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  Caught One-Handed


  Chapter One


  


  “Accept call,” Reid spoke when he saw his mother’s number come up on the dash display. “Hey, mom, how’s Vegas, you and dad having fun?”


  “You know what they say,” Mom laughed, “What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas and you’re better off that way.”


  “Whoa, TMI, lady, I don’t need to know the dirty details.”


  Mom’s laugh filled the car, and he smiled, as he took the turn onto Tim’s street. This was the first time they’d been away in four years and he was happy they were having a good time.


  “Okay, we’ll keep all the wild stories about how your father’s getting tennis elbow from pulling the slot machines to ourselves.”


  “I know nothink!” Reid declared in a bad Sergeant Schultz imitation.


  “You and those old shows,” Mom chuckled. “Just called to see how you were doing.”


  “I’m good, school’s fine, picked up an extra shift at hotel yesterday; made some extra money.”


  “Careful with that, school first.”


  “Yes, mom.”


  “You’re being good for Elena, I hope?”


  “I’m nineteen mom, not nine. I’m not giving Tim’s mother a hard time.” Although truth be told he wouldn’t mind giving her something hard.


  “Just checking, it was nice of her to let you stay with them these two weeks.”


  “Nicer if you trusted me enough to stay by myself. I’m a man now, you know.”


  “Your father and I remember that age, honey. The kid whose parents were away was the one hosting the next party.”


  “Way to trust, Mom.”


  “Next time.”


  “I’ll be moved out, by the time you duds take another vacation.”


  “Okay, so next time it is!” Mom laughed again. “But seriously, I know you’re a good kid, but if there’s anything you can do for Elena while you’re there, you do it.”


  There was plenty he’d like to do for his best friend’s mother, but not anything his mother, or anyone else, would approve of.


  “Of course.”


  “I mean it, since the divorce she’s working two jobs to get out from under the bills Jim left her with, plus being a mom. Poor woman has no life right now and I can’t imagine how tired she is, so seeing she’s helping us out, you help her.”


  “I helped Tim clean out the garage two days ago and we’re tackling the basement Saturday.”


  “Good, I appreciate it and I’m sure she does too.”


  “I even made dinner my first night there,” he boasted.


  “Shut up!” Mom exclaimed. “Did you really?”


  “Yup, ordered and paid for the Chinese food myself.”


  “That I believe, and it was nice of you,” she paused. “To use the money we gave you, when we left.”


  “I shared.”


  “Okay, have to run, just wanted to see how things were going.”


  “Going great,” Reid said while sitting in the driveway which was empty but for his car. “You guys keep living La Vida Loca out there, ‘kay?”


  “Hey, last night your father stayed up til eleven, he’s a wild man out here. Love you, honey.”


  “Love you too.”


  He ended the call and exited his six year old Dodge Ram, while shaking his head at the fact, even while on the phone with his mother, he was having thoughts about Elena. He wouldn’t mind her showing him some appreciation for helping her out around the house.


  In fact, he’d even be nice enough to make some suggestions as to just how she could do so. But instead, he’d settle for the sleazy but very undeniably thrilling new way of showing her some appreciation.


  Not that she hadn’t been his go to source of masturbation material for several years, but these days; his Elena inspired fantasies had risen to an entirely new level, and being around her the last week, he’d been rising every time he saw her.


  He entered the house, his cock already twitching in anticipation of yet another release dedicated to a woman he had no right thinking about and in the last place he should be doing so.


  Reid dropped his book bag off in the spare room he’d been staying in, and kicking off his shoes removed his socks. He stripped off his shirt and jeans and just in his boxers strolled out of his room and down the hallway.


  He felt a slight twinge of guilt as he passed Tim’s room.


  “Hey, Reid, where you going?”


  “To your mom’s room.”


  “To do what?”


  “What do you think? I’m going to jack off in her bed while thinking about fucking her senseless.”


  “Oh, cool, see you later!”


  He knew this was wrong on every level. You couldn’t help your fantasies, and like the line mom had used, what happened in your head stayed there, but this was entering the realm of seriously pervy.


  But he couldn’t help himself and not like he would get caught and if no one else knew, then no harm, no foul.


  “Justify,” he muttered, but with a grin as his lust was already ramping up to where his conscience was shoved into the back of his mind and the door slammed shut on it.


  What would it be today? The lavender thong? That wild Zebra print bra? He heard himself whistling tunelessly as he opened the door and entered Elena’s room. As always, the bed was unmade and he couldn’t help thinking how perfect this schedule was.


  Elena made good money as an RN, doing the over nights at a nursing home, but since the divorce, had taken a job at a cigar bar. They served food and liquor and women were allowed, but it tended to be mostly men.


  The big shot types showing up in their suits to drink expensive Scotch and Cognac, while smoking hundred dollar cigars, were most of the clientele. Because they were men who enjoyed the finer things, the women who worked there dressed to impress.


  Elena was the hostess, working from five in the afternoon, then leaving at 11:30 to get to the nursing home for midnight. Mom was right, it was a grueling schedule that she did three days a week, and then worked just the bar on Saturday night.


  Reid wouldn’t say Elena dressed trashy, but she wore high heels, short skirts and tight tops. She always wore her long curly blonde hair down, and tended to wear her make up on the heavier side, especially her lipstick and eyeshadow and mascara.


  Tim hated her working there because even though the owners were cool, and they ran the place professionally, the type of guys that went there tended to think every woman they saw was in play or for sale.


  Elena had admitted to his mother she’d been propositioned several times, both for money, or just a guy wanting to hook up with her, but she wasn’t selling sex, nor would she ever sleep with some ‘smug prick’ who thought he was all that.


  As far as Reid knew, she hadn’t been with anyone since she’d kicked Tim’s father out; when she came home unexpectedly at 2 in the morning, when there was a gas leak at the home and caught him in bed with a co-worker, taking advantage of the fact Tim had been out of state for a baseball game.


  Between being hurt, bitter, and almost immediately taking the second job, she had no time or desire to hook up. But the vibrator, silver wireless egg, and 24 pack of AA batteries he’d found while snooping in her night stand drawer, told him she might not be doing it, but she was thinking about it.


  He eyed the bed. Picturing her on it, naked, legs spread, pumping herself with the vibe while moaning and wishing it were a real cock, plundering her mature pussy. ‘Mature pussy’, he’d been watching too much porn!


  Elena’s routine was to be home by 8:30, do a few things around the house, then sleep from ten to four, shower and leave for the bar. Reid always had a chance to see her since he was staying with them as he’d be home if all he had was classes, and even if he had to work, didn’t go in until six.


  It was the highlight of his day, seeing her in her sexy outfits. He’d always known she was hot, but most of the time had either seen Elena in her shapeless scrubs or loose fitting clothes she’d hang around the house in.


  She tended to not show off what she had, and even though Reid had gotten to see her in shorts or an occasional top that showed off her breasts, he’d never seen her flaunting the goods the way she was doing these days.


  Today he’d missed her because she was going to the club an hour early to help put away the liquor order, but yesterday had been four-inch heels, a knee length gray skirt slit up one side almost to her hip, and a silky, black blouse, worn open over a black camisole that hugged her breasts.


  Elena wasn’t the flat-out hot type, at least not features wise. Her light blue eyes were pretty, but on the wide side, as if she were always surprised, and likewise her mouth seemed a little too big for the rest of her face.


  Not that anyone would complain, as especially with the heavy lipstick, her mouth looked as if it would be perfect for that one thing all guys thought of, and it wasn’t kissing.


  Elena had a fair complexion, making the smattering of freckles on her face stand out more, and she had an adorable, slightly upturned, nose. She was more cute than hot, but Reid had a thing for cute, made her seem like more of a real woman.


  From the neck down though, Tim’s mom was all woman. Standing just shy of 5’10, she had long beautifully toned legs that looked good in flats, and were unreal in the heels she wore for the club.


  Slender, but her hips just wide enough to give her a nice shape, and she had a sexy little swing to them that he had no doubt was natural and not her trying to get anyone to look.


  That swing looked even better in the snug fitting dresses and skirts which also showed off a cute tight little ass; which like her hips, had just the right amount of curve and he liked to peek out the window to watch her walk down the driveway. Hate to see you go, but love to see you leave, as the joke went.


  Elena’s breasts were on the smaller side, but proportionate to the rest of her thin build. In her scrubs or boring around the house attire, they weren’t that noticeable, but the tight tops and dresses, showed them off quite well.


  High, perky, perfectly round and just big enough to display a bit of cleavage, and a cute patch of freckles between them…so cute he often thought of coming on them. Reid had plenty of opportunity to check her out while staying there thanks to Tim’s schedule.


  Tim worked every day after school at Home Depot to help Elena with the house because other than his tuition, Elena wanted nothing from Jim. This left Reid alone until 7 or nine depending on how many hours Tim worked.


  His first day there he couldn’t resist sneaking into her room and looking through her things. That’s when he’d found the toys, but even better was the bag of goodies he discovered on the floor of her closet.


  It was full of lingerie. Thongs, bras, baby doll nighties, stockings, even a set of garter belts. Seeing he hadn’t found anything like them anywhere else, he assumed these were things she’d worn for Tim’s father and had no desire to ever wear again.


  For that reason, Reid figured he didn’t have to worry about her missing anything and had been picking a new piece from the bag for his new Elena appreciation routine. Making his way to the closet, he opened it, and kneeling down, perused the contents.


  He settled on the lace lavender thong which featured black bows on the sides and over the patch of darker lace that concealed her pussy. He closed the closet door, and his cock now semi hard and on the rise, walked over to her bed.


  He shoved his boxers down and climbing onto the bed, sniffed her pillow. It smelled strongly of her perfume and he smiled as he rolled onto his back and wrapped the thong around his now fully hard cock.


  Reid slowly stroked, enjoying the soft silky material caressing his hard shaft. He closed his eyes, imagining it being Elena’s soft lips and warm mouth pleasuring him. Sucking him, then sliding up to ride him, allowing him to play with her tits while she fucked him.


  He thought of her in his place, him between her legs and taking his time exploring her slit with his fingers and tongue. He moaned softly as his mind played out his encounter with his secret crush.


  Sex in every position, her blowing him, taking his cum down her throat, deep inside her tight pussy, on her tits and all over her cute little ass. Her coming in his face, screaming his name as he fucked her doggy, begging him to go harder and give her more of what she needed.


  More than twice his age, his friend’s mother, his mother’s friend, a woman he’d known since he was in fifth grade, all reasons he shouldn’t want her, but at the same time also the reasons he did!


  He stroked faster as his mind locked onto the image of Elena on her stomach between his legs, her knees bent, legs crossed at the ankles, kicking her feet as she sucked his cock, her too wide blue eyes on his.


  He pumped faster thinking about it being her mouth he’d be filling with his come, rather than spilling it into her thong. She’d be moaning and gagging as he exploded into her…


  “What the fuck is this?” Elena yelled from next to the bed.




  Chapter Two


  


  “Holy fuck!” Reid blurted dropping the thong and whipping the pillow next to his head down over his twitching cock.


  “Oh my god, Reid!” Elena had been a few feet away, but now stalked up to the bed. “Really?”


  “I…”


  “In my fucking bed?”


  “Elena, I…I’m, sorry, I…”


  “You what? You walked past my room, tripped and all your clothes fell off and you landed in my bed with a hard on?”


  He stared at her helplessly, his face burning in shame.


  “And I guess this is what you tripped over?” she grabbed the thong from next to him, and grimaced when she saw a trail of pre cum oozing from it.


  She threw it in his face, and too stunned and scared to move he let it hit him and fall back onto the bed.


  “In my bed!” Elena’s eyes were now so wide it would have been funny if he weren’t in such deep shit. “You disrespectful little shit!”


  “You’re right!” he blurted. “I’m an asshole, and there’s no excuse for it.” he swallowed nervously. “You’re going to tell my mother, aren’t you?”


  “You are an asshole, and what do you think I should do?” Elena folded her arms over her chest, staring down at him and making him wish he could crawl under a rock.


  He wanted to get off the bed, but was naked other than the pillow covering his cock; which he was surprised, still felt semi hard despite his predicament. More surprising was that as she glared at him like she was debating whether or not to smack him, he found himself checking her out.


  Whether they’d asked her to do it, or Elena just wanted to switch things up, she was sporting the Goth look. Black lipstick, heavy black eyeshadow and thick black mascara was a look he normally didn’t go for, but the way it contrasted her white skin and brought out her ice blue eyes was undeniably hot.


  Her dress was the definition of simple but sexy. A one-piece, sleeveless black mini that fit her tightly enough to not only show off her breasts, but every curve she had. The hem barely made it to her mid-thigh.


  “Such bullshit,” she muttered and spun on her heel taking a few steps away from the bed.


  Reid should have taken the opportunity to slip off the bed and grab his boxers while she had her back to him, but instead his eyes were glued to her ass, in the painted on dress, as well as the supple back of her long legs.


  She wore knee high black boots that zipped up the back and featured thin heels ending in metal tips. Man, he had to have been seriously lost in his fantasy to not have heard her coming down the hall in those.


  Elena’s hair was down, but looked as if she’d put a lot more curl into it, and teased it out, to give it a more wild look. Christ, she was fucking hot. If he hadn’t known he was hopelessly in lust with her before now, the fact his cock was rising beneath the pillow confirmed how bad he had it for her.


  “Totally unfair,” she hissed out loud, smoothly pivoting on one heel and pacing to her left. “So fucking unfair!”


  She spun again and stalked back to the bed.


  “You know this is as wrong as wrong gets, right?”


  “Yeah, I’m so sorry.”


  “No, you’re not,” she waved her hand at him and he noticed her nails were also painted black. “I’m going to ask you a question, you get one chance to answer, so make it the truth, then we go from there.”


  “Okay,” he went to sit up, but she put her hand on his shoulder.


  “You stay where you are. My room my rules, got that?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he spoke softly, but the air of command in her voice sent a strange thrill through him, as did the way her warm hand felt on his skin and how good her dark nails looked.


  “Simple question, Reid,” she gestured to him. “Why?”


  He took as long as he dared to answer. There was no way to lie his way out of this, and if he tried, it would piss her off. The truth was pretty obvious however, and he was sure she wanted him to admit it.


  Part of him didn’t want to, but could he embarrass himself any more than he had? She hadn’t made any promises if he told the truth, but at this point didn’t he owe it to her?


  “Because you’re hot as fuck and I’ve had a thing for you for a long time. I stare at you and I get off to you, and I know I could never even tell you, never mind be with you, so this…well, I guess I’m so hooked on you I figured it’s the closest I’d get.”


  “I’m hot as fuck?” she frowned and sighed. “This really is wrong, and unfair.”


  “I get wrong, but you mean not fair that I’d disrespect you like this?” he asked.


  “You told me the truth, so I’ll do the same.” Elena sat on the edge of the bed and his eyes widened when she pushed his hand away from the pillow, and replaced it with her own, resting it there as she spoke.


  “Let me tell you what’s not fair. Just about a year ago I walk into this room and see my husband with another woman. It wasn’t this bed, I had Tim throw the old one out because I wasn’t sleeping where he’d fucked that slut and who knows how many others.


  “Right after that happened all I wanted to do was get even. I wasn’t his anymore, but I still wanted to dress up, to get fucked up, and go out and be some lucky guy’s personal porn star for a night.”


  “Just cut loose and fuck his brains out while he treated me like the nasty whore I wanted to be. I wanted to get fucked the way my dud husband could never fuck me, and let him find out I let some stranger use me.”


  The way she said use her made his cock twitch and his eyes darted from her face to her hand, her long dark nails on the white pillow case and he could feel the pressure of it on his cock.


  Not that she was touching him, but the fact her hand was inches from his dick had it stirring. Hell, not just his cock, he’d been so panicked, it hadn’t hit him he was completely naked in front of her other than the pillow!


  “But the thing is? I’m not like that. Much as I wanted to, much as I deserved to; I couldn’t just go hook up with someone I didn’t know. Because end of the day I’m better than him, and it’s not like he would have cared anyway.


  “No, I’d have to know the guy, trust him enough to be the closet slut I wanted to be. But dating? Please. I took the job at The Platinum bar two weeks after I threw Jim out. Since then, I work and sleep and in between, I try to take care of the house and my son.


  “Shit, Tim!” he gasped. “You’re not…” he stopped when she moved her other hand, putting her finger to his lips.


  “So, here’s my asshole ex, dating and screwing whoever he wants, while I’m still a parent and a damn adult. That’s not fair, but there’s something else even more unfair, know what it is?”


  Her finger was still on his lips and he shook his head in response.


  “I’m horny, Reid. After I had my little heartbroken phase, all I’ve wanted to do was fuck. Trust me, I get offers from guys at the club, and not all of them are jerks, but I’m not going to fuck someone I have to see again. I’ll be a dirty secret, but not anyone’s dirty story to tell his jack ass friends.”


  “But I want it so bad my cunt aches at night and no matter how tired I am, I have to jill off just to fall asleep, sometimes more than once.”


  She gave him a sly smile and tapped his lips before moving her hand.


  “This finger, has been exactly where you were just thinking of being, and just this morning.” She paused, “You sniff my sheets? If you didn’t, you should have. I sleep naked and tend to puddle.”


  “Jesus,” his cock jumped at her words and the image they conjured, and she giggled and tapped the pillow. “I felt that.”


  She sighed wistfully.


  “And that is what’s really not fair. I get sent home from work because they screwed up the schedule and I let the other hostess have the shift, and what do I find?”


  “A good-looking young man, with a hard body and an even harder cock in my bed,” she pushed down on the pillow. “Not just hard, but hard for me!”


  She yanked the pillow away, throwing it behind her and before Reid could react, she grabbed his cock.


  “This cock, this big, thick,” her pink tongue ran over her black coated lips. “Young fucking cock.” She gave him a squeeze that caused him to moan.


  “So hard I can feel you throbbing in my hand,” she slowly pumped him in her fist.


  “Just what I need, but it’s so wrong and so unfair because this is the one young cock I shouldn’t be touching.”


  Elena leaned over and Reid whispered, “Holy shit,” when she opened her mouth and let a glob of spit flow onto the tip of his cock.


  He moaned and his hips thrust when she ran her palm over his sensitive head then stroked him, working her warm slick spit along his shaft.


  “My friend’s son, my son’s best friend, and not much more than a boy to me, but this,” she gave him another squeeze, this time hard enough to cause pre-cum to leak from his slit. “Isn’t a boy’s cock, is it?”


  “No,” he whispered his eyes feeling as wide as hers as he watched her jerk him off. God, it felt good, and looked good, and…was this really happening or had he fallen asleep in her bed?


  It felt goddamn real and his hand strayed across the bed to rest on her thigh just below the dress…and she didn’t push it away.


  “So unfair, just what I need right here; waiting for me,” her eyes met his. “Thinking of me. Thinking of giving this horny MILF just what she needs.”


  “Oh, yeah,” he nodded. “Anything you want.”


  “See, that just makes it worse because two wrongs can’t make a right,” she spit on his cock again and pumped him even faster, filling the room with wet fapping sounds.


  “Or could they? I mean, if no one knows, is it really wrong?”


  “Hell no,” he told her so seriously, she smiled and putting her hand over his, slid it further up her leg until it was under her skirt and resting on her soft inner thigh.


  “So, here’s what I think,” she stopped stroking him, but kept her fingers around his now glistening shaft. “I don’t tell your mom, you don’t tell my son, and this way you get what you’ve always wanted, and I get what I need, deal?”


  “Sold!” he eased his hand further up her thigh and his heart pounded in excitement when his fingers brushed against something warm, silky and….wet.


  “Good, because what I need?” she slid further onto the bed and rested her free hand on his left hip. “Is to suck your cock.”


  Elena leaned over, parted her lips and took him deep into her mouth.


  “Oh, shit,” he breathed as she bobbed her head, sliding her lips along his shaft.


  “Hmmm!” she moaned around him while lowering her upper body so she was lying across his waist.


  She released his cock and breathed. “God, you taste so good!” she resumed sucking him, moaning as he boldly ran his fingers between her legs, caressing her through her thong.


  “Fuck,” she whispered, pre-cum trailing from her lips when she let him fall from her lips. “It feels good to have a mouthful of young cock.” She kissed his tip. “Don’t mind if I take my time, do you?”


  “You do whatever you want,” he told her.


  “Good, because I think I need to let you cum in mouth,” she swirled her tongue around the sensitive ridge beneath his head. “That way you can fuck me even longer.”


  She took him back into her mouth, and he lay back, moaning softly, a surreal feeling flowing over him, as he watched Elena slurp on his cock, while moaning like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted.


  Her hair fell across her face, and he brushed it out of the way to get an unobstructed view of his go to fantasy becoming an even better reality. He kept his hand on her head, his fingers curling into her hair as she opened her mouth wider and took his cock all the way down to the base of his shaft.


  He rubbed her pussy harder through her thong, then slipping his fingers into it, plunged them boldly inside her. God she was hot, wet, and tight! Elena whimpered around his cock as he moved his fingers within her, but not only kept sucking, but more rapidly.


  Elena lifted her right leg and straightened it along the bed so the heel of her boot was by his head. The change in position, allowed him to get his thumb on her clit, and her hips jerked, pressing her swollen button into his touch.


  She cupped his balls with her free hand, rubbing them while repeatedly swallowing his full length. She pressed her lips to the base of his shaft and shook her head, working his cock along the roof of her mouth, while her skilled tongue danced over it.


  He pushed his fingers knuckle deep inside her and moved his wrist, working them sideways, while moving his thumb over her clit in slow circles. Elena released his cock, breathing hard and groaning as she pumped his slick shaft in her hand.


  He gasped; when her pussy tightened around his fingers, and she gave him a wicked smile. “Wait until I milk your cock like that.”


  She slipped her other leg onto the bed, turning so her ass was now facing him. Her tongue fluttered up and down his cock and he groaned when she pushed it back against his stomach and sucked on his aching balls.


  Taking him back into her mouth, she sucked him hard and fast while reaching back, grabbing the hem of her dress, and sliding it up over her hips; exposing her ass in just a minimal black thong.


  Reid slipped his fingers from inside her pussy, noting how wet and sticky they were, then grabbing the sides of her thong pulled it down over her ass. As Elena showed off by now deep throating him hands free, he pushed the thong down to her knees and she lifted each long enough to get it down her legs.


  He pulled it down to her feet, slipping it over her boots, and fondled her ass, gripping a cheek in each hand and giving them a hard squeeze. She squealed when he spread them open, giving him a full view of her pink slit and puckered rosebud.


  He groaned, his hips moving when Elena took her head game to another level; now loudly gagging and sloppily slobbering on his cock. Her head moved faster, her mouth coming down harder as she held his cock straight up, pounding it down her throat.


  Sticky drool flowed from her mouth and down his shaft only for her to noisily slurp it back up. Unable to help it, his hips rocked faster, pushing his cock deeper down her rapidly descending throat.


  Elena didn’t seem to mind, as she released moans and whimpers amid her gagging and choking on his dick. She’d turned far enough that his view of her giving him head was obscured partially by hers, but he could see her left cheek was now streaked with black tears as her watering eyes caused her mascara to run.


  Reid’s fingers teased through her pink slit, the lips of which were puffy, and tucked up tight, but easily spread for his exploration. He slipped two fingers back inside her, but struggled to move them, or focus on much of anything; other than his balls tightening and his cock twitching as she continued to basically face fuck herself with his cock.


  His legs straightened, knees trembling as his entire body tensed.


  “Hmm-mmm!” Elena encouraged him and when she cupped his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze, Reid released a low groan as he felt himself slipping past the point of no return.


  He struggled to hold back, his fingers tightening in her hair, as he fought for every second in her sinfully skilled mouth. But Elena wouldn’t be denied and a moment later received her reward.


  “Oh, fuck,” Reid groaned as his cock erupted.


  Elena released a moan of pleasure while continuing to suck and rub his balls, helping them to empty their contents into her hungry mouth. Reid’s hips jerked, each thrust sending another creamy squirt.


  He let his hands drop to the bed, his fingers curling into the sheets as his best friend’s mother sucked for every drop, her cum slicked tongue dancing over his now overly sensitive head.


  She moaned and whimpered as If swallowing his load was the best thing she’d ever tasted. Elena stroked his cock into her mouth while sucking hard enough to make him gasp, trying to coax every pearly white drop from his drained cock.


  She released him with a smack of her lips and asked.


  “Do I suck as good as you thought I would?”


  “Even better,” he released a long breath. “Damn.”


  “Good, now it’s my turn.”


  Elena lifted her left leg and swung it over his body so she was now straddling him, and pushing herself back on the bed, slid her legs under his arms until her knees were under them.


  This put her pink slit directly in his face, and he didn’t hesitate to grab her cheeks, spread them open and bury his tongue inside her.


  “Oh, yeah, baby!” Elena cried out as he pushed his tongue into her hot little box and swirled it side to side.


  He squeezed her cheeks harder in his excitement, as he pressed his lips to hers, his tongue lapping up her juices. Elena whimpered and wiggled her hips, pressing her sticky flesh harder into his face.


  He moved his head beneath her, fucking her with his tongue as Elena lowered her head, resting it on his leg as he slurped hard, getting a sticky mouthful. He slipped his tongue from inside her and she released a loud squeal when he shoved his tongue into her ass.


  “So dirty,” she gasped. “And I love it!”


  Reid wasn’t minding it either as he flicked his tongue around her pink puckered hole, pushing it as deep as he could inside. Talk about going from shit to sugar, one second thinking he was dead meat, then getting a blow job a porn star would be jealous of and now rimming her ass.


  Elena worked her ass onto his tongue, showing her appreciation for the attention he was paying to her ass, then moved her hips upwards and bringing his tongue back into contact with her pussy.


  Taking the hint, and suffering nobly, Reid worked his tongue side to side exploring her soft wet folds. He reached her clit and her hips jerked, thrusting her pussy into his face as her breath hissed sharply from between her lips.


  Reid gave her swollen button a soft kiss, then traced a slow circle over it that caused her thighs and ass to tense. He swirled his tongue in faster circles, loving the high-pitched moans the action elicited from her.


  Inspired by her reactions, and the fact that the woman of his dreams had just sucked him off and was now shoving her pussy into his mouth, Reid went to town on her. His tongue danced over her excited clit, flicking over it in every possible motion.


  Side to side, up, down, and around while mixing in some sudden hard sucks that caused Elena to release a sharp yip. His hands roamed over her firm cheeks as she squirmed in his face, then up to her hips, pushing her dress higher up her back.


  He moaned in surprise when she took his semi hard and still dripping cock between her lips. Elena sucked gently, not moving her head, just keeping him in her mouth, her tongue caressing his rapidly hardening shaft.


  Her cheek still rested on his leg as she sucked him back to a full erection, but unlike before, Reid remained focused on the task at hand, and that was to make his best friend’s mother come.


  Elena pushed herself up on her hands and was now bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. Reid moaned into her hot flesh, his tongue moving faster in his increased excitement.


  He wasn’t the only one getting there. Elena’s thighs trembled and her ass tensed beneath his hands. Her hips rocked faster and the soft moans she made around his cock were rising in pitch.


  “Oh!” She released him from her mouth. “Oh, fuck, Reid. Just like that, baby! Lick my cunt! God, I need to come so bad!”


  She surprised him by shoving herself into a kneeling position which now had her sitting on his face. She worked her hips, grinding her slick slit into his face, as she rode his tongue.


  She grabbed his cock, stroking it while she wiggled on his face.


  “That’s it,” she breathed. “Right there, honey! Going to make me come on that pretty face.”


  Her thighs tightened around his head, and it was getting harder to breath, but he didn’t care. Hell, could there be a better way to go, than being smothered by a horny milf? Reid kept his tongue moving, as he grabbed her hips.


  “Riding your face, then I’m going to ride this big fucking cock!” she pumped him faster for emphasis. “The one I sucked off, the cock that sent a hot fucking load down my throat and is going to put another one in my fucking cunt!”


  Reid’s hips thrust, pushing his cock into her hand in anticipation of where it would be going next.


  “Need it,” she moaned. “Need to get fucked so bad! I….Yesssssss!”


  Elena howled above him as her body exploded into orgasm. She writhed on his face, her hips moving front to back, her clit sliding over his, now still, tongue as she rode it. Releasing a series of sharp yips and incoherent attempts at words, Elena bucked wildly on his face, as her climax tore through her.


  Reid did his best to keep his tongue in contact with her clit, it wasn’t easy, but didn’t seem necessary as she kept her orgasm flowing by rubbing herself over his entire face.


  With a long low moan, Elena fell forward, once again sprawling across him as she moaned in between her heavy breathing. Her pussy no longer pressed to him, Reid was doing some heavy breathing of his own, but reveling in the scent and taste of her pussy.


  Elena slid forward until her boots were now pressed against his thighs and rising to her knees, grabbed his twitching cock, slid it through her lips and shoved it inside her.


  “Fuck!” She cried out as she sank down, impaling herself on his long, thick cock.


  Reid grabbed her hips, squeezing them as he felt his cock spreading her tight pussy around him as his full length was engulfed in her wet heat.


  “So deep!” she moaned, “So hard!”


  Elena rocked front to back, getting used to him, then began to move up and down, bouncing on his cock.


  “Yes!” she called out. “God, it feels good to get fucked!”


  Elena grabbed the hem of her dress, stripping it off and throwing it across the room. Reid swore seeing her remove the dress while riding him, was one of the sexiest things he’d ever seen.


  She reached back, but his hands beat her to her bra, and after briefly fumbling with the clasp, he popped it open. He ran his hands up her arms, and slid the straps down to her elbows.


  Elena slipped her arms out of the bra and he flipped it away. He tried to get his arms around her to grab her tits, but she leaned forward, bracing her hands on his ankles. His disappointment was forgotten as her hips went into overdrive.


  She worked them hard and fast, twerking on his cock and giving him the amazing show, of watching her ass bounce, as his glistening shaft repeatedly slid in and out of her tight pussy.


  Jesus, she was so fucking wet, and going goddamn wild, riding him so hard the bed was rocking, the headboard hitting the wall. He grabbed her ass, spreading it open to get a better view and plunge even deeper inside her.


  “Like me riding your dick, baby? Like fucking a woman your mom’s age?”


  “Fuck yeah,” he breathed as he pumped his hips as much as he could with her straddling him.


  “Bet not as much as you like putting it to Tim’s mom, though?” she laughed wildly at the comment as if she were so caught up in lust that she wasn’t thinking about what she was saying.


  Or maybe she was, and it turned her on, because it was giving him an extra thrill he should be ashamed of, but wasn’t.


  “Look at that,” she sat straight up, and pointed to her right.


  Reid managed to tear his gaze from watching her ride his cock, and was confronted with a different view of it in the mirror over her bureau. Her reflection smiled at him, and cupped her tits as she slowed her movements, now sensually gliding front to back, teasing him inside her.


  “Think about my tits while you jerk off? Think about coming on them?”


  She playfully bounced them in her hands, her fingers framing her pink nipples.


  “Sucking them, fucking them? Watching them jiggle while…oh!”


  Her surprise was in reaction to Reid sitting up, and shoving her forward, sending her face first on the bed between his feet. Quickly sliding his legs up so he was now on his knees behind her, Reid grabbed her hips and plunged his cock deep inside her.


  “Fuck!” Elena cried out into the bed as he tore into her, fucking her with long hard thrusts.


  Up until now she’d been in total control, but her dirty talk and seeing her play with her tits, had pushed him over the edge. Her comment about putting it to Tim’s mother echoing in his mind, he decided to do just that.


  Elena slid her knees under her, pushing her ass higher, but kept her upper body down, her head turned, yelping as he fucked her, at this point, sloppy pussy with the full strength of his hips.


  He put his hand in the middle of her now sweaty back, while grabbing her long hair with the other and watching his cock slide between her legs, plundering her pink slit.


  “This how you took me when you were jerking off? Face down, ass up?” she egged him on. “Giving the needy milf what she needs? Taking advantage of me by showing me that cock and knowing I’d have to have it?”


  She yipped as he managed to find another gear, pounding her hard enough to cause his balls to slap against her pussy and the sound of flesh striking flesh to fill the room as his body slammed into hers.


  Reid reached back and grabbing the heels of her boots, lifted them in the air, using them as handles while he repeatedly hammered her helpless pussy.


  “Deep, so deep!” she yelped. “God, I missed getting fucked!”


  Reid groaned as his balls tightened and his thighs trembled. Fucking her this fast felt great, but it was taking its toll, bringing him close to the edge. As good as it felt, and as hot as it was to fuck Elena on her knees, he needed to see those tits.


  Slipping from inside her, he grabbed her hips, and with a wrench of his shoulders, flipped her onto her side, then once more so she was on her back. Reid once again grabbed the heels of her boots, this time to lift her legs and pushed them back.


  He drove into her hard enough to make her yelp and her eyes to go wide, then leaned forward. With her feet now over her head and her ass off the mattress, Reid was pounding straight down into her and her eyes rolled, as her mouth opened in a wide O.


  His eyes locked onto her amazing tits as they bounced from the force of his fucking. Elena knew it, and cupped them, showing them off while he fucked her. Her black nails stroked her nipples and he groaned as he felt his cock twitching inside her.


  “Want them?” she whispered. “Want to paint them and make them yours?”


  “Oh, god,” he moaned when he felt the cum racing through his cock.


  He pulled back, gripping his cock, and leaning over, released it.


  “Fuck!” he exclaimed as a long spurt of cum erupted from his swollen purple head, and splattered on her right tit.


  “Mine!” Elena used her right hand to shove his away while gripping his cock in her left.


  He moaned as she pumped him furiously in her fist, moving his cock so the next spurt struck her other breast, then moving side to side, so he was spraying both of them.


  Cum spattered on and between her tits and he groaned, when her free hand went between his legs, cupping his balls as she pushed his tip to each of her nipples, getting the last few drops directly on them.


  When she couldn’t milk any more from him, she released his cock and let her legs fall to the bed on either side of him.


  “I needed that,” she sighed, then laughed. “Oh my god, I can’t believe we fucked.”


  Reid sat back on his knees, trying to catch his breath, his eyes glued to the incredible sight of Elena, wearing only boots and his cum on her tits; her face streaked with black tears from gagging on his cock, and her dark hair fanned out around her head on the white sheet. Christ, she looked even better than he’d ever imagined.


  “You can’t believe it?” He shook his head. I’ve wanted this since…I knew what this was.”


  “I like that,” she stretched her arms over her head, pushing her tits out. “You made a mess, baby.”


  “A big one,” he said with a sense of pride.


  “Not as big as the one I swallowed though,” she licked her lips. “I forgot how much I love sucking cock.”


  “You know where to find me,” he grinned. “You know, just in case.”


  “That’s nice of you,” she turned her head. “But Tim’s going to be home in an hour, and I still have to go in for my shift at the nursing home, and need to get some sleep,” she giggled. “Getting dicked down always makes me sleepy.”


  “Yeah, sure.” Dicked down…damn. Not that he thought he could go again this soon, but he’d be happy to just lie in bed and play with her, and who was he kidding? If she wanted it, all she had to do was…well pretty much anything.


  “How are your grades?”


  “Huh?” Reid blinked. “Um, pretty good, why?”


  “Because I think you should skip school tomorrow and be waiting for me when I come home in the morning.”


  “I can do that,” he nodded.


  “I’ll text you when I pull in so you can get started.”


  “Started?”


  “Hmm-mmm.” she sat up, causing cum to slide from her tits and down onto her stomach, and gave his cock an affectionate squeeze. “How else can I catch you again?”


  


  The End


  




  The Mother of All Paybacks


  Chapter One


  


  “You son of a bitch!” Luke snarled, springing to his feet so quickly he knocked over the chair. “You miserable fucking cocksucker!”


  He lifted his arm and brought it forward, but at the last second stopped himself from hurling his phone across the kitchen. It wasn’t just that it was a brand new I-phone his parents had gotten him for graduation, but it would be Craig taking something else away from him.


  Luke carefully placed the phone on the table, and stood there clenching and unclenching his fists, wishing they were around the necks of his d-bag former best friend and his bitch of an ex.


  He stared down at his large powerful hands, watching the tendons stand out in his thickly muscled forearms. At 6’2 and a rock solid two hundred pounds, Luke had been a starting safety at Classical since his freshmen year and received scholarship offers to UNC and locally to Brown and URI.


  Not only could he break Craig in pieces if he wanted to, but seeing he clocked in at 4.4 in the forty yard dash, the creep wouldn’t even be able to run away from him.


  As for Beth, well he’d never hit a woman, but something told him it wouldn’t be hard to find a girl who wouldn’t mind throwing a beating to a snotty cheerleader with the looks of a model and diva attitude of a princess.


  A slutty princess who fucked her boyfriend of two years best friend.


  Since finding out-over the phone of course-from Craig that he was now seeing Beth mere days after she’d abruptly broke up with him, Luke still wondered which one of them had done him the dirtiest.


  It was pretty close, but in the end it was Craig. They’d been best friends since goddamn fourth grade, and no way should your best friend turn into mister steal your girl.


  As for Beth, he put some of the blame on himself. He knew she was shallow and stuck on herself, selfish and kind of a brat, but goddamn she was hot. Although knowing she was hot led to her being one of the girls who were more show than go.


  The only time Beth really sucked or put out hardcore was when she wanted something he didn’t want to buy or do for her. Then he’d get the ride that matched the car, but for the most part she was the type to lay there and act like he was lucky to have her.


  But it was his fault for falling for not just her, but the clichéd ideal of the good looking football player with a possible future in the pros, dating the picture perfect blue eyed blond ditzy cheerleader.


  That’s where he was different from her, or should have been. Luke knew he was attractive and it wasn’t just his muscular build, six pack abs and being an all-around physical specimen.


  Neck up, he was pretty easy on the eyes, starting with his baby blues which were close to the same shade as Beth’s. But in contrast to her honey blonde locks, Luke possessed thick naturally wavy black hair and a slightly olive tint to his skin which spoke of his Italian heritage.


  He had features as rugged as his build; with a strong jaw, solid cheek bones and a cleft chin that had more than a few people tell him he could give modeling a shot. But unlike Beth, Luke wasn’t stuck on himself.


  His parents had raised him to be humble and grounded, and to treat everyone the same and to never think he was better than anyone else. Contrary to his build, the physicality he displayed when hitting opponents on the field, and the bad boy scruff he always sported, Luke was laid back and good natured, and rarely, if ever, lost his temper.


  Even with Craig and Beth hooking up, he’d been rightfully angry, but more disgusted and hurt than anything else.


  That was until just now.


  Knowing he shouldn’t, but unable to help himself, he picked up his phone, but hesitated to once again see the texts that had sent him into a rage.


  “Avoidance is a form of acceptance,” he muttered the line Mr. Harrison often used in the philosophy class he was taking as a senior year elective.


  He unlocked the phone and stared at the first picture he received, then slid to the next and back to the first which featured Beth with Craig’s cock in her mouth making the heart sign with her fingers.


  “It’s not that I don’t like sucking dick, I just didn’t like sucking yours” It was punctuated with several emoji’s; a heart, an eggplant and a laughing with tears face.


  The next was a reversal. Beth taking a pic of Craig’s face between her legs, his tongue buried in her hairless pink slit. Beneath the picture was the message;


  “Little dessert after dinner, thanks for the ride, bro! LOL”


  Luke kept sliding back and forth, eyeing each picture, his temples pounding and his blood boiling. The texts had been sent after one am, but he hadn’t seen them until a few minutes ago.


  His routine was to never check his phone when he got up, but to wait until after his morning run and had breakfast, getting his body and mind ready for the day ahead.


  When he’d seen he had messages from Craig he knew it wouldn’t be good, probably some stupid reply to Craig’s last message to him when Beth, because Craig wasn’t man enough, had been the one to tell him she was seeing his former best friend.


  That message had simply been “You’re dead to me, and she’s not even worth it.”


  Now he gets these a week after the fact. He stared more closely at the picture of Beth, ignoring what was in her mouth and focusing on her eyes which were wide and glossy.


  Craig had the same look, and both were red in the face. Probably wasted from whatever frat or sorority party miss popularity had gotten herself invited to. Drunk texting pictures of them going down on each other.


  What the hell had he ever seen in her? Her looks and being able to date the cool hot chick. One hell of a lesson, and one that wouldn’t hurt so much if Craig wasn’t involved. How could he do this to him?


  Craig’s parents divorced several years ago and his father had left the state to dodge child support, leaving his mother, Sylvia, to raise him. He knew she had zero tolerance for cheating and what Luke heard her refer to as “Frat boy bullshit”.


  He would have never expected Craig to do this to him. Yeah Beth was hot, but Craig wasn’t a bad looking guy and had done okay with the girls, not like he was so desperate he had to hook up with his alleged best friend’s ex.


  He told himself to put the phone down and let it go. Be the bigger person and all that corny bullshit that he knew was the right thing to do, but did these two deserve to just laugh at him like this?


  He could picture them in bed, lying there naked and smoking a bowl because that’s pretty much what Craig did most of the time, and giggling away. “Imagine the look on his face! Ha-ha ha-ha.”


  Luke tapped the phone and replied to the text of Beth ‘in action’


  “You’d rather suck his dick because it’s smaller than mine and you barely have to open your mouth.” He sent the reply then went to the next picture.


  “You’re not eating dessert, asshole, you’re slurping up my sloppy seconds.”


  He lowered the phone, not surprised to feel no satisfaction in stooping to their level. He would block both their numbers and make sure he didn’t go to any of the parties or places he knew Beth would be.


  The phone vibrated and he saw Craig had replied.


  “Funny you think that.”


  The text was followed by a screenshot of a text from Beth to Craig. “I had so much fun last night! Want to hook up again tonight? Luke has to work.”


  As his eyes widened, another text came through.


  “Make sure you look at the date and time and tell me again who was getting sloppy seconds. Been riding your ride since the weekend you went to check out Carolina. They’re team’s the Gamecocks, and your girl was gaming mine.”


  “You…” Luke closed his eyes and swore he could hear the blood rushing through his body. “Mother…..fucker.”


  Beth hadn’t broken up with him then started dating Craig, the two of them had been fucking for months. Laughing at him, betraying him….and she’d still been fooling around with him, although far less often, and now he knew why.


  His best friend had done this to him. Luke slipped the phone into the pocket of his shorts, and walking out of the kitchen swiped his keys from the hook by the door. There was only one thing that would get him over this.


  He was going to beat the shit out of Craig.




  Chapter Two


  


  Luke drove slowly by Craig’s house, an evil smile creeping over his face when he saw his ex-friend’s blue Mazda 6 in the driveway. Better yet, Sylvia’s Kia Sorrento wasn’t there which meant the little snake was home alone.


  He kept going, parking on the corner of the street where his car couldn’t be seen from Craig’s house and threw the shift of his six year old Silverado into park. He all but leapt out of the truck, and stalked down the street, his hands balled into fists in anticipation of driving them into Craig’s smirking face.


  Let’s see him eat Beth’s cheating cunt with his jaw wired. He turned and headed up the walkway towards the front porch. Luke’s eyes darted between the two large windows on the first floor that faced the street, then up to the one over the porch where Craig’s room was.


  The blinds were down and he imagined the piece of shit probably fell back to sleep after replying to his text, sleeping off last night’s party, a party which led to an after party at his former girlfriend’s body.


  A party he’d been having behind his back. He had no worries Beth would be there, no way would Craig be ballsy enough to bring Beth around his mother, let alone have her spend the night.


  Luke reached the porch and as he thumbed the doorbell frowned at the thought that maybe Sylvia had spent the night somewhere and Craig had snuck Beth in. Luke didn’t think Craig’s mom was seeing anyone right now, but knew once in a while she would, hit a bar or club and hook up for a one night stand with some guy she’d never see again.


  Some lucky guy because Craig’s mother was a goddamn smoke show. So hot, that friend’s mother or not, she’d been the fantasy woman who did anything and everything for him when he jerked off in the days before he’d started dating and getting laid.


  Not completely true, he’d thought of her more than a few times since, but usually only when she was around when he was hanging out with Craig.


  But she wasn’t here today which was good for him, and bad for Craig because his mother being home was the only thing that could have saved him from getting what he deserved.


  He thumbed the bell again, this time keeping it pressed for a few seconds. He could hear it sounding in the house, and stepped just enough to the side he couldn’t be seen through the peephole, but still close enough to the door to be out of sight if Craig looked out either window.


  There was a ring camera in the bell, but only Sylvia had the app, so he’d have to step into the house the second Craig opened the door. When she came home to find him beaten to a pulp, she’d know it was him, and she’d tell his parents, but what would they do, ground him?


  Anything would be worth getting his hands on that pile of shit.


  He angrily thumbed the doorbell a third time and after another minute pounded on the door. He hit it hard enough to make it rattle in its frame, and then did it again when there was no answer, this time whacking it several times with the edge of his fist.


  “Come out here you chickenshit!” he bellowed, his temper boiling over. “I know you’re in there! You don’t come out now, I’ll hunt you like a dog!”


  “Luke!”


  He flinched and turned to see Sylvia peeking over the white wooden fence that surrounded their large backyard.


  “Oh…” he hesitated, not sure what to say. “Um, hi, Miss Britto.”


  “Hi yourself,” she shook her head. “Why are you out here yelling? What’s going on?”


  “Where’s Craig?” He’d just settle for getting in the house and beating him in his own room, or wherever else he was hiding in there.


  “He’s not home. He rented a room on the Cape this weekend, him and his girlfriend. Why?”


  He wondered if she were lying. “His car’s here.”


  Sylvia’s lips pressed together in a hard line. “And mine’s not because his brakes need work and I didn’t want him to drive that far in it.”


  “Oh,”


  “You said that before,” Sylvia reminded him. “Now how about you come back here and tell me what’s going on.”


  “Nothing,” he shrugged. “Just needed to talk to him.”


  “Just call him then.”


  “Yeah, sure. I guess I can do that, sorry to bother you.”


  “Course you can’t kick his ass through the phone though, now can you?”


  “Huh?”


  “You don’t think I heard you yelling?” Sylvia’s hand appeared, waving towards the street. “I think half the block heard you threatening to hunt my son down.”


  Luke’s shoulders slumped and he lowered his head, feeling like the asshole he’d been acting like.


  “How about you come back here and tell me what’s going on?”


  “No, it’s okay, its fine.”


  “Doesn’t sound fine, so let’s talk and you can tell me what he did.”


  She stepped off of whatever she’d been using to be able to see over the six foot fence and a moment later, the gate swung open. As he’d been doing since middle school, Luke grabbed the bannister of the porch and hopped over it, landing in front of the gate.


  “Sorry Miss Britto,” he spoke as he walked through the gate, which she stood behind to let him in.


  “Boys will be boys,” Sylvia said as she swing the gate shut. “But in all the time I’ve known you, I’ve never seen you angry, let alone screaming about beating someone up.”


  “You’re right I just kind of lost my shit and…” he stopped in midsentence when she stepped into his line of sight.


  Sylvia wore a short white robe which was untied and hanging open to expose the bikini beneath it. His eyes gravitated towards her breasts which were on full display in the triangle style top.


  He only knew that’s what it was called because Beth had bought one last year, and looked great in it, but she was on the smaller side up top. Sylvia, on the other hand, was showing a lot of smooth, round, and deeply tanned flesh that glistened with oil as did the flesh above her breasts.


  A personal trainer who worked for Planet Fitness and had private clients as well, Sylvia led by example as her stomach wasn’t just flat, but hard, bronzed, and decorated with a silver barbell pierced through her navel which flashed when the sun caught it.


  His eyes traveled lower, taking in her toned thighs which were exposed all the way up to the black material between them. His gaze took the long enjoyable trip down the full length of her amazing legs which were all the more defined by the tanning oil.


  He reached her feet; her painted toes, and the word Strength tattooed along the side of her right foot; a silver anklet on her left leg.


  “And what Luke?”


  “Huh?” He realized he’d been blatantly staring and quickly raised his eyes to her face. “Sorry, I was just…”


  “My fault,” Sylvia pulled the thin robe shut and tied it around her waist. “I fell asleep by the pool, and you yelling woke me up and I just tossed this on quick.”


  “Yeah, well, I mean I wasn’t looking, seriously,” he stopped when she shook her head, but when she spoke there was a smile playing about the corners of her mouth.


  “You were,” she said, “But it’s not your fault. This isn’t something I’d wear in front of anyone,” she shrugged and his eyes caught the way her ample breasts, still visible in the deep V of the robe, jiggled. “At least not around here, this is a taking a cruise or going to Vegas with the girls kind of thing.”


  “Guess so,” he said lamely, just happy she hadn’t given him a hard time for looking.


  “But I wear it when Craig’s not around,” she laughed. “Gives the teenagers who live on the third floor a couple houses over and their father something to get in trouble over.”


  “Well you really rock it,” he told her. “Especially for a woman your…”


  “Don’t,” she held up a long red tipped finger. “Finish that sentence. When you tell a woman she looks good, you just stop there, okay?”


  “Okay,” he nodded.


  “I appreciate the compliment, even though it’s coming from a kid,” she smirked when he frowned. “See? That’s why we always keep flattery simple.”


  “Gotcha.”


  “But you are a good looking kid if that means anything,” she gave him an appraising look. “Haven’t seen you in a couple months, looks like you bulked up a little more.” She touched her shoulders. “Especially up here.”


  “Yeah, really focusing on the upper body this year.”


  “I’m sure a lot of women focus on it with you,” she smiled when he looked away. “Aw, are you blushing?”


  “No,” he returned her smile. “Yes,”


  “Good looking football player like you I’d think you’ve had your share of compliments,” she raised her dark eyebrows, “And a lot more from the girls.”


  “You’re not a girl, you’re a woman.” Shit, had he just said that?


  “Nice,” she nodded approvingly. “You gave a compliment and stopped, you’re a quick learner.” Her smile turned sly, “You always listen that well?”


  Was she flirting with him? No, just teasing, and she’d done it a few times in the past. Sylvia was proud of her body, and with good reason, and although he hadn’t seen her in anything as revealing as the bikini before, she did like to flaunt what she had, and she had a lot.


  Luke was sure she’d seen him looking before, but this was the first time she’d mentioned it, but he’d never stared so openly. She seemed to be waiting for a response and that’s when he noticed her dark eyes seemed a little brighter than usual, and her cheeks were flushed.


  His attention went to her lips, which even devoid of lipstick had a natural pink hue to them, They were full to the point he’d heard his mother tell another woman at a game that she swore Sylvia used Botox even though she claimed she didn’t, and were shaped in a perfect bow.


  Back when he was younger-younger, he was only eighteen- he thought wryly, he often thought of kissing those lips, but not as often as he’d thought of her using them for something else. Her long black hair was pinned up, showing off the smooth sun kissed skin of her elegant neck, and he caught himself wondered what it would be like to kiss her there.


  One thing was for sure, as he took in her smooth flawless, and still youthful features, Sylvia had managed to get his mind off her asshole son.


  “Okay, don’t answer me,” she laughed. “Let’s go inside and you can tell me why you want to kill Craig.”


  She turned and walked down the paved path that led to the back deck, and Luke followed. With her back to him, he didn’t have to try to hide his staring. The robe was made for the beach, the material so thin he could still see the black bikini through it as well as the long colorful Chinese dragon tattoo the head of which started between her shoulder blades and the tail ending at the small of her back.


  He watched her ass sway as she walked. Although Sylvia possessed a slender athletic build, her cheeks had a nice curve to them and were so tight and firm there was no jiggle at all as she walked.


  He admired the backs of her legs, then returned his gaze to her back. As someone who spent a lot of time at the gym, Luke could appreciate the amount of work it took to stay in shape, and Sylvia, as she expected from her clients, definitely put the work in.


  They reached the deck which was built to be even with the large above ground pool, and he followed her up the short staircase to reach the top. He slowed down so that just as she reached the top stair her ass was level with his face.


  Luke imagined lifting the robe, sliding the bikini over and burying his face between her cheeks, then spreading them open so he could lick…


  Okay, enough, this was Craig’s mother, and a woman who’d been very good to him over the years, and even though that back stabbing shit bag didn’t deserve any of his respect, his mother did.


  He reached the top step and walked onto the deck, watching Sylvia pick up the bottle of red wine from the small bucket of ice on the glass patio table. She grabbed her phone and an empty wine glass, then headed towards the sliding glass doors leading into the house.


  Luke couldn’t help noticing the bottle was two thirds empty. It was only ten in the morning, had she already drank that much or had it not been full to begin with?


  “So much for a nice quite morning,” she said while he trailed her into the living room. “A nice swim, great bottle of wine, Nora Roberts on audio, and lying in the sun.”


  “I’m really sorry, Miss Britto, I didn’t think you were home.”


  “I’m glad I was and Craig wasn’t,” Sylvia sat down on the couch and gestured to the armchair across from it. “Have a seat, would you like some wine or something to drink?”


  “No, I’m good.” He sat down and watched her pour herself a glass.


  Rather than stop halfway she filled the glass to the brim, then leaned over and slurped some of it, so she could pick up the glass without spilling. As she leaned, Luke was presented with a great view of her heavy breasts which looked as if they were going to fall out of the bikini.


  “So why do you want to kill my son?” She leaned back and crossed her legs, giving him a quick flash of the black material between her thighs.


  “Can I ask you a question?”


  “Not sure that’s how this works, Luke. You were the one outside acting like a lunatic, not me.”


  “I know, but my question is part of that.”


  “Okay, go ahead.”


  “You said Craig was at the Cape with his girlfriend?”


  “What about it?”


  “Do you know who the girl is?”


  “He told me he was spending the weekend with Tammy.”


  “He’s telling you he got back together with her?” Luke shook his head. “Seriously?”


  “I don’t think they’re back together, just having some fun I guess.” Sylvia shrugged one shoulder. “He’s eighteen and if he wants to have a friend with benefits it’s his business as long as they’re both okay with it.”


  “He’s not with Tammy, he’s with Beth.”


  “Beth? Your Beth?” Sylvia blinked in surprise.


  “Not mine anymore, she broke up with me last week.”


  “I didn’t know that. You guys were a pretty pair that’s for sure.” Sylvia waved her hand dismissively. “And you’re probably upset, but trust me, you were better than that girl, she was a gold digger in the making and stuck on herself.”


  “Yeah, well now she’s stuck to my ex best friend,” he scowled.


  “You’re telling me Craig is with her now?”


  “Now as in right now,” he nodded. “And that’s bullshit.”


  “It’s,” she frowned. “A shitty thing to do. I know he was always checking her out when you two would come over, and can’t say I blame him, but I can’t believe he’d go after her, at least not so soon.”


  “It’s worse than that,” he said quietly. “They’ve been fooling around behind my back for three months.”


  “No,” Sylvia shook her head. “My son would not do that to you or anyone else. He’s not his father, I wouldn’t let him be.”


  “It’s true, guess they got tired of sneaking around or he got tired of her banging both of us and had her break up with me.”


  “If this is true,” She took several long swallows of wine before continuing. “He was sleeping with her, knowing she was still sleeping with you, and that’s…just wrong and sick for both of them.”


  “You see why I want to kick his ass.” Luke explained. “I was pissed he got with her so quick, but figured I’d leave it at they deserve each other, but when I found out they were cheating together that’s when I decided to throw him a beating.”


  “No one is beating anyone, you’re better than that, Luke.” Sylvia pointed to him. “You were right the first time, just let it go. But I’m going to give him hell when he comes home because he’s lying to me too.”


  Sylvia sighed disgustedly.


  “You know for sure they were together before?”


  “He told me this morning.”


  “Maybe he’s lying to piss you off,” Sylvia suggested.


  “He sent me proof.”


  “Proof?”


  “Screenshot of a text Beth sent him from three months ago.”


  “Let me see it.” she put her hand out.


  “Not sure that’s a good idea, he sent some other ones you shouldn’t see.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” She leaned forward and put the half full wineglass on the coffee table in front of her. “What else did he send?”


  Crap, he shouldn’t have said anything, but then again…why shouldn’t he tell her what a prick Craig was being?


  “I haven’t talked to him since I knew he was with Beth, but I woke up to two texts he sent around one this morning, and they were pictures of…well, you know.”


  “My son sent you pictures of him fucking your ex-girlfriend?” Her dark eyes widened in disbelief.


  “Not exactly, but something else.”


  “Show me,” she put her hand out again. “Now.”


  “I don’t think that would be appropriate,” Luke told her. “You can trust me.”


  “Luke, at the risk of some TMI, I have my share of fun, and a lot of times that fun is with guys not much older than you.”


  “Goddamn,” he whispered.


  “So trust me, I’m not going to be offended by a couple of pictures.”


  “But they’re of your son.” He grimaced.


  She beckoned him with one finger.


  “Come over here and show me. You’re right, but I need to see for myself because if he did this…” her jaw clenched and her eyes flashed. “I’m going to be the one to kick his ass. Now get over here.”


  Luke rose from the chair and going over to the couch sat next to her. He pulled his phone from the pocket of his shorts and brought up the screenshot of Beth’s text.


  “Just look at this one, it’s all you need to know the truth.”


  He held the phone up and her eyes narrowed as she read it.


  “Un-fucking-believable,” she whispered, then before he could react, she snatched the phone from him.


  “Don’t look at those!” He went for the phone, but she turned away from him and he didn’t want to try and reach around her to grab it.


  “Oh my god,” Sylvia reached back over her shoulder, and he took the phone from her hand.


  “Yeah, I…”


  “Son of a bitch!” Sylvia shouted and sprang off the couch so quickly he almost fell off it when he jerked back from her.


  “I can’t believe he’d do that to you!” She walked around the table, then paced back and forth as she continue to yell. “You’ve been his best friend for years and he was banging your girlfriend for months, then he sends you those disgusting pictures, what the hell is wrong with him?”


  Luke didn’t think she was actually asking him, and remained silent as she prowled the living room, her face bright red and her dark eyes wild. It was a testament to how much guys his age had sex on the brain that he couldn’t help thinking she really did look hot when she was angry.


  “Him and that fucking skank deserve each other, and more than that, they deserve one hell of a payback for this.”


  “Thought you said I shouldn’t kick his ass.”


  “You won’t,” she stopped and pointed a shaking finger at him. “Beatings are easy to forget, he needs something that’s going to really leave a mark on him.”


  She spun on her heel, causing the hem of the robe to flare up and give him a quick flash of her amazing ass in the bikini.


  “As for her? She’s not mine, and there’s nothing much I can do to her.”


  “I can her ass kicked,” Luke grunted. “You think there’s a shortage of girls who wouldn’t love to smack her?”


  “Yeah, she’s a real piece of work, it’s why I never knew what you saw in her other than a pair of perky tits and a tight little body.” Sylvia stopped and took a few deep breaths.


  “But Craig is mine, I raised him to be a good kid, to respect his girlfriends, his friends and himself. He just shit all over you and over a piece of ass? Craig’s never had a problem finding a girlfriend and Tammy’s a pretty little thing and…”


  Sylvia slapped the side of her head.


  “Jesus! He broke up with her a month ago, that means he was cheating on her with Beth who was cheating on you! That…fucking pig!”


  “Wow, I didn’t think of that,” Luke admitted. “Tammy’s mad cool, she didn’t deserve that, but she probably doesn’t know.”


  “She will because I’m going to tell her,” Sylvia promised. “It’ll hurt, but she needs to know in case he ever tries to go back to her.”


  “Okay, well I think I should go, really sorry I ruined your day.” He stood up from the couch.


  “No, don’t go.”


  “Not sure what’s left to talk about,” he told her. “I’ll leave Craig to you, something tells me he’d be better off with me at this point.”


  “Or better yet,” Sylvia gave him a strange look. “We can both pay him back.”


  “How would we do that?”


  Sylvia picked up the glass from the table and drained it.


  “You know what happened between me and Craig’s father?” she asked as she put the glass down.


  “Just that he cheated on you.”


  “Do you know with who?”


  “Craig never said.”


  “He slept with my best friend Kara, knew her since high school, we were maids of honor at each other’s weddings. They were going at it for six months before I found out from her husband who put a PI on her because he was getting suspicious.”


  “That sucks, guess I can feel your pain at this point.”


  “I sat Craig down then, and again, when he was sixteen and started dating and told him you never betray a girl or a friend. You never cause people you’re supposed to care about pain, and this is what he does.”


  She nodded, as if to herself.


  “Overnight he turned into his father on me, which means he just shit all over me too. Totally forgetting what his father did to me and doing the same damn thing. But that’s okay, because we’re going to give him a taste of his own medicine.”


  “How?”


  Sylvia tugged open the robe and slipped it off, letting it fall to the floor.


  “Luke, how would you like to fuck me?”




  Chapter Three


  


  “What?” Luke exclaimed.


  “You heard me,” she reached up, fumbled with her hair, and then shook it out.


  Her long curly black hair cascaded down her down her shoulders and back, some of it falling over her breasts.


  “Not like you don’t look, and haven’t thought of it,” she walked around the table to stand in front of him.


  She was so close her breasts pressed into him, as she put her hands on his arms, and gave them a squeeze.


  “Not like I haven’t looked, you have one hell of a hard body, and good looking on top of it.” She rose up on her toes and whispered. “What if I told you I’ve jilled off to you?”


  “You have?” As if moving of their own accord, his hands went to her sides, just over her hips. Her flesh was firm and warm, and this close she smelled like wine and tanning oil, and it was an enjoyable mix.


  “Hmm-mm,” she teased her nails up his arms giving him goosebumps, before sliding her arms around his neck. “More than once. I told you, Luke. I like them young.”


  “I’m young,” he nodded. Christ, was this really happening?


  “That you are, young and,” she pressed herself against him. “Hard, tell me, baby, you ever been hard for me?”


  “Getting there right now,” his hands slid higher up her sides, inching closer to her breasts.


  “I mean before,” she pushed her breasts into his chest and swayed side to side, sliding them over him, and he could feel her now erect nipples even through their clothes.


  “You get hard to me? You stroke it to me? Blow a nice big load thinking about Miss Britto sucking your cock then letting you stuff it in her tight cunt?”


  “Guilty,” he smiled nervously as his hands were now level with her breasts.


  “I know you have, but you’d never say anything, or try anything because I’m your best friend’s mother, and that would be disrespectful wouldn’t it?”


  “Yeah,” he breathed as she tugged on his neck, bringing his face down to hers, their lips inches apart. “Wrong.”


  “But he’s not your friend anymore, and he’s betrayed both of us and over the slut who made a fool out of you, so…” she brushed her lips so softly across his he could barely feel it.


  But what he could feel is fully erect cock pushing into her stomach and he was sure she felt it too.


  “How about you and I get some revenge,” this time her lips stayed in contact long enough for a quick kiss that sent a shiver through him. “I fuck his friend and you fuck his mother?”


  “I like how you think,” he slipped his arms around her and she laughed in delight when he crushed her to him.


  He kissed her hard, cutting off her laugh and turning it into a moan deep in her throat as her lips aggressively met his. Luke’s hands roamed over the warm smooth skin of her back, one sliding up under her soft hair, the other much lower.


  His palm slid over the sweet curve of her ass, and she groaned when he gave it a hard squeeze. Damn, it was as firm as it looked and she yipped when he flicked his wrist, giving her a playful swat.


  Sylvia’s tongue darted out, pushing between his lips and into his mouth where it met his. Her hips ground into him and it was his turn to moan as her stomach rubbed against his aching cock.


  Her hands went down his arms, then his sides, grabbing the bottom of his shirt, and pulling it up. Luke lifted his arms, his lips leaving hers just long enough for her to tug the shirt over his head and fling it over her head.


  Their kiss resumed before it hit the floor and this time it was him driving his tongue into her mouth. She eagerly accepted it, and gently pinching it between her teeth sucked his tongue while grinding her hips harder into him.


  He once again found her ass, this time with both hands, squeezing her cheeks which fit perfectly in his palms. Sylvia’s hands slid between them, caressing his chest before giving his nipples an unexpected pinch, causing him to gasp into her mouth.


  Her hands slid lower, her nails trailing down his hard flat stomach and slipping into the waistband of not only his shorts, but his boxers.


  Luke moaned when her fingers encircled his cock, then again when she worked them along his shaft. Even though they’d been making out, and there was no sign of this being some kind of tease, the moment her hand touched his bare cock, his mind filled with the thought;


  This was really going to happen.


  Sylvia’s lips left his, trailing down his neck, then over his chest, planting a series of quick kisses on him before her tongue slipped out and teased over his nipple. His cock jumped in her hand when she took it between her lips, gently sucking it.


  He’d never had a girl do that to him, and he was surprised at how good it felt. Luke was also sure her playing with his cock wasn’t hurting either. Emboldened by her showing him she wasn’t teasing, but ready to make some of his earliest, and still recurring fantasies true, he made a move of his own.


  His right hand went up her back and under her hair, finding the string behind her neck and pulling it open. The top began to slip from her breasts and in a flash his hands were back between them, yanking it away.


  “Goddamn,” he whispered as he took in the sight of her breasts.


  They were as perfect as he’d imagined, big, round, and for their size still sitting high and proud on her chest. The tan lines made them look even better, the milky white flesh of the outer portion of her tits a hot contrast to her deeply tanned inner breasts.


  In the center of those creamy patches of exposed skin, her tits were tipped with deliciously suckable dark pink nipples that were swollen with excitement and had his mouth watering as he lowered his head.


  He grunted in dismay when Sylvia caught him off guard by giving him a shove in the chest. He fell back onto the couch, his brief disappointment fading when Sylvia put her knee next to his leg, then swung her other leg over him so she was now straddling him, her breasts level with his face.


  “Oh, yeah, baby!” Sylvia called out as she shoved her tit into his ready mouth. “Suck that tit.”


  She moaned as he did just that, swirling his tongue around her erect flesh before sucking it hard between his lips. His hands went under her breasts, fondling them as he eagerly licked and sucked on them.


  He was amazed at how heavy they were, as well as how soft, yet firm, her flesh was. Sylvia’s arms went around his neck as she arched her back, pushing her tit harder into his face.


  “Suck his mother’s tit,” she hissed as she eased to the side, pushing her other nipple between his lips. “Let him have those tiny things that slut calls tits, you’re getting a lot more than a mouthful now, aren’t you?”


  He moaned in the affirmative while continuing to suck not just her nipple, but as much as her succulent flesh as he could fit in his mouth as well. Sylvia ground harder into his lap and laughed.


  “I know I’ll be getting more than a mouthful, that’s for damn sure.”


  She grabbed his head in her hands and lifted his face to hers, kissing him with an aggressiveness he’d never experienced before. Her tongue invaded his mouth the second their lips connected and she pressed herself into him, forcing him back into the couch.


  Her bare breasts crushed against his chest, and he encircled her waist, holding her tightly as their tongues and mouths waged war on one another. Sylvia’s hips went into over drive, working front to back, side to side, and in tight circles, rubbing his cock which was still trapped in his boxers.


  Sylvia put her hands on his shoulders and pushed, and he eased his arms from around her, letting her lean away from him. She slipped from the couch, sinking to her knees between his legs and his heart pounded in anticipation of what was coming next.


  Craig’s mother sucking his cock.


  Sylvia kissed his chest, then trailed her soft wet tongue down the middle of his stomach while grabbing the sides of his shorts. He lifted his hips, allowing her to tug his shorts and boxers down.


  “Oh, honey, you have it all, don’t you?” Sylvia sucked on her lower lip, her dark eyes focused on his aching erection, as she pushed his shorts to the floor.


  “You can have it all too,” he felt strangely confident despite the fact he was with a woman twice his age, and one who happened to be his former best friend’s mother.


  “Hmm, don’t mind if I do,” Sylvia placed her tongue at the base of his shaft and slowly ran it up to his tip.


  He groaned when she took just his swollen purple head between her luscious lips and gave him a hard suck. He felt his pre cum squirt into her mouth, and the soft moan she released caused his cock to twitch in her mouth.


  Sylvia swirled her tongue around his sensitive head several times, before sliding him from her mouth, then trailing them down his shaft, keep his hard shaft between her soft lips.


  She moved her head side to side, working his full length with her mouth before gripping his base in her fist and rubbing his cock along her face.


  “So long,” she whispered as she nuzzled into his cock like a kitten, “So fucking hard,” she sighed, turning her head and rubbing him against her other cheek. “And so young.”


  Sylvia flicked her tongue over his head, and giggled.


  “I had a rule they at least have to be old enough to drink, and here you are barely old enough to vote,” she eyed his cock the way a starving man would look at a steak. “Go me!” she giggled again, then took him deep in her mouth.


  “Fuck,” Luke moaned, his head falling back on the couch as his cock was engulfed in Sylvia’s warm wet mouth.


  “Mmmm!” she sighed, her eyes rolling back as if his cock was the best thing she’d ever tasted.


  She removed her hand from his cock, now just using her mouth; bobbing her head in a slow rhythm that allowed Luke to savor the sensation of her lips and tongue along every inch of his shaft.


  She caressed his inner thighs, then ran her hands down his legs and while still sucking his cock, removed his shoes and socks, then slipped his shorts from his feet.


  The way she did it spoke of an experience that was far beyond that of any girl he’d been with before, and he couldn’t imagine how many men she’d been with to be so casual about it, but rather than putting him off, it turned him on even more.


  This was no girl sucking his dick, this wasn’t Beth giggling and posing like she thought she was on Porn Hub, this was a woman who knew what she wanted, and was loving every minute of it as demonstrated by the way she moaned softly each time she took him down her throat.


  Luke’s hands went between his legs, cupping her heavy breasts and stroking her nipples with his thumbs. Sylvia moaned around him and picked up the pace, sucking him faster and also taking him deeper.


  Her lips pushed further down his cock, and he groaned deep in his throat as the full length of his cock was now nestled in hers. Luke wasn’t conceited, but he knew he was pretty well hung, but Sylvia was now bobbing her head rapidly and deep throating him with a practiced ease that was another reminder of her past exploits.


  She removed him from her mouth and spit on the tip of his cock, then again. She waited until her warm saliva had slid halfway down his length, before taking him back in her mouth and noisily slurping it up.


  Sylvia bobbed her head faster, opening her mouth around his cock and now making nasty choking sounds worthy of porn. She released him with a spray of spit and drool, then pinning his cock back, swirled her tongue around his balls.


  Luke let go of her tits, not trusting himself to pinch her too hard in his excitement, and moved his hands to her head, holding her hair away from her face as she bathed his balls with her tongue.


  She sucked his entire sac into her mouth, making him tighten his grip in her hair as she licked and sucked on it. She let his balls fall from her mouth, then spit on them and worked it in with her rapidly flickering tongue.


  “Like this?” she turned her eyes to his. “Like seeing that cheating bastard’s mom slobbering on your balls?”


  She slid her tongue back up his now sloppy wet shaft, took him back into her mouth for several moan inducing deep throating sucks, then rose to her feet.


  “I’ll suck you off later, baby,” she promised as she turned around, putting her back to him. “But having my throat stuffed with young dick makes me want it inside me.”


  She grabbed the ties over her hips and tugged on them, untying the bikini and letting it fall to the floor.


  “Goddamn,” Luke whistled, taking in the sight of her amazing ass.


  He leaned forward and grabbing her ass, sucked hard on her left cheek while fondling the other.


  “Ass kisser,” she giggled, and stepped forward, out of his reach.


  Sylvia grabbed her ass, spreading it open and giving him a perfect view of her pink slit. “Got something better you can kiss, but right now? This horny milf needs to go for a ride.”


  Reaching back, she grabbed his cock, and guided it between her thighs. Sylvia rubbed his tip through her slick lips, teasing both of them before she lowered herself into his lap.


  She did slowly, allowing both of them to enjoy the way his head spread her tight pussy as he slowly penetrated her.


  “Thick,” she groaned as she eased herself down into his lap until he was completely immersed in her wet heat.


  Luke grabbed her hips, moaning as she moved up and down, sliding him halfway out, before her descending pussy took him back inside. His eyes were glued to the surreal sight of his cock sliding between her thick pink lips as she moved faster, bouncing harder on him.


  Sylvia surprised him by leaning back into him, and pushing him back into the couch. Her back pressed to his chest as she lifted her legs, placing her feet on his knees.


  “Deep,” she purred, her head falling back on his shoulder as she moved her hips front to back.


  Luke’s arms went around her, finding her glorious tits and fondling them as Sylvia moved slowly and sensually in his lap, her hips changing directions, as she worked his delighted cock inside her tight pussy.


  Sylvia turned her head, seeking his lips and he gladly accepted her invitation. She moaned into his mouth as his fingers captured her nipples, rolling them, as he moved his hips as much as he could, driving his cock deeper.


  She caught his right wrist and pushed his hand from her breast, guiding it down her firm stomach and between her thighs. He found her clit with one finger, rubbing it in slow circles.


  Her pussy contracted around his cock and she whimpered in her throat, her hips moving in a circular motion that matched the way he worked her clit. Sylvia’s hand remained on his, holding it to her pussy while her free hand went to the tit he’d abandoned.


  Even as he kissed her, his eyes remained open, watching her tease her swollen nipple with her long nails as well as his hand busy between her legs. Sylvia pushed her feet into his legs, and moved up and down, slowly riding him.


  He added a second finger and now moved his hand side to side while pressing her clit harder. Sylvia’s lips left his and her head lolled back against him as she moaned and whimpered in pleasure.


  “Yes,” she breathed, her breath hot in his ear. “Make me cum baby, make his mom come on your big cock.”


  She bounced harder and faster, her hips grinding in a tight circle each time she lowered herself onto him. Her moans were getting louder and rising in pitch and she tugged her nipple harder, stretching it to the point it looked painful.


  Her fingers dug into the back of his hand and her toes curled into his thighs as she continued to ride him in reverse.


  “Oh!” she yipped. “Rub it harder!”


  He moved his hand faster, filling the room with a wet slapping sound as he rapidly, and at this point, roughly, rubbed her wet flesh. Sylvia’s back arched, pushing back into him while thrusting her tit harder into his hand and grinding her pussy into his fingers.


  She gave her nipple a twist, and caused him to flinch when she released a long loud squeal into his ear as her body exploded into orgasm. She bounced wildly on his cock while unleashing a series of high pitched yelps as her pussy convulsed around him.


  He kept moving his fingers and mimicking her, gave her nipple a hard pinch that sent her hips into an even more frenzied motion. Sylvia showed off the strength in her legs by lifting herself higher and pounding down hard enough on his helpless cock to make the couch rock against the wall.


  “Damn, baby,” Sylvia moaned, her body suddenly going limp against him, her feet slipping from his legs, leaving her sprawled into him. “I came hard.” She kissed his neck. “Your turn?”


  “My turn to fuck you,” he caused her to cry out in surprise when he demonstrated his own strength, by holding her around the waist and surging to his feet, his cock still buried inside her.


  He slid his right hand under her ass, then his left. Now holding her up he bounced her on his cock, as she squealed in delight while drawing her knees up to help him keep his balance.


  “Fuck yeah!” she laughed. “Now this is a work out!”


  He lifted and dropped her on his cock several more times before turning to the side and lowering her to the couch. Grabbing her left ankle, he pulled her leg up and out so her foot was resting on the couch.


  He shoved her right leg off the cushion so her foot was on the floor next to his, and putting one knee on the couch, he plowed into her.


  “Oh, oh oh!” Sylvia squealed as he tore into her, one hand still on her ankle, the other on her inner thigh, keeping her legs open as he drilled her.


  He fucked her with long hard strokes, and reaching over her head, Sylvia braced her palms against the arm of the couch so she wouldn’t slide up from the force of his thrusts.


  Her tits bounced and jiggled as he took her with a force he would have never dared use on Beth or his other girlfriends. It was no surprise that not only could Sylvia take it, but kept begging him to fuck her harder.


  “There you go!” she hissed, her eyes bright and wild with lust. “Take it out on his mother’s cunt! Think about him with that bitch while you make his mommy squeal and beg for that cock!”


  His balls were tightening and he could feel himself getting close, but wasn’t ready to let what was probably only going to be his one time with her end just yet. Luke withdrew his glistening cock from her now dripping pussy, and dropped to his knees.


  “Oh my god!’ Sylvia cried out when he buried his face between her toned thighs and plunged his tongue into her sloppy slit.


  He sucked hard, getting a mouthful of sticky sweet juices, and shoved his tongue deeper for more. Sylvia dropped her leg from the couch, placing her foot on his shoulder as Luke went at her pussy as enthusiastically as she’d sucked his cock.


  “Lick it,” her right hand went into his hair, gripping it tightly and shoving his face harder into her hot wet flesh. “Eat his mother’s cunt! Make me come in that pretty face,” she moaned, then laughed. “Do it, and you can come in mine.”


  Not that he needed more incentive to get her off, but her words sent his tongue swirling through the soft wet folds of her pussy to her clit, which he sucked between his lips.


  Sylvia whimpered and thrust her hips, pushing her clit harder into his mouth, while her nails raked his scalp in her excitement. Luke boldly plunged two fingers inside her, and wasn’t exactly gentle as he did it, but her moan of appreciation told him she didn’t mind.


  He buried them knuckle deep and wiggled them as his tongue whipped over, under, and around her clit.


  “Oh, honey, that bitch never deserved you,” Sylvia sighed as her hips rocked into his tongue. “Hard body, big cock, and eager to please. I might have to make you my new bad habit.”


  His tongue danced even faster over her pink button, and he mixed in a few sudden hard sucks, each one eliciting a sharp yip from her followed by a soft sound of pleasure.


  “Put another finger inside,” she instructed. “I’m not a dainty little priss, honey, I like my cunt getting stretched out,” She released a low groan when he worked a third finger inside her. “Get me ready for more of that big dick.”


  Luke moved his wrist, working his fingers back and forth in her flooded pussy, and her hand left his hair to play with her tits. He kept his eyes upward, watching her play with her nipples as she lay there moaning.


  Her eyes were partially shut, her lips parted, and her face flushed from passion and covered in a sheen of sweat. God, she was hot as fuck, and here he was licking her twat, and from the way her hips were moving, about to make her come.


  He moved his wrist faster, taking her up on the comment she wasn’t dainty and began sucking her clit harder than he had before. Sylvia’s hips jerked and her ass left the couch as her body tensed.


  Beside him, her right leg straightened and her left foot pushed hard into his shoulder as her entire body tensed. Luke sucked her clit hard enough to make his lips smack, and curled his fingers inside her, a trick he’d heard a porn star talk about, claiming it always made her come.


  She wasn’t lying, as the second time he did it, Sylvia let loose with another porn star quality squeal. Her foot slid past his shoulder and she hooked his head with her bent leg, pressing his face into her quivering pussy.


  He licked as best he could while wiggling her fingers inside her as she yipped and whimpered, her hips grinding in his face as her climax tore through her. His hips moved as well, thrusting his cock into the air in anticipation of being back inside her now flooded pussy.


  As soon as Sylvia’s leg dropped from around him and her body relaxed, Luke shot to his feet, and grabbing her hips, wrenched her to onto her side.


  “I can take a hint,” she laughed and rolling onto her stomach, drew her knees up beneath her.


  She slid forward and folding her arms on the arm of the couch, wiggled her ass at him. “Come and get it, baby.”


  Luke knelt behind her on the couch, grabbed her around her slender waist and plowed into her.


  “Fuck, fuck….fuck!” Sylvia howled as he hammered into her still quivering pussy, using the full power of his hips,


  She lowered her head into her arms, squealing and yelping into them as he took her with a frenzied ferocity inspired by years of fantasizing about this very moment. His hands slid to her ass, gripping her cheeks and spreading them open to watch his wet cock plunder her pink lips.


  Sylvia was so wet her pussy gushed around him when he slammed balls deep insider her. His thighs and balls were wet from her and as he continued his assault on her sloppy slit, she egged him on.


  “Take me,” she lifted her head, and peered over her shoulder at him, some of her curly black hair plastered to the side of her flushed sweaty cheek and her eyes wide and filled with lust. “Take his mother!”


  “Fucking me on my hands and knees, right here on the couch! The same couch he’ll be sitting on when he’s home tomorrow! Like that, baby? Him sitting here in the same spot you ate his mother’s cunt and fucked her like some whore you met at a bar?”


  His hand flashed out, catching her hair, and pulling it as he put his other hand on her hip, his cock plunging repeatedly into her hard enough to make the couch rock. Sylvia rocked forward with every thrust, then pushed herself back into him.


  “This bitch fucks back.” She breathed in between her high pitched yips. “I don’t lay there like a princess needing to be made love to, do I?”


  “Hell no,” he managed to breath in between his relentless strokes. “You’re a real woman.”


  “Not just a real woman, I’m the mother of the boy who stole your girl, and here you are putting it to me! Making me cum, making me scream your name, putting me on my hands and knees and making me your cumslut!”


  “Cum…” he gasped when his cock twitched inside her.


  Between the rapid pace of his fucking her, and her dirty talk, he was getting close and this time there was no way he was going to be able to hold back. His thrusts grew shorter and more desperate, his ragged breaths ending in a whimper as he struggled for every extra thrust he could manage.


  “Stop!” Sylvia called out, and pulled herself forward.


  “Shit!” he moaned as the head of his cock slid over the cheek of her ass rather than inside her.


  “Sit back,” Sylvia told him while sliding off the couch and onto her knees. “I told you where you could come.”


  Holy shit! He turned on the couch, awkwardly stretching his legs out around her, then moaned when she immediately took his dripping cock into her mouth.


  Sylvia cupped his balls, rubbing them as she sucked him hard and fast, rapidly bobbing her head, while moaning and making loud sloppy slurping sounds.


  “Oh, god,” Luke groaned his balls tightening in her hand.


  Sylvia wasn’t playing, she was sucking for glory, and there was no way he could hold back.


  “Hmm-mmm!” she encouraged, her eyes on his.


  “Fuck,” he moaned as his cock erupted into her mouth.


  Sylvia quickly released his cock, cum spilling from between her lips and flowing down her chin. She grabbed his cock, jerking it into her face. One long spurt splattered onto her forehead and into her hair before she turned her head to catch the next couple on the side of her face.


  Sylvia moved her head as she pumped him in her fist, painting both sides of her face with pearly white streaks of what he swore was the biggest load he’d ever blown. She stuck her tongue out, and slapped the head of his cock on it, sending cum into her mouth as well across her nose and adding to the mess on her cheeks.


  “Oh!” he gasped when she took him back into her mouth, sucking hard enough to hollow her cheeks and slurping up the last few drops he had left.


  Sylvia let his cock fall from her mouth and it twitched in her face as she let cum drool out of her mouth and down onto her heaving tits.


  “Look good?” she asked as she remained on her knees, her face coated with his cum.


  “I…” he slumped back into the couch and laughed. “I can’t believe any of that just happened.”


  “Well, you know what they say,” Sylvia picked up his phone from the coffee table. “Pictures or it didn’t happen.”


  She held the phone out and wagged her tongue while snapping a selfie.


  “What are you…shit!” Luke exclaimed when Sylvia grabbed his still semi hard cock and took it into her mouth.


  He sat there groaning and staring in disbelief as while she sucked him, she held the phone out, taking several pictures. His cock swelled rapidly in her mouth, and when she eased him from between her lips, he was once again fully hard.


  Sylvia touched her tongue to the tip and gave the peace sign as she snapped another picture. She gave his cock a fond kiss then rose and sat on the couch next to him.


  “Came out pretty good,” she giggled as she showed him the first pic, then scrolled through the other. “Pardon the pun.”


  “I’ll never show anyone, I promise.” He went to take the phone, but she shook her head.


  “Oh, you’re going to show someone,” she tapped on his phone and he whispered, “No way,” when he saw she’d brought up Craig’s texts,


  Sylvia typed, “Hey, Craig, guess what this is?”


  She attached the pic of her cum splattered face with her tongue out, then the one with him in her mouth flashing the peace sign. Luke’s mouth gaped open in surprise when she sent the pics.


  She then typed and sent:


  “The mother of all paybacks.”


  


  The End




  The Long Way Home


  


  Rick opened his eyes and sat up when his phone pinged from the dash, telling him he had a notification from Uber.


  “Shannon’s Pub on Post Road,” he read aloud then quickly hit the accept button before seeing where he needed to go from there.


  He was camped out in the old Ann and Hope parking lot two minutes from TF Green, his usual spot when he did his Friday night shift, and Shannon’s wasn’t even a mile down the road.


  Rick put his seat belt on, then flicked his blue Uber sign into life on his windshield before looking at the full request.


  “To 101 Long Meadow Rd.”


  He laughed out loud when he saw his friend Greg’s address. Must have gotten too shitfaced to drive. Wouldn’t be the first time as his buddy had a tendency to drink more than he should, but was always smart enough not to drive.


  Then again if a DUI a year ago that cost him an arm and a leg and the loss of his license for six months didn’t teach you a lesson, nothing would. Rick pulled onto Post Road and headed for the popular Irish Pub, and wondered how Greg had ended up there.


  When he talked to him a couple of days ago Greg said he had plans to head down to the Water Fires in Providence with his girlfriend Ashely and a few other couples, and was planning to spend the night at her place because her roommate was out of town.


  Knowing Greg he might have changed his mind because all he liked to do was hang out in bars and play pool or darts. That would lead to an argument with Ash who would then break up with him for the tenth time, then he’d buy her flowers or something shiny and they’d be back on.


  Rick shouldn’t really judge, his friends on and off again relationship was better than his being single the last six months. But between school, his internship at his uncle’s investment firm and pulling a few Uber shifts a week, he was lucky he had time for his hand these days.


  He pulled into Shannon’s parking lot, his eyes seeking out Greg’s dinged up six year old black Impala, but not seeing it. Maybe he’d gotten tired of risking his car being towed or broken into by leaving it overnight at bars and taken an Uber to the bar.


  Or conned Ashely into coming here, but he couldn’t see her wanting to still be here at close to midnight. His attention went from scanning the row of cars to the woman standing in front of the bar with her back to him.


  She wore a short Peach colored one piece dress that looked more suited to a club than a bar. The hem barely went past her ass, which was perfectly defined in the painted on dress.


  Short of Porn Hub he couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen an ass that fine and her legs were just as amazing. Long and in the overhead lights along the bar’s awning he could see they were deeply tanned.


  As he slowly cruised closer to get a better look, he could see her legs were as fine as the rest of her, her thighs exposed inner thighs looking as firm as her ass, and her calves had we well.


  He was sure her legs were being enhanced by the black stilettos she wore which featured silver heels and strapped around her ankles. He stopped his two year old silver Camry to wait for Greg, and admittedly to keep checking out the woman in front, hoping she’d turn around so he could see the rest of her.


  Hard to think that a woman with an ass and legs like that wouldn’t be all around hot, shit, even her long auburn hair was sexy as fuck. She had her phone in her hand, but when she went to put it in her purse, missed and dropped it.


  She squatted to pick it up and Rick whispered, “Damn” at the way the dress rode up even higher and couldn’t help thinking about her doing that over his face, or taking that position while going down on him.


  The woman picked the phone up, or started to, but dropped it again. She finally managed to get it into her purse, and rose to her feet. She staggered to the side and would have fallen had a guy heading into the bar, not caught her by her arm.


  He spoke to her for a minute, probably asking if she were okay, and she waved vaguely in the direction of the parking lot. The man pointed directly at Rick, and she turned around.


  “You gotta be kidding me,” Rick whistled when he recognized her.


  It was Rebecca Winston, Greg’s mother.


  Seeing her looking in his direction, he drove closer, and rolled down his window.


  “Hey, Miss Winston,” he waved to her. “Looks like I’m your ride.”


  “Oh, hey, Rick!” she gave him an exaggerated wave, and took a couple of steps towards the car, before stumbling and being caught again by the guy who’d helped her the first time.


  He linked his arm through hers and guided her towards the car. Goddamn, he thought, she was totally wasted. Rick got out and met them a few feet away.


  “Thanks, man,” he told the guy. “I have her.”


  “You know her?” He eyed him suspiciously.


  “Yeah, I’m friends with her son.” He threw his thumb over his shoulder to indicate his car. “I’m her Uber driver, going to get her home.”


  “Ma’am, do you know him?”


  “Really, bro?” Rick rolled his eyes.


  “I’m a retired police officer,” the man replied calmly. Just showing some concern for a very attractive and heavily intoxicated woman. Don’t want to see her taken advantage of.”


  “I came here to get taken advantage of,” Rebecca sighed, then gave the man a slow up and down stare. “You’re kind of cute, you want to take advantage of me?”


  “Sorry,” he held up his hand showing off a wedding band while trying not to laugh. “And I’d never take advantage of a woman.”


  “You wouldn’t be,” she assured him. “Can’t rape the willing, right?”


  “Okay,” Rick took her arm just over her elbow. “Let’s get you into the back seat.”


  “Hmm, haven’t done that since college, but why not?” she giggled and for the first time he stared into her deep green eyes. They were wide and glossy and she blinked owlishly as she stared at him.


  “Yeah, sure,” he nodded, then said to the man. “Thank you.”


  “No problem just get her home and in bed.”


  “Now we’re talking!” Rebecca clapped her hands. “Let’s go, Roger.”


  “Its Rick,” he corrected her while leading her to the car.


  “Whatever, they all taste the same.”


  Jesus Christ, had she really said that?


  He kept one hand on her while reaching for the handle of the back door, but she pulled way and fumbled with the passenger door.


  “You’re not really going to make me sit in the back are you?”


  “Its policy,” he shook his head. “Never mind, not like we don’t know each other.”


  He opened the door for her, and winced when she practically fell into the seat. Her right leg remained out of the car, and he frowned when she made no effort to pull it in.


  “Hey, can you get all the way into the car?”


  She gave him a tipsy grin, “In? I thought I was getting out.”


  “Um, no.” Rick sighed in exasperation when she leaned back into the seat and closed her eyes. “Seriously?”


  He leaned down and grabbing her ankle lifted her leg and eased it into the car, pressing against her other leg.


  “Supposed to spread them, not close them,” she giggled, her eyes partially opening to stare at him. “I know you’re young, but come on, Rick.”


  He had no answer to that and quickly closed the door before she tried to get out. He hurried around the car, which he’d left running, and slipped into it.


  “Can you put your seat belt on,” he asked while grabbing his. “Lot of cops around looking for stupid things to write people up for.”


  Rebecca reached up and grabbed the belt, but after giving it a halfhearted tug, let it slide back into place. Rick leaned over her, grabbing the belt and flinched when she slipped her arm around his waist.


  “Why hello there!”


  Their faces were inches apart and he could smell the booze on her. He thought it might have been Jack Daniels, but knew for sure it wasn’t beer. She’d been drinking hardcore.


  “Hi yourself,” he eased the belt across her while trying to slip out of her grasp.


  “I ever tell you that I think you’re cute?”


  “Not since I was ten,” he pulled away, and breathed a sigh of relief when she let him slip out of her grasp.


  “Well I was wrong,” she told him as he clipped her seatbelt in place, then straightened and buckled his.


  “Thanks.”


  “I mean you were cute then, but now you’re pretty damn fine,” she flashed him a crooked drunken smile. “You’ve really filled out.”


  “So is Greg home?” He asked to change the subject and to remind her who she was flirting with.


  “Yeah, dummy’s back on the outs with Ashley,” She pronounced it ‘outsh’ and dragged the H in Ashely.


  “She’s going to dump him for good one of these days.” He nodded as he pulled back onto the main road.


  “Be his fault, but he pished me off being home. What if I got lucky and brought someone home to fuck me?”


  “If he were smart he’d stay in his room,” he joked.


  He turned the AC up in the car; he hadn’t been warm before, but could feel his face flushing and a trickle of sweat sliding down his back beneath his t-shirt.


  “True, because I’m so fucking horny I’d start right there on the couch, then maybe the dining room table,” she giggled. “Who am I kidding? I’d fuck right there on the damn floor.”


  “TMI, Miss Winston.”


  “Stop it, its Rebecca,” she waved her hand at him, “Better yet, call me Becca, I like that.”


  “TMI Becca.”


  “That’s better. Miss Winston makes me sound old and Rebecca is a stuffy name. That’s the woman who manages the bank. Becca though, that’s the name of a sexy fun girl, no?”


  “Sure.”


  “Do I look fun to you, Ricky?”


  She hadn’t called him Ricky since the last time she’d told him he was a cute kid, and as he stopped at a red light, and glanced over, fun didn’t begin to describe how she looked.


  Becca…he had to agree, that name had a playful feel to it, and she sure as hell didn’t look like a Miss or the manager of the largest Citizens bank in the state. In addition to the made for the club dress, she not only wore her hair down, something she rarely did, but had put some curl into it, and it seemed bigger than usual, as if she’d teased it out.


  Her make up matched her dress in the sense it left little doubt as to what she was looking for. Heavy black mascara, peach eyeshadow that perfectly matched her dress, and a lot of blush on her normally fair cheeks.


  Course some of that color could be from drinking, but there was no mistaken the intent of her heavily painted lips. They were a deep orange he imagined matched the dress, but was mostly imagining what she could do with them.


  Overall, she was definitely in dressed up to get messed up mode, but had no idea why she’d go to a dive like Shannon’s where mostly younger guys like Greg who went there to shoot pool and watch sports.


  His eyes trailed downward and lingered on her braless tits. The dress was snug enough to show off not only the size of her breasts, but their perfectly round shape. Let alone the way her nipples poked into the thin material.


  Yup, it was getting damn warm inside the car.


  He jumped when a horn blared behind him.


  “Green light,” Becca pointed one long nail painted the same color of the dress.


  “Got it,” he replied while taking a left and heading for the on ramp.


  “Keep straight and take Sandy Lane all the way down.”


  “The highway’s a lot faster.”


  “I’m not in a hurry,” she tapped her purse. “Don’t worry, I’ll make it worth you taking the long way home.”


  “Whatever you want,” he muttered with mixed feeling. It wasn’t that he minded seeing her like this, but this was Greg’s mother and he shouldn’t be looking, let alone listening to some of the things she was saying.


  “Was waiting all night for someone to say that,” she sighed dramatically.


  Against his better judgement, Rick asked the question that had been nagging at him.


  “Kind of hard to believe no one, um,” he paused to choose his words. “Took you up on that, you look great.”


  “Great?” she snorted. “That’s the best you have, Rick? I thought you were twenty one, not twelve.”


  “Just being polite,” he mumbled.


  “I got plenty of attention, but from the wrong guys.” She shook her head. “Always happens.”


  “Wrong like creepy?”


  “Couple were. One was married, just waving the wedding band like it’s nothing, but big thing was they just weren’t my type.”


  “Okay,” he shrugged.


  “They were almost all my age. I go to places like to find guys your age.”


  Rick blinked, then had to take a sharp turn onto Sandy Lane as her comment had him so flustered he almost went past it.


  “My age,” he repeated her.


  “I want to get fucked, not married.” She picked up the bottle of water he had in the cup holder and opening it, took several long swallows.


  “Help yourself.” He rolled his eyes.


  “That offer go for anything in the car?”


  “Why not go to a club then? Why a crappy bar like that?” He tried to ignore her last comment. She was bombed and not herself.


  “All part of the experience,” she finished the bottle and tossed it into the back seat. “It’s dirtier to meet someone in a place like that.”


  He didn’t reply, instead he focused on the road which was known for its lack of street lights and sharp bends, which is why no one ever went this way unless they lived there.


  “Those kids at the clubs, lot of pretty boys and they’re out there flashing daddy’s money, and talking trash. Little grabby frat boys who can’t handle a real woman.”


  She lifted her leg and sliding the strap from her ankle, removed her heel, letting it drop to the floor.


  “What are you doing?”


  “These are new and killing my feet.” Becca removed her other shoe and wiggled her orange tipped toes. “That’s better.”


  She reached next to her and finding the lever, eased the top of her seat back a few inches. Rick turned his attention back to the road, but looked her way when he caught movement out of the corner of his eye.


  The car swerved when he saw she’d lifted her legs and placed her feet on his windshield. He quickly looked back at the street to make sure he was on his side of the road, then back to her.


  As tight as the dress was, lifting her legs had caused the hem to ride up and he could see almost all the way to her damn hip. His eyes flicked to the window, taking in her feet on the glass, and picturing them on his shoulders or even better, over her head.


  His cock stirred and he shifted in his seat.


  “That’s better,” she wiggled her toes on the window. “Lot of fun times on this road.”


  “Going to be an accident you don’t put your feet down,” he wasn’t kidding, it was a damn act of will to keep his eyes on the road.


  “When I was in high school and college we used to come here and fool around. Lot of places to pull way off the road. Shut the lights off and nobody would see you.”


  “Good to know,” he glanced at the GPS. They were still fifteen minutes from her house, and he had to resist the urge to drive faster, but she was distracting the fuck out of him.


  “Sucked a lot of cock on this road,” she grunted. “Last one was Greg’s father, I knew I should have went after his friend instead.”


  “Aren’t you tired?” he asked hopefully.


  “Had my last shot a little while ago,” she laughed. “If I don’t drink until I pass out, I sober up quick.”


  “Not quick enough.” He said under his breath.


  “Only thing that can put me out now is a couple of orgasms and good fucking.” She looked over and laughed at the expression on his face. “I know, this isn’t the Rebecca you’re used to.


  “This is my play date persona. I work all week, play prude, play mom, practice adulting, but once every few weeks I go cougar town and find me a pair of young balls to drain.”


  “You’re killing me, Becca,” he said so seriously she burst out laughing.


  “Got you calling me Becca though,” she noted as he stopped at the red light on the one intersection on the otherwise uninterrupted road. “Can I ask you a question?”


  “I’m afraid to answer that question, never mind anything else,” he told her honestly.


  “You getting hard looking at me?”


  “I…no!”


  “That’s too bad,” she pushed her lips into a pout, before giggling. “What if I told you I wasn’t wearing anything under my dress?”


  She put her hand between her legs, and released a soft moan that made his breath catch and his cock jump.


  “God, I’m wet,” she whispered as she removed her hand from under her dress. “Being drunk always gets me horny, and I started out horny.”


  She placed her finger to her upper lip and smiled.


  “Love the smell of my cunt,” she told him. “It’s better from a hot guy’s face and the best is when it’s on his cock, but it’s still sweet.”


  He was aware of the light changing to green, but remained at a stop.


  “Want to smell?” she reached across and put her hand in front of his face.


  “I…”


  “Maybe you’d rather taste?” Without warning she pushed the tip of her finger between his lips and not only did he not pull away, he opened his mouth for her.


  She eased her finger into it and he couldn’t resist sucking on it.


  “Oh,” he whispered as she removed it, leaving the taste of her pussy on his tongue.


  “Green light,” she pointed, and he resumed driving even as he sucked on his tongue, savoring the faint taste she’d left there.


  “I don’t think you need both hands on the wheel.” Becca grabbed his right wrist and tugged his hand across the seat.


  Again, he didn’t resist as she placed his hand on her upper thigh.


  “Nice and soft, no?” she moved his hand, coaxing him to caress her smooth flesh.


  His hand moved after hers stopped, sliding up to her knee, then back down her thigh, and under her dress.


  “Keep going, Ricky,” she said softly. “When a woman isn’t wearing any panties and she spreads her legs for you, she’s not teasing, she’s a sure thing.”


  His hand inched closer to her pussy, and he forced himself to say;


  “Greg.”


  “Doesn’t know, never will,” she shifted in her seat and he released a sharp breath when the edge of his hand encountered her pussy.


  Her very wet pussy.


  “There you go,” she breathed when he turned his hand and slid his fingers through her soft wet lips. “Get to know her, she’s a friendly little kitty.”


  Rick slowed the car as he moved his fingers up and down, stroking her slit. When he encountered her clit, she moaned, her green eyes rolling back and her hips rocking into his touch.


  “Put a finger inside,” she whispered, leaning her head back on the seat. “Nah, fuck that, put two.”


  Rick pushed two fingers insider her, amazed at not just how wet, but hot and tight her pussy was. He managed to get his thumb on her clit, rubbing it as best he could at the odd angle and while still trying to navigate the dark road.


  “So good,” Becca purred as she slid her feet higher up the dash, causing her ass to slide forward on the seat and his fingers to sink deeper into her hot flesh. “Nice thick fingers,” she flicked her pink tongue over her orange lips. “Bet you have something even longer and thicker, don’t you?”


  “Longer and thicker by the second,” he told her, his nerves giving way to lust.


  Jesus this was insane, but insanely hot! Finger fucking a woman he’d known since he’d been in elementary school. What was left of his conscious reminded him that although not flat out drunk she was still feeling it, and maybe he shouldn’t be doing this.


  But he was feeling her, and she felt damn good, and he had the feeling this was just the beginning of what was going to be one hell of a story to tell when he was older.


  Becca further instilled that thought in him when her hands slid under the straps of her dress and she eased them down her shoulders.


  “Ever think about seeing my tits before, Rick?” she slid each arm from the strap, then eased the top of the dress over the curve of her breasts, exposing the tops of them.


  “Still do,” he admitted. “Always thought you were hot.”


  “You’re just saying that because your fingers are in my cunt,” she snickered. “But I remember the time I came out to the pool in a bikini because I didn’t know you were over and you had to stay in the deep end for a few minutes.”


  “I was hard for you,” he told her. “Now too.”


  “You jack off to me that night? Think about coming on my tits?”


  “Thought about fucking you,” he told her, his eyes bouncing between the road and her hands on her dress while he slowly pumped his fingers inside her and toyed with her clit.


  “Bet you thought about my mouth too, Ricky getting his first blow job from his buddy’s mom,” she flicked her tongue at him. “You’re not little anymore and he’s not here, is he?”


  She yanked her dress down causing her tits to spring free.


  “Holy shit,” he slowed the car to an absolute crawl, afraid he was going to drive off the road.


  “See that white post?” she pointed, but his eyes were on her incredible tits. “Take a right and follow the path.”


  She grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand from beneath her dress, and he sped up even as he brought his fingers to his face and inhaled deeply. He reached the post and saw why she moved his hand, no way was he making that turn with just one on the wheel.


  The fact she knew that made him wonder if she had a great memory or she’d done this recently, then he wondered why he cared. He hit the high beams to be able to see the path which was literally an old dirt road.


  He saw a dilapidated barn with no door and half the roof caved in, and steered the car behind it, killing the lights and shutting off the car.


  “Haven’t been fucked here in years,” she told him, while cupping her breasts, her thumbs grazing her swollen nipples. “Time to turn back the clock and get me some cock, don’t you think?”


  “I think…that’s a really bad line,” he grimaced.


  “Okay, Romeo, you do better,” she beckoned him with her finger. “Or just stuff your fingers back in my cunt, suck these pretty nipples and make me come.”


  “That’s a lot better,” he pushed up the steering wheel and eased his seat back enough to turn to the side and bury his face in Becca’s left breast.


  “Youth and enthusiasm,” she sighed, “Love it!”


  He swirled his tongue around her pink nipple while boldly slipping his hand back under her dress. At this angle and with his other hand, his fingers easily plunged inside her and his thumb quickly found her clit.


  “Yeah,” Becca moaned and grabbing her dress yanked it up over her hips so he could see his fingers sliding into her. A patch of fiery red hair showed she was a real redhead and Rick’s cock strained in his pants at the thought of fucking her.


  He grabbed her other breast, fondling it while he worked her nipple, licking and sucking it as she moaned and sighed, her hips moving into his fingers. She grabbed his face in her hands and lifting his head, kissed him hard.


  Her tongue slipped into his mouth, and he was now sure it was Jack Daniels she’d been drinking. The taste of whiskey on her breath and the scent of her spicy perfume was a sexy combination and his fingers pumped her harder as his lust rose.


  Becca’s hand dropped into his lap, rubbing his cock through his shorts before fumbling with his snap. She managed to get it undone, and yanked his zipper down with the same eagerness he’d displayed while going after her tits.


  He leaned further over, now sucking her other nipple, but also sliding his cock closer to her hand, and her fingers dipped into the slit in his boxers. She slipped his cock from inside his boxers with a skill that spoke of experience.


  He rubbed her clit harder, and Becca moaned into his mouth, then slid her lips from his, her head falling back on the seat as she whimpered from the pleasure his probing fingers and his tongue on her nipple was delivering.


  He nuzzled his face into her neck, kissing and sucking on her soft creamy flesh, while toying with her nipple with his free hand.


  “Hmm, that’s nice,” she cooed, then gripped his cock in her hand and slowly stroked it. “God, I can’t wait to have this in my mouth.”


  She squeezed him harder causing pre cum to ooze from his tip and he whimpered when she rubbed her palm over his sensitive head. She stroked him faster, the pre cum getting his cock slick and causing her hand to easily glide over his shaft.


  “Not going to wait.”


  Becca dropped her feet from the window and pushed his hand from between her legs, then shoved him back into his seat. She turned to face him, drawing her legs up under her so she was kneeling on the seat.


  Leaning over, she put her head in his lap and he moaned when she took him between her lips.


  “Oh god,” he moaned, as he slumped into the seat, his hand on Becca’s head as it bobbed in his lap.


  She moaned around his cock as she took him deep into her hot wet mouth, her lips and tongue pressing tightly to his shaft as she kept two fingers around his base. Rick eased his seat back as far as he could, and brushed her red hair from her face, trying to get a good view of her blowing him.


  He slid his hand along her back, pulling her dress higher, and then caressing the smooth curve of her ass. His fingers dipped between her legs, and he pressed two of them to her swollen clit and worked his wrist side to side.


  Becca whimpered around his cock, now bobbing her head faster. He watched her lips glide over his shaft, leaving orange smudges along it, and felt like he was in a story from Penthouse letters.


  His friend’s drunk mother sucking his damn cock behind a barn in the damn woods, it was straight out of an absurd porn. But here he was with Becca noisily slurping on his dick while she had her ass in the air and he played with her pussy.


  She opened her mouth wider and her sucking sounds grew sloppier and nastier which only served to make it even more enjoyable. Rivulets of drool flowed down his cock only for her to suck it back into her talented mouth.


  Becca rocked back and forth, first plunging his cock deeper into her mouth, then easing back into his hand. He moaned, his hand tightening around her hair as she wasn’t slowing down, just steadily sucking his cock, and he could feel himself already getting close.


  Not just him, but Becca’s hips were now grinding into his hand and her whimpers around his cock were getting louder and higher in pitch. But she didn’t stop, just kept blowing him like damn pro.


  He concentrated on his fingers, rubbing her harder and in circles, following the movement of her hips. Becca was now using her fingers on his shaft, following the wet sticky trail of her lips, jerking him off while she continued her seamless blowjob.


  “Shit,” he groaned as his legs trembled and his cock twitched each time she took him down her throat. “Becca, I….I’m going to…”


  She took him all the way down, her lips pressing into his boxers, and shook her head, working his sensitive head along the inside of her mouth. He gripped her hair tightly and unable to help it, his hips lifted, shoving his cock deeper into her mouth.


  “Oh, fuck,” he moaned when he couldn’t hold back anymore and his cock jerked, flooding her mouth with his cum.


  Becca moaned, then squealed around his cock as him coming in her mouth triggered her own orgasm. She kept sucking even as her hips bucked and she moaned and whimpered around him.


  She stopped moving her head and jerked him harder, draining his balls into her willing mouth.


  “Stop!” he moaned when even her best efforts couldn’t milk anything more from him and his cock was like a raw nerve in her mouth. “Please, stop.”


  Becca slowly eased him from between her lips and sitting up on her knees, opened her mouth to show off the puddle of cum on and under her tongue. She threw her head back and swallowed, then showed off her now empty mouth.


  “Best shot of the night,” she told him, then looked down to where she was still idly stroking his cock.


  He was still hard and twitching in her hand, and leaning across him, Becca found the lever on the side of his seat and dropped him back. He cried out in surprise as he found himself staring at the roof of the car his head almost in the back seat.


  “Your job is to give me a ride, isn’t it?”


  Becca put her hands on his shoulders and swung her leg over his hips so she was straddling him. She slid her wet pussy along his cock several times, until she was able to angle her hips and ease him inside of her.


  She dropped hard onto his lap, impaling herself on his full length and making them both moan. Becca lowered her head and kissed him, capturing his desperate whimpers as she rode his still sensitive cock.


  She pressed her tits into him, staying low enough not to hit the roof of the car, and worked her hips, driving them up and down on his hard shaft as if she were twerking at a club.


  “This is what I needed,” she whispered against his lips. “A mouthful of cum and a hard cock in my cunt.” She dug her nails into his shoulder hard enough to hurt even through his shirt and rode him even harder.


  The seat creaked in protest and the car itself rocked as Becca road him like he was a prize bull at a rodeo.


  “Deep,” she hissed into his face. “But not enough,” she slowed her hips. “I need to get fucked harder than this, baby.”


  She grabbed the handle and opened the door. As he lay there feeling as if he’d just been mauled by…well by a cougar, Becca slid off of him and out of the car. She stood there staring down at him, her dressed bunched up around her waist, her amazing tits heaving and her face red and sweaty, lipstick smeared around her mouth and black tears of mascara on her cheeks from choking on his cock.


  “I did say I haven’t been in the back seat in a while.”


  She yanked open the back door, and Rick pulled the seat back up, and got out of the car, fully dressed, his glistening cock bobbing between his legs. Becca hit the button to put the window down, then slammed the door shut again.


  She leaned her upper body into the car and stood there with her legs spread, her ass in pointing at him.


  “Goddamn this is so fucking hot,” he whispered as he grabbed the dress around her hips and gripping his cock, squeezed it to make it hard enough to slip inside her and plunged into her wet heat.


  It only took him a few strokes to become fully hard again and afraid he wouldn’t be able to keep it up after just coming, he fucked her hard and fast.


  “Just like that!” she cried out from inside the car. “Fuck me!” she pushed back into him, shoving his cock even deeper.


  “Look at you, taking a woman twice your age in the damn woods like she’s a slutty fucking teenager!”


  Rick shifted his grip to her hips, squeezing them hard as he continued to hammer into her pussy. She thumped into the car with every thrust and he was sure she wasn’t feeling any pain right now, but was going to remember this in the morning.


  His head whipped around when he saw headlights in the distance, but they were going the other way, and he turned his attention to watching his cock plunder Becca’s pink slit.


  Her white ass in the air, her cries and moans coming from inside the car, had his cock as hard as he’d been the first time and he felt a smile creep across his face as he delivered a seriously hardcore fucking to his friend’s mother.


  That thought should have made him feel bad, but like Becca said, Greg would never know. But Rick would and knew it was going to be a sleazy turn on for a long time, maybe the rest of his life.


  He spread Becca’s cheeks open, getting a better look at his cock battering her helpless pussy. She shifted beneath him and he gasped when something touched his balls.


  She’d slipped her hand between her and the door and was stroking her clit as he fucked her. He slowed his fucking and she groaned. “No, baby, keep going! I need to come again.”


  “Let me,” he laughed. “You’re the customer after all.”


  He dropped to his knees, spread her cheeks and plunged his face between them. Becca squealed when he couldn’t resist shoving his tongue into her ass. He kept his tongue rigid, moving his head and fucking her ass with it.


  Her ass wiggled in his face, when he eased his tongue out, then swirled it around her puckered hole, giving the first rim job of his life, because any of his ex-girlfriends would have smacked him for trying.


  He lowered his tongue to push it inside her sopping slit and briefly explore the soft folds of her pussy before fastening his clips to her clit. He sucked it gently several times, then gave her two hard sucks before flicking his tongue across it.


  Becca whined and moaned in the car, her ass pushing back into his face and her legs trembling where he rested his hands on the backs of her thighs. He moved his tongue as fast as he could, and with no real skill, just went to town with it, licking her in every direction, dancing over her quivering flesh as his cock ached with the need to finish what he’d started.


  Becca’s feet rose and fell as if she were trying to run away and she moaned his name several times, causing his cock to twitch each time she did. He switched back to sucking and on the second one, Becca howled from the other side of the door and her ass ground hard into his face.


  He kept sucking as she writhed and squirmed, her left foot drumming softly in the grass as her leg jerked from her orgasm. As soon as her hips slowed, he rose to his feet and slipped into her still quivering pussy.


  Becca squealed as he resumed pounding her pussy hard enough to make the small car rock and she spread her legs further open to brace herself from getting banged into the door from the force of his frenzied fucking.


  His balls grew tight his thrusts shortened as he tried to hold back.


  “Inside baby,” she called out. “I want to feel it! I took one in my mouth, now give me one in….ohhhh!”


  She groaned as Rick lost control and erupted, sending several long spurts deep inside her.


  “Yes, oh, yes,” she purred as he slowly pumped her, each short thrust ending in another squirt as he painted the walls of her now flooded pussy. “Every drop, I want it all.”


  He groaned when her pussy contracted several times in rapid succession, milking a few more drops from his now spent cock. He eased from inside her and turned around, leaning his back against the driver’s door.


  Becca remained with her upper body still in the car for a couple of minutes as they both caught their breath. She then eased out, and leaned against the car next to him.


  “For the record?” she laughed. “I told you it would be worth taking the long way home.”


  “Best detour ever,” he nodded as he gingerly tucked his now soft, but still oozing cock into his boxers and zipped his shorts back up. “What now?”


  “You take me home, and I walk past Greg’s room with your cum dripping down my thighs.” She smiled at the look on his face. “Don’t be offended, you weren’t just telling me what I wanted to hear, you’ve thought of this.”


  “I guess I have to confess,” he told her. “I used to think about fucking you all the time.”


  “Well fair’s fair, Rick.” Becca pushed her dress down over her hips, then tugged the top back over her tits, slipping her arms through the straps. “I have a confession to make too.”


  “What’s that?”


  “I saw you pull into the parking lot at Shannon’s,” she flashed him a sly smile, then whispered in his ear. “I was never drunk.”


  


  The End
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