the table. His eyes lowered to her chest, and
like the rest of her body in her baggy clothes, there was no
indication she even had one.

The blouse was so big she could have a pair
of double D’s and they’d be hard to see. But Logan imagined they
wouldn’t be that big, but not that small either, they’d be just
right, and with pierced nipples…

Stop it! He silently berated himself while
reaching out and taking one of the cups and sitting back down. Was
he really so hung up on a porn star that just because a woman had
the same hair and eye color, he was thinking about her?

“What are you going to school for Logan?” she
asked while picking up a slice of pizza.

“I want to be a personal trainer,” he
responded, using the opportunity to be able to look at her face
without seeming like he was staring. “But specialize in sports,
maybe get a job with a pro team.”

“Because you’re not good enough to make one.”
Kris snickered.

“Well, you could certainly lead by example,”
Megan told him. “You’re definitely in shape.”

Logan was ready to take a bite of pizza and
did just that because he had no idea how to respond to the
compliment without sounding like an idiot. Why did Megan make him
nervous?

Was it because she was older, and he’d become
fixated on ‘moms’ as Kris said, he saw them as ‘milfs’? He was sure
the compliment was meant in an innocent way, not like a woman would
flirt with someone in front of their own son.

“Guess you’d have to be though to play
football,” she added to the statement making it seem more casual.
“Not too many overweight football players.”

“Guess you haven’t seen the offensive
linemen,” Logan replied earning a laugh from her.

“That’s mean,” she smiled. “But true.”

“Yeah, it is,” Kris added, then went back to
devouring his pizza the way he did everything else, like he was
starving.

“Slow down, Kris, I don’t want to call 911.”
Megan shook her head but continued to smile and Logan felt a
flutter in his stomach.

He knew that smile. He’d seen it many times,
and often with something white and sticky on those lips. No, he was
doing it again, how unique was someone’s damn smile? It was just
the combination of it with those close to transparent eyes.

No, it was more than that, as he watched her
take a bite of pizza, then wash it down with a few swallows of
soda, Logan conjured up images of Morgan Cox in his mind, which
wasn’t exactly hard seeing he’d spent quite a few nights jerking
off to her, trying to mentally compare her to Megan.

It wasn’t easy considering, as Kris had
mentioned, she wasn’t wearing any makeup and of course Morgan
always did and often applied heavily. Her glasses obscured some of
her face, and her hair pinned up made it hard to tell how long it
was.

Not to mention she didn’t really sound like
her, Megan’s voice was much lighter, and she didn’t have a southern
drawl, but what had Kris just said when she’d called the Mountain
Dew coke?

“You’re from the south?” he asked. “Thought
you guys came up from Florida?”

“I was born in Western Kentucky, then we
moved to Louisiana when I was three or four,” Megan replied. “Lived
there until my father’s company transferred him to Florida when I
was sixteen until my father in law passed and left us this
house.”

“You don’t sound like you’re from the south.”
Why was he doing this?

“When I got to Florida a lot of people made
fun of how I spoke, and back then, well probably still now, there’s
people that think if you come from Hicksville, you’re stupid, or in
the case of a young girl uneducated, easy and desperate for some
reason, so I worked hard to lose the accent.”

“Really? That’s messed up,” Logan
frowned.

“It’s been so long I doubt I could even speak
like that anymore.”

“Come on, Ma,” Kris teased. “Give us a ‘bless
your heart or hush my puppies.”

“See?” she pointed to Kris and Logan noticed
that although they weren’t painted, her nails had some length to
them, which seemed out of place for a woman who seemed to be going
out of her way to look so plain. “That’s the crap I’m talking
about.”

“Just messing with you,” Kris waved his hand
at her. “I think southern accents are pretty hot, what do you
think, Logan?”

“Absolutely,” he agreed, thinking of Morgan,
“Really sexy.”

“Wonder if I can get Mindy to sound like a
southern belle,” Kris whistled. “That would be…”

“Seeing the only southern belle at the table
is your mother, I think we can drop this.” Megan gave him a stern
look. “I told you I don’t like sex talk in front of me.”

“Jeez, I’m just…”

“And Mindy is a very sweet girl and if you’re
having fun, that’s fine, but don’t treat her like she’s just here
for sex.”

“Whoa,” Kris put his hands up. “Easy, I’m
joking around.”

“I don’t like that kind of joke.” Megan
turned her gaze to Logan. “Sorry, don’t mean to sound bitchy, but
young men should be respectful when talking about their
girlfriends, not be crude and make them think they’re only there
for one thing.”

“Um, yeah, my parents always told me I
shouldn’t fool around with someone unless they mean something to
me.”

“Sounds like you have some good folks
there.”

“Bet they don’t lecture you in front of their
friends either.” Kris mumbled.

“They only do that when their sons are trying
to look like a big man in front of their friends.” Megan
countered.

“Hey, know what?” Logan cut in. “I think I’m
going to go, thanks for the pizza.”

“No, don’t go,” Megan reached out and put her
hand on his arm. “I’m sorry for making this awkward. I want my son
to be a gentleman, and I know that he is, but boys get together and
the locker room talk starts sometimes.”

“Yeah, its on me,” Kris nodded. “I should
know better.”

“Okay, but maybe we change the subject,”
Logan suggested while wondering what Megan would think if she heard
Kris describe how wild Mindy got with him when she was out of town
or at work.

So much for Megan being his porn crush, the
woman didn’t even want to hear about sex. Between her comments and
appearance, she came across as an outright prig.

But yet he continued to look at her whenever
she was facing Kris or looking down at her phone, which she’d
removed from somewhere in her loose fitting ensemble and put on the
table next to her.

Even the lack of makeup and the nerdy glasses
she couldn’t hide the fact she was attractive, and her lips were
full and sensual and he imagined would be even more when
highlighted with lipstick.

“You coming to the game Saturday, Ma?” Kris
asked while grabbing another slice of pizza.

“I wouldn’t miss it,” she beamed at him.
“Can’t wait to see my boy in action.”

“Missed the first two.”

“I had to go back to Tampa to close some
deals, you know that.”

“Lot of people work from home, why can’t
you?”

“This pizza is really good,” Logan grabbed
another slice, “Would you like another piece, Miss Lacroix?”

“No, thank you, and you can call me Megan,”
she replied while still staring at Kris. “You work from home, you
get screwed, Kris, I’ve explained that before. It gives other reps
a chance to swoop in and undercut.”

“Money isn’t everything, we got this house
for free for Christ’s sake.”

Logan really thought about leaving at this
point. Kris had complained to him a few times he thought his mother
put work in front of him with her traveling every other weekend and
occasionally midweek.

Logan would cheer him up by pointing out it
gave him the house to himself to have fun with Mindy, but he
understood Kris’s point. His parents hadn’t missed one of his games
since he’d been in the Pee Wee League.

“Your education isn’t, and someone partied
too much in Tampa to get a scholarship.”

“Yeah, I was partying when I was helping you
take care of dad.”

“Um, time out?” Logan clapped his hands
making them both jump. “What’s with the heavy tone here? Life’s too
short to argue about things, especially if its already happened,
let’s just be chill and live in the moment.”

“Wise words,” Megan agreed softly, and gave
him a small smile. “Your mother raised a good boy.” She reached out
and took Kris’s hand. “And you are too even though I’m far from
mother of the year.”

“You’re a good mom,” Kris squeezed her hand.
“Just wish you were around more these days.”

“I’ll work on it,” she released his hand.
“So, okay, no more drama. What are you guys working on?”

“Supposed to be studying for English,” Kris
answered, “But this guy keeps harping on the playbook.”

“We can do some of both,” Logan sighed. “But
you’re right, English comes first, neither of us are getting
drafted.”

“Speak for yourself,” Kris retorted. “But I
at least have to be able to read a contact, so I guess we work on
that.”

“Sports, education, you both work,” A huge
smile spread across her face. “You’re such good boys.”

“What did you say?” Logan couldn’t help from
blurting out the question as Megan uttered the words he’d been
coming to every night.

She looked directly at him, her eyes meeting
his.

“I said, you’re such a good boy.”


Chapter Four

 


 


“Sorry about my mom,” Kris said, causing
Logan to look up from his English textbook. “She’s usually petty
laid back.”

“Don’t worry about it, everyone has their
moments.”

“I guess, but she just gets weird with
anything about sex, and I don’t think I was saying anything crude
or bad about Mindy.”

“Nah, you save that for me,” Logan joked.
“But I get what you’re saying, she seems like, what’s the word,” he
paused. “Frigid, like she seriously needs to loosen up.”

“Wasn’t always that way,” Kris rubbed his
eyes and leaned back in his chair.

After some more small talk, which fortunately
remained casual with no more lectures from Megan or snide remarks
from Kris, they’d finished off most of the pizza, and Kris had
suggested they finish studying in his room.

Logan continued to tell himself he hadn’t
just been sitting at a table with Morgan Cox, but he couldn’t get
over the resemblance, the fact she was originally from the south
and he was sure could recapture her accent any time she wanted, and
then the trademark line!

Granted, those words weren’t exactly unique,
and she’d said them in a casual way, but its not like she’d say it
in that sexy smoky drawl that dripped sex while her face dripped
something else.

But what he kept coming back to was what were
the odds he would run into his favorite porn star, not just run
into, but she was one of his friend’s moms, it sounded like the
weak ass plot to one the videos he watched on Milf Mania.

“Not always that way with the anti sex thing,
or dressing like a walking tent?” Logan asked.

“Be nice, she’s my mom.” Kris said, but
without any real anger, more like a reflex action. “But she’s
always been on the sex has to mean something and treat your girl
right kick.”

“Well, we really should.”

“Of course, but like you heard, she gets
carried away, like saying it would be fun if Mindy used a southern
accent is some kind of horrible thing to say.”

“That’s a stretch for sure.” Logan
agreed.

“That stuff has gotten worse, but the porn
thing she’s always been on since I was old enough for my parents to
talk to me about it.”

“Your dad didn’t like it either?”

“No, he agreed with her that it sends bad
messages, especially to young men and women. But he really only had
one conversation about it, my mom is the one that really harps on
it.”

“Ever ask her why?”

“Because its demeaning to the women for men
to think they should all act that way, and to the guys too in a
way, it glorifies being promiscuous is what she claims.”

“I think it’s just fantasy.”

“For you it glorifies middle aged women that
you hope are easy.”

“Ha-ha.” Logan had to say the fact Megan was
so against porn didn’t help the case that she was anyone but who
she said she was, just a real estate broker and a single
mother.

“The dressing like a tent though, that’s only
been since the last couple of years.”

“Right, I think you mentioned she dressed
different when your dad was around.”

“Yeah, maybe you’re right and she hides
herself because she’s not ready to date yet. Wish she would, might
make her less uptight.”

“Hey, do you have any pictures of her not
dressed like she lives in the fifties?”

“Asking to see pics of my mother’s a little
creepy don’t you think?”

“Come on, Kris, its not like they’re dirty or
anything, just curious what she looks like with the hair down and
real clothes on.” He shrugged. “Not like I couldn’t find her social
media, I’m sure she has an older picture somewhere.”

“She doesn’t do social media. No Facebook, or
X, Instagram, none of it.”

“Against that too?”

“She says a lot of creeps are out there and
she doesn’t need their attention.”

“Your mom seems like she should be wearing
tin foil or something. What about her job, she doesn’t have like an
Indeed page or something on her company’s website?”

“Her pic on their site is just a head shot,”
he rolled his eyes. “And in those damn Velma from Scooby Doo
glasses.”

“What company does she work for?” Logan
asked.

“What’s with the twenty questions?” Kris
frowned staring at him where he sat in the armchair in the corner
of the room his friend sat in when he played video games.

“Just wondering, trying to think of some big
real estate companies up here.”

“It’s Hoffman out of Tampa, but they have
agencies that represent them all over the country, not sure which
one is up here, but they pay her from Tampa.”

“I’m taking it the answer is no on a
picture?”

“Seriously?” Kris shook his head. “What the
hell is the big deal? You want to see if she’s milf mom hot for
your fucked up fetish?”

“You really think I’m a creep or something?”
Logan wasn’t faking being ticked off. “You’re the one that keeps
saying she didn’t always look this way, so you got me curious.
Don’t want to show me, don’t, but stop acting like I perv on every
woman I see. We’re friends for fuck’s sake.”

“Okay, okay, sorry. Maybe my mom trashing
porn and saying decent men don’t watch it has rubbed off.”

“You never watch it?”

“I wouldn’t say never, you tell someone not
to do something enough you know we’ll do it, but I don’t get the
big deal, I’d rather find a girl to be able to have fun with, not
watch other people getting paid to have fun, hell, you know they’re
all faking.”

“I don’t think they all fake it,” Logan
laughed. “You think the guys are faking being hard and blowing
loads?”

“They take Viagra, and they hide a pump in
their hand that squirts fake cum, they flavor it so the woman play
with it and eat it like it’s the best thing ever.” Kris informed
him.

“A lot of guys say its not what you think it
is, and they don’t even come a lot of times because they get too
aggravated with all the stopping and starting, and the girls get
sore and bitchy for the same reason.”

“I don’t know what you mean, stopping and
starting.”

“Bro, you think the scenes you watch are one
takes? Those directors are stopping them all the time because they
don’t like something, or the girl needs more lube, or the guy needs
more lube, or someone gets a cramp, or they have the wrong
angle”

“How do you know all this?”

“My mother had me watch this documentary on
how porn is not what you think, they had former porn stars, men and
women, talk about how unsexy it is, and they use these girls bad,
get them to shoot as much as they can right away because most women
don’t stay with it.”

“So she had you watch a scared straight thing
about porn?”

“Sort of, she just wanted me to know that’s
not what to expect in real life with girls I’m with, to not try to
get them to act that way.”

“Sounds like Mindy does.”

“Yeah, she’s a lot of fun, but she wants to
be. I’ve been with girls who are duds too, so I get the point, if
they’re not into something its not that there’s something wrong
with them, its what porn makes guys expect.”

“Man, she’s really against that stuff,” Logan
noted, meaning those nagging suspicions about who she might be were
carrying less and less weight.

“Yeah, not sure why, maybe my grand parents
were like super religious or something.”

“Okay, mister expert in why porn is bad, what
about the Only fans and amateur stuff? Those women faking? They’re
doing it themselves, not for like the big companies.”

“Oh, that I don’t know, but I’d think its
more real, lot of women shoot that stuff with their boyfriends, so
maybe it’s what you see is what you get. I’d figure being the porn
pro you’d know this stuff.”

“Guess I just want to leave it at
fantasy.”

“That’s what it is, fantasy. You know, like
the Milf crap, most women our mom’s age, even if they’re hot,
aren’t like that. They want men not kids.”

“No, men are drama, guys like us are just
fun.”

“You buy that crap?”

“Look how many young girls screw around with
older guys, lot of truth there.”

“Its usually money or daddy issues,” Kris
smirked. “But I knew a girl in school back in Florida who was with
a guy in his thirties and said its because guys our age are idiots
and she wants an actual man, so you’re saying women see the
opposite?”

“Two things can be true.” Logan told him.
“But why are we talking about this, we need to study.”

“You’re just mad I pissed in your porn
Cheerios.”

“More mad that you think I’m a real pervert
who has a thing for everyone’s mom.”

Logan shot him one last annoyed look, then
went back to the textbook in his lap.

“You want to stay on chapter six, or you
think we got enough of a grip to go to the next one?”

“Okay, you’re right, I’m being an
asshole.”

Kris stood and pulling out his phone scrolled
through it.

“Here, this is a good one, its from a party
one my friend’s parents threw at a hall for our graduation.”

Kris handed him his phone, and he almost
dropped it. He was staring at a picture of Morgan Cox.

 



Chapter Five

 


Logan sat at his desk, staring at the
pictures of Megan Lacroix, his friend’s mom, a real estate broker,
and potentially a porn star who made money sucking and fucking guys
his age on camera.

He’d managed to sound casual to Kris, stating
he had no idea why his mother bottled herself up so tightly because
she was ‘attractive’. What he wanted to say was she was hot as fuck
and fucked hotter than any woman he’d seen.

When Kris went to grab them something to
drink, Logan, feeling like the creeper he claimed he wasn’t,
noticed he’d left his phone on the desk.

Kris didn’t use a password, and Logan went
into his pictures, texting himself the one he’d shown him, then
deleting the text. He went back into his photos and his eyes
widened when he saw several pictures of Mindy, not just nude, but
with Kris’s cock in her mouth, and one with his load all over her
face and epic tits.

Logan quickly went past them but doubled down
on his thoughts of what a lucky bastard Kris was. He also wondered
what his mother would think if she ever found her son’s personal
porn collection.

Then again, what would Kris think if he ever
found his mother’s porn videos? That is if it was her, but...

“Jesus” he’d whispered while scrolling
through random photos until he found a couple more of him with
Megan, and one of her by herself, he also sent to himself.

He skipped the ones where she was with Kris’s
father who he recognized from the framed photo Kris had of him on
his desk. He was being a sneaky rat as it was, but he didn’t want
to be reminded of the fact his friend had lost his father.

He’d left the phone where it had been and sat
down, pretending to be engrossed in his book when he heard Kris
coming back upstairs. They’d studied for another hour, well Kris
did, Logan kept finding his mind drifting back to the fact he was
in the same house as his Milf porn crush.

Once he’d gotten back home, he’d gone
upstairs and e-mailed the pictures to himself and saved them on his
PC so he could look at much larger versions of them. None of the
three pictures were anything outright sexy, but in the graduation
party Megan wore a light blue dress that showed off some leg,
accentuated her breasts, and was snug enough to show she had a
tight slender body beneath it.

But it was her face that sealed the deal. In
that photo, and the two others, one with Kris from the same party,
but sitting at a table toasting whoever was taking the picture, and
another of her accepting an award at some type of conference, she
wore her hair down, as well as makeup.

Now looking at a larger image, he zoomed in
on her face, and there was no doubt in his mind that Megan was
Morgan. Not just the eyes, and hair color, but the length and curl
of her hair, the set of her eyes and the way they looked into the
camera so directly.

Her mouth, now more defined with lipstick,
was more sensual and blush brought out her cheekbones. To be even
more certain, Logan went to Milf Mania to the photo gallery they
had of all their vids featuring stills from the shoots.

He found one of Morgan dressed in a business
suit for “The lucky intern” a scene where she gave a young man a
chance at a job based on how well he could fuck her. In this
picture she was still ‘all business’ and smiling into the camera
while sitting at a desk.

Logan brought it up next to the one from
Kris’s phone. If this wasn’t Morgan Cox, she’d have to be her damn
sister, and a twin at that. Every facial feature the same down to
the bright smile, that as Morgan she would turn sultry and inviting
in a heartbeat.

Neck down would be harder to identify, but
did he really need to? She did appear to have a similar enough
build and even in her boring flats, Megan had some height to her,
and Morgan’s bio claimed she stood 5’9”.

Logan sat back in his chair staring at the
pictures and as close as the resemblance was, he still felt a
nagging doubt. Porn stars were the ultimate exhibitionists. Sure,
there was truth to the things Kris said, it wasn’t all hot sex and
fun, and the industry had its shitty side, but the women who stayed
on loved to show themselves off and loved knowing what they did to
the men who watched them.

It wouldn’t make sense for one to cover
themselves up, play down their looks, go out of their way to seem
boring and frigid. Or was that a cover? Trying to take attention
away from herself in real life so no one would recognize her?

Logan did, or felt he did, but he’d also been
recently obsessed with Megan’s porn persona. If someone had only
seen her in a couple of videos and some time ago, she would fly
under their radar.

Maybe the porn lectures were still sincere,
maybe she didn’t like that she did it, but needed the money to live
and Kris’s school. Logan hesitated on that last part. She had a
job, didn’t she?

He brought up his browser and tapped his
fingers lightly on the keys. What was the name of the company Kris
said she worked for? Hoffman? Logan typed in the word followed by
Tampa real estate and came up with Hoffman Holdings.

They had one central office and a slew of
agents, and Logan drifted around the site until he found “Meet our
staff.” Logan scanned the rows of faces and didn’t see Megan. He
went back to the home page and clicked agents.

Another scan through the list revealed the
same results. Logan went back to google and entered Hoffman: Megan
Lacroix. This did pull up some hits and as he scanned the
headlines, many of which were local closing notices, he realized
they were all from 2023 and older.

She did work there but quit. Quit to be a
porn star? Was there more money in that? It didn’t seem like there
would be. But if she quit, why did she fly to Florida every couple
of weeks, sometimes more according to Kris?

“Wait!” He exclaimed to himself.

Glancing at his bedroom door to make sure
he’d remembered to lock it in his hurry to get to his room, he
brought up the Milf Mania site and clicked the about us. He skimmed
through the talk about wanting to provide only the finest content
by the hottest names in porn, and other details about their
product, then stopped at the line,

“All our videos our filmed here in Tampa
where the only thing hotter than the sun is our videos!”

For once it paid to read all the disclaimers
and site news. Megan wasn’t flying back to close deals, she was
coming to film her latest videos for Milf Mania, and for her new
Club Morgan site she was…

Filming them here! Not just in the state, but
that video he saw where he recognized the picture on the wall, that
could have been the location he worked in! There were two other
Motel Six’s in Rhode Island, but one was up close to the
Connecticut border, and the other in opposite direction and close
to Mass.

The one he worked at was only fifteen minutes
from his house, and less than that from where Kris lived. Had she
been there when he was on? Had he cleaned up a room she had been
filming in?

Made up a bed, she had fucked in? Jesus, that
was both exciting, and pathetic that it was exciting to him, at the
same time. That was if it were her, and there were Motel Six
locations in just about every state, and quite a few in large
states, including Florida.

That art print could also be in other motels
as well for all he knew. Seeing he was already on the site; Logan
clicked on Club Morgan and eyed the list of videos. He’d only
watched two, the one with the print, and one other was an
office.

“Incentive” was the clip, and involved a
young man telling Morgan, as his boss, he was leaving to make more
money. She said they couldn’t afford to pay him more money, but she
could give him some incentives in the form of her mouth and body
every Friday to go with his paycheck.

Had she rented an office for a day? Did it
belong to a friend? Was it local? Logan shook his head, physically
trying to get his mind to stop racing. This was getting
ridiculous.

Especially seeing that even if Megan was
Morgan, then what? Was he going to tell her? “Hey, Megan, I loved
your last video, damn your head game is on point!”. Of course not,
he couldn’t tell her he knew, he also wouldn’t tell anyone else, or
it could get back to Kris and he’d never want that to happen.

But…should his friend know who his mother
really was?

No, why cause drama? Plus, there was still
some doubt in his mind whether this was even her. Logan turned his
focus back to the site and saw she’d uploaded a video update early
this morning and clicked on it.

“Hey my good boys!” she announced while
sitting on a bed clad in only a white thong. “Do I have your
attention?” she giggled while cupping her amazing tits.

She had his, that was for sure as he stared
at the silver hoops in her pink nipples. God what he wouldn’t give
to be able to get them in his hands and mouth. That thought was
followed by wondering if those flawless tits were hiding beneath
Megan’s oversized blouse.

“Just want to let you know there’s plenty
more of your favorite milf coming your way so you can imagine
coming all over me! I just shot a new video for our friends at Milf
Mania!

“There I am doing my job as a hotel maid and
cleaning the room when I notice the huge tent the young man still
in bed is pitching. I mean, the poor boy was obviously suffering
from a bad case of horny and what kind of slut would I be if I
didn’t drain that poison for him?”

“I have some poison you could drain,” Logan
muttered as all mental turmoil forgotten, he drank in her nearly
nude body while listening to that sex dripping voice talk about
draining cocks.

“Milf Maid will debut this Friday and I hope
all my good boys will be watching with their big young cocks in
their hands and spilling all that hot cum for me! But wait, boys,
there’s more!”

“Tomorrow I will be filming a new scene for
right here at Club Morgan. For this one I play a naughty mom to a
son who plays football and when two of his teammates come over to
hang out, and he’s not home?”

Morgan slowly licked her lips.

“I help them work on their team work as this
horny single mom puts her backfield in motion and in this game,
holding isn’t a penalty!” she laughed. “Yes, the jokes might be
bad, but the sex will be hot as they spit roast your favorite
southern sexpot!”

Jesus, she was going to take on two young
guys.

Could this really be Kris’s mother? If he
could ever prove she was, then he’d just gotten another huge reason
not to say anything. How the hell did you tell someone their mother
was all over the internet being tag teamed?

“Hold on,” Logan said aloud to center his
thoughts.

The premise was a son playing football, and
her having sex with his teammates. The post was made this morning,
she had met him yesterday. Had her meeting him put this idea in her
head for a sex scene?

If this was coincidence, then they were
really piling up. He had to know and not to tell anyone, including
her, and to cause drama, but for himself to stop what he knew would
be a continuation of the last few hours, playing what if about
every little thing involving Morgan.

Now, thanks to the update he’d just watched,
Logan may just have a way to prove it.

 



Chapter Six

 


 


Logan sat in his ten year old Mazda, staring
down the street at Kris’s house. At this point he felt he had
slipped past the creeper stage and entered stalker territory. He’d
skipped classes today with the intention of proving to himself
whether or not Megan and Morgan Cox were the same person.

She’d said she’d be filming today, and he
knew she wouldn’t do that in her house in case Kris came home. The
problem was if it wasn’t her, he could be sitting here all day if
she worked from home or had no showings.

That was if she were a real estate agent, and
it didn’t look like she was, unless he hadn’t snooped deep enough.
If she was going to go somewhere to make her newest video who knew
when it would be?

Logan had gotten there at seven, figuring she
wouldn’t leave that early, and an hour later saw Kris leave for
class. He’d parked at the opposite end of the street Kris would
turn onto, but still started the car, and backed around the corner
just in case.

Once he resumed his spot, he settled in and
listened to a few podcasts while trying to stay focused on the
house. He had to give credit to detectives who did stake outs
because he couldn’t imagine doing this for days at a time, and
within two hours he was struggling not to doze.

He glanced at his phone and grunted in
disgust when he saw it was only eleven thirty. Logan had finished
his large coffee and bagel, within a half hour of being there and
was now hungry and needed to go to the bathroom.

He thought about taking off to the Burger
King a few blocks away, but if he came back and she was gone, who
knew if he’d get another chance to know what day she was
shooting?

If she was, if it was her, and that endless
loop was why he needed to hang in there, and see where she went, or
the off chance someone did show up at the house. According to her
announcement, it would be two someone’s.

Logan let his mind wander over the visuals of
Morgan being spit roasted and possibly even double penetrated. The
idea and accompanying visuals had him hard right there in the car,
but then he’d get a pang of guilt and sympathy for Kris.

He couldn’t imagine how he’d feel if he even
found out his mother had done something like that back when she was
his age, let alone now and for countless men to get off to.

Logan looked up from his phone and his heart
skipped a beat when he saw Megan heading to her black Ford
Explorer. From a distance he could only make out the fact she was
all in pink, and had a black overnight bag tossed over her
shoulder.

He started the car, hoping she’d go in the
opposite direction so he could pull out behind her. She did and he
eased out and headed down the street, trying not to stay too
close.

She’d only met him once and he was currently
wearing sunglasses and a Red Sox cap, so unless he got right behind
her, and she looked close in the mirror, he didn’t think she’d
recognize him.

Logan added tailing someone to reasons to
credit detectives as he came close to losing her twice before she
got onto the highway because he kept hanging back to the point
other cars got between them.

He continued to hang back, keeping his eyes
on the right so he could see if she took an exit. They approached
the one that would lead to the Motel six location he worked at but
she passed it and slipped into the left lane, telling him she
planned on being on the highway for at least a little while.

Logan got into the middle lane to be able to
see her and wondered where she was heading. They passed four more
exits until she got over to the right for route six. Logan slowed
to let a car get between them and followed her.

When she took a left on Hartford Ave, he had
an idea where she was going. There was a cheap motel up that way
he’d once stayed in with Heather, his first serious girlfriend,
after the senior prom where they’d spent the night drinking and
fooling around.

Sure enough it was where Megan pulled into
while he turned to the right, pulling into the parking lot of small
breakfast place. There were only a few cars in front of the long
strip of rooms that comprised the ‘Sunset Motel’ and there was no
way he could park there without her noticing.

He turned around, parking at the far end of
the lot next to a tractor trailer who’s driver was most likely
grabbing something to eat, and now partially out of line of sight
if Megan looked in that direction, he shut the car off.

His heart pounded while he watched her remain
in her car. She had come to a motel. This wasn’t any kind of real
estate showing or any other kind of job for that matter.

Only reason a woman would be coming here that
lived in the state would be if she were having an affair, an escort
or…maybe shooting porn? An affair would be out, she was single and
would have no reason not to bring a guy to her home or go to
his.

He supposed she was an escort of sorts; she
did get paid for sex, but the final product so to speak and
probably paid the young men she fooled around with. He idly
wondered if she did pay them?

Not like fucking her wouldn’t be payment
enough to some amateur which is what she claimed guys she slept
with on the Club Morgan site were. But if she were filming, they
had to know it, as in legally had to know it or she could get in
serious trouble.

Would they still do that for free? Male porn
stars weren’t denigrated the same way women often were. They were
seen as studs, the women as sluts even to a lot of porn
viewers.

His attention went back to Megan when she got
out of her SUV and stood in front of the motel while still on her
phone. She wasn’t dressed for a shoot that was for sure as she wore
what appeared to be a loose fitting black hoodie and sweatpants,
her hair in a ponytail.

She walked a few feet into the parking lot,
looking to her right, then put her hand up and waved. A red dodge
ram pulled in and parked while she slowly walked over to it.

“Damn,” he whispered when two tall rugged
looking young men exited the truck.

She greeted each with a quick hug, then
handed one of them something and pointed. The two young men walked
past a few doors, then let themselves into the room.

Megan remained outside until a white van
pulled in and a tall thin older man with a gray ponytail exited. He
slid open the side door of the van, removed a large black bag, then
slung a camera over his head.

He walked over to Megan, also received a
quick hug, and the two of them went into the room. Two studs and a
cameraman; he’d been right. Megan Lacroix, Kris’s mother, was a
porn star.

 



Chapter Seven

 


 


“Oh, that’s disgusting!” Logan grimaced when
he saw the well filled condom in the small trashcan.

He dumped the contents into the open bag on
his cart, but even after striking the bottom several times, the
damn thing was stuck there. He wore latex gloves when he cleaned
but still wasn’t going to touch it.

Logan found the grabber he used for things
when they were under the bed and managed to grip the rubber and get
it out of the trashcan and into the bag. What the hell was wrong
with people, couldn’t they flush it or something?

It was far from the first one he’d found, but
it always squicked him out. In addition to used condoms, most of
which he figured were from the working girls the motel knew rented
there. Logan had found a dildo suctioned cupped to the shower wall,
two vibrators, handcuffs, Viagra wrappers and once a puppy tail
butt plug.

He emptied the trash in the bathroom where he
discovered another condom that was wet as well as used, telling him
there had been a round in the shower as well. He quickly sprayed
down the shower and sink before wiping them clean and going back
into the room.

He changed the sheets and made the bed, a
chore he always left for last, then checking his phone saw it was
one, and he was a half hour overdue for his break. He pushed his
cart out of the room and down the hall to the maintenance
closet.

He paused for a moment when he heard some
high pitched yipping and the unmistakable sound of flesh pounding
flesh. Damn, someone was going at it hardcore in the middle of the
day.

Probably another escort, he listened for a
few more seconds then moved when an older couple came around the
corner and didn’t want to look like he was doing what he was,
listening to someone have sex.

He parked the cart in the closet, closed the
door and made his way to the breakroom, where he grabbed a coke and
a snickers bar from the vending machine. Sitting down he saw a text
from Kris.

“Hey, man, was hoping we could hangout
after you get out of work, you haven’t been around much.”

Kris was right, he’d gone from spending at
least three days a week over his friend’s house to not going over
for the last three weeks. Kris had come by his house a couple
times, and they’d met up at Starbucks, but he’d been avoiding his
place.

Or to be more specific, avoiding Megan.

Since he found out who she was, he couldn’t
be around her without acting like a stammering idiot. The first
time he’d tried to keep things normal and pop by Kris’s she was
home and answered the door.

Once again in “Megan Mode”, an oversized
white blouse and a black skirt that reached her ankles and looked
like he could get in there with her, hair pinned up and those silly
glasses, she probably didn’t even need, she’d greeted him with a
smile and friendly hello to which he’d smoothly replied.

“Uh…hi M…egan.” Right off the bat he’d almost
slipped and called her Morgan, catching himself at the last
second.

It didn’t get any easier as Kris had wanted
to stay downstairs so they could watch some game film from the past
week’s loss on you tube on the TV in the living room. Megan was
puttering around the house, watering plants, straightening things
around the room and Logan couldn’t stop staring at her.

More like technically staring at her but
seeing the shoot in his mind. She’d uploaded it quickly, the day
after the shoot itself, and it was insanely hot even by her
standards. Megan, as her alias Morgan, on her knees sucking and
stroking two cocks, having both her tits sucked while one guy
rubbed her clit and the other fingered her until she came.

Every position imaginable on the bed. Her
sucking one while the other licked her pussy, her on her knees
blowing one cock while being pounded from behind. Megan having them
both lie on their backs and riding one boy while leaning over to
suck the other before hopping off and switching.

The scene featured some loose plot revolving
around her son costing the team the game with a bonehead play, and
them looking to kick his ass, but she talked them into taking it
out on her.

It was a rough scene full of them brutally
fucking her mouth, pounding her like they were trying to break her.
Even when they’d fingered and licked her it was more like an attack
than they were pleasing her, making her cum more for their fun than
hers.

But Megan was fully into it, encouraging them
to take her even harder and to use her holes any way they wanted
to. She got them both off twice, letting each come in her mouth
before the fucking started.

By the end, her face was covered with two
huge loads, her mascara running down her face which was red and
sweaty from her mouth being abused and lying there a hot mess after
taking everything the two guys could give her.

Logan came midway through, then again at the
end of the hour long fuckfest which like her previous private
videos finished with her on the bed in a robe between the two
tired, but happy young men and talking about what an amazing time
she’d had with two more ‘very good boys who’d treated her bad, but
she loved every minute of it.

He’d gotten off to the video early the next
morning before school, then again when he came home. Then there he
was in her house watching her act like a typical mom cleaning up
and asking them if they wanted a sandwich or something to
drink.

Logan had found it next to impossible not to
stare at her, only occasionally glancing at the screen and Kris to
make sure he wasn’t watching him watch his mom. Unfortunately, he
hadn’t realized that when Megan was wiping off the dining room
table, she was facing the mirrored shadowbox on the wall.

When he did notice, he saw her looking into
it, catching him staring at her, and he wondered how long she’d
been looking at him. Two days later he’d gone back over to study,
which Kris liked to do in the dining room to avoid the distractions
of his video games, his TV and the playbook which he’d left in his
room.

This time was worse, Megan was home again,
and the prior night he’d gone from Milf Mania to Morgan Mania and
watched not only her newest mainstream video, but all three on her
own site he hadn’t seen yet.

He’d jack off three times and when he knew he
had nothing left, continued to watch anyway, simply taking in Megan
taking it in in every hole and every position. That day’s ensemble
was a gray sweatsuit, hair in a tight bun and slippers.

Fucking slippers, dressed frumpy by even mid
forties mom standards. But damn did he know what was under that
outfit and what she could do with it, and how badly he wanted her
to do it to him.

He didn’t care she’d fucked more guys than
she could probably count, he didn’t want to date her, just get what
all those other lucky young men, both pro and the local kids who’d
gotten a taste and been tasted by her.

Then he’d look at Kris and not only feel
guilty, but flat out bad for the guy. Imagine if some d-bag frat
boy at school found out who Megan was, he’d be harassed to the
point he’d probably quit school, and Logan wouldn’t blame him.

Megan had caught him gawking again, but this
time when Kris had left the room to use the bathroom and he’d been
staring even more blatantly at her ass, or where her ass was
somewhere in the sweatpants while she leaned over the couch to
fluff the pillows.

He was so engrossed in thinking about that
hidden ass being in the air getting spanked and drilled by a guy
her son’s age, that he didn’t react right away when she turned her
head and saw him over her shoulder.

He looked away, and she apparently decided to
let it go, but not five minutes later, when she was across from him
using a duster on the blinds he’d been watching her shirt to see if
it would rise up and give him just a peek of that tight toned
stomach, when she asked him if she missed a spot because he was
staring.

Logan knew she was pretty much telling him
she’d caught him but being cool and trying to give him an out. His
taking the out was him stuttering about he thought one of the slats
on the blinds looked like it was turned the wrong way.

She then strolled over to him and asked him
why he seemed so nervous. He was saved from what would undoubtedly
be a lame response by Kris coming back into the room.

Megan had given him a small smile before
leaving the room without saying anything else. But that was the
last time he’d made it over. She’d flat out caught him twice, and
he doubted his being around her was going to get any easier.

He wondered if she wondered what he was
looking at considering she didn’t show anything while in her mom
persona. What he knew for sure is as bad as he felt about ducking
Kris lately, Logan knew it had to be this way, at least for
now.

Maybe the obsessions would wear off soon
and…

“Hey, Logan?”

He looked over to see the day manager, Jane,
in the doorway of the breakroom.

“Hey,” he looked at the time on his phone. “I
was just getting back to work.”

“Before you get back to cleaning, can you
bring some towels to room 12? I know its not your job, but Mandy is
going to be late, and I need to be at the counter.”

“Yeah, I got you.” He rose from the table and
going into the laundry room grabbed three folded towels from a rack
and made his way down to room twelve.

As he approached the room, he realized it was
the one he’d heard the people in there fucking when he went by.
Probably another working girl. According to Mandy they went through
a ton of towels because they’d screw someone, shower, then
immediately be trying to line up another one.

Rinse, repeat, she’d say with a laugh.

As if to prove him right, the door opened
while he was still partway down the hall and a tall guy with blonde
hair wearing jeans and a sleeveless white t-shirt exited the room.
He closed the door, and walked past Logan, nodding at him as he
passed.

Logan noted the kid didn’t look much older
than him and changed his opinion on it being a working girl. Guy’s
his age didn’t usually pay for sex. Maybe it was some married woman
getting something on the side.

Whatever, he was here for a paycheck not to
judge people.

He knocked and when the door opened, his eyes
widened when he recognized the older cameraman he’d seen with
Megan.

“Hey, kid, thanks.” He put his hand out for
the towels while pushing a five dollar bill at him with the
other.

“Holy shit!” Logan gasped.

Behind Bart and slipping on a short black
robe was Megan. At the sound of his voice, she spun around, her ice
blue eyes going wide and her jaw dropping open. The robe also fell
open, briefly exposing her breasts as well as the whitish blonde
triangular patch of hair between her toned thighs before she
recovered from her shock and pulled it tightly around her.

“Jesus Bart, why the hell did you open the
fucking door all the way?” she demanded.

“There’s a whole room and you’re standing
right behind me,” he snapped back, then gave Logan a sheepish grin.
“Looks like you got a little eyeful to go along with your tip.”

He went to close the door, but Megan snapped,
“Logan, get in here!”

“You know this kid?” Bart asked while
stepping aside to let him in.

Still in shock, Logan remained still other
than his eyes which darted back and forth, taking in the small
spotlights set up around the bed along with a camera on a tripod
pointing at the foot of it, and one mounted to the top of the
headboard.

Another stand featured a long pole that ended
with a microphone dangling from it several feet above the bed. The
covers were off the bed, the sheets rumpled, and his eyes lingered
on a large wet stain in the middle of it.

“Logan,” Megan had managed to tie the robe
and beckoned him with her finger. “Please don’t leave, we need to
talk.”

“I…damn.” Logan swallowed hard, but stepped
into the room, his eyes now focused on her face.

She was flushed, and not just from
embarrassment, but the heat from the lights. Her lipstick smeared
around her mouth and her sweaty cheeks streaked with mascara.

Her hair wasn’t just a mess, but some of her
curls were sticking to her face while the rest appeared damp from
sweat. It was the freshly fucked look he was familiar with from her
messages after her Club Morgan shoots, except…

This wasn’t on video, but here and now. He’d
already known who she was but catching her in the act and knowing
it was her who’d been yelping and moaning when he’d walked by
before was a lot different, from just ‘knowing.’

Megan had just finished a shoot and still
bore all the signs of it. The kid who’d walked past him had been
fucking her and left her the hot mess in front of him.

“Shit, I sense drama.” Bart whistled. “I’ll
go get us something cold to drink from the vending machine, Meg.
Give you guys a few minutes.”

Logan heard the door click shut behind him,
and realizing he still had the towels in his hand, offered them to
Megan as he walked over to where she stood by the bed.

“Uh, here.”

“Forget the damn towels,” Megan grabbed them
and tossed them onto the bed. “Logan, listen, I…this…” she looked
as rattled as he did. “Its not what it…” her shoulders slumped.
“Oh, fuck me.”

Someone just had and not more than a few
minutes ago, and Logan couldn’t get that thought out of his mind.
She was probably still wet and sticky between her legs and he found
himself wondering where her most recent lover had finished.

He also couldn’t get that brief flash of
seeing her tits and the Y between her thighs out of his head
either, but when she slowly sank down on the bed on the bed, a look
of fear on her face and whispered, “Please don’t tell Kris.” It
snapped him out of it.

“Of course not!” he exclaimed. “I’d never do
that.”

“You…you mean it?” she asked, looking up at
him with a demure expression face that seemed out of place on her.
“You won’t?”

“I haven’t yet.”

“Huh?” she blinked in surprise. “What do
you…?”

“You’re Morgan Cox.” And in the freshly
fucked flesh! To his astonishment he felt his cock beginning to
swell as he continued to rake his eyes up and down her body, taking
in everything from her bare feet and black painted toes to her
messy face and tousled hair.

“Oh my god,” she put her head in her hands.
“H…how did you know?”

“Uh, well, I’m on Milf Mania and found your
videos a few weeks ago. You’re my favorite porn star! I’ve watched
all your movies, and more than once. You’re so fucking hot!”

“My son’s best friend is my biggest fan,” she
sighed. “Lucky me.”

“Sorry I sound like an idiot. But soon as I
met you, I wondered, then you saying you were from the south
and….I….uh….followed you two weeks ago.”

“You…what?” Megan’s tone changed in a flash.
“You followed me? That’s not a fan, that’s stalking!”

“Yeah, I’m sorry!” Shit, now she was mad,
he’d.... He’d what? Blown it? Blown what? What did he think was
going to happen other than her being embarrassed and afraid he’d
say something to someone.

“You should be,” she then waved her hand.
“No, I’m the one who made this mess. Living this lie and thinking
I’d keep getting away with it.”

“Megan, I promise I won’t say anything. I’d
never want to hurt Kris, seriously. I can’t imagine how bad it
would be to find out your mother…”

“Is a porn star,” she finished. “I can’t
imagine what you think of me.”

“I think its hot.” Logan gushed. “I mean
except for you being worried about Kris. But I…” he stopped when
his phone pinged.

It was a text from Jane.

“Hey, where are you? I need room 21
cleaned, someone is checking in at three.”

“I have to get back to work.”

“I know they say Rhode Island is a small
state, but this is insane. The one kid who recognizes me not only
happens to be my son’s friend but works at a motel I’ve shot videos
in. You can’t make this up.”

“Like I said, its our secret. But I do have
to get back to work.”

“Okay, and thank you for being good about
this, Logan. You are a good friend to my son because some kids your
age would be blasting this all over the net. Kris would get bullied
to the point he’d quit school; it would be awful and all my
fault.”

“Well, that’s not going to happen.” Logan
assured her, and taking a chance put his hand on her shoulder. “You
ran into the one kid that recognizes you, but I’m also the one
who’d never want to cause you or Kris any trouble.”

“Thank you, it means a lot,” she briefly put
her hand over his, and that simple gesture sent a thrill through
him. “I know you have to get back to your job, but I’d like to get
together with you, Tomorrow if you’re free.”

“Why? I said we’re cool.”

“Maybe I feel like I owe you something. I’m
sure you have a lot of questions about why I do this seeing we just
proved how risky it is.”

“I do,” he nodded. Hell, he’d sit there and
let her talk about the stock market if it kept him close to her.
Loser, he reprimanded himself in his head, ‘close to her’, man his
crush had turned him into a first class schmuck. “Like what
happened to the real estate job.”

“Wow,” she released a long breath. “Back to
stalking again.”

“Sorry, I’ll be going.”

“How about we meet here tomorrow? I’ll book
the room again.”

“Uh, we can talk at your house or grab coffee
or something.”

“It would look funny if you were at the house
without Kris around and same for us to be seen together.”

“I guess.” His phone pinged again, and he
backed toward the door. “But you don’t have to pay for the room. We
can figure out somewhere else.”

“Here tomorrow. Tell me what time you’re
around.” She gave him a wry smile. “Seeing you’re such a big fan,
you can consider it an interview with your favorite adult film
star, you get the story behind the sex.”

Damn, how could he resist that?

“I have classes until one but then I’m
free.”

“Okay, one thirty then.” She rose and
surprised him with a quick hug. “Thank you again, Logan.”

“Hey, it’s no big deal.”

“Bigger deal than you can imagine.” She
remained with her arms around his shoulders as he excitedly rested
his hands on her hips. Logan felt the pressure of her breasts
pressing into him through the thin robe and once again, despite the
awkwardness of the situation, he felt his cock responding. His
excitement increased when she placed her lips close to his ear and
purred in her smoky southern drawl.

“You’re such a good boy.”

 


 



Chapter Eight

 


 


Logan sat in the back parking lot of the
motel and looked at the time. It was 1:20, and he doubted it would
matter if he was a few minutes early. Yet he remained where he was
as he had since getting there at 12:45 because class let out
early.

For some reason he was nervous about meeting
with Megan. He had no idea why, if anything, he was the one that
could cause a problem for her, not the other way around. But
thinking more about it, it was more like butterflies from knowing
he was going to be alone with her.

He’d been uncomfortable around her at her
house to the point he avoided it, and yesterday he’d been a
stammering mess for most of the few minutes he’d spent with
her.

Then again, she wouldn’t be in a minimal robe
and fresh off a sexual encounter and still surrounded by lights and
cameras. It was the closest he’d ever be to a porn set and him
being there had upset her.

But she hadn’t been so rattled that she
hadn’t uploaded the scene. Logan had gotten the notification at 8pm
that a new Club Morgan video had dropped and was shocked that after
her being so fearful of being caught, she’d posted the video
anyway.

Of course, he had to watch it, and despite
the fact he’d already gotten off as soon as he came home to the
image burned into his mind of Megan, real and in person,
unintentionally flashing him her tits and body, he was hard before
he’d even gotten to the site to bring it up.

“Sweet Revenge” was the title, the plot of
which featured Megan as a married woman who was told by her young
neighbor her husband was cheating on her and showed her pictures of
him at a bar kissing the other woman.

As a reward for his good deed, and payback to
her husband she gave him a long world class blow job that was epic
even by her standards while having him hold the camera, recording
it to send to her husband.

It ended in a messy facial she left there
while he went down on her then fucked her in several positions
before shooting deep inside her to insult her husband by letting
the young man “fill her cunt with another man’s cum.”

His first thought after his mind had cleared
from blowing his own load was she might have been sitting there
with cum still inside her or oozing out when he’d walked in on
her.

Logan was surprised at how it not only didn’t
bother him how many men Megan had been with, but it turned him on
to the point he’d happily be next, even if it wasn’t long after the
last one.

Hell, it wasn’t like he fantasized about her
as a girlfriend, but what she was, a porn star who would be the
fuck of a lifetime. Now he was going to go talk to her with yet
another hot scene in his head.

He still wasn’t sure why she wanted to talk
unless she still wasn’t sure he was going to keep quiet about this,
but even then why here? He didn’t think it would be that out of
place if someone saw them getting a coffee at Starbucks, they knew
each other and not like it was a damn candlelit dinner.

His alarm went off, signaling it was 1:28. He
took a breath, and exited the car. He went in through the side
entrance near the pool, so he didn’t have to go past the desk and
Jane wonder what he was doing there.

Logan made it down to the room while
repeating the same words over and over in his mind. “Think
before you say anything, be cool, don’t be an idiot, don’t act like
a drooling dog, be cool…”

He knocked and wondered how she’d look. He
didn’t think he’d get boring Megan Mom mode, maybe something a
little more casual, a middle ground between prig and porn star.

The door opened and so did his mouth when he
caught sight of her.

“Hmm, there you are, sugar, I was startin’ to
think you were going to stand me up.”

She stepped back. “Gonna come on in, or stand
there gawking?”

So much for being cool and not an idiot, the
door had been open for ten seconds and he was frozen like a deer in
headlights. Not only had she greeted him with her Morgan Cox
southern accent, but goddamn did she look good.

Megan wore a crimson dress with a pattern of
black roses across the top that fit snugly enough to not only hug
every curve, but show off the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra as he
could see the outline of the hoops pierced through her nipples.

The thin straps left her arms as well as most
of the smooth skin of her shoulders bare, and the hem just reached
her mid-thigh showing off a lot of long shapely leg. Those legs
ended in a pair of red sandals with black straps that bucked around
her ankles, exposing her toes which like her fingers, were painted
red with black tips.

As much as the dress flattered her amazing
body, Logan was just as captivated by the rest of her. A red choker
with a black heart clasp encircled her neck and she wore her long
wavy platinum blonde hair down.

Unlike yesterday, her make up was flawless,
her lips coated in the same deep red as the dress, pink blush
accentuating her already perfect cheekbones, and ice blue eyes
framed by her gorgeous black lashed and light pink eye shadow.

“Megan, you….wow,” he released a sharp
breath. “You look beautiful.”

So much for being cool, not even in the room
yet and he sounded like a smitten kid. Then again, wasn’t that what
he was? At least to her.

“Thank you,” she flashed him a big smile.
“I’m used to hot and sexy and fuckable, but I don’t usually get a
nice compliment. Come on in, honey.”

She turned and walked further into the room
and the sight of the toned backs of her long legs and sway of her
hips, the way the dress clung to her perfect ass and her long hair
flowing down her back, gave him enough incentive to unlock his legs
and closing the door behind him, followed her.

He’d taken three steps before stopping again,
this time due to the room itself. It was once again set up as it
had been yesterday. The camera on a tripod by the window facing the
side of the bed, and the one clamped to the headboard. Like
yesterday, a stand by the bed held a boom mic which dangled over
the bed.

This time there was a third one facing the
foot of the bed. The spotlights were also there, but seemed dimmer
than yesterday, giving the room a warmer, more natural glow than
the flat out bright white of yesterday.

“Are you doing another shoot today?”

“I am,” she sat down on the foot of the bed.
“Going to pay for the room for another day, why not make use of
it?”

“I guess,” he frowned. “What time?”

“When I decide its time, I’ll let my co-star
know, now come sit” she patted the bed. “You’ve seen way too much
of me to act so shy and nervous.”

“Its different in person,” he admitted but
came over and sat next to her.

“Better no?” She turned on the bed to face
him. “That’s why I decided to be Morgan for you today, give my fan
what he wanted.”

“I don’t understand,” Logan struggled to keep
his eyes on her face. Even though she dressed up, or more
accurately down, for him, he wasn’t sure he should be blatantly
staring.

“What don’t you understand?”

“Any of it. You preach about this being bad
to Kris, you dress like a prude, don’t even want him making jokes
about sex, but then you become a porn star.”

“That’s the thing, honey,” Megan sighed. “I’m
not a frumpy mom who turned to porn out of desperation; it’s the
other way around. I’m a porn star that turned into a mom,” her lips
curled into a sly smile. “But even then, I was far from
boring.”

“Before?” Logan lost the battle, his eyes
dipping down to stare at the inner curve of her breasts visible in
the plunging neckline of the dress.

Whether she saw it or not, or cared or not,
he dropped his gaze only to be confronted with a lot of long bare
leg and black tipped toes in the fuck me sandals. She’d seemed
ashamed he’d caught her yesterday, why was she flaunting who she
was now?

“I know, sugar, its confusing,” God, even
though she wasn’t talking dirty, that accent was affecting him as
strongly as how good she looked. “That’s why I’m going to give you
the story, you can think of it as your own personal interview with
a slutty milf.”

“I don’t think you’re slutty,” he insisted.
“You make money with sex, and I don’t see that being wrong, but you
were so scared yesterday about Kris finding out, that’s why I don’t
get why you do it.”

“It’s a means to an end, honey, as in I use
my end to have the means. There is a little more than that. For
now, you want to hear how I got here?”

“Sure, but what about your shoot? Where’s
Bart?”

“Why are you so worried? You don’t want to
spend time with me?” She pushed her lips into a pout. “I thought I
was your favorite girl?”

“Of course I do,” He wished it could be more
than talking, but now that he was here with her ‘for real’, could
he do that to Kris? Fantasy meeting reality wasn’t as easy as he’d
imagined it.

Because he’d imagined it as being the boy in
one of her movies, just simple sex, not this was his best friend’s
mother, and the awkward drama of yesterday which was the only
reason he had this time with her.

“Then relax, sweetie, we have as long as we
need.” She put her hand on his arm, and he couldn’t help noticing
how good those red nails and long slender fingers looked on his
body. Imagine how much better they’d be around his cock.

“Okay, I guess its better if you just take
the lead then.”

“I usually do,” she laughed softly. “And no
one seems to mind.”

“They’d be crazy if they did.”

“Hmm, I like these little comments, Logan,”
she purred. “Love knowing my son’s best friend thinks so high of
how I go down.”

“You are good at it,” he laughed nervously.
Christ, was she flirting with him? No, just playing up the part of
who he now knew she was. “Best actually.”

“From what you’ve seen, I bet I am,” she
nodded. “And from what you’ve gotten from the girls your age? I
know I am.”

She slowly ran her tongue over her lips, and
he thought his now rapidly swelling cock was going to pop in his
pants.

“I have to say, its fun to be able to act
like me somewhere besides on a set,” she spoke into his lust
induced silence. “Reminds me of all the good times I had with my
husband.”

“He was a lucky man.”

“Who says I’m just talking about him?” she
grinned at the stunned look on his face. “He was a good man who
liked to share his not so good wife and partake in a few bad wives
himself.”

“Huh?”

“I’ll just start from the beginning. I told
you I was born in the rural south and ended up in Florida when I
was sixteen. That’s true except I said I moved with my family.
Truth was I ran away from a toxic home with two drunks for parents
to live with an older cousin.”

“She was no role model. An exotic dancer who
also had some bad habits but did what she could to look out for me.
Problem was she made a killing dancing, but snorted most of it, and
money was why she allowed me to stay, she wanted me to help her
out.

“I quit school and worked a few crappy jobs
before she was busted, and I was home and they found out I was a
minor. I went into a group home while they tried to find my
parents, which wasn’t easy as I wasn’t helping them.

“I ran from there and I’ll spare you the
details, but let’s say I was offered money for sex when someone
mistook me wandering the street as being what I did for work. I’d
already been a bit promiscuous with guys, including some older
ones, so figured why not?

“The guy was in his fifties and had money. He
was looking for a sugar baby and I had plenty of sugar to spare.
Lived in a small apartment he paid for where he’d visit me a few
times a week and spend a night here and there. He was a dirty old
man, but decent to me and I had a pretty easy life.

“Then his wife found out and I was back out
on my own. I’d been smart enough to save some of the money he gave
me and got another place but needed a job. Now I’m nineteen and my
cousin who was back out after a few months in the can got me a job
as a dancer.

“I was making great money, and I didn’t have
any bad habits. I worked one of those places where for a fee the
guys could have sex with us in the back. Club got a hundred and we
got whatever we charged over that.

“One guy hooked up with me three different
times and the last time told me he worked for an adult film studio,
and he said between my looks and how wild and into it I got,
especially with guys I didn’t even know, I’d be perfect.”

She paused and pointed to the camera in front
of them.

“I need to stop for a second and just tell
you the reason I was so into the sex in the back rooms was I
discovered that guys watching me, throwing money at me got me so
wet I’d be able to show off the wet sticky spots in the middle of
my thong when I spread on stage for them.

“The fact men were paying to see me, then
being offered money for sex because they had to have me was, no, it
still is a huge turn on. I was as ready to fuck as the Johns in the
back were and I got a reputation for being the best piece of ass in
the place. Other girls went through the motions, and I was all in
on them being all in me.

“Whoa,” Logan put his hand up. “You mean
you’ve been in porn for that long? I’ve never seen any videos older
than three years.”

“No, not since then, but this isn’t this
cowgirl’s first rodeo, darlin’.” Megan laughed. “Back then I went
by the name of Meg Ann and went back to my southern speech to play
slutty southern sex pot. I did well, even winning hottest new comer
in 2001. I can’t even tell you how many movies, because back then
things were mostly full movies, in the time I was active.”

Note to self, Logan thought, go home and look
up Meg Ann.

“Back then I was doing a lot of work for
Vivid Video, and they ran a contest for that years adult video
awards to win dinner with an adult star. I was one of the three
girls involved in the promotion and the winner who picked me was
Donald.

“When we met that night he was in his late
thirties, so eighteen years older than me, and as enthralled with
me as you are now. Now, the dinner was just that, there was a
disclaimer that this was not about sex, just time and all that.

“But I expected two hours of sex talk. Asking
me how I got into it, what I liked, all that, but I was surprised
when Donald just wanted to talk about me. Where I was from, how I
got where I was. What did I like to do when not on the set, he
seemed interested in me, not my alter ego.”

“Turned out he happened to be in Vegas for a
conference for brokerage firms and attended the AVN and when he saw
I was part of the contest bought a few tickets, but he was
originally from Miami.

“When dinner was over, I asked him if he’d be
interested in grabbing a drink with me the next night and he was,
and again we spoke for hours. I was ready to go back to his room,
but he made this comment about not wanting to be like the other
guys and proving he liked me for me.

“We met up back in Florida and that led to
not just hooking up, but dating. I was blown away he knew who I
was, what I did, and was fine with it. I knew of other stars who
had boyfriends and even husbands who supported their career but
still found it hard to believe.

“Turns out, Donald was a big time voyeur.
Here I was getting off on showing off and him getting off on
watching his girlfriend getting it hardcore and in front of a
camera for all to see.

“We got married six months later and I stayed
in the industry for another year until one of his best clients
started talking porn with him while out for dinner and how
disgusting it was. The guy was a multimillion dollar account and
Donnie was afraid my job could cost him his.

“He asked if I’d consider quitting, and
because I loved him, I did. I was worried I’d be bored and
unsatisfied just being with him, but that’s when Donnie dropped a
bomb on me. Seems his first wife was a hot wife and a swinger, and
they would go to couple swaps all the time.

I asked why he never mentioned it before and
he said what more could he ask for when your wife is a porn star?
So, we started going to the meet ups and he’d watch me with another
man, and I’d watch him with the wife, after all, fair is fair.”

She shook her head with a smile.

“Sometimes Donnie would even tell them who I
was, and they were fucking a porn star. That even got a couple of
the women into wanting a taste.”

“You like women too?” Logan asked. Could she
be even hotter?

“It can be fun. I liked going down on that
little Minx in the mom’s teach sex shoot I did a few months ago,
but they mostly have me locked into the cougar cub shoots.” She
sighed wistfully. “Tell you what, Kris’s girl Mindy looks like
she’d be a sweet treat, but real life moms just can’t get away with
that.”

“Jesus.” Logan whistled.

“Doubt he’d approve either. Where were we?
Oh, well after a couple years Donnie asked about kids. I wasn’t
really sure, but he being older he didn’t want to wait much longer,
guess his first wife couldn’t have kids. I decided that I wanted to
show my shit mother I could be better than her and I had Kris.”

“That cut down on our games for about a year
or so. We both had this idea that now that I was a mom, maybe I
shouldn’t be getting passed around like a cold at couple
orgies.”

“Orgies?”

“Oh, right. They weren’t always direct swaps,
sometimes it would be a room full of people, usually more guys than
women, and it would just be a free for all of anyone fucking
whoever they wanted. Got spit roasted a few times during those,
even had an airtight gangbang in one of them.”

“Wow!”

“Add the wow factor of your husband filming
it while two guy’s wives were on their knees sharing his cock. Good
times, Logan, good times.”

“I think I’m in love.” He joked.

“No, you just want to get your dick in my
holes. Anyway…”

She said it so casually, but then again it
seemed like she’d been letting any interested guy do it her entire
life. He had the insane thought of wondering if he’d have a chance,
but none of those other guys were her son’s best friend.

“We went back to swinging a couple times a
month. We’d leave Kris with my in-laws who were amazing people,
never cared I was younger, never accused me of gold digging. Of
course, they didn’t know my past or their son’s craving to watch me
get fucked while fucking other women, but hey, have to have some
secrets.”

“We did this up until Donnie became ill, and
when he passed, I went into the version of Megan you met. I had
gotten my GED years ago and pursued a real estate license to have a
job because I didn’t want to just stay home every day.”

“At first the money was extra, but three
years before he passed the owner of his firm was arrested for
embezzling and bilking people out of millions. Firm was sued and
closed, and Donnie ended up taking a job that paid much less.

“After he passed away, I had a ton of bills,
and got hit with the bad news that his life insurance policy had
been cancelled because it was through the other firm. We were
supposedly notified, but I couldn’t find anything.

“I had to sell the house to get out of debt
and still have some money to keep Kris in school. Now my livelihood
depended on real estate, and I was barely making ends meet.
Donnie’s mom had passed four years before him and his father had
health issues of his own and couldn’t help.”

“I know you left that job, but does porn
really pay more?”

“That reminds me, how do you know I left my
job?” Her eyes narrowed.

“Oh, I…well I asked Kris where you worked,
and looked up your name. No closings in over two years.”

“Guess I’m lucky you’re a cool stalker; wrong
person was that interested in me I’d be in trouble.”

“Like you said, what are the odds for all
this?” He tried to cover up for what he knew had been behavior that
he called obsessive but crossed the line into creepy.

“Like I said, lucky me. But getting back to
the job. The commissions were generally several thousand, but the
downside is its very competitive. This was the first time I really
needed the money and was working a lot harder but not much more to
show for it.

“I had one on the hook, or I hoped. He wanted
to come see the house a second time and if I could get him to bite,
it would be six thousand on a house that expensive. He shows up and
I admit I dressed to impress more than I usually would.

“I went simple, but sexy, nice little
flowered sundress with a black open blouse, but was showing some
tit and more than a little leg. Made up to the nines, looking like
I was on the set of a damn shoot, but I had to have this.”

“His eyes were in all the right places, and
he seemed as into the house as he was checking out my tits and ass.
He wanted me to come down a little more on the price and I’d
already reached the minimum the buyer would take.

“He was a bit older than me, but good looking
and in damn good shape. I hadn’t had sex since a year before Donnie
passed because he couldn’t and even when he told me to go play and
relieve some stress, I wouldn’t. I may have been a slut my entire
life, but I was a loyal one, if he couldn’t play, then I
wouldn’t.”

“There I am, desperate for the closing and
seeing he was obviously liking what he saw, went back to what I’d
done before I’d met Donnie, I used the one thing I’d always been
good at. The fact I was horny and needed it didn’t hurt.

“I told him if he signed, I’d give him
anything he wanted after. He insisted on a down payment on his
payment, so I dropped to my knees and went down in him right there.
I was going to suck him off, but he pushed me back on the floor,
shoved my dress up moved my thong and ate my cunt right there on
the hardwood floor.

“He fucked me so hard doggie I skinned my
knees and right when he was spraying his load all over my face and
tits in walks my boss who’d mentioned he might come buy to help me
out and I forgot to lock the door.

“There I am, on my knees, tits popped out of
my dress, skirt over my hips and cum all over my face with his cock
out of his slacks and still stroking it. I lost my job and the
commission even when the client said if I didn’t at least get the
money he wouldn’t close.

“I had no idea what to do and my boss put in
for me to lose my license, It was suspended for six months, and I
had nothing to fall back on that would pay me much except…

She gestured to the camera once more.

“I contacted Vivid and told them who I was.
No one was left from back then, but the woman I spoke with looked
up my name and told me to come in for a casting. I did well because
it wasn’t just sex, but on camera and I put on show that landed me
on the payroll and now in my early forties they knew I’d hit it big
in the Milf Market. Worked for them for a few months, then got a
better offer from Milf Mania and here we are.”

“You fly down to Tampa to shoot, and Kris
thinks you’re working.”

“I am working, just selling my body and not
houses. But it works for me. I’ve become such a big draw they pay
my airfare, and I stay with one of the other stars.”

“That’s a hell of a story,” Logan nodded.
“But I’m kind of lost. You were so worried yesterday, but you still
put that movie right up there.”

“I can see why you would be. Couple reasons,
I guess. I spent the money on the room, Bart, and I pay the kids
two hundred.”

“They get paid for this?” He exclaimed. “They
get to fuck the hottest woman out there and they get money?”

“It’s the law, sugar. If I’m going to make
money from this, then they have to at least get paid for the
shoot.”

“Lucky bastards.”

“But money was part of the reason I did it.
Get my money back, make a profit.”

“I get it, if I said something it would be
your last one.”

“Says who?”

“Wait, if I told Kris, or if someone else
finds out what you do, you’d still do it?”

Megan paused; her lips pursed in thought
before responding softly. “Yes.”

“But Kris…”

“It would be hard for him. He’d be hurt by
not just what I do, but living a lie. He’d endure teasing and
bullying in school and my heart would break over that, but, its all
I know that makes me a good living.”

“You own that house; you don’t need a lot of
money.”

“Kris has school for another six semesters
and excuse me if I’d like to live a decent life and not live week
to week at a crap job. But there’s more to it than that. I think
you missed something when I told you everything just now.”

“What’s that?”

“My entire adult life has been about sex and
exhibitionism. Stripping, fucking the guys there. Porn, then years
of fucking other men for my husband’s pleasure as much as my own.
Now back to porn. Whether I needed money or was playing sex games
within my marriage, sex has been part of my life, you know
why?”

“You like it?”

“Honey, I fucking love it!” Megan squared her
shoulders and lifted her chin defiantly. “Love fucking with people
watching. I love knowing how many men watch me with their cocks in
their hands. I love having strangers’ cocks in my holes. I live to
fuck, Logan.

“I might be seen as a whore by some, but I’m
a proud one, and if Kris finds out? One way to look at it is even
if I quit on the spot the damage is done. I could quit now and a
year from now someone sees one of my vids, recognizes me and goes
to him. So, if I’m to be damned at some point I may as well enjoy
the ride and do it on my terms.”

“Your life,” Logan replied. “But your safe
with me. I’ll never tell.”

“I do appreciate that, like I said, I owe
you.”

“I got to hear the super-secret origin of
Morgan Cox,” he joked. “Its like a porn superhero story.”

“You think that’s all I’m going to do to
thank you? Tell you how I got to be the top notch milf cum dumpster
you and so many others jack off too?”

“Uh, wow, you talk nasty about yourself,” and
it was a hell of a turn on, but he was still trying to sound like
he was more mature than getting excited every time she said
something dirty.

“Because I take pride in it,” she tapped her
chin. “Back to what I was saying. I think there’s a much better way
I could say thank you.”

“Like what?”

“Like,” she slid closer to him and whispered
in his ear.

“How would you like to be filmed fucking
me?”

 



Chapter Nine

 


 


“What?” Logan exclaimed, drawing back from
her. “Are you crazy?”

“Not the reaction I was hoping for,” Megan
frowned, but then relaxed, her lips shifting back into a sultry
smile. “Come on sugar, you tell me how much you love my videos, and
you don’t want to be my next good boy?”

“I…you’re fucking with me.”

“That’s the plan.” She slipped off the bed to
stand in front of him. “Fuck, suck, let you take me around the
world. Be your own personal porn star.”

“But…” Holy shit, what if she were serious?
The story she told him pointed to the fact she’d spent a lifetime
fucking anyone she wanted, even when married, so why wouldn’t she
sleep with him as some type of ‘reward’

“But?” She raised her platinum eyebrows. “You
going to pretend you don’t want to?”

“I…what about Kris?”

Megan laughed and made a slow turn pretending
to look around the room.

“I don’t see him here,” she walked over to
the camera by the foot of the bed and turning it on, looked through
the lens. “I know I’m not going to tell him.”

She went over the camera by the side of the
bed and turned that one on as well while adjusting it slightly
downward.

“Are you going to tell him?”

Megan leaned over the bed and thumbed a
button on the camera on the headboard. “Most important one, really
gets that POV blow job angle all the guys love.”

“I mean what if he finds your movies and
finds me in one? You know how bad that would be?”

“Oh, I won’t be posting this, sugar.” Megan
came back to stand in front of him, her nipples, her now obviously
erect nipples level with his eyes. “This is my gift to you for
keeping my secret and being a good friend to my son. I’ll send it
to you and it’ll be our little secret.”

“Goddamn,” he breathed his cock back on the
rise as she realized this wasn’t a joke, and his one excuse for
turning her down had just been taken away from him. “You mean
it?”

“I may have been accused of many things in my
life, but being a tease isn’t one of them.” She ran her tongue over
her lips. “You ready to experience porn’s hottest milf in
action?”

“Still kind of shitty to screw your friend’s
mom.” Jesus, why couldn’t he let that go? Damn his parents for
instilling a sense of right and wrong in him.

“Shitty thing for a mother to be a porn star
and…” she gave him a tight smile. “Let me ask you something mister
this is wrong. How long have you known who I am?”

“Couple weeks.”

“So since you found out I was your friend’s
mom, you haven’t jerked off to me right?”

He looked away and she nodded.

“Okay, now stop with the do the right thing
shit, and do me.” Megan gripped his shirt and tugged on it, and
with his heart pounding and his cock throbbing he rose from the
bed.

“Tell you something else to sweeten the pot
of getting into my honey pot,” her voice dipped lower now becoming
the full Morgan Cox smoky rasp. “This is a gift for me too, this
will be the first time I’ve fucked just for fun in a long
time.”

“Thought you loved your work,” he replied as
she ran her nails along his forearms, sending a shiver through
him.

“I do, but that’s what I get paid for. This
is a special treat for my biggest fan,” she slid her arms around
his neck.

In the heels she was close enough to his
height to look him in the eye.

“Last fan I met and fucked married me, so I’d
like to think I’m worth it.”

“You…”

“Besides, this way I get to play a little
more. Know what I like to do that I never get to do in these Milf
slut roles?”

“What’s that?” Their faces were only inches
apart and when his hands rested on her hips he could feel them
tremble in excitement.

“I love to kiss. Would you like to kiss me,
Logan?”

His reply turned into a startled grunt when
she didn’t wait for his answer and pressed her lips to his. For a
split second he didn’t respond, but when she continued to work her
full soft lips along his he released a low groan and kissed her
back.

“Hmm!” Megan purred as she responded by
kissing him harder.

Logan had attempted to resist the temptation
of making his lust filled fantasies a reality for as long as he
could, which turned out to be an entire minute. Now with Megan’s
arms around him and her lips caressing his, any feeling of guilt or
concern over doing the wrong thing quickly fell away.

He slipped his arms around her waist and
crushed her to him. Megan released a soft sigh as she felt him
surrendering to her and followed it by plunging her tongue between
his lips.

Logan eagerly accepted it, and slipped his
over hers as their mouths parted wider, their lips seeking to
devour one another. His hands ran up her back and into her long
soft hair as she pressed harder into him.

He felt her soft breasts against his chest,
the hoops poking through their clothes, and her hips ground into
his. Megan’s fingers slid through his hair then down his shoulders
and arms, squeezing his biceps as she breathed heavily into his
mouth.

Logan worked his hands down her back and over
her hips and she whimpered deep in her throat when his hands cupped
her cheeks and gave them a hard squeeze. God, her ass was firm, and
he aggressively shoved his tongue deep into her mouth as he took
control of the kiss.

Megan’s hands slid under his shirt and rubbed
his flat hard stomach and chest, her nails sliding teasingly along
his flesh, giving him goosebumps and causing his hips to move,
pushing his aching cock into her stomach.

She eased her lips from his and let her head
fall back and taking her not so subtle hint, Logan nuzzled his face
into her hair and kissed her neck.

“Ohh, that feel sooo good,” Megan cooed as
his lips traced the delicate curve of her neck, kiss and gently
sucking on her soft flesh. “Us porn sluts do get neglected when it
comes to actual affection.”

He gasped as he worked his lips across her
soft throat and she gave his nipples a sudden pinch. She then
rolled them gently between her fingers and he was surprised at how
good it felt.

Growing bolder, he caught the end of her hair
in his right hand and tugged it back, causing her to moan and
giving him room to kiss the smooth and now flushed upper chest.

His other hand remained on her ass sliding
down and gathering the hem of her dress. He pulled it up, then
grabbed her now bare right cheek and she purred above him, her
fingers running through his hair as he fondled her firm flesh.

Logan moaned into her chest just from the
sheer pleasure of having his hands and lips on her. She had barely
touched him and he was already so hard his balls ached. This was
Morgan Cox in his arms!

Her flesh he was kissing, her ass in his
hand, and he could only imagine what it was going to be like when
she switched gears and went wild on him. Not just the hottest milf
in porn, but a porn star back when she was his age and a lifetime
of wild sex with more men than she could possibly remember.

Again, he was surprised he not only didn’t
find it a put off with how many cocks she’d had, but turned by how
experienced she was, how much she loved to fuck, and the fact he
was next in line to have the pleasure of her pleasuring him.

That moment was drawing closer as her hands
went to the bottom of his shirt and tugged it upwards, he leaned
back, raising his arms and allowing her to pull it over his
head.

Before he was able to toss it away, her lips
were already fastened to his left nipple and a shudder went through
him as she first sucked, then slowly teased her soft wet tongue
around it.

Her hands roamed up and down his stomach and
chest as her long hair pleasantly tickled him while she slid her
lips to his other nipple. He looked down to watch Megan tongue his
swollen flesh when he saw her eyes shift to the side.

His gaze followed hers and he saw the camera
a few feet away, the green light telling him it was on and
filming.

“Don’t worry about that,” she whispered while
sliding her lips further down his chest. “Show’s right here,
sugar.”

“Worry?” he put his hand in her hair and
smiled. “I think it hot as fuck.”

“Oh, honey, this is going to be fun.” She
giggled then grabbing his face in her hands kissed him again, this
time even more forcefully than before.

Her tongue drove hard into his mouth and when
he returned the favor, she caught it between her lips and sucked on
it. Megan’s hands slid between them, and he released a sharp gasp
followed by a soft groan in his throat when she grabbed his cock
through his jeans, then rubbed her hand along the length of his
erection.

“Hmm, all this for me, baby?” she spoke
louder than she needed to catch the mic over the bed.

“Every inch,” he responded then groaned when
she squeezed his cock harder while whispering “Louder”

“Every fucking inch,” he not only raised his
voice, but added the extra word and the enthusiasm behind the
statement wasn’t for show, that was for damn sure.

“Then let’s see how many inches we’re
talking?” she flicked her tongue over his lips and his breath
caught when she unsnapped his jeans and pulled his zipper down.

Her fingers dripped into his boxers and his
moan was captured in her mouth when she once again pressed her lips
over his. She wrapped her long fingers around his shaft, lightly
stroking him and causing his hands to grip her hips tightly as his
rocked into her loose grip.

“That’s a big fucking cock,” she told him.
“What do you think I should do with it?”

Now completely caught up in this seemingly
unreal, but feeling very real, encounter, he didn’t hesitate to
utter the words he’d thought about since he’d first seen one of her
movies.

“Morgan, I want you to get on your knees and
suck my cock.”

“Oh,” Megan blinked in surprise. “Sugar, you
are into this, aren’t you?”

“I’ve been wanting to be into you since the
first time I saw you,” he gave her a wink and repeated the line
she’d used on him. “I think I’ve seen too much of you to be
shy.”

“You going to make your best friend’s mother
suck your cock? Treat her like the lying whore she is?” she pushed
her lips into a pout and it was his turn to be surprised.

“No, I…” he stopped she kissed him once more
and stroked his cock more firmly

“Go along with it.” She breathed. “Let’s have
fun.”

“Yeah,” he nodded when she removed her lips
and looked at him expectantly. “You suck every other guys’ cock,
why not suck mine?”

“Very good,” she uttered so softly he could
barely hear her, then grabbing his jeans shoved them and his boxers
down, causing his cock to spring free.

She then shoved him in the chest and caught
by surprise, and with his pants now down to his knees, he staggered
back. His legs hit the bed and he fell into a sitting position.

“Then why don’t you get naked and get
comfortable, baby?” Megan slipped her fingers into the straps of
the dress and eased them down her shoulders. “Let this bad slut
treat you how she treats all her good boys.”

Logan pushed his sneakers off with his feet,
then leaned over, removing his socks, but keeping his eyes on
Megan. She slipped her arms from the straps, then grabbing the top
of the dress, pulled it down to expose her breasts to just above
her nipples.

“Wanna see them?” she asked. “After all, I’ve
shown everyone else, right?”

Logan was going to try to come back with
something as she seemed to want him to play that part, but when she
pulled the dress down to expose her tits all that came out was.

“Oh, my god.” In a breathy whisper.

Not that he hadn’t seen them countless times
on video, and for a brief flash yesterday, but to see them
completely exposed and three feet away from him was a different
story.

God, they were perfect! Bigger in person than
they seemed on screen, perfectly shaped, and sitting high and proud
and this time with black barbels pierced through them.

“Better in person, no?” She read his mind as
she pushed her dress to her hips, exposing her impressively hard,
flat stomach, then cupping her breasts for him.

“Perfect,” he told her. “You’re so damn
perfect.”

“That’s why I’m a porn star sweetie,” she
laughed. “Shouldn’t you be naked by now?”

Seeing her topless had distracted him from
what he’d been doing, and he quickly shoved his jeans and underwear
down and pulled them from his feet. He was now fully naked, and in
front of three cameras, but all he could think of was Megan’s tits
and how bad he wanted them in his hands, and his mouth.

It was a familiar feeling, his desire for her
flesh created by seeing others experience it, but this time those
tits were going to be his and his cock bobbed between his muscular
thighs as she teased her thumbs over her pink flesh while swaying
her hips in a seductive tease.

Mercifully, she didn’t tease for long and as
she stepped up between his legs, he loved the way her amazing eyes
were focused on his cock. The look of lust in those eyes, and on
her gorgeous face was the same one he saw in the movies, but now he
had no doubt wasn’t an act, but her sincere desire for cock,
especially young cock.

That was enforced when she wrapped her hand
around his cock whiles shoving her tits in his face. Logan eagerly
cupped her breasts, fondling them while sucking her left nipple
into his mouth with an enthusiasm which made her cry out and shove
her tit deeper into his mouth.

He moaned as she pumped him in her fist while
gripped his hair tightly in her other hand, her nails raking his
scalp, but the slight pain sending his cock twitching in her
hand.

“Yeah!” she hissed. “That’s it, baby, suck
that tit! Show me how bad you want your favorite milf!” she moved
to the side, now pushing her right breast into his mouth.

Logan gave it a hard suck before swirling his
tongue over it, flicking the barbel as he squeezed her tits harder,
amazed at how firm her flesh was. Megan pressed the head of his
cock into her stomach, rubbing his sensitive tip in slow circles,
smearing his precum into her soft smooth skin.

“I need this dick in my mouth,” she moaned
and gave his shoulders a push

When he leaned back she gave an almost
imperceptible nod towards the other end of the bed, and realizing
what she wanted, Logan excitedly pushed himself up onto it until
his head rested on the pillow.

Remaining at the foot of the bed, Megan
pushed the dress down her thighs, showing off the front of the
black lace thong beneath it. She did a slow turn until her back was
too him and did a sexy shimmy while working the dress down her
legs.

She bent over to remove it, wiggling her
flawless ass at him, the hooked her fingers into the sides of the
thong and slowly eased it over her hips, slowly revealing her ass.
She bent over once more, and Logan licked his lips at the sight of
her pink slit winking at him from where it was framed between her
toned thighs.

Megan flipped the thong over her shoulder,
and he caught it before it hit his chest and he immediately brought
it to his face. Logan inhaled deeply, his eyes closing a sigh
escaping him as he caught a whiff of his porn crushes pussy.

Her very wet pussy as the center of the thong
was warm, sticky and when he shamelessly put his tongue to it, as
sweet as he imagined it would be. His attention left the thong to
see Megan, now naked but for the fuck me heels, her whitish blonde
pubic hair visible over her slit, slowly put on knee up on the
bed.

“You think my body looks better in person,
wait until you watch me suck that big fat cock,” Megan brought her
other knee up then slowly crawled towards him.

Logan watched as she lowered her upper body
so her nipples were caressing the sheet as her ass rose higher in
the air. Her transparent ice were locked onto his cock and her lips
already parted as she moved up between his thighs.

Megan slid down onto her stomach, her legs
bending at the knees and crossing at the ankles, showing off the
bottoms of her heels. Her hands slid along his inner thighs causing
them to tremble and he realized he was holding his breath in
anticipation.

“Say it,” she purred. “Tell me what you’ve
been dreaming of.”

“The sexiest milf in porn sucking my cock,”
he breathed, his hands sliding over her smooth shoulders and into
her hair.

“Not just that, but your friend’s mother
blowing you. Being a dirty little slut and giving head to her son’s
best friend. Bet you’re going to fuck my trashy mouth and drain
those big heavy balls down my throat.”

She lowered her head. “These balls.”

Logan groaned when her tongue swirled over
his tight swollen sac and his right hand tightened in her hair
while he used his left to brush more of it from her face.

“That’s right, you watch this cock sucking
whore do what she does best,” her eyes turned upwards to meet his
as she worked her tongue over his aching flesh, bathing his balls
with her soft wet tongue.

“Fuck,” he sighed when she sucked his left
nut into her mouth, gently working it between her lips.

Megan eased her head back, stretching his
flesh out then sucked hard, making him gasp before releasing his
ball, then sucking on the other. She opened wide and he moaned when
this time she managed to take both into her mouth.

She moved her tongue around them while
sucking before she released them and slowly ran her tongue up the
length of his shaft. Gripping his cock at the base, she ran the tip
of her tongue along the sensitive ridge beneath his tip, then
fluttered it over his head, peppering it with rapid licks.

“So hard,” she purred. “I can feel you
throbbing in my hand.” She flashed him a sultry smile over his now
oozing tip. “Hope you don’t mind if I take my time. After all, my
good boy deserves a proper show, doesn’t he?”

Her eyes flicked upwards, and he knew she was
referring to the camera on the headboard behind him. He’d done what
she’d asked, forgotten completely about being filmed as he focused
on her, but not it hit him that she was in the classic POV BJ
position he’d seen her in so many times, except it was his cock she
was going to worship.

Which is exactly what she did. For the next
few minutes, Logan lay there in absolute sexual bliss as Megan, no,
this was Morgan through and through, worked his cock like the
professional cocksucker she was.

Except she wasn’t sucking it. She used her
tongue over every inch of him, long slow licks, those hot little
flicks, and teasing circles over and around his angry purple head.
She used her soft lips as well, placing them around his shaft and
working her head side to side, sliding his aching flesh between
them.

His hips rocked and precum oozed down his tip
only to be sometimes licked, and other times noisily slurped up
between her red lips. There was a lot of red on his cock at this
point as she smeared it along his length.

Logan moaned and squirmed, his fingers tight
in her hair, as he longed for her to suck on him, but he didn’t
push. He was sure at this point she was going to deliver everything
he wanted and did his best to relax and enjoy what he already knew,
even at his young age, would be the best blow job he’d ever
receive.

But still at this point she had him squirming
and groaning as his cock and balls felt as if they were going to
explode. In addition to her skilled working of his cock and balls,
his eyes kept straying down her back.

Her sweet ass in the air, legs bent, and
those insane shoes moving as she playfully kicked her legs back and
forth, putting on the full show. In all her videos, he’d never seen
her spend so much time savoring a cock meaning she wasn’t kidding
when she said she wanted to reward him for keeping her secret.

Megan ran her tongue up the front of his
cock, and this time opened wide and took him deep into her mouth so
quickly he released a sharp gasp followed by a moan so loud he felt
like an idiot.

She giggled around his cock, her eyes once
again on his as she slowly slid her lips down the length of his
shaft until they were wrapped around his base. She held him there
effortlessly and he squirmed again from the sensation of being
completely engulfed in her warm wet mouth.

Megan worked her head up, releasing him with
a loud slurping sound. He stared at his now spit slicked shaft
glistening and bobbing in her face, and released another groan when
she gripped his tormented cock and slapped it hard onto her
tongue.

She pushed out the precum that landed on it,
sending it dripping down her chin, then turning her head, slapped
his hard dick into her soft cheek. She repeated the move on the
other side before pressing his head into her cheek and smearing his
sticky fluid into her now flushed face.

“You ready to use my mouth, baby? Ready to
give this teasing slut everything you have?”

Without waiting for an answer, she took him
back into her mouth. She bobbed her head slowly at first, moaning
softly as she worked about half his length with her soft lips, her
hot tongue pressed to his shaft.

Megan stroked him as she sucked, jerking him
into her mouth as her now louder moans were mixed with sexy sloppy
slurping sounds. Her lips and hand glided along his pulsing shaft
and unable to help himself, he thrust his hips, pushing his cock
deeper into her descending mouth.

She didn’t seem to mind, whimpering as her
eyes were now only partially open, a look of pure bliss on her face
as if sucking him was the best thing ever. It was for him, that was
for damn sure.

Megan sucked faster, her lips now working
further down his shaft. She removed her hand, now resting both on
her thighs and just using her mouth. She took him deep, releasing a
nasty choking sound that might be for show as she’d proved she
could easily handle him, but who cared, it sounded hot as fuck.

“Oh!” he exclaimed when she went into
overdrive, now sucking hard and fast, repeatedly deep throating him
and gagging and moaning each time the head of his dick hit the back
of her throat.

She stopped with him deep in her throat and
he emitted another startled sound of pleasure when her tongue slid
out and caressed his balls. Megan slurped her way back up, and when
she released him it was with a spray of precum laced spit spilling
down her chin.

She flicked her tongue over his leaking tip,
and then sucked on her sticky and lipstick smeared lower lip.

“Fuck my mouth,” she told him. “Make this
nasty cumslut take every drop she’s built up in those young
balls.”

She went back to sucking him, but this time
pounding her head down into his lap with a force that was close to
violent. Her choking sounds filled the room and her eyes were now
watering, her mascara leaving black streaks down her cheeks.

Megan grabbed his wrist and put his other
hand on her head and pushed. Taking his cue, he wrapped both fists
in her hair and using them as handles, pushed and pulled on her
head.

He pumped his hips as hard as he could, his
lust removing any worry he was being too rough as he force fed his
cock down her willing throat. Megan squealed, then reaching back,
grabbed her heels, holding them and pulling her legs further
towards him as while he fucked her mouth.

The move was sexy as fuck, and straight out
of the porn she’d made not just now, but back when she was his age.
Megan gurgled and gagged, spit and pre cum flowing from the sides
of her mouth as her best son’s best friend, her latest ‘good boy’
punished her mouth, face and throat with his cock.

Even as he drove her head down harder, part
of him thought he was getting carried away, but damned if she
weren’t handling it, and whimpering and squealing as she did.

“Glug, glug, glug!” she choked with each
thrust, her face now beet red with effort as tears flowed down her
face and drool dripped down his shaft and thighs.

“Shit, fuck,” he breathed as his balls
tightened and he knew he couldn’t hold back much longer.

“Hmm-mm!” Megan encouraged and after another
few seconds of brutally fucking her mouth, Logan couldn’t hold back
any longer.

He pushed his cock deep into her throat and
with a deep groan, his balls contracted and his cock exploded into
her mouth. Megan released a nasty gurgling sound, her eyes going
wide as he sent his thick hot load deep down her throat.

She gagged and cum streamed from the sides of
her mouth and down his shaft. He’d stopped pushing on her head in
the throes of his orgasm, but she took over, bobbing up on his
sloppy shaft and slurping his cum back into her mouth.

She slid up until just his tip was in her
mouth and rhythmically sucked on his head.

“Oh, oh,” Logan moaned as his cock pulsed
into her mouth, cum pumping out of it as she used her mouth to milk
him dry.

When he had nothing left and his body slumped
into the bed, she parted her lips, letting cum slide down over his
cock and over his balls.

“Messy,” she said, her voice raspy from his
abusing her throat. She then proceeded to lick his balls clean,
sucking and slurping it up before using her tongue to clean his
shaft.

“Holy fuck,” Logan breathed. “I…wow.” He
swore the room was spinning he’d come so hard.

“That’s how a real woman sucks, sugar.” She
rose to her knees, breathing hard, her breasts heaving as she ran
the back of her hand over her sticky lips.

“Now let me show you how we fuck.”

She swung her leg over his hips, then lifting
the other, gripped his still twitching cock and guided it to her
slit. His hips jerked as she ran his head through her slick pink
lips. He was still sensitive from just coming and groaned when she
worked his head back and forth before easing his tip into her hot
wet hole.

“Fuck!” he cried out when she suddenly let
her weight go and impaled herself on his full length.

“That’s what I’m going to do to you,” she
laughed, then bracing her hands on his chest, shifted her legs
until she was kneeling on his thighs and worked her hips.

Logan whimpered and writhed beneath her as
his head felt like a raw nerve as she rapidly bounced on his still
hard cock. His hands went to her tits, however, fondling them as he
felt his thick cock spreading her tight wet heat.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Megan yipped as her fingers
dug into his chest and she pounded her hips harder and faster,
twerking on his cock. “Still hard for me!” she cried out. “Such a
good boy!”

She leaned forward, her hands now gripping
the headboard. She rode him even harder. His hands shifted to her
hips as she worked them in all directions. Sliding back and forth,
then moving in slow teasing circles before switching to bouncing on
his lap.

Megan pushed herself away from the bed,
falling back until her hands found his knees. Holding herself up,
she slid her legs off him, so she was now bracing her heels on the
bed and working her hips.

Logan moaned as his cock was now bent away
from him and only half his length was able to penetrate her, but
the visual of watching her fuck him was insanely hot. So hot he
decided he wasn’t going to keep letting her decide how they were
going to fuck.

He sat up, causing her to yelp as he slid his
arms behind her legs and pushing over her, got his legs under him
so he was know on his knees. He drove the full length of his cock
deep inside her then proceeded to fuck her with long hard
strokes.

“Fuck yeah!” Megan howled and slipping her
arms beneath her legs once again, gripped her heels like handles
and pulled them back until her feet were over her head.

Logan got his hands on the bed and was now
fucking her hard enough to make the bed protest beneath them and
the headboard to keep striking the wall behind him.

“That’s it, baby!” Megan cried. “This his how
you fuck a woman! I’m not one of those little girls who can’t
handle it! You show this cock hungry milf how hard you can take
her!”

Logan looked down between their legs,
watching his glistening cock plunder her puffy slit, her lips
clinging to his shaft as if refusing to give his cock up, Her pink
pearl was visible beneath its hood, and he slowed his thrusts.

Was he really going to have this chance and
not geta taste? Logan slid back on his knees and with no
hesitation, buried his face between her thighs.

“Oh, honey!” Megan squealed when he plunged
his tongue into her sloppy slit not caring he’d just been fucking
her. “You’re being so good to this bad woman!”

Logan barely heard her over his own sound of
pleasure as his nose filled with the scent of Megan’s pussy. He
slurped hard, making her yelp and getting a mouthful of her
succulent juices.

He placed his hands on her thighs, his thumbs
finding the edge of her lips and spreading her wide. Logan moved
his head, keeping his tongue rigid and using it to fuck her.

“Eat it,” she hissed, her icy eyes wild with
lust. “Eat that cunt, baby! Make his mother cum in your face!”

Logan supposed he should have been
uncomfortable with any reference she made involving who she was,
but right now he’d be lying if he said it didn’t make it even
hotter, but then again, he had his tongue in Morgan Cox’s twat,
what wouldn’t be hot?

He slid his tongue up from inside her and
swirled it through the soft folds of her slick lips, savoring both
the scent and taste of her. Logan’s tongue slid over her clit and
the way she gasped, and her hips twitched sent yet another thrill
through him.

He caught her swollen flesh between his lips
and as he sucked gently on it, boldly shoved two fingers into her
wet…cunt. Pussy was for those little girls she’d talked about, real
women said cunt.

“Harder,” she moaned as he pumped them while
sucking her clit in a steady rhythm. “Put another one in there, you
just had that big dick inside me, I need more than two,” she
giggled then groaned when he introduced a third finger.

He switched to licking her clit, slowly at
first, then faster as her hips rocked and she moaned and whimpered
above him. He mixed in a few hard sucks, each one causing her cunt
to contract around his fingers which he now had knuckles deep
inside her.

“Lick it,” she implored him. “Faster, baby!
Make me cum so you can get back to stuffing my cunt with that big
hard cock!”

Her words, and his desire to do just that,
get back to fucking her, sent his tongue into overdrive. He licked
her in every direction. Up, down, side to side, and in rapid
circles. Megan, released her legs, resting her knees over his
shoulders and grabbing her tits, twisted her nipples as her young
lover slobbered all over her clit.

He pumped his fingers harder into her as he
switched to sucking her clit hard enough to cause his lips to
smack. Megan’s hips rocked faster and her whimpers grew louder and
more desperate.

“Curl your fingers,” she urged him. “Be my
good boy and find that spot! Oh!”

She gasped when he did as she asked,
contracting around him as she pushed her hips harder into his
face.

“Keep sucking,” she moaned. “Please, baby,
please keep sucking and move those fingers again!
I….I…Ohhhh….fuck!”

Megan squealed when he sucked her hard while
moving his fingers and after another loud cry exploded into orgasm.
Her legs clamped around his head, her thighs pressing along this
cheeks and her heels drummed on his back as she yelped and
yipped.

Her cunt contracted rapidly around his
fingers as she ground her hips, smearing her hot flesh into his
face. Logan continued to move his fingers inside her while keeping
his lips to her clit, loving how Megan was squirming and yipping in
pleasure.

“You are a good boy,” she moaned softly as
her legs slid from his back and her body relaxed. “I came hard,”
she smiled at him through her messy and sticky red lips. “Speaking
of hard, how about you give this naughty milf some more of that
cock?”

Logan didn’t need to be told twice. He slid
back up between her legs and entered her with one long thrust.
Megan cried out as he resumed fucking her hard and fast. She drew
her knees then slid them up so the backs of them were along his
chest, her heels over his head.

He wrapped his arms around them and leaned
back, causing her hips to rest on his thighs and his cock to
plunder her even deeper. Megan howled and kicked her feet as he
took her as hard as he could in that position.

Her eyes were wide as she yipped and yelped
and her hands remained on her perfect tits, stroking her nipples as
he fucked her.

“Come on, sugar,” she moaned in between his
thrusts. “Don’t you want to see my best side? Face down, ass
up?”

She laughed when he immediately slid his cock
from within her and eased back, giving her room to roll over.
Before she did, she sat up, lowered her head in his lap and took
him into her mouth.

“Oh, man,” he moaned as she eagerly gobbled
his now sloppy wet cock, moaning while she blew him.

She lifted her head and sighed.

“Damn my cunt tastes good on that big dick.”
Then turning on her knees fell forward on the bed, lowering her
head to it as she raised her amazing ass.

Logan grabbed her hips and she squealed when
he plunged into her. He gave her a few long teasing thrusts as his
hands slid from her hips to her ass, spreading her cheeks to allow
him an even better view of his cock plundering her pink hole.

“Don’t tease me, baby, fuck me!” she demanded
and again, Logan had no problem doing as she said.

He reared back and using the considerable
strength in his hips slammed back into her. Megan yowled as that
first powerful thrust turned into him hammering into her ina frenzy
of lust.

Megan bent her knees, lifting her feet higher
and pushing her heels into his sides. Taking her hint, he grabbed
them and lifted them higher. She squealed as he was now using them
as handles, holding her as if she were a wheelbarrow while he
continued to take her harder than he’d ever fucked any of the girls
he’d been with before.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she yelped as she slid
her hands forward and gripped the edge of the mattress. “Look at
you, honey! Look at you claiming that cunt! Making this nasty porn
slut yours!”

Logan looked up and saw them reflected in the
mirror on the wall across from him. Megan, her eyes and mouth wide
ass in the air as he pummeled her from behind, his body slicked
with sweat and his muscles flexed from the effort of taking months
of sexual frustration out on her.

“Hey, baby?” she turned her head to peer up
at him through the messy curls around her face. “Ever fuck a girl
in the ass before?”

“I…no,” he breathed. “Holy fuck was she…”

“When you get asked that again, what’s your
answer going to be?”

Logan hadn’t thought this could get any more
exciting, but Megan had managed it. He eased his cock from inside
her, and sliding his head up, pressed it to her pink rosebud.

“Go ahead, don’t be shy, sugar. You think
you’re the only guy who’s had that ass?”

Logan thrust his hips and Megan’s howl went
up in pitch the deeper he penetrated her. He couldn’t believe how
tight she was, or how different her ass felt. It was wet, but
thicker and not as slick as her pussy.

He worked his hips much more slowly than
before, reveling in the different sensation and the fact he
was….fucking Megan in the ass!

“You call that fucking?” she challenged him
in the mirror, her eyes on his. “What did I tell you about me not
being a little girl?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Logan whispered and taking a
breath proceeded to take it to her.

Megan squealed and howled as he tore into her
his hands releasing her heels and shifting to the middle of her
back. He pushed her down hard into the bed and leaning over her,
drove even deeper into her ass.

“Oh, oh my god!” Oh so deep! Oh!” Megan
yipped and whimpered her fingers clawing into the mattress and her
mouth and eyes wider than before. “See what you get for being a
good boy, baby? You get everything!”

Logan jerked in surprise when he felt
something brush his balls. He looked down to see Megan had slid her
hand beneath her and was playing with her clit while he fucked her
ass.

“Don’t slow down!” she moaned when he started
to do so. “I want to come with you fucking my ass! Harder, baby,
harder!”

Logan groaned as his thighs shook and his
balls tightened. He struggled to hold back as Megan howled and
whimpered from his tearing into her ass. The fact she was so into
it she wanted to come wasn’t helping him hold off, but to his
surprise, and delight, it was barely more than another minute
before Megan released a squeal so loud someone banged on the wall
behind them.

“Yes, ohhh, ohh my god, oh my fucking
goddddd!” Megan screamed as her ass contracted around his cock and
her legs kicked wildly along his sides, her feet pounding into the
mattress. “Coming! Coming on your cock! Coming with you in my
asssss!”

“Fuck, fuck,” Logan moaned as he felt his
cock twitching while Megan bucked and squealed beneath him.
“I…I…can’t. I’m going to…”

“Take it out!” she shouted and pulled
forward, causing his cock to spring free.

Logan groaned as he gripped the base of his
cock, squeezing hard to hold back. Megan rolled over into her back
and holding her tits, opened wide, wagging her tongue at him.

He leaned over her and releasing his cock
gasped as the first huge spurt that erupted from his tip bordered
on painful from holding it back. His cum caught her on the chin and
she moved her head so the next squirt went directly into her
mouth,

Megan pushed his hand away and took over,
pumping his cock hard and lowering it to lay several thick white
lines across her chest and heaving breasts.

“All of it,” she breathed. “Be my good boy
and give me all of it.”

He whimpered when she slid her other hand
between his thighs, rubbing his balls and helping them empty their
contents all over her. “Every drop, every drop,” she twisted her
wrist, wringing a few more pearly drips from his tip.

“Jesus,” he gasped, sitting back on his
knees. “Holy fuck, I can’t believe this just happened.”

“Hmm,” Megan sighed and pushed some of the
cum from her chin into her mouth. She rolled her eyes back as she
made a show of swallowing. “Sooo good!” She giggled. “Good
boy!”

“Not sure about a good boy,” he let himself
fall back onto the bed. “But goddamn that felt good!”

“What do you say, sugar?” Megan sat up,
paying no mind to the cum sliding down her tits and all over her
tummy and thighs. “I live up to the hype?”

“That was fucking incredible.” He found
himself laughing. “I just fucked Morgan Cox!”

“Fucked me good, too. I never fake it,
sugar.”

“In the ass,” he whistled, then sighed.
“Sorry, I sound like an idiot.”

“No worries, sex should be exciting or you’re
doing it wrong.”

“Hope I did right,” he told her. “Not like
I’m a porn star like you’re used to.”

“Please, you were more fun than they are.
They expect all that, you appreciate it.” She paused and gave him a
sly smile. “How would you like to officially be a porn star?”

“What do you mean?” he pushed himself up so
he was sitting and able to face her.

“I have this all on video, and I’ll admit it
was just going to be for you because I wasn’t sure what to expect,
but you fucked me so good I hate to waste it.”

“You mean you…want to put this out?”

“Sure, but only if you’re okay with it. You
want this just for you, I’ll get Bart to edit it some and I’ll give
it to you. Our little secret. But, you want other guys to see it
and wich they were you? I can have him fix it up more and put it on
Club Morgan.”

“Just us having sex? No,” he cleared his
throat and laughed. “Plot?”

“Camera was still on when Bart answered the
door yesterday. I have you showing up and me getting nervous and
you saying not to worry. We use that, then you coming back today
and me rewarding you. What do you think, want to be a star?”

“Well, I…” he frowned. “What about Kris?”

“He doesn’t know who I am and we hope it
stays that way. I don’t put things out for free and he doesn’t
watch porn,” she grinned. “Just makes it, he doesn’t think I’ve
seen what’s on his phone with not so sweet Mindy.”

“I…” Logan thought about it. All that time
wishing he was those guys and now he could be the one other guys
were jealous of. “One question.”

“What is it?”

“Do I get two hundred dollars?”

 



Epilogue

 


 


Logan stared at his phone, smiling when he
saw the notification that Megan had posted an update on Club
Morgan. Going over to lock his bedroom door, he flopped down on his
bed, and picked up his I-pad, slipping in his earbuds.

He went to the site and his smile widened
when he clicked the update. There was Megan, no, Morgan in this
case, sitting on the edge of the bed. She’d filmed this while he
was still in the room and before she’d cleaned up.

She was nothing shirt of a freshly fucked hot
mess. Her hair damp and sweaty, some of her curls sticking to her
face and bare shoulders. Her cheeks were streaked with trails of
mascara and her lipstick all over her mouth.

Better yet there were still small puddles of
cum on her exposed tits. The fact he’d been responsible for this
look already had his cock hard and he unsnapped his jeans to
relieve the pressure.

“Hey, all my good boys! As you can see, your
favorite milf just did it again!” she giggled. “Somehow I’m always
running into horny young studs who stick their big cocks in my
innocent mouth and my sweet little pussy.”

She pushed her sticky lips into a pout and
released a soft whimper.

“This one even used my poor ass! The noises
he made me make! But,” she made a show of looking around. “Don’t
tell anyone, but some of those noises were because I came while he
did it.”

She laughed.

“Oh, who am I kidding, I always cum, don’t I
boys? Well, if you want to see how I got turned into such a ridden
hard and put away wet and sore, then stay tuned! Tomorrow you’ll
get the whole show in my next video, titled…

“My Friend’s Hot Mom is a Porn Star!”

 


The End
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