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  Chapter One


  


  Milf.


  James typed the best abbreviation ever made into the browser of porn4U, his go to site of the last couple of months. As always when he tapped each key, he thought of what they stood for.


  Mother I’d like to Fuck. The words themselves turned him on. The idea of an everyday older woman, a mom no less, seeking out boys their son’s age to give them the ride of a lifetime did it for him in a way no other porn scenario ever had.


  James wasn’t impressed with girls his age in porn. In their late teens and twenties they should be damned hot. But a woman who’d been married, raised a family, and gone through years of real life bullshit and was still smoking hot? That was far more impressive.


  James noticed young girls in adult movies seemed to all come from the same mold. Always slender with smallish tits to appeal to the daddy’s little girl and barely legal crowd. But Milf’s? They came in a variety of body types, and James loved all of them.


  The athletic yoga pants wearing ‘fitness’ milf as he referred to them, with bodies that made girls half their age jealous, were hot as fuck as the saying went. They were as perfect for porn as the younger girls.


  On the other hand, there was the more ‘natural mature woman’. The women who were sexy, but looked more like they could be the mom next door. Women who had a little extra on their hips and thighs and a little jiggle to their ass. Even the fact their full-and all natural, not plastic-breasts weren’t sitting as high and proud as they were when they were younger turned him on.


  Then there were the women in the middle who were on the thinner side, but not live at the gym hard, but not thick either, just a little soft.


  If James had to pick he…probably couldn’t. All Milf’s were hot, and it was more about the maturity and experience than the body, at least to him. Older women weren’t shy, and they didn’t have hang ups like young girls did.


  Young girl’s like Jill, who James had dated for over a year, and for his patience, loyalty, and being respectful and not pushy, was rewarded with a half dozen quickies the last couple of months they were together. All encounters were with most of their clothes on, Jill’s skirt up, panties off, and his pants and underwear around his knees.


  Only once did she lift her shirt, and even then still kept her bra on. Jill was self-conscious about her breasts being small, and wouldn’t let him see them. She was equally shy about ‘down there’ because she couldn’t even say pussy, let alone cunt like a lot of porn stars did.


  Oral sex was strictly off limits, with her looking at James like he’d asked her to eat a dead mouse when he mentioned her sucking on him. At least she was fair in the sense she wouldn’t let him between her legs either, saying both acts were ‘dirty’.


  But what did he expect? They were each other’s first, and looking back, he felt bad their first time was so rushed. He would have liked to have taken her to a motel where they could have time and privacy and be relaxed, but neither of them were 18 and couldn’t rent a room.


  The first time, like the others, had been rushed because they were all right after school and with both of them so nervous her parents or sisters would come home and catch them. It was a shame that those encounters, during which he could only squeeze her tits through her clothes, comprised his entire sex life.


  He figured it would get better once he turned 18 and could sneak some money from his savings and get a room somewhere, but then Jill decided they should ‘see other people’. That other person turned out to be a guy she worked with who was four years older and had his own apartment.


  James was still bitter whenever he thought about. He was sure that prick had seen her tits, and probably gotten his cock in her pretty little mouth. He consoled himself with the thought the next girl he dated, the sex would be sooner, and much better.


  But since Jill, he’d gone on a total of two dates, the most exciting of which ended with a tongue filled kiss good night that had him hopeful for the next time around. But Robin never called him back and he found out she’d broken up with her boyfriend, then took him back right after their date.


  So for right now his life was school, his part time job at Dad’s garage where he mostly cleaned and did easy things like oil changes or charging AC’s. By the time he got home and did his homework, he was too tired to go out, and for whatever reason it seemed every girl he took an interest in at school had a boyfriend, or flat out had no interest in him.


  Porn, which he’d only recently started watching over the last couple of months was as close to sex as he was going to get. Unless jerking off was considered sex. If that was the case James would be competitive with Ron Jeremy the way he was going.


  Case in point, this was going to be round three of the day and it was only four thirty, but this was his typical Sunday routine, video games, Netflix, and jacking off.


  James knew it was damn pathetic, and he’d never done it that much even back before he’d had sex. It was the Milf videos. Unlike other things he’d watched, got off to, then forgot about, his recently discovered attraction to older women had become an obsession.


  In the middle of a show or game of Madden, he’d suddenly start picturing a video he’d recently watched and that porn star doing those amazing-and mostly never experienced things-to him.


  Molly Minx, his personal favorite should be paying rent for the space she took up in his head. New-and up and cumming as her bio stated-Dana Darling was another incredible example of a sex crazed forty plus wildcat that couldn’t get enough young cock.


  James infatuation extended past the movies. Now, every time he saw an attractive older woman, he wondered what they’d be like in bed. Would they be wild and insatiable? Did the single ones go after young men? Or was this like a lot of porn fantasy, and just that. The boring reality was most women who qualified as Milfs were either married family types or if single, dating guys their age.


  But the fantasy was what drove him. Not like in real life he’d ever meet a woman like that. Even if he did, he couldn’t pretend he’d have a chance to be the lucky boy they’d want to take for a wild ride.


  Not that James was a bad looking kid, his deep blue eyes coupled with a shock of short thick black hair was a good combination, and his high cheekbones accompanied by a slight cleft to his chin, and smooth features, made him borderline ‘pretty’.


  He’d try to grow beard to shake that word, but compared to attempts at facial hair, his sex life was a rousing success. At 6’1” he was taller than his father and had filled out fairly well the last year or so. He liked working out, and although his muscles didn’t stand out he’d attained a somewhat rugged build for his age.


  But even if he caught the eye of some cougar prowling for a cub, what was he going to do? He’d end up embarrassing himself within minutes. Not only would he probably pop within thirty seconds of being in her mouth-as it would be his first time-he had no real idea how to eat pussy except what he saw in the videos.


  He’d barely had sex and probably wouldn’t last longer inside a hot mature pussy than he would in their mouth.


  Hot mature pussy…James was even thinking as if he were in one of the movies he watched. Not surprising as he bet he’d watched at least a hundred of the ten minute or so clips Porn4U featured for free.


  It was time for number 101 as James stared at the options that dropped down when he typed in Milf. Milf seduces young man, Milf threesome, Milf blow job, Milf hand Job, Milf blackmailed into sex….Milf fucks best friend’s son.


  James tapped the mouse gently as he weighed his options. He’d gotten off to a long sloppy Milf BJ right after he’d gotten up this morning, and his nooner with himself was a threesome featuring Molly Minx getting it from two young waiters after hours at a restaurant while her ‘husband’ watched.


  There were a few more options, everything from Milf footjobs to Milf gang bang and one of his new favs, Amateur Milfs. He doubted most of the vids were really amateur as he’d watched so many movies he could recognize a lot of the alleged ‘wives and girlfriends’ being filmed for the first time were actual porn stars.


  But here and there he’d find one that seemed authentic. His eyes however, kept darting to what had, from the first time he’d watched a video featuring an older woman with a younger man, become his most fantasized about scenario.


  Fucking her son’s best friend.


  James knew it was because it was a fantasy he’d experienced well before he’d discovered the joys of milf porn in general, but watching videos that put even more ideas in his head, and in graphic detail, made it even better.


  The amateur videos appealed to him for the same reason, allegedly everyday older women getting down and dirty with some lucky guy who was in the right place at the right time. Or, as he liked to imagine, maybe the horny eager young man across the street.


  The fact there were multiple sites that specialized in the concept of a mother seducing her son’s friend, each with dozens of clips and all with thousands of thumbs up, made him feel better about some thoughts that at times made him feel guilty.


  James clicked the topic and looked at the newest releases in the category. As he tried to decide based on the title which one he would honor with load number three of the day, he checked to make sure his headphones were plugged in.


  His parents were churchgoers and both were raised with as they called it, ‘good old fashioned family values’ and some of their personal beliefs were more than a little outdated. Fortunately, they didn’t believe in pushing too much of it onto him.


  They weren’t fans of rock music, horror movies, or video games, but let him indulge in all of it because they felt denying him things most kids his age enjoyed would push him away. They just asked he be respectful and not blast his music and watch his movies and play his ‘violent’ video games on the TV in his room.


  The one thing they were adamant about was porn. Dad had spoken to him about it a couple years ago. He claimed it was obscene, exploited and objectified women, glorified meaningless sex, and made young men and women think that’s what sex was supposed to be, all lust and no love.


  He nodded along with his father’s points and promised he wouldn’t do it. At the time, James was sixteen and didn’t have any interest in watching other people have sex, just hoping someday he would get to have it so it was an easy thing to agree to.


  Dad was the type who believed in taking everyone, including his son, at their word until they gave them a reason not to, and said he was going to trust him and not install any type of limits on the internet.


  When he first got into it, James acutely recalled that conversation and always deleted his cookies and browser history every time he watched a video, and made sure to listen with a bud in one ear, and the other free to hear the telltale creek of the top stair just to the left of his room.


  He’d thought of locking his door, but decided to take his chances because locking the door would pretty much scream he was doing something he shouldn’t. On that note, his father had awkwardly told him he understood what it was like to be a young man.


  Dad explained denying himself any ‘relief’ would lead to a lot of frustration and dumb behavior and lack of sleep along with common sense when it came to taking chances with girls. He did tell him to be careful to do it at night when his mother wouldn’t catch him, and always in his bedroom.


  His last pearl of wisdom was not to do it a lot because you could dull the feeling and it wouldn’t ‘take the edge off’ anymore. James had to hand it to him, he smirked at the bad pun, the old man knew what he was talking about because he swore the more he jacked off these days, the more he wanted to do it again.


  There had been days he’d done it so often he couldn’t get it up anymore and the last time he could, his balls ached and only a few dribbles of cum was able to be squeezed from his overworked cock.


  Even at that point, he’d still watch a video, just enjoying watching an older woman getting what she wanted. He imagined they could wear a guy out the way he’d worn himself out. A woman in her prime taking advantage of a young boy’s ability to keep rising to the occasion.


  James would give anything to experience that just once, but instead he went through tissues and hand lotion to the point he was buying them on his own so Mom wouldn’t notice how fast her supply of each was dwindling.


  He made the all-important decision of what he’d be spanking it to and clicked on thumbnail of a dark haired milf in nothing but a pair of black thigh highs and heels on her knees sucking a young guy sitting in her bed.


  Nothing overly special about it, other than the title. “Lonely Milf Molly Sweet needs it so bad she fucks her son’s best friend.”


  James assumed his position, putting his lap top on the bed next to him, while he remained under the sheet, his shorts pushed down so he could stroke it. The lap top faced away from his door so if his mother or father suddenly poked their head in they couldn’t see what he was watching.


  He had his ‘emergency browser’ open to a list of the top ten horror movies of all time that would take over the screen when he closed the milf movie. He had some tissues and a small sample sized bottle of lotion under the sheet as well.


  This whole set up told him he did this way to much, but what the hell, he wasn’t hurting anyone, just having a good time while indulging a fantasy it seemed he shared with countless other young men.


  He squirted some lotion in his right palm, and stroked his already hard cock while he clicked play. The video started with the young neighbor coming over looking for his friend who wasn’t home.


  There was some mindless and poorly acted dialogue that James tuned out as he idly stroked himself and took in Holly’s long legs and big tits, both prominently displayed in her short skirt and insanely low cut blouse.


  Her legs looked good in the black stockings and fuck me heels and he couldn’t wait to see her just in those. The action started with them kissing, something that although not x-rated, always got James worked up.


  Jill did like to kiss, and the way she used her tongue in his mouth made it all the more frustrating she wouldn’t put it on his cock. He loved the way Holly was moaning and working her hips like she really was horny and hadn’t had it in a while.


  The ‘friend’ was doing a good job of seeming to be surprised, and even gave a token, ‘What about Zack, we shouldn’t do this’ but she was not taking no for an answer.


  James breathing became heavier and his hand now moving with a purpose as the scene in the ten minute clip jumped to Holly now topless and getting her tit sucked while she had the guys cock out of his pants and stroking it.


  Next cut was from the thumbnail, her on her knees moaning and slobbering over a damn big cock, spit and drool on her chin as her wide brown eyes stared into the camera and she worked that dick with her mouth like the pro she was.


  Long black hair, big brown eyes, and the mother of a friend. Holly was ticking every box when it came to his personal fantasy and guilty pleasure. She was going to town on that cock like it was the best thing she ever tasted, and her loud gurgling and the way her eyes went while she rocked her hips already had him close despite this being round three in the last eight hours.


  The scene cut again to her getting it doggy style. Holly had a nice plump ass, soft thighs and some extra on the hips. That along with the way her big boobs moved as she was being fucked added a vote in his mind for the softer natural Milf type.


  Her yelping and squealing and the way she stared wide eyed into the camera, calling out for him to fuck her harder because she wasn’t one of his little girlfriends, but a real woman was enough to have James on the edge.


  He slowed his stroking noting there was only a minute left in the video and playing the game of trying to cum at the same time as the guy in the movie. He sped up again when she rolled over, and he slid up over her and proceeded to paint both her face and her huge tits with long thick spurts of cum.


  James sent several much smaller squirts onto his stomach, moaning softly as he watched Holly jerking the guy’s cock off into her mouth, getting a few drops on her tongue before sucking on him.


  “Hmm, what would Zack say, if he saw what a mess you made on his mommy?” Holly smiled through the cum, and James imagined himself in that very same situation. Him with….


  “James?”


  He jumped at the sound of Mom’s voice accompanied by a loud knock on his door. Before he could answer, Mom opened the door and came into his room.


  “Mom!” He fumbled with the mouse, closing the video and quickly hitting play on the documentary.


  “Sorry, I just walked in, but I knocked before that, figured you were playing one of your games with the headphones on.”


  “No, just a video.” James could hear he was a little out of breath, and definitely nervous.


  This was the first time he’d even come close to being caught, and he could feel his face growing hot.


  “You feel okay?” To his dismay, Mom not only proved he looked as upset as he felt, but took a couple steps towards the bed.


  “Yeah, I…fell asleep I guess, and you scared me.”


  “Oh, sorry.” Mom stared down at him with an odd expression on her face.


  “No problem.” He pulled the ear bud out and in a brave move to prove he wasn’t doing anything he wasn’t supposed to, he moved the lap top, turning it slightly so she could see the video that was currently talking about the Texas Chainsaw Massacre.


  Beneath the covers, he wiped his hand into his sheet, smearing cum into it.


  “I was wondering if you could do me a favor?”


  “Sure, what do you need?” James fumbled for, and found the tissues and balled one into his fist, trying to get the lotion and cum that was in his palm.


  “I made lasagna for the potluck dinner at church tonight. While I was at it I made two small ones, one for us to have this week, and one for Tommy and his mother.”


  “That was nice of you.” James rubbed his fingers back and forth under the covers, and confident he’d gotten everything, slid his hand out from under the sheet, while pushing the lap top with his other hand, trying to keep her attention in that direction.


  “I figure that seeing she’s working two jobs she could use a nice meal that all she has to do is heat up.”


  “Yeah, Tommy says she’s been working a lot.”


  “It’s been hard for both of them since Tom’s dad passed away.”


  “I’ll bet.” James agreed while trying to figure out how he could get his shorts up without it being obvious that’s what he was doing.


  “So can you take a run over there? I saw her quick before we left for church and I think she’s going to work in an hour or so, so I wanted to get it over to her. I’d go, but I’m expecting your aunt Cindy to call.”


  “Yeah, just give me a minute, I’m…uh, not decent.” He may as well admit that part because it seemed like Mom was waiting for him to get up right then and there.


  “Sorry, I shouldn’t have just come in,” Mom admitted. “Don’t be too long, not exactly sure what time she’s leaving, plus I figured you could hang out with Tommy. You haven’t left your room all day except to raid the fridge.”


  “He’s working too.”


  “Oh, well, you can still go and make a nice a nice gesture.”


  “Absolutely. Miss Keys is awesome.” God, she was awesome.


  “I left the pan on the table, don’t let the tin foil come off, and…that’s disgusting!”


  Mom’s eyes were on the lap top, and for a second he held his breath.


  Oh, shit had he….


  “I can’t believe people think someone getting hacked with a chainsaw is fun.”


  As he held back a sigh of relief, Mom turned and left the room, closing the door behind her. Now that the danger had past, James flipped the sheet off, and hopped out of bed. He grimaced at the glob of cum on his shorts near his zipper and felt more relief that he hadn’t tried to get up in front of his mother.


  James gingerly stepped out of them, and tossed them in the hamper. He slipped on a pair of jeans, and as he sat and put his shoes on, he smiled at the idea he was about to see the inspiration for his Milf addiction


  Tonya Keys, his best friend’s mother.


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  James walked across the street towards Tom’s house feeling like what he was, a young guy experiencing the nervous excitement of seeing someone he had a crush on.


  Tonya, the mother of his best friend since middle school who lived across the street and had been an object of his desire since he was twelve. Back then he started out thinking she was ‘pretty’ which she was of course.


  But as he got older, pretty turned to the more mature version the word, gorgeous, or sometimes the word beautiful came to mind. It wasn’t smoke or seeing her through lust colored glasses, Tommy’s mother was an attractive woman who back in her younger days had done some modeling for local magazines, and he swore she could still model if she wanted.


  At an age a lot of women were going with shorter hair styles, Tonya maintained her long thick curly black hair that fell almost to the middle of her back. Her dark brown eyes were intense and when he’d seen her get pissed at Tommy, which was often these days with the amount of stress she was under to keep the house with his father gone, the word smoldering came to mind.


  Another term, bedroom eyes, could be used to describe them, and James could easily imagine how they’d look staring up at him while she wrapped those perfect lips around his cock. Perfect didn’t even do them justice.


  Probably one of the attributes that had gotten her some of those modeling gigs, Tonya’s lips were large and full, the kind of lips other women would claim were the results of botox, but he’d heard her claim to his mother they were all natural, just like the rest of her.


  That had been at last year’s Christmas party and Tonya and his mother were chatting in the kitchen. He had been hovering in the pantry where he was supposed to be getting more chips for the guests, but was taking a couple minutes to check out her out.


  She’d laughed after the remark, and Mom had made a joke about a lot of women seeing doctors for those too. James had no doubt they were referring to Tonya’s breasts which were as amazing as her lips.


  Not that she went out of her way to display them, but the way they stood out when she’d wear a t-shirt made it clear they were pretty damn big. That was kind of the odd thing about his fixation with her.


  Tonya wasn’t one to show herself off. She worked as an insurance adjuster for a large company and always dressed professionally. Knee length skirts and blouses under blazers or loose fitting slacks. She always wore heels, but low comfortable ones, not anything high or even remotely sexy.


  From the time he’d first met her, he’d never seen her around the house in anything other than jeans and t-shirts. Occasionally in the summer she wore shorts, but even they were mid-thigh and loose fitting.


  She would wear a sleevless top here and there, but that was loose as well, and never anything white. Tonya was never without a bra, even when he slept over and she’d stay up to all hours watching horror movies with her and Tom.


  On those nights her ensemble was always baggy pajama pants and oversized sweat shirts. It was as if she went out of her way to never show anything. But for some reason that made her even hotter in his eyes.


  James had no doubt there was a killer body beneath her always proper attire, even though he’d never seen her legs more than a few inches above her knees, he was sure they were damned fine. Not just fine, but long, as Tonya, who had mentioned she’d played basketball in high school and played with him and Tom in the driveway a few times when they were younger, stood 5’ 9”.


  Just like her lips, he was sure having legs that long helped that early modeling career. Like her breasts, her ass couldn’t completely be hidden and he envisioned her having some curve to it, maybe even a little extra junk in the trunk.


  Probably nice soft thighs to, soft and inviting. Lush, a word he’d picked up from reading some dirty milf stories on a free erotica sight, would be the word to describe them. And between them? He pictured a nice neatly trimmed dark bush over her…


  “Easy.” James muttered as he reached the house and made his way up the stairs of the porch. To his amazement, somehow his cock was twitching, and struggling to rise just from him thinking about her.


  Although she left a lot to the imagination, with her mode of dress, one thing he knew for sure is she was into sex. More than once, Tommy had griped he could hear his parents, ‘going at it’ and he had to put headphones on because his mother was so loud that a neighbor once called the cops because his parents had left the window open.


  Tommy explained he wasn’t supposed to be home that night, but his plans fell through and he slipped into the house late and just went into his room. Seeing they didn’t think they had to worry about him, his parents were cutting lose and he made a comment that he thought they were watching porn, until he realized it was his mother screaming and, talking dirty.


  James had laughed and muttered the appropriate ‘TMI’ and he didn’t want to hear about old people sex. But his friend’s recounting of that night, fueled his already growing fantasies. He did feel bad about it on occasions.


  Tommy was a great friend, and poor kid lost his father last year and was killing himself in school to try and get some financial aid with his grades, while also working thirty hours a week at Starbucks to help his mother with the bills.


  Even with that, Tonya had started a second job a few weeks ago. Tommy said she was working retail, but for some reason wouldn’t tell him where. Another reason, he felt bad about the nasty things Tonya unknowingly did in his mind. The woman was struggling to keep her house to the point she didn’t even have time to meet anyone.


  Not that she seemed to want to, according to Tommy he’d tried to get her to date and move on from his father and have a little fun, but she said she wasn’t ready for a relationship. Too bad because all his dirty thoughts aside, Tonya was as much of a sweetheart as she was a hottie. Tommy’s dad had been a lucky man.


  Sweet, loyal, professional, sexy, but never improper, and for all that it sounded like she was the good woman who was bad in the bedroom. Add to that, she was in her early forties and it was easy to see why James had been fixated on her, even before the Milf faze hit him.


  But he knew she was behind it. Whether he did it consciously or not, somewhere in his mind, every milf porn star he’d watched became his friend’s mother, and it was her doing all those nasty things with him.


  James rang the doorbell, and waited for a couple minutes. When there was no answer, he walked to the edge of the porch, and leaning over the rail, peered up the driveway. Tonya’s silver Toyota was there, so he went back and rang the bell again.


  He was debating going around back and leaving the dish on the back porch and texting Tommy to let him know it was there, when the door opened.


  “Oh, hey, James.” Tonya greeted him, her face mostly obscured by the wild mass of hair which had fallen across it. She sounded groggy and that, along with the state of her hair, made him feel like a jerk.


  “Hi, Miss Keys, I’m sorry if I woke you up.”


  “It’s okay, most people aren’t sleeping at five.” She brushed her hair back from her face, and James winced at how red her eyes were. “Tommy’s not home.”


  “I know, I just came by because my mom made this for you.” He held up the pan. “Lasagna.”


  “Your mom is a good woman.” She stepped to the side. “Why don’t you come in, I have something for her, or I can give it to her another time if you’re on your way somewhere.”


  “I have time.”


  James knew he should leave, but any time he could be around Tonya was time he’d take. He entered the house and saw a sheet and pillow on the couch and the TV was on, but the volume so low he could barely hear it.


  “Come on in the kitchen.” Tonya beckoned to him then turned and headed into the other room.


  In the kitchen, where in his dreams she would strip down and hop on the table while he sat on the chair and ate her pussy. Her feet on his shoulders, playing with her nipples and moaning his name while he made her cum.


  Then he’d stand up and fuck her. Take her right there on the table his best friend would be eating breakfast on the next morning. She’d start on her back, then roll over and put her feet on the floor, bending over it while he grabbed her hips and took her from behind.


  Damn, he was out of control these days, he shook his head, trying to physically clear his mind of X-rated thoughts and just be a decent guy dropping something off to a woman who’d been nothing but nice to him since he’d met her.


  But he couldn’t help scoping her out anyway. Tonya was barefoot and as weird as it was he didn’t think he’d ever seen her without shoes or socks on. He was surprised to see she had a small tattoo on the top of each foot.


  A colorful bird spread its wings across the top her right foot, and a red and black rose adorned the other. Her toes were painted a deep red, and he went back to thinking of them on his shoulders.


  James had never given much thought to feet, except when here and there in the video a guy would suck a woman’s toes or she’d use her foot to play with his cock, but the tattoos were flat out hot.


  He had no idea she had any and started to wonder if there were any more hiding anywhere. He was thinking way to much at this point, but nothing new, more than ever the last couple months since he’d been watching milf porn, Tonya sent his mind racing.


  There was nothing special or sexy about her current mode of dress, an old Rolling Stones T-shirt and a pair of white shorts that looked like they might be tighter than she usually wore, but the damn t-shirt was so long it covered most of her ass.


  “These are your moms from the last time she sent me over some food.” Tonya leaned up on her toes to grab a bag off the top of the fridge. “I don’t know why Tommy has this thing about putting everything up high.”


  “You can get them, I’ve seen you dunk,” James joked, but his eyes were on her legs and the way her calves stood out as she grabbed the bag.


  He caught himself looking at the soles of her feet and imagining how soft they’d be on his chest or shoulders. Rolling his eyes at looking at her damn feet, he looked higher and was rewarded with a very brief glimpse of the cheeks of her ass.


  The shorts were pretty tight and for what was most likely only a couple seconds, but seemed longer, he was able to discern, there was a fine ass under the unflattering clothes she tended to favor.


  As he’d imagined, her ass wasn’t small or flat, but had nice little round shape to it, as did the hint of the curve of her cheek just below the leg of the shorts as they rode up along with the shirt.


  “Try to dunk,” She turned and handing him the bag, took the pan he’d been cradling in his right arm. “I’m better off playing horse. Got better range than I do ups.”


  “Sorry I look like hell,” she brushed her hair away from her face again, and this time tossed her head back as well. A simple, but damn sexy move.


  “You look fine,” he told her.


  “You’re just being nice,” she turned away, and opening her fridge, bent over to put the pan on the bottom shelf, this time giving him a few seconds to check out the back of her thighs before she straightened.


  “No, really, you always look great, you’re really pretty Miss Keys.”


  Really pretty Miss Keys…Oh, James, you sound like a fucking idiot.


  “You’re very sweet, James.” She gave him a huge smile that made him feel a little better about his lame remark.


  Even with no make-up, having just woken up, her hair an absolute mess; that smile; perfect teeth framed by those goddamn blow job lips, lit up her entire face, causing her to still look good.


  “It’s true, and I’m sorry I said pretty, pretty is for little girls,” Don’t do it! Don’t you do it! The voice of reason yelled in the back of his mind.


  “I should have said beautiful, you’re a beautiful woman, Miss Keys.”


  What the fuck? Was he practicing the horrible porn dialogue he’d been listening to lately?


  Tonya pursed her lips and whistled. “Wow, I’m beautiful.”


  “Shit, I…I’m sorry,” now he was stuttering. This was why he should never be near her without Tommy around to make sure he didn’t do exactly what he was doing now, making a total ass out of himself.


  “You’re blushing,” Her smile returned. “You’re so damn cute, James.”


  Cute…she thinks I’m cute, James heard the line in Rudolph’s voice from the old Christmas special. Great, just great. Note to self, keep your mouth shut and stick to jerking off.


  “And don’t be sorry, a woman always enjoys a nice compliment.” She winked. “Especially from such a good looking young man.”


  Now she was humoring him, “Smooth, James, real smooth.”


  “You don’t have to say that,” he cleverly replied.


  “I don’t have to say anything. You used to be a scrawny little boy with braces, and now look at you. Tall, and you’ve filled out, and those eyes,” she clucked her tongue. “A lot of women are suckers for ocean blue eyes.”


  “Do you like them?” Shut….the….fuck….up!


  Tonya’s smile faded as she cocked her head slightly and looked him in the eye.


  “James?”


  “Um, yes, Miss Keys?”


  “You’re flirting with me, aren’t you?”


  “Oh, god no!” he blurted out and felt the color rising in his cheeks. “I would never do that! I mean jeez, you’re like my mom’s age and…”


  “Ouch!” Tonya put her hand over her heart. “That was harsh!”


  “Sorry!” Think…think. “I mean like, you’re Tommy’s mom and he’s…you know my friend and besides, I would…”


  “James!” She snapped, clapping her hands to get his attention.


  “Yes?” He lowered his head.


  “I’m just kidding with you,” she laughed. “Come on, why would you be flirting with me? That’s crazy.”


  “Right,” he forced himself to grin sheepishly at her. “I just…thought maybe I upset you or something.”


  “Well, pointing out I’m your mom’s age wasn’t very nice, but,” she raised her hand and pointed a red tipped finger at him. “You were doing okay complimenting me, and asking about your eyes was clumsy to me, but a nice segue if I were a girl your age.”


  “Thanks, I guess.”


  “And I meant what I said, it’s always nice to hear a compliment, God knows I haven’t heard one in a while,” her lips turned down. “At least not a polite one.”


  “Huh?”


  “Never mind, just um,” she looked away. “Just something I overheard at work.”


  “Sorry if someone’s being rude to you. You should tell someone.”


  “Comes with the job, but no big deal.” Her smile returned. “And honestly I got a good laugh out of messing with you, and it feels good to laugh. I need to do more of that. Sorry you thought I was serious, but I couldn’t resist.”


  “That’s okay, I’m here for anything you need.” Hopefully that didn’t sound as bad as he thought it did.


  “I’ll keep that in mind, but I have to get in the shower and get ready for work, please tell your mom, thank you.”


  “I will,” It felt like she was pretty much dismissing him and he again wondered if his last comment came across as another clumsy attempt at what could only be called flirting if, like Tonya, you thought of it as a joke.


  “Tell Tom I said hi.” He spoke over his shoulder as he made his way back to the front door.


  “If he’s up when I come home, I will. Have a good night, James.” She gave him a little wave as he exited the house and closed the door behind him.


  “What a putz.” James muttered as he crossed the street and hurried back to the house.


  He was lucky she turned his stupidity into a joke, had she really thought he was flirting that would have been awkward with a capital fucking A. He noticed Dad’s Ford 250 was in the driveway, but when he entered the house didn’t see him flopped in his recliner where he’d usually be right after he got home from his weekly golf game.


  “Miss Keys said thanks!” He called out to his mother as he entered the kitchen where she was doing the dishes. “These are yours.”


  “Put them on the table.” Mom didn’t turn around as she spoke. “And go upstairs, your father needs to talk to you.”


  “About what?” James stomach tightened, but he didn’t do anything, at least not that he could think of.


  “Go find out.” Again she didn’t turn around. Oh, boy.


  James slowly took the stairs wondering what she seemed so serious about. He saw the door to his bedroom was open and when he walked in dad was sitting on the edge of his bed.


  “Um, Mom said you wanted to talk?”


  “When your mother came up here she was going to tell you she was going across the street to drop the food off. But she said you were redder than a beet and looked nervous as hell. She wondered what you were up to, so she decided to send you instead, and come back up here.


  Dad lifted his sheet, staring in disgust at the large and still sticky mess on it.


  “Looks like you were up to something alright,” he tossed the sheet on the floor. “And I guess this was your inspiration.”


  Dad turned grabbed his lap top from the bed, and turned it to face him.


  “Oh, shit,” James whispered as she found himself staring at the message, “Hope you liked the video, here’s more just like it” Under the text were rows of thumbnails advertising other Milf vids.


  “Yeah, of shit is right.” Dad snapped the lap top closed. “We talked about this, and how disgusting it is. Look at these pictures, and these titles. What’s with the older women shit, you have a mommy complex or something?”


  “No, sir.” He answered softly. “I just…”


  “I checked the history,” Dad cut him off. “And there’s nothing there. You’re on this thing all the time, so if there’s nothing there it’s because you’re always deleting it. Means this isn’t the first time, right?”


  “Right.”


  “You watch a lot of this? Be honest.”


  “Yes.”


  “Bet you watch it every day. Bet you do this,” he pointed to the sheet. “Every day, and more than once.”


  James nodded, could this get any more embarrassing?


  “Know why? Because it can be addictive. There are men who’ve ruined their marriages over this stuff. And you’re a young man and in overdrive as it is, this just fuels your urges, and fills your head with lust, and only lust, for women.


  “Everything about pornography is wrong. The message it sends and how flat out it sick is to sit here and watch people degrade themselves. Sex is to be between two people with feelings for each other and to be enjoyed in the privacy of your own damn house, not this filth where people are paid to fuck in front of a camera like some kind of animals.”


  James nodded.


  “And just so you know, your mother not only saw the videos, but she made the mistake of moving your sheets. Do you know how bad that was for her?”


  James put his face in his hands.


  “Yeah, you should be ashamed. Couldn’t even clean up your mess? You leave it smeared all over the damn sheets? Tissues, lotion, got a whole routine going, don’t you?”


  When James didn’t reply, his father continued.


  “Used to anyway. Parental blocks are not only going on every device in this house, but your phone too, Not that you’ll even see your phone for the next month, and as far as the internet goes? School work only and you’ll do it at the kitchen table every night.”


  “Yes sir.”


  “For now, you’re going to take those sheets and wash them, and after you throw them in the washer, you’ll apologize to your mother for watching this garbage in her house. “


  “Yes sir.”


  “Look, James,” Dad’s voice softened. “I get it. You’re a young man and you don’t have a girlfriend to let nature take its course so to speak. We talked as men before and I told you do what you need to, but not like it’s a sporting event and to never watch this stuff.”


  “I know.”


  “So after you say sorry to Mom, we never talk about this again, okay?”


  “Okay, thank you.”


  Dad closed the browser and rose to his feet, he walked towards the door, but stopped in front of it.


  “One more thing, James, consider it a little advice.”


  James looked up to face him. “What’s that?”


  “Get off the older woman kick. That stuff is mostly fantasy, but there are some women out there who prey on young men.”


  “It’s not fun or sexy, it’s a fully mature woman using her sexuality to take advantage of someone who is little more than a boy. They use him for sex, then toss him away like he’s nothing because that’s what he is to her.”


  “I understand.”


  “I try not to judge, but any man or woman who would seduce someone young enough to be their own child is irresponsible and immoral.”


  “Never thought of it that way.”


  “Even if the younger person wants it, it’s still wrong because it’s not sex between equals, it’s an abuse of power and position and may as well be a form of rape.”


  “Wow,” James was really taken aback. That was a little much.


  “I’m going back downstairs, I expect these sheets to be in the wash within fifteen minutes.”


  He left the room leaving the door open behind him. James rose to his feet, and stared forlornly at his lap top. He supposed it could have been worse, Dad hadn’t really lost his shit, but the fact Mom had seen what he’d done and what he’d done it to, was beyond embarrassing, no wonder she couldn’t look at him.


  James looked at his bed and grimaced down at the large still sticky mess smeared on the sheet. He felt another wave of shame his mother had found that. He yanked the sheets off, and rolling them into a ball went out into the hall and tried to think what he was going to say to his mother.


  Before he reached the stairs he saw Tonya through the hallway window. He paused to watch her make her way across her lawn and to her car. She wore a plain pink t-shirt and jeans, and had a gym bag slung over her shoulder.


  As he watched her open the car door and toss her bag in, he thought about what his father said, and how wrong he was.


  After all, as the expression went, you can’t rape the willing.


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  One month later


  


  James sat in his car, nervously tapping the steering wheel of the two year old Honda Accord his parents had bought him for his 18th birthday. Across the street from the CVS parking lot where he was parked, was the adult store, Sexcapades.


  Since the humiliating incident where his mother, the worst possible person, had discovered the most recent results of his porn addiction, life hadn’t been easy. True to Dad’s word he’d been ground with no cell phone, except for when he was at school in case of an emergency, no internet other than what he needed for school assignments, and no video games.


  The days he didn’t go to dad’s garage after school he had to take the bus, and wasn’t even allowed to hang out with Tom. Those forms of punishment wasn’t easy, but James managed. He’d been studying a little more which certainly didn’t hurt, and started reading through the horror novels on his bookshelf.


  By far the worst part of his punishment, especially because it was permanent, was no more porn. He couldn’t seem to keep it out of his mind for more than a couple hours at a time. Just like when he was watching it, he’d be in the middle of reading, studying or even watching TV with his parents and he’d start thinking about a video he’d watched.


  Even masturbating wasn’t as satisfying, as no matter what he thought of, including some of his favorite videos, he wasn’t anywhere near as aroused as when he jacked off to the real thing. He was having a hard time sleeping, because he couldn’t seem to take the edge off the way he used to.


  When he did sleep it was dreams of Tonya or some of the milf porn stars, like Molly and Dana, and others that had become his go to milfs. James knew there were ways to over-ride the blocks on his phone; there were videos on youtube on how to do it.


  But no sure fire way that it wouldn’t be discovered that he had done it. If he got caught again, he’d never see his phone or lap top again, or the world outside his room for that matter, until he went off to college.


  But he could buy, and hide, some DVDs.


  That idea went through his head every day he drove home from Dad’s garage and passed Sexcapdes. Porn4U featured local advertising based on your zip code, and he remembered ads for the store.


  They claimed to have the largest collection of adult movies in every kink imaginable, and always had 3 for $20 specials. James had been thinking about it the last couple of weeks. He’d do his ‘time’ and as soon as he could take his car to school, he’d stop on the way home.


  But it was still risky, as getting caught with an adult movie would be no different than getting caught watching it on line again. But the difference was he could easily hide a DVD in one of the cases of the hundred plus movies and video games he owned.


  He’d be extremely careful, watching only when his parents weren’t home, or late at night when they were asleep, and even then with the sound off.


  The last few days of his punishment he’d waged an internal war with himself, at times thinking it wasn’t worth the risk and eventually he’d get over his porn withdrawals. Other times, he went with the argument that what the hell was the problem with watching it?


  Sure, maybe he was watching it too much, but it’s not like it he was bothering or hurting anyone. Sure, most parents wouldn’t be thrilled finding porn on their son or daughter’s computer, but his parents were a little extreme.


  He’d sat and listened to his dad’s lecture, but his father was out of his mind. The comment an older woman may as well be raping a young man if she had sex with him was flat out batshit crazy.


  James also didn’t think porn sent any wrong messages on its own, it was up to how people looked at it. If some nut killed someone with an ice pick because he read it in a book, should no one read books?


  He knew he was justifying in the same way his father, everyone for that matter, justified their opinions. In the end the only thing James knew was he’d be perfectly fine with any older woman who wanted to ‘abuse her power and position’ over him.


  Today he’d woken up exhausted from another night of barely sleeping and decided this junkie needed his fix, and was going to get it. As a senior, he was allowed to sign himself out of school without his parents being notified.


  He’d left at noon, giving him plenty of time to grab a few cheap videos, take them out of their cases and toss them and the bag in the trash, go home, and hide them while Mom was in work, then make the garage on time.


  Except he’d lost at least twenty minutes sitting across the street trying to get himself to go into the damn store. He could park all the way in the back, but the entrance was in the front, meaning he’d have to briefly be in view of the street.


  What if someone his parents knew drove by?


  “For fuck’s sake, just do it,”


  James pulled out of his spot and proceeded to piss off two people behind him when he waited for all four lanes of traffic to be clear so he could jet across the street and not have to sit and block a lane waiting to get into Sexcapades parking lot.


  He drove down the side of the building and into the rear parking lot, relieved to see there was only one other car there, which was parked in one of two ‘employees only’ spots. This was perfect, there looked like there was no one else there, and if he were quick enough no one else would be.


  That was part of why he’d decided to come early afternoon, he figured most people would come in after work. Even though the day was overcast, James donned his sunglasses and pulled the Red Sox cap he hadn’t worn in a few years down low over eyes.


  He knew he’d look like an idiot to anyone in the store, but he wanted as little chance as possible of being recognized in the brief walk to the front door. He got out of the car, and happened to glance to his left.


  “Yes!” His sense of relief was palpable when he saw there was a rear entrance.


  He hadn’t noticed a sign anywhere in the front saying they’d had one, but all he cared about was that it was there. Shit, had he known that, he wouldn’t have wasted so much time across the street.


  James now entered the store with a sense of nervous excitement. He knew he shouldn’t be here, but on the other hand he was walking into a place dedicated to sex and porn in all its glory. The one place he wouldn’t have to feel embarrassed about what he enjoyed.


  He went through a short hallway that led to the store and when he came out of it, stopped, his eyes wide behind the glasses. He was confronted with an entire wall of vibrators, dildos and sex toys he’d never seen before and wouldn’t be sure what to do with.


  To his left were several shelves displaying sex dolls, all types of lube, and small novelty items on the others. To his right was a long wall dedicated to BDSM, and he winced at the sight of some of the floggers, whips and the weird leather masks and other fetish gear.


  Damn, he was mister vanilla, in here just for some garden variety porn. The entire center of the store consisted of several aisles with two sided metal racks, with row upon row of adult DVD’s. The one facing James was all gang bang, and he saw a sign atop the furthest rack with words “Ladies loving ladies”


  “Hey.”


  James jumped when a deep voice rumbled behind him. He turned to see a ruggedly built man in a Sexcapades T-shirt sitting behind the counter. His heavily tattooed biceps stretched the sleeves and his chest was so wide it looked as if the shirt would rip if he sneezed.


  “Um, hey.” James waved nervously.


  The man rose to his feet, and even from his height, James found himself looking up at him.


  “Come here, a sec.” he beckoned him with a long thick finger.


  Oh, jeez.


  James walked over to the counter. “Y…yes sir?”


  “Look a little young there, sport.” He pointed. “Let’s see an ID.”


  “Oh, sure.” James fished in his back pocket, and produced his wallet. Flipping it open, he showed his ID.


  “Cool,” The man broke into an incongruously friendly smile. “Then welcome to Sexcapades! I’m Alex, and if we don’t have it, it ain’t worth having!”


  “Hi, Alex. That’s good to know,” James nodded, while staring at more sex toys and videos on the rack behind the counter.


  “First time, here?”


  “Guess it shows.” James sighed.


  “No worries, kid, we all been there. Don’t see a lot of kids your age in here, they stick to the net, mostly.”


  “Yeah, well my anal parents locked the net,” James griped.


  “Got a whole row of anal over there,” The guy, pointed, then laughed. “Kidding. Yeah, some parents, I mean who you hurting, right?”


  “Right, and I’m 18.” He replied indignantly.


  “That you are, and that’s why you’re here, being a man and coming to get what you want.” Alex spread his arms out, indicating the store. “What do you want? Gay porn?”


  At the look on James face, he laughed again. “Come on, I’m kidding, just trying to get you loose, bro. You look like a deer in headlights.”


  “Oh, yeah, sorry, just nervous.”


  “Don’t be. No judgement here. Are you looking for anything special?”


  “Um, I see ads that say you guys have DVD’s three for twenty?”


  “Yup.”


  “Where are they?”


  “They’re on the bottom of each aisle, we have some in every genre. You looking for something general? We have great compilations.”


  “Milf porn.” James grinned sheepishly.


  “My man!” Alex put his huge hand out for a high five. “Big fan of that myself! Got a fav?”


  James returned the high five and was beginning to feel a lot more relaxed. This guy was awesome.


  “Molly Minx, and I like Dana Darling.”


  “A man with taste! I think there’s a Molly compilation over there that’s one of the sale items.” He pointed. “Last aisle on the inside is all older women content.”


  He looked at his phone which began to ring. “Gotta take this, it’s the owner. You need any help, Tiki’s out there somewhere stocking the shelves.”


  Alex turned and walked through an open door to the left James hadn’t noticed that he assumed went into an office.


  James turned away wondering if ‘Tiki’ was a man or woman. He hoped a guy because it would be kind of embarrassing to ask a woman about movie. “So, miss, which of these videos has the best blow job scenes?”


  James walked along the end of the aisles and was surprised to find there was another section of the store that he hadn’t seen from where he’d stood. Three small steps led up to an area full of ‘intimate apparel’. There were a few small spinning racks containing robes and nighties and from the walls hung bras and thongs from hooks to show what was in the small wooden bins beneath them.


  There were even boxers, robes, and a few weird looking things James figured was supposed to be underwear for the guys. He briefly eyed the multi colored lingerie sets on the half dozen mannequins standing about and imagined being with a woman who would wear sexy things like that.


  James continued to look back and forth between the lingerie section and the rows of movies until he saw the sign declaring “Milf/Mature” videos. He was starting to turn into the row, when he caught movement near one of the mannequins and stopped in his tracks.


  He’d just spotted ‘Tiki’ and she was a woman, and what a woman.


  “Jesus,” he whispered, pulling off the sunglasses for a better look.


  She had her back to him, but considering the rear view, he didn’t mind. She wore knee high black boots with stiletto heels that were the definition of the expression ‘come fuck me shoes’.


  Her long legs were bare from the top of the boots up to a pair of black shorts that had the emphasis on the word short. He wasn’t sure what the material was, but they fit her as snugly as yoga pants, and showed off the most amazing ass he’d seen that wasn’t in a porn or on some celebrity or model.


  Her ass wasn’t exactly small, but pleasantly round, the shorts outlining every curve. They didn’t go much past that ass, the ‘legs’ tightly encircling her creamy upper thigh. Like her ass, her thighs weren’t thin, but had something to them.


  They didn’t look soft, just thick, and James had the feeling her ass wouldn’t be as soft as it looked either. Whoever she was, she was in shape, just not all that petite.


  A woman’s body.


  Her black and red shirt didn’t go all the way down and his eyes lingered on a colorful butterfly tramp stamp. It wasn’t small, the wings extending out over the top of her ass cheeks, and surrounded by small roses that stretched the design out further.


  Her dark hair was pinned up, revealing her sleeveless shirt was a series of straps as if it were laced up, showing off the smooth skin of her back, and was sexy as hell. She had her arms up, adjusting a bra on the upper half of a mannequin that rested on a shelf.


  He noticed her nails were black except for the middle finger of each hand which was bright red. The view got even better when she finished fussing with the bra and squatted down next to a box on the floor.


  She reached into it, pulling out several packages of colorful stockings and putting them in the bins on the last row of shelves. James loved that positions, especially when the woman was giving head like that.


  His eyes focused on the space between her thighs and he wished he were closer, because the shorts were basically a second skin, and he wondered if he’d be able to see the outline of her lips. James watched her for a couple of minutes, hoping to get a look at the front, but she seemed to be taking her time stocking and reorganizing the shelves.


  James reminded himself he didn’t have all day, and went down the aisle. As soon as his eyes landed on the rows of Milf related porn, he temporarily forgot about the real life hottie he’d been eyeing.


  “Damn,” he muttered.


  There had to be close to two hundred movies lining the shelves, all about his favorite topic; hot older women with lucky young studs. How the hell was he going to choose? That question got easier when he picked up “Milf’s Gone Wild” and saw it was $29.99.


  That made him quickly move down the aisle until he saw a sign that proclaimed “Everything on this shelf 3 for $20”


  James squatted down, and his eyes lit up when he saw “My Friend’s Hot Mom. Volume 1,” he grabbed it up, turning the case over and smiling when he saw it contained four full length movies. He’d only watched the 10-12 minute clips for free on Porn4U so even though he’d probably seen parts of them, this would be the full show.


  He scanned the row of movies and plucked Volume two and three of the same series off the shelf. This was turning out better than expected when he saw volume two featured not one but two Molly Minx vids and #3 had Dana Darlings ‘first foray into Porn’s most popular Milf series!’


  James frowned when he saw the series went up to six. He told himself he’d keep it to three, and only had $25 on him. He could use his debit card, his parents didn’t monitor his bank account, but did occasionally ask him to show them his statement to make sure he was saving most of his money.


  He’d noticed an ATM in the corner, all it would show on the statement is he took out cash, but it would have the time and date. He rose to his feet, and turned to stare at the ATM as if he expected it to help him make up his mind.


  He decided to play it safe. He had twelve scenes in his hands and each one was close to thirty minutes. That was more than enough of a fix to keep him happy for the time being, and he could always come back, and…


  “Can I help you find anything?” A woman’s voice asked from behind him.


  The voice sounded familiar, but he’d been caught by surprise and quickly turned around without thinking.


  “Holy shit!” he exclaimed when he found himself face to face with Tonya Keys.


  “James?” Tonya looked equally taken aback, her dark eyes going wide. “Oh my God!”


  James was too stunned to come up with anything, and only part of it was due the fact his best friend’s mother worked at Sexcapades. The majority of his speechlessness was caused by her appearance.


  Her shirt, which up close he saw was made of the same type of clingy material as the shorts, was the same in the front as the back. From just above her exposed naval to her breasts, the shirt was laced together with black and red crisscrossed straps leaving the middle of her stomach and chest visible.


  The inner half of her breasts were exposed, and goddamn were they amazing! As big as he’d imagined and the way the shirt was tightly laced, had them propped up and pushed so close together they were almost touching.


  The straps stopped just over the middle of her chest, leaving the sweet curve of the top of her breasts on display as well. James couldn’t even try not to look; instead his eyes roamed over the longtime object of his desire thinking even in his wildest dreams, she’d have never been dressed like this.


  Not just the outfit, but his eyes went wide when he noticed her naval was pierced, a small silver chain dangling from it. The chain, along with the tramp stamp he’d seen earlier, showed him why she seemed to go out of her way to always be covered.


  His eyes darted back to her chest, and he had to make an effort to keep his mouth from falling open. She wore no bra beneath the painted on shirt, and her nipples were plainly visible.


  Her pierced nipples.


  James could make out the outline of small hoops poking through the thin material. Holy fucking shit! Pierced tits, goddamn, Tonya, wasn’t just hot, she was fucking hot! Even as he stood there blown away by what he was seeing, he knew his obsession with her not only wasn’t going away anytime soon, but more fuel had been added to the fire.


  “James,” Her voice forced his eyes to her face, and that did nothing to slow down his rampant thoughts of her.


  He’d seen Tonya in make-up on her way to work, but it was always on the lighter side, and subtle, even her lipstick was usually minimal, classy; not trashy. But now, her brown eyes had been traced with black eyeliner, her lashes thickened with heavy black mascara. Above her eyes she wore black eye shadow, and the effect was to give her gothic look he found hot as fuck.


  Tonya’s deep red lipstick was thickly applied, further accentuating the size and shape of her lips. The rest of her face, was bare, her fair complexion adding to the stark contrast of her eyes and lips.


  “James!” Her voice rose and she’d said his name more forcefully, finally snapping him out of the trance her appearance had put him in.


  “Oh, shit, I…I’m sorry Miss Keys!” He struggled to come up with something else to say. “I was just surprised to see you here.”


  “Here and dressed like this.” She sighed, and he noticed there was now color rising in her cheeks….she was blushing. “Please don’t tell Tom I work here.”


  “Of course not!” He exclaimed a little too loudly, and took a deep breath to try and calm himself down. “I won’t tell anyone, promise.” He snapped his fingers when he thought of something. “I didn’t see your car?”


  “I park in the back of liquor store next door so no one sees it here.” she gave him a rueful grin. “Not that there’s anything wrong with what we sell here, but some people don’t see it that way. It would really be embarrassing for a son to find out his mom sells dirty movies and dildos.”


  “R…right.” His eyes darted down to her chest again, stealing a quick glance at her nipples, but this time noticed a name tag pinned over her left breast “Tiki, assistant manager’


  “Tiki?” he repeated.


  “Julie, the owner, likes to use initials and nick names. I started out as T.K and that became Tiki. Better than using my real name, I guess.” She shrugged and the way her breasts jiggled, had his heart racing.


  “Something tells me your parents don’t know you’re here.”


  “No,” James blinked and got his eyes back to her face, which in the stiletto boots was even with his. “You’re not going to tell them are you?”


  “Honey, if I don’t want anyone to know I’m here, how could I say I saw you?” She smiled, this time a real one.


  “Right, jeez I’m stupid.”


  “No, just nervous, and caught off guard. Honestly, had I seen it was you, I’d have hidden in the back until you left.”


  “I saw you, but you had your back to me, I would have run out if I knew it was you.” He agreed, while leaving out how long he’d started, hoping for a look at the front.


  “Why are you here, James? I don’t remember seeing anyone your age in here before. There’s all kinds of porn on the net.”


  “Yeah, well, uh…” he shrugged and it was his turn to turn red. “Long story.”


  “You just caught me working in a sex store. I think you should be able to tell me a little something embarrassing, don’t you think?”


  “I suppose.” He paused, then figured, what the hell? Not like she could repeat any of this. “My parents caught me watching porn, and they’re really against it. Now they have all my devices locked for adult material.”


  “And you like it so much you can’t live without it?”


  At first he thought she was making fun of him, but she had a serious look on her face. When he didn’t respond, she added. “I’m not judging, James. I love watching porn.”


  “You…you do?”


  “How could I work here if I didn’t?” She put her arm out, gesturing around the store. “That’s how I ended up working here. I used to come in all the time, and I saw they needed help at night and weekends and I needed some extra money.”


  “Why would you come in here?” He turned it around on her. “Like you said, lots of free stuff online.”


  “Who said I came in for movies?” Her smile turned sly. “Lot of things in here more fun than videos.” She pointed to the wall of vibrators and dildos. “I have a quite a collection.”


  “Wow,” he whispered, his mind filling with visions of Tonya on her bed, legs open, shoving a rubber cock into her pussy.


  “Yeah, and no. Wow, if I were using it with someone, not so wow when those things are your someone.”


  “Oh, I…” his face grew hot again. “Right…I think.”


  “It’s hard, you know,” Tonya said softly. “Being single again, but working two jobs and having a son who wouldn’t be happy with seeing his father replaced. Dating isn’t exactly easy.”


  “I understand.”


  “Not really, you’re just listening, and humoring me, but that’s okay,” she surprised him by briefly putting her hand on his cheek. “Sometimes just having someone to say it to helps.”


  “That I understand.” He nodded.


  “And you did say the last time you came by you were here for anything I needed.”


  “Oh, yeah, I did day that.” James started to nod again and stopped himself, so he wouldn’t look like even more of a moron.


  “A woman does enjoy hearing those words.” Tonya looked around the otherwise deserted store and Alex hadn’t returned from the back yet.


  “Then again, I don’t really want to date. I’m so busy, and I do have to worry about what Tommy would think about any guy he sees as trying to replace his dad.”


  “You’re the parent, you do what you want, I guess.” James offered.


  “Not that easy. Tommy and I have grown very close since Tom senior passed away. He’s going to go to CCRI for a year, but then talking about Florida State. I want to enjoy him for that year, not cause drama.”


  “You’re a good mom.”


  “That’s sweet, James.” She eyed him with an odd expression, before asking. “You always so sweet?”


  “I…try.”


  “Sweet is nice. Especially with girls your age. But for women my age? Sometimes sweet is over rated. Sometimes we don’t need sweet, we need downright nasty.”


  James looked away, not sure how to reply to that.


  “Porn is nasty, isn’t it? Women just fucking and sucking and talking dirty, spreading their cunts wide open for the camera and getting it good and hard and loving every minute of it.”


  Her voice had lowered and had a husky quality to it that had his cock twitching even as he felt a trickle of nervous sweat slide down his back. Why was she saying those things? Was she screwing with him?


  “I’m not ready to open my heart to another man.”


  She picked up a DVD from the top shelf titled “Milf’s Need it Bad.”


  “But opening my legs? That I could do.”


  “Miss Keys, I think I should get…”


  “Tonya,” she looked away from the video and smiled. “Actually, how about Tiki? It is kind of a fun name, no?”


  “Kind of.”


  “Tiki, Tiki,” she repeated quietly, her eyes on the cover of the DVD which featured a busty blonde Milf on her knees, getting pounded from behind, her blue eyes wide and her mouth open even wider.


  “Sounds like a porn star name. Tiki Keys,” Tonya giggled, and James cock jumped at the way the little girl laugh sounded coming from a woman her age. “Tiki takes it all. Tiki goes for a ride. It could work.”


  “Yeah, that it could.”


  “Maybe it’s working right now?” She met his gaze, her dark eyes boring into his. “Getting your…attention?”


  She was messing with him. Just like she had been at her house asking if he were flirting. That was it, it had to be.


  “The outfit is anyway.” James couldn’t believe he’d said that and the look on his face must have reflected that surprise, because she gave him a huge smile, her perfect teeth a white flash against her crimson lips.


  “I like that you can admit you’re looking. That,” she winked. “Is some of that not so sweet a woman needs from time to time.”


  “I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking.” He decided to test his luck. “You look incredible.”


  “Thank you.” Her smile seemed sincere. “Few weeks ago you told me I was beautiful. Am I beautiful now?”


  “You’re always beautiful.” The words came out in barely more than a whisper as he fought to keep his nerves out of his voice.


  “But is that the word you’d use now?” She took a step closer to him, close enough for him to be able to get the scent of her perfume. “Maybe there’s a better way you’d describe me?”


  “I…don’t know.”


  “You were doing pretty well for a minute.” She shook her head. “Guess you’re a little too sweet for your own good.”


  “Well…”


  “I was saying,” she ignored his attempt to speak, and he wanted to kick himself for blowing it.


  Blowing what? Did he think something was going to happen other than her stringing him a long a little, and probably for a laugh at his expense?


  “I wouldn’t mind getting laid. You know, Tommy’s dad and I? We fucked like newlyweds. Twenty years of marriage and we still went at it like amateur porn stars. Even made a few home movies for an amateur site, back a few years ago for a dirty little thrill.”


  “Really?”


  “Really, but don’t get your hopes up, we pulled them after a few days, we just wanted to get off on people getting off on us. I guess it’s only fitting I got a job at a porn shop, right?”


  “I guess.” God, try to not be so lame!


  “We could have owned stock in this one we bought so much. We used to come here together for videos and new toys to use on me, and just the thrill of being here surrounded by sex.


  “My tattoos were for him. I got my tits pierced for his 40th birthday a couple years back. Did it for him, but I love them. They make me feel sexy, especially because no one knows I have them. A fun dirty little secret.


  “That’s why I’m careful about how I look, even at home. Imagine what poor Tommy would have to listen to if his pervy little friends knew his mommy had her nipples pierced?”


  “I won’t saying anything, promise.”


  “And that’s what’s bad about this job,” she didn’t add to his comment. “I’m here five days a week, and everywhere I look is porn. Videos of hot couples having hot sex. Surrounded by big rubber cocks that make me crave the real thing.”


  “Miss….”


  “Tiki,” she reminded him.


  “Tiki, I think I have to get going.”


  “Really?” The smile left her face. “You get a chance to see me dressed like this, and you’re in a hurry to leave?” she released a deep breath. “Guess I was wrong. Now I feel like an idiot.”


  “Wrong about what?”


  “About you, and what you want.”


  “What I want?” He was confused. “I came here to get some movies.”


  “Are you messing with me?” She cocked her head, her lips pressed together as if she were trying to figure something out.


  “I don’t think so.”


  “No, you’re not,” she sighed. “You’re just young. They leave nerves and inexperience out of the movies.” She tapped one on the shelf to make her point. “Ever notice how all the young guys in these things have the confidence of a man twice their age?”


  “Um, sure, now that you mention it.”


  “Porn versus reality. Not too many 18 or 20 year old guys in real life would be that ready for a mature woman. But what fun would it be if they stuttered and got all flustered and didn’t even realize they could get lucky?”


  “None, I guess.”


  “Oh, I disagree,” Tonya said softly. “I think it would add to the thrill of seducing a young man. Giving him what he so badly wants, but never dared ask for.”


  “Haven’t seen that in a movie.”


  “You never did tell me what word you’d use to describe me right now.”


  “Well, I,” his shoulders slumped, “Don’t want to be rude. I mean, you’re Tommy’s mom.”


  “He’s not here, and do I look like I’m in mommy mode right now?”


  “No, you’re not even wearing a bra.”


  “Glad you noticed that.” She sidled closer and in the heels her eyes were level with his. “Want to hear a secret?” Without waiting for an answer, she leaned in, and whispered in his ear. “I’m not wearing panties either.”


  “Jesus,” he barely got the word out as his attention wasn’t just on her words, but the way her hot breath felt in his ear and the sensation of her breasts pressing against him.


  She leaned back, and ran her hands over her shorts.


  “That’s why I always wear black, so no one can see the wet spot.” She sucked on her lower lip as her dark eyes peered up through her lashes. “I’m always wet when I’m here.”


  “Why would you tell me that?” James was getting wet himself, from the sweat trickling down his back.


  But as nervous and unsure as he was about what her game was, his cock was hard and he was glad he’d worn his t-shirt untucked to cover the obvious bulge in his jeans.


  “Isn’t it what you want to hear? I…”


  “Hey, Tiki!” Alex came out of the back room and made his way around the counter. “I have to run down to UPS, our package didn’t make it on the truck, so they’re holding it for me.”


  “I think I can handle the rush.” Tonya replied.


  “Want anything while I’m out? I’m going to grab lunch.”


  “What I want, you’re not going to find at the drive through.” She winked at him.


  Alex laughed, then pointed to James. “Don’t worry about Tiki, kid. She’s a good girl, just like to act bad.”


  He left the store, and Tonya turned back to face him.


  “He’s right. I am a good girl, but one that’s tired of just flirting here and acting bad. I want to be bad.” She looked him in the eye. “You like to bad, James?”


  “Bad could be fun.”


  “Is this really what you like?” She indicated the movies. “Older women your go to fantasy, or is this just where you happened to start looking?”


  “I love Milf porn,” he told her. “An older woman going after a young guy and is the hottest thing ever.”


  “It’s my favorite too.” Tonya was still standing within several inches of him, and just her being that close had him both nervous and excited. “Lot of women like it, they buy more of it than the guys in here.”


  She put her hand on his bicep, and a shiver went through him as she lightly teased a black finger nail along the edge of his sleeve.


  “From the other perspective of course. An older woman fantasizing about going out and finding herself some hard young cock.”


  She slid her hand up under his sleeve, her soft palm sliding along his arm.


  “The best thing about it, is young boys aren’t cocky assholes like men our age. They don’t act like the woman should feel lucky to get that five minutes of sex before they fall asleep or have to take a Viagra to go another round.


  “But young men? They’re just thrilled to be with a sexy older woman they thought would be out of their league. They’re excited, eager to please, and have no issue if the woman wants to take charge.


  “Tell me, James,” she squeezed his arm. “Are you eager to please?”


  “I…”


  “Doesn’t seem to be a question that’s too hard to answer.” She removed her hand from his arm. “What’s wrong, honey?” Her tone and eyes softened. “Am I making you that nervous?”


  “Really nervous.” May as well be honest. “Miss Keys, you’re so goddamn hot, and you’re standing here dressed like that and talking dirty, and…I don’t know if you’re flirting for real or messing with me or…”


  He was stopped in mid-sentence when she abruptly took his face in her hands, and kissed him. At first he was too stunned to react. But as the soft full lips of his long time crush gently slid along his he managed to kiss her back.


  Tonya moaned softly as she parted her lips and kissed him harder. Her hands left his face as her arms slid around his shoulders. As surprised as he was, instinct took over and he returned her kiss more confidently while putting his hands on her hips.


  Tonya pulled herself against him and he was instantly aware of the piercings in her nipples poking into his chest. She slid her leg up along his until her knee was over his hip. His hand slid down the side of her shorts until it was on her upper thigh.


  That earned another soft sound of pleasure from Tonya and he gasped when her tongue flicked across his lips. He parted them and it was his turn to moan when her tongue darted into his mouth to slide over his.


  Excitement was taking over, and dropping the movies he’d still held in his hand he put his arms around her waist and crushed her against him. He tried to keep up with her tongue, but she was by far the more experienced kisser.


  Her tongue slid over and under his, tickled the roof of his mouth, and didn’t stay still for more than a second. Even as James enjoyed the most passionate kiss he’d ever experienced, in the back of his mind he imagined what her tongue would be doing if his cock were in her mouth.


  Tonya slid her hands up his sleeves, squeezing his biceps and sliding up over his bare shoulders. He moved his arms higher over her hips so he was touching the bare skin of her lower back just beneath her short shirt.


  He moaned once more when Tonya caught his tongue in her mouth, and gently sucked on it. The unfamiliar, but pleasant sensation, sent a thrill through him and caused him to slide his hands down over her ass, and cupping her cheeks, gave them a squeeze.


  Her ass was much firmer than it looked and the feel of it in his hands had his cock so hard his balls were aching. Tonya released a surprised yip into his mouth as he gripped her ass tightly, but then, to his disappointment, pushed back from him.


  He dropped his hands as she took a step back, and let out a long breath.


  “Damn!” She paused for a moment, her breasts heaving. “Still think I’m messing with you?”


  “Oh my god,” he was also struggling to catch his breath. “I…I guess not.”


  “I’ve always known you had a thing for me, James. Ever since you first started hanging out with Tommy back when you were what? 12? I saw you staring.”


  As she spoke, James couldn’t stop staring at her chest, the way her breasts jiggled with her rapid breathing, and her now erect nipples, poking through her shirt.


  “I used to think it was cute. Oh, look, a little boy thinks I’m pretty. But the older you got, the more you looked, and by the time you were 16 you knew exactly what you were looking at, didn’t you?”


  “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”


  “I like that,” she released the words in a husky pure that kept his heart racing. “Know why? Because until today, I never showed you anything to think of me that way. Being a Mom, and my son always having his friends around, I went out of my way to be proper.


  “I never wore anything tight or revealing, never came out to the pool when you boys were over. Short of seeing me once in a while in a pair of shorts you had no idea what was underneath, did you?”


  “I have good imagination.” James grinned. “And I imagined you all the time.”


  “Guess that kiss broke the ice, because this is what I want to hear, honey. Don’t play shy or sweet with me. I know what’s been going through that sex crazed teenaged mind of yours.”


  She squatted down and picked up the DVD’s he’d dropped, and his gaze gravitated once again to her amazing chest, and the impressive view down her shirt. James could see the entire inner half of her breasts, which as close together as the shirt held them, had him wondering what it would be like to slide his cock through them.


  “My Friend’s Hot Mom,” Tonya rose to her feet. “You know, James, I’ve always tried to be good. I was a good wife, I think I’m a good mom, and I’ve always tried to do the right thing. But the longer I’ve been alone, the harder it is to be good.


  “When I saw it was you, I reminded myself to behave. This is my son’s best friend, so what if he stares at me, he’s barely more than a boy, and how wrong would it be to take advantage of him?”


  She held up the movies.


  “Then I saw these in your hand, and realized I wouldn’t be doing anything you haven’t already thought of me doing, isn’t that right?”


  “You’re why I like these movies so much.” He told her. “Actually, you’re the reason I like all Milf porn, but especially these.”


  “Because I’m your real life friend’s hot mom?” Tonya put the movies on the shelf next to her. “You play these out? You think about Tommy’s mother doing nasty things to you? Think about me seducing you? Sucking your cock, then letting you shove it in my tight wet cunt?”


  “Uh…now that you mention it.” God, keep your mouth shut, you sound like an idiot.


  “James, you need to do better than that.” Tonya prove his last thought correct as clucked her tongue and shook her head. “I know you’re young, but you’ve watched so much porn you’re pretty much addicted to it, aren’t you?”


  “Kind of.”


  “Not kind of, you are. You’re so addicted, you’re parents took it away from you, and here you are behind their backs coming to get your fix.”


  “Yeah, guess you’re right about that.”


  “Then you know how to talk dirty, and I’m sure as good looking as you are, you know how to fuck. I bet you had that cute little girlfriend squealing your name every time you went down on that little pink twat of hers.”


  Tonya ran her hands down over her breasts, and bare stomach before sliding them down her inner thighs.


  “Bet you can handle all this just fine, can’t you, baby?” She spoke those cock inspiring words in a raspy pure that could make a porn star jealous, and then added the words he’d longed to hear for as long as he’d known what sex was.


  “Because in case you haven’t figured it, out? I’m going to let you fuck your best friend’s mom, James. I’m going to let you do everything you’ve always wanted, and I’m going to take you for a ride so wild, you’ll…”


  “I can’t.” Holy shit, why the hell did he say that?


  “You…can’t?” The smile left her face. “What do you mean?”


  “Well, you are Tom’s mom and this is real life and…”


  “Tom’s not here, and he’s not going to be around when you fuck me.” She rolled her eyes. “Pretty sure neither one of us is going to tell him, or your parents.”


  “I know, but…”


  “I have a reputation as a good woman, a professional appropriate woman who worries every time that door opens someone I know will see me working here and dressed like this. But I need the job. I took a sick day today because the owner is out of town and they needed me and this way I can get paid twice.


  “But you have no idea how hard it is to be here surrounded by sex, and not getting any. But the idea of going out to a club and being seen slutting around, or taking a chance with some guy I don’t know? Well, good Tonya can’t take that chance.”


  “But then you come walking in, and bad Tonya, or maybe we call her Tiki, sees the hot young guy she knows wants to fuck her, and here he is buying the fantasy I’m more than happy to give him. I just proved to you I’m not kidding and all I get is…I can’t?”


  James knew the real reason he was hesitating, but didn’t want to say it, and awkwardly looked away from her.


  “I’m pretty sure I took away any chance you might not understand what I want.”


  “I want it to, but…”


  Before he could finish, Tonya slapped her forehead.


  “God, I’m such an idiot. Throwing myself at a teenager like a depraved bitch in heat because I thought you wanted me.” Her shoulders slumped, and her face flushed, but this time in embarrassment. “You must think I’m pathetic lonely sexually frustrated widow who can’t get laid.”


  She picked up the movies she’d put on the shelf and tried to hand them to him. “Here, just take these. They’re on the house. An advance thank you for you not telling anyone about this.”


  “I don’t want the movies, I want you!” He put his hands up, refusing to take the movies.


  “Now you’re trying to make me feel better. If you wanted me, you’d be asking me when and where, not saying ‘but.’


  “I don’t know what I’m doing, okay?” James raising his voice caused it to crack, putting his nerves on full display, and causing Tonya to stare at him wide eyed.


  “How can that be?” She looked genuinely surprised. “James, you’re a damn fine looking young man. Kind of pretty, great body, you’re a nice kid. You’re telling me you’ve never gotten laid?”


  “Well…”


  “What about Jill? You guys were together for almost a year. You telling me she never put out?” She released a sigh of resignation. “As bad as I want it, I don’t want to be your first. Your first shouldn’t be just sex.” She frowned.


  “God, I sound like your mom. Guess that’s because I am one.”


  “I’m not a virgin!” He was quick to clarify that and try to preserve his chance to live out his ultimate fantasy. “But we only did it a few times, and it was quick and she didn’t even show me her damn tits.”


  “Wow,” Tonya whistled. “That girl had some hang ups. That means she probably never…”


  “No.” He cut her off. “Wouldn’t let me go down on her either.”


  “You’ve never had a blow job?”


  “You think you feel like a loser?” His nerves overcome by frustration, he continued.


  “I’m eighteen years old and never had it in a girl’s mouth or even seen tits except for the movies. I’ve been dreaming of you before these movies, now you’re all I think about and you’re telling me you want to, and all I can think about is what a fool I’d make of myself.”


  “Well, hey, I made a fool of myself.” Tonya flashed a rueful grin. “So maybe we’re kind of even?”


  “And losing out and it’s my fault because I’m too much a little boy for a real woman.”


  “Who said you lost out?” Tonya asked softly. “I said I wouldn’t want to be your first sex, but I wouldn’t mind being the first mouth on that young cock that was poking me when we were kissing.


  She stepped back up to him, and resumed speaking in a sultry voice that had his cock back on the rise.


  “How’d you like my tits to be the first tits you see? Or better yet suck on?”


  “I’d like that.”


  “Show me how much you’d like that.” Tonya glanced quickly to her left, and following her gaze he saw she was looking at the glass doors leading into the store which was still empty except for the two of them. “Take your cock out.”


  “What?”


  “You heard me. This is your last chance, James. Show me you want it, show me you’ll do something nasty for the woman who’s more than happy to be nasty to you.”


  She pointed to his crotch.


  “Show me your cock.” She ran her tongue slowly across her lips. “Show me what you want to shove between these soft red lips.”


  James took a deep breath, and before he could over think it, lifted his t-shirt and unsnapped jeans. He unzipped and fumbled with his boxers, his trembling fingers making it difficult to slip his hard cock through the slit in them.


  “Oh, look at that,” Tonya sucked on her lip again, as she eyed his cock. “Honey, that little bitch was a fool to not want to taste that.”


  James looked down at his cock, the head of which was an angry purple from being hard for so long.


  “Stroke it,” Tonya whispered. “Show me what you do when you think of me.”


  Feeling as if he were in a dream, James slowly stroked his cock. He struggled to suppress a moan as he’d been so worked up the touch of his own hand felt damned good.


  “Faster, like you’re watching the end of one of those movies and want to blow your load when the guy in the movie does.” She winked when she caught the look on his face. “All guys do that, honey. You didn’t create jacking off, you know.”


  The way she was staring at his cock with her lips parted and her dark eyes bright, caused it to jerk in his hand. Not that James knew from real life experience, but he’d seen porn stars with expressions of pure lust on their face, and Tonya had that look right now.


  “Hmm, your cock matches the rest of that fine body,” Tonya told him. “There is nothing small on you, is there, baby?”


  “Can I see your tits? You know, for motivation?”


  Tonya clapped her hands. “That’s what I want from you, James. Confidence, dirty talk, and making me feel like I’m in one of your favorite movies.”


  She laughed, and moved her finger back and forth.


  “But no tits for you.” She shook her head for emphasis. “You don’t get to see anything until we can fuck. I want to savor the look on your face when you these tits and the rest of me naked and ready for you.”


  “Please? Maybe just a peek?”


  “How about this for some motivation?”


  This time he couldn’t hold back a moan as Tonya sank to her knees in front of him.


  “You’re dripping,” she purred. “Squeeze it tight, I want to see that precum.”


  James did as she asked and gasped when instead of oozing, a small squirt of clear fluid shot out and landed on her thigh just under the leg of the shorts.


  “Oooh, for me?” Tonya scooped it up with two fingers and he thought his cock was going to explode when she brought them to her mouth and licked them.


  “Oh, God,” he groaned as she eased her tongue back, showing off the trail of pre-cum from the tip of her tongue to her finger.


  Tonya shoved her fingers in her mouth and the way her eyes rolled back as she sucked on them, made his balls tighten. He’d barely been stroking more than a minute and he was already getting close.


  “So good,” Tonya smacked her lips. “Been a long time since I tasted anything but my own cunt off my fingers. I can’t wait to have you shoot your load down my throat.”


  James response was another moan followed by heavy breathing. He stared down at Tonya on her knees, her face less than a foot from his cock and he yearned for her to open her mouth for him now.


  “How do I look?” She flicked her tongue provocatively. “How does Tommy’s mommy look on her knees, her face oh so close to that poor desperate cock?”


  “So good,” he managed to get out, his thighs trembling as he slowed his hand to try and make himself last longer. Not that he was getting anything from her, but this was still incredible.


  “You want me to suck it so bad, don’t you?” Tonya leaned closer. “Want me to kiss it and lick it. Wrap my red lips around it and take it all the way down my throat.”


  “Yes, oh, yes,” he gasped.


  “Maybe take my top off and put my big soft tits around it? Let you tit fuck me? I’ll open my mouth and give that purple tip a good hard suck each time you thrust that long thick cock between my tits?”


  James didn’t try to reply, he just continued to stroke his cock, but now even more slowly. Just hearing her talk dirty was something he never wanted to end.


  “I wouldn’t go to slow, honey.” She raised her eyebrows. “Someone comes through that door. You’re going to have to zip up, and end up finishing yourself off in your car because I doubt you’ll be able to make it home.”


  He looked over at the door, then resumed stroking more quickly.


  “Look at all these movies, James. Look at those hot older women sucking and fucking those young cocks. Cum on their faces, cocks in all their holes. Imagine you doing all that to me, your best friend’s mother being your own personal porn star.”


  “We…really going to?”


  “Honey, I am going to make your nastiest fantasies come true, but only if you make that big cock spurt for me.”


  She rose up higher on her knees, and cupped her breasts.


  “Right here, I want to feel that hot cum on my chest.” She bounced her tits in her hands, making them jiggle. “Look at them, James. These are the tits you’re going to have in your face, the tits that you’ll play with while I’m riding you like you’re a bull at a rodeo.”


  “Fuck,” he moaned as he jerked his cock faster and harder, as she continued to urge him on.


  “You want it right here, don’t you?” Tonya opened her mouth and moved her head so close, he really thought she was going to suck it.


  Instead she held her mouth an inch from his dripping tip. So close he could feel her breath and when she blew on him, his cock twitched.


  “Going to make me pay for this aren’t you? When we hook up, you’re going to grab my hair and force feed me every inch of this big dick. Face fuck the hot mommy next door and make her choke and gag on it. Show me how you handle a cock teasing little whore.


  “Come for me!” She hissed and put her mouth over him, so the tip of his cock was in her mouth, but her lips were too wide to touch it.


  “Yeah,” he whispered. “Oh, yeah!”


  She whipped her head back, and pushed her tits up at him.


  “Give it to me! Give your slutty milf that big load! Show me what you’ve been saving up for me!”


  James stroked faster, but whether it was nerves or he’d teased himself a little too long he realized he wasn’t as close as he had been. He jumped when he heard a car door slam somewhere outside the front of the store.


  “Oh fuck,” he whimpered in frustration. “I…I can’t.”


  Tonya turned her head at the sound of a second car door, and grabbing his wrist, yanked his hand from his cock. He groaned in disappointment, but it turned into a much louder, and more pleasurable moan, when Tonya took his cock in her hand.


  “Better come quick, baby!” She pumped him hard and fast. “That door opens we stop.” She surprised him by spitting on his cock, and working her hand over it.


  He moaned louder and put his hand on the rack, bracing himself as his knees felt weak as he watched her long slender fingers glide along his slick shaft. His eyes darted between her tits and her hand, his fevered mind trying to grasp the fact Tommy’s mother was on her knees giving him a hand job.


  “Yes!” he gasped in relief when he felt his balls tighten. “Please don’t stop.”


  “Then cum for me, and this better be the only time you come before you come back tonight. I want as much of this cock as I can get!”


  “Tonigh…Oh!”


  Before he could complete the word his cock exploded in her hand.


  “Oh, honey!” Tonya purred as a long thick spurt of creamy cum erupted from his tip to splatter onto the middle of her chest.


  Tonya rose higher and pointed his cock down as she pumped him, aiming his cock at the soft smooth skin just over her the swell of her breasts.


  “All of it!” She demanded stroking him so hard it bordered on rough, but all he cared about was how incredible it felt to cum from a hand other hand his own.


  “So warm, so thick,” Tonya breathed.


  James moaned and whimpered as he watched his cum drip down between her tits and slide down her chest. He could see it between the laces and the way it looked on the inner half of her tits had his hips rocking, thrusting his cock through her hand.


  “Look at that load.” Tonya was breathing as hard as he was. “Imagine all this in my mouth or my cunt? We’ll do better than imagine it later, that’s for damn sure.”


  Tonya pressed the head of his cock against the top of her chest and squeezed it, wringing a few more drops from him, before releasing it.


  “Store closes at ten. Be here, and we’re going to do things that make these movies look boring.”


  “H…here?” He struggled to tuck his still hard and dripping cock back into his boxers.


  “Can’t take a chance on Tommy coming home, and we sure as hell can’t go to your house.” She stared down at the white mess sliding down between her tits. “Please be here, or you’re going to make me feel like a cheap slut, jerking you off then getting stood up.”


  “I’ll be here, promise.”


  “Better be, because if not you lost out on the best night of your life.” She rose to her feet, her left forearm under her breasts, holding them up and keeping the white fluid from dripping further down to her stomach.


  “And if it’s a great night?” She looked him in the eye. “It could be the first of a lot of them. All up to you, James.”


  “I won’t let you down.” He zipped up, careful not to pinch his cock which was as hard as it had been before he came.


  “And when you show up, remember what I said. I want what you want; exactly what’s in those movies. I want hard core fucking and dirty talk. Don’t worry about anything. You’re going to fuck me any way you want as hard as you want and you’ll be coming in my mouth, but only after I come in yours.”


  A bell sounded announcing the door opening, and she quickly put her back to him and the front of the store. “Watch the store, I’m going to slip into the bathroom and clean off.”


  Without waiting for an answer, she hurried away towards a small door next to the lingerie section. Making sure his shirt was over his still obvious bulge, James turned around to see a man and a woman looking at the row of sex toys.


  The woman looked over at him, and he put his hand up in a nervous wave.


  “Um, welcome to Sexcapdes, if we don’t have it, it ain’t worth having!”


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  For the second time that day, James sat across the street from Sexcapades. Unlike the first time however, he was far more excited than nervous. He looked at the clock on the dash for the tenth time in the last few minutes and saw it was now 9:55.


  In five minutes the store would close and he would go in through the back where Tonya Keys, the woman who had given him his first ever hand job, would be waiting to give him so much more.


  Or so he hoped. The nerves he did feel were from wondering if this was still some weird game. Common sense told him it couldn’t be. Why would she have jacked him off all over her tits if she really had no interest?


  No, as crazy as this was it was real. In less than a few minutes James was not only about to act out his favorite porn scenario with the woman who’d inspired those fantasies long before he’d ever discovered the term Milf and the movies that celebrated them.


  The last few hours had been the slowest of his life. Tonya had come out of the bathroom, and spent a few minutes with the costumers before coming back over to him. She’d dropped the movies into a bag she’d brought in her and told him they were on the house.


  She didn’t say a word about what had just happened or about coming by later. Just told him to have a ‘sexy day’ and to be sure to leave a review for the store on Yelp. She’d then turned back to the couple who were interested in a sex swing of some sort.


  James had left the store and continued with his plan, removing the DVD’s from their cases and throwing them, and the bag away in the trash in Burger King’s parking lot. He raced home and running up to his room, slid them into the box containing his Exorcist box set, his parents sure as hell would never pick that up.


  Not that he had much interest in the movies at the moment, when the real thing had just promised him everything in them. James got to the garage a few minutes later and after listening to his father lecture him on how irresponsible being late was, he went to work.


  Even though he kept busy the time dragged. But as slow as the clock moved, his mind was in high gear. He kept replaying the scene over and over. Tonya in that insanely sexy outfit, the revelation of her piercings, her dirty talk and most of all…


  Her on her knees, her hand pumping his cock and painting her chest with an impressive load. Tonya Keys, Tommy’s mother, had jerked him off! That alone was something straight out of the movies he loved, as well as his personal fantasies.


  James had gotten home, ate so quickly and ravenously, his mother made the comment his father must have worked him hard. She also noted he seemed distracted and nervous and he came up with the brainstorm of telling his parents a girl he’d been interested in had asked if he wanted to hang out with her and some friends.


  It went over well, Mom smiling and saying she was glad he was finally going on a date, and even Dad nodded approvingly and said it was about time he got his ass out of the house. James had taken a shower and unsure of what he should wear, decided to wear jeans and a collared polo shirt, nothing fancy, but better than jeans and a t-shirt.


  He laid on his bed with the alarm set, hoping he could catch a nap, but his mind wouldn’t stop. He kept envisioning Tonya doing as she said, pretty much everything in the movies she’d seen him with.


  James played it out repeatedly in his mind, what her tits would look like, how it would feel to finally have his cock in a woman’s mouth, and have his face between Tonya’s amazing thighs. Every position flashed before him, her riding him, her on her back, and best of all him taking her doggy.


  No, best of all was her claim he could come in her mouth. He knew it wouldn’t be better than sex, but he’d been watching so much of it in porn, it was just as big a thrill thinking of the hot milf next door he’d known since he was a kid giving him his first blow job.


  James came out of his fog when he sensed movement across the street, and saw someone leaving the store. His heart pounded when Tonya closed the doors behind them, and reached up to lock them.


  This was it!


  He pulled out of the parking lot, and drove into the now deserted lot of Sexcapades. He drove around back, and as he parked, looked to his right and saw Tonya’s car behind liquor store.


  “Don’t fuck this up,” he told himself as he took a minute to run his fingers through his hair while looking in the rear view mirror.


  He recalled her instructions to him. Be like the guys in the movies, act confident and talk dirty. He was still worried his inexperience would show, but she seemed to make it clear she would be more than happy to ‘do the work’ he just needed not to panic or act like an idiot as he had earlier.


  James got out of the car and went to the back door. He felt a moment of panic when it was locked, but within a few seconds Tonya appeared in the hallway, and came over to let him in. She had changed since he’d left, and into something just as damn hot.


  She wore a one piece latex dress that fit her like a second skin, the hem of which barely reached her upper thigh.


  “Hey, baby,” she purred as soon as she closed the door behind him and turned the lock. “I’m happy you came.” She released that sexy giggle that had excited him earlier. “Be even happier when I’m coming.”


  She turned and walked back down the hall and he followed, his eyes on her amazing ass. She still wore the same boots from earlier, and her hair was still pinned up, exposing the fact the back of the dress plunged all the way down to the small of her back, showing off her tattoo.


  Her words to him caused him to relax in the sense that she had just made it clear what he was here for. On the other hand, he was now getting nervous that it was going to happen. As his old man would say, it was getting to put up or shut up time.


  On that note, he took a breath and took the plunge.


  “Your ass looks damn fine in that dress.”


  “It’ll look even better out of it.” She spoke without turning around, and he had no idea if she liked his comment or not.


  Tonya stopped at the end of the hallway and through some switches, plunging the store into darkness except for the area behind the cash register.


  “Um, do I look okay? I wasn’t sure how to dress, and…”


  “Doesn’t matter, you’ll be naked in a few minutes.” She turned and smiled at him. “Sorry, honey, am I being too forward? Did you want to sit and chat first?”


  “I…”


  “Exactly, I doubt you’d have a lot to say.” She laughed at the look of concern on his face. “I’m playing with you, its okay that you’re nervous, and if you want to go slow we can. I just figure we both know what we want, so why waste time, right?”


  “Right.”


  “Come on,” she jerked her head for him to follow her as she made her way behind the counter.


  He followed her, trying to keep his breathing steady and feeling as if his heart was going to explode out of his chest. Tonya passed through the door he noticed earlier and when he entered behind her he found himself in short hallway lined with shelves containing stacks of videos and more sex toys.


  The hall led into another room, which was the store’s office. Along one wall was a desk with a lap top on it, and a few more rows of merchandise over and next to it. On the other side of the room he was surprised to see a twin bed as well as a couch angled into the corner and a small coffee table.


  “Julie doesn’t have the greatest marriage, spends some nights here rather than go home and deal with drama.” Tonya explained. “She’s out of town until early next week, so I figure why not put this bed to some good use?”


  She pointed to the couch.


  “Have a seat and get comfortable.” She walked towards another doorway across from them that featured a pair of black curtains rather than an actual door.


  “By comfortable, I mean lose the clothes. Leave your underwear on, but nothing else.” She laughed. “I love that look and nothing’s unsexier than pulling off jeans sneakers and socks.”


  “Where are you going?” He asked as he sat down on the edge of the couch.


  “To do the same, get more comfortable,” she winked. “I may have pulled something fun for you off the shelf a few minutes ago. After all, I want this to be just like an episode of my friend’s hot mom.”


  She pushed the curtain aside, giving him a glimpse of a small bathroom with a stand up shower visible in the space beyond it. “Get comfy and be ready, baby. I’ll be out in a couple minutes.”


  She disappeared behind the curtain, and James looked over to the desk at the sound of a beep. Next to the lap top was a flat monitor which was split into several sections, each one showing a different section of the darkened store as well as the back parking lot and the sidewalk in front of the store.


  He blinked when he saw himself in corner of the monitor sitting on the couch. He looked around and spotted the small camera in the corner of the room. He looked away from it when he heard rustling behind the curtain.


  Shit! He kicked his shoes off, and bending over, hurriedly removed his socks. James stripped his shirt off and standing, pushed his jeans down. He made sure to keep moving so he didn’t have time to think about the fact he’d never been completely naked in front of a woman before, having been half dressed during all his brief encounters with Jill.


  He put his clothes in a pile and put them next to the couch, and stood there with his hands on his sides, trying to get up the nerve to take his boxers off. There was more rustling from behind the curtains and one of them moved slightly, giving him a glimpse of Tonya’s long, and completely bare leg.


  He looked down and was relieved to see that despite being anxious, his cock was semi hard.


  “You ready for your favorite milf to make your dreams come true, baby?” Tonya called from behind the curtain.


  “So ready,” He sat down on the couch, trying to not feel self-conscious about sitting here in his underwear because if this were some kind of a fucked up prank, this would be when she’d come out full dressed and laugh at him or…


  “Tada!” The curtains opened and James forgot about everything except the incredible woman in front of him, and what she was wearing.


  Tonya was in a lingerie set that featured a top that consisted of a red and black lace bra, with a black sheer wrap tied to the middle of it. The wrap flared out, covering her sides, but leaving her flat stomach visible.


  The ensemble was made complete by a skimpy thong the same colors as the bra and tied over her hips. As she slowly walked towards him, his eyes raked up and down her body. She had let her long curly black hair down, and the way it framed her face and flowed down over her shoulders made her look even more beautiful.


  She was barefoot, her toes painted like her nails; all black except for the middle one, which was red. The colors perfectly matched the outfit and he noticed a silver ring around each of the black tipped toes.


  A silver bracelet decorated each ankle, and he saw she’d changed the piercing in her naval to a small onyx chain.


  “Jesus,” he breathed. “I’ve never seen anything so fucking hot.”


  “Just wait until I’m naked.”


  Tonya sauntered slowly up to him until as he sat there wide eyed and reminding himself to breathe as he continued to take in the walking fantasy before him.


  “Glad to see I’m having a good effect on you,” she pointed between his legs were his cock was now at full attention in his underwear.


  She reached the couch and pushed his knee with hers. Taking her hint, he opened his legs and Tonya stepped between them. Putting her hands on his shoulders, she leaned over and kissed him. This time, not only didn’t he hesitate to return the kiss, but it was his tongue that made the first move, darting between her parted lips.


  Tonya sighed contentedly into the kiss as her tongue teased across his. James put his arms around her slender waist as their kiss deepened. Her perfume filled his nose, and the sensation of her long hair tickling his chest was a pleasant one.


  Tonya put her knee on the couch alongside his leg, and pushing on his shoulders, swung her other leg up, so she was now straddling him. He moaned into her mouth as she settled down on his lap.


  He could feel the heat of her pussy through his boxers and the thin thong as she worked her hips in tight circles, grinding on his cock. Tonya’s lips slid from his, and found his neck. James closed his eyes and moaned at the unexpected thrill her lips gave him as she licked and sucked along his neck.


  He slid his hands beneath the thin robe, his hands roaming along her sides and up her back, reveling in the feel of her soft smooth flesh. He ran them up through her long hair and the way she breathed heavily into his neck told him she was enjoying his touch.


  That and the way she ground harder into his lap. She raised her head from his neck, and sat back on his thighs. She pulled a string tied to the bra, and the sheer robe fell to the floor.


  “Come on, baby, stop being shy.” She grabbed his wrists, and he released a sharp breath when she put his hands on her tits. “How long you thought about playing with your real life Milf’s big tits?”


  “Since I saw them,” he wasn’t lying, and he was pretty sure she could tell by how eagerly he squeezed them, through the black and red lace bra.


  “But you’ve never really seen them have you?” She reached behind her back, and the bra loosened under his hands. “You want to?”


  “Please?” he spoke even as he continued to fondle them, and lowering his head kissed the top of her right breast.


  “Please what?” She slid the straps of the bra down her arms, and he had to remind himself to breathe when it hit him that within seconds he was going to see her tits.


  “Tonya, please show me your tits?”


  “Hmmm.” She held onto the straps of her bra, and it was everything he could do not to take a chance and just pull the cups down and expose her breasts. “Maybe I don’t want please. Maybe I want a little bolder.”


  She eased the straps down further.


  “Don’t ask me, tell me.” Tonya gave him a nasty smile. “After all, whether I’ve meant to or not, I’ve been cock teasing you since…”


  “Show me your goddamn tits!” he snapped with more intensity then he’d meant, and immediately followed it with a weak. “Miss Keys?”


  “Too funny!” She laughed, but with a flourish, whipped her arms upward, tossing the bra over her head.


  During the years he’d fantasized about this moment, James had always imagined that Tonya’s breasts would be things of wonder. But as incredible as they had appeared in his mind, they were far better in person.


  “You like?” She cupped them, and held them up for him. “Does your favorite mommy you’d like to fuck have nice tits?”


  “They’re fucking amazing.” He was sure his mouth was open as he watched Tonya tease her nipples with her thumbs.


  Her tits were as big as he’d imagined, each tipped with a rosy red nipple that adorned with a small silver hoop. His lust overcoming his nerves, he slid his hands under hers, and when she moved them, cradled her tits in his palms.


  James couldn’t believe how heavy they were, not to mention how soft, yet firm. To the touch. He squeezed them as he had through her bra, but her warm flesh felt so much better. Tonya rose up higher, so her tits were at eye level, and wrapping her arm around his neck, shoved her tit in his face.


  He eagerly parted his lips and sucked on her swollen nipple, while catching the other between two fingers.


  “That’s it, baby, suck that tit!” she moaned above him. “Show me how bad you’ve wanted them.”


  James opened wider, sucking as much of her soft flesh into his mouth as he could. He swirled his tongue around her nipple, and curled it back to be able to flick it beneath the silver hoop. Tonya groaned and ground harder into his lap, before easing her tit from his mouth and offering him the other.


  He went to work on her other breast with his mouth while now gently twisting the hoop on the one he’d just been enjoying.


  “Harder,” she moaned when he did as she asked, twisting the hoop far enough cause her swollen nub to twist with it.


  Tonya raised her arms over her head, taking her long hair up in her hands, and removing her breast from his mouth, shook them in his face. James had his tongue out, trying to catch her nipples with it, as her heavy breasts slapped against his face.


  He caught them in his hands, to hold them still and go back to sucking them. As he went from one to the other, briefly licking and sucking, he worked the hoop on the one his mouth was currently neglecting.


  James moaned around her flesh as she ground her hips in tight circles teasing his throbbing cock. Between how wet she was and his oozing cock his boxers were slick, making it feel even better.


  “How’s it feel getting a lap dance from your favorite milf?” Tonya slipped off his lap to stand between his legs.


  She gave her tits a playful shake, before spinning on her heel and putting her back to him.


  “How’s the view from the rear?”


  “Just as fine,” he whispered as he took in the sight of her ass which was bare but for the red strip of material between her cheeks.


  “Go ahead, give it a spank, you know you want to.”


  James paused, but only briefly as he kept hearing her voice in his head that she wanted confident. He flicked his wrist, slapping her left ass cheek. Tonya released a sharp little yip, that made him do it again, then again, and harder each time.


  “Keep going, baby, slap that ass that’s been teasing you for so long!”


  She bent over, putting her hands on her knees and sticking her ass out further, wiggled it. “Give me a good one!”


  James gave her a sharp smack to her right cheek that was hard enough to cause his palm to sting. The loud cry she emitted sent a shiver through him as did the way her ass jiggled from the blow. Even as he gave the other side of her ass an equally hard slap, he couldn’t stop admiring it.


  Like her tits, her ass was nothing short of perfection. It wasn’t small, and her cheeks were as well rounded as he imagined him. But despite the jiggle his slaps were causing, it was pretty damn firm.


  He was prepared to keep spanking her, but his hand stopped in mid-swing, when she stood up and hooked her fingers into her thong. She slowly pushed the sides down over her hips and one again he held his breath as she eased it down her plump ass.


  James felt another surge through his cock when he saw the crotch briefly stick to her pussy before it peeled away. Tonya bent down again, this time giving him a view of her pussy from between her lush thighs.


  As Tonya lifted her legs one at a time, to slip off the thong, one admittedly immature thought kept racing through his head.


  He could see her pussy.


  Tommy mother, the hottest woman he’d ever known was now completely naked, and not just as a fantasy in his lust addled mind, but in the flesh. Every inch of her amazing flesh from her pierced tits to those sweet thighs and that oh so spankable ass!


  Tonya turned back to face him, and his eyes sought out the treasure between her legs. Below a neatly trimmed triangular patch of dark hair, was the ultimate goal of all his fantasies. The same color as her nipples, her lips resembled those on her face, full thick, and promising pleasure beyond his limited experience.


  Her swollen clit was visible beneath its hood, and he found himself leaning forward, ready to grab her hips and plunge his face between her thighs. Before he could, Tonya sank slowly to her knees.


  As amazing as it was, James momentarily forgot about her pussy, when Tonya knelt between his legs, and grabbing the sides of his boxers, tugged on them.


  “Lift up, baby. It’s time for your personal milf porn star to give you your first, and I hope your best ever, blow job.”


  “I’m glad you’ll be the first,” he mumbled as he watched his cock spring free of his boxers when she yanked them down.


  “They say you never forget your first love, hopefully you won’t forget the first woman to suck you off.” Tonya pushed his boxers down to his ankles, but her eyes remained on his cock.


  “Goddamn, look at that gorgeous young dick.” She tossed his underwear over his shoulder and grabbed his cock in her right hand. “So fucking hard!”


  Tonya licked her lips, then flicked her tongue across his swollen tip, causing his hips to jerk.


  “Hmm, someone’s all worked up, isn’t he?” This time when she licked him, she took her time, the soft tip of her tongue tracing the sensitive skin beneath his head.


  “Tell me what you want.”


  While waiting for his answer, she ran her tongue down the left side of his shaft, then up the other side. James moaned as she repeated the move, but this time fluttering her tongue along his hard flesh, peppering his yearning cock with soft wet caresses.


  “I want you to suck my cock.”


  “Why James!” Tonya widened her eyes. “Would that be proper? Asking Tommy’s Mom to give you head?”


  “He’s not here,” he repeated her earlier words. “Now stop being a goddamn tease and suck it.”


  James had no doubt that having his cock this close to her mouth for the second time in hours after having dreamed of it for years, fueled the boldness of his words. For a split second, Tonya simply stared up at him, and he thought he’d gone too far.


  Until she sucked on her lip and whispered; “Say it again like that, use my name.”


  “Tonya, stop talking and suck my fucking cock.”


  He barely got out the last word before Tonya opened wide and took him deep into her mouth. She did it so suddenly he gasped, but a moment later it turned into a long sigh of pleasure as he finally experienced the sensation of having his cock in a woman’s mouth.


  Not just any woman or mouth, but the one that had been his go-to fantasy since he’d been having them. James lay back against the couch, his eyes glued to the even better than he’d imagined sight of his cock sliding between Tonya’s crimson lips and into her mouth,


  And her mouth! Warm, wet, her soft tongue sliding along his shaft and those incredible lips tightly wrapped around him. Tonya bobbed her head, her eyes on his as she moaned softly while worked his aching dick.


  Tonya eased him from her mouth, and surprised him by spitting directly on the head. She pumped him in her fist, getting his cock even wetter, then spat on him again. The dirtiness of it gave him a thrill, especially when this time she took him back in her mouth and noisily slurped it up.


  She opened her mouth wider, and his eyes rolled back when she took his full length. Her lips pressed into his pubic hair as she held them there, still looking him in the eye. She shook her head side to side, at first slowly, then much faster.


  “Oh, fuck that feels good!” His hands had been by his sides, but when her hair fell across her face, he brushed it to the side with his right hand, and kept it on her head.


  At the contact, Tonya moaned, and grabbing his other hand, moved it to join the other on her head. James wrapped her hair in his fists, and continued to feel like he was in one of the videos he’d just bought as he watched his best friend since middle school’s mother on her knees blowing him.


  He squirmed in his seat, his hands tightening in her hair, as she continued shaking her head. He’d never seen that in a movie, but it felt incredible. Her tongue sliding around his cock and his sensitive head rubbing along the top of her mouth, was pure bliss.


  Tonya made it even hotter when she opened wider and began making wet gurgling noises. Spit flowed from the sides of her mouth, and her eyes were now watering from having him buried in her throat for so long.


  She released him with a loud slurping sound accompanied by pre cum and spit spraying over his cock and dripping down to her tits. She jerked him hard and fast, her wet fist making sloppy wet sounds on his now glistening cock.


  She pushed his cock back and gave him another porn star style treat by sucking his balls into her mouth.


  “Oh, fuck yeah,” he breathed as she sucked on his left nut so hard she stretched his sac.


  Just like the movies, but so much better! Tonya lightly ran her fingers along his shaft as she switched to sucking on his other testicle. She let it fall from her mouth, then swirled her tongue rapidly around his sac, bathing his balls with her talented tongue.


  She ran that soft pink tongue up his shaft, and after swirling it once around his head, looked up at him.


  “Remember this afternoon when I told you that you could pay me back for teasing you with my mouth?”


  “Y…yeah,” he was glad for the break as he swore he was getting close to coming just from her working his balls and barely touching his yearning dick.


  “Then give this teasing Milf what she deserves.” She flicked her tongue along his twitching tip, the parted her lips and took him deep in one smooth motion.


  She held his cock in her mouth, remaining motionless, and an expectant look in her eyes. James wasn’t sure what she was waiting for until she put her hands over his and pushed. She made a soft gagging sound as she forced her mouth further down his shaft, before releasing his hands.


  She wanted him to fuck her mouth!


  James quickly made up for his moment of confusion by gripping her hair tighter, and turning loose. He thrust his hips, plunging his cock deep into her mouth as he held her head still. Tonya squealed around his cock, then made a loud gagging sound, accompanied by spit flowing from both sides of her mouth.


  Tonya’s eyes went wide as he worked his hips, roughly fucking her mouth and unable to believe he was actually doing it. She put her hands on his chest, and he grunted in pain when she raked her nails down his body.


  But the pain added a surprising thrill and his cock jumped in her mouth, and caused him to thrust harder with his hips. He began pushing her head down in time with his thrusts, really slamming his cock down her throat and was amazed at her reaction.


  Tonya released another high pitched squeal, and her eyes rolled back as her son’s best friend assaulted her mouth. There were tears flowing down her cheeks causing black streaks from her eye makeup.


  She alternately gagged and made sloppy sucking sounds as spit flowed from her mouth. She raked her nails back up his chest, and catching his nipples, pinched them. He cried out, causing her to wink at him, then pinch them again.


  Tonya dropped her hands and managed to make things even more exciting by putting them behind her back, and whimpering as if he were forcing her to suck him. His reaction was to no yank on her hair, pulling her mouth up and down his thrusting cock.


  Somewhere in the back of his head he was thankful she’d gotten him off earlier or he’d have popped off almost immediately. As it was, he was impressed with how long he was lasting, as he sat there doing something he hadn’t done in his wildest fantasies, face fucked her.


  Tonya was really putting on show, slobbering all over his cock while whining and squealing, and still acting as if she didn’t want it. But the look of lust in her watery eyes and the way her amazing ass was wiggling back and forth as she let him violate her mouth told him she was into it as much as he was.


  The trembling in his thighs told him he was really into it and his hips now thrust frantically as despite his best efforts, he couldn’t stave off his impending orgasm.


  “Fuck, oh fuck,” he moaned as he loosened his grip on her head, worried he might actually push her too hard in his excitement.


  “Hmm!” Tonya encouraged him and as soon as he stopped pushing, she took over, bobbing her head, and bringing her hands forward, placed them on his thighs.


  James stopped thrusting, now letting her do the work, and admiring her showing off her oral skills by finishing him off hand’s free. Tonya moaned and gurgled each time she took him deep and he couldn’t take his eyes off her face, which was now beet red from choking on his cock and featured streaks of black down her cheeks.


  “Oh, god!” His breath caught. “Please don’t stop!” he caught himself sounding whiny and added. “Keep sucking that cock, suck it until I come in your mouth and…”


  He couldn’t continue, as his balls tightened and a moment later his cock twitched, then exploded in her mouth.


  “Hmm-mmm!” Tonya made a sound that was a cross between a squeal and gurgle and as her eyes widened, she eased her head back, keeping just a little more than his head in her mouth and grabbed his cock.


  She stopped moving her head and proceeded to jerk him off, pumping his cock into her mouth. James clutched her hair tightly as his hips jerked and he sent several long spurts down Tonya’s willing throat.


  She rubbed his balls, squeezing them gently as she continued to stroke him. She was now twisting her wrist at the end of each stroke, wringing him and working for every drop. James moaned and bucked his hips, his attention on the two small trails of cum oozing from the sides of her mouth.


  Tonya stopped jerking, but was now giving him short hard sucks as his pulsing cock continued to ooze in her mouth. When she swirled her tongue around his now overly sensitive cock, James gasped.


  “Stop, please stop! Oh!” she giggled around him as she made him squirm by giving him a few more sucks.


  Tonya eased him from her mouth and smiling through her sticky lips, lowered her head and opened her mouth.


  “Holy shit,” he struggled to catch his breath as he watched a think glob of cum spill from her mouth and onto her chest.


  She didn’t get any on her tits, just let it slide down between them and down her stomach, some of it making its way to her thighs where she remained kneeling.


  “How’s that look?” She asked, a line of cum still clinging to her chin for a few seconds before it fell onto her chest. “Maybe you can paint my face next time.”


  “Next…”


  “Next tonight, or next time we fuck because I’m not doing this just to give you a thrill, honey. I plan on making you my favorite stress relief.”


  “I can’t believe this is real,” he moaned while looking at his still hard cock, which was coated not just in spit, but a few drops of cum.


  “Baby, your best friend’s horny mommy hasn’t even started yet.” She rose to her feet and he admired the way his cum dripped down her stomach and onto her thighs, some it dripping onto the floor and tops of her feet.


  The way she stood there, wearing his huge load, and not caring at all, was proof of what he’d always hoped an older woman would be; totally wanton and shameless. Jill would probably be screaming for tissues if he ever got any of that ‘sticky white junk” on her thighs.


  “Now, about that stress relief.” Tonya spun between his legs, putting her back to him.


  Before he could react, she sat down in his lap, his cock no protruding between her legs, as she leaned back into him, and lifting her legs, put her feet on his thighs. Tonya pushed on his legs, raising herself higher, and grabbing his still jerking cock, slid it between her lips.


  She held his cock still, and worked her hips, sliding his sensitive head through her soft moist lips several times. Each time it came into contact with her swollen clit, she whimpered, and her toes curled into his legs.


  James gasped each time as his head was so sensitive from just coming he felt like a raw nerve. He thought she was just teasing him, but when he felt her push the tip of his cock between her lips, moaned.


  “But I just came!”


  “Honey, as long as this cock is hard, I’m going to put it to use.”


  Without another word, Tonya let her weight go and plunged his full length deep inside of her.


  “Damn!” James called out as he was engulfed in her hot, wet, and very tight pussy.


  “Oh, yeah!” Tonya groaned as she rotated her hips, working his still twitching cock inside of her. “Honey, you are not small!”


  “God, you feel so fucking good.” James spoke into her hair as the back of her head was just under his face.


  “You feel better than good,” she pushed back against him, and putting her hands behind her, used them and her legs to slowly raise herself up and down the length of his cock. He could feel her tight wet sleeve spread around his probing cock, and slipping his arms under hers, grabbed her tits.


  “That’s it, play with those tits, your favorite tits.” She slid slightly over to her left so the back of her head was against his shoulder. “Your tits from now on, honey.”


  She turned her head, and parted her lips. James eagerly kissed her as he cupped her heavy breasts and fondled them. He felt some of this cum on his forearms, but at this point didn’t care. The fact this woman was riding him backwards, not caring his cum was still dripping off her was just another of the endless treats she’d been providing him.


  Nor did it bother him that her lips were still sticking from sucking him, as was her tongue when it plunged into his mouth. All that mattered was he was fucking her! Miss Keys, Tonya, Tiki, whatever the hell she wanted to be called, she was the true inspiration behind every milf video he’d spanked it to and here he was with her riding his cock!


  He caught the hoops between his fingers and loved the way she moaned when he twisted them back and forth. Tonya lifted her arms, and now resting her hands on his forearms, bounced harder and faster on his cock.


  Her nails dug in hard as she used him for leverage, but he was fine with the minor pain. Right now James was in sensory overload. In addition to the biggest sensation, his cock buried inside her tight twat, the way her back felt pressed against his chest, and her mouth devouring his was something he’d never thought of before.


  Her soft hair ticked him shoulders and chest and even her bare feet on his thighs was a pleasant sensation. Tonya grabbed his right wrist, and pulling his hand down her stomach, pushed his fingers against her clit.


  “I want to come on your fucking cock!” She hissed into his mouth.


  James worked two fingers into her clit, moving them in a circular motion while still twisting the hoop in her nipple. With a moan, Tonya let her head fall back against his shoulder, and he immediately sought out her neck.


  “Yes, oh, so good!” She purred as he gently kissed and sucked the now sweaty skin of her neck.


  Tonya was now sliding back and forth on his lap, keeping him inside her as she slowly rode him. It was his turn to sigh when she slid her hand between their legs and rubbed his balls while she kept him buried deep inside her warm wet flesh.


  “So hot,” she whispered. “I’m fucking a guy my son’s age who’s wanted me since he knew what he wanted. And you’re fucking me, baby. You’re fucking your friend’s nasty mother who’s so fucking horny she jacked you off in the goddamn store.


  “Now I’m fucking you in the back room because we can’t get caught.” She laughed. “Makes it even hotter, and trust me, fucking you anywhere would be hot.”


  James was trying to move his hips, to fuck her harder, but with her weight on him, he was at her mercy. It wasn’t a bad thing, he certainly was nowhere near coming, and the slow sensual way she moved, keeping him deep, but working him inside her had him back to thinking this had to be a dream.


  “Yeah, work that clit harder! Make me cum on that cock, that same cock you were pounding down my throat!”


  James pressed harder into her clit and switched back and forth from moving them in a circle and going side to side. Tonya groaned and her pussy contracted around his cock, making him gasp.


  “Like that? Like fucking my mouth? All those years of being teased by me, all those dreams and all that frustration built up and you just gabbed this slut’s hair and used her mouth!”


  Her voice was getting huskier and her pussy was contracting more often around his cock. She let his right arm go, and grabbing her nipples, twisted the hoop as he was working the other.


  “I was whining and gagging, and you didn’t care, you just took my mouth! Took what you wanted, what you needed. You face fucked your milf whore until you shot a big hot load in her mouth!


  “Just wait until you really fuck me. When I’m not on top and you got my legs wide open or my ass in the air and you’re fucking me senseless. Pounding that mature cunt that you….you…”


  Tonya made him flinch when she lifted her head and released a sound he could only describe as a howl. Her body exploded, her hips bucking wildly on his lap, and her pussy convulsing around his cock.


  Tonya’s toes curled hard into his leg, and her nails clawed into his forearm hard enough to leave marks as she wiggled and writhed on his lap, yelping and squealing as she came like a goddamn porn star.


  “Oh my fucking god!” Tonya released a ragged breath as she let her weight go and her body slumped against his. “I can’t believe how hard I just came,” she giggled. “Or how quick. Maybe I should have taken the edge of myself earlier.”


  She leaned forward and putting her feet on the floor, eased herself off his cock. She turned around and whistled. “Look at that sloppy wet cock. Been a long time since I tasted my cunt off anything but my fingers.”


  She lowered her head into his lap and he let his head fall back on the couch as she bobbed her head, slurping up and down his wet cock. He put his hand on the middle of her back and admired the way her tits felt pressing into his thighs as she sucked him.


  He was actually enjoying this more than he had the first time, since now he’d already come and had a chance to fuck her for a few minutes. His nerves were gone and he was completely relaxed and felt like a damn king, sitting back while a hot older woman sucked his cock like it was the best thing she ever tasted.


  Tonya lingered over his cock for another glorious minute which was made even better by her tickling his balls with her long nails. When she straightened she walked over to the bed, and laying back on the edge of it, lifted her legs in air, and spread them open.


  He stood up, his eyes feeling like they were going to fall out of his head as she grabbed her legs like a porn star, and held them open, wantonly exposing her glistening pussy.


  “Get over here and really fuck me.”


  James moved slowly, as if he were in a dream, his still hard cock bobbing between his legs.


  When he reached the bed, he grabbed her ankles and opening her legs wider, plunged into her in one smooth thrust.


  “Yes!” Tonya cried out when as he fucked her with long hard thrusts. “Like that, baby! Just like that!”


  James fucked her harder, pounding his cock into her still now sopping wet slit. The bed was low and he had to lean over a little, but that caused him to be able to enter her at an even better angle, one that enabled him to fuck her deeper.


  “Yes! Faster! Take it! Take me the way you did in those dreams! Show me how bad they made you want me.”


  James tore into her, working his hips as fast as he could and ending each thrust with a hard push that caused his balls to slap against her and the bed to rock, thumping the headboard into the wall.


  “Fuck yeah!” She egged him on. “Hard and fast! I’m not that sweet little thing you had to be nice to. I’m a hot horny mature woman who needs as much of that young cock in her greedy cunt as she can get!”


  “And as hard as I can get it. Give it to me, James! Show me what you can do with that big dick and that strong young body!”


  James pressed her legs together, and grabbing her feet, leaned forward. Tonya bent her legs and gasped when he let his weight push them further back until her feet were over her shoulders and her ass was in the air.


  With a smile, she wrapped her arms around her knees, holding her legs back so he could let her go. James braced his hands on the bed and this time when he cut loose Tonya squealed like a stuck pig.


  She yelped repeatedly, her eyes rolling back and her huge tits bouncing as he hammered away at her like one of those young porn stars in the movies.


  “Oh oh oh!” Tonya’s mouth was wide open, a series of little yips coming from it as he kept up his relentless assault on the ‘mature pussy’ he’d been craving so badly the last few months he could practically taste it.


  Taste it.


  James pushed himself back, removing his once again dripping cock from her.


  “What are you doing?” Tonya moaned. “Baby, come back and….Oh god!”


  Those words and her subsequent squeal were the result of James dropping to his knees and burying his face in her wet flesh. He plunged his tongue into her slit, swirling his tongue around and getting a mouthful of her sticky juices.


  Even better, with his nose pressed into her flesh his nostrils were full of the intoxicating scent of Tonya’s pussy. He had no real idea what he was doing other than what he saw in the videos, but when he worked his tongue through her lips and sucked hard enough on her clit to make a wet smacking sound, she cried out in delight.


  James went at her pussy like a starving man at a buffet, licking and sucking her clit, then sliding his rigid tongue up and down through her lips and pausing to shove it inside.


  “Youth and enthusiasm!” Tonya moaned. “Get it, James” she laughed and it was so loud and sincere, that he knew she wasn’t making fun of him, just enjoying it. “You get that pussy!”


  She lowered her legs, putting her right foot on his shoulder, while she slid the other down his back.


  James continued to attack her pussy as if she were going to take it away from him. He briefly tongue fucked her before going back to probing the wet folds of her pussy. He introduced two fingers to her pussy, easing them in as his tongue once more swirled around her clit.


  “Put another finger in,” she breathed above him. “As deep as you can.”


  James did as she asked, sliding another finger easily into her wet flesh. When he pushed them deep enough that his knuckles pressed against her sticky lips, she groaned. “Now curl them.”


  She gasped when he did and her hips jerked, pushing them hard into her.


  “Now move them side to side, you don’t have to go easy, and suck my clit while you do it.”


  James had no issue taking instruction, he wanted to make her happy, and earn those other chances she was talking about when she was riding him. He shook his wrist, wiggling his fingers inside her while sucking her clit.


  Above him, Tonya had the hoops between her fingers and tugging on them to the point her flesh stretched away from her breast. She then twisted them harder than he’d dared, and the way her pussy tightened around his fingers told him she didn’t mind the pain it looked like it was causing.


  “Harder, fingers and your mouth. Really suck that clit, baby. Make this horny mom come in your face, get that cunt even hotter for when you shove that amazing cock back inside me.”


  Her words fueled his actions. He worked his fingers faster until they were making wet squelching sounds, and he sucked her clit harder while throwing in a few quick licks. Tonya hooked her leg around his head, pulling his face into her pussy, and moving her hips, grinding her clit into his mouth.


  “Yeah, oh fuck, yeah!” her toes curled into his shoulder and she was twisting her nipples so hard, it made him wince just watching.


  “Curl your fingers, hard!” She demanded, and he instantly obeyed.


  Tonya gasped, and pushed her foot against him. Her back arched and she seemed to pause, before all hell broke loose. She released another ear splitting wail, as he pussy squeezed his still bent fingers, and her hips went wild.


  She ground her pussy into his face, as he kept trying to lick and suck her clit. She slipped her other foot over his shoulder, crossing it over the other one and pinning his face tightly to her convulsing flesh.


  “Yes, yes, oh yes!” She yelped in between a series of high pitched little noises that reminded him of hiccups.


  His face was trapped between her legs and her pussy, and he was trying to breathe through his mouth as he continued to wiggle his fingers and work her clit as best he could. He was sweating and hot as hell, but there were worse ways to go than being suffocated by a smoking hot Milf. If nothing else it would be the best last meal ever.


  He grinned even as he flicked his tongue across her clit, and like her laugh it was because he wasn’t just having incredible sex, but it was…fun. With a long shuddering moan, Tonya dropped her legs from around his shoulders, and released her tits, her arms falling limply to her sides.


  “Goddamn, the room’s spinning after that one.” She moaned as her tits rose and fell with her heavy breathing.


  James sat back, also trying to get his breath. He eased his fingers from Tonya’s at this point dripping pussy, and greedily sucked on them.


  “Don’t worry, honey, you’ll be eating this hot milf’s cunt plenty. But for now?” Tonya drew her legs back and rolling over, got onto her knees, her feet dangling off the edge of the bed.


  “I want you to grab those hips and fuck me as hard as you can until you come.”


  James didn’t need to be told twice, except instead of her hips, he grabbed the cheeks of her ass and spread them open as he entered her in a long hard thrust.


  “You looking at that little pink asshole?” Tonya groaned as he fucked her with long smooth strokes that had him feeling like a damn porn star.


  “Hell yeah,” he whispered, as he not only stared at her puckered rosebud, but the way his wet cock slid in and out of her pussy.


  She was so fucking wet, she was squirting when he slammed into her and both of their inner thighs were wet from it.


  “Put a finger inside, feel yourself fuck me.”


  This was the goddamn jackpot! James carefully pushed his right index finger into her ass, marveling at how fucking tight it was.


  “Hmm, I haven’t been fucked in the ass in years. Tom wasn’t a big fan for some reason.” She groaned as he pushed it knuckle deep, and wiggled it. “Keep giving me what I need and maybe I’ll get drunk one night and let you.”


  That sent his hips into a frenzy, ripping into her with shorter more powerful strokes as just the idea of fucking Tonya in the ass and imagining how she’d squeal was too much for him to be able to hold back.


  As she’d said, he could feel his cock sliding against his finger through the thin skin between her ass and pussy. Tonya lowered her head to the bed, pushing her ass up higher and rocked back and forth in time with his thrusts, shoving back into him each time he went balls deep inside her.


  He took a moment to focus on something other than his cock entering her, and admired the way her dark hair fanned across her back. She was sweating as heavy as he was, and her hair was stuck to her back and shoulders in places, making it look even better.


  He stared down at her tramp stamp, and decided he was going to need to use it for target practice, which was he first thing he’d thought when he’d seen it. Tonya had her arms folded on the bed, her head resting on it, staring off to the side as she yipped and squealed from the hardcore fucking he was doing his best to give her.


  “Yeah, that’s it, baby. Nothing romantic, nothing fancy, just you fucking that hot milf cunt with that big fucking dick. Just taking me, using my cunt the way you did my mouth.”


  James was doing just that, slamming into her and at this point with frantic thrusts that had little to no rhythm to them. Some were short and hard, others he managed to make longer, but he couldn’t stay with one thing.


  His cock looked amazing plundering her sloppy pussy and Tonya felt as good as she looked, and she looked better than anything he’d seen in the movies. He gave her ass a hard spank with his free hand while he kept his finger buried in her ass.


  “I’m going to think about this when I see Tommy. I know its sounds bad, but I’m going to sit across from him and wonder what he’d think if he knew you’d cum in his mother’s mouth and rammed a finger in her ass while you fucked her doggy.


  Treating your friend’s mom like some slut you picked up at a bar. Watching her gag and drool on your big dick then cum on it, and put my ass in the air and give me a fucking that would make your little ex-girlfriend cry.


  James couldn’t reply if he wanted to. His breathing was heavy and he kept shaking his head to keep the sweat out of his eyes. His torrid pace, driven to further effort by her constant dirty talk, had his legs trembling and his balls tightening.


  He knew he couldn’t last much longer and decided not to try, instead he just kept pounding her while peppering both sides of her ass with sharp slaps that caused her to yelp, but wiggle ass against him, as if begging for another.


  “Slap that ass, baby! Leave some marks, make me feel this tomorrow!” she laughed. “That’s good sex baby, when you still feel it the next day!”


  James moaned as his cock stiffened within her and he approached the point of no return.


  “Pull it out and hold it! Got one more nasty little treat for you.”


  He’d wanted her tattoo, but not like he could lose out here, or wouldn’t have another chance the way she was talking. He pulled out, groaning as he managed to stop just before it was too late. Tonya rolled back over and sat up on the edge of the bed.


  Grabbing her tits, she leaned forward and wrapped them around his cock.


  “Go ahead, titty fuck me.”


  This woman was nothing short of perfection! James pumped his hips, reveling in the sensation of sliding his cock through her big soft tits. Tonya lowered her head, and he moaned when each time he thrust, she gave the tip of his cock a quick lick.


  “Come for me, spray it all over my face and tits!”


  She bounced up and down, working her tits along his cock, and as much as he wanted this to last, he felt himself getting ready to pop. He moved his hips faster, and Tonya urged him on by wagging her tongue at his cock, while peering up at him.


  “Come on, baby, give your favorite mommy that big load.” She not only spoke in a little girl voice, but pushed her lips into a demure pout and batted her eyes.


  It was more than he could handle and he released a low groan as the next time he thrust through her tits, he went off. Tonya caught the first squirt directly on her tongue, and let it drool back down her chin.


  His second spurt caught her lowered face, splattering on her right cheek, she turned her head but his next spurt only made it to her chest. She released her tits and grabbing his cock jacked him off, moving his cock side to side so he could come on both of them.


  “That’s it, paint those tits. Next time I’ll lay on my back and you can tit fuck me, get a lot more in my face that way.”


  She stroked him until even squeezing beneath his tip as he squirmed and whimpered could only get one more pearly drop from his spent balls.


  “Holy fuck,” James turned and all but fell onto the bed next to her. “I…I don’t even think I could walk right now.”


  “Told you, baby,” she lay back on the bed, playfully kicking her feet which dangled off it. “That’s what good sex does, you feel it.”


  “Yeah,” he lay back with her. “I could sleep for week.”


  “Usually reality isn’t as good as fantasy,” Tonya stretched as she spoke, and he admired the way her amazing tits looked as she pushed them out. “I hope I delivered.”


  “Better than any movie I’ve ever seen.”


  “Think so? I have one that I bet you’ll think is the hottest thing you ever saw.”


  “I don’t know, I got the hottest thing I ever saw right next to me.”


  “Smooth!” Tonya laughed and leaning over, gave him a quick kiss before sitting up. “Its after eleven, I have to get home before Tommy or he’s going to worry.”


  “Right, Tommy, jeez.” Now that his lust was sated, he felt the first twinges of guilt kicking in.


  “Don’t worry about it. He’ll never know, and this was my choice.” Tonya put her hand on his arm. “If I hadn’t all but said let’s go, you wouldn’t be here.”


  “True.”


  “So we’re just a fun little dirty secret. I had a moment of thinking about your Mom and how she’s always been a good friend and I’m sucking her son off like teenage slut after school. But we’re not hurting anyone, and honestly? I need this James.”


  She smiled. “We’re going to have fun until one of us decides we want more than fun. Personally? I don’t see me wanting some drama filled guy my age, and I hope I can keep you happier than some girl your age.”


  “I think so.”


  “Good, now get dressed, we have to leave in a few.”


  “Okay,” he sighed and getting up went over to his pile of clothes.


  Tonya pulled the curtain back from the small bathroom and grabbing a gym bag removed a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt. “Gotta put on the boring mom clothes.”


  “You can make anything look sexy.”


  “You’re getting good, my boy.” She winked. “Keep talking like that and…of, whatever, I’d fuck you if all you did was stutter.”


  “Thanks.”


  “Tommy’s spending tomorrow night traveling for a baseball tournament in Connecticut.” She gave him a sly smile. “Want to come over?”


  “Hell yeah!”


  “Park your car on the street behind my house so your parents think you’re out, not across the street.”


  “Okay.”


  “We’ll watch that movie I told you about.”


  “Who wants to watch a movie when I have you?”


  “Just trust me.” She laughed. “Have I steered you wrong yet?”


  



  

  Chapter Five


  


  James quickly slipped down the driveway of the Danvers, hoping they wouldn’t see him and wonder why the hell he was in their yard. He parked in the small lot on the corner that belonged to the apartment complex, but had to cut through to get to Tonya’s house.


  From prior experience sneaking in late with Tommy, he knew to stay all the way to the left along the fence to not trip the sensor light, and breathed a sigh of relief when he reached, and quickly hopped the fence to Tonya’s yard.


  He went up to the back door as she’d asked and knocked. Even though they’d gone at like crazy last night, and tonight promised to be more of the same, he still felt a thrill of nervous excitement.


  When the door opened, he forgot everything, but the vision before him. Tonya wore a simple teal robe that looked like it might be another item from Sexcapades. The silky material barely went to her mid-thigh and was tied loosely enough that he could make out some light blue and lacy beneath it.


  Her long dark hair was down, and unlike last night, she wasn’t wearing any make up, other than a light coat of pink on her amazing lips. God, she looked good!


  “Hmm, hey baby, ready to watch some Milf Porn?”


  “I’d rather make some.” He reached for her, but she turned and strode into the house.


  He followed, his eyes lingering on her bare feet, and the backs of her long shapely legs. He wondered what kind of sexy lacy thong would covering-however briefly-that amazing ass. Tonya crossed the living room and stared upstairs, and as he followed, smiling as he was able to get a view of her ass cheeks from being below her.


  When they reached the stairs, his heart raced. He wasn’t just going to fuck her, but in her house. In her bed! He entered her bedroom to see it was dark except for several candles on her bureau, and the small flat screen TV opposite her bed was on, but the screen blank.


  She really wanted to watch something?


  “Get comfy, baby.” Tonya walked over to her side of the bed, and untied the robe, letting it fall to the floor.


  “Wow,” he whistled, taking in the light blue lace trimmed baby doll nighty beneath it and the matching lace thong that was a patch of sheer lace over her pussy, with a little bow over it.


  “You’re turn.” She sat on the bed, propped up against the pillows as she stretched her legs out before her.


  James quickly stripped off his shoes and socks, followed by his jeans and shirt, Like last night he left his boxers on, and getting on the bed, sat next to her.


  “What’s so hot you’d rather watch than play?” He asked.


  “I figure when you’re alone porn is to get off to, but can be a little frustrating because you can’t do what you’re seeing. So, I thought seeing we both like milf porn, it would be hot to watch some, get worked up, and then enjoy the real thing.”


  “I don’t need it to get worked up. Got my friend’s hot mom right here.”


  “Funny you say that.” She picked up a remote from the night stand next to her. “This is an episode of that series. One I’ll bet you never saw.”


  “Think I seen them all.”


  “We’ll see.”


  She clicked the remote and James watched as the screen remained blank except for some tiny numbers on the lower left of the screen.


  “What’s this?”


  “Just watch, you’re going to like it.”


  James focused on the screen and saw something move. It took him a minute to realize the screen wasn’t dark, but that he was staring at a pair of black curtains.


  “Wait for it.” Tonya slid closer, and draped her long leg over his as she rested her hand on his semi hard cock.


  The curtains parted and Tonya appeared in her red and black lingerie. “Ta-da!”


  “Hey…” A smile crept across his face as the camera followed her while she sauntered over to stand in front of him as he sat on the couch. “That’s the other night!”


  “Have to love Julie’s paranoia, cameras in every corner of every room. I found the best angle, and copied it before I deleted our little romp.”


  “This is hot,” he watched Tonya remove her robe and straddle him on the couch.


  “You seem to think so,” she stroked his rapidly rising cock through his boxers. “Want to know what it called?”


  He nodded as he watched the video where she had just removed her bra and was shaking her tits in his face.


  “Tiki Keys seduces her hot young neighbor in,” she squeezed his cock and laughed. “My friend’s hot Mom: Milf Porn!”


  The End


  


  If you are familiar with a lot of my work, you may recognize Julie and ‘Sexcapades’. If you don’t, and would like to know the even dirtier things that go on there, check out my book Gloryhole Housewives, Available here!
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