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  Chapter One


  


  At the sound of a car door closing, Sean looked up from his phone. Leaning back in the chair, he peered out the window. When he saw it was an Amazon delivery van for next door, he turned his attention back to browsing Instagram.


  “Not Chet?” Dad asked from his recliner.


  “No.”


  “Or Evelyn?” This time, Dad turned his attention from the TV and smirked at him.


  “Chet’s mom?” Sean tried to feign confusion. “Why would I care if she were home?”


  “The view on the way in?” Dad held his gaze, then laughed when Sean caved and grinned sheepishly.


  “I was hoping it was Chet, but if it was his mom I guess it wouldn’t be so bad.”


  “Not bad at all,” Dad nodded, a mock serious look on his face. “Not who you were hoping it would be, but seeing she’s there you may as well look, right?”


  “Hey,” Sean sighed dramatically. “When life gives you lemons, make lemonade, right?”


  “And its hard not to notice those are some fine lem…”


  “Hey, Mom!” Sean exclaimed when he noticed her in the doorway. Shit, how long had she been there?”


  “Too late,” she shot them the death stare. “Hard not to notice boys can’t help being boys.”


  “Sorry, hon,” Dad put his hands up in a ‘you got me’ gesture. “You’re right, but it’s just you know, locker room talk.”


  “I don’t see lockers here.” Mom entered the room and walked over to stand between them. “I see a young man who I thought I raised to respect women, but his father isn’t exactly a role model now is he?”


  “Knock it off, Janice,” Dad rolled his eyes. “We were joking around. Evelyn’s an attractive woman, and guys look at attractive women. Doesn’t mean we’d be rude or inappropriate to her.”


  “Rude to your wife to talk about other women to our son, no?”


  “Boy, its good to be home for Christmas break!” Sean declared. “I really missed you guys.”


  “At least Sean is the age I’d expect frat boy crap from.”


  “I am a frat boy.” Sean nodded.


  “Knock it off, Sean.” Dad told him, but without anger. “No one likes a smart ass.”


  “But you like our neighbor’s ass.” Mom put her hands on her hips.


  Man, she was not letting this go.


  “It’s a nice ass,” Dad shrugged. “But I didn’t marry it.”


  “Only because you saw mine first.” Mom retorted.


  “And you do have a fine ass,” Dad whistled, and after a moment of trying to still look pissed, mom burst out laughing.


  “And that’s why I married your father,” she said to Sean. “He’s such a smooth talker.”


  “What about my ass?” Dad asked.


  “You talk out of it most of the time.”


  “Oh, sick burn!” Sean whistled.


  “What did I just say about being a smart ass?” Dad pointed to him.


  “You’re not really mad, are you, mom?” Sean asked.


  “No, your father’s right, it’s just talk, and honestly, there would probably be something wrong with you if you didn’t look at her.”


  “See, even your mother thinks she’s hot.”


  “Quit while you’re still not sleeping on the couch for Christmas Eve,” Mom told him. “I was talking more to Sean. He’s a young man, and since Donna dumped him, he’s now single.”


  “Hey! I did not get dumped!” Sean protested.


  “Sick burn, Janet!” Dad mocked his whistle.


  “Yes, honey, you did. You told us she called you and told you she was leaving you for some jock.”


  “Tough room.” Sean mumbled.


  “Better off, if all she cares about are looks and muscles.” Mom continued.


  “I think that was an insult.” Sean frowned. “You saying I’m not good looking or have muscles?”


  “You’re good looking.” Mom paused, a smile playing about her lips.


  “Missed you too, Sean,” Dad laughed. “Gives your mother someone else to make fun of.”


  “You’re a fine looking boy, Sean.” Mom came over and tousled his short blonde hair. “Little on the pretty side,” she made a show of wiping her hand on his shoulder. “Easy on the gel, okay?”


  “Maybe I should have stayed down at LSU,” Sean lamented.


  “Then you wouldn’t get to look at Chet’s mom’s lemons.” Mom told him with a sweet smile that was a contrast to the sarcastic remark.


  “Glass half full there.” Sean joked, but saw his mother roll her eyes at him.


  “I suppose I can’t blame you, its not like she doesn’t advertise them and everything else she has.” Mom grunted. “Christmas Eve morning and I see her heading out in knee high boots with heels I don’t think I could even stand in.”


  “She works as a hostess at a club, Janet,” Dad said. “She’s expected to dress that way.”


  “You mean strip club?” Mom coughed. “Excuse me, they call Mario’s a gentlemen’s club, talk about an oxymoron there.”


  “Only part of it is,” Dad argued. “There’s a section that’s just a bar, and cigar lounge and they have food and…”


  “And the waitresses there are topless,” Mom snorted. “Sorry, I guess if they don’t take their tops off in front of the guys they’re not stripping.”


  “It’s topless, so what? Everyone there is an adult.”


  “Not much on the bottom either from what I hear. Little shorts, micro skirts, stockings, heels, some of them wear see through lace boy shorts.”


  “You been there. Mom?”


  “Don’t get funny.” Mom shot him a look that made him drop his smile. “It’s no place for a mother to work. Can’t imagine what Chet hears from other boys,” she raised her eyebrows at Sean. “Even his best friend ogles her.”


  “I don’t say anything about her.”


  “Nice of you.” Mom walked past him and sat on the couch between him and Dad. “But seriously, kids are mean and Evelyn has never been shy about showing off.”


  “She’s young, Janet. She had Chet when she was eighteen, she’s only 38.”


  “Once you have a child you shouldn’t be walking around with everything but a free lunch sign around your neck. There’s a difference between sexy and slutty.”


  “So, this is about you being catty?” Dad asked.


  “I am not jealous!” Mom snapped, then sighed. “Okay, a little. The woman is built like a brick shithouse, and every guy and young boy in the neighborhood stares at her,” she made a disgusted sound. “Probably do more than that.”


  “Whoa, I’m an impressionable boy here!” Sean declared.


  “You think I forgot about finding a pair of Evelyn’s panties in your room when you were fifteen.”


  “Jeez, mom!” Sean blushed furiously.


  “Your lucky your father talked me out of marching you over there and making you tell her what you did.”


  “Because if Chet found out it would have ruined their friendship,” Dad reminded her. “Trust me, hon, having your mother find something like that and make you admit who’s they were is embarrassing enough to a young man. And its normal, lot of us have done it.”


  “Regardless, I’m making a point, that’s what Evelyn encourages. I had to ask her to go home and change the bikini she showed up in when we had that pool party a few years ago. God, did you see that thing?”


  “Course not.” Dad covered his eyes.


  “When I took her aside and said it wasn’t proper around young boys or drooling husband’s she really looked like she didn’t understand why. Then it dawned on me she’s spent her life living off her body.”


  “That’s rude, Janet, seriously.”


  “Chet’s father was 15 years older than her. She lied about her age, then got pregnant. She dressed like a slut for him while she was his little trophy wife, then once he left her, she’s…”


  “Done what’s she’s had to.” Dad interrupted her. “Chet’s jack ass father is on the hook for some of his school and pays her alimony because she was a drop out with no career to fall back on.


  “She’s managed to keep the house and Chet in college by using what she has. She makes good money as a hostess, and so what she’s required to dress the part.. She used to work at that diner four mornings a week too.”


  “She lied about being hostess since she’s been there. She just got that position two years ago.” Mom scowled. “She went topless for years there.”


  “What?” Seth asked.


  “Oh, great, I just gave you more to think about.”


  “How do you know that?” Dad asked.


  “Denise’s husband Steve used to go there, and he saw her. Said she was walking around in a pair of painted on daisy duke shorts, stiletto heels and nothing else. He knew who she was from our Fourth of July cookouts.”


  “She must have been so embarrassed.” Sean tried not to sound excited as he envisioned Evelyn, the subject of years’ worth of fantasies who he’d blown countless loads over, walking around topless.


  “Steve moved to another section when he recognized her and never told anyone, except Denise.”


  “Who told you, and who knows who else to be catty. You’re saying it now because you’re mad you caught us talking about her.”


  “Maybe,” Mom admitted. “She is the hostess now, but…”


  “Then leave her alone. Like I said sometimes you have to use what you have to get by.” Dad gave her a hard look. “Not everyone’s daddy was an architect who paid their way through school and got them a great job right off the bat like yours did.”


  “I did miss being home.” Sean nodded. “Drama.”


  “Quiet, he who was dumped.” Mom’s comment was accompanied by his father’s laughing and he smiled good naturedly. “Glad I could help.”


  “They have a brunch there every Christmas eve,” Dad went on. “That’s why she was dressed like that early.” When mom looked at him, he added. “That’s what Mitch told me. I’ve never been.”


  “Course not.” Mom shook her head.


  “They always have a big Christmas Eve party at night, but with the storm coming they probably cancelled it.”


  “Storm?” Seth repeated.


  “Yes, oblivious one. We’re supposed to get 7-10 inches tonight, maybe a few more tomorrow. Real white Christmas this year.”


  “They say that.”


  “Well, the states not taking chances, they don’t want people on the road at all, let alone if they’ve been drinking so there’s a parking ban and they want businesses to close by seven at the latest, so I doubt Mario’s is having their party.”


  “Good thing Chet only lives across the street, that’s the only place I’m going.”


  “He spends the night with his dad, doesn’t he?”


  “Chet lives with her and doesn’t see his father a lot. Christmas is kind of their thing. Plus…” Seth trailed off.


  “Plus, what?” Mom prodded.


  “There’s some drama between her and Chet, we talk a couple times a week and he said things are kind of tense at home. He’s pissed about something she did but hasn’t said what.”


  “Too bad, without the party, she won’t be working and will be alone tonight.” Dad noted.


  “Seeing she’s rarely alone at night I think she’ll be okay.” Mom said with a sour look on her face.


  “Hey,” Sean snapped his fingers. “Let’s invite her over here tonight.”


  “That’s a nice thought, Sean.” Dad nodded approvingly. “She’s only across the street so the weather doesn’t matter, and even if its just for coffee and an hour or so at least she wouldn’t be alone.”


  “I’m sure you two would just love that,” Mom smirked. “Maybe she’ll wear one of her,” she cleared her throat, “Work outfits.”


  “What’s the matter with you today?” Dad asked. “It’s Christmas, and it would be a nice gesture to invite her over.”


  “I don’t want that woman in my house!” Mom snapped, her blue eyes flashing with uncharacteristic anger.


  “Easy,” Dad put his hands up defensively. “Is there something I missed? You two have always gotten along.”


  “There’s a lot you missed.” Mom told him. “And know what? I’d rather Sean not even go over there.”


  “Huh?” Sean blinked. “What’s going on?”


  “When Chet comes home, call him and ask him to come over here.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I said so, and,” Mom scowled. “You can give Chet those flowers you bought for his mother, and he can give them to her. Why did you buy them? You think you’ll get a little Christmas peek up her skirt?”


  “Janet, that’s enough!” Dad raised his voice. “The flowers were my idea. We stopped for some for you, and I thought it would be nice to get some for her seeing Sean was going over there. It’s a nice old fashioned gentlemanly thing to do around the holidays when you visit someone’s house.”


  “She’s not looking for a gentleman,” Mom sneered. “And I’m glad you said Sean was going to go over because he’s not.”


  “He is,” Dad insisted. “Unless you give us a real reason other than your catty bullshit.”


  “I don’t want our son near her, at least not without one of us around.”


  “First off, what do you think she’s going to do? He’s her son’s best friend. Second, Chet will be there and that’s who Sean is going to see.”


  “I…”


  “You’re being unreasonable.” Dad cut her off. “Sean’s twenty, he’s a man, he wants to go over his friend’s house, he goes.”


  “Those two points are the problem.” Mom muttered.


  “You going to be specific or is all we get cryptic bullshit?” Dad asked her.


  “I think I’m going to go upstairs and uh, pretty much just not be here.” Sean rose from his seat.


  “Good idea,” Mom spoke while staring at Dad. “I’d rather you not hear this.”


  “O-kayyy then!” Sean whistled and headed for the doorway.


  “If you want to go to Chet’s when he gets home, go.” Dad called behind him. “Not that you need it, but you have my permission.”


  “Maybe I’ll change your mind.” Mom replied.


  Sean didn’t reply to the last two remarks, but rather than head upstairs to his old room where he’d be staying for the week, he quickly turned right, and ducked into his father’s home office.


  Years ago, Sean discovered the heating vent in that room was the same one located in the corner of the living room and he could overhear his parent’s conversations. Feeling like he’d turned the clock back a few years, he squatted down next to Dad’s desk, and put his ear to the vent.


  “Okay, Janet, fess up, what the hell is going on?”


  “I know I sound crazy, Bill, but I don’t want our son near that woman.”


  “With what reason? She’s worked at that club since the divorce ten years ago, and I’ll give you she dresses inappropriately at times, but again, that’s nothing new. What’s changed?”


  “I know why Chet is upset with her,” Mom explained. “And I don’t blame him, and its more serious then her making money off her tits and flaunting her body wherever she goes.”


  “Just tell me for God’s sake,” Dad sighed in exasperation. “I don’t want to argue, and I don’t think we have anything to worry about, but maybe I would if you told me instead of acting all cloak and dagger with whatever you say know.”


  “You know Lucy from my firm?”


  “Sure, I’ve played golf with her husband, Tom, a couple times down at the club. What about her?”


  “Her niece Jackie moved here from Florida a few months ago. She’s going to school at URI and is working her way through school as a,” she paused. “Exotic Dancer.”


  “Jeez, Tom’s always talking about church, they must love that.”


  “They offered to let her move in so she doesn’t have to, but she says she doesn’t want hand outs and she likes it.”


  “Well, it’s her life.”


  “She works at Mario’s.”


  “I’m guessing she knows Evelyn, then?”


  “She does, but she also knows Chet from school, they’re in a couple of the same classes and became friends. She stopped by his house a few weeks ago to help him with an assignment, and Evelyn was there.”


  “Little awkward, but this is a small state.”


  “Very awkward. Jackie went to Lucy about whether she should tell Chet what she knows, or just let it go. Lucy suggested letting it go if for no other reason she’d be admitting what she does for a job, but seems Jackie caved and told Chet.”


  “Maybe I should call her so she can tell me because it doesn’t seem that you’re going to.” Dad complained.


  “I told you that Evelyn lied, that she waitressed for a long time?”


  “The one thing you told me.”


  “Guess Steve wasn’t there on the right night or time because Jackie found out Evelyn danced there too.”


  “She stripped?”


  Goddamn! Sean had been excited to think she’d served drinks topless, but to find out she’d swung from a damn pole was going to take his obsession to another level.


  “From what Jackie heard, Evelyn was one of their most popular dancers even though she was a little older. Did bachelor parties all the time.”


  “Oh, well, from what I hear Mario’s isn’t the kind of place where anything goes on in the back like some of the other places. Most likely she just put on a show.”


  “Bad enough.”


  “I don’t think they can go full nude there, she at least had to have a G-string on.”


  “Bill, have you been there?”


  “No, but I have a lot of players at my firm, like to take the clients to the clubs for a night out so I’ve heard so many stories I feel like I’ve been there. But okay, so she used to strip, it…”


  “She still does.”


  “What?”


  Dad exclaimed the first word that came to Sean’s mind as his jaw dropped while he listened.


  “Not all the time, but at least one night a week. Jackie used to talk to her before she made the connection between her and Chet and asked her why she did it because she makes good money as hostess and at this point she’s closing in on forty.


  “Evelyn’s answer? She likes the guys looking and loves that she looks good enough to do it at her age. Lot of the longtime regulars there show up when they know she’s going to dance.


  “Doesn’t just dance on stage either, the night she works the pole, she works the guys laps too.” Mom paused. “You see why Chet’s mad?”


  “Yeah, I can see that.” Dad admitted. “A kid from his school ever goes there and knows who she is, his life will be hell.”


  “Or guys from the neighborhood, like you said, small state. I can get why she did it at one point, single mother, wants to keep her son in a nice house and provide for him, but she doesn’t have to do that now. Chet works part time, she’s getting good money to keep her clothes on, she’s doing this because she gets off on it.”


  “Rough on Chet, but she’s her own woman, Janet. Maybe she’s like this because she was barely an adult when she became a mother and was with Chet’s asshat father for a few years. Now she’s in the girls gone wild stage she should have had when she was young.”


  Mom was silent for a moment, and Dad added.


  “Its sleazy, and you’re right, at this stage of her life she shouldn’t be doing that, not with a son at home who’s more than old enough to know what she’s doing and how people see her, but what’s this got to do with Sean? You think she’s going to give him a lap dance?”


  “There’s more. You said things don’t go on between the dancers and the guys, but that’s at the club. Evelyn tells them when she gets off, meets them outside, disappears and then comes back a couple hours later, gets in her car and goes home.”


  “How does this girl know this, is she following her?”


  “There’s three small apartments over the club. Of course, because of the club no one would want to rent, with all the noise until two am, but some of the dancers have lived there because the owner gives them a break on rent, and he can make something on them. Jackie lives in one of them, and her window overlooks the parking lot, so she sees people coming and going.”


  “You think she’s a prostitute?”


  “Jackie asked her where she goes, and just like the way she’s clueless about the way she dresses outside of work, she doesn’t seem to think anything’s wrong with anything she does.


  “She tells her she goes back to the guy’s place or sometimes motels, and, in her words, just fucks them, and for fun, they’re not paying her.”


  “Not exactly moral, or safe, but again, she’d a grown woman. I always thought it was odd she stayed single; guess she likes playing the field.”


  “It’s a young field,” Mom told him. “Jackie says most guy’s she’s seen her outside with are barely old enough to be there.”


  “If they’re old enough to be there, then they’re old enough to know what they’re doing,” Dad countered. “If she’s into young guy’s that’s her business.”


  “Hits the clubs too. A lot of the girls that work there are early twenties and go out together on nights off. Evelyn goes with them and picks up guys their age.”


  “Is this it, Janet? Evelyn sleeps around and prefers young guys? Chet’s father’s new wife is twenty-five and he’s older than us. Maybe she’s getting some weird revenge by doing the same thing.


  “Or maybe since she married so young in her mind that’s still the age she’s attracted to. End of the day, its not our business, doesn’t make her a bad person, and I still have no idea what you’re worried about with Sean.”


  “Our son is a good looking young man, meaning he’s right in her wheelhouse.”


  “But she’s known him since he was in eight grade, he’s her son’s best friend. Give the woman some credit, Janet.”


  “She hasn’t seen Sean since last Christmas, remember they were away when he was here for Spring break, and Sean only came home for two weeks in the summer because he was working, and that’s when she was out of town visiting family.”


  “Your point?”


  “Sean’s filled out a lot, he’s not a skinny kid anymore, and at this point I don’t think she’ll see him the same way.”


  “You’re being paranoid. Something tells me Evelyn could score any young guy she wants. She’s not hard up.”


  “But Sean’s hard up for her.”


  Damn straight he was, just the thought of Evelyn could get him hard most of the time.


  “He was fifteen when that panty thing happened.”


  “You think that just goes away?”


  “Sean’s had girlfriends since then, Janet. He’s had sex. Stuff like that is what kids do before they’ve been with anyone.”


  “He’s always looked at her, and the two of you were just talking about her. Sean’s just broken up with his girlfriend.”


  “He’s single, Evelyn likes young guys so you think something is going to happen?” Dad laughed. “This isn’t a soap opera or a dirty movie, she’s his best friend’s mother, he’d never cross that line even if there were one to cross.


  His father was probably right, at least on his end, Sean would never say or try anything, but if Evelyn ever came on to him could he say no?


  “Janet, you’re overreacting, and honestly? To a bunch of secondhand stories, who’s to say it’s all true.”


  “Evelyn goes by Eve at Mario’s, and she’s always made jokes about Christmas Eve is her day. Know what they call her at the club?”


  “Eve, apparently,” Dad joked.


  “They call her Christmas Eve because she’s the gift that keeps on giving.”


  “Both classy and clever,” Dad grunted. “But I see no reason to think she’d be out of line with Sean, and I think it’s ridiculous to tell him he can’t go over there.”


  “I want to believe that” Mom caved. “But she seems like she’s out of control these days and could easily take advantage of our son.”


  “That’s not going to happen, Janet,” Dad stated confidently. “If for no other reason than he and Chet are friends, and she wouldn’t do that to her son.”


  “And Sean wouldn’t do that to him,” Mom conceded.


  “There you go!” Dad exclaimed. “Two wrongs don’t make a right.”


  “No, but there’s also the saying forbidden fruit is the sweetest of all, and know what else I learned about Evelyn?”


  “I’m afraid to ask,”


  “Apparently she has very nice lemons.”


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  Sean shivered as he walked across the street. The temperature had dropped since Dad had picked him up at the airport, that was for damn sure. The air was crystal clear, and the sky bright white.


  He could feel the snow in the air and was glad he’d booked the earliest flight in to Rhode Island. As he approached Chet’s house, he kept thinking about what he’d overheard his mother say about Evelyn.


  Waitressing topless, stripping, fucking after work, and literally just fucking. Going somewhere, taking that night’s lucky bastard for a wild ride, then just getting dropped back off and heading home.


  Prowling clubs for guys his age, and that nickname…the gift that kept on giving. Evelyn had referred to herself as Christmas Eve to him, but only on that day and he was surprised that considering his desire for her, he’d never thought of that.


  Already infatuated with her for the last ten years, the last thing he needed was more masturbation fodder revolving her. The conversation between his parents had taken his interest in his best friend’s mother to an entirely new height, or perhaps it was a low.


  His first thought after listening was he wished he were twenty one and could go to Mario’s…he’d give anything to ‘accidently’ be there on a night she went on stage. There was no way Sean could deny what mom had said, he’d had it bad for Evelyn since the first time he’d seen her when she came over to introduce herself, and Chet, to his parents when they’d first bought the house.


  Back then Sean had just thought she was ‘pretty’, but he’d also only been 10. By the time he was old enough to start noticing girls and knowing what he was looking at, Evelyn had been his standard of hot that no other woman he’d met could top.


  Sure, there were plenty of hot girls at LSU, but they were his age, they should look good. But for Sean, an older woman who was still that fine was so much hotter. Now that he knew she was aware of how fine she was and got off baring her body to prove it, hot was no longer strong enough, more like scorching.


  A lot of the girls at school still looked like girls. They had nice bodies, but their faces still showed traces of being a young. Evelyn was all woman, and one hell of a woman. Sean always thought of her as his porn star neighbor because she was hot as any porn star, he’d seen.


  Long, curly, raven black hair she always wore down and her dark brown eyes had an intense look to them. When she was pissed off, something Chet seemed to manage to achieve on a regular basis, the word smoldering came to mind.


  In his endless fantasies of her, Sean imagined she’d have that look in bed, except they’d be full of lust rather than anger. Her ebony hair and dark piercing eyes were a sharp contrast to her fair complexion.


  That goth like skin tone also enhanced her lips, which even without any make-up, were a natural deep pink. Those lips were on the larger side and looked so soft and inviting he fantasized as much about what it would be like to kiss her as he did much dirtier things.


  But when Evelyn wore lipstick, usually in a variety of reds and hot pinks, his thoughts changed from kissing to how good they’d look around his cock. The image of her on her knees, looking up at him through her long thick lashes, those dark eyes on his and her long hair spread out across his thighs as her slut red lips worked their magic.


  More than her lips, last year, and much to Chet’s embarrassment, she’d gotten her tongue pierced. That was in addition to the silver pendent dangling from her naval. Chet told him he thought his mother was going through a midlife, then complained that guys already drooled over her, then she goes and gives them more to think about.


  He was right, especially when Evelyn showed it to him by opening wide and wagging her tongue at him, then asked what he thought of the red stud protruding from her tongue.


  Sean had no doubt the initial look on her face told her all she needed to know, but he managed to stammer that it was “nice.” Lame as fuck, but what was he supposed to say? Did you get that to give a better blow job?


  In perspective, the large colorful butterfly tramp stamp that spread out over both cheeks of her ass was no longer such a source of angst to Chet. It was hot, but Sean had always been drawn to the small matching birds on her stomach just over her hips.


  The crescent moon and row of colored stars on her right foot were sexy as hell as was the thorn of red roses around her left ankle. Sean knew every inch of her body like the back of his hand and craved to see more.


  He fondly remembered the bikini incident which began with Evelyn by the pool in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, she stripped the t-shirt off, exposing a teal French cut bikini top that left the inner half of her breasts visible.


  Evelyn wasn’t big on top, but not small either, a good handful is how he pictured them, and always in his hand. That was the first time he’d seen the bird tattoos, but prior to her naval piercing.


  While every guy and boy from the neighborhood was still entranced by her top, she unsnapped her shorts and wiggled out of them, displaying a sexy shimmy that he was sure she demonstrated on stage.


  Like the top, the bottom showed far more of her ass than it covered, and the front a minimal triangle covering the Y between her thighs. It was small enough it was obvious she’d waxed, and Sean had been glad he’d caught the view while in the pool to cover up his immediate erection.


  Sean smiled while recalling the look on his father’s face. His eyes wide, mouth part open, then how he made a visible effort to put his back to Evelyn when he saw mom watching him.


  Mom had then spoiled everyone’s fun by asking Evelyn to come inside. She reappeared a half hour later after obviously going home, and when she pulled the new t-shirt off she was in a much less revealing one piece.


  Looking back, Mom was right, the bikini was inappropriate and he also understood the look of anger and shame on Chet’s face when he saw everyone gawking at her. They’d been fifteen at the time and a few of the friends Sean had over spread the story around school and boys kept asking if they could come over his house or talking about his Milf mom.


  Sean couldn’t imagine what it was like for Chet with her working at Mario’s. Even as just a hostess, she wore revealing outfits and flirted with the clients to work tips. Now knowing she’d waitressed with those perfect tits bouncing around, and danced down to a thong, Sean was going to have a harder time looking at her than usual.


  But that wasn’t hitting him as hard as hearing she was into young guys. Sean had a feeling she was the one night stand type. Chet’s parents were divorced a year after they moved in, and she’d never been serious with anyone since.


  But Sean knew there was no way a woman that hot and in her prime wasn’t getting any, she just wasn’t bringing them home. The only guys Chet had seen were the few she went out with for short periods of time, but none longer than a couple of months.


  Those guys had been around her age, and Sean assumed that’s what she looked for, but after what Mom had said, his mind was racing. Single for years, how many young guys had she fucked?


  Enough to give her a reputation and for the girl who worked with her to have seen her at the clubs. Not that her liking young men made his fantasies any closer to reality, but it was still yet another exciting thing about her.


  Evelyn did flirt with him, or maybe she was just friendly and that way by nature, after all, her job was based on her being that way so it could be a case of her not being able to shut off ‘work mode’.


  Work and play mode it now seemed. But once Sean had turned eighteen her remarks had become progressively suggestive. Nothing outright, but always room for interpretation. That and the way she dressed was enough to make every visit to Chet’s house pleasantly awkward if she were home.


  If she wasn’t coming home or heading off to work in one of her micro dresses or painted on shorts and revealing blouses, she was lounging around the house in short shorts, tight low cut shirts and always with her hair down, a lot of leg showing, and she never wore shoes around the house, even in winter she was barefoot all the time.


  Why Sean found that sexy he had no idea, other than it made him think she liked to be as naked as possible all the time. Her fingers and toes were always painted in bright matching colors and she wore a variety of rings and bracelets on her hands, feet, and ankles.


  Evelyn was sexy head to toe and called attention to every inch of herself, and Sean had been loving her for it since the first time he’d ever jerked off, and it had been to her. Most of his jerking off over the years were to her.


  Even when he was dating someone, if he were alone and horny, he’d think of Chet’s mother rather than the girl he was dating. A couple of times he’d envisioned them as being her.


  That wasn’t something he was proud of, but he couldn’t help where his damn mind went in the middle of sex. Then again, every girl he dated resembled Evelyn. All his girlfriends, including Donna, who he’d been seeing for almost a year before she decided she wanted popular over her boring boyfriend.


  Boring was what she was, girl who thought rolling over on her hands and knees occasionally was being dirty but called him boring. Sean wasn’t boring, he just wasn’t a linebacker who had NFL potential.


  Donna had bailed on him to try to latch onto a gig as a future gold digger. She’d better step up the sex game if she wanted to keep a guy like that who had girls throwing themselves at him.


  But Donna was hot, and with the same dark hair, eyes, and fair skin, all his lovers featured. He wondered if Mom noticed it and it was behind her crack about him having a thing for Evelyn?


  “Yo, Sean!” Chet called out to him. “You coming in, or you going to stand out there and turn into a jerkcicle?”


  Damn, he’d been so wrapped up in thinking about Evelyn, he hadn’t realized he’d reached the porch steps of Chet’s house and was standing there daydreaming.


  “I was trying to decide if I wanted to give you this or not.” He lifted the present he had for him. “Thinking no after you called me a jerkcicle.”


  “I thought the flowers were for me.” Chet laughed as he walked out onto the porch. “Sorry, perv, my mom’s not home.”


  “I’m not a perv,” Sean told him as he walked up the steps. “Just trying to be nice.”


  “I know, just busting.” When Sean reached the top of the stairs, Chet punched him in the arm, then hugged him. “Good to see you, bro! How’s LSU? Lots of hot girls?”


  “Yup, and I’m taking my time with deciding which one gets lucky enough to have me.”


  “Yeah, sucks Donna dumped you.” Chet told him as he turned to head into the house. “What a bitch.”


  “Guess its better I learn how she is sooner than later.”


  “True, imagine being married to her, then she goes off with the better looking guy with more money.”


  “Thanks, Chet.” Sean sighed. “I think.”


  “People always think they can do better. Look at my dad. Had a wife fifteen years younger than him, and he finds younger when she hits the wrong side of thirty.”


  “Hard to think he could top your mom.” Sean put the gift on the table but kept the bouquet next to him when he sat on the couch so Evelyn wouldn’t see them right away if she came in and he could surprise her with them.


  “There’s the perv.” Chet laughed as he went over to the large brightly decorated tree in the corner and picked up one of the few gifts under it.


  “You know what I mean,” Sean took his coat off. “You know she’s hot.”


  “Yeah, trust me, she’s something.” Chet said with no trace of humor. “She’s no better than my father. They’ve both got what they want now, and I get to deal with their midlife bullshit.”


  “I thought your mom was your dad’s mid life shit, wasn’t he in his thirties when he met her?”


  “Yeah, and all he wanted was sex, but she got pregnant so he married her to do the right thing and for me to have a father, but he always resented it. Now he’s close to fifty.” He shook his head. “Talk about weird, my stepmom is only four years older than me.”


  “She’s hot I bet.”


  “Yeah, but she’s bitchy as fuck. I think that’s my father’s problem, guy still thinks with his dick like he’s our age. He went from one trophy wife to another, and neither of them are good for anything but sex.”


  “Dude, that’s your mom you’re talking about.” Wow, mom hadn’t been kidding, Chet seemed pretty down on Evelyn.


  “Just because someone is close to you doesn’t mean you have to think everything they do is okay. Told you, her and dad are the same except Dad has this thing where he needs to have the pretty young thing on his arm.”


  “What about your mom?” Sean knew he shouldn’t have asked that question. He’d just heard the answer while eavesdropping and he shouldn’t want to rev Chet up. But then again, maybe Chet wanted to talk and it would look funny if he didn’t ask any questions.


  “She wants to be on everyone’s arm.” Chet’s tone was as harsh as his words. “My father wants a toy; she wants to be everyone’s toy.”


  “Ouch!” Sean’s reaction wasn’t an act. He knew things weren’t right between Chet and Evelyn, but he hadn’t expected him to be so blatantly angry. On the other hand, he couldn’t imagine hearing someone tell him his mother was doing all the things Evelyn was.


  “Truth sucks sometimes,” Chet shrugged as he sat down in the loveseat across from him. “Want anything to drink?”


  “Nah, I’m good for now. You still going over your fathers for the night?”


  “Oh, yeah, you know how it is. Dad pulled a dick move on my mother by cheating, but he’s still my dad and we get along okay. He helps with my school and pays mom money every month. Beth on the other hand, ugh.”


  “Come on, you don’t have any sexy stepmom fantasies?” Sean teased, trying to lighten the mood.


  “Only about choking her,” he pointed to Sean to cut him off. “And not with that, porn boy.”


  “Hey, I don’t watch that much…” Sean grinned. “Okay, maybe I do watch too much porn. Had to with Donna, only difference between her and my hand was she was softer and had a heartbeat.”


  “That’s cold, bro, but you were with her for almost a year.”


  “She was pretty and mad cool; I think we were more friends with benefits than boyfriend girlfriend. We were serious, but I don’t know, I never saw marrying her, more like she was right for the time.”


  “Now a new Mrs. Right now must be found.” Chet declared, then leaned across the table and handed him a small box, “Merry Christmas.”


  “You too!” He pushed the gift he’d brought across the table.


  There was an envelope on top, and Sean opened that first to find $25 gift cards for I-tunes and Amazon. “Thanks man, I can use these for sure.”


  “The one you can use most is in the box.” Chet watched expectantly as Sean unwrapped the box, then laughed at the look on his face when he saw what was inside.


  “Milf’s Gone Wild.” Sean read the title of the DVD. “You bought me porn.”


  “Hey, you’re always watching it, and you love that milf stuff.” Chet grinned. “Plus, when you said you were single again, I figured you’d be looking for some new inspiration.”


  “You’re sick,” Sean laughed, but stared at the several gorgeous, scantily clad women on the cover. “Dana Darling, Molly Minx, Nikki Nice, Cherie Deville,” he whistled. “Zoey Holloway, damn this is an all-star lineup.” He laughed. “Where’s the hand lotion?”


  “Buy it with your amazon card.”


  “This works out then, you’ll need your hands for what I bought you too.”


  “Hey, I’m still with my girl, thank you very much.” Chet said indignantly.


  “I’m sorry,” Sean cracked.


  “Funny,” Chet unwrapped the box, then whistled. “Goddamn, a limited edition Dual Shock, PS4 controller! Sweet!”


  “Glad you like it.”


  “Dude, these go for some serious money, you shouldn’t have done that!” Chet already had the box open; reverently fondling the controller.


  “I work part time at Game Stop.”


  “Big discount?”


  “I stole it,” Sean said, then laughed at the look on Chet’s face. “Kidding, I get 25% off plus I returned a couple games I don’t play anymore. Besides, you spent fifty bucks on gift cards, plus the DVD.”


  “I didn’t buy that, I got it as a gag gift from my frats secret Santa. Since you like that stuff, I figured you’d get more out of it than I would.” He snickered. “Maybe you could watch it with Trish, she’s home from USC this week too.”


  “Trish Benton?” Sean scrunched his face up.


  “She always had a thing for you, and you’re single now. You could tap her a couple times, then escape back to school.”


  “Damn, man, I thought we were friends,” Sean gave a mock shudder.


  “Hey, heads head!” Chet exclaimed.


  “If that’s what you think, you’ve never had good head.”


  “Jesus!” Sean dropped the DVD back into the box and turned on the couch to see Evelyn standing a few feet behind the couch.


  What was it with mothers? Did they have a damn cloaking device?


  “Mom!’ Chet looked more aggravated than surprised. “What kind of crack is that?”


  “I’m sorry,” Evelyn untied the belt around her long leather jacket. “I thought there were two men sitting in my living room, not little boys.”


  “Still not cool, Mom,” Chet complained. “Save that talk for work.”


  “Save your attitude for your father and his daughter,” she cleared her throat. “I mean wife.”


  “Hey, Miss Chambers,” Sean rose to his feet, picking up the flowers and holding them behind his back.


  “It’s Evelyn, we’re both adults.” She snapped her fingers. “In fact, for today its Eve, after all it is my day, right?”


  “Every day’s your day,” Chet mumbled just loud enough for Sean to catch, but either Evelyn didn’t hear him, or was pretending she didn’t.


  “Sorry, Eve,” Sean corrected himself, his eyes already taking in her long dark hair, and deep red lips. Due to the cold, she had color in her normally fair cheeks, and he wondered if, like her flashing eyes, which would be a look she’d have in bed, flushed with passion.


  “I brought you,” he spoke to slow down his already overwhelmed mind. Just being near her had him rattled, and it was about to get much worse when Evelyn opened her jacket and took it off.


  Beneath it she wore a one piece micro dress that looked like something a girl Sean’s age would wear to a club and she rocked it as well, if not better, than any coed could.


  The dress, which featured a red and green diagonal pattern was held up by one strap from the middle of her chest to attach to a red choker style collar with a silver clasp.


  The upper portion of the dress left the tops of her creamy breasts visible and Sean doubted it needed the strap because it looked too tight to slide down, but he wouldn’t mind a wardrobe malfunction right now to put it to the test.


  The material was form fitting, clinging to her breasts, waist, and hips, showing off her figure, and the hem so short he had no doubt if she bent over, anyone behind her would get a hell of a show.


  Despite the weather, her legs were bare over her red knee high stiletto boots and Sean could just imagine what those heels would look like over his shoulders, or her on her knees with him using them as handles as he fucked her from behind.


  His eyes lingered on her well-toned thighs for as long as he dared, the thighs he longed to be between.


  “You were saying something?” Evelyn raised her eyebrows.


  “I…oh, yeah, um…sorry, I just…like your dress.”


  “Thank you!” Evelyn smiled, her teeth white and perfect, a bright flash through her blood red lips. “Very festive, right?”


  She did a quick turn for him, her long lustrous hair flying about like a damn model in a phot shoot and exposing the plunging V that left the middle of her back bare all the way down to the top of her tattoo. Between that and the way it showed off a perfectly shaped ass that looked so firm and tight he swore you could bounce a quarter off it. How could this woman have a twenty year old?


  That last thought made him aware said twenty year old was his best friend, and he right behind him.


  “Very seasonal,” he agreed.


  “Fun, too, right?” Evelyn was back to facing him as she folded her jacket and draped it over the couch. “Especially with this.”


  She pointed to a mistletoe pin attached to the middle of the strap he hadn’t noticed because he’d been staring.


  The pin was only a few inches over her breasts. Did she let guys kiss them at the club? No, it was just flirty, to get them to think exactly what he was. Or was it?


  “A lot of fun,” Sean said, then berated himself. Not exactly the thing he should say at all, never mind with Chet there.


  “Says more than that.” His friend spoke up behind him.


  “Says two hundred in tips, is what it says.” Evelyn stared past Sean at her son. “Says here’s some money for books for your next semester.” She tilted her chin in a challenge. “So maybe what I should hear is thank you Mom. Thank you for dealing with drooling married assholes so I have a nice place to live and…”


  “Oh, hey!” Sean spoke up and whipped the flowers from behind his back with a flourish. “Merry Christmas!”


  Evelyn’s haughty stare transformed into a huge smile.


  “Oh my god, they’re beautiful! Thank you so much!” She took them then surprised him with a big hug. “That’s so thoughtful of you.”


  Sean awkwardly put his arms around her, expecting the hug to be quick, but when she not only held on, but squeezed him tighter, he couldn’t resist returning the favor.


  He slid his arms under her long hair and his hands rested on her bare back. The scent of her perfume, her soft skin beneath his hands, and her hair tickling his neck all had Sean in sensory overload.


  There was another sensation; her breasts pressing into chest and it dawned on him the strapless top and bare back meant she wasn’t wearing a bra. Evelyn startled him by kissing him on the lips. It was a quick peck, but the momentary contact of her amazingly soft lips sent a thrill through him.


  Sean became aware of a sudden swelling between his legs and slid his hands along her upper back to her shoulders. The feeling of his palms and fingers briefly caressing her skin did little to hinder his growing erection.


  His eyes widened when Evelyn moved into him, pressing the entire length of her body along his for a moment, before releasing him from her embrace.


  “Are you kidding, Mom?” Chet sounded seriously pissed, but Evelyn simply laughed.


  “Well, he brought me flowers, and I am wearing this.” She tapped the pin.


  “That how you earned the extra tips?” Chet grumbled. “They only get to see one, or you give them a buy one, get one free deal?”


  Sean didn’t blame Chet for being pissed Evelyn had kissed him, and even though it was quick and in the spirit of the mistletoe, with everything he’d learned about her from Jackie, it probably seemed a lot worse than it was.


  Still the remark was so rude it cut through his Evelyn induced stupor.


  “Whoa!” He exclaimed, “Easy! That’s no way to talk to your mom!”


  “Thank you, Sean, but it’s okay, Chet lashes out because he’s embarrassed of me, always has been.” Evelyn folded her arms across her chest and even with the unfolding drama he couldn’t help noticing how the move pushed her breasts up even higher.


  “You’ve always been embarrassing.”


  “Hey, come on,” Sean awkwardly tried to keep the piece. “It’s Christmas, you guys shouldn’t be fighting.”


  “My mother shouldn’t be kissing my best friend.” Chet pointed out. “Or did you do it because he’s one of the few guys in the state you haven’t kissed?”


  Jesus! That was worse than the last comment. Chet was swinging for the damn fences,


  “There’s shouldn’t be an X-rated DVD on my coffee table and you shouldn’t be making fun of some unattractive girl and saying head is head,” she shrugged. “Guess life is full of shouldn’t, now isn’t it?”


  “It’s a joke gift someone gave me and I’m giving it to him,” Chet responded, and sounded calmer. “I didn’t expect you home this early.”


  “I told you we were closing after the brunch because of the weather.”


  “Yeah, but I figured I wouldn’t see you until the…” he gave a meaningful pause. “Afterparty.”


  “Your work had a party?” Sean kept attempting to insert himself into their argument.


  “Party wouldn’t be at her work.” Chet leaned forward while he spoke and put the lid back on the box containing the DVD.


  “Oh, where was it?” Sean asked Evelyn, but she was staring daggers at Chet.


  “Where it usually is,” he returned her stare.


  “The after parties always at my body.” Evelyn now looked at Sean. “That’s what he’s saying. Very respectful, isn’t he?”


  “You don’t respect yourself, why should I?” Chet demanded, rising from the loveseat.


  “I, um, think I should be going.” Sean leaned over the couch to grab his jacket.


  “No, stay,” Evelyn put her hand on his arm. “You haven’t been home since August, and Chet has to leave for his fathers in a couple of hours, so you two catch up. I’m going to go take a shower, but after I put these in water.”


  Evelyn held up the bouquet and fondly put her hand on his cheek.


  “Thank you for these, Sean, they made my day.”


  “You’re welcome.” He left out that as brief as it was, the kiss had made his. That and seeing her in that dress. “And I’m sorry about that, uh, gift. I wouldn’t have opened it if I knew you were here.”


  “Oh, don’t worry about that.” Evelyn waved her hand dismissively. “I’m not offended.”


  “Okay, good,” Sean nodded, relieved.


  “I’m a big fan of milf porn myself,” she added. “From the milfing end of course.”


  Without another word, or even a glance, at Chet, she walked out of the room.


  “Sorry about that,” Chet said behind him.


  Sean sat back down on the couch in front of him. “Not for nothing bro, but you were really out of line there.”


  “I guess,” Chet leaned back in chair, still holding the controller, idly toying with it while he spoke. “Things have been rough between us lately.”


  “You said, but I didn’t expect that. You all but called her a slut.”


  “She is a slut,” Chet said softly, but without anger, more like sad resignation. “I found out a lot about her from someone I know who got a job at Mario’s. Let’s just say she could be in that damn movie I gave you.”


  “Okay, well,” Sean tried to think of something to say, and found himself repeating his father. “I know she’s your mother, but she’s single and it’s her life.”


  “Its mine too, and what she does affects me. It was hard enough hearing shit just from how she dressed, then all the cracks when people found out where she worked. The stuff she’s pulling now is going to make it worse.”


  “Not everyone knows she’s your mother, Chet. She’s entitled to a life.”


  “Buddy, you have no idea what she’s been doing, and I mean been like I found out she’s been lying to me for a long time.”


  “You want to tell me about it?” Sean hoped if he did he could pretend to be properly shocked.


  “I…” Chet hesitated.


  “We’re best friends, and it might make you feel better,” Sean offered. “No judgement, and you have my word this is between us.” And the people who told my parents, and who knows who else?


  Chet stared at the controller in his hands, then nodded.


  “Okay, here goes.”


  For the next few minutes Sean remained silent as Chet rehashed what he’d heard his parents discussing. Chet did have a couple additional gems. Jackie told him a bouncer had told her and others he’d seen Evelyn in the parking lot on her break, first giving head, then riding the guy with his seat back.


  If that wasn’t wild enough, the second one was the absolute mic drop; Jackie seeing her leaving a club with two guys. Walking between them, her arms around both their waists.


  According to what Chet was told, neither was much older than him, and when Jackie asked her about it the next time she saw her, Evelyn bragged about how she’d fucked them both until they couldn’t get it up anymore.


  “Christ man, what if one of those guys is someone I go to school with?” Chet asked. “I’m afraid to bring friends home now. I hang with some seniors, they’re twenty-one, they’ve been to Mario’s, I can’t let them see her here.”


  “I get it,” Sean responded while trying not to think of Evelyn in the classic threesome position of being between two guys, a cock in her mouth the other buried inside her.


  “I’m at a point I hear a guy mention Mario’s and I wonder if she gave him a lap dance at the club or at his damn house. So, yeah this is about me to.”


  “You’re right.”


  “I get she’s single, and she’s good looking, and she married young and had me and didn’t get to have fun when she should have. But having some fun and acting like she should be in that milf’s gone wild video I gave you are two different stories.”


  Sean nodded, and he added.


  “That’s why I gave you that movie. I used to like watching Milf porn, but now all I see is my own damn mother in all those sleazy scenes. I started watching one where the kid was shoveling the woman’s driveway and she invited him in to get warm, then fucked his brains out.


  “Caught myself thinking, my mother might do that.


  There was going to a lot of snow tomorrow and Chet wouldn’t be home. Knock that off! Sean yelled at himself, be a friend, not a pervert.


  “Anyway, I couldn’t keep it to myself and blew up at her. Told her I knew everything from her stripping for years, still doing it now and all the other shit. She tells me she’s sorry that it upsets me, but she gave up enough of her life and isn’t selling herself short anymore.”


  “Wow, that was blunt.”


  “Gets worse, told me she’s got it, the boys want it, and she’s going to give it to them.” He laughed without humor. “Christmas Eve, she’s spreading a lot more than cheer.”


  “Sorry, bro. If you’re that pissed and ashamed, why not live with your father?”


  “Lot of reasons. I hate Beth, I don’t think my father wants to playhouse anymore, just wants it to be him and Evelyn 2.0.”


  “That’s a good one!” Sean laughed, and Chet managed a grin.


  “Yeah, well getting back to moving, part of me still knows this is my mom and as crazy as it sounds she doesn’t think she’s doing anything wrong, and she’s not trying to hurt me.”


  “I’m sure that’s true.” Sean nodded encouragingly.


  “But thing is the main reason? Is the one thing she doesn’t seem to do is bring the guys here. She told me that was for me, so the neighbors don’t see different guys showing up,” he rolled his eyes. “Nice of her huh?”


  “If she lived alone this place would need a take a number sign on the porch, and I’m not being funny about that. So, if I can do anything to slow her down even a little, I’ll do it. That and maybe it’s a phase, I don’t think she’s been this wild since Dad.


  “I think she’s stepping it up for some reason. Dad’s only been with Beth two years, maybe that set her off to get even and show she can fuck the young one’s too. Maybe because she’s getting towards forty and having a midlife? Who knows, but I hope she slows her roll before someone I know comes to school and tells me “Hey, your mom gave me a lap dance, or worse, hey, was that your mom I met at the Fastlane and fucked?”


  Chet’s cell rang, and he pulled it from his hip.


  “Hey, Josie! You just get to your grandparents? Hey, hold on one sec.” He put his hand over the phone. “Hey, I want to talk to her for a few minutes before she gets all wrapped up in family stuff.”


  “No problem,” Sean told him. “I’ll head back home.”


  “No, why don’t you take this,” he handed him the controller. “And go to my room and set it up and when I’m done we’ll play. I picked up the new Resident Evil.”


  “Sounds like a plan. Tell Josie I said hi and give her my sympathies she’s still with your losery ass.”


  “Hey, babe,” Chet spoke into the phone. “Sean says hi and wants to know if you have any friends so desperate they’d go out with him.” Chet laughed. “Josie said Merry Christmas and how much are you willing to spend?”


  “I have an amazon gift card and some milf porn.” Sean joked as he left the room to the sound of Chet laughing behind him.


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  Sean went upstairs, but before heading to Chet’s room, he paused at the bathroom door where he could hear the shower running. Behind that door, Evelyn…or should he refer to her as Eve, both for the day and her using it as her sex crazed alter ego?


  Eve was naked, her long dark wet hair plastered to her ivory skin, rivulets of creamy suds flowing down her body, resembling another white substance that he’d generated to thoughts of her.


  Her amazing body wet and glistening surrounded by steam laced with the scent of the strawberry body washed he’d seen in there. Her red tipped nails trailing along her body, washing, caressing, sliding between her legs.


  Did she masturbate in the shower? Thinking about the young stud she’d fucked the night before? Thinking about sucking their cocks and riding them? Getting fucked in every position?


  Sean released a long breath, his hand straying to his swelling cock. He needed to calm the hell down. Best friend’s mother, a best friend who was hurt by her sexual exploits, meaning the last thing he should be doing is thinking about them and thinking about how they made him want her more.


  He didn’t care she slept around, its not like he ever thought about a romance between them. Sean just dreamt of fucking her, not getting married, and from the sounds of it, that’s all she wanted too.


  “Still doing it,” he whispered, and got his feet moving.


  Chet’s room was at the end of the hall, but as he passed Evelyn’s bedroom, he glanced through the partially open door and stopped when he saw something red dangling off the edge of the foot of her bed.


  Sean glanced behind him, at the closed bathroom door, then walked over, and peered into her room.


  The red strap part of a bra, and next it a pair of red stiletto heels.


  “Keep walking,” Sean told himself, but instead he eased the door open further to see more of the bed.


  He saw more red, and with another look down the hall, ducked into her room and walked over to the bed.


  “Damn,” he breathed as he stared down at the pair of red thigh high stockings behind the shoes.


  As sexy as they were, they paled in comparison to the main part of the ensemble laid out on the bed. A red garter belt lay next to a red lace thong, and knowing he shouldn’t, but unable to help it, Sean picked up the belt.


  He slid his fingers along the strap, fondling the clip at the end. He’d only seen these in movies or lingerie ads, no girl he’d been with had worn them. Sean picked up one of the stockings and clipped the belt to it.


  He thought of the deep red against Eve’s white skin, her bare thigh between the end of the stockings and the belt. She’d be able to take the thong off and fuck with this on, and his mind was overwhelmed with how it would look with her on her knees, her ass bare between the straps.


  The belt around her waist and only bare creamy flesh above it. No, her dark hair would be fanned over her back, or gripped in his hand. Sean’s face grew hot and his rapidly swelling cock bent awkwardly in his jeans.


  His attention turned to the heels. They were higher than the boots she’d had on when she came home. Obviously not meant for walking for any period of time, that was for sure.


  Speaking of the boots, he noticed them over in a corner of the room next to the closet. There was a hamper next to it, and the dress hanging out of it. Her thong would be in there as well, the one she’d just taken off.


  For a moment, Sean flashed back to his embarrassing incident. Chet in his room, and Eve not home. He’d gone to the bathroom, and just as he had today, went into her room. He’d snooped in her drawers, rubbing his aching cock as he stared at her collection of brightly colored, lacy bras, panties, and thongs.


  He’d noticed the laundry basket on the corner and saw a black thong on top. Sean had wandered over, and picked it up, and after a brief, and futile, battle with decency losing out to lust, he brought it to his face.


  It had been worn and the sweet spicy scent, was like nothing he’d ever encountered. Sean had jumped when he heard the front door close downstairs and balling up the thong had shoved it in his pocket.


  For the next month he’d masturbated nightly into it, washing it when his parents weren’t home, then soiling it again and again, until the day Mom had come in right as he’d pulled it out from under his mattress, preparing to use it again.


  Fortunately, he’d still had his sweatpants on, but the second she saw it, she knew what he was going to do. She’d gotten him to admit who it belonged to by threatening to ground him for the entire summer, take his PlayStation away, and make him talk to someone about his ‘masturbation issue”


  As dad had brought up, he intervened when Mom wanted to make him tell Evelyn what he’d done, and she simply threw the thong out, and it had never been brought up again until today.


  Now here he was in the same exact position. In Evelyn’s room, with her lingerie in his hand and a raging erection in his pants. He turned his attention from the hamper back to the garter belt in his hand.


  Laid out like this he wondered when she’d planned to wear it. Was this supposed to be her outfit for Mario’s Christmas party that had been cancelled? Was she going to dance in it? Was it…?


  “Looks even better with me in it.”


  Sean dropped the garter like it had burned his hand and turned around so quickly he tripped and had to put his hand on her bed to stop from falling.


  “Smooth,” Evelyn smirked.


  Sean was caught between being embarrassed and gawking at Evelyn who stood before him in a black robe as short as the dress she’d been in earlier.


  Her long black hair was still wet, and some of it flowed over her shoulders, the ends resting on her chest. The robe was loosely tied, allowing him a view of the inner curve of her breasts.


  His eyes darted down to her long legs, admiring both their length and shape, and ended at her bare feet, taking note of the tattoos on her foot and around her ankle. Earlier, Evelyn looked damn fine in her boots and painted on dress.


  But this look, devoid of makeup, dressed in a simple robe, her hair wet, showing off those incredible legs…she looked even sexier. Maybe it was because she wasn’t trying, no fancy dress or make-up, just her natural beauty.


  Still unable to get himself to say anything, Sean was struck by the thought that this woman flat out oozed sex in a way he’d never experienced before. Donna and his other girlfriends had all been pretty with nice bodies, but standing before him, her chest still shining from some drops of water she’d missed while drying off was a woman in every sense of the word.


  Dressed like that and catching him red handed with lingerie she’d left out on the bed, smacked of a cheesy porn movie. But this was Evelyn in a nutshell, thinking nothing of walking around in that robe knowing her son and his friend were home, and leaving something this sexy in plain sight.


  Maybe the movies weren’t fantasies after all, maybe they were based on realities that just weren’t that common, but here was Evelyn, proof that milf’s who knew damn well they were milfs and played it to the hilt were real.


  “I was going to wear that tonight,” she spoke casually, as if she hadn’t just caught him in her bedroom playing with her lingerie. “Under a nice red dress. A long one, but slinky with a slit all the way to my hip.”


  “Uh…okay.” He was barely able to even whisper that idiotic response.


  “That way they could see the garter, sexy, no?” Evelyn walked up to him, and he nervously took a step back.


  “I thought so,” she responded to her own question as she picked up one of the heels. “Show them part of the gift that was under the pretty wrapping.” She held the heel up in front of him.


  “Thought about leaving these on when the fun started. They are fuck me shoes, after all.” She tapped the heel. “But they can leave some nasty marks if I’m not careful. What do you think?”


  “Huh?”


  “Shoes on or off while I fuck?”


  “Fuck,” Sean repeated. “Jesus.”


  “Yes, tomorrow’s his birthday,” Eve grinned. “But tonight is my night, remember?”


  “Yeah, Christmas Eve,” he nodded. “Listen, I’m sorry I was in here, and…”


  “Answer the question, Sean.” She lifted the shoe and placed the heel on his shoulder. “This? Or” she grabbed the stocking and as he stood there too stunned to move, rubbed the soft material along his cheek “Or this? What do you think is better?”


  “Um,” She was fucking with him, but so far she didn’t seem pissed he’d been in here so he forced himself to think about the answer.


  While he did, she lightly ran the stocking along his cheek, then replaced it with the point of the heel, making him release a sharp breath when she brushed it along his lips.


  “Off,” he told her, hating the way his voice shook.


  “Reason?” she dropped the shoe and stocking on the bed.


  “Because I…” Oh, what the hell, he’d already made a fool of himself, may as well play along and at least sound like a man, not a little boy. “This way they can see your feet.”


  “Yeah?” she looked down and he followed her gaze to see her wiggling her red tipped toes. “You like my feet, baby?”


  The question was asked in a sultry purr that caused his eyes to widen, and his cock, which had deflated when she’d snuck up on him, once again stirring.


  “You have nice feet.” Maybe he should just keep his mouth shut, she had him so flustered he couldn’t think straight.


  “Nice?” She raised her eyebrow. “Not exactly the word I was looking for. Try again.”


  “You have sexy feet.” He tried to sound more confident.


  “Better, you like feet, Sean?”


  “I like your feet,” he responded.


  “Ohhh,” she cooed and the sound sent a shiver through him. “I like that answer.”


  She sucked on her lower lip, a move that was the final impetus for his cock to swell to its full length.


  “What else about me do you like?”


  “Everything,” he said quickly before he could think about what he was saying, or whether he should be saying it. “Everything about you is just,” he released a long breath. “Goddamn perfect.”


  “An even better answer,” Evelyn’s voice had a husky tone to it, and he couldn’t help noticing her nipples were erect beneath the robe. “Not so bad yourself, honey.”


  She put her hands on his arms, squeezing his biceps, then placed them on his chest.


  “Filled out a lot over last couple of years haven’t you?”


  “Yeah, I go to the gym a lot.” You loser!


  “It’s paid off, and you’ve always had those deep blue eyes, and those cheekbones.” She gently touched his face. “Kind of pretty,” her eyes met his. “I like pretty. I like bad boys too,” she laughed. “Who am I kidding, I like all good looking young men.”


  “Thanks, but I know I shouldn’t be in here. I need to go to Chet’s room.” He picked up the controller he’d put down.


  “That really what you want to play with?” She plucked it from his hand and tossed it back on the bed. “I’d think you’d want to play with something a lot more grown up.”


  “Sometimes.” Jesus, Chet was going to come upstairs any minute.


  “I like to play all the time,” she came closer.


  This time when he tried to step back, she gripped his shirt, keeping him in place. She was now so close her nipples were grazing his chest and her eyes inches from his. He could smell her body wash, and the clean fresh scent of her skin beneath it.


  “Wanted to play tonight. After all, it is my night, and I was going to gift myself to some lucky young man.” She gestured down to the bed. “You think everything about me is perfect?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he nodded so hard he felt like a bobblehead, and Evelyn smiled at him. God, he was making a fool of himself.


  “But wouldn’t I look more perfect in my sexy Christmas lingerie?”


  “You’d look amazing.”


  “I’d feel amazing too. I love walking around with something sexy underneath thinking about the look on their face when they take my clothes off and get a fun surprise.”


  She sighed dramatically.


  “But guess I’m not wearing it tonight. Everything’s closed because of the storm.”


  “We’re supposed to get a lot,” Sean told her. “7-10 inches.”


  “Hmm,” Evelyn ran her pink tongue over her equally pink lips. “I could go for seven to ten inches.”


  “Oh!” Sean gasped when she grabbed his cock through his jeans.


  “You feel like you could give me at least seven,” she placed her lips next to his ear. “You’re hard for me,” she sighed and her hot breath in his ear made his cock twitch in her hand. “Just like you were when I kissed you. love it.”


  “Chet,” He wanted to smack himself, but he could be upstairs any time. Even if he wasn’t here, this was wrong. He couldn’t do this; Chet was upset at Evelyn for doing things like this. For all Sean knew she could be screwing with him just to get caught and piss his friend off more.


  “Won’t be here later.” Evelyn gave his cock one more squeeze. “So hard,” she released a soft sigh. “And I’m SOOO wet.”


  “Oh, fuck me,” Sean groaned.


  “I’ll fuck you,” she whispered. “I’ll fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before. And you’ll fuck me harder than those little whores at school will let you.”


  “You…you’re serious.” He couldn’t believe this was real. It couldn’t be real, it was a game, some weird revenge thing.


  “I’ll fuck you, then suck you hard to fuck me again. I’ll keep going until you can’t get it up anymore. That sound better than hanging around with your parents tonight?”


  “My parents!” Sean stepped back from her. “They won’t let me go anywhere tonight. There’s the storm.”


  Evelyn’s eyes flashed, and her sultry smile faded.


  “Mommy won’t let you out. Are you twelve?”


  “Where would I tell them I’m going?”


  “Your dud parents will be sleeping by nine, you sneak out and come over here.” The smile returned. “Honey, I am so worth it.”


  “I…Jesus, Evelyn, I can’t do that to Chet.”


  “Newsflash, Sean. You’ve been doing this to Chet. Staring at me since the day you first met me? Picturing me naked? Jerking off to me doing all the things I’m willing to do for real if you come over here tonight?”


  “I think that…”


  “Don’t think. Thinking people are no fun. I have what you want, and baby, you have what I need.” She gripped his cock again. “This is fair to Chet? You stealing that thong years ago is fair?”


  “You know about that?”


  “I knew when I couldn’t find it you were the one that took it. Chet wouldn’t have and no one else was here. Now tell me, was it fair to Chet you wrapped his mother’s thong around that young hard cock and blew a big thick load into it while thinking about that load going into his mother’s slutty mouth, or all over my face or those tits you always stare at?”


  “This is so not right.” Sean felt like a drowning man, trying desperately to find something that could save him.


  “Its not. I’m your best friend’s mother, you’re his friend, but sometimes, Sean?” This time she ran her hand along the length of his throbbing cock. “Two wrongs can make one hell of a right.”


  She eased back from him.


  “I’ll tell you what you’ve been thinking since I walked in. I am completely naked under this robe. One little tug,” she held up the end of the tie. “And you’ll get to see it all. If I put this in your hand and said go ahead, what would you do?”


  “Don’t,” he shook his head, putting his hands behind his back.


  “You are cute,” Evelyn tugged gently on the tie and his breath caught when it slipped open to expose more of the inner half of her breasts. “Can I ask you something?”


  “Anything,” his eyes remained glued to her breasts.


  “Your mom tell you why Chet’s mad at me? She say nasty things about me?” She smirked. “Even say she didn’t want you to come over here?”


  “Yeah,” Sean admitted. “How did you know that?”


  “Because your mother and the rest of the clucking hens in the neighborhood have been talking ever since that girl she knows started working at the club. Telling everyone what a slut and disgrace I am. Women my age shouldn’t act like that.”


  She still held the belt as she spoke, and Sean’s heart raced, wondering if she’d pull the robe open. As it was, he couldn’t take his eyes off the exposed curve of her breasts,


  “Know why they say that?”


  “Because they’re being catty?” He repeated what Dad had told Mom.


  “Exactly, the green eyed monster. They don’t look like me, hate that I flaunt what they don’t have, and more than that? They hate that they chose to settle down and stay that way, and I’m single and I am living the fantasies they won’t admit they have.


  She put the fingers of her left hand inside the robe and eased it open far enough for Sean to see the edge of the pink tinted flesh surrounding her nipple.


  “I’m not a slut, I’m an empowered woman. Know why I dance? Because I love having the body to do it, and I love men lusting after me. I’m so wet after I’ve been on stage I’ve jilled off in the damn bathroom at the club.


  “Its exciting to be desired, especially by boys your age. Those coeds are so young and pretty with their tight bodies and precious little pouts and giggles. But I’m a real woman who’s been sucking cock while they were still sucking a binky. I know what I want, and how to get it.”


  “That’s…so fucking hot,” Sean whispered. God he was so hard it was becoming uncomfortable.


  “I’m not doing anything wrong, Sean. My body, my choices. A guy fucks like I do, he’s a hero. Woman does it and she’s a slut? That’s a double standard, but one created by women, not men. They don’t like it because they know deep down they wish they could do what, and who. I do.


  “I married way too young and knew Chet’s father never loved me. I was his right thing to do, and since I was there I may as well play the part of his hot little thing and make him look good for his dog friends.


  “Now I’m older and I have no use for men like him, so now I’m after the hot young things, except I’m not looking to have one on my arm, just between my thighs for the night.”


  She gestured behind her.


  “I know its not easy on Chet, and when he was younger I was a lot more careful, but once he hit 18, he became an adult and he can learn to accept his mother is an adult too. Nothing I do is personal, he takes it that way because he thinks like your mother and the other prigs, that a woman shouldn’t have any fun. Is that fair, Sean?”


  “No,” he shook his head, watching as if in a trance as she traced one long red nail along the semi-circle of pink flesh visible.


  She eased the other side of the robe open more to where he was an inch of black material on either side away from seeing her tits. “You’re an adult with no girlfriend, I’m an adult who doesn’t want a boyfriend, and is looking for a good hard fuck. What’s the problem?”


  “But I’m not some guy, I’m his best friend.”


  “He’ll never know,” Evelyn shrugged and the way her tits jiggled caused him to curl his fingers into his palm to stop himself from reaching for them.


  “I want to,” he said softly. “You don’t know how bad I want to.”


  “Then I’ll see you here later,” she tapped her right breast. “Then you can see these, and everything else you’ve been thinking of and honey?” She ran her tongue along her lips.


  “No matter how good I was in your dirty little thoughts? I am so much better than that.” She pointed to the bed. “I’ll be wearing that for you, and you, my lucky boy, will be taking me in my bed.” She gave him a sly smile. “First man I’ve fucked in it since my divorce. How’s that sound?”


  She turned her head at the sound of Chet pounding up the stairs. Grabbing the edge of the comforter, she flipped it up, covering the shoes and lingerie. The controller went in the air, and Sean’s reflexes took over, catching it.


  Evelyn, keeping her back to the door, tugged on the robe, tying it tightly and covering her breasts.


  “Hey, what the hell are you doing in here?” Chet entered the room, looking pissed.


  “My fault,” Evelyn said, turning to face him. “I saw him walking by and started talking to him about LSU and how everything’s been.”


  “Yeah, sorry if it looks bad.” Sean sounded less nervous than he thought he would. “I was telling her what Donna did to me.”


  “Bitch,” Evelyn grunted disgustedly. “Some girls just don’t appreciate a good young man.”


  “And some women appreciate too many young men.” Chet retorted. “But whatever, come on, Sean, let’s get some gaming in before I have to head out to Dad’s.”


  He left the room and Sean quickly followed, but Evelyn caught his hand, and said softly.


  “You’re coming over, right?.” She smiled, and this one was more sweet than sultry. “You don’t want me to be alone on Christmas Eve, do you?”


  When he didn’t reply right away, she sighed and her shoulders slumped.


  “My asshole ex is going to bed on Christmas with little miss thing who’s barely older than my son,. You’ve wanted me since you’ve known me, Sean, so let’s make each other happy. You come over and I promise I’ll be the best gift you ever had.”


  The sudden shift from aggressive cougar to sounding like a vulnerable woman who didn’t want to be alone, was surprising, but in a way, Sean found her more appealing like this. More of a real person with a need other than meaningless sex.


  “Hey,” Chet called. “Let’s go, my mother doesn’t want to hear you whining about being single anymore.”


  “Better go while he’s still joking.” Sean eased his arm from her grip.


  “Merry Christmas, Evelyn!” Sean exclaimed loud enough for Chet to hear. “Have a good night!”


  He hurried out of the room and had just entered Chet’s when his phone chirped telling him he’d received a text. He pulled it from his pocket and saw it was from Evelyn.”


  “The back door will be open for you.”


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  Sean turned his head and looked at the clock next to his bed. 10:00pm, and as Evelyn had predicted his parents had gone to bed a little past nine. He’d gone upstairs with them, saying he was going to call a couple friends before he went to sleep.


  For close to an hour, he’d lay under the comforter, fully dressed except for his boots. He kept telling himself to get up, slip downstairs, sneak out, and have the night of his life.


  His cock agreed as a good part of the time he’d been in bed he’d been hard imagining Evelyn making every one of his fantasies a reality. He had no doubt she was serious and had every intention of fucking him.


  Yet he remained where he was. Without the distraction of her incredible body and talk of what she’d do to him, his mind raced with the implications. Most important, Chet. What if he somehow found out?


  Maybe Evelyn, fed up with her son’s nasty remarks and insults, told him to piss him off even more? What if he was caught sneaking out? Where would he say he was going? He didn’t have a car, and Chet wasn’t home.


  His mother had already made it obvious she didn’t trust Evelyn, and she’d been right. Maybe it was because he was older, or didn’t live across the street anymore, but in the past Evelyn may have been a little flirty here and there, but never that forward.


  If he were caught leaving, or coming back into, the house his parents could guess where he was going, and of course why. The last thing that nagged at him was Evelyn’s last remarks about not wanting to be alone.


  Did she want him or was she settling for him because she couldn’t go out as planned? Her comment about her husband and his newest trophy was delivered with an air of jealousy, but tinged with sadness, she didn’t want to be alone on Christmas while her ex had exactly what he wanted.


  His thoughts spun the other way. Even if he wasn’t her first choice, did he care? She’d made it clear she wasn’t looking for a relationship or even a regular boy toy. As the old saying went she found them, fucked them, then forgot them.


  Did he need to mean something to her to be able to enjoy a wild ride? The ride he’d jerked off to for years. The woman he was so obsessed with he only dated girls that looked like her?


  He did mean something to her though, and possibly not in the best way. Fucking his best friend would be the ultimate fuck you to her son even if he never knew about it. No, more than Chet, Evelyn knew Sean’s mother had been talking, it would be a nasty little secret shot at her too.


  Did he want to be Evelyn’s secret revenge fuck? Sean was surprised to discover he found that thought as exciting as it was wrong. Just as, if not more, exciting, was it would be in her bed.


  All the stories he’d heard had her never bringing them home, but he’d get to be different, and even if the entire thing were due to the weather, who cared? He’d be fucking the woman of his dreams in her bed where no man had been since she’d been married.


  .


  Sean gritted his teeth in frustration as he remained trapped between lust and the right thing. Was there a right thing though? Evelyn’s little rant about people like his mother judging her because she did what she wanted, not what others thought she should, rang true.


  Both adults, both single, he wanted her in the worst way and there had to be some attraction to him for her to throw herself at him. Or was she so sex crazed all that mattered was he was half her age and had a cock?


  Again, did he care? And if she were using him as form of payback to Chet, his mother and the others who talked about her, and even her husband, what was the big deal?


  Was he being used if he was going to get a night with her out of it? He could say he was using her as well. Banging the hot Milf, then going back home, and in a few days going back to school and not coming home again until April.


  Another look at the clock; 10:15. Maybe after a certain point she’d think he wasn’t coming. She’d be pissed, probably calling him a spineless little kid, then going to sleep. She’d be right, he was being a goddamn little bitch right now.


  A hot milf wanted him. Not just any milf, one hot enough to be swinging from a pole at a strip club. One who waitressed topless, and so wild she’d been seen fucking in the damn parking lot and rumored to have let two guys fuck her at the same time.


  That woman was waiting for him, and all he had to do was man the fuck up. Chet was his friend, but he was also treating Evelyn, his own mother, like shit because she was having fun, and what did he care if his parents ended up finding out? He was twenty, what were they going to do, disown him?


  His phone vibrated on the nightstand and he picked it up to see Evelyn had sent him a text.


  “Oh, man,” he whispered as he opened it to see it was a picture she’d taken in the mirror.


  Evelyn wore a short Santa coat complete with white trim and black buttons. Only the three middle buttons were closed however, leaving both her stomach and upper chest exposed.


  The red material was a sexy contrast to the round tops of her creamy breasts and the camera flash caught the silver pendent dangling from her naval. Sean’s eyes lingered on the red garter belt visible between the edges of the coat and felt his cock stirring.


  A red ribbon encircled her neck with a silver bow attached to the front and a Santa hat sat at an angle on her head, her long raven black hair flowing from beneath it. The hem of the coat was low enough to show off the end of her stockings and the garters attached to them, the red straps framing her toned thighs just as he’d imagined they would.


  He used his fingers to expand the picture and his eyes traveled the length of her red stockinged legs until they reached the absurdly high red stilettos. After taking staring at the picture for at least a full minute, his cock already swelling, he looked at the message she’d sent.


  “Ready to come unwrap your gift, baby?”


  He scrolled back to the picture, now looking at her face. Evelyn’s lipstick was as red as the coat, and she’d added red eyeshadow above her thick black eyeliner. She’d applied blush as well, and like the rest of her make up, rather heavily.


  The overall look said slutty, even trashy, and he knew that’s exactly what she wanted him to think. Evelyn was making it clear she wasn’t inviting him over for a romantic candlelit encounter.


  Her free hand was positioned on her hip and encased in a red glove. Sean imagined the gloves would be velvet or some other soft material, then wondered what they’d feel like touching him, more specifically wrapped around his cock.


  He could find out. All he had to do was go over there.


  What was he waiting for?


  The phone vibrated again, and this time it was a video. He clicked it and his cock jumped when it opened to Evelyn sucking on end of one of those thick footlong novelty candy canes.


  Her eyes were on the camera as she sucked, and she made soft moaning sounds as she took it deeper and deeper, her red lips wrapped tightly around the candy. She removed it from her mouth and fluttered her tongue rapidly along the tip of it.


  Lowering it, she sighed.


  “Baby, are you really going to make this the only hard thing I have in my mouth tonight?”


  Sean replayed the short video several times in rapid succession, his cock now so hard his damn balls were beginning to ache.


  He received another text, this one a picture of Eve sitting backwards on one of her dining room chairs. Her arms were folded over it, and her widespread legs visible on either side; a classic stripper pose.


  “Your private dance starts at 10:30, don’t be late.”


  Sean looked over to see it was now 10:15.


  “Remember, my back door is open.”


  “Private show,” he whispered.


  He clicked the video and again listened to her moan while she sucked the thick candy cane.


  “Fuck it,” Sean kicked the comforter off, and swinging his legs off the bed leaned over and picked up his boots.


  Whatever happened after tonight, Evelyn was right about one thing.


  This was going to be the best Christmas gift ever.


  



  

  Chapter Five


  


  Sean crept down the stairs, avoiding the two steps he knew creaked from his experience of sneaking in late when he lived there. He didn’t put his boots on until he made it to the back hall, then slipped on his jacket.


  He opened and closed the back door with painful slowness, and hoped to hell the neighbor’s German Shepherd, Jax, wasn’t outside because it wouldn’t be the first time that dog had woken up his parents and half the street.


  It was much colder than earlier, and snowing, but it wasn’t that heavy and he doubted there was more than three inches on the ground. He wouldn’t be surprised if this weren’t yet another miss by the weather jerks.


  Sean was grateful for the snow muffling his footsteps though as he made his way along the side of the house and let himself out of the front gate. Across the street, Evelyn’s house was in darkness except for the tree in the window.


  He walked quickly across the deserted street, relieved to see most of the houses around him were in darkness other than their Christmas lights. What a bunch of duds, but it worked for him. He went up Evelyn’s driveway and ducked behind the house.


  He relaxed a little now that he was out of sight and walked over to the small back porch. Sean entered through the screen door, then tried the back door to the house. As she’d said, it was open and he took a deep breath as he entered.


  He took his wet boots off and left them on the matt, then shook his head at how he’d thought to be courteous at a time when he was sneaking in to fuck his best friend’s mother.


  There was a small light on in the back hall that enabled him to see his way into the main hall where the brightly lit tree cast enough of a multicolored glow to see his way to the staircase.


  “Pssst!” He jumped and turned away from the stairs to see Evelyn sitting on the couch in the living room.


  “Hey, baby,” She beckoned him with her finger. “Parties in here.”


  Sean glanced over his shoulder at the stairs, and she laughed.


  “Where else do you find Christmas gifts?” She gestured to the Christmas tree to her left.


  He walked over, taking in her long legs which were crossed, showing off her smooth white thighs over the red thigh highs. The stiletto heel dangled from her toe as she slowly kicked her leg back and forth.


  Sean didn’t really have a thing for feet, but he’d always found that move sexy, and had no doubt Evelyn did as well


  “You look even better in person,” He told her, unsure of what else to say.


  “Thank you,” she tilted her head back and tapped the silver bow. “I think this present has your name on it, baby. Would you like to see it unwrapped?”


  Wow, she wasn’t wasting any time.


  “I’d love that,” he approached the couch to sit next to her but stopped when she lifted her leg and placed the heel of her shoe in the middle of his chest. His eyes traced the length of her leg down to where he could see the red thong beneath the jacket.


  He put his hand on top of her foot, then jerked it back in surprise when she leaned forward and slapped it away.


  “No touching.”


  “Sorry,” he wasn’t sure if she were teasing or he’d done something wrong.


  “Its okay, its your first time at the club,” she smiled up at him and dropped her foot to the floor. “Rule is the dancers can touch you, but you can’t touch them.” she gave him a slow deliberate wink. “Unless of course there’s a big tip involved.”


  She rose to her feet and did a slow turn for him with her arms over her head.


  The red coat was so short lifting her arms gave him a glimpse of the cheeks of her ass in the red thong as well as showing off the garters. When she was once again facing him she gave her upper body a shake, causing her tits to jiggle.


  “Like what you see, baby?” She asked in the sultry tone she’d used earlier when he’d been in her bedroom.


  “You look incredible.”


  “Not so bad yourself.” She slipped her hands inside his open jacket and pushed it off his shoulders. “Get comfortable,” she purred. “Its cold outside, but it’s going to get hot in here, isn’t it?”


  “Hope so.” He tossed his jacket onto the couch and his breath caught when she grabbed the bottom of his shirt and tugged it up over his stomach.


  “I know so,” she lifted his shirt higher. “Take this off for me, the guest of honor at private parties always gets some skin on skin.”


  Sean’s heart raced as he stripped his shirt off. Before it was over his head, Evelyn’s hands were on his bare flesh. He tossed his shirt on top of his jacket as she ran her gloved fingers lightly over his chest and stomach.


  “Like my gloves? Nice and soft, aren’t they?”


  “Very soft,” he repeated while she continued to caress him.


  He broke into goosebumps as her light touch both tickled and excited him. A shiver of pleasure went through him when she touched his nipples, tracing gentle circles over them.


  He gasped when she gave his nipples a sudden pinch, but the sharp pain was forgotten when she slipped her arms around his neck and pressed against him.


  “My coat’s nice and soft too,” she looked up him, her gaze meeting his. “But I’m even softer,” she ground her hips into him, and sighed. “But you’re not, you’re nice and hard for me, aren’t you, baby?”


  He went to put his hands on her shoulders, but she pushed them away as she removed her arms from around him.


  “A little birdie told me you wanted a private dance.” she once again looked up through her long lashes. “That because I’m the hottest girl here?”


  “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen.” He told her, trying to remain patient, damn he wanted to touch her.


  “You sure?” she pushed her deep red lips into a pout. “I’m not as young as the rest of the girls, but I promise you’ll have fun.”


  “Fun sounds good.” Come on, Sean, you sound like an idiot! Just relax and let her


  “Hmm-mm,” she purred deep in her throat her brown eyes wide. “I’ll unwrap your gift for you, then get on your lap and show you why I’m always on the naughty list.”


  “I’d love that.”


  “Its going to cost you though,” she warned him with her gloved finger.


  “It is?”


  “When I dance I expect a big tip,” she lowered her voice to a whisper. “You think I can earn a nice big tip from you?”


  “I think you already have.” he told her, causing her top laugh.


  “Well, I want you to get your money’s worth so how about you have a seat and let your best friend’s mother prove she’s the best show in town.”


  She pointed and Sean turned around to see the chair from the selfie in front of the tree. He’d been so intent on her; he hadn’t seen it. When he turned back to her, Evelyn had picked up her phone from the couch.


  “There’s an old expression about a girl being every mother’s nightmare.” She slid her finger along the screen while she spoke. “In this case your mother’s.”


  She’d just called herself his best friend’s mother, then mention his mom. He’d thought about whether she’d see him as some type of payback fuck, and it looked like that was at least part of it.


  “This is just to get even?” he asked.


  “No, it’s about you wanting to fuck me, and me wanting you too.” Evelyn gave him a sly smile. “But if I get a nasty little thrill out of it because of who you are, then that’s just icing on the cake isn’t it?”


  “I guess so.”


  Evelyn’s smile turned into a smirk. “Tell me something, Sean, and be as honest as I just was. Isn’t the fact I’m your best friend’s mother make wanting me that much more exciting? The taboo of it, the sleaziness of it?”


  Sean hadn’t thought of it before, but the second she said it, he realized she was right.


  “Yup,” she nodded as if reading his mind. “And your mom thinking I’m a nasty slut and worrying about her little boy being around me, and here you are in my house hard and dying to get your cock in my mouth and cunt.”


  She giggled. “Looks like I’m not the only one who’s on the naughty list this year, now am I?”


  “No.” He had to admit picturing the look on his mother’s face if she ever found out he’d been with Evelyn had an unexpected appeal to it. After all, there was no reason other than being judgmental for her to be angry at Evelyn.


  “Self-fulfilling prophecy,” she told him. “They think I’m the neighborhood slut so far be it from me to prove them wrong. Now, you going to sit down so I can show you why they call me Christmas Eve, or you want to get all moral and go home and cum to me instead of all over me?”


  “Damn, you’re nasty,” Sean said, but even as he spoke, he took two steps backwards and sat down in the chair.


  “That’s part of my charm,” Evelyn replied, then pointed. “Hands behind the chair, no touching until I say you can, understand?”


  “Whatever you want,” he did as she asked, clasping his left wrist in his right hand.


  “Careful with that, you have no idea how bad I want this,” she sucked on her lower lip. “How much I need it.”


  She tapped her phone, then placed it on the arm of the couch behind her. The opening notes of AC DC’s You shook me all night long filled the room. Evelyn swayed, slowly at first, then faster, putting her arms over her head as she did.


  She shimmied down to the floor, then back up, before lifting her right leg, and doing a perfect spin on just the heel of her left shoe. She shook her hips and worked her way back down as she had before, but this time opening her legs, her knees going out to her sides.


  The hem of the coat rose, showing off the lower portion of her ass in the thong. Just that quick glimpse of the minimal red string between her firm ivory cheeks, caused his cock to twitch.


  Evelyn shot to her feet and spun to face him. Shaking her hips to the beat, she ran her hands over her body, sliding them over her breasts, and briefly pulling open the top of the coat to show more of them and the red lace of the bra.


  Her hands worked down over her stomach and thighs as she dropped down into a squat. This time with her legs open, he was able to see the patch of red between her thighs as she ran her gloved hands over them.


  Evelyn rapidly opened and closed her legs, remaining perfectly balanced on the heels, then came back up and went into another spin, this time, flipping the coat up to show off her entire ass framed by the garter belt.


  When she came around her hands swung to the front, now lifting the hem to flash the front view. She held it up, turning it side to side in the opposite direction as she swung her hips.


  Evelyn strutted up to him, but at the last minute veered to his left and went around the chair. She leaned over and put her arms around him, her hands caressing his chest and stomach.


  She nuzzled into his neck and the feeling of her soft skin and her long hair tickling his shoulder sent a shiver through him. He couldn’t hold back a low moan when she placed a soft kiss on his neck, then another.


  Her hands kept moving, the soft material of the gloves gliding over him. Evelyn kissed him just below his ear then coaxed another moan from him when she sucked gently on his earlobe.


  Her tongue flicked playfully into his ear, and she released a sigh directly into it.


  “You feel good, baby,” she pressed her hands into his chest for emphasis. “You have no idea what a turn on it is to have seen you go from a little boy with a crush on me to a good looking young man who still wants me so badly.”


  Her hit breath in his ear had him as excited as her words, and this time when she gave his nipples a quick pinch his reaction was far more pleasurable than painful. Evelyn slid her right hand down his stomach and into his lap, giving his cock a squeeze.


  “So hard,” she purred, then kissed his neck once more, this time her soft lips lingering. “Hard for me like you’ve been so many times, except tonight you’re not wasting it in your hand. Tonight, that cock is mine, and I’m going to ruin you for all those little girls back at school.”


  She kissed his neck once more, then straightened, removing her arms from around him. Evelyn giggled as she placed the Santa cap on his head.


  “I think Santa should get a gift this year, and damn straight he’s going to come down something better than a chimney.”


  The song switched to the sensual grinding beat of Ted Nugent’s Stranglehold and Evelyn came from around the chair, she skipped past him, and danced around the space between him and he couch.


  There was more space than usual, and he saw she’d moved the coffee table and pushed the loveseat a few feet to give herself plenty of room. Sean’s eyes followed every move as she alternately swayed slowly and seductively, then thrashed wildly, her long hair flying about her head.


  All the while playing with the coat, flipping the front and back, giving him teasing glimpses of her ass and between her thighs. Evelyn dropped onto the couch, and threw her leg over the arm, and slid her hand down her stomach and between her legs.


  She rubbed herself through the thong, thrusting her hips, her eyes wide and her mouth open, simulating sex as she pumped into her hand. She slipped her fingers inside the thong, and this time when her eyes rolled back, Sean could tell her pleasure was real.


  In a flash she pulled the thong to the side, then back in place giving him a split second glimpse off her pink flesh. Her completely smooth pink flesh. Evelyn whipped her leg across her and went into a turn so she was now kneeling on the couch, her ass pointed at him.


  The coat rose, giving him a full view of the cheeks of her ass separated only by the thin strip of red, and framed by the garter belt and straps. Evelyn’s hand appeared between her legs, sliding her fingers over the thong.


  She slid them up to between her cheeks and yanked on the thong, causing the crotch to bunch up between her lips, showing off her camel toe. She pulled it harder and it slipped between her lips, showing him the sides of her pink slit.


  Sean felt the sweat sliding down his back and could feel how hot his face was as Evelyn pumped her hips, working the thong between her pussy. She whipped herself around again, coming to her feet.


  Her hands went to the coat and undid the remaining buttons, she worked it up and down with her hands, teasing him, then cavorted over to him, lowering one side, then the other to show him each of her breasts barely contained in the red bra.


  She stopped in front of him then went into another spin, and Sean flinched as she smoothly removed the coat and tossed it on top of him. It hung over his head, and he reflexively reached for it, but she slapped his hands back down.


  Sean reluctantly put his hands back behind the chair, and Evelyn pulled the coat away. She was now standing directly in front of him, and he saw the red gloves ran up to her elbows, a sexy as fuck addition to the already amazing lingerie.


  “Told you it looks better with me in it,” she smiled down at him, then stepped up to him.


  She lifted her left leg, making a show of stepping over his, then did the same with the right. She nudged her knees into his so he’d close his legs, then put her hands on his shoulders.


  Straddling his legs between hers, she leaned forward until her breasts were inches from her face. She gave herself a shake, making them jiggle in the bra and it was an effort to keep his hands down.


  She pushed her left breast into his face, the red lace of the cup pressing to his lips. He kissed it, wishing it were her bare flesh. He got his wish when she eased down a couple of inches, the exposed upper portion of her tit sliding briefly along his lips.


  Evelyn dropped down onto his lap, causing him to gasp as she pressed her crotch into his. Even through her thong and his jeans and boxers, he could feel the heat between her legs.


  His sound of surprise turned into a groan when she shimmied her hips, grinding her pussy into his aching cock.


  “Hmm, you feel like a big tipper,” she whispered, then worked her hips in hard fast circles,.


  Sean couldn’t contain a long groan of pleasure as his best friend’s mother continued to give him a lap dance. Her hips displayed a skill that could only come with experience as she went from hard fast grinding circles to much slower more sensual movements, which were more of a tease.


  She then shook side to side, rubbing him at a different angle, before reverting to a tight circular motion with her weight pressed into him, and causing him to moan once more.


  Evelyn smiled down at him, then taking his face in her hands, lowered her head and kissed him. Sean’s next sound of pleasure was swallowed by her amazingly soft lips as she pressed them to his.


  He had to curl his fingers into his palms to resist putting his arms around her as they kissed. Evelyn’s hips continued to move, but now front to back, now stroking the full length of his trapped cock with her hot pussy.


  She emitted a low groan in her throat as he kissed her back, his lips working over hers. As much as he’d dreamt of all the nasty things he wanted her to do to him, Sean had been dying to know what it be like to kiss those sensuous perfect lips, and it was even better than he imagined.


  Evelyn made it better when she first gently flicked her tongue along his lips before plunging it into his mouth. Sean moaned into their kiss as he eagerly accepted her tongue and met it with his own.


  Evelyn’s hips worked faster as their kiss grew in intensity, their lips striving to devour the others as their tongues waged war between their mouths. It was the kind of exaggerated open mouthed kiss Sean thought only existed in porn where everything was exaggerated, except this was real and driven by mutual lust.


  The kiss eased his concern he might literally just be the only cock she could find tonight, and told him she had thought of this, and although he had no doubt there was a far more long term desire on his part, she was making it clear in her wanting to put on a show for him, and the passion in her kiss, she had put some thought into this.


  Her hands went from his face to his shoulders, her gloved fingers digging into him as he sifted to flexing her legs, lightly bouncing on his cock. But her lips remained on his sliding up and down, and side to side, working his mouth the way she was his cock.


  Sean’s hips thrust, pushing up into her as much as he could with her on top of him.


  “Touch me,” she whispered into his lips.


  His arms were immediately around her, his hands sliding over the smooth skin of her back and up into her long hair. Evelyn’s high pitched whimper and the way her hips ground harder into his cock was another sign this was no act, adding yet another level of excitement.


  His hands went beneath the strap of her bra, caressing her lower back which he noticed was now slick with sweat. He grew bolder, his hands sliding down over her ass, and giving her cheeks a hard squeeze.


  Evelyn moaned, then released a sexy sigh into his mouth as he kept his hands on her cheeks, now gently fondling her. Damn her ass was as firm as it looked, and as he played with it, she went back to sliding front to back, but slowly, the way she would if their damn clothes weren’t in the way and she were riding him.


  She hooked her left arm around his neck, then leaned back away from him. She tilted her head back, and Sean lowered his head, his lips finding her exposed neck.


  “Oh, yes,” she purred as he kissed and sucked on her creamy skin. “Baby, you have me sooo wet right now!” she moaned when he kissed the front of her throat before sliding his lips to the other side of her neck. “God, you’re going to feel so good inside me!”


  His hips jerked at her words, and his hands tightened on her ass as he continued to move his lips, now kissing her upper chest. She tasted of French vanilla skin cream mixed with the salty tang of sweat, and he swore it was the best thing he’d ever tasted.


  That was until she let him get between her legs.


  Evelyn leaned back even further, taking herself out of reach of his lips, as only her hand was now gripping the back of her neck as she extended her arm. The angle caused her to grind even harder into him and gave him a good look at her now heaving breasts as she was breathing as hard as he was.


  Her face and upper chest were flushed red and he knew it wasn’t just the heat from the room. Evelyn’s dark eyes smoldered the way he’d always knew they would when she was worked up, and he was struck not just by how amazing her body was, but how beautiful.


  Evelyn swung herself back up, then effortlessly lifted her right leg and put her heel on his shoulder. He winced as it dug into him, but that was quickly forgotten when she leaned into him, and grabbing his head, turned his face and pressed it into her thigh.


  He kissed her soft flesh, aware of her crotch being inches from his face. Her put his arm around her leg, enjoying the feel of the stocking beneath his hand, and her flesh beneath his lips.


  Evelyn lifted her foot from his shoulder and placed it behind him, hooking the back of the chair with her heel. Keeping her hand on his shoulder for balance, she pressed forward and he turned his head and moaned when her crotch was now in his face.


  His cock twitched as she worked her hips, thrusting into his face. The material of the thong was not only warm, but slick, she was so wet she was soaking through her thong. He stuck his tongue out, and Evelyn groaned above him at just that soft contact.


  He could smell the spicy scent of her pussy through the thong and he licked her hard, pressing his tongue into her sticky thong.


  “Oh!” Evelyn whimpered, then shoved her hand down her stomach, and into her thong.


  Sean hoped she was going to pull it to the side, and let him lick her, but instead, she worked her fingers in the thong, then removed them, and shoved them against his lips. He opened wide and eagerly sucked her fingers.


  His eyes rolled back and he sighed at the sticky sweet taste of her, then groaned in disappointment when she dropped her leg and stepping back. She made up for it, but whipping her leg up and around, easily clearing his head and going into a spin.


  She finished it with her back to him and dropping her ass into his lap. She worked her hips side to side, then in several hard circles, before reversing direction and churning counterclockwise.


  Her ass on his cock had him feeling as if she could get him off right in his damn pants and he had no doubt she’d accomplished that many times at the club. Evelyn lifted her ass from his lap, and leaned over, placing her hands on her knees.


  She worked her ass up and down, her hips pumping rapidly, and with enough force to get ever her firm cheeks to jiggle. Goddamn, she was twerking for him! Evelyn went from twerking to working her hips, now moving her ass in tight circles.


  She dropped back onto his lap, now sliding her ass back and forth, but leaning away from him. Her hands reached behind her and his breath caught when she unhooked her bra. She pulled the straps down her shoulders, and Sean’s hands went to her now bare back, caressing it, while eyeing her colorful tattoo over the red garter belt.


  But his heart pounded in anticipation as he watched her lift each arm sliding the bra off. She popped out of his lap and flipped the bra over her shoulder. He caught it, bringing it to his face to inhale her perfume, but his eyes were on her.


  Nickelback’s Shaking Hands came on and Evelyn lifted her hair over her head and did slow sexy shimmy down to the floor, and back up. She spun and he held his breath in anticipation, but she had her left forearm over her breasts.


  She gave him a teasing smile as she ground down to the floor, and worked her way up, she lifted her foot, and did another impossible spin on just the thin point of her heel and this time her breasts were concealed by her hands.


  The red gloves looked hot as hell on her white breasts, but he longed to see what was beneath them. Evelyn strolled back to him, and once again put her legs outside of his and leaned in.


  She spread her fingers and he licked his lips at the sight of her swollen pink nipples peeking out between them. He reached for her breasts, but she leaned back.


  “Hips.” She said, and he obediently put his hands over her hips.


  She leaned back in and this time pushed her right tit in his face, and moved side to side, sliding her nipple over his lips. He slipped his tongue out, half expecting her to pull away, but to his delight, she let him lick the tip of her nipple. She moaned and offered him the other, and this time he swirled his tongue over it several times.


  Evelyn put her right knee on his thigh, then pushing herself up, placed her left on his other leg. She rose on her knees, her concealed tits level with his face, and smiled down at him.


  “Wanna see them?”


  “Fuck yeah,” he said so emphatically she laughed.


  “You’ve wanted to see them for years,” she said softly. “Thinking about them, jerking off to seeing them, touching them, sucking on them, coming on them.”


  Evelyn looked down at her hands and shrugged.


  “What if they’re a letdown?”


  “Eve,” he deliberately used her nickname. “Nothing else about you has been a letdown, you’re even sexier than I thought you’d be.”


  “Really?” Her eyes widened and her smile seemed to be genuine rather than seductive. “That’s so sweet in a not so sweet way,” she giggled.


  “I guess I’ll show you my titties, after all, I am here to strip for you, but it will cost you.”


  “Anything.”


  “When you see them you have to show me how bad you want them, think you can do that?”


  Sean’s response was to grab her wrists and yank her hands from her breasts. For a quick moment, his eyes feasted on Evelyn’s tits. He’d meant what he’d said, and like the rest of her body, her tits were even better than he’d imagined.


  Bigger than he’d expected, they still at high, proud, and looked as firm as her ass. Her pale pink nipples were erect and had a slight upturn to them, and so light they only stood out because of how white her breasts were.


  He could have stared at them all night, but after his initial look, he did as she asked, and proved how badly he wanted them.


  “Yes!” Evelyn cried out when he buried his face in her left tit, his lips encircling her nipple and sucking on it. “That’s it, baby! Suck on them!”


  He cupped them in his hands, going from one to the other, briefly swirling his tongue around her swollen flesh before sucking on not only her nipples, but as much of her breast as he could fit in her mouth.


  Her hands went to his head, pulling him into her chest and arching her back, shoving her breasts into his mouth. Sean shook his head between her tits, her firm flesh slapping against his cheeks, motorboating, was a bit juvenile, but he’d always wanted to do it to her.


  Evelyn didn’t seem to mind, moving side to side, and slapping her tits harder into him. His thumbs found her nipples, stroking them and her hands slid under his, holding her breasts higher for him.


  “Suck,” she breathed. “Suck them”


  He eagerly took her left nipple back in her mouth and the soft sigh she released above him was the sexiest sound he’d heard.


  “Look at you, sucking Chet’s mom’s tits. Having her dance for you, be topless on your lap.” She moaned as he sucked her other breast much harder than he had before.


  “We’re just getting started aren’t we? I’ve been teasing since you got here, but now its time for me to open my present, don’t you think?”


  She slipped her legs from his, and as she eased back, he struggled to keep his hands and lips on her tits. Evelyn laughed and gripping his wrists, eased his hands away from her.


  “Don’t worry, baby. You have all night to suck on them,” she slowly licked her lips. “Ever get your cock sucked by a girl with a pierced tongue?”


  “No,” he shook his head.


  “Next time someone asks, you’ll be able to say yes” She wagged her tongue at him, showing off the round red tip of her barbel piercing.


  “But first, one more tease.” As the inevitable Pour Some Sugar on Me played from her phone, she put her arms over her head, and gave herself a shake, sending her tits bouncing.


  She cupped them, playing with them as she shimmied to the floor. Remaining in a Squatting position, she slipped her finger into her thong and pulled it to the side, giving him another flash of her pussy.


  Evelyn leaned back and stretched out on the carpeted floor in front of him. Lifting her legs straight in the air, she spread them wide open, then drew her knees up, and hooked her arms around them.


  She pulled them back, her heels now over her head, and all Sean could think about was fucking her in that position. She gave him something else to think about when she dropped her feet to the floor and lifted her ass from it.


  Pumping her hips, she hooked her fingers into the sides of the thong and eased it down. Dropping back to the floor, her legs went up and Sean’s aching cock experienced another jolt of pleasure when she peeled the thong from her pink flesh.


  Peel was the right word. She was so wet the crotch clung to her as she pulled it away. She bent her knees and worked the thong over them. Sean’s eyes were glued to her glistening smooth pink flesh and his mouth watered and his cock grew so hard his balls were aching.


  She slipped it past one of her heels, then kicked it at him. Like the coat and bra, her aim was flawless and he caught it just before it hit his chest. As he did to the bra, he pulled it to his face and inhaled deeply.


  She smelled so good, and unable to resist, he pushed his tongue into the wet crotch. He moaned as he got another good taste of her, and when he licked it, a thin strand of her sticky juices, trailed from his tongue.


  In front of him, she kept her legs in the air while wiggling back and forth. Her red gloved fingers slid between her legs and rubbed her pussy. Evelyn moaned, then spread herself wide open for him.


  She rolled over onto her hands and knees, and crawled backwards, her pink slit winking out from between her ivory thighs and cheeks of her perfect ass. She rose to one knee and spun to face him.


  Putting her hands on his knees, she pushed, and he quickly opened his legs for her. She eased between his legs and leaning forward kissed his right nipple. A shudder went through him, as she then swirled her tongue around it.


  Evelyn looked up at him and made a show of sliding the red ball over his now swollen nipple, then sucked gently on it. Her hands were sliding over his arms, then shoulders, down his chest, and to his stomach.


  She kissed the middle of his chest, then teased his other nipple, licking and sucking on it. Evelyn’s fingers traced the waist of his jeans, and his skin broke into goosebumps from her light touch as well as in anticipation.


  Evelyn kissed her way down his chest, then pressed them hard into his stomach just above his jeans. She eased her head back, smiling at the perfect lip print she’d left there.


  “Hmm, I see you have my present.” She spoke while gripping his cock through his jeans. “Did you make it yourself?”


  “I think you helped.” He told her, making her laugh again.


  “I do try to be inspirational,” she pressed her lips to his jeans, then licked the length of his cock through them. “Can I open it?”


  “You can do whatever you want.”


  “Something tells me what I want is what you want.” Evelyn popped open his jeans and his body trembled as she pulled down his zipper.


  Her right hand slipped into them, now rubbing him through just the boxers.


  “Lift up,” she told him. “I think I’ve teased both of us enough.


  It hadn’t occurred to him she’d been teasing herself, but how wet her thong was should have told him that. To further prove the point, the second he had his ass off the chair, she grabbed the sides of his jeans and yanked them down with enough force to cause his cock to spring free and almost hit her in the face.


  “Ohh, look at this!” Evelyn gripped it in her right hand, and he moaned at the sensation of the soft glove around his hard cock. “I have to say, they were right this time.”


  She stared at his cock with a look of hunger that had him twitching in her hand.


  “I’m definitely getting more than seven inches tonight.”


  Her other hand went to his balls, tickling them with her fingers.


  “Going by how these balls feel looks like this naughty Santa is going to be getting a lot of milk too.”


  She extended her tongue, placing the red ball against the sensitive ridge beneath his tip and slid it back and forth. She wagged her tongue back and forth, slowly working her way down his shaft, then back up to his tip.


  Sean fought not to squirm as she teased. The tongue ring was worth its hype, the mix of her soft wet tongue and the hard round stud felt incredible. He was so hard he could feel his cock throbbing in her gloved hand.


  The gloves were just as amazing, the soft material gripping his hard flesh was far better than if it were just her hand. Evelyn slid her hand down his cock and shifted her grip so she was only holding him with two fingers, then proceeded to put on a show.


  Evelyn fluttered her tongue rapidly over and around his head, then up one side of his shaft and down the other. Pushing his cock down she ran her tongue along that part of his shaft and as she worked her tongue worked towards his body, the rest of his length slid along her soft cheek.


  In between the soft quick teasing licks, Evelyn peppered his cock with sort quick kisses, her full lips barely touching his quivering flesh.


  “This is how a cock this fine should be treated,” she swirled her tongue quickly around his swollen purple head. “Can’t just suck it, you have to love it, enjoy it.” she teased him by blowing on his tip, her hot breath making him twitch. “You have to worship it.”


  She placed her lips over his yearning head, parting them slightly, and barely touching him.


  “And this is my present after all,” she smiled mischievously. “I’d say you shouldn’t have, but I’d be lying because I can’t wait to have this cock inside me.”


  She gave him several hard pumps in her fist, as she continued.


  “But that’s after I suck you off,” she sighed. “This is kind of like my tits though. I’ve been blowing you in your mind for a long time. Hopefully, I live up to the hype.”


  “I have confidence in you.” Sean joked even though he was at a point he was close to telling her to stop teasing because he couldn’t handle much more.


  “That makes two of us,” Evelyn opened wide and sucked him between her lips.


  “Oh, yeah,” Sean groaned as more than half his length vanished into her warm wet mouth.


  Evelyn moaned as well, and her eyes rolled back as if she was enjoying him in her mouth as much as he was. She bobbed her head, working her soft lips along his hard shaft, while still using her hand, the soft glove caressing him.


  Sean struggled to keep his hips still while watching her blow him.


  Blow him. Evelyn, his best friend’s mother, topless, and clad only in stockings heels and garters was on her knees sucking his dick.


  It wasn’t a dream or something he pictured while jerking off. This was really happening! Not just happening, but with him in front of her Christmas tree with him able to see his parent’s house through the window behind it.


  “Hmm!” Evelyn sighed around his cock as she added her other hand between his legs, this time rubbing his balls rather than just teasing with her fingers.


  She sucked him deeper, and held him in her mouth, swirling her tongue along his shaft. He could feel the stud as well as he soft lips wrapped tightly around him, and the way his balls ached in her hand he was already wondering how long he’d be able to last.


  Evelyn’s hair fell across her face, obscuring the view he’d been dying to see since the first time he’d seen a picture of a girl sucking a guy’s cock in one of his father’s magazines he’d found snooping in his closet.


  Sean brushed her hair away and slid his hand behind her head, holding it as she sucked him. Evelyn bobbed her head slowly, letting him feel her tongue and lips along every inch of his shaft, while she gripped him more loosely in her hand.


  He wondered if she knew how worked up he was and was trying to slow him down. She lifted her eyes to meet his and his cock jumped in her mouth as they made eye contact.


  Her dark bedroom eyes were bright with lust, but also had an air of aggression, as if she were challenging him, telling him, that’s right I’m on my knees sucking you, but I’m in charge here.


  It was a look he loved in porn, and Evelyn continued to prove those movies had truth behind the fantasy, because she was making videos like the ones in Milf’s Gone Wild come to life before his eyes.


  Sean put his other hand on her shoulder, then slid it down her back, leaning over to be able to run his palm over her soft flesh. He kept his other hand in her hair, gripping it while she continued to suck him in a slow steady rhythm that felt incredible.


  Evelyn slipped his cock from his mouth, and stared up at him, her eyes bright with lust and her lips sticky from spit and precum.


  “So much better than a candy cane,” she licked her lips. “I want more.”


  She opened wide and he gasped when in one smooth suck, she took the full length of his cock. Her lips pressed into his pubic mound, and Sean couldn’t believe it. when her tongue slid out, sliding over his balls.


  Evelyn shook her head, working his cock around in her hot mouth and he couldn’t hold back a loud moan. She released his cock and surprised him by spitting on his head.


  She stroked him, rubbing her palm over his sensitive head, and making his hips jerk. She resumed stroking him, her gloved hand moving faster, and with less friction.


  She spit on him again, but this time took him back into her mouth and noisily slurped it back up. She eased her mouth back until just his tip was between her lips and gave a sudden hard suck.


  He gasped at the sensation of pre-cum spurting from his tip and into her mouth. Evelyn opened wide, showing the strands of sticky fluid stretching between her lips and all over her tongue.


  She ran her tongue over her red lips, licking it off, then slipped him back into her mouth, and proceeded to prove why the fantasy of his best friend’s mother, paled in comparison to the even hotter reality of her.


  “Fuck!” Sean called out as she repeatedly deep throated him with an ease that spoke of a skill and experience no girl he’d ever been with could match.


  Evelyn wasn’t just moving faster but driving her mouth down harder causing herself to gag each time she reached the base of his cock. The noise had his cock jerking in, and the sight of her tits jiggling as she blew him was an added bonus.


  He slipped his hands between them, and fondled her tits, squeezing and sliding his hands over them, his palms caressing her nipples as she continued to give him what was already the best blow job he’d ever received.


  Evelyn released his cock with a wet slurping sound accompanied by a thick trail of drool flowing down her chin. Grabbing his cock, she pinned it to his stomach, ducked her head and sucked on his balls.


  “Oh my god,” he moaned as she sucked hard and eased her head back, stretching his left nut, while swirling her tongue around it in her mouth.


  He’d never experienced this before and always thought it looked painful in movies, but damn, did it feel good! She repeated the move on the other side, this time grabbing his cock and pumping it while she worked his sac.


  “Now these are the only Christmas balls I want hanging in my face,” she emitted that incongruously young giggle, then opened wide and managed to get his entire sac in her mouth.


  His hands tightened on her tits, but she didn’t seem to mind going by the way she moaned. Her tongue danced over his swollen flesh while she had it in her mouth, and she now had her other hand on his cock, slowly pumping him in both fists.


  Sean released her breasts, afraid he’d get too rough in his excitement, and both hands went to her head, wrapping her long hair around his fingers. Evelyn groaned, then let his balls fall from her mouth.


  She let his cock go with her right hand but gripped him tightly with the other as she ran her tongue rapidly up and down his shaft. Sean watched with a surreal feeling as Chet’s mother proceeded to work her soft pink tongue along his hard cock.


  She switched from long licks to fluttering it around his head, peppering his purple flesh with quick licks that were now less of a tease and more of a welcome breather from the all-out sucking that would have ended this dream come true sooner than he wanted.


  Turning her head, Evelyn wrapped her full red lips around the side of his shaft and shook her head, sliding his full length between her soft flesh, and again he could feel the hard stud between her soft tongue. She switched to the other side while cupping his balls with her free hand, gently rubbing them.


  Sean’s breathing was getting heavier and his knees were trembling as Evelyn continued to put on a clinic on how to give great head. She took him back into her mouth, and putting her hands on his hips, proceeded to suck him like she was auditioning for a role in porn.


  Once again she effortlessly deep throated him, but as she continued to suck increased the force of her mouth. She made sloppy wet gurgling sounds as she drove her mouth harder and faster.


  Her brown eyes were now watering and her cheeks flushed from exertion as she fucked her mouth with his long thick cock. Her gagging sounds grew louder and spit and drool flowed down the sides of her mouth as she her sucking reached the point it bordered on violent.


  All this without using her hands, and Sean found himself caught up as much in how she looked and sounded as how good it felt. Evelyn reached back and grabbed his wrists.


  She held her head still and pushed on his hands.


  “Holy shit,” Sean whispered as he took the hint and holding her head, pumped his hips, fucking her mouth.


  Evelyn opened her mouth wide around him, allowing him to thrust harder into it. More sticky mess flowed from her mouth and was now dripping down his balls and inner thighs.


  “Glug, glug, glug!” The sounds Evelyn made as he violated her mouth spurred him on to throw caution to the wind, and he fucked her face with longer and harder stokes. He was taking her mouth harder than he’d ever dared do with one of his girlfriends.


  Hell, he was fucking her face harder than he’d fucked any of his girls in any way. Evelyn grabbed his hips, her nails digging hard into them even through the gloves as he kept up his rough assault of her mouth.


  In between the gags and nasty sloppy sucking sounds, she pulled on his hips, pressing her mouth into his pubic mound, and holding it there as he thrust into her throat. She gagged, and sticky drool sprayed from her mouth. He tried to pull her head back, but she slipped her arms around his waist, now gripping his back and making it clear, she wanted it like this.


  “Shit,” Sean groaned as his balls tightened and his cock twitched at the end of each short hard stroke.


  “Hmm!” Evelyn encouraged him while keeping him so deep his balls were pressed into her chin.


  Sean tried to hold back, struggling to enjoy as much of this insane blow job as he could, but when she slipped her tongue out and swirled it over his now slimy balls, he lost control.


  Gripping her hair so tight his knuckles went white, he held her head while driving his cock deep into her mouth where he exploded. Evelyn’s eyes went wide and she emitted a brief squeal that turned into a choking sound.


  Cum erupted from the sides of her mouth and out of her nose, splattering onto his stomach. Sean immediately released her head, and went to pull his cock from her mouth, but Evelyn, gripped him harder, and bobbed her head, sucking his spurting cock.


  Strands of cum dangled from her face and nose as she sucked him, taking each subsequent spurt into her mouth. Sean moaned and squirmed, struggling to keep his balance on his trembling knees as Evelyn sucked him with an enthusiasm that bordered on manic.


  She moaned, her eyes rolling back as he filled her mouth with what felt like one of the biggest loads he’d ever blown. She slipped her right hand around, gripping his balls and rubbing them.


  Her other hand went to his sloppy wet cock, jacking him into her mouth. His hips jerked as she switched to having just the head of his cock in her mouth, now sucking so hard her cheeks hollowed.


  “Oh god, oh fuck!” Sean pulled her hair, stopping her from sucking his now over sensitive cock as she continued to suck even though she’d taken everything he had.


  “Stop, please stop!” His words came out in a high pitched whimper, and Evelyn let his cock fall from her mouth.


  She sat back on her knees and opened her mouth, showing off the puddle of cum on her tongue. She closed her mouth, swallowed, then showed him her now empty mouth.


  “I…Jesus,” Sean released her head and slumped back in the chair, his entire body feeling as drained as his balls.


  Evelyn looked like a hot mess, a sexy as fuck hot mess. Her face, flushed red as the lights on the tree beside them, was streaked with tears and mascara and cum still oozed from her lips and chin.


  There were strands of it, coming out of her nose, something Sean only thought it was something fake from the movies and dirty stories. She was breathing hard, her beautiful breasts.


  Her upper chest and parts of those breasts that were as red as her face and covered in a slimy mix of drool and cum.


  “Enjoy your gift?” she wiped her hand across her nose. “Wow, that burns, hasn’t happened in a while, but it was worth it, I had a lot to live up to.”


  “That was…holy shit!” he exclaimed, staring down at his sloppy wet, and best of all, still hard cock.


  “I’ll take that, but before we’re done, I’ll top it.”


  “Top that?” he shook his head. “I don’t know.”


  “I do.” She grabbed his jeans and pulled them down to his ankles. “Get these off.


  “Still feeling as if he were in a daze, Sean lifted each foot in turn, allowing her to remove his jeans and socks. She threw them to the side and glanced at the window by the tree. “Wonder what mommy would think if she saw you naked in my living room and me covered in her little boy’s cum.”


  “I think she’d lose her mind.”


  Evelyn grabbed his knees and pushed his legs together, then rose to her feet.


  “Imagine if she looked out the window and saw me giving you my best lap dance?”


  “That was a good lap dance,” he grinned sheepishly. “First one, but…” he stopped when she put her finger to his lips.


  “You haven’t had my best lap dance yet.”


  She put her put her hands on his shoulders and lifted each leg in turn, until she knelt on his thighs. Reaching behind her she grabbed his still twitching cock and slid his head through the slick lips of her pussy.


  Oh, my god, she was going to…


  Evelyn dropped down, driving his cock deep inside her.


  “Shit!” Sean groaned as she rapidly bounced up and down. “I…I just came!”


  “And you’re still hard and you’ll come again,” she breathed as she continued to ride him. “And again, and as many times as I can make you.”


  Sean’s head felt like a raw nerve as she repeatedly impaled herself on his lap. He squirmed and whimpered, caught between how good it felt, and the sensation of it feeling almost too good and more than he could handle.


  But as Evelyn continued to ride him, the discomfort subsided, leaving him free to enjoy her hot wet pussy, and his pathetic sounds of protests shifted to low moans. He couldn’t believe how wet she was.


  Wet and damn tight, and when she paused with him deep inside her and contracted her pussy around him, he gasped, then groaned when she did it several times in rapid succession.


  “Like that? That’s what happens when you fuck a mature cunt and not some inexperienced pussy.”


  Evelyn rose higher, putting her tits in his face, and he couldn’t get his mouth on them fast enough. She moaned above him as he wrapped his arms around her and sucked on her right nipple.


  Her hand went to the back of his head, gripping his hair and shoving his face into her soft breast.


  “This is just what I needed, baby! A good hard ride a nice big young dick!” she turned, feeding him her other nipple. “Suck that tit while you fuck me!”


  With her sitting higher, only half his cock was inside her, but she moved her hips in slow circles, working the head of his cock inside her hot wet slit. Evelyn pulled on his hair, removing his mouth from her tit, and dropping back onto his lap, kissed him.


  Sean moaned into her parted lips as she worked her hips in hard fast circles as she had before, but this time with him inside her. Her tongue drove into his mouth and she released several high pitched sounds in her throat as she shifted to rocking front to back, changing the angle of his cock inside her.


  His hands roamed along her sweat slicked back and up into her long hair, then down to her ass, gripping her cheeks and spreading them, as she ground on him. Evelyn’s kiss was as aggressive as her sucking, her lips pressed roughly to his and her tongue probing his mouth with an urgency that matched the movement of her hips.


  She broke the kiss, letting her head fall back and whimpered when he immediately found her neck with his lips. Sean thrust his hips, moving as much as he could with her weight on his legs, but it was enough to drive him deeper, and cause her to cry out in pleasure.


  “Just like that!” she moaned. “Stay hard for me, baby! Show me why I like fucking boys my son’s age! Youth and enthusiasm!” she laughed, then went wild with her hips.


  She bucked up and down, side to side, and in both slow and increasingly faster circles. She went back to sliding back and forth, then rose and pounded down on him, then again and again.


  Sean was again struck by the enormity of what was happening. Chet’s mother, still with some of his cum on her chest and tits, bouncing on his cock, fucking him like an out of control wildcat.


  Her tits jiggled in his face as she went up and down, and she made it better by showing off, raising her arms over her head, and taking her hair up in her hands. Evelyn slowed down, now riding him much more sensually while his eyes feasted on how damn good she looked.


  “Merry Christmas to me,” he breathed and in a bold move, grabbed her face in his hands and pulled her down into another kiss.


  Evelyn released a squeal of delight that was out of character for her so far intense fucking, and he loved the eagerness she displayed in returning his kiss. This time he got his tongue in her mouth first, and he groaned when she closed her lips and gently sucked on it.


  There was nothing gentle about her movements as the kiss seemed to reignite them, sending them into overdrive. Sean was forced to break the kiss as he couldn’t contain his moans while Evelyn worked his cock in every direction and seemingly all at the same time.


  She surprised him when she put her hands his shoulders, and pushed off his cock, slipping her legs from his so she was once again standing. Stepping back, she bent over, and took his glistening cock into her mouth.


  “Fuck,” he groaned, one hand in her hair, the other on her back as she rapidly deep throated him.


  He couldn’t believe that after all this time, and as many dreams and thoughts he’d had of her that she would be even better than anything he’d ever imagined. The way she moaned as she sucked his cock, and the enthusiasm she displayed doing it had him so hard it was as if he’d never came.


  Evelyn sucked harder, driving her mouth up and down his cock at a frenzied speed, and from the sound, choking herself with it. She straightened, a long thick trail of drool, flowing from her mouth and down her chin and smacked her lips.


  “God, I love tasting my cunt from a big dick.”


  She whirled around on her heel and lowered her ass into his lap. She slipped her hand between her legs to steady his cock, then sat down hard. They both gasped as he plunged deep inside her, and she quickly went to work.


  Sean watched her ass bounce wildly as she twerked once more, but this time on his dick. At this angle he could watch his long, and at this point, dripping shaft disappear between the pink folds of her slit.


  He put his hands on her ass, pushing and pulling, helping her pound up and down on his delighted cock. Evelyn switched to lifting her right hip, then dropping it and raising her left.


  The bizarre side to side motion was nothing he’d ever seen before, but like anything else felt incredible. Evelyn pulled another trick from her seemingly bottomless bag of nasty sex moves, bending over and grabbing her ankles.


  She couldn’t move her hips, but Sean had no issue holding her hips and driving them up and down, basically using her pussy to fuck his cock as if she were a living sex toy.


  In this position she was spread wide and in addition to an even better view of his cock plundering her now prone pussy, his eyes lingered on her now exposed pink rosebud.


  Evelyn yipped each time he plowed into her, causing him to slam her hips down harder. He couldn’t wait to be in a position to really be able to put it to her, but it was clear this was her show and she hadn’t let him down yet.


  As if reading his mind, she straightened, and pushed back, driving him deep, then kept going, pressing her back into his chest. He heard a pair of soft thumps and realized when she lifted her legs and placed her feet on his thighs that she’d slipped off the heels.


  Evelyn gripped his forearms, pushing his arms down, then pushed with her hands and feet, lifting herself up, and sliding his cock halfway from within her. She lowered herself, then went up again.


  Sean moaned as Evelyn worked herself up and down several times before letting her weight go and pressing into his lap. She moved her hips front to back then side to side, giving him the same amazing lap dance, she had when she was facing him.


  She pulled his arms up, and around her and pressed his hands to her tits. As Sean fondled them, she leaned to the side and turned her head, her lips seeking his. They kissed passionately, their lips struggling to devour the others as their tongue danced over one another.


  Sean’s fingers captured her nipples, giving them a light squeeze then, rolling them between his fingertips. Evelyn groaned and moved her hips faster in response. She pushed his knees outward, opening both their legs, and as soon as she did, he slipped his right hand down her stomach and between her legs.


  His fingers encountered her swollen clit, and her hips jerked and she whimpered into his mouth at the contact. Pleased with himself at her reaction, Sean rubbed her clit with two fingers.


  “Just like that!” Evelyn groaned, her head falling back on his shoulder, her long hair sliding down his back. “Make me cum on that cock, baby!”


  Sean worked his fingers side to side, then in fast hard circles and Evelyn’s hips mimicked his movements, striving to keep his fingers on her swollen button.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she yipped, and with each word, her pussy clenched around his cock.


  Her hand went to the nipple his right hand had vacated, rolling it between her gloved fingers and tugging on it, stretching her pink flesh to the point it looked painful. Sean did the same, tugging harder on her nipple than he would have otherwise.


  Evelyn bounced harder on his cock, but for the first time, the movement of her hips wasn’t controlled, but sporadic. Starting side to side, then doing a half circle, before going back into him.


  Her moans were growing higher in pitch, and her stockinged toes curling into his leg. She dropped her free hand down to cover his, pushing his fingers harder into her clit and moving side to side with it.


  She let her head fall back on his shoulder, her brown eyes wide, and her mouth open. She pushed harder on his legs, pressing her sweaty back into his chest and sucked on her lower lip, whimpering deep in her throat.


  “Oh, oh!” she moaned. “Ohhhh…fuck!”


  Evelyn let out a long squeal followed by a series of short sharp yelps, as her pussy convulsed around him, and she bucked wildly against him. He kept his fingers busy on her clit and nipple as she thrashed and writhed on his lap.


  Even in the midst of enjoying how good it felt to be inside her, Sean couldn’t help thinking, he was making Evelyn come. The woman of his dreams, the confident MILF who had been blowing his mind since he walked in was now squealing in ecstasy on his lap.


  Evelyn came louder and harder than any of his girlfriends, and the way her pussy milked his cock was something he’d never experienced. Her hips slowed, and her body slumped against him and other than the music, the only sound between them was her ragged breathing.


  “I needed that,” she sighed, dropping her feet from his legs to the floor. “How about we switch?”


  She rose from his lap, exposing his wet cock, and stood to the side. Sean stood up expecting her to Sit down as he had been, but instead she grabbed the top of the chair and pulled her knees up.


  Evelyn wiggled her ass, and Sean didn’t hesitate to grab her hips and plow into her.


  “Fuck!” she cried out as she folded her arms over the chair and rested her chin on it. “Just like that, baby! Take me, take me the way you always wanted to!”


  He didn’t need to be told twice. As amazing as everything they’d so far was, this was his go to fantasy of Evelyn, her on her knees, her perfect ass in the air for him. The position in the chair was icing on the cake.


  He shifted his grip to that ass, squeezing her cheeks as he pounded into her. Up until now he’d been pinned in the chair, unable to really give it to her and was now making up for lost time.


  “Harder!” she looked over her shoulder at him. “Show me how bad you’ve wanted me! Take my cunt! Make it yours!”


  She was as nasty as he’d always imagined she’d be, so Sean didn’t hesitate to reach out and grab her long hair, tugging on it with his right hand while he pounded into her.


  He slapped her ass with his left hand, and the startled yip she released in addition to the sound of the slap inspired him to slap her other cheek.


  “I am a bad girl, aren’t I?” she laughed, then yelped when he peppered both her cheeks with a series of sharp smacks.


  The thrill of spanking her combined with how hard he was fucking her had his knees trembling and his balls tightening. He knew if he kept going he wouldn’t last more than a couple more minutes and didn’t want this to end.


  He pulled his cock out, dropped to his knees, and spreading her cheeks, plunged his tongue inside her pussy.


  “Bad boy!” Evelyn exclaimed, then moaned when he swirled his tongue inside her.


  She was so wet, and when he sucked hard, he received a mouthful of her sticky sweet juices. He shoved his tongue in and out, fucking her with it, then slipped it through the wet folds of her pussy to her clit.


  Evelyn cried out when he sucked her clit hard between his lips, then traced rapid circles around it with his tongue.


  “Lick my asshole!” She demanded, stunning him into a few seconds of immobility. “Come on, baby, haven’t you ever given a rim job?”


  He hadn’t, but that wouldn’t stop him. Sean ran his tongue back through her slit, and between the cheeks of her ass. He spread them wider and teased his tongue around the edges of her puckered hole.


  After several slow circles, he pushed his tongue into it, and Evelyn whimpered, and shoved her ass into his face. Sean plunged his tongue deeper, using it to fuck her ass as he had her pussy.


  She worked her hips, pushing him deeper, then pulled away from him. Evelyn slipped her feet to the floor, then quickly turned around so she was sitting on the chair. Lifting her legs, she wrapped them around his head and pulled him between her thighs.


  Sean found her clit, and after sucking on it, went to work with his tongue. Imitating the way she’d ridden him, he moved his tongue in every direction, slow circles, up and down and side to side.


  Evelyn slid down in the chair to give him a better angle, and put her arms over her head, gripping the top of the chair. Sean slid his hands up her stomach and over her breasts, while continuing to work her clit.


  He squeezed both her nipples between his fingers, twisting them hard, and Evelyn’s hips jerked in his face in response. She pumped up and down, grinding her clit into his flickering tongue, her legs now crossed behind his head, trapping him between her legs.


  He was a willing prisoner, loving having his face pressed to her hot wet flesh. He switched to sucking her clit in a slow rhythm, then faster and harder. He put more pressure on her nipples, amazed at how much she could handle, and that it excited her.


  “Keep sucking,” she moaned. “Make me come in your face, and I’ll give you an even better present.”


  He couldn’t imagine anything better than what they’d already done, but she’d been surprising him all night. Sean sucked her clit with lip smacking gusto and tugged on her nipples while giving them a hard pinch.


  Evelyn threw her head back and wailed as she exploded into her second orgasm in the last few minutes. Still holding the chair, she pumped her hips and squirmed in the seat as she tightened her thighs around his head.


  He struggled to breath, but kept his lips and tongue on her clit, as she gyrated wildly in the chair, after all, if you had to go, would there be a better way, than smothered by pussy and a pair of thighs?


  Evelyn released a long shuddering moan and dropped her legs from around his head.


  “Hmm, that was sooo, good!” she told him as he sat back on his knees, wiping his sticky and sweaty face. “I knew I should have fucked you before.”


  “You want too?”


  “Baby,” she sat up on the chair, then pushed herself to her feet with an obvious effort. “I was going to give you the best graduation gift ever, but with you still living at home, I didn’t want to make things so awkward.”


  She knelt on the floor next to him and lowered the upper part of her body to the carpet, pushing her ass in the air.


  “But now that you’re only home on breaks, it won’t be so bad.”


  “I’m back home in April,” he declared hopefully.


  “Honey, I’m thinking about how much longer you’re up here now. I’m sure we can hook up again before you go.”


  “Seriously? I can…”


  “You can get behind me and fuck me.” Evelyn had her head turned, her left cheek on the floor. “I’m face down, ass up,” she giggled. “My best side, I think.”


  Sean slid over behind her and entered her with one long thrust. Going down on her had given him time to gain some stamina back, and he tore into her, fucking her with long hard strokes.


  “Higher,” Evelyn moaned in between his thrusts.


  “Higher…what?” Sean slowed his thrusting.


  “Up,” Evelyn reached back, gripped the cheeks of her ass, and spread them wide. “Fuck me in the ass.”


  “What?” he couldn’t help himself.


  “You don’t pay attention. I told you twice the back door’s open.” She ground back into him. “I don’t do this for just anyone, but it is Christmas. Now shove that big dick in my ass.”


  Sean had never even thought of doing that to another girl. Never thought about it with Evelyn either for that matter. But he wasn’t going to turn down a chance to do it for the first time.


  He slid his cock from inside her and eased his cock up to press his head against her rosebud. He pushed forward, and she groaned as his head spread her ass open. Sean slowly entered her, amazed at how tight her ass was.


  Tight and much no where near as wet as her pussy.


  “Don’t tease, just fuck me.” Evelyn rocked back into him, driving the full length of his cock into her ass.


  “Fuck!” she squealed. “Damn, you’re not small, are you?”


  She rocked back and forth, working his cock halfway out before slamming back into him.


  “Let’s go, baby, fuck me! Make me squeal like a stuck pig!”


  Squeal like a…Sean blinked then put his hands on her hips and proceeded to do as she asked.


  Her fucked her with long, and increasingly hard strokes, his cock battering into her tight asshole. Evelyn squealed and yelped as he fucked her, and the sound of it caused him to fuck her harder.


  “Fuck fuck, fuck!” she cried as she spread her cheeks further, her gloved fingers digging into her ass. “Deep, so deep!”


  Sean tore into her even harder and her squeals went up in pitch. When he kept going harder, hard enough for his balls to be slapping against her pussy, she lifted her head from the floor and emitted a sound best described as a howl.


  He felt something brush his sac, and saw she’d slipped her right hand beneath her was playing with her clit. Sean stared, transfixed by the sight of his long cock vanishing into her ass.


  He couldn’t believe it. He was fucking Chet’s mother in the ass!


  “Nasty thing, ain’t I?” she asked in between her yelps. “On the floor, getting taken in the ass. Fucking my son’s best friend! Being the dirty fucking whore, your mother and all the other prigs think I am.


  “Think about it,” she breathed. “The look on your mother’s face if she knew I let her baby boy shove his dick in all my holes. Gave him a lap dance, sucked him off, went around the word with him.”


  Her talk had his hips in overdrive, and he was fucking her ass as hard as he had her pussy. Evelyn’s shrill cries fueled his passion, and he had to admit that in a twisted way the fact he knew it had to hurt a little made it even hotter.


  “Or Chet? You talked a good game about being his friend but look where you are now. He thinks I’m a slutty skank, then I’ll be one. Letting his friend fuck my asshole! Go big or go home, right?”


  Sean couldn’t reply. His breathing was getting heavier and his focus was on his cock plundering her ass.


  “You’re going to think about this every time you see him, every time your mother mentions me. You’re going to dream about me even more now that you’ve had me, and I’ll let you have me again! Anytime you’re home from school, you come see me.


  “I’ll get you into the club, let you watch me on stage, then you can fuck me backstage, I…I…” Evelyn’s voice trailed off, then erupted into a howl of pleasure as she came again.


  “Shit!” Sean gasped as her already tight ass contracted around his cock.


  She thrust back into him, driving his dick even deeper into her ass as she came for the third time.


  “Fuck, oh…fuck!” Her ass milking him was more than he could handle and he gave her several short hard pumps as he approached the point of no return.


  “Inside, cum in my ass!” Evelyn demanded.


  Sean lasted a few more strokes then groaned when his cock erupted, sending a long spurt deep into her ass. He kept fucking her, each stroke ending in more cum filling Evelyn’s ass.


  Some of it ooze around his shaft as he kept thrusting. Evelyn yipped and whimpered, and made several attempts to say something, but all that came out were incoherent grunts and squeals.


  Sean eased out of her ass, and Evelyn contracted it several times, pushing some of his cum out of her ass where it oozed down into her pussy.


  “Oh my god,” Sean whispered, sitting back on his knees, and staring at his still twitching cock, then back at the cum pooling between the lips of her pussy.


  “Merry Christmas!” Evelyn laughed, then rolled over into a sitting position. “I’m going to feel that tomorrow, been awhile. You like your gifts?”


  “Best Christmas ever.” He nodded, his cock finally softening.


  “Not over yet,” she pointed to the stairs. “I did say you could have me in my bed.”


  “You want more?”


  “I always want more. Let’s go upstairs, we’ll shower, then you can fuck me again,” she winked. “Or fuck me in the shower, then fuck me again.”


  When she saw the look of disbelief on his face, she smiled.


  “Hey, I am the gift that keeps on giving, after all.”


  


  The End
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