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“Come on, mom. Just a little,” Matt whispered in the kitchen.

“No,” she replied sharply.

“But it’s been an entire week without⁠—”

“No!” she whispered, pointing the long, sharp kitchen knife in her hand at me to make the point. Monica had been dicing tomatoes on the large cutting board. The vegetable platter she was preparing to bring out to the barbecue was nearly finished. Neighbors and friends swarmed their backyard. The thump of music could be heard through the closed sliding glass door. Monica had kept her distance from her stepson since their last encounter. There was a difference between clearing a man’s head so he could focus on his schoolwork and being a distraction.

At least that was what Monica told herself over the past week since her sexual appetite got the better of her and she made the foolish mistake.

“Go outside, go on, your parents are out there, your friends, too. Go hang out with them,” Monica shooed him away, then got to work dumping the tomatoes in the last slot of the vegetable tray.

It was Labor Day weekend. A Carmichael family tradition was to have a cookout for the neighborhood every year, and this was the tenth year in a row. The sun shone, and a nice breeze blew. The tables they set up in the front and back yard were full of people, most of whom Monica tolerated, but she managed as she was paid extra to organize all the servers, and plan the event. Parties were about people coming together and community, but for the rich, parties were about status. John and Jenny were all about status. They had to show off everything—including their only child, who was attending Harvard University.

“You’d better hurry. There are more than a few neighbors out there waiting to talk to you. You’re the man of the weekend,” she said.

The sulking expression Matthew wore morphed into one of thought as the hue on his cheeks pinked as he hesitated at the kitchen door, heading to the backyard.

“What is it?” Monica finally asked.

“Well, um, nothing,” Matt hung his head and turned around from the kitchen island Monica worked on.

“Stop. What is it?” she said in a warning tone. He turned around carefully so no one could see through the sliding glass door. “Oh, my,” Monica put a hand to her mouth, astonished by the size of the tent formed in his jeans.

“It’s just that red dress you're wearing is my favorite, and I can’t stop thinking about you and⁠—”

“Okay, um, let’s uh—let’s just go over here,” Monica said, looking over her shoulder to make sure no one was watching as she led the 18-year-old man into the nearby master bedroom—his parents’ room.

Monica, a middle-aged woman, wore a form-fitting strawberry-red dress with spaghetti straps that hugged her thighs suspiciously close to her ass. John had complimented her on the dress, and Jenny had glared at her from over her raised nose. Monica pretended it was just an old thing in her closet and not something she wore just to tease out some of Matthew’s attention—apparently, it worked a little too well.

On top, she wore a colorful apron covered with drawings of fruit. Removing the apron, she laid it on the bed and looked at her gold fossil watch, worried that Matthew’s parents could come looking for her at any moment. “Okay, come on. Take off your pants.”

Monica waved her hand for him to hurry up. He unbuckled his jeans and slid them down as she closed the door. Matt’s massive cock bounced and stood erect like it was pointing at her. Pinching the sides of her tight skirt so she could hike it up a few inches, Monica kneeled before him, who sat on the edge of her bed. Her fingers gripped his shaft and started pumping. The veiny shaft flexed against her grip, and she felt its strength. Looking up at Matt’s face as she worked his cock over was exhilarating. She loved the way he looked down on her. With her hand jerking his hard cock, his eyes looked at her like a queen. The pleasure he felt, the power she had… it was intoxicating.

“Mmm, you like that? Is this what you wanted?” she whispered, stealing glances at the closed doors. “I had no idea how dirty my big boy was. I can’t even wear a low-cut dress without him walking around with this big, hard cock.”

Pumping faster, Monica shook her blond hair off her neck as she felt the sting of sweat beginning to form. Her tits bouncing wildly as she jacked him off, she felt her loose spaghetti straps teeter and fall off her shoulders. First the left, then the right. Matt’s mouth was wide as he breathed heavily, staring in anticipation. The power of his gaze and the feeling he gave her was almost too much.

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Monica teased, groping the loose fabric around her breast with her palm. She finally peeled it away and let one of her breasts bounce free. “You like tha⁠—”

There were a quick two knocks on the door, and Monica froze; she looked, expecting to see his parents or half the neighborhood standing in the doorway, but thankfully, the door didn’t immediately open.

“Monica? You in there?” a familiar voice with a thick Alabama accent.

Amanda, Monica thought. The nosy neighbor and the epicenter of all the drama in this neighborhood.

“Uh, yes, um, don’t come in, please, I’m changing,” Monica blurted out. She released Matt’s cock and was moving away, now that she had been discovered, when Matt grabbed her wrist. The look of shock, betrayal, anger, and a lecturing mother all appeared at once on her face as she looked up to the short smile on his lips and the quick shake of his head as he brought her palm back to his member.

“Oh, of course, dear,” Amanda said in a sing-song voice. “Jenny just sent me to tell you to find Matt.”

Monica went back to pumping Matt’s cock with a tense grip and a vigorous speed. Her eyes narrowed on him with a stern warning behind them as she spoke.

“Okay, I’ll go get him,” she said.

“I guess Jenny has some people he needs to meet. I think John needs you to take care of some dishes to, you know,” Amanda said like it was an insult.

Both of Monica’s breasts were bouncing uncontrollably out of the top of her dress as she stroked her son. She tried to pull her dress straps on over her shoulders one at a time, but they kept falling back down.

“Okay, thanks,” Monica said, slightly winded.

“Mmhmm,” Amanda hummed through the door. Monica listened to hear if she could hear her nosy neighbors’ footsteps clack across their hardwood floors, but she heard nothing.

Monica saw the fountain of pre-ejaculate that dripped down the tip of his cock and covered her thumb and the back of her hand as she pumped him. Looking him in the eyes, she gave him a stern no games look.

“You need to orgasm now,” she whispered, glancing back at the door. “Please, honey, we have to get back to the party. Your mother will be looking for us any minute!”

Monica’s eyes became wide, her eyebrows high and pleading. “Please, just let it go. Please, baby. Give it to momma. Give me everything. Monica saw the squint in Matt’s eyes, and the soft groan grew from within him. Her lips were panting just over his cock. “Oh yes, baby, that’s it. Cum for me, yes. Yes!” she whispered.

Without warning, Matt grabbed the back of her neck and pulled his lips down and around the head of his cock. The orgasm he had was instantaneous. His spurts of semen bounced off the roof of her mouth and fell to her tongue. Holding her mouth on him to the last flex of his cock, he released her, and Monica pulled away. She coughed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, having already swallowed his seed.

“What are you doing? Are you crazy? We can’t do that!” she huffed in anger, even though she could feel just how wet his dominance had made her between the thighs. “That’s it, we’re done. No more!”

“Wait, what? No, I just thought⁠—”

Monica stood adjusting her skirt and dress, then held up a finger. “We will talk about this later, mister.”

Monica left the room with a secret smile on the corner of her lips, already imagining the visit to his room tonight.


CHAPTER 2
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The Carmichaels’ backyard had never looked more alive or less like a home.

The backyard had been transformed into something straight out of a magazine shoot: white canopies rippling like sails, golden lanterns floating above the pool’s glassy surface, and rows of crystal flutes shimmering under the tastefully hidden floodlights.

A jazz quartet occupied the veranda, the lazy thrum of the bass mixing with the low murmur of laughter and conversation. Everything smelled faintly of gardenia and money.

The air itself felt charmed, heavy with that end-of-summer warmth that came right before the first bite of autumn. The warm sky was clearing, just a soft lavender fading into blue, and the air moved gently across the lawn, temperate and smooth, the kind of perfect weather you couldn’t plan but could claim credit for anyway.

Matthew stood near the terrace rail, half in shadow, trying to look interested. People swarmed around him, flashing white smiles and manicured gestures, the ice in their glasses clinking like applause. Nobody here was really relaxed; even the laughter sounded curated. The whole yard glimmered with effort: designer gowns, tailored suits, scripted charm.

He tugged at the collar of his dress shirt. It felt like it had shrunk two sizes since dinner.

His mother, Jenny, swept through the guests like a hostess on autopilot. John was near the bar, talking loudly to another executive, his cigar smoke curling toward the trimmed hedges.

Matthew had been passed from group to group all evening. You remember the Carmichael boy? they’d say, as if he were some notable exhibit in a private gallery. “Oh, Matthew, tell us about your college,” “Are you dating anyone?” “Still living at home?”

Every answer he gave just became a new excuse for them to evaluate him.

He’d stopped trying to impress them around the time someone asked how much tuition was “these days.”

In truth, he was only half paying attention to each conversation.

Monica moved in and out of the pools of light like a secret woven through all that applause and perfume. The servers deferred to her without question as she adjusted wine placements, gestured toward the buffet, or smoothed a white linen cloth down with one flick of her wrist.

Her red dress stole the night's oxygen. More than a few women gave her dirty looks behind her back, and all of the men leered at her from afar. It was deep crimson, the fabric hugging her curves and falling smoothly to her calves. Her hair, usually caught in a neat twist, fell loose tonight—golden ringlets tumbling over one shoulder.

For a second, he thought she might look his way. But she never did.

“Matthew!” His mother’s voice, bright and commanding, broke through the spell. “There you are.”

He turned reluctantly. Jenny beckoned him toward a cluster near the bar.

“Come say hi to Amanda,” she said with that half-smile that meant behave.

Amanda was impossible to overlook. She didn’t need bright colors to draw eyes. The simple black dress she wore was sleeveless, hugging curves that age had only refined. Her midnight hair framed her face in glossy waves, red lips glinting when she smiled. He’d seen her at events before, one of those friends of his mother who lived at fundraisers and charity brunches, but tonight, for the first time, he actually noticed her.

She was sexy. Not the Victoria’s Secret type of way, but the dangerous kind—the naughty neighbor next door type of way.

“Jenny’s told me so much about your classes,” Amanda began, her tone lilting with warmth. Her eyes met his, rich and steady. “I can’t believe how grown up you are. How old are you now? Twenty?”

“Eighteen,” he said, smiling a little. “Almost getting up there.”

“Practically ancient,” she teased, looping her fingers delicately around her flute glass. “Your mother said you’re in business school? Following in her footsteps?”

He shrugged lightly. “Sort of. Classes are good. I drive in a few days a week. It’s busy, but I like having some room to think.”

Amanda’s dark eyes glittered. “Ah, thoughtful and ambitious. You know, I like that confidence. You remind me a little of your father.”

Jenny’s polished laugh came too quickly. “Let’s hope not too much like his father.”

Amanda chuckled. “Don’t worry—I mean the charming bits.” She leaned in slightly, her perfume sweet but heady, the scent of lilac with a sharper undertone. “You ever think about working while you study? Getting some experience?”

“Sometimes,” he said. “I’m thinking about starting something of my own, once I know what that even looks like. Something creative or design-oriented.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “Perfect. You know, I run a distribution company—body lotions, skin scents, all natural ingredients. A lot of potential for growth.”

Jenny’s eyes narrowed slightly, already sensing where this was headed.

Amanda smiled, running one red-painted nail along her glass. “You’ve got the energy for sales. If you ever want to work with me, I’d show you around—teach you how to get people interested. People like to buy from someone young, confident, good-looking…” She tilted her head, her gaze briefly dipping before returning to his eyes. “Someone like you.”

Matthew’s neck felt warm. He didn’t know where to look. “Uh. Thanks. That’s kind.”

Matt’s mom’s voice sliced through the air like silk hiding a knife: “Amanda, that’s generous—but Matthew’s focusing on his studies. He’s doing very well.”

“Just an idea,” Amanda replied, smiling again, though it softened into something edged. “I’m all for young people carving their own way.”

“Oh, he will,” Jenny said smoothly. “He’s already doing it.” Her hand slipped around her son’s arm and squeezed gently in warning.

“So, Jenny,” Amanda pivoted, “we should talk about the charity ball coming up in a few months. I have some ideas—mainly things I’d like to cut back on.”

“I think I’ve already made all the necessary changes, Amanda. Perhaps, you ought to focus on your business more.”

Amanda sipped her drink. A flare of anger flashed and disappeared across her face as she smiled sharply. Her eyes darted to Matt one more time before bouncing away. “Perhaps.”

She turned toward a new conversation, her laughter rich but slightly forced this time.

Once they moved away, Jenny sighed in his ear. “Honestly, that woman would flirt with a houseplant if it smiled back.”

Matthew bit back a grin. “Couldn’t tell,” he said, though part of him was still thinking about how striking Amanda looked under the amber lights. Maybe it was the warmth of the evening or the low hum of the music, but he suddenly realized he’d been blind to something before, the allure women like her carried. Confident, older, comfortable in their own skin. It stirred something new in him, a fascination that seemed impossible to put away.

But even as Amanda’s image lingered, it wasn’t her he kept returning to. It was Monica, gliding through the garden in red, her movements quiet and knowing.

He slipped away from the crowd as the quartet shifted into something slower, more mournful. The laughter dimmed as the first breeze of evening stirred the paper lanterns, their warm glow swaying gently above the pool. The scent of grilled seafood and champagne drifted heavier in the air.

He found a chair near the far edge of the terrace and sank into it, stretching his legs, letting the tension ebb from his shoulders. The night hummed softly around him—the world of adults talking about investments, promotions, travel.

And across the glowing lawn, Monica moved. Sometimes she had a tray, sometimes checking details that no one else noticed mattered. The red of her dress caught and vanished again in the shifting light, her silhouette outlined against the shimmer of lanterns.

He couldn’t stop watching.

Even when someone stopped to talk to him, his attention drifted back to her.

The music, the guests, the conversation, they all blurred into nothing but background noise. Matthew leaned back, his gaze fixed on Monica as she passed through the French doors carrying empty glasses, her figure framed by the warm glow of the dining room.

She was the only thing that looked real tonight.


CHAPTER 3
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Monica was in the kitchen, cleaning the remaining serving dishes, while John and Jenny were having a nightcap at a neighbor’s house.

After night fell, Monica’s real work began as she organized the servers to clean, break down tables and chairs, and throw away all the trash. She did her best to keep the kitchen clean, but after all the servants left, Monica was left to re-clean everything.

It started with a lick of her lips. Matt had been upstairs—probably gaming—for a couple of hours after she ordered him to go elsewhere. His leering looks were becoming too tempting. Ever since she tasted the young man’s cum and felt his dominant touch, she couldn’t get the thought out of her head. The naughty thought struck her like an arrow. Once in, it couldn’t be removed. The simple adrenaline rush of tiptoeing upstairs past the fourth step that always creaked made her heart leap. She wanted to surprise Matt.


CHAPTER 4
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He had been sulking all day. His friends secretly drank beers and took shots when their drunk parents weren’t looking, but he stayed to himself. He had angered Monica, which wasn’t his intention, but he thought she might have liked the show of control. With all the dirty talk she did and her coming to him last week, the last thing he wanted to do was to upset her or scare her away.

There was a sudden, almost soundless, knock on the bedroom door that sat him up in his bed. His hope was answered when his babysitter peered her head in and then quickly closed the door quietly behind her.

“I can’t believe you!” Monica yelled in a whisper of a voice. She still wore her red dress from earlier that afternoon. A wet stain was still visible on the top of her left breast where she had cleaned off some vegetable dip that had fallen off a bite of baby carrot and landed on the shelf that was her breasts. “You could have ruined everything if we had gotten caught.”

“I know, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to,” Matt apologized, standing beside his bed.

“And grabbing my head and making me swallow… ugh…” Monica groaned. In her mind, when she started these… extracurricular activities with her stepson, she imagined clear lines drawn in the sand.

“It was just an urge, I didn’t mean to bother you. It just happened,” Matt said. “I just had never had oral sex before.”

Monica looked down on him, feeling bad for his sadness.

“Well, you’re sure not getting more,” Monica said defiantly. She crossed her arms and popped her hip out to the side as she eyed Matthew. He hung his head like a sad puppy.

“I’m sorry, can I make it up somehow? Please, I don’t want to ruin… I don’t want to push you away.”

Monica’s scowl softened at the pouting young man. The boy may have the appearance of a twenty-something-year-old, but he pouted like the 18-year-old freshman that he was. He had apologized enough, she decided.

“Come here…”

Monica took his hands in hers, she walked him away from the bed, and stood in front of his mattress. Unzipping the side of her dress, she scooted her skirt up one side at a time. Her thick thighs and soft hips danced left to right as she hiked her red skirt above her sex, revealing her moist pussy lips.

“You want to make it up to, mommy?” she asked.

Matt nodded.

“On your knees.”

Matt complied, kneeling in front of his bed.

“You said you never received oral sex before, have you ever given it?”

“No.”

“Well, what has your mother always told you?” Monica said with a smile in her voice. Her hands planted on her hips. “In order to receive, you must first give. Here, stick out your tongue, son.”

Monica smiled down at her son as he did. Taking a hand, she used two of her fingers to spread her lips and saw her milky white juices cling between her lips as she did. Like a precision bombing, she lined up her lips with his tongue and lowered herself on him. Biting her lip, Monica stifled the first of many moans as her son lapped her pussy.

“Mmmm… good boy,” Monica purred. “Just like that. Mmmhmmm.”

Matt’s tongue licked her pussy from top to bottom several times, making the middle-aged woman flush and her thighs tremble every time his tongue neared the top. He loved watching her eyes roll backward to the ceiling, her teeth dig into her lower lip, and the feel of her knees trembling. It gave him cues that he was doing something right.

She didn’t tell him to, but he took the initiative to bring his warm palms to her soft and tender thighs. Matt rubbed the outsides up and down and felt the ribs of goosebumps form. With each pass of his hands, he inched them closer to her backside until he felt the bottom fold of his nanny’s fat ass and slipped his middle fingers under it on both sides.

“Oh… Mmmmatt… yes, that’s it. Good… good boy,” Monica whispered, and her voice trembled as she did. Her hands cupped her breasts through her bright red dress and squeezed and mashed the cleavage together. Her breasts were so large that she had to lean forward to peer down on her stepson’s face past them.

Squeezing her ass made his dick hard. Matt felt it pull at his boxers as he adjusted forward at the same time his mother did. Without communication, the pair had maneuvered so that his mother squatted down on his face. He felt her wet pussy lips move up and down over and over again on his tongue and lips.

“That’s it, baby. Move your tongue in circles up there. Yes!” Monica clasped a hand over her lips as she whispered encouragement, which threatened to turn into screams.

Monica couldn’t take it. God, it felt so good. She knew she had to stop this. There was no way she could keep quiet when she came; this orgasm building inside her would be too powerful. But looking down on the young man, watching her juices dribble down his chin and the side of his face, she knew she didn’t have the willpower to stop. This was going to happen. She was going to cum on his face!

“Oh god, baby. Don’t… don’t stop… keep—keep going,” she encouraged as she rocked on his warm, tender tongue. She felt it slither around her clit over and over. “Oh god…”

Matt’s fingers had been squeezing and massaging her ass cheeks, which she permitted, but now, when the pleasure peaked, she felt his fingertips worm their way in between her hot, sweaty ass cheeks.

Oh, Jesus… his finger is reaming my asshole! I can’t let him… I have to stop… oh god, I can’t!

“Oh fuck!” Monica cursed and sucked in the air. “I’m coming.”

Monica’s knees turned inward, and her thighs threatened to give out as she felt his tongue vibrating on her swollen clit in the front while his finger worked tighter circles around her anus repeated.

Monica’s hand grabbed the back of his head, half pushing him away as her over-sensitive clit buzzed and half holding him in place as the orgasm filled every space inside her.

“Jesus… Christ!” Monica moaned into her other hand, which did little to stifle her volume.

Her tits bounced with the rest of her body in unison as her red dress did everything it could to keep them from bouncing out the neck of the dress. The orgasm lasted another thirty seconds as she shoved the top of Matt’s head to get him off her. She needed a reprieve from the contact. Her other hand grabbed the back of his computer chair as he finally managed to extricate herself and slump in the chair.

Pulses of pleasure made her body twitch as she smiled and cooed, trying to gather her thoughts. Matt slumped to a sit with a smirk on his wet face. It was then that they both heard the fourth step on the staircase, and John’s heavy footsteps stomping up the stairs.

Terror cut into both of their faces as they stared at one another for what felt like an eternity, but it was only a second. When they heard his footsteps on the stairs, they were both up and moving. Monica tried for the closet, but she knew she wouldn’t make it. She tried to fix her skirt, but it was raveled around her belly. The doorknob twisted, and she tiptoed in a sprint with the opening door until she hid in the corner of her son’s room behind the door.

“Hey Matt, have you seen Monica?” John asked with the slur of alcohol in his words.

“Um, no, nope, I don’t think so,” Matt replied. His voice was calm, but Monica could hear the panic in it. “I thought she was cleaning outside.”

Matt swiveled in his computer chair in front of his computer like he always did. Monica held her breath and squished behind the door. She could see his shoulder and the side of his face. Pressed as far back as she could, it still wasn’t enough. If John turned around, he would see her plain as day.

“Hm, maybe she’s outside cleaning. There’s a lot for her to do out there,” he said. “You should go to bed soon, all right?”

“Okay.”

Monica held her breath as he left the same way he came in, without turning to her. She waited a minute until she heard him move to the end of the hall and go into the upstairs bathroom and close the door. In a mad sprint, Monica came out of hiding and waved away Matt, who stood to help as she adjusted and zipped her dress. She quickly but quietly went down the stairs before John came out of the bathroom.

Once she made it outside, she allowed herself to breathe again. Grabbing one of the full trash bags, she tied it off and walked it to the dumpster.

“Hey,” John called from the doorway. “I’m heading to bed. Don’t be too loud cleaning, all right?”

Sighing a breath of relief, she nodded a smile, “Goodnight.”

That was way too close of a call. First nosy neighbors and now Matt’s dad? I have to put a stop to this.

Chapter

Matt carefully slid under the covers. Monica’s bed was always more comfortable than his. It was a king-size bed with an extra-thick and soft mattress. Even now as an 18-year-old man pulling the covers over his naked body, the bed felt huge in comparison. It was difficult to feel like a man when you were crawling into your babysitter’s bed in the middle of the night. But after the night they shared, he couldn’t stop thinking about her.

The small nightlight in the corner of the bedroom bathed her in cool light. Even asleep, the woman looked like an angel. Her blond hair draped over her shoulders. Her hands grasped the covers to her chest. She slept in a black lace nighty that clung to her curves. Inching closer to her, Matt felt his cock react by hardening as he felt her body heat radiate onto him.

Matt lifted the covers, tenting them as he reached over to his babysitter’s side of the bed. She slept on her backside. Her thick thighs parted casually. A pair of white panties hugged her crotch tightly. They revealed the slight indent of her slit. With a steady hand and a careful finger, Matt lowered his middle finger onto the top of her slit on her panties. Sliding his finger gently up and down, he felt the soft fabric and the plush flesh beneath it. There was no reaction at first. His finger rubbed gentle circles on her clit, and still she slept. Then, after a minute had passed, he saw her eyebrows twitch. They lowered and knitted in the middle as if in concentration. He rubbed faster but remained gentle, watching her eyebrows rise as if surprised. Matt bit his lip as he felt his cock flex hard.

Monica’s lips parted as she breathed heavier while still asleep. Matt leered at her chest, watching her breasts rise and fall with every breath as he fingered her. After several minutes had passed, he felt a damp spot form in her panties. It grew and spread, widening to soak the entire front of her underwear. Matt was stroking himself with his other hand as he fingered her. Watching her eyebrows dance up and down as she mouthed different soundless words in her sleep.

Working his finger between her pussy lips and feeling the drenched fabric wrap his fingertip, Matt found the nub of her clit.

“Mmm… mah…” she mouthed a soft, high-pitched moan.

Working her clit back and forth, he pressed down harder and rubbed quickly. Her thighs spread wider, and her back arched as more moans escaped her lips. She breathed deep and faster, like a big sneeze was fast approaching.

“Nah… gah… oohmm…”

Suddenly, Monica’s thighs clamped shut, and her body shook as the orgasm struck with a start. A flood of juices gushed between her thighs as her hands smacked down to the mattress and pushed off it. Jerking up and down, her entire body rocked, making her breasts jiggle and rock side to side.

“God!” she screamed as the orgasm ran its course through her body. Panting and sweaty, his babysitter sat up in a panic. Her eyes were wide as she stared at Matt.


CHAPTER 5
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“What are you… What… what are you doing?” Monica yelled. The panic in her eyes became worry in her voice and fear in her gestures. In her sleep, she dreamed of hot sand and beach and hands groping everywhere they shouldn’t be, but she was loving it all the same. The startling awakening from an unexpected orgasm, only to be back in bed with a strange shadow beside her, was jarring, to say the least.

Matt retracted like a frightened mouse to his father’s side of the bed. His hands pulled a pillow and blanket down to his chest, as it would protect him. Monica’s heart finally started to slow from the shock of it all, and she noticed other things, like the wet spot on her mattress or the panties that were pasted onto her sex because they were so drenched.

“Matt, what were you doing?” Monica scolded her son as she sat up against the headboard and pulled the covers with her so she wouldn’t give him a show of her cleavage. Something told her he already had quite the view.

“Sorry,” Matt mumbled and hung his eyes like he was pouting.

“Don’t clam up on me now, mister. You’re an adult one, so start acting like it.”

“I’m sorry, I just… You know…” he said.

“No, I don’t know!” Monica crossed her arms.

“I just thought that we would, you know, finish where we left off in my room…”

“So you thought you could just come into my bed unannounced?” Monica shouted and shook her head in disappointment. “I thought I raised you better than that…”

Matt hung his head, feeling worse than he had ever in his life.

With his head still hung low, Matt pushed one leg to the floor and turned to flee his Babysitter’s bed entirely when she spoke.

“Wait… just… wait…” She took a deep breath and covered her face with her palms as she let out a long sigh. When she looked up again, the soft blue light from the nearest nightlight revealed a kinder more reserved face. “I’m sorry… I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have snapped at you like that. You are doing only what… You did the same thing to me. I don’t have the right to get mad at you. You just startled me is all.”

“I’m sorry, I really am, I just… I guess I don’t really know what women want,” Matt moped,

his thumb picking at his pointer finger.

“Hey, hey, hey… of course you do. Come here,” his nanny said reassuringly. She scooted

over to the middle of the bed and let the sheet fall to her lap as she hung an arm over Matt’s shoulders. He pressed his lips together and tried to focus on her words and not on her bust that was

nearly coming out of her nightgown. “Matt, listen, you’re wonderful in every way. You’re kind,

handsome, and I love all the ways you touch me but… after our neighbor, Amanda, nearly caught us

then your dad… we can’t keep this up. The consequences for us both if this got out are too high.”

She combed her fingers through his shaggy black hair, pulling his head to her

shoulder as she did. Staring at the dark dresser ahead of them, her face looked like she was lost in

thoughts of consequences that Matt didn’t care about. Perhaps that was just the horny teenager in

him, but whether his parents found out mattered little to him.

“You don’t want to be with someone like me, anyways. I’m almost twice your age. You

should be going out with other college girls,” she smiled and squeezed his shoulder. “Let’s just end it on a good note, okay? We shared some good memories together and these will be our secret for life.”

“Okay,” Matt said, then looked up at her. The room shadowed his face as his bangs hung near his eyes. “But we have tonight, don’t we?”

He heard her release a small sigh and scoot lower so that she lay more than sat.

“Okay, just tonight.”

Chapter

Monica watched Matt scoot beside her in the bed carefully like she could snap at him at a moment’s notice. And why shouldn’t he be warry?

I’ve been acting like a fucking psycho sending this poor boy mixed messages. Eighteen years old and already being dicked around by women.

She decided they both were right. He was right by doing what he did, coming to my bed and being confused, but Monica was right to end it and end it on a ‘high note.’ It was too risky to continue and they both had too much to lose. No more harm could come from a little rubbing together.

With him lying beside her, Monica turned to face him and felt the damp spot on her mattress from her unexpected orgasm. The nightlight no longer reached their faces so dark shadows hung between their expressions. Beneath the sheets, Monica’s hand reached out and palpated her way around his lean waist. Rubbing her palm over the face of his boxers, she couldn’t help but smile when she felt his long, hard cock pointing toward her. She gave it a few strokes over his boxers then plucked the elastic waistband down under his tall shaft.

Even through the darkness of her room, Monica could feel his breathing change as she reverse-stroked his young hard cock. She could imagine his face and furrowed brow as Mommy milked him. She felt his shaft stiffen and flex in her grip and after a few minutes passed, the drip of his pre-cum coated her palm as she continued. She didn’t notice Matt scooting closer to her until he was so close their bodies nearly touched.

Monica rubbed her creamy thighs together as his cock poked incidentally against her clit and around it. slowly, Matt reached up and rubbed a hand over her silk night gown and felt her

soft and full breasts beneath. His hand was timid and careful.

“It’s okay, baby,” Monica whispered so softly it barely had any sound at all. “You can touch me. Go ahead.”

Monica’s encouragement worked as he peeled away the flap of her gown and exposed one of her breasts. She bit her lip and squeezed and bit firmer on his shaft when his fingers rolled her hard, sensitive nipple between his fingers. She wanted to correct the timidity she created in him.

Monica wanted him to become a confident man. There was a brush of a touch to the underside of her crotch and her legs parted in reaction before she even realized what she was doing. Matt’s other hand, hidden beneath the covers, ran a finger up and down her wet pussy lips through her panties. Monica knitted her brow and parted her lips as she released a silent moan. She didn’t want to stop him and confuse him more, but she didn’t want to cause even more of a mess in her bed than she already had. In her mind, she had thought she could just stroke him to orgasm as she had before but now things were changing. Her toes curled as his finger found the nub of her clit and made continuous circles on it. She found her hips bucking back and forth and the distance between her body and his becoming nonexistent. She was forced to switch her grip on his cock to a traditional pumping motion as their hips sandwiched his shaft between them.

It was his turn to pluck at her drenched panties and peel the fabric from her sex.

“Oh, baby…” Monica sighed, her thoughts, wants, and desires were a messed bag in her mind. She felt a finger insert inside her warm pussy lips and her eyes rolled back in her head like the arousal she felt was so powerful it possessed her. “Oh, honey—yes…”Without realizing it, her lips fell on him and she kissed him deeply. Their tongues lapped another and Monica’s free hand gripped the back of his head to pull him to her. Her fingers combed through his hair as she felt him lean toward her.

Matt maneuvered in such a way that the tip of his cock pushed inside one of the damp leg holes of her damp panties. The tight quarters and their grinding bodies were a chaos of contact. Monica stroked his shaft while ground into him, while he fingered her pussy and humped the head of his cock over her lips.

“Oh, god… oh my god…” Monica groaned between desperate kisses. Her heart thudded

against her chest so hard, she thought it might explode. So much was happening that a part of her buried deep was glad their hands were in the way of each other, because had they not been she feared her body would have demanded his cock be inside her.

“That’s it, baby. Do it, ugh, do it just like that,” Monica grunted as his finger slammed inside her and his thick veiny cock ground up and down on her dripping slit. The bulbous head of his shaft pressed into her clit, dragging against it, with every thrust. “Oh yes, you keep this up and y—you're going to make mommy cum… oh, fuck… mom—mommy’s gonna cum…”

Her words were like waving the flag at the start of a race. Suddenly her son’s finger was pounding her tight pussy hard enough that his palm clapped against her bottom filling the room. The pressure of his iron-hard cock dragging across her clit grew harder as well. He kissed her, lapping the roof of her mouth. Monica tried to kiss back but she couldn’t. it felt too good building inside her.

“Oh god!” she cried and felt her body press back into the mattress as she was finger fucked and humped roughly. “Yes, yes! Fuck! Make mommy… Make mommy cum… I’m gonna…”

Monica was near hyperventilating as she felt like she was overflowing. “I’m cumming!”

Monica’s moans went silent as did her breathing which left only the sound of his finger pumping in and out of pussy and the juices that leaked from her. Her entire body flexed and went rigid as euphoria drowned her from the inside out. When she squirted it drenched the sheets down to her calves as she twisted beneath the sheets and wrapped her legs around the young man.

“Fuck me! Ughhh!” Monica finally screamed after a ragged gasping breath. She arched her back and head, exposing her jiggling breasts as her nightgown fell away.

It took several seconds for Monica to regain control and feeling of her limbs but when she did she saw and heard him continuing to hump her, his long throbbing shaft ground against her pussy lips and slit beneath her panties. It felt wonderful.

“That’s it mmmmm… come on, baby… cum for mommy…” Monica grunted and could see her words affecting him. She bit her lip at the sight of him so turned on by her. “Cum in mommy’s panties. Make a mess on mommy.”

Monica’s fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft and stroked him and he humped her. The grunts he made coincided with the spasms of his cock. “Oh, baby, yes! Cum on mommy’s pussy!” Monica sang as his cock flexed. His tip painted her bare clit and pussy lips in his semen. The mess of her juices and his semen was plastered against her clit under the cover of her panties.

Matt collapsed on top of his babysitter. His face pressed to her sweaty chest between her breasts as he panted, catching his breath. Monica took a deep breath and smiled to herself as she said, “Good boy…”

Monica might have told Matt and herself that this was the last time, but the truth was, she knew she was addicted to Matt’s cock as he was to her. It was only a matter of time…
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The phone rang for the first time, and my stomach fell deeper into my core. I didn’t think I could feel any more humiliated than I already am…

“Mom, do I have to do this—it was just a joke,” I complained over your shoulder.

“You humiliated a respectful lady behind her back. I raised you better than that,” my mother snapped from the hallway.

A second ring.

“But I’m 18 years old, this is stupid. She doesn’t even know⁠—”

“That’s right, you’re 18 years old and still acting like a juvenile. Maybe you’ll think about this the next time.”

A third ring. Mrs. Finnish answered as it finished.

“Hello?” she said.

I sighed, rubbing my fingers over my brow as I tried to imagine how this conversation was going to play out. “Hello, um, Mrs. Finnish?”

“Yes.”

“This is Matt. Uh, Matt Conwright. Your neighbor from across the street.”

“Oh, yes! Hi there, I thought you were off to college. I haven’t seen you around much,” she said brightly.

“Um, yes, no, I mean. I’m leaving soon. A few weeks…” I stalled and stole a glance over my shoulder and confirmed, yup, mother was still there. “Listen, this is kinda uncomfortable for me to say… I saw you gardening yesterday, and I might have—” my mother slapped the back of my head, “Did. I definitely did take a few photos and a video of you for… personal use… and, well, I just feel really guilty about it now and wanted to apologize.”

“Oh?” the brightness had left Mrs. Finnish’s voice as she measured my words. Okay, now I really did feel a little guilty. Mrs. Finnish was always a nice lady growing up. She was a little older than my mom but certainly didn’t look that way. When I was little, I would go over to her house with other neighborhood kids for cookies and milk. But that was a long time ago. Cookies and milk were not what I was interested in anymore.

“Yeah,” I said in a slump, “And I just wanted to say I’m really sorry for disrespecting you and—and I deleted everything and I hope you can forgive me.”

Turning around with a beet-red face, I shrugged at my Mother as if asking if that was enough. She might have nodded approvingly, but she rolled her finger forward. It was not enough.

“And…” I sighed again and winced, “And to make it up to you, if you like, I’d be happy to help with gardening this week if you need a hand.”

Please say no. Please say no. Please say no…

“Um, well,” Mrs. Finnish giggled uncomfortably like she was as eager as I was to change the subject, “Now that you mention it, I could use another pair of hands for my rose bushes. They always cut me up.”

Fuck!

“Great, I’d be happy to help.”

“Oh, that’s so nice of you. I always knew you were such a good boy. Um, see you tomorrow, say around eight?”

“Eight in the morning?” I blurted out and felt a swift smack to the back of my head.

“Too early?” Mrs. Finnish asked.

“Nope, nope. Eight sounds great. I was just making sure. See you then.”

“Bye-bye,” she replied and hung up.

“Gardening at eight,” I said, turning to face my Mother. “Happy now?”

“You stay there until she tells you you can go,” she warned with an extended finger, “If she keeps you all day, so be it.”

“Yes, Mom,” I moped.
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