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CHAPTER
 ONE












“O
 hh Derek! Don’t stop!” Angela moaned.

He couldn’t if he wanted to. The gorgeous MILF he fucked had her feet touching behind his back as he thrust inside her and her right hand hooked around the back of his neck, keeping her balanced on the kitchen counter. Glancing up at the rustic mahogany clock Angela kept on her kitchen wall, he could see the big hand hovered a centimeter behind the little one.

It was nearly noon.

“Mrs. Thompson, it’s almost noon,” he said. “They can show up at any minute.”

“Ugh! I don’t care! I don’t care! I need this. I need this now! Now fuck me like the deprived slut that i am!” she screamed so loud I was sure people walking their dogs on the sidewalk in this quiet neighborhood heard her.

What began a week ago as a ‘well, it seemed like a good idea at the time,’ an opportunistic fling with the mature neighbor was about to ruin Derek’s life in one minute. This insatiable woman he had somehow sexually unlocked was the social butterfly with her nose weaseled, not only in Derek’s personal life, but apparently farther than Derek’s liking into his professional life, too. In fact, the longest attending member of her monthly book club also happened to be Derek’s boss’, boss’, boss at the law firm he was just hired into for his first job out of college.


Only I could ruin my career at twenty-five years old, three weeks into my first job as a lawyer.


Another attendee of this well-known book club was the mother of his ex-girlfriend, another gem that connects to every friend and acquaintance he had in real life or social media. So that was a bomb ticking closer to zero, and yet, that wasn’t the bomb he feared the most and the reason he dreaded the two clock hands coming together. This book club, which was beginning in the next few minutes, also attended his mother.


How could things have gotten so fucked in just a week? I’m about to lose all my friends, ruin my career, and be despised by my own family all because I got tipsy and had rebound sex with the hot neighbor.


“Oh, yes. Give it to me! Harder!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

Derek knew from experience if he were to try to disentwine himself from the horny woman her voracious sexual appetite would only urge her to cling tighter and demand more. The fastest way to extricate himself from this conundrum was to finish what he started.

Sliding his left hand up her chest, Derek groped her breasts one at a time. Squeezing and mashing them into her chest, he scooped them out of the white and blue flower-patterned sundress she wore. Mrs. Thompson’s breasts were pale compared to her tanned arms and neck. The heavy and round tits bounced wildly in her sundress and now clapped together with every thrust outside her dress. Out of her hairstyle, which she had scolded him for calling it a ‘Karen haircut’ (it’s a blond with streaks inverted bob with side-swept bangs cut at an angle, she had said after one passionate night of powerful orgasms), the only part of her perfectly sculpted hair that moved was her bangs shook from side to side as her body rocked.

“Yes, take me. Make me your whore!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

Derek’s hand slipped behind her neck, grabbed a lock of her crispy, product-filled hair, and yanked her head down to the kitchen.

“Ahhh! Fuck! Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” Mrs. Thompson screamed.

Flipping the skirt of her dress over her belly, Derek saw his thick throbbing cock force open her tight pussy lips as he entered her. Scooting her lower on the kitchen counter by her hair, he bit his lower lip hard as he rammed her pussy harder.

“Ah ah ah ah ahhh–oh god!” she grunted with every thrust.

Mrs. Thompson’s white high heels floated beside Derek’s head as she spread her legs wider and lifted to get him deeper inside. His hands rallied at her thick golden thigh as he grabbed the outside of them and yanked her body back as he rammed forward.

Mrs. Thompson’s eyes flirted with the ceiling, wanting to roll backward. “Oh god… oh gah… ugh jesus…”

Derek stole glances over his shoulder at the backdoor as he heard the ancient cuckoo cuckoo clock she kept in the living ding
 and hooted
 that it was noon. His heart jackhammered in his chest.


Come on…


Massaging his palm from her creamy lotioned thigh to her moist clitoris, the pad of his thumb dragged on her clit like it was a mosquito bite to be itched. Almost instantly, her thighs clapped together and her hands grabbed at Derek’s muscular arms and shoulders.

“Oh my god, oh my god!” she cried desperately. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

His cock slammed inside her, feeling her tight walls squeeze on him until she couldn’t fit inside. The squirt of juices that erupted from her pussy soaked the front of his t-shirt and splashed the hardwood floor at his feet where his jeans were bunched.

“Ohhhh ohhh ohhhh! God!” Mrs. Thompson sang in a moan as her back arched on her kitchen counter.

It was only seconds that passed before her last scream and a rapping at the front door followed by it immediately opening.

“Hello, hello, hello!” Mrs. Miller’s voice carried from the living room down the hall. The tone and frequency were almost a match for Derek’s ex-girlfriend.


Like mother, like daughter,
 he thought before the panic sent him into a frenzy. The long hall that divided the kitchen from the living room kept the two from seeing another, but there were no doors dividing them. Nothing kept his ex’s mother from walking into the kitchen and seeing him standing with a hard caught and a shirt soaked in Mrs. Thompson’s cum.

“I’m here a smidge early to help you set up since I knew today was a big one,” Mrs. Miller’s voice neared the hall, and he grabbed at his pants only to find them drenched. His hard cock bobbed as he turned this way and that unknown where to go.

Mrs. Thompson, still spread across her countertop, with her breasts and pussy free, stretched her arms above her head without a care in the world.

“Oh, thank you dear,” Mrs. Thompson’s voice was an octave higher for her guest. “Could you be a dear and start setting up in there? I have a surprise in the kitchen and I don’t want to ruin it.”

“Oh, of course! Angela, you know you don’t have to do more than you already do!” Mrs. Miller said, her voice receding back into the living room.

Derek had one foot in his wet jeans when Mrs. Thompson sat up from where she laid and stopped him. He tried to communicate with his wide, terrified eyes he had to get out of there now before his mother arrived, but Mrs. Thompson wasn’t having it. Wrapping her warm, delicate fingers around his massive cock, her fingers took over from where her pussy lips left off and stroked him.

He mouthed to the lady who was nearly twice his age to stop, that they could get caught, but the woman didn’t care. Her eyes narrowed as her grip tightened on the meat of his shaft. Each stroke grew firmer and faster. Mrs. Thompson knew she had him when his cock flexed back in response to her squeeze.

The front door opened again, and there was a series of high-pitched greetings. Mrs. Wells, a Congresswoman, Ms. Monroe, the Director of Finance for Monroe Accounting, and Mrs. Sandy Bowmen, Senior District Attorney for Austin, TX, and his mother had all arrived.

“Oh, how are you?”

“Let me take that.”

“That looks delicious!” the women sang to each other like morning birds doing their greetings.

“Where’s Angela? I haven’t seen her yet,” Mrs. Bowmen asked. Derek froze as he recognized the clack of his mother’s high heels down the hall towards the kitchen where he stood.

His eyes were wide. Skin ghostly white. Breathing, non-existent.

“Oops,” Mrs. Miller called out, “Angela said not to go in there. She’s got a surprise for us, she said. I hope its cake! Oh, she naked the most wondrous cakes, doesn’t she, ladies?”

The affirming sounds were background to his mother’s protracted sigh that traveled the length of the hallway she did not walk. “Angela, are you over there?”

Derek peeled his eyes away from the hall entryway where he dreaded his mother appearing and looked down at the middle-aged milf kneeling before him. Her eyes locked on his she slowly stroked his thick shaft as she stuck out her tongue and lapped at his low-hanging testicle.

“Yes, hun,” Mrs. Thompson replied.

“We have a few things to discuss. Can I come back there for a moment?” Derek’s mother asked.

His eyes pleaded with her as a devious smile grew on her face from ear to ear. Mrs. Thompson’s eyebrows danced playfully as she switched from sucking one ball to the other as she considered it.

“Can you give me a minute? I’m sort of in the middle of something,” Mrs. Thompson said.

There was another sigh from his mother, a pause, and after a moment, her clacking heels returned to the living room with the others.

Derek released a soundless sigh of relief, so powerful he might’ve collapsed if Mrs. Thompson still didn’t have a firm grasp on his cock.

“Let me go, I have to go,” he mouthed at her.

With her wide seductive grin, Mrs. Thompson shook her head and whispered, “Nuh uh uhh… not until you give me what I want.”

Derek shushed her with her finger even though her low voice didn’t compete with the laughter and obnoxious voices yelling stories to another in the other room. Mrs. Thompson pumped my cock faster. Her left hand slipped down the base of my balls to massage my scrotum. He winced at the confusion of fear, anxiety, and pleasure overlapping with one another.

Mrs. Thompson saw my eyes constantly flicking in the hallway, and she shook her head. “Give me what I want first,” she bit her lip and breathed quicker. “Give me that cum, baby. Cum for me like a good boy.”

His heart thumped in his chest and he felt her squeeze his cock in response to it flexing in her palm. Mrs. Thompson’s plush scarlet red lipstick parted as the head of his cock entered her mouth. The tip of her tongue did circles on the tip of his cock. Pressing his lips together, Derek felt his hips pull back as the pressure built in his shaft.

A minute passed, and Mrs. Thompson popped her lips off the tip of his cock loudly. She panted with the smile of a crazy person. It was like she wanted to get caught. It was like it was all a game to her.

Masturbating his shaft wildly, Mrs. Thompson’s breasts bounced with her fast-pumping arm. His hips moved slightly as the excitement built.

“Oh, cum for me, baby. Cum on your slut’s face. Cum here, right in my fucking mouth,” she begged.

The four women’s voices weren’t as loud as when they first arrived. There was a chance they could hear her whispers for me.


They might hear me cum…
 He thought.

Derek’s eyes begged Mrs. Thompson. Her eyebrows were high. Her long tongue pushed out demandingly.

Biting down on his fist, he held back a groan as his first spurt of cum shot from the tip of his cock. The gooey string of semen struck the roof of her mouth, the edge of it looped over her upper lip just beside her nose. Pinching his eyes shut, then opening them again, Derek saw the pool of milky cum had formed in the center of Mrs. Thompson’s tongue as she stroked every last drop from his cock. Wearing a wicked smile and squinted eyes that bore into Derek’s face, Mrs. Thompson closed her lips and swallowed every drop of his seed.

There was a sudden knock at the back door to the kitchen that started the both of them.

“Hello? Angela? Are you there? Can you let me in? I’ve got my hands full,” the woman asked. Her voice was new, but Derek had heard it before.


Rebecca Whitmore. My boss’, boss’, boss was here. And she just trapped me here!


Mrs. Thompson stood, straightening the skirt of her sundress, tucking in her breasts, and adjusting them. Derek ran a fast half-circle around the kitchen island, searching for a hiding spot. His half-mast cock bouncing as he moved.

“The hall,” she whispered as she adjusted her hair and licked the final spit of cum from her lipstick.

“Are you crazy?!” he mouthed back.

“Hello?” Rebecca called louder.

“Closet,” Mrs. Thompson said with her hand on the doorknob, then turned to open the door.

Wincing like he was about to stick his hand into a blazing fire, Derek ran light-footed into the hallway just as he heard Mrs. Thompson open the kitchen door and greet Rebecca.


There was no going back now.


He saw the lights in the living room and movement as his mother grabbed something from the couch, her back turned to him. Opening the closet, Derek bodied the jackets and sweaters hung on hangers as he closed the door. The click of the door was minimal.

“Look who’s here!” Mrs. Thompson said as all the women gushed over Rebecca’s entrance. “And, look, surprise! Cake pops!”

Mrs. Miller squealed, “Ooo, I knew it would be cake! I love the frosting!”

Derek’s mother spoke up, “Oh, dear, Angela honey. What happened to your hair here in the back? It’s all standing up.”

“Really? Geez, I laid down to rest my eyes an hour ago. Here, let me go fix it,” Mrs. Thompson said.

Derek heard her footsteps and others passed by the closet door he hid in. They grabbed refreshments and snacks as they set up for their book club to begin. It was then he realized he was in the closet not wearing any pants or underwear. He had left his jeans on the kitchen floor!

“Okay, everyone,” Mrs. Thompson said. “Ready to begin?”













CHAPTER
 TWO












“I
 didn’t really care for this book. Not enough relationship development.”

“You mean not enough smut. That’s all you look for in your romance
 novels.”

“Romance isn’t smut!”

“The smut you read is, though.”

Derek heard an amused chuckle run through the circle of hens clucking in the living room. The closet door did little to muffle their voice. Honestly, his pounding pulse drumming in his head did more to distract him than the tight closet he stood in. Leather jackets, fur coats, and winter overcoats engulfed him on all sides, though they did little to cover his naked body. Should one of the nine women gathered for their monthly book club decide to open the closet in search of paper towels or jackets that hadn’t been worn in a decade, Derek’s exposed dick and pants-less ass will give them quite the show.

“Here we are, ladies,” Angela Thompson called from the kitchen. She had been piddling in the kitchen for sometime, opening drawers and, hopefully, cleaning the counters where just an hour ago he and her had sex. “Bottle number three of the chardonnay.”

Angela’s footsteps lightly tapped down the hallway. Derek swore he could hear her pace slow and felt her seductive gaze linger his way through the closet door. Like she was daring him to come out or one of her middle-aged guests to go inside. His idea of what Mrs. Thompson had changed so radically in just a week. The prim and proper friend of his mother’s he had known all his life was gone.


I mean, she’s still there. She’s still a sophisticated lady and appears to be very rich and elegant, but…. I guess she’s also kind of really horny, too?


“Let us cheers to Patricia, may she return soon,” Angela announced, and a series of clinking glasses followed.

“Oh, Sandy! You spilled yours all over my sleeve!” Rebecca Whitmore growled. Derek’s boss’ boss’ boss sounded out-of-place complaining about something so minor. Miss. Whitmore was known as a fierce force in the attorney world. A juggernaut that struck fear in the bravest and eldest of men, just like she instilled terror in her employees… like Derek.


8 months working at the Whitmore & Loin’s Law Firm and I’m a doorknob twist away from flashing the senior partner of the firm. I’m about to flush away four years of undergrad and two years of law school.


“I’m sorry, Rebecca,” Sandy replied. “I didn’t mean to–”

“No, no, sure you didn’t! Just like you didn’t mean to name drop me in your impromptu press conference last week,” Rebecca said.

“You know the optics of the Wallabee case. There’s a lot of eyes on this case,” Sandy said. Her voice attempted to be as venomous as Rebecca.

“A lot of political juice, you mean,” Rebecca added. There was a long pause.

Derek, of course, knew all about the Wallabee. He had been working the briefs on it for the better part of his time at the law firm as the Junior Associate. Rebecca, Derek, and about a dozen other attorneys represented Andrew Wallabee and his employer, Monroe Accounting, in a criminal case of embezzlement theft. It accused Andrew Wallabee of stealing 14 million dollars from the pensioner fund of one of the car unions. The fact that Andrew Wallabee was likely guilty was a hard pill to swallow for Derek, but there was enough reasonable doubt trickling throughout the case that he could sleep at night, at least.

“Just say what everyone here knows, and I’m thinking right now, Sandy,” Rebecca snapped and when Sandy didn’t comply immediately, Rebecca pressed on, “you’re dragging this case on longer and louder than it needs to be just for political gain. You’re elevating yourself over the others and over Patr–”

“I most certainly am not!” Sandy yelled. “You know as well as I do the political pressure Mayor Birch and his wife are putting on me!”

Sandy Bowman was known as a rather competent Assistant District Attorney who many in the law community saw as a front runner to challenge her boss, the District Attorney, in the next election. Which added an extra crinkle in the handling of the Wallabee case. As Derek has learned in his short time as a practicing lawyer, optics is everything.

“Ladies… ladies…” Angela’s raspy but soothing voice rolled over the bickering. “The cases come and cases go. Politics happen. Politicians are elevated or fall. Are you going to let the temporary problems of your work life bleed into the friendships in this long time Book Club?”

The silence was filled with scattered throat clearing, and the clank of wine glasses being set on tables. Derek was so invested in listening in, he forgot entirely about his hands covering his penis.

“Besides, is the real
 gravity behind this issue councilwoman Birch and her husband
 ?” Angela said the word ‘husband,’ with such disdain it sounded like an insult. “It’s the way of the world. Find out what she wants.”

“I’m sorry to cause such strife,” Mrs. Monroe chimed in with her meek voice. She wasn’t exactly the cause. Mrs. Monroe worked at the same company as Andrew Wallabee, Monroe Accounting (it was named after her great great grandfather). Derek had found no evidence that Monroe Accounting knew or directed Wallabee to steal, though, they certainly went out of their way to look in a different direction while it happened.

“Nonsense,” a too familiar voice spoke. “You had no knowledge of what Mr. Wallabee was up to.” Derek’s mother consoled and Derek physically shrunk in more ways than one. “Besides , Rebecca and Sandy are lawyers. What you heard wasn’t strife. It was just another Sunday morning for them. Arguing is what attorneys do.”

The conversation quickly returned to a more familiar and less interesting subject of gossip. 9 women all spoke at the same time to each other while Derek remained standing in place. Minutes turned into hours of this name and that and what she was doing and how much money he spent on dinner. Derek’s mind fell away and only returned when he heard the familiar high-pitched tones that women’s voices made when greeting or departing. Once all but 2 of the 9 women remained, Angela and Derek’s mother stepped to a side office of Angela’s to talk. Derek strained to listen in but the walls there were too thick and too far away.

His ear was to the door, still listening for sound, when the door whipped open.

“Oh, shit!” Derek exclaimed and then was blinded by the brightness of the Sunday afternoon day shining in from the windows.

“There you are,” Angela sang with a bright, tipsy smile on her face. “I was worried about you. You were so quiet in here.”

“Is my mom still here?” he whispered.

“No,” she replied in a playful whisper. “They’re all gone.”

Even with her reassurance, Derek was hesitant about stepping out of the closet and tiptoed to the kitchen like he walked through a field of landmines.

“Oooo, and a cute butt, I never seen you from this side,” Angela giggled.

“Where’s my pants?”

“Well, where did you leave them?”

“Here. Right here. Where did you move them?” Derek gestured to the kitchen floor beside the island. He looked in the pantry and nearby drawers, to no luck.

“Well, I didn’t touch them. Maybe one of the ladies took them.” Angela shrugged as she walked back into the hallway. Tipping the remnants of her wineglass into her mouth. “Maybe they wanted to enjoy the smell and taste of a man’s seed like I have. Maybe your mother took them?”

“Gross,” Derek shook free the thought as he followed her into the living room. “Seriously, Mrs. Thompson, where are they? I need to get home.”

Angela fell back on the couch in front of the large windows showing the front yard that extended down a large hill for an acre before spilling onto the street. No one from the street could see this window without binoculars, but Derek still hid from its view.

“Pants, pants… where did I put them?” Angela asked herself, with a coy smile on her red lips. A darker shade than the rosy pink that touched her cheeks. She patted the cushion beside her on the love seat and Derek reluctantly shrunk into the seat, avoiding the windows it sat in front of as best he could. Her sundress glistened in the sunlight. A white dress with a blue pattern throughout. The skirt seemed to cling to her thigh, refusing to hang below her knee as she parted her legs towards him. Her finger strummed at the chest of the dress. Plucking at the bit that covered her cleavage, Mrs. Thompson revealed more with each touch. It was like her clothes refused to stay on her.

“Maybe… maybe that cock could extract the information out of me?” Angela asked as she reached for his crotch, his hands remaining covered over his member. “Come on, don’t give me that,” Mrs. Thompson slapped Derek's hand away from his lap. “I know you’re hard, again.”

It was true. Derek’s body ran on a different mind than his sometimes, and this was one of those times. Watching Mrs. Thompson’s breasts bounce in her dress as she fell into her seat, stirred his member and the continuous rubbing of her thick thighs together while chewing on her lower lip didn’t go unnoticed, either. The woman had learned his weaknesses, and she learned them all in under a week’s time.

With his hands out of the way, Angela’s finger wrapped around Derek’s half mast shaft and stroked it the rest of the way. Brushing her ‘Karen’ bangs out of the way, Mrs. Thompson bent her face over his lap like she was diving into the deep end of the pool. The gasping groan escaped my lips as the tip of my cock disappeared behind her lips. The soft, wet, and warm tongue of her’s pressed along the base of his cock as she pressed her mouth down him. The drop in his stomach was followed by the rise of a shiver in his spine.

After several seconds of the sexy mature woman’s face bobbing on his cock, she lifted off of him for air. The dark mischievous under eyed look she gave him as a string of drool mixed with pre-cum lingered between her lips and Derek’s shaft ignited a passion in him that made him throb.

Suddenly, she was climbing on top of him like a creature would a jungle gym. Unlike their first time, she straddled him and, with her two fingers parting her lips, immediately devoured his cock with her sex.

“Oh, fuck! I don’t think I’ll ever get used to that–god! I don’t ever want to get used to it!”

The tail of her skirt covered the penetration like they were ashamed of it. She started to ride him and immediately her breasts began to bounce free from the grasp of her sundress. It was a striking image that nicked a memory for him. Déjà vu. And suddenly, his familiar surroundings became a beacon of how this all began a week ago. The fork in the road that would forever change the course of his life.
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…1 Week Earlier…









B
 eneath Mrs. Thompson’s sink was like a sauna. Between the AC being shut off, the scorching 95 degree day outside, and the moisture from the leaking sink, Derek had all the necessary components for hell. But, at least he could take care of one of them. With a final twist of the wrench, Derek fastened the pipe shut and watched the trickle of a leak that dripped beside his head slow then finally stop.

His shirt clung to his chest when he stood. He wasn’t a big sweater which was good because if he had been he would have sweated through his shirt by now.

“Oh, did you fix it already?” Mrs. Thompson asked, wandering into the kitchen from the back door.

Derek’s eyes went wide and quickly averted when he saw what she was wearing. A purple spaghetti strapped top that hugged her braless breasts tight and fell to a matching bikini bottom. The only hint of modesty of a middle-aged woman was the white, see-through shirt she wore that was tied around her belly. She said she was going to lie out by her pool but he didn’t expect her to change into this.

“Oop, should I change or cover up? I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.” Mrs. Thompson held up her palms and made a playful gesture.

“Oh, no no, you, um, it’s fine. You look great though,” he said and felt the blush touch his cheeks.

“Oh, aren’t you so kind! I can’t believe you used to be the little Derek that used to swim in my pool! Haven’t you grown into such a man!” she squeezed the muscles of his arm as she complimented him. The other hand grasped a glass of nearly empty wine that swirled and leaped for the edge with every turn she made.

“Yeah, well, uh, so yeah, the leak should be gone here, I think,” Derek said, tossing his wrench into his shoulder bag of tools.

“I had no idea how handy you were. Most kids your age are always calling people to fix their problems, but look at you. Getting all hot and sweaty and dirty fixing everything yourself.”

“Well, I’ve been the man of the house for some time now,” Derek shrugged, gathering his bag and making small steps towards the door. His father had passed over a decade ago, so he was used to learning how to deal with things himself.

“Mmm!” Mrs. Thompson hummed while finishing her glass. “Of course, well, I’m definitely going to sing your praises to your mother at next week’s book club meeting. Hopefully, by then this dreadful heat will be gone and the repairman will be able to fix the air condition. It is miserably hot!”

“Oh, is, um, is your AC not working?” Derek said in a tone that made him sound surprised and stupid for not noticing. To cover himself, he continued, “I could, I mean, it might be beyond my abilities, but I could take a look. Since I’m here.”

“Would you, dear? That would be wonderful!” Mrs. Thompson sang. Her small palm rested on his upper back as she guided him out back where the unit sat. “Would you care for something to drink? Of course you would be in this heat! I’ll be right back.”

Using his screwdriver, he undid the side of the unit and poked around. When Mrs. Thompson returned with a drink, he was thankful until he saw it was a glass of wine. He was a young guy and loved getting sloshed on the weekends, but he was also dehydrated from working in the heat all morning.

“Thank, thank you,” he said, not wanting to be rude. Taking the glass, he clinked Mrs. Thompson’s nearly full glass of wine.

“Just shout if you need anything else,” Mrs. Thompson said, flicking her hips at him as he walked away. Derek couldn’t help but stare at her thick, jiggling ass as she walked away, and there was something devious in her raised eyebrow as she looked over her shoulder.

Derek licked her lips and got back to work fiddling with this wire and that. The few times he was able to fix his mother’s AC unit, it was just a clogged filter, or a dislodged wire. While he worked, his eyes seemed to wander over to the curvy Mrs. Thompson. She removed the white shirt that obscured the curve of her luscious breasts. Squirting a dollop of white gooey sun screen lotion into her palm, she spread her creamy white thighs and spread the lotion in wide massaging circles from her knees, deeper down her thigh until her fingers reached her crotch. He hadn’t realized he had stopped working and was staring until she shot him a look suddenly.

He fell back into his work, unsure if his red cheeks were the embarrassment, the sun, or the wine he had gulped down rather hastily. His hands finished the work while his mind played a porno scenario of her calling him over to rub the suntan lotion on her back, which led to him railing her right there.


Yeah, right? That would go over well. Banging my childhood babysitter / mother’s friend / my boss’ best friend,
 Derek shook the silly fantasy away as he closed up the AC after 20 minutes of failing to get it to work.

Mrs. Thompson met him at the back door with hopeful eyes.

“Sorry, I gave it my best shot, but I think it’s beyond my capabilities.” Derek shrugged.

“That’s no problem. Here, come inside. Let’s get you out of the sun, you’re beat red!” Mrs. Thompson took his arm in hers and he noted his biceps pressed against her breast.

“No, that just happens when I drink,” he laughed, setting the empty glass of wine down on the kitchen island. Mrs. Thompson giggled a delightful sound.

“Here, dear, go sit in the living room. I have a fan in there for you to cool down with before you leave.”

Not long after he sat on the couch in front of the living room windows, Mrs. Thompson joined him with two more glasses of wine. “Oh, thanks,” he replied, wondering if all middle-aged women secretly drank this much during the day.

She fell into her seat with a moan of a sigh, her body only inches away from his. Crossing her thick thighs in my direction, she leaned her elbow on the back of the couch as she eyed me. The oscillating fan made its turn, blowing the tips of her stiff hair to the side but not breaking her perfect ‘karen cut.’

“Mmm,” Mrs. Thompson hummed with her eyes closed. “Doesn’t it just feel wonderful.”

“Definitely.”

“With how hot it’s been these past days, the only relief I’ve had was sitting in front of this fan and sprinkling some water on my neck and chest. The fan feels spectacular on wet skin–here. Hmm. I normally have a bottle of water here,” she said, glancing at the end tables, then gave him a devious smirk. Taking both of their glasses of wine away and setting them on the coffee table, she fell back into her seat, brushing my thigh. “Here, I have an idea.”

She raised to her knees on the couch cushion and turned towards him. Derek froze when she lost balance and caught herself on the couch arm on his side of the couch. Her breasts swayed in his face, and he tried to melt into the fabric.

“I may be a little tipsy,” Mrs. Thompson giggled. Her red lips raised high in a bright smile. “Don’t judge me.”

“It’s okay, I’m kinda drunk too,” Derek said, but didn’t know why he lied.

Mrs. Thompson’s eyes danced about his face as she licked her lips, then gently cupped his cheek and turned his head to the side. As she leaned in, Derek could smell the spice of her perfume mixed with the coconut of the sunscreen she had put on. A thousand things raced through his mind when he felt her soft lips kiss the side of his neck and leave a wet kiss. Then the only thought that struck him was how amazing that felt. When he didn’t move, she placed a second kiss below the first, but this time he felt her tongue brush across his neck.

The woman’s hand pressed on Derek’s muscular chest as her lips raised to his lower earlobe. He felt her lips close around it just as the fan turned and blew chilly air on the damp kisses left on his neck. Mrs. Thompson’s cleavage was pressed into his chin, but he was too focused on her lips, teeth, and tongue that teased his ear to realize she had swung a leg over his lap and kneeled mounted on him.

“Mmmm… Mrs. Thompson licked her lips as she looked down at him from a momentary height of power. “Doesn’t that feel good?”

“Yeah,” Derek cleared his throat.”

“Tastes good.” her words trailed away as her lips fell to his. Instantly, their tongues met in her mouth and intertwined. His hands softly touched the sides of her hips as she rocked on his lap. “Jesus! I can–mm–feel how hard–mmmm! How hard you are through your–your fucking jeans!” she moaned between desperate kisses.

He knew he should have been weirded out by the fact that his childhood babysitter was dry humping him or worried because of the many ways this coupling could screw him over in the near future–and not in a fun way–but in that moment, Derek was most startled by hearing Mrs. Thompson curse. The woman had always been so prim and proper for the last twenty years, he knew her.

‘No shoes in the house, don’t use the nice china because that’s for guests. If you curse you have to put a quarter in the swear jar…’ that was the Mrs. Thompson he grew up with. Now, he could feel her shoving her hips down into the massive tent he pitched in his jeans.

“Oh–oh god…” she whimpered between kisses as her hips bucked a few inches forward, lifted, pulled back, and did it all over again. “Oh, oh, oh, I can’t–I can’t–I can’t–”

She repeated in a high-pitched squeal as her open lips and squinted eyes turned to her ceiling. The thin layer of swimsuit fabric covering her mature pussy was tucked deep between her pussy lips as she ground her sex over his. Faster, harder, shorter, quicker…

“Oh fuck! Me!” she cried out before her thighs quivered along the outside of his legs and Mrs. Thompson collapsed forward onto Derek, burying his face in her breasts.
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D
 erek was panting, but it wasn’t from physical exertion. His heart beat so quickly with excitement, his body scrambled to keep up. The man’s instincts were like two crossed wires in a sea of entangled wiring. His throbbing cock that beat at the front of his jeans demanded his hands got to work, flipping this sexy mature woman on to her back and tearing her clothes off. But his mind kept his body frozen in place. After all, this woman used to change his diapers and held a great deal of authority over him. He couldn’t offend her.

“Ohh… ohhh dear…” Mrs. Thompson cooed above his ear. When she slid her body back down on his, he felt her tender sex press down on his rock hard cock. “Ooo, oh my!” she gasped, covering her lips with tips of her fingers. “I didn’t realize how badly I needed that until, mmmm, it happened. Did you like it?”

Derek smiled and nodded between breaths, “yeah, Mrs. Thompson, you’re very sexy when–”

“Oh, please, call me Angela. I did just orgasm on your lap like a horny school girl.” Angela’s hands hung around his neck as she backed her hips away from him and looked at his tent. “You poor thing! I bet you didn’t feel a thing through those thick jeans you’re wearing. Heavens! It’s too hot for pants in the first place. I don’t have a clue what you were thinking.”

Angela’s hands were fast at work as she spoke, unbuttoning and unzipping his jeans. There was a circle of wetness at the tip of my boxers where his pre-cum had soaked through. She used both hands to massage his shaft through his now tented boxers. Ten bony fingertips softly caressing all sides of his shaft to the tip.

“Look at you… you did enjoy my little ride, didn’t you?” Angela giggled. Her left hand wrapped around the shaft while her index and middle finger pressed on the wet tip of my boxers and rubbed gentle circles on it over and over again. “Do you like that? Do you want more? Because I have to be honest, young man. That last orgasm only made me even more raunchy.”

Derek’s hands folded on her body and face. His right cupping her fleshy love handle just above her hips and his left cupping her cheek, pulling her lips down to his. Angela hummed a note of shock as they kissed that turned into a moan of pleasure as he tongued the roof of her mouth. He felt her large, full breasts squish into his chest as her hips moved farther away, making room for her hands to work.

Picking at the hole in his boxers, Angela stretched the fabric and maneuvered his cock through the hole. They both groaned when her delicate hand finally wrapped around his bare, meaty shaft. She stroked him with such a gentle touch; it was the worse torture. His right hand fingered its way under her bikini bottom and scooped a handful of her left ass cheek. Squeezing it roughly, as she began to rock on him, he’d hoped that his tight pinch of her ass would translate into a firm grip of his cock, but it did not.

“Oh god, you naughty boy!” Angela scoffed, breaking from the kiss. “Is this what you have been dreaming about all these years? Is that ass you're squeezing what you’ve wanted to fuck? I saw you staring at it. How many times have you stroked your penis thinking about fucking this old lady?”

Angela leaned back enough for my left hand to slide down to her right breast and made her groan with another desperate sound. She pulled the small sliver of bikini that covered her sex to the side as she ground on him again. His bare, veiny shaft flexed against her slick, tender slit.

“Ohh yes, oh yes, oh–god! I want it, I want it… do you want to fuck me, baby? Do you want to fuck your old babysit–ohh, I need you inside me,” she ground her hips deeper into him. The tip of his cock rounding just below her clitoris.

“Ugh, I want to fuck you so bad,” he grunted as he squeezed her breast.

“God, I love the sound of your grunts!” Angela said through clenched teeth, then allowed the corner of her lips to raise in a crooked smirk. “You know, ugh, your mother never agreed upon a price for your troubles. Maybe you can just fuck your fee out of me. Oh god!”

Without warning, Derek’s iron rod of a cock pierced Angela’s pussy lips during one of her grinding humps. He felt her wet walls close around him as he slid deeper. Derek released a groan, but it was drowned out by Angela’s high pitch squeal as she arched her back forward, her hands clutched to the young man’s muscular back. Her face buried in his neck as she repeated her muffled moan again and again, “oh god! Oh god!”

Derek slid his hands down, grabbing both her ass cheeks as his cock begged for more. Lifting her ass forcefully with his hands, he lowered his hips into the couch’s cushion, pulling his cock out slightly, then reversed his movements as he slid it back in.

“Ohhhh ohhh oh fuck! Oh fuck, god dammit!” Angela cursed. His fists squeezing her fat ass, he pulled her up and shoved her down on his cock with every thrust. “Fuck! Oh fuck me! Fuck my pussy!”

Angela’s grip loosened around his neck and the muscles in her legs and body stopped resisting him as much. The woman’s hips rode him as he heard the puddle of wetness she leaked into his boxers as she did.

“Yes, yes yes fuck me! Fuck me!” Angela begged as she leaned backwards. One of the spaghetti straps fell from her bouncing shoulders, then the other. Her round, heavy breasts bounced free from her top and Derek thought he could cum right then, but he held off.

Minutes passed and Derek ground his teeth as he bounced Angela so hard on his cock that she had to grip the back of the couch, leaving her breasts to clap in his face.

“Ahhh ahhh ahhh ohhhgahhhh ye…” she moaned. Words eluded the mature woman, but her cries filled the enormous house. Rocking backwards, Derek saw a defeated look in her innocent eyes, like the feeling and pleasure was too much for her. Her face begged him without words, and he knew she was close.

Pushing down with both of his feet, Derek flexed his abs as he pounded his cock into her pussy over and over. His shaft throbbing inside her as she mouthed the words. “I’m cum–I’m cumming oh dear god!”

His last thrusts clapped inside her until his groans melted with her screams. Flexing deep inside her, his cock pumped strings of semen into her pussy and she accepted it.
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…1 Week Later…









“A
 hh ahhh ahhh ahhhh oh god, fuck you dirty fucking slut! Yes! Yes! Make mommy cum! Make mommy cum!!!” Mrs. Thompson screamed as she rode her stud at a dangerous pace. Derek’s abs and crotch grew soaked as he leered at the woman’s tits bouncing freely from her sundress. He came inside her seconds after she pounded her pussy down on him for the last time.

“Ohhh yes, good boy,” Angela cooed as she cupped his face, rubbing her thumb across his lips as he pumped inside her. “Empty your balls inside me like a good boy.”


It was amazing how filthy she became in just a week.


After their first time, Derek had returned to his mom’s house in a daze. That day, much like this week, felt like a dream within a dream. It was so detached from reality that he couldn’t begin to analyze the number of complications that could arise from an infinite amount of possibilities. One such being having sex with your former babysitter who was twice your age when your mom and the leaders of the city are fifteen feet down the hall.

Minutes passed where Mrs. Thompson left him inside her as she kissed and licked at his neck and ear, ‘enjoying the moment’ she called it. He learned about that on the second fuck three days after the first. That was also when Angela told him to go back to calling her Mrs. Thompson because it was so much ‘naughtier.’

When she finally crawled off of him, she groaned in the couch seat beside him for several seconds with her knees spread. Smiling over at me, she pointed to the kitchen with a lazy finger.

“Top shelf of the pantry, dear. I tossed your pants up there,” she said.

“Thank you,” he said appreciatively.

He found his jeans and returned to the living room to see Mrs. Thompson poured herself another glass of wine. “What? Leaving so quick?”

“My mom’s expecting me back for dinner,” he said, sliding his boxers over his shrinking erection.

“God, when you say that I can’t tell if that makes me feel decrepitly old or you are dangerously young.”

“Well, I can’t find a single thing about you that I would describe as decrepit or old so it must be the later,” he said with a half smirk.

“Oh, such flattery coming from you,” Mrs. Thompson gave him a devilish grin as she stretched a single leg out to him and ran her toes up and down his thigh as he pulled his jeans up. “Don’t get me randy, boy. You know I’d take you for another round in a heartbeat.”

“Mrs. Thompson, you know how much you turn me on and I enjoy these, um, meetings…”

She laid back on the cushion with a raised eyebrow of amusement. “Yes…”

“But I think it might be best if we lie low for a while. You know, put a pause on this because,” Derek gave an incredulous laugh as he gestured to the book club seats, still forming a circle in the living room. “Things are getting out of hand. I know you were just having fun out there, but the assistant district attorney could have walked in on us, my boss’ boss’ boss could have walked in on me, my mom could have walked in on us!”

“That might have been a little hot, don’t you think?” Mrs. Thompson’s eyebrows danced up and down as she smirked. “Any one of them–especially your mom.”

Derek chuckled in disbelief and shook his head. “What is wrong with you?”

“I’m fun… unlike those other old hags.”

“I’ll give you that,” Derek shrugged as he buckled his belt. “Just a brief pause for now, okay?”

“Hmm… give me a kiss and I’ll think about it.”

Derek leaned in and they exchanged a wet lingering kiss before Mrs. Thompson wrapped her legs around his and pulled him to his side on the couch.

“Mm–Mrs. Thompson,” he said, trying to escape her locked legs and devouring lips.

“I don’t like to give up my toys,” she said, cupping his cheek. Then blinked with bright realized eyes, like she just had an idea. “But I do share from time to time. I tell you what, dear. You do me a favor and we can put our little rump on hold for a bit. Will you do that for me?”

“Sure, what’s the favor?”

“You met Miss Monroe, right?”

“In passing, she’s one of the book club ladies, right?”

Mrs. Thompson giggled, enjoying the title, “yes, one of the ladies. Anyways, she’s going to this art charity fund thing next week. It’s a fancy dress and tux type deal, and she’s been moping for a while. You see, she hates these things. Always going stag. Always having to make small talk with the couples. So you’ll go as her date.”

Derek raised his eyebrows. “Date? …you mean…

“Oh no, of course not this. Just shoulder candy, you know? Give her something to talk about and show off!”

He tried to stand or separate to have a more serious talk, but Mrs. Thompson locked her legs tighter around his waist. She found it amusing when he struggled.

“That’s… I can’t. Miss Monroe is Director of Finance at Monroe Accounting. The client that I’m representing at my firm, the Wallabee case, he worked at this company.”

“So, there’s no conflict of interest. You’re socializing with the boss of one of her your clients. It’s completely harmless,” Mrs. Thompson said, then cocked her head to the side and reached behind her. Her palm gently cupped his crotch through his jeans and rubbed back and forth on the bulge. “Of course, if you don’t want to do me this tiny favor, I could call your mother and ask her to spend more time here. All the projects I need you to do on me…”

Derek gave her a stern but playful look as he found her feet behind his hips and easily but carefully unhooked them and withdrew himself from her grasp. “Don’t even joke about that. Alright, fine. I’ll go to this one event with her.”

Mrs. Thompson blew him a kiss and winked at him. “Good boy.”
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D
 erek was so used to the odor he couldn’t smell it, but he knew he’d be covered in Mrs. Thompson’s perfume when he went home. He had to steer clear of his mother until he showered and did a load of wash. Moving back in with his mother was a temporary arrangement after graduating from law school. It had only meant to last a couple months until he found his own place to buy, but the housing market was so insane that a few months turned into six. He didn’t think she minded. He was her only son and after his dad died over a decade ago, if it wasn’t her work, then she was totally invested in his life.

“There you are!” his mother’s voice called like a motion detector. He was spotted skulking from the back door to the hallway. He backtracked into the kitchen and saw his mother sitting on a stool in front of their bar. Her laptop opened and a folder with some papers spilled out of it. “I didn’t see you this morning before my book club.”

“Yeah, I went out to meet a friend for coffee,” he said and convinced himself it didn’t sound made up.

“A friend? A date?” his mother probed with a smirk.

“Sorry, mom, no grandkids for you yet,” he shook his head and realized he was near the bar to sit and backtracked to the wall to keep a distance.

“I’m just saying, I’ve already obsessed over my work for a lifetime and I did it enough for the both of us. It’s your job to find a nice young lady to obsess over. And then get out of my house.” his mother looked up with a grin when she said the last bit.

“Well, I’ll let you know when I find an obsess-worthy woman. Until then, I’m following your lead.” Derek shrunk out of the room as his mother muttered something to herself about grandkids.

Derek’s mother left behind big shoes to fill in the field of law. She herself was a litigator for 30 years. She worked as a prosecutor for most of that, then briefly as a defense attorney, where she earned the outrageous money that put me through law school, then she worked for the indigent. The pro-bono cases that no one else would take.

His mother was part of the reason why he decided to specialize in criminal law–specifically, as a defense attorney. Derek had planned to join the public defender’s office when this job opening and position at Whittmore and Associates found him unexpectedly. Derek suspected it was his mother’s last name that got him the job. He made his peace with it. If he was going to stay and practice law in Texas, then he was going to deal with his mother’s shadow, eventually.

“How was book club today?” Derek probed as innocently as possible over dinner. The two sat on either ends of the bar picking at the pot roast and mashed potatoes his mother had made.

“Good, fine… a little drama, but nothing serious,” she said absentmindedly.

“Really? Over what?”

“That Wallabee case you’re working on. Rebecca and Sandy circling each other… I had to talk to Angela afterwards. I don’t know, I feel like she might be using the book club to broker some backroom deals.”

“Hm. but that kind of stuff happens all the time, right? Like making deals on the golf course,” Derek shrugged.

“Yeah, maybe,” his mother drifted off.

The email came the next day while he was at work. The details for the event Saturday night at the art gala. As well as an appointment Wednesday with a tailor already made by Mrs. Thompson. Tailor?
 Derek groaned and released a long sigh. The last thing he wanted to do was hang out with more rich people above him in the game of life and fake nice. It felt like he was walking on eggshells and all it took was one wrong move and his life could come tumbling apart.

The tailor meeting came and went on Friday night he spent working late on the Wallabee case. As the lowest associate on the case, he was on dock review. Taking a red pen and yellow highlighter to endless boxes of minutiae, looking for that one piece of relevant details. When he picked up his tux Saturday morning, he had two surprises: 1, it was a dashing black tux that fit him like a glove, and 2, it was also a $5,000 suit that was paid for him by Angela.


I have a sugar momma,
 he joked to himself as he approached Miss. Monroe’s front door. She lived on the edge of town on a piece of property that was large enough to be called an estate. It had a circle driveway and an elegant concrete pond in the center of it. He knocked on the door, looking back and smiling at the limo driver waiting outside the ride for them.

“Oh, don’t you look as cute as a button!” Miss Monroe exclaimed as she opened the door. “Wow and tall, too. Look at you up there! Come down here, give me a hug!”

Derek smiled at the short woman as he wrapped his arms around her, giving her a polite hug. Miss Monroe was an older lady at 50 years old, but looked good for her age. She could easily pass for 40. Her blond curls brushed her shoulders and bounced as she showed him around her bedroom and gave a pointing tour from the center of the house. She wore a black strapless dress that hid the small amount of pudginess her age gathered around her hips, but accented the woman’s enormous breasts. With him being 6’2 and her being about 5’2, Derek looked down on the woman’s long line of cleavage that jiggled with every step she took.

“Shall we?” she beamed a grin up at him, possibly catching his eyes lingering at her chest.

“Uh, yes, of course, after you.” Derek’s cheeks reddened and he followed his date
 to the limo wondering how he was going to manage keeping eye contact tonight.

The limousine ride to the event involved mostly small talk about the case they were handling. It was polite questions of general interest rather than Miss Monroe actually wanting any information. A general rule for both attorneys and employers of defendants, everyone wants to know as little as possible. It’s much easier to fight a case if you don’t have all the terrible details as a lawyer. After all, once you know something about new evidence you have an ethical obligation to tell the prosecutor about it. And for Miss Monroe, well, it is easier to tell the truth in a deposition and say, ‘I don’t know,’ than to have to lie.

The charity ball was every bit as lavish as one could make. Even before Derek entered the charity with Miss Monroe clinging to his arm like he was her personal moving cane, Derek felt as though he didn’t belong. Valets and door greeters met them at the entrance and wore tuxedos and dresses themselves. Servers carried sterling silver trays with teetering glasses partially filled with champagne. Derek recalled a time during his undergrad when he seriously considered changing his major after he realized, as an attorney, he would have to wear a business suit every day for the rest of his life. He’d always been more of a jeans and t-shirt kind of guy, but now look at him.


I feel like a monkey in a straitjacket,
 Derek thought and pulled at his bow tie while shifting his shoulder inside his jacket. They entered the ball to see skylights of black night and chandeliers shining overhead. A soft jazz band played in the background as a hundred gathered on the floor to mingle. Miss Monroe must have seen his uncomfortableness because squeezed his biceps in her tiny grasp and reached up with her other hand to pat his shoulder.

“Relax, dear,” she said. “You look marvelous.”

As they worked their way around the room, falling from one introduction to the next, Derek couldn’t help but wonder if this was his inevitable future. 20 years from then when he finally made partner (if I make partner, it’s not guaranteed)
 would this be normal? Would it become routine?

Derek had met, greeted, and shared impersonal bits about himself to so many people. He had forgotten each other their names and was now even beginning to forget their faces too. Do I know him? Did I meet her?


They had lapped the floor twice, making introductions before they lingered in the back beside a small circular cocktail table. One person he was sure he hadn’t met yet was the same man who walked towards the pair now. Mayor Birch, being the most rare, famous, and popular man at the event, walked with a bit of authority. The crowd seemed to respond in his wake. He walked, and the eyes followed behind him along with hushed whispers and finger points.

“Miss Monroe! Ravishing as ever!” Mayor Birch said with a beaming smile and angled eyes. The man was a few inches taller than Derek and several inches wider. His stature and clout were as visible as it whispered. He had a broad face with his black and gray hair combed to the side.

“Oh, Mayor, you are too kind. I’m just an old gal with some candy dressing on my arm,” Miss Monroe laughed as she pulled Derek closer.

“I see that,” the Mayor said, turning his attention to Derek. “Mayor Birch. This is my wife, Melinda.”

“Mayor Birch, Councilwoman Birch, nice to meet you,” Derek wiped the sweat off his palm on the leg of his pants before shaking their hands. He couldn’t help but notice the lingering second that Mrs. Birch held his hand after he let go. Mrs. Birch was a good-looking woman for her age as well. She had a little more pudge to hide than Miss Monroe, but her taller frame spread it out better.

“Ahh, I see my reputation precedes me,” Councilwoman Birch smiled. It was well known that the political duo ran the politics of Austin, Texas. Despite multiple complaints of bribery, favoritism, insider trading, and biases, the Mayor and councilwoman have remained in their positions for over a decade now. Any meaningful challengers had been chased away each year by the couple’s ruthless political dominance. “And how goes the case?”

“Case?” Derek leaned forward, worried he missed part of the conversation during his nervousness.

“Yes, you’re one of the associates defending the Monroe Accounting case, are you not? Derek?” Mayor Birch asked inquisitively.

The temperature in the room seemed to flare in the room by 20 degrees as Derek’s heart pounded on his chest. It was well known how the political duo were pushing for the prosecution and quick conviction of their client as well as Monroe Accounting. This would be the ‘tough on crime’ case that the two would build their next campaign and re-election on.

“Oh, look at him! Melinda, why do you do this to him?” Miss Monroe half laughed as she swung at the air between the pair. “Derek, don’t mind them.”

“No, no, um, things are going well on the case,” Derek managed to stutter out. He didn’t like feeling this out of place.

“Don’t worry, son, there’s no reporters in here, you’re safe,” Mayor Birch said with a chuckle.

A skinny man with an angled jaw who appeared to be a humorless assistant of some kind approached the Mayor and whispered something in his ear. The Mayor gave an abrupt nod.

“Apologies, my next meeting is calling. Miss Monroe, always a pleasure. Derek, great to finally meet you,” the Mayor smiled as he walked away.

“Nice to meet you,” Derek managed to get out as he left. Councilwoman Birch followed her husband but left a lingering look on Derek as she went that made him feel even more awkward. Especially when her husband glanced back and seemed to see the inappropriate stare she gave him before finally looking back the way she was walking. Derek thought he saw a glare on the Mayor’s face.


Great, I said five words to the man and that was enough to make an enemy.


He wiped away a touch of sweat on his brow and looked back to his date to find Miss Monroe staring up at him with a peculiar amusement. Her usually bright doe shaped eyes were dark and mischievous. Once she saw him raise an eyebrow in her direction she quickly adjusted her face to the normal disarming, round, and huggable self.

“Aren’t you so cute when you're befuddled? Very sexy,” Miss Monroe said with a wink.

Derek shrugged and laughed it off as they continued to mingle.


Sexy?


They stayed another hour at the charity event where the hundreds who attended never once mentioned or seemed to care about charity. Miss Monroe lost interest in the event entirely as she grew more enthralled by the barmen and maintaining a full champagne glass. The 50-year-old woman was grabby when she drank. Every time she laughed, Derek spoke, the woman had to touch his chest or rub his arm.

By the time they left, Miss Monroe was tripping over her three-thousand-dollar shoes and giggling to herself. She changed as soon as their limousine started moving. She had the black privacy window up, blocking the driver’s field of vision before Derek had the door closed.

Hands pulled at his arm, then the lapel of his jacket. Before Derek knew it, he had been pulled on top of the woman twice his age and their lips were pressed on each other’s. He tried to pull away, but her grip was tight and her kisses were too desperate. Miss Monroe’s hand groped down to his crotch and stroked him through his tux. The fight left his body about the time his cock grew against her touch.

When he shoved his tongue into her mouth, he heard her moan into him and melt back in her seat. She welcomed his dominance as he cupped her cheek and pressed her backwards. Her hand groped deftly at his throbbing cock.

Miss Monroe released a groan as she turned her head and opened her neck to his kisses. “Come on now, I’ve never sucked a dick before and I want yours.”

Derek winced as he looked up to the dark window obstructing the driver’s view. He couldn’t help but wonder if there was a secret way he could spy back there. Was there a camera? Was the glass like a one way mirror?


She pulled at his belt with aggressive hands and had his pants and boxers down in seconds.

“Wonderous…” she gasped as she marveled at his erection.

Miss Monroe spent minutes pumping his cock in her delicate hand while her wet, warm tongue circled his head over and over again. She did this so long it almost stopped being an annoying tease and started to actually feel good. It was about that time when her lips parted and she took the head of his cock into her mouth. She could only fit the head and about an inch more into her mouth before she started to gag. After a moment she began to hum a note of approval as her head bobbed and her wet lips and tongue bobbed on the tip of his cock like a lollipop.

There was something about the repetitive motion that worked Derek into the mood. He noticed Miss Monroe’s enormous ass that was stuck up in the air as she knelt on the back limousine bench beside him. Her silk skirt inched down the curve of her ass toward the small of her back and revealed her fat bulbous ass and the purple pair of underwear that covered it.

Sliding his closest hand over the arch of her ass in slow methodical circles, Derek saw her butt cheeks flex as Miss Monroe raised from his cock, startled by the moment. “Oh, dear,” she giggled. “That feels nice,” then returned to sucking. Dipping his hand into her underwear, his finger traced the warm sensitive flesh down her ass crack as she sounded tender whimpers. When his fingers hooked over her ass and touched her spread pussy lips he felt the moisture soak his fingertips. Dipping inside her felt like pressing inside a warm brownie fresh from the over.

“Oh my!” she yelped as he began to plunge a single finger in and out of her pussy at a steady pace.

Derek leaned over more to get a better angle and started shoving his entire finger inside her. He felt the AC on his wet finger with every penetration and removal from her warm pussy. She was just about to lower her lips back to his cock when he fingered her deeper, making the older woman cry out.

“Oh my! Oh my! Oh… do it… do it… do… it!” she screamed and arched her back as her body seized almost as hard as her pussy did. “Oh my, I’m–I’m orgasming!”

Miss Monroe turned and rolled and jiggled as she came. She ended up sat shoulder to shoulder with Derek. Her enormous breasts still jiggled long after she stopped moving.

“Come here!” she purred and pulled him into a kiss.

Trapped and committed in the moment, Derek felt the vehicle come to a stop while they were still vigorously making out. It was Derek that had to push the older woman off of him as the driver opened the door. They exited, Miss Monroe’s lipstick was smeared and she was giggling as Derek tried to shield his embarrassment from the limo driver. He must look like he’s taking advantage of this older rich lady.

“Oh, you’re so cute and proper,” Miss Monroe giggled as she stumbled inside her house.

The front door was closed behind Derek as he thought of what his reason was for needing to leave immediately, but she lunged at him. Miss Monroe’s oversized breasts smashed into his chest, flattening him against the wall. Her lips on his while she stood on her tippy toes. She felt her hand palming his cock through the fabric of his tux. Derek knew how preposterous the whole thing was. He agreed to go on this date to stop having sex with Mrs. Thompson because he was risking too much. Now was about to have sex with his law firm’s biggest client.


How many different ways can a man shoot himself in the foot inside a month?


Fumbling and stumbling with intertwined arms and legs, they found themselves across the house and in her bedroom. An enormous bed that dwarfed her white walls and fancy paintings with gold framing. This was the place Derek would have been skittish to stand in, and here he was making a wrinkled mess of the covers as he lifted Ms. Monroe on to the bed and laid her spread eagle.

She giggled in approval then pulled her skirt high, stretching and tearing the fabric as her voice turned into a more desperate tone. “Mmmm… Derek, my naughty boy… ravish me… ravish me with your youth!”

Derek ran on adrenaline and momentum as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants to the floor. His tux jacket, bowtie, and shirt falling beside it. His rough hands rubbed up the backside of her thighs, feeling her creamy soft skin. Touching the warm, soft skin at the crease of her ass cheeks made the woman purr and pant like a wild animal.

“Oh please, oh please, oh please…” she whispered in a quiet prayer before his cock even fell from his boxers.

Dropping his underwear, the young man stroked his shaft several times, firming his member the remainder of the way before dipping the tip in between her soaked lips.

“Oh, oh, oh! Ow! Ow!” quickly her moans turned to winced of discomfort as he fed the head of his large hard cock inside her. Hearing her cries change, Derek stopped, startled he had hurt her, but she commanded him onward. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop! I want it… I want it, oh god!” she grunted like the words were being forced out a slim pipe.

Pulling out, he immediately shoved back inside her, making her bite down on the back of her hand as her body began to shake with the motion of his thrusts.

“Ahh gah! Nah… no. No! I can’t!” she grunted with every buck of Derek’s hips. Her screams and moans were guttural and pleading. He felt her juicy pussy lips hug his cock and squeeze it as he shoved deeper and deeper with every push. “God, I’m going to org—orgasm! Ahhh!”

The orgasm struck swiftly and left the older woman’s stocky thighs jiggling on either side of his hips. Removing his cock from her pussy he heard her gasp in relief and coo as the waves of pleasure splashed over her.

“Oh dear… oh dear… put it… put it back in.” she hummed. “Put it deep inside me, honey. I want it. I want it all!”

Without delay, he lined up the bulb of his cock with the wet tense lips of her pussy and pierced her with his shaft. Feeling her squeeze on him only made him flex back, widening her hole.

“Ohhh my! Ugh!” Ms. Monroe moaned.

Ms. Monroe’s breasts, barely covered by the top of her dress, bounced in a delayed motion with every rock of her body. Like her breasts moved in delay, thick and heavy, they bounced against her chin as her body rocked downward. A surge of eagerness motivated him to paw a hand down the line of cleavage of her dress, yanking down her dress roughly and exposing her oversized pillows of breasts.

“Oh, heavens!” she gasped between breaths.

Grabbing a fistful of the woman’s midriff of her dress, Derek squeezed a fistful of her dress and twisted as he pulled her body down against him as he thrusted forward.

“Ah ah ahh ahh!” she cried as she was fucked hard. More like a whore than a lady. “Yes! Yeah! Oh god oh gah—I’m gonna—again!”

The trembling orgasm she had was rougher this time and lasted longer. Her limbs were sticky with sweat and moved with a mind of their own. Her body seized around him as she moaned a wail of pleasure, but Derek didn’t slow this time. He didn’t back away or pull out as he had before to give her a reprieve. Instead, he crawled on top of her, holding her in position as he began to stuff his cock deeper into her pussy. Ms. Monroe’s body seemed confused by the surge of pleasure and pull of oversensitivity.

“Oh oh oh! Nuh!” she grunted sounds as one hand pushed at his chest while the other hooked around the back of his neck and pulled her closer. Derek’s iron hard shaft sloshed in and out of her soaked lips, feeling the grip as he pulled out and slammed back in.

“Ohgahhh oh gahd… oh god I’m going to ahhh!” Ms. Monroe cried as her eyes rolled backwards and her breasts bounced wildly below her chest.

The moment the mature lady moaned Derek felt himself lose control. His spasming cock exploded his warm semen deep inside this trembling woman. He felt her wetness coat his shaft as he continued to jab inside her.

“Oh! Gah! Yes! Give! It! To! Me!” Miss Monroe grunted with each thrust. Her breasts bounced wildly and her legs jiggled uncontrollably.

With a last thrust, Derek held his cock inside her and felt his shaft twitch and flex inside her. The two collapsed in the oversized bed. Sweaty and out of breath, Derek drifted off to sleep without realizing it to the petting touch of Ms. Monroe brushing his chest.

Derek’s dreams were erotic and filled with tantalizing thoughts that mixed the stresses of his job, sex, and a dangerous pack of hounds. He had no idea what it meant and no time to analyze it. he awoke with a start. He didn’t realize where he was for the first seconds. A dark room with shades drawn and light creeping around the edges of the window as the sun rose. He realized his location at the same time he realized whose face was between his thighs sucking his cock.

Ms. Monroe wore a pink lacy nightgown that she had changed into at some time during the night. Her body draped over his thigh and her heavy breasts fell to one side as she held his cock in one hand like a popsicle and worked her wet lips up and down the head of his engorged shaft.

She popped her lips off the tip of his cock making him jump, then giggled, “wakey wakey. Lay back, dear. I want to take my time and enjoy this cock.”

Ms. Monroe’s tongue extended as she licked his shaft clean then pushed the bulbous head back inside her mouth. The pleasure and pressure overcame him as he watched her grin and hum around his shaft. Falling back into his pillow, Derek couldn’t help but to fear the ramifications at work after having slept with a client. And feared what tomorrow would bring as each day since hooking up with his mother’s friend had sunk him deeper into this complicated chasm.
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 SEVEN












D
 erek’s sleep was restless and filled with dreams of gorgeous women and orgasmic sex. The stuff fantasies were made of. Hooking up with attractive women out of his league on the regular even if they were older than him was not typical of his personality, but he enjoyed the escape from reality when he slept. He clung to the brief moments before reality set in and he would be back in his bed at his mother’s house alone. As soon as he opened his eyes he’d have to commit to the hustle of the morning. Quickly showering and rushing into the law firm to put in another ten to fourteen-hour day hunched over thick packets of paper with a red pen and a highlighter.

When the edges of sleep finally did begin to disappear the first thing he noticed was the soreness of his muscles.


Did I have a hard workout yesterday? What did I do?


Soon, the details returned to him about the same time his other senses struck him. The smell of feminine perfume in the room he slept, the plush mattress and sheets that he sunk into—a bed way too comfortable and expensive for the likes of him. Then there was the warm and moist massage on his cock coupled with the gentle pleasurable humming and wet sound.

Derek opened his eyes and realized he lay on his back in Mrs. Monroe’s bed. The middle-aged woman was on her hands and knees between his legs with her luscious lips wrapped around his stiffening shaft as she gently worked her mouth up and down it.

“Well, about time you woke up, honey,” she said, slurping her excess saliva away as she lifted her head. “I was beginning to wonder if I would be able to make you cum in my mouth while you still slept.”

Derek looked about as he placed his surroundings with the hours of sex and multiple orgasms both he and Mrs. Monroe had the night before. He recalled lifting her and putting her back against a wall as he fucked her hard and wondered if that was why he was sore this morning. Letting out a small sigh of a groan he looked back down as Mr. Monroe slid her lips down his shaft and kept going until her lips devoured his entire cock. She hummed a note of approval when she raised off his cock and a string of saliva clung between his glistening rod and her drooling lips.

“Mmmm tastes just as good the second time,” she said, stroking his drenched cock. Derek groaned as he looked down and watched her massive tits sway beneath her chest with every stroke. It was mesmerizing and made him flex inside her palm.

“Mrs. Monroe,” Derek spoke but didn’t move. “I have to go. I, mmm, I have work. What time is it?”

She was still stroking his cock as she kissed up his abs and chest. “It’s only five-thirty, dear. Don’t you worry?”

“Still. I, uh, I have to get home and shower and-”

“You’ll have plenty of time to do that once and only once I get what I want,” Mrs. Monroe said as her wet lips kissed up his neck to behind his ear. Her legs slid over his hips and suddenly his rock-hard cock was teasing her dripping pussy lips. “And what I want is for you to fuck
 this randy woman on your lap and break me in like a slut.” She said with her thick tits hovering over his chest as her pussy lips teased the tip of his cock as she straddled him. “Can you do that, sweetie?”


I mean, there really is only a response to an attractive older woman asking that.


“Oh, Derek! Oh, Derek! Oh my fucking god, Derek!” Mrs. Monroe cried out as Derek bucked his hips and thrust his cock in and out of her dripping pussy.

With the curvy woman straddling his hips, Derek was bucking up so hard that her knees left the luxurious, soft mattress and Mrs. Monroe went airborne for a brief moment before she fell back down on the iron rod that was his cock. Her enormous tits clapped down to her chest in a delayed response.

Derek had to take deep breaths and bite his lower lips to keep from cumming from the sight of her luscious tits bouncing wildly with her every hump. The enormous breasts were a feature she possessed that he could never forget, nor did he wish to. Mrs. Monroe’s hands pressed on his shoulders, almost begging his young hard body to ease down but he didn’t relent.

“Aahhh ohhhh goddd! Oh my gooddddd!” she cried. “Derek! Oh, Derek!”

Derek slipped his hands behind her back, up her soft skin, and hooked over the top of her shoulders. Pulling her down as he bucked up into her, Derek heard the loud smacks their colliding bodies made a change to hard thuds as he rammed inside her. Mrs. Monroe’s fingernails dug into his back and he felt her screaming lips mouth his flexed shoulder before biting down on it. her thick tits mashed into his chest, Derek could see Mrs. Monroe’s fat ass jiggle over her back as he fucked her.

“Oh my god! Oh my god!” Mrs. Monroe screamed. “Derek! Derek! Oh fuck! Derek, I’m cumming! Ahhhh!”

Derek thought he might go deaf at how loud the woman screamed but still, his stiff dick pierced her pussy lips like it was a machine. He felt her body seize on his and she coiled around his humping body like a snake trying to tame its prey.

“Oh, Derek…” she sang. “Cum inside me. Shoot your fucking load deep—ugh! Yes, yes that’s it! cum deep inside that pussy baby! Oh fuck!”

Derek groaned as he stuffed his throbbing shaft deep inside her as he flexed and he felt the warm strings of semen fill her up. His hot breath bathed her shoulder as he continued to buck inside her until his cock twitched one last time inside Mrs. Monroe’s pussy.
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T
 he car ride home—or rather to his mother’s home where Derek was temporarily staying—was a surreal one. Derek felt like he was in a foggy dream and not behind the wheel of a car. The reality of having casual sex with two gorgeous women, twice his age, and both of them being interwoven with his life seemed absurd like it belonged in a dream. Some bizarre fantasy wrapped in a nightmare that he could wake up from.

Arriving at his mother’s house, the sun was just beginning to push away the leftover gray of the night prior. Derek snuck inside like he was ten years younger again and went to his room to grab a change of clothes and his briefcase. He figured he could shower and change at his gym to keep from bumping into his mother. The second to last thing Derek wanted to do was to lie to his mother about where he’d been, what he’d been doing, and with whom… the last
 thing he wanted to do was to tell her the truth.

Mrs. Margaret Weismen, his mother, had been a pivotal character in his life ever since the death of his father. In her prime, she was named one of the top lawyers in the state and featured in multiple magazines for both the cases she handled and the verdicts she managed to always win. Class-action lawsuits against pesticide companies on behalf of sick families, another against a Fortune 500 company that illegally removed pensions from thousands of workers after they had spent a lifetime earning them, she even argued a case in front of the Supreme Court many years ago. There was no argument to be made. Derek’s mom was the reason why he became a lawyer.

Margaret Weismen never wielded a gun or scalpel, nor did she run a business, but between her pen, voice, and her wits the woman had changed thousands of lives for the better and effected real change in the US government. It made the mind-numbing and ethics-scorching work that Derek was doing now all the harder to swallow.

Perhaps it was foolish for Derek to romanticize the law so much over his six years getting his undergraduate degree and law degree, but he’d always imagined that he would follow in his mother’s footsteps. He knew the hours would be long and the work tenuous, but he’d thought he’d be fighting for a cause or inspired by his work.

The shower at the gym was hot and felt amazing. He considered getting in a quick workout before the shower but the way his back and shoulders hurt from last night’s romp talked him out of it. Derek was an in-shape guy, but he wasn’t used to having a sex life this
 active. Muscles were being worked he didn’t know he had.

Arriving at Whitmore & Loin’s Law Firm, Derek scanned his badge past the tired-looking security guard and to the elevator up the highrise building thirty floors. Whitmore & Loin’s had the top floors, twenty-eight to forty-five all for the partners, associates, senior and junior staff. The twenty-eighth and twenty-ninth floors were for show and introductions for prospective clients so really the law firm started on the thirtieth floor which made sense because Derek was the lowest of the low.

The only other associates, or employees for that matter, at the firm this early were the junior associates who had been there less than five years. Derek smiled at Monica who sat across from his cubicle as he set down his coffee and briefcase and took a seat. Monica’s face brightened at his arrival and she shot a smile back.

“How was your weekend?” she asked.

“Uh, exhausting,” he said cryptically.

“Move out of your mom’s basement yet?” Monica teased with a crooked smirk.

“Ha ha. No just… helped a friend of my mom’s with some handyman stuff.”

Monica made an impressed face and leaned forward allowing a slight view of the black line of cleavage visible from the top of her blouse. “Didn’t know you were good with your hands.”

Derek laughed uncomfortably, “I’m not. Everything I touch falls apart eventually.”

Monica rolled her eyes and went back to the paper she was highlighting. “Hm. We’ll see.”

The two-foot stack of papers and folders waiting for him to review remained where he had left it. He didn’t have to worry about running out of work because once that pile was done, there were thirty more cartons of documents waiting for him.

Derek knew he was lucky. Before he even passed the bar exam, one of the most prestigious law firms in Texas hired him with a long, but sure track to partner in the many years to come. Most of his classmates were still fighting for internships or searching for entry-level positions that offered a liveable wage. Even today, Derek could go on social media and see that nearly a year later and still friends of his had not found gainful employment as a lawyer. He knew he should feel blessed. After all, he didn’t even apply to this law school. They literally recruited him. Of course, he did have a 4.0 GPA but that wasn’t rare in the academic circles he traveled in. They said they liked the collection of volunteerism he completed an engagement in the community.

And yet, Derek found himself faking his interest and positive attitude each day he came to work. He knew he had to put in his time, get experience, and make a partner before he made a difference, but how long would that take?


Ten years? Twenty? Am I really going to check out and be some office drone for the next twenty years?


The morning went by with the help of a few cups of coffee. The office filled and busy, well-dressed men and women hustled around Derek’s cubicle while he shifted positions in his office chair and continued to read. Continued to red line. Continued to highlight.

Monica had grabbed sandwiches for Derek and a half dozen others in their area as morning turned to afternoon and Derek’s two-foot stack of papers grew a little shorter.


Bzzt! Bzzt!


By late afternoon, Derek’s vision had blurred and there was a knot in his neck from being hunched over all day.


Bzzt! Bzzt!


Derek realized his cell phone was vibrating on his desk when Monica had thrown a cold french fry over their shared partition.

“My bad,” Derek said, eating the cold fry as he picked up his phone and instantly regretted both decisions. With a mouth full of stale mushy fry, Derek read the text on his phone.




Mrs. Thompson


‘What time are you coming over tonight?’





Derek sighed and hung his head between his knees. He couldn’t keep this up. He needed a break.




Derek


‘I’ve got a lot of work tonight actually. Probably going to pull an all-nighter at the office. Raincheck?’







Mrs. Thompson

‘lol’




Mrs. Thompson


‘Be here at 9 pm







Derek rolled his eyes as he rubbed a palm over his face, shaking his head.

“Derek Weismen?” a senior associate called out over the floor. Derek knew the man, Adam Mallard. The pointy-nosed, high-brow man supervised the entire floor. Adam didn’t know who Derek was. Didn’t know that Derek existed. “Derek Weismen?”

Maybe if Derek put in another three years Adam would know his face but until then…

“Over here,” Derek raised a hand. Adam looked his way with disdain, measuring Derek with narrowed eyes.

“Come on, Ms. Whitmore wants a word,” Adam said like someone held a gun to his head.

Monica remained silent but gave Derek a wide-eyed stare and mouthed, ‘Whitmore?!’ as if she screamed it.
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T
 he top floor of the building was reserved entirely for Ms. Whitmore, the senior partner and member of Derek’s mother’s book club. Her office was enormous. The wall of windows that looked down on the Austin skyline had an amazing view of the sun lowering in the sky. The room was a mix of grays, whites, and blacks. Leaving his escort behind, Derek stepped inside and began the long walk past a full living room, fireplace, and kitchen island with a fully stocked bar. Across the hall were luxury conference rooms for senior meetings and Anastasia, Ms. Whitmore’s assistant.

Ms. Whitmore stood behind her white marble desk which was twice the size of an average desk. She sipped a scotch as she looked out the windows to the world beneath her.

Derek stood in silence for a full minute before he questioned if she knew he was there. He cleared his throat and said, “Ms. Whitmore, y—you asked for me?”

Another moment passed before she turned around and took him in as if she were studying his anatomy for some test. Finishing off the rest of her drink, she set it down on a wooden coaster on the far side of her desk.

“I hear you had a date last night,” Ms. Whitmore said.

Instantly, Derek’s belly dropped three feet.


Of course, she knew. Everyone knew. The city would be abuzz with Mrs. Monroe going on a date with a lawyer half her age.


“Y-yes,” he stuttered out and felt the blow of her eyes flickering up to meet his. The power of her gaze gripping his made him take a step back and without realizing it and not fully understanding why, he qualified his statement, “Yes, ma’am.”

Ms. Whitmore’s lips curved ever so slightly at the edges. Amused by Derek’s uncomfortableness.

“Well? How did it go?” she asked.

“Uh, fine… fine, ma’am,” he said. “It was a pleasant evening.”

Ms. Whitmore walked around her desk and motioned to the short chair for Derek to sit. He did and felt like a kid in the principal’s office. Ms. Whitmore half sat on the edge of her desk inches in front of him. The dark gray skirt that hugged her thighs was stretched to its limits as it inched higher up her hips. Derek would have said she was a gorgeous woman had he not been so intimidated by her. Her flowing black hair draped on the sides of her face. Pouty lips looked always ready to kiss but her severe dark brown eyes could bore holes through steel.

Ms. Whitmore often dressed masculine which suited her personality but today Derek couldn’t help but notice her plump breasts protruding from her gray button-up blouse. It was strange seeing such an attractive woman in such a terrifying and small package.

“You’ve been with the firm for how long?” she asked.

“Eight months, ma’am,” he said and wondered why her new title he just created came off his tongue easier with use.

“That’s right,” Ms. Whitmore grinned as she looked up and away as if recalling a fond memory. “I remember the day we hired you.”

Derek furrowed his brow, why would she remember the day I was hired? Dozens of employees are hired, fired, and transferred every day here.


Derek wiped the questioning look off of his face before her gaze returned to him. She moved back around her desk, opened a drawer, and lit up a cigarette she pulled from it. a visualization of her power. Master of the universe. She took a long drag off of it as if to say rules don’t apply to her. She makes the rules. Derek shifted uncomfortably under her gaze.

“You understand this firm handles thousands of clients… billions of dollars in assets?” she asked and Derek nodded. Ms. Whitmore cocked her head to the side and narrowed her eyes. “Excuse me?”

“Uh, yes… yes, ma’am,” he straightened and watched the dance of gray smoke circle beside her up into the raised ceiling.

“Politically speaking,” she continued after a moment, “Andrew Wallabee is the most important client to this firm. The same Andrew Wallabee who works for Monroe Accounting. The same Monroe Accounting Mrs. Monroe’s family owns…”

Derek’s eyes fell anticipating the scolding. It was alleged that Andrew Wallabee, a senior accountant with Monroe Accounting, had pillaged several retirement and pension accounts that belonged to the sickly and elderly. The case was easy to strike a chord with the nation as the victims were hundreds and thousands of elderly suffering from dementia, cancer, or other serious conditions. Millions of dollars went missing over the course of years adding up to twenty million. Victimizing the mentally degraded and near-dead was an easy crime to get away with, they were so distracted as it was. In fact, the only reason an investigation was opened at all was at the mayor’s urging and that was months after a savvy intern who happened to be the granddaughter of one of the victims brought it to his attention. Things spiraled out of control very quickly once the mayor got involved.

“Look at me when I speak to you,” Ms. Whitmore snapped and Derek melted an inch in front of her. “Andrew Wallabee may be a piece of shit thief and a half-wit, but the mayor has brought all the eyes of the country and world onto us with this case. Perspective clients for the next ten years will judge us on the outcome of this one case and without so much as consulting the firm you just go out with the daughter of the owner of Monroe Accounting?”

“I apologize, I was just trying to be nice, ma’am.”

Ms. Whitmore scoffed to herself and took one last drag before putting the butt out in an empty coffee cup.

“Did you fuck her?” Ms. Whitmore asked without looking at him.

Derek was caught off guard. His mouth agape.

“Well?” she pressed.

“I… I…”

“You… you…” she said coming back around the table, shaking her head and blowing a loose strand of hair from her face. “You think you can spread your dirty seed wherever you want and there won't be consequences?”

With her hands on her hips as she looked down on him with a scolding look she ordered, “Take off your pants.”

Derek was speechless. The world stopped. Nothing made sense. Did she just say…


“Don’t make me ask again…” she spoke sternly. “You plan on working here tomorrow, don’t you?”

Derek’s hands moved slowly like he was in a dream. Unbuckling his belt and unbuttoning his pants. He waited for her to tell him to stop. That this was a test and he passed or failed it. but neither happened. When he slid his pants off, Ms. Whitmore leaned back on her desk, glancing down at the bulge in his boxers, she smiled.

“Now your boxers,” she said.

Sliding them down to the left his half-limp cock curved and drooped down toward the senior partner of his law firm. There was nothing more humiliating or submissive than being naked in front of a dressed superior.

They both stay where they were for several minutes. Derek with his head hung feeling defeated and Ms. Whitmore wore a half-amused grin as she stared down at him. After a moment, she began to trace her fingers up and down her cleavage. Her fingers found the arcs of her breasts and circled her nipples. The twitches in his cock came involuntary. Pulses shot through his shaft like sonar. When she unbuttoned the top two buttons of her shirt and revealed the black lacy bra underneath, Derek realized she was doing it intentionally.


She’s watching my cock get hard.


And it was. When she cupped her breasts with both her hands, rubbed her palms down her skirted thighs, and her calves covered in pantyhose, my cock stiffened. Soon it stood firm and pointing at the head of my law firm like a large finger pointing at her.

Ms. Whitmore snickered to herself and to Derek’s surprise, he saw a slight blushing in her cheeks. Until that moment, he wasn’t sure she was human with how intimidating she was.

“Well, my my… it’s true… you do have a rather impressive cock,” Ms. Whitmore said as she stood and moved closer.

Something about those words struck him strangely but before he could analyze them Ms. Whitmore was nearly straddling his thigh as she stood over him. The lip of her skirt tickled his bare thigh as she reached down with one disinterested hand and gripped his shaft. Her hold was tight and firm and made my body stiffen as hard as my cock did.

“Ahmmm,” he groaned. He didn’t know if it was in pain or pleasure.

Ms. Whitmore leaned over, “Is this the dirty fucking cock you fucked her with?”

“Ah—yes, yes,” he said as her grip tightened.

“Are you going to do it again?”

“No—no.”

“No?” the inflection in her voice raised and she tightened her grip again until she was basically choking his shaft.

“Yes?” he blurted out, trying to figure out what she wanted.

Ms. Whitmore laughed a humiliating laugh and softened her grip. Petting his cock as if it was a cat in his lap, her fingers stroked his shaft and balls as if apologizing.

“This cock doesn’t fuck or not fuck anyone without my permission, do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he sighed.

Her fist tightened around the head of his cock, making him nearly stand from his seat.

“Mistress. Call me, mistress,” she demanded.

“Yes—yes, mistress. Yes, mistress,” he repeated.

“Good…” she said and began stroking his cock with a purpose.

Derek let out a groan that was somewhere between a sigh of relief and a moan as her fist firmly stroked the meat of his shaft up and down. The stress of the situation had him breathing heavily.

“Oh, you like that? You like that don’t you you dirty boy,” Mistress Whitmore said. When he didn’t respond she jerked her face down and closer to his. Through gritted teeth, she growled. “Answer me!”

“Yes, yes, yes, Mistress,” he shrunk.

She giggled and left her lips inches from the side of his face. Her hand was still roughly but pleasurably pumping his thick cock.

“Good boy, good fucking boy… you answer your boss when she talks to you or. Your. Boss. Might. Do. Some. Thing. you. Don’t. like.” Mistress Whitmore pumped his cock with every word. She inched her face closer with every word.

Derek could feel her hot breath bathe her cheek. If he turned his head he could see down into her shirt but he was too scared too. It felt like having a lioness hovering over his face. He didn’t know if she would bite him, scratch him, or kiss him. and yet, his cock flexed in his mistress’ palm as she picked up the pace.

Mistress Whitmore released another maniacal giggle that worried Derek. “Mmmm but you do have this nice big fucking cock don’t you,” she said in his ear while jerking him faster and making him groan. “Ohhh, does that hurt? No? does it feel fucking good?”

“Yes… yes, mistress,” he managed to grunt as pre-cum spilled out of the tip.

Mistress Whitmore laughed again and unexpectedly made a long lap with her tongue on his cheek like a cat cleaning another.

“Mmmmm I licked you so you’re mine now. Do you understand?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Means you have to do whatever I say from now on, do you understand?” Mistress Whitmore was panting on his ear now. hot breath like a bitch in heat as she squatted down on his thigh. Derek thought he could feel her wet panties squish on his bare thigh.

“Yes, ugh, yes, mistress.”

Using two hands now, she pumped his throbbing shaft. She handled it so roughly, his cock was nearly numb. She spat on it and he watched a string of saliva linger between the tip of his cock and her lips before she licked it away. Her spit mixed with his ample pre-cum made his entire shaft glisten. One hand worked the base of his shaft while the other groped and circled the head, leaving him in a place between agony and pleasure.

“Mmmmm you fucking like that? Look at these big fucking balls. Are they full of milk for your mistress? Do you want to shoot your fucking load for your mother fucking mistress?” Mistress Whitmore whined as one of her hands rubbed and groped his ballsack with almost too much force. “Are you going to cum for me?”

“Yes, mistress,” he grunted.

“Then do it!” she yelled. “Cum. Cum now before I never let you cum again! Come on good boy, cum for your fucking mistress!”

Derek squinted and clenched his teeth as the orgasm struck like a punch. Cum erupted from his swollen head like it was a volcano erupting. Milky white semen shot into the air as she pumped his shaft and fell on Ms. Whitmore’s hand and wrist. Slings of white roped splattered over his flexing shaft and thighs.

“Mmmmm… that’s it… good boy…” Ms. Whitmore smirked with a devious smile. “Mmm just look at the big mess you made, you dirty dirty boy.”

Ms. Whitmore looked as though she was about to say something else when her office phone rang. Immediately her hand left his cock. She walked over to a bar kitchen counter along the wall and grabbed a towel. Wiping his cum off her hands as she walked to her desk, Ms. Whitmore looked over her shoulder with a stern look when Derek started to reach for his pants.

“Don’t move,” she commanded and Derek froze. Ms. Whitmore answered her phone and listened for a long minute. Derek felt his cock twitch as the last of his semen oozed out the tip.

“When?” Ms. Whitmore sniped into her phone. The look on her face was contrite and full of rage. It was like she was a different person from who she was a minute ago with Derek’s cock in her hand. “Where is he? No, the mayor! Get the car ready. We’re going to see him, now!”

Ms. Whitmore slammed the phone down on the receiver and panted through her teeth like a rabid dog. Derek was still frozen where he sat. Pants around his ankles, a mess around his limp cock. Ms. Whitmore looked at him and released a final sigh.

“Put your pants on,” she ordered and Derek complied. Ms. Whitmore looked at her sleek watch that was worth more money than he made in a year. “It seems my plan for the day has been ruined. Be back here at 8 tonight.”

Derek licked his lips and thought to respond but Ms. Whitmore was already storming out the door. She was not asking a question. She was not inviting a response. She was giving an order.

Derek blew out a deep breath. Mrs. Thompson at 9 pm… Ms. Whitmore at 8 pm…


As if reading his mind there was a buzzing of his phone, it was Angela Thompson.




Mrs. Thompson








‘Don’t be late. You don’t want to see what happens when you leave a cougar in heat waiting…’
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T
 aking the elevator back down a few dozen floors gave Derek a brief moment to think as he adjusted his boxers through his pants. The sticky semen still layered on his member and dried to his discomfort.

Derek wasn’t a fan of coincidence. Nothing had changed about Derek’s personality, physical appearance, or socio-economic status in the last month. And yet, his sex life had taken a dramatic turn. Setting aside the stacking complications for his professional life, it was no coincidence that he had fucked three of the last three members of his mother’s book club in the last week. Conversations were being had behind his back.

Perhaps that was it, he figured. Mrs. Thompson had been speaking of their sexual relationship with other members. They heard he was decent in bed and now they were sharing him. That was weird, but not too strange, he supposed. And yet, it felt like there was something else that he was missing. Why were they passing him around now? Just for sex or something else?


Shit.


Derek’s eyes went wide and he felt his heart drop in free fall for a brief moment as he realized something he hadn’t before.


Did Mrs. Thompson tell my mom about me? About us? About all of us?


The dread and embarrassment competed for the space at the forefront of his consciousness as the elevator stopped on his floor. Stepping out, he stuttered a step and nearly walked into the group of people waiting to get onto the elevator.

“Derek!” a high-pitched song of a voice announced. “There he is!”

Through the sea of black suits and tall-shouldered men, a shorter woman with large protruding breasts stood with her arms already wide for a hug. Derek recognized the voice just prior to seeing her face. The last time he had heard her voice was several hours ago while she cried out his name in orgasm.

“Uh, hi… hi there,” Derek managed to stutter as Mrs. Monroe wrapped her arms around him and pulled him in for a hug. She wore a pale blue pantsuit with a blouse that struggled to cover her cleavage. Despite her attempt at professionalism, with gorgeous and large breasts like hers, everything seemed a bit slutty on her.

“I was just telling these gentlemen about you,” Mrs. Monroe said as her fingers squeezed and massaged the back of Derek’s triceps mischievously. Derek quickly pulled away as he felt the stare of dozens of his colleagues, supervisors, and clients watching him. “This is the one I had the privilege of meeting last night. He’s one of your lawyers, Andrew.”

Mrs. Monroe looked over her shoulder at a stout man with a pale face and loose skin. Derek had seen photos of the man and of course, watched him on the TV news when he made his appearances in court, but this was the first time he met his client, Andrew Wallabee, in person. The man smiled a greasy grin that squinted his eyes as he shook Derek’s hand.

“How are you, my old boy?” Andrew Wallabee asked as he tapped Derek’s shoulder. “The case coming along alright.”

“Uh, yes, yes—of course,” Derek answered reflexively. It was then he recognized several of the other men that stood around them. three were senior associates (each of whom glared smiles at Derek like they waited for him to say the wrong thing) while the others were CEO, CFO, and COO of Monroe Accounting.


The entire Monroe family.


Mrs. Monroe smiled a devious smirk before leaning in to touch Andrew’s shoulder and whisper, “Derek told me last night that he had discovered a winning strategy for your case, Andrew.”


What? I had?


“Really?” Andrew Wallabee’s eyes brightened as he looked between Mrs. Monroe and Derek.

“It was quite ingenious and all the more impressive for it to come from a fresh-faced junior associate,” Mrs. Monroe added with an admiring raised eyebrow.


What is she doing? I have no strategy. There is no strategy!


“Well, I’d love to hear more about it. care to join us upstairs? We’ve got a meeting with Ms. Whitmore.”

Panic boiled in his stomach and he felt his heart beat quicker in his chest. Suddenly, Derek felt like he was back in speech class as a kid and had forgotten his speech while the class stared at him.

“I—” he started but Mrs. Monroe spoke for him.

“Actually, we have other things to discuss than strategy today, Andrew,” Mrs. Monroe said pleasantly. “Billing and such, I’m sure Ms. Whitmore can suffice in explaining the new direction they’re taking. We should get going. Don’t want to be later than we already are.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” Andrew smiled and gave Derek’s hand a final shake. “Good to have met you, Derek.”

“Yes, sir,” Derek replied, relieved to watch them move onto the elevator. Mrs. Monroe gave Derek a playful wink as the doors closed. He shrunk back across the room to his desk. All of his colleagues still watched him but pretended they didn’t.

It took several minutes for the eyes to peel away and back to their work but eventually all but one set of eyes did.

“So, you know Mrs. Monroe?” Monica asked. Disbelief and intrigue were in her voice.

“Uh, it's complicated…” Derek sighed. “I just met her last night.”

He didn’t realize how the words came out until a shocked look sprouted on Monica’s face.

“You didn’t…” she started.

“No, no… of course not,” Derek lied at the implied question. “A friend of a friend asked… she needed company for a charity thing is all.”

“What’d Ms. Whitmore want?” she asked.

“Just wanted to talk about the case,” he replied.

Monica nodded with suspicious eyes, thankfully she kept her suspicions to herself so Derek didn’t have to lie anymore.

Derek’s work was a welcome distraction. Hours ticked by as he fell back into his routine. Five o’clock came by and the senior associates and hourly employees left Derek and the rest of the Junior associates to their work. Derek would have been there until nine or ten at night had he not had other appointments.
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A
 t five minutes to eight, he sent for the elevator. His stomach did backflips while he waited for the elevator. Derek had avoided Monica’s advancements on him for the past months because he didn’t want to entangle his personal and professional lives. He was in the beginning stages of a promising career, the last thing he needed was his dating life to force HR to fire him. Now, he was on his way to a booty call with the senior partner.

It was dark on the top floor. Quiet. No phones rang. Ms. Whitmore’s secretary was gone for the evening. Derek hesitated outside her office doors for a minute wondering if he should knock or just let himself inside. Testing the doorknob, it opened and he entered the office with hesitant steps. There weren’t any lights on in the enormous office either. The graying sky was the only light that shone through the windows. Then he saw the small red glow of a cigarette tip being smoked.

Ms. Whitmore sat on the couch with her feet crossed and resting on the glass coffee table. He approached her and opened his mouth to speak but she spoke first.

“You’re late,” she said and took another long drag.

He looked at his watch. 8:01 pm.


“I’m sorry, ma’am. I…”

“Mistress,” she corrected. “When we are in private you will always refer to me as Mistress.”

“Yes, I mean, I’m sorry, Mistress,” Derek said then shifted awkwardly under her gaze in silence. A minute passed in silence as she exchanged drags off her cigarette and drinks from the red wine beside her. “Ma—Mistress, I wonder if this is such a good idea. I don’t want to overstep my bounds but, I just don’t want to create a situation between us that could affect my career… here…”

Suddenly, Derek felt like he was talking too much. Ms. Whitmore remained silent and continued to smoke, drink, and watch him as if he was on display. Finishing off her wine, she set the glass down and stood. Walking around to him, Derek watched the cigarette secured between her fingers. She circled behind him like he was a maniken wearing something she considered buying.

“You don’t want to create
 a situation…” she repeated with a bemused look on her face. The orange glowing tip of her smoke danced inches away from his neck and cheek as held it up casually. “You’re concerned about your career.” Ms. Whitmore took a step closer to Derek’s left side and the burning cigarette lingered beside his cheek. He could feel the heat warm his face. “And you think denying me what I want is best for your career?”

Derek’s nervousness became palpable as the threat of physical pain became a possibility. After a moment, Ms. Whitmore gave a small, self-satisfied laugh and returned to her empty wine glass.

“Take off your clothes,” she said as she stamped out her cigarette into an ashtray.

Derek’s hesitation didn’t last as long as it had this afternoon. By the time Ms. Whitmore had turned around, Derek was shirtless and his pants dropped around his ankles. A ghost of a grin formed on her lips as she stared at the limp cock that hung between them.

“Come with me,” she said and led him to her large desk in front of the wall of windows.

Putting her back to the window, she pulled him to her and unexpectedly kissed him hard. Her tongue slid into his mouth and deep. She kissed like it was an attack. Her hands seized his face and neck. Her teeth bit his lower lip then continued to tongue the roof of his mouth. Reflexively, his cock flexed and jumped as life raised it. As if sensing this, Ms. Whitmore lowered a hand to his shaft and began stroking him.

“Mmm, there he is…” she purred as she pulled away from the kiss. Her reverse grip on his cock was rough and firm as she stroked him. Each pump hardened his shaft until his tip nearly touched the cold pane of glass he stared out. night fell across the city but a thousand apartment, office, and store lights lit up the sides of the skyscrapers surrounding them. Way down below headlights and taillights moved in a line and bodies crowded one another along the sidewalk. Thousands of people all oblivious to the naked man being jacked off above them.

“God, I keep forgetting how fucking hard you are…” Mistress Whitmore sighed to herself as she gripped harder and jerked faster.

Derek let out a grunt and caught himself on the window as he was pulled off balance.

“Oh, was that too rough? Too rough for your fucking dick?” Mistress Whitmore asked and mockingly petted his face with her other hand. “Awe poor baby. Here let your mistress kiss it and make it all better…”

Mistress Whitmore hiked up her skirt and quickly lowered to her knees. Instead of excitement, fear gripped him as he looked down and watched her red lips pull back to reveal her white perfect teeth as she gently fed the tip of Derek’s cock into her mouth. Looking up at him, Mistress Whitmore slid her warm and wet tongue down the base of the head of his cock while lightly pressing her top row of teeth down on the top of his dick. It didn’t hurt but was enough pressure to make him feel uncomfortable and start to panic.

“Oh, dear,” Mistress Whitmore laughed, lifting from his cock. “You should see your face. Oh, I’m sorry, darling. I was supposed to be making it better, wasn’t I?” she asked while making long strokes on his shaft. She bit her lip, narrowing her eyes on him. “Making your big fucking cock feel better. Making you feel good and here I am just having my fun… what a bad mistress I am… here, have a kiss.”

Mistress Whitmore hid her teeth with her plush red lips and fed the head of his cock into her mouth. Derek groaned as she immediately deep-throated his shaft and bobbed up and down on it with vicious intensity. He had to brace himself with his palms against the glass as Mistress Whitmore face fucked herself on his cock. His iron rod flexed in her mouth as the sloppy sounds of her saliva drowning his dick filled the office.

Her aggressiveness and dominance created an anxiety in Derek that made the moment more pleasurable and terrifying at the same time. Fear of what she would do next left him anticipating every move with worry in his heart while at the same time enjoying the excitement of the moment. Finally, Mistress Whitmore withdrew his cock from her mouth. A string of saliva mixed with pre-cum stretched between as she stood and led him in a daze to her desk.

The daze lasted for over a minute during which time he questioned his reality several times. When he awoke from the fog that seemed to shroud the world, Derek was laid prostrate on Mistress Whitmore’s desk. The few items on it had been knocked to the floor carelessly, including a now-destroyed computer monitor. Mistress Whitmore had his wrists secured with handcuffs that dug into his flesh. The chain was attached to the desk somewhere on the left side and Mistress Whitmore was tying a rope around his ankles that was attached to the floor on the right side of the desk.

“Now,” Mistress Whitmore said with a satisfied sigh. Her palm rested on his bare thigh, rubbed up his ribcage, and circled over his muscular abs. “What to do with you?”

“Mistress Whitmore, I don’t⁠—”

“Quiet!” she snapped and clutched his chin between her thumb and index finger. “You are to speak only when spoken to, understand? …understand?!”

“Y—yes. Yes, mistress,” he blurted out.

“Good boy…” she whispered gently and petted his cheek. “Maybe there’s hope for you after all.”

Mistress Whitmore unbuttoned her blouse as she walked slow circles around the desk like a shark targeting her prey.

“I hear you and you alone came up with a winning strategy for the Wallabee case…” she said, tossing her shirt to the floor and revealing her perfect breasts being cradled by a red bra.

“Mistress, I didn’t know what—ah!” Derek started but was cut short when Mistress Whitmore grabbed his hard cock roughly and leaned in to scold him.

“That wasn’t a question!” she yelled. “Speak again and you will leave here with a dick that is black and blue.”

“Mmmm,” Derek hummed a groan until her grip loosened.

Mistress Whitmore released him and unzipped her skirt. Letting it fall away, she wore a lacey red thong to match the bra. She left her red high heels on as she climbed onto the desk, kneeling over his legs until his hard cock bounced just inches in front of her taut belly.

“Ooooo, I think your cock likes your mistress’ lingerie,” she sang with a perky smile. The speed at which she could switch between threatening rage and girlish sweetness was terrifying. She inched forward, straddling Derek’s thighs until the base of his cock rested against her belly. “Is that because you want your big fucking cock inside your mistress? Is it it?”

Derek hesitated to respond, “Yes, mistress.”

“Mmmm… I bet you do…” Mistress Whitmore purred as she leaned to one side to make room. Grabbing the meat of his shaft as if it was a dildo, she rubbed the head of his cock across the face of her panties, spreading his pre-cum over them. “I bet you want to feel how tight your mistress is…”

She pulled her panties to the side and revealed a shaved bald pussy with a white dribble of juice leaking at the bottom. Mistress Whitmore’s mouth opened as she dragged the tip of his cock across her lips back and forth. When his tip rubbed her clit, she bit her lip and looked up at Derek’s face as if remembering he was there.

“You like that you fucking pussy? You want this fucking pussy? You want me to ride your fucking cock?” she growled.

“Yes, mistress,” he said.

“Say ‘please.’”

“Please, mistress.”

“Say, ‘please ride my big fucking—ugh—cock,’” Mistress Whitmore groaned and rolled her eyes as she circled the tip of his cock on her clit.

“Please ride my big fucking cock, mistress.”

“Good boy…” Mistress Whitmore panted as she squatted down on his girthy head. squinting she took him in slowly and let out a moan as she slid down his shaft. “Ugghhhh fuckkk!”

With sudden speed and hunger, Mistress Whitmore was riding his cock aggressively. Her tight pussy squeezed the meat of his shaft as she bounced up and down. Grabbing the hair clip that held her hair up, she tossed it away and shook free her long-flowing hair that bounced on her shoulders.

“Ohh, yes, that’s it! Fuck your mistress! Fuck your fucking mistress!” she cried.

As restrained as he was there was little he could do, but that little motion was put into bucking his hips up and thrusting inside his mistress. He was lost in the moment. His fear was gone. The feel of the woman’s pussy around him and the sight of her sexy body riding him was like a drug he needed more of.

“Goddamn, your fucking cock is so fucking big!” Mistress Whitmore groaned. “I want it all, oh god, do I want it all. Fuck it up into me. Fuck it up into your mistress! Yes!”

Mistress Whitmore’s breasts bounced in unison in her red bra. The top of her exposed breasts jiggled as they began to fall out from her bra. Her pussy leaked juices over his shaft with every hard thrust down on him. leaning forward and pressing her palms down on his chest, she slammed her hips up and down on his shaft over and over and over with lightning speed as she gritted her teeth and began to pant in a panic.

“Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh, my fucking—yes. Yes. Yes! Fuck me. Keep fucking fucking me. You’re—you’re gonna make your mistress cum. Oh! You’re going to make me fucking…”

Mistress Whitmore stared down at him through slitted eyes and with a pained expression as she rode him and rubbed her clit under her panties with her other hand.

“Oh ffuuuck!” she cried. “I’m fucking cumming!”

Mistress Whitmore’s face turned almost angry then euphoric as she came. Her body flexed and Derek felt his mistress’ pussy clamp down on his shaft which only made him flex harder in response.

“Ahh ahhh ahhh oh god!” she screamed through the orgasm.

Almost seamlessly as soon as she finished she kept riding the boy employee of hers. Slamming her ass down on his cock, she rode him again.

“Ah ah ahh oh yes, you fucking piece of shit!” she growled angrily. “Good boy… mmm good fucking boy… you want your prize? Huh? You want a reward for having a good fucking cock? Then fucking cum in me then.”

Mistress Whitmore leaned fowared, inches from his face as she rode him. her hair draping over her shoulders and dangling over his face.

“That’s right, you piece of shit. I want you to—ugh—to cum inside your mistress. “Do you want to cum inside your mistress?”

“Yes, mistress,” he replied immediately and she giggled through a labored breath.

“Good boy. Then fucking cum, baby. Are you ready? Are. You. Ready?” Mistress Whitmore repeated as she picked up the pace. Sloshing her pussy down on his shaft harder and faster. Her face turned serious then begging then angry as she made demands.

“That’s it! I feel you fucking flexing. I know you want it, you mother fucker!” Mistress Whitmore screamed. Her breasts shook free from her bra and clapped over Derek’s face. “Cum inside your mistress! Fill mommy up. Cum for mommy baby. Cum, oh god, cum inside me!”

Derek’s dick stiffened and balls flexed as the orgasm struck. He felt the heavy loads of semen squirt inside his boss. With his cock buried in his mistress’ pussy, he pumped himself empty.

“Oh… god… mmmm…” Mistress Whitmore panted as she slowed. “Mmmm… I’m going to have fun with you…”

She sighed as she lifted off his softening cock as wobbled a walk over to light another cigarette. As she did the world changed in Derek’s mind from only wanting to cum inside Mistress Whitmore to realizing the complexities of what just happened and how fucked his life had become. Then he remembered something else.

It was a struggle to do, with his hands cuffed above his head, but he arched enough to see his watch on his wrist.


9:01 pm… oh god, Mrs. Thompson!


Mistress Whitmore took a long drag off her new cigarette, enjoying herself.

In a panic, Derek blurted out, “Mistress Whitmore, are—are you finished with me now?”

Mistress Whitmore turned around with an amused expression. She walked back slowly with the cigarette in one hand and her other behind her back, undoing her bra.

“Oh no no no,” she said with a coy smile as she tossed her bra to the side. “We’re just getting started.”




God… what was it that Mrs. Thompson texted… ‘Don’t be late. You don’t want to see what happens when you leave a cougar in heat waiting…’






“And you…” Mistress Whitmore said, taking his messy cock in her left hand as she took a drag with her right. “Just spoke without being spoken to.”
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“J
 esus fucking Christ! Yes!” Mistress Whitmore growled a guttural groan despite her attempts to keep quiet. In the spaces between her moans were the sounds of Derek’s throbbing cock piercing her tight juicy pussy. His fingers tried to grip his boss’ naked body but the amount of sweat she had accumulated over an evening, night, and morning of fucking in her office was vast and layered her entire body. “Aghh fuck! Fuck! That’s it! Fuck your Mistress’ fucking cunt!”

Derek gritted his teeth as he jammed his cock into her pussy from behind like he was jackhammering a nail into the earth. Mistress Whitmore was bent over the back cushion of her black leather sofa. The sofa’s use had been critical for the various positions of fucking throughout the night and the creases and stuffed cushions in strange angles showed it.

Mistress Whitmore arched her back, forcing her ass back as Derek pounded it roughly. Every muscle in his body ached from use and abuse but the feeling of her tight pussy squeezing him felt so fucking good.

“Oh fuck!” she cried out. “Don’t you fucking stop! Don’t you fucking—ugh! Stop!”

Her thin fingers clamped on the couch, squeezing it as her glistening tits swayed and bounced as her entire body rocked forward with every rough buck of his hips into hers.

“Ahh! Ahhh! Yes, yes, yes, yes! Make your Mistress cum!” she cried. Her voice broke and her breaths became stagnant and lost. Suddenly her hand swung behind her and shoved at Derek’s hips to push him away. Derek stumbled back a step and just as his cock fell out of her, Mistress Whitmore’s pussy clenched and squirted down her legs and soaked the couch. “Ugh… god!!!”

The moment hung there just like this hard throbbing cock. Derek watched his Mistress or boss, depending on the time of day, breathe heavily as her entire body raised and fell. Her fingers still clenching the leather fabric of the couch. Derek felt lightheaded and for a moment thought he might fall. He moved away from the large glass coffee table and leaned a hand on the back of a chair while his eyes found his place in the room. He had yet to sleep and the morning sun was beginning to crack over the horizon just outside the wall of the window they overlooked. Over the last nine hours, he had come three times and been put through a series of sexual positions and stresses that he didn’t even know existed. Even now with his pulsing cock still hard he found it difficult to decide which he wanted more: to finish or to find a bed to sleep in.

“Over there, now,” Mistress Whitmore spoke.

Derek straightened from where he leaned, not remembering closing his eyes. Mistress Whitmore had moved in his mental absence to standing beside him. Her naked figure was as gorgeous as ever for a woman of her age. Her taut belly showed evidence of abs, and her round perky breasts stood tall. She pointed to the windows behind her desk and Derek moved there without question.

Mistress Whitmore went to her bar and mini fridge on the opposite side of the room from her couch and filled a tall glass with water then drank it all in one continuous swallow. Reaching into a nearby closet, she removed a black bathrobe that looked as soft as it was expensive. Putting it out, she didn’t bother to tie it closed, just returned to the bar to pour herself a double scotch and turn her attention back to her subordinate.

“Put your palms on the glass,” she ordered and Derek complied. The glass was cold and he felt his hard cock lower some in response. It was still gray outside. The sun still struggling to beat back the remnants of the night that held onto the sky. It was bright enough to see the taxis and ride shares beginning their day in the streets far below. Somewhere close by a semi-truck honked its horn and the sound carried through the city.

He could hear his mistress open a drawer in her desk, the crinkle of her removing a cigarette from a pack, and the double flick of a lighter as she lit it. another minute passed as he listened to her switch between taking drags of her smoke and sips from her short glass of scotch. His cock had nearly drooped completely down by the time he felt her touch again. Her soft, cool palm rubbed up and down the tired muscles of his back.

“Mmmm… Well, for once I can say the rumors were true,” Mistress Whitmore purred with satisfaction. Her hand rubbed down his ass, along his thigh, and up to his abs. “You are a good lay…”

“Rumors?” Derek muttered out loud. His exhausted mind had lost its discipline.

Mistress Whitmore quickly reached in front of him, snatching the loose rope that was his cock and squeezing the meat of his shaft.

“Ah,” Derek winced and his knees buckled.

Mistress Whitmore’s lips hovered centimeters from his cheek. Her hot breath bathed his face and the hint of the smell of the smoke she still held in her other hand was still in the air.

“Be careful. I enjoy you, boy, but be careful,” she warned.

“Yes, mistress,” he managed to exhale. “I’m sorry, mistress.”

Satisfied, she loosened her grip enough to begin stroking his meat. Despite its use and abuse, his cock hardened immediately under her touch.

“Oh, have you not cum, yet?” Mistress Whitmore asked as her strokes became longer. “What a good boy… Maybe I should reward my good boy for his good behavior.”

Derek breathed faster as he flexed in his mistress’ palm. Her fingers stroked down to the base then all the way back up to the head of his cock. The black sleeve of her robe whipped back and forth with the jagged motion of her arm like it was a cape. Her eyes leered at my throbbing cock as she stroked it and she shook her head in disbelief. “God… you’re so fucking big… wish I’d known sooner. We could have been working on your promotion months ago.”

Mistress Whitmore bit her lip as she studied his face and pumped his cock harder, she got off on every wince and facial expression he made. She squinted as she took a drag off her cigarette and blew the cloud of smoke out to the side behind his head.

“Why so hard, baby?” she asked in her signature, condescending voice. Her raspy tone cut at him as she squeezed his shaft harder. “Do you like being milked by your mistress?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

“God, you feel like a goddamn baseball bat in my hand,” she growled and seemed to squeeze and try to bend his throbbing shaft but couldn’t as his girth would have taken two of her hands. “Part of me wants to keep you locked in my office all day.”

She bit her lip again and pumped him faster making him groan. The robe she wore swayed open from her motion and the sides draped around the sides of her bulbous breasts. Her hard nipples pointed at him like an accusation.

“I could change all my meetings to video conferences and have you eat me out from under my desk while I listened to their drivel,” she said with mild amusement in her smirk. During every phone call, I’ll ride your cock like it was my dildo. I’d fucking drown you with all my juices. Would you like that?”

“Ugh—yes, yes, mistress,” he growled. His thoughts were not his own anymore. He was so close. he couldn’t focus on much.

“Hmmm, good boy,” she whispered and leaned forward, brushing a soft kiss on his cheek while continuing to stroke him. “Do you want to cum now, boy?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good, then cum for me. Cum all over my fucking office window. Cum now and cum hard. Cum for your mistress!”

Mistress Whitmore’s tits swayed from side to side as she stroked him faster. She flicked her long black hair back and over her shoulder so it was out of the way, but in doing so her robe slipped off her shoulders. Her breasts bounced wildly as she jerked him off vigorously.

“Yes… Good boy… cum for me!” she ordered. “Give it all to me!”

Derek’s eyes rolled back involuntarily as he came, shooting his load over the window. The intensity was sharp and drowned him in pleasure. His knees temporarily gave out as she continued to pump him dry.













CHAPTER
 THIRTEEN












“I
 ’m exhausted,” Derek sighed as he slowly pulled on his clothes.

His back ached and his thighs were tired like he had just had a long leg workout. Zipping up his jeans, Derek slumped into one of the chairs they hadn’t fucked in and ruined with their sweat and fluids. Mistress Whitmore remained in her office chair, her robe lightly cinched shut as she puffed her second cigarette for the morning. A look of bored amusement rested on her face as she watched Derek dress.

“You’re young,” she said. “You’ll be fine.”

Derek nodded and accepted his long day ahead of him. He hoped the hint he dropped would be enough to get him the morning off from work, seeing as though he was two hours away from the time he would normally arrive at the office. Derek figured he had enough time to get home, shower, change, and come back.


God, I haven’t even thought about Mrs. Thompson. I need to call or text her. I need to get ahead of this before that crazy lady does something crazy.


Derek stood, buckling his belt, and buttoning up his shirt. He didn’t know what last night meant for his career future was in jeopardy, to say the least. It's safe to say being dominated by the senior partner of his law firm would have adverse effects on what the next weeks and months would look like. And just like that, there was another prong on his side to complicate his life.

“We’re discussing a plea deal for the Wallabee case,” Mistress Whitmore said. There was a probing tone to her voice.

“I thought we were going to trial?” Derek asked, wincing as he wondered if he was going to be punished for asking a question.

Mistress Whitmore hesitated, her bemused smile grew for a moment before she spoke.

“New… information has come to light.”

Derek made a face, “I haven’t seen anything in doc review.”

“Political opportunities are giving us more options,” she said. “Might have a meeting with the district attorney in the coming week.”

“Oh,” Derek said because he wasn’t sure what she meant. “I, uh, should go home a change before starting the day.”

Mistress Whitmore stamped out her cigarette into an ashtray, “Take the day off. I don’t need a zombie working for me. This law firm needs your cock more than your mind right now.”

Derek sighed a note of relief and nodded. Leaving his boss’ office, he was halfway out the door when she added, “Get your rest, Derek. You’ll need it.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow… Mistress Whitmore,” Derek left feeling just as uncomfortable as when he went in.

Derek drove home in silence. His mind was a combination of busy and confused at the same time.


Why did my boss tell me about the deal? Was she just making conversation? Is my role in the case expanding? Will I get to participate in the pre-meetings with the senior associates? Maybe I’ll get a chance to help craft the offer.


His mind wandered down the wondrous path of possibility as he considered the few positive outcomes before the sobering reality set in.


No matter how much fun I have over the next weeks… this is not going to have a happy ending.


Arriving home, it was barely after six in the morning. His mother would still be in bed—she usually woke closer to eight now that she worked on a more self-employed status. She didn’t have a huge law firm, partners, or even a paralegal anymore. Retiring many years ago, she took a buyout from her partners and could easily live a comfortable life on her savings but chose to keep busy. She kept her standing as a lawyer up to date and still practiced on small cases that were mostly pro bono. Immigration, civil rights, representing the indigent… that kind of thing. His mother was such a good person that at times he felt guilty. Like nothing he did was good enough. And that was before he was sleeping with three of her best friends behind her back.

Derek quietly unlocked the back door and tiptoed inside. He figured he’d take a quick shower and be in bed before his mother was awake.

That was until he was frozen still in the kitchen at the site of his mother sitting at the kitchen counter. The usual sea of papers surrounded her and the bags under her eyes revealed the exhaustion she was feeling after staying awake all night.

“Oh, mom. You scared me. What are you doing up?” Derek said trying to hide his panic. He was in his mid-twenties and felt as though he was fifteen years old and being scolded for sneaking out of the house.

“Oh, you know, work. The usual,” his mother sighed and combed a hand through her hair as she released an exasperated breath. “Start reading one brief and you say ‘just one more’ and sooner or later the sun’s rising. How about you? How was your late night? Didn’t home at all last night. Was worried about you.”

Derek forced a smile onto his lips and nodded, willing himself to appear relaxed and unbothered by the line of questioning he received.

“What? oh, yeah, they had to file this brief this morning—first thing—and they need it to be rewritten so me and a couple of others worked through the night getting it done.”

His mother sipped at a cold-looking cup of coffee and gave a small nod as she thought. Derek wondered if he said too much or not enough. Did he have a tell? Was she already suspicious of him?

After a long moment, she set down her coffee cup and said, “I spoke to Angela last night. She called me close to ten o’clock.


Thud! Thud! Thud!


Derek’s heart crashed into his chest as he felt a layer of sweat form on his palms and forehead. Ten o’clock at night would have been about the time she realized Derek had blown her off and didn’t show up for their date. His stomach boiled and twisted uncomfortably. For a brief moment, the ridiculousness of the situation flashed across his mind.


I’m an adult! Why do I care what she thinks? What she wants?


But then reality set in.


She’s my mother. My only family. Of course, I care.


“Really? What for?” he said and struggled to hide the break in his voice.

“Well,” she hesitated. “About you?”

Derek made an exaggerated expression then dialed it back until his mom seemed to buy it.

“I guess she said that you had been going over there a few times now… like just before our last book club meeting?” his mother was probing. He knew her lawyer tactics. The slight voice she used to lull witnesses into divulging their secrets. That meant she didn’t know what happened but it also meant she suspected something
 did happen.

“Yeah…” he said then said it again more convincingly. “Yeah, well, I was just helping her out, you know, with projects around the house. Handyman type of thing.”

It was a terrible lie. His mother knew as well as he did that he didn’t know any more than what YouTube told him about being a handyman.

“Why didn’t you tell me? I knew you went over there that one time weeks ago but multiple?”

“I didn’t want you to feel bad or guilty or whatever since you suggested I help out in the first place. Mrs. Thompson just had more than a few things she needed help with,” Derek said.

“Okay,” his mother nodded and looked to the floor for a long minute.

“Well, I took the day off to rest. I think I’m going to go shower and off to bed so…” he was almost to the stairs when she stopped him.

“Derek… Has Mrs. Thompson asked any of you?” her tone was cautious. Her brow knitted and her concern had the false look of anger. “Like other than things around the house. Like maybe something work-related or…”

“No, not really. Nothing,” Derek replied automatically.

“Okay,” she said. “Go get some sleep.”

The only thing that felt better than the hot shower was curling up in his bed and sleeping all day. Even the torturous thought of Angela firing a shot across Derek’s bow with the call to his mother wasn’t enough to keep him awake. Derek’s body and mind definitely needed every bit of the rest he received. It was later that afternoon after he woke that he texted Mrs. Thompson. In two short and carefully crafted texts, he explained why he never showed up and questioned the woman why she called and told his mother the things that she had. There was no response. He would not get a response until the following weekend.

The rest of the week was spent in a mixture of completing his daily tasks at work and, to Derek’s delight, he also sat in on senior associate and senior partner meetings discussing the deal and the strategy they would have in the negotiation of the Wallabee case. All of the other junior associates and senior associates were just as confused and slightly annoyed with his newly gained access. No one knew what to do with him, how to treat him, or what his standing was. It was obvious to everyone that a senior partner was pulling strings for him but to what end and why, no one seemed to know. So mostly Derek only
 sat in on the meetings and quietly listened in the back, which was fine with Derek. It was a huge learning experience and he devoured every bit of knowledge he could.

It was Saturday before he heard a response from Mrs. Thompson. He had texted her twice more throughout the week but received nothing back. While he was worried he may have upset her, he wasn’t too troubled since she had upset him quite a bit. She gave him a time to come over that night and he complied. He had a week to physically and mentally recover from his many sexcapades. For whatever reason, his boss, Ms. Whitmore hadn’t called him upstairs for another night-long rendezvous since their first and only one. Derek couldn’t be sure if he was upset by this or not. He decided to take it in stride.


Maybe now things can return to being professional?


As far as Mrs. Thompson was concerned, he was going to have words with her. As he pulled into her driveway Derek told himself, she was not going to get what she wanted this time.
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D
 erek entered ready for a fight. He had spent the week leading up to this building his courage. The twenty-minute drive across town to the older woman’s house was used to rehearse his points.


It’s obvious you’ve been talking to other women about me. I’m not some fuck doll for you to pass around,
 he said to his steering wheel on approach. And telling my mom parts of what happened? Are you insane? She’s going to be just as pissed with you as she is with me. No, I won’t be blackmailed.


Derek had prepared for every eventuality except for the one that happened.

“Mrs. Thompson?” Derek called out after knocking on the door for several minutes. The back door to the kitchen was unlocked and he let himself in feeling comfortable enough to do so. “Mrs. Thompson?”

The lights were off in the house and left an ominous feeling in his gut as he walked from the living room to the closet, to the library, to the spare bedroom looking for the lady. Half of him worried he misread the text and came on the wrong day or time and the other half was concerned about something much surreal.


Was there a burglary? Is there someone here?


Derek’s heart drummed in his chest when he poked his head into Mrs. Thompson's bedroom and he could see a sheet of paper on the foot of her bed. Cautiously, he stepped into the room and saw there were two words written on the paper. Taking a step closer, he hovered over it and read it.

‘Behind You.’

Derek heard the footsteps and didn’t have time to turn when a figure leaped out from behind the door, grabbing him from behind.

“Raarrr!” Mrs. Thompson yelled as she tackled him to the bed.

There were several seconds where fear gripped Derek’s body before his heart slowed when he struggled onto his back on the bed and saw the barely dressed older woman straddling him.

“Oh, darling! You should see your face,” Mrs. Thompson giggled. One of her hands pressed to her chest, the other cupped Derek’s cheek. “It’s okay, honey…” her voice, motherly and reassuring, changed to a deeper, more seductive tone as she slid a palm over the crotch of his jeans. “Mommy’s here to make it all better.”

“Wait, wait, wait…”

“Enough words, we don’t want words. We can have words with anyone else in the world,” Mrs. Thompson said and she grasped his protesting hands and brought them to her thick breasts barely contained by her black lacy bra. Instinctively, his palms formed to them and he was briefly distracted, his convictions waned. “Mmmm… I want these hands… I want this tongue…” and she kissed him tenderly, rolling their tongues together for a moment, then retreating, her lips closing on his tongue as she did. “I need
 this cock.”

When she gripped his half-hard shaft hidden inside his jeans, Derek shook free the temporary spell she had cast on him.

“No, no, I’m done.” He raised his hands in protest. “I’m done!”

Not buying his conviction, Mrs. Thompson unbuckled his belt with surprising speed and efficiency and pulled the leather out from its loops from between her bare thighs like she was a stripper slowly undressing.

“I don’t buy it,” Mrs. Thompson purred with a coy smile as she fell forward, leaning on her hands and making her breasts sway in front of his face. She lowered her crotch to his as she dragged it forward, grinding on his hardening member. “I’m just getting started, baby…”

Watching the sexy older woman lick her lips seductively made his erection grow an inch and he hesitated before winning the internal struggle.

“No, no! I want to talk. Not… not, you know…” he said and slowly, but firmly pulled Mrs. Thompson off of him. finally relenting, she rolled onto her back with a sad but resigned disappointment.

“Okay, dear, talk. I’ve got time,” she smirked and rubbed the bottom of her foot across his thigh until he stood and backed away.

“I know something’s up,” Derek blurted out, not knowing where to start.

“My, whatever do you mean?” Mrs. Thompson said in a tone of voice and a smile that indicated she knew exactly what he meant.

“You sent me on a dinner date with Ms. Monroe and she practically jumped me in the middle of the dinner.”

Mrs. Thompson snickered to herself and rolled her eyes, “That horny hag…”

“Then!” Derek was pacing now at the foot of the bed and Mrs. Thompson’s eyes tracked him with amusement. “I get called up to Mist—uh, Ms. Whitmore’s office last week, and god, I’m still sore from that!”

Mrs. Thompson’s smirk widened into a grin, “She does have something of a rough touch, from what I hear.”

Derek laughed sardonically to himself but held up his hands as if to say, ‘I don’t want to get into that right now.’

“I know this is not a coincidence, Angela.”

Mrs. Thompson feined that she was wounded and touched a palm to her bountiful chest. “You dare call a lady of my status by her face name? shame on you. Mrs. Thompson, please…” Her voice was harsh but the constant smirk in the corner of her lips told Derek she wasn’t hurt.

“Mrs. Thompson…” Derek said in a warning tone of voice.

“Oooo,” she hummed rubbing her bare thighs together. “I do love it when you take that tone with me…” finally she rolled her eyes and shook her head in disbelief. “Of course, I told the others about you. We’re rich, bored, housewives… gossip is what we do!”

Derek through his hands in the air feeling partly vindicated and partially wronged. “You weren’t supposed to tell on us! God… did you tell my mother?”

Mrs. Thompson widened her grin, “Not yet.”

“But you told her I’ve been spending time here!?”

“You blew me off last week. I told you not to disappoint me. Consider that a warning shot.”

“Warning shot? You don’t understand. My mom would disown me if she knew what I was doing. She has a strong Christian upbringing. She’s a firm believer that sex is for marriage and babies only.”

“Well… if you want to breed me…” Mrs. Thompson purred, rubbing a palm over her belly as if she was already pregnant. “All you have to do is ask…”

Derek shook away the thought and distraction and pressed on. “No, that’s not—I’m saying my life will be over if she found out so please stop dropping hints.”

“Of course, I know who your mother is, Derek. She’s been coming to my book club for twenty years. We’ve thrown events together. I helped her with her clients in the early days we all go way back. You don’t need to tell me these things. Now come here, Mommy doesn’t think she can suppress her appetite any longer.”

The pull to comply with the sexy woman’s commands was strong. It felt like gravity. Like there was an inevitability to it, but this all was getting too out of hand. He felt like a criminal committing more audacious crimes, just begging to be caught.

“I can’t… I… It was dangerous enough when it was just you. Now I have slept with the boss of our client, and my boss at work… I’m early in my career. I can’t keep complicating things. I’m sorry,” he said and meant it.

Mrs. Thompson took a deep breath, making a show of lowering her shoulders with a long exhale. “Okay… I understand.” She reached over to the nightstand and grabbed her cell phone.

“Thanks for, you know, being so understanding,” Derek stumbled over his words, surprised at how well this went. He was actually pretty nervous coming here. Now he felt silly.

“Of course, darling! Now if you’ll excuse me…”

Derek nodded and was halfway out of the bedroom when he heard a familiar voice speak on speakerphone.

“Hello?” that’s my mother…
 he thought.

“Debra! Hi, how are you?” Mrs. Thompson said in a high-pitched voice. The smile she gave Derek was a poisonous one as he came back to the foot of the bed.
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“I
 ’m fine, Angela. How are you?” his mother replied evenly. Derek was frozen in shock. His feet felt like bricks of lead.

“Ohhhh… just laying
 around the house. You know a lazy type of day…” Mrs. Thompson said brightly. Derek rushed to her with his palms extended. His heart hammered his chest as the panic seeped through his skin. He mouthed the words ‘stop’ and ‘don’t’ repeatedly and they only seemed to make Mrs. Thompson giggle silently.

“Yes, well, that’s good,” Debra said with a slight annoyance in her tone. She would probably be at her kitchen countertop still surrounded by a dozen mounds of papers she was reviewing. “What can I do for you?”

“Well, I just thought you wanted more details on what your son’s been doing here…” Mrs. Thompson teased and Derek was screaming now without making a sound. His eyes and mouth were wide and begging. Mrs. Thompson made a show of spreading her legs, first he left then her right, until the black lacy face of her panties was facing Derek. She extended her left hand and curled her finger back toward herself repeatedly until Derek crawled on his hands and knees between her thighs.

“Yes, please do,” his mother spoke more attentively. He could almost hear her straightening to attention. “You know, he doesn’t talk to me much anymore.”

Slipping a finger under Mrs. Thompson’s panties, he pealed them to the side and saw the strings of juices clinging between her soaked lips and her damp panties. Her hand fell to the back of his head as he pierced her pussy with his tongue.

“Oh… yes, yes… I know how boys can be…” Mrs. Thompson said. Her voice slipped into a bit more of a song than normal as his tongue scooped at the pent-up juices inside her vagina before moving up to her clitoris. Derek shoved two fingers into her pussy and felt the older woman’s fingers knot around his hair. “Well… uhh… there’s not much to his visits. He’s really
 good with his hands.”

Pumping his fingers in and out of the woman, he fingered her at a steady but continuous pace. His tongue lapped at her clit in a long swirling motion and Derek could see her tummy go concave before jumping tall and going concave again as she struggled to remain silent.

“He—he just fixed my attic,” Mrs. Thompson said, a tremor in her voice. “You know how—ugh—the ladder was loose and um—” Mrs. Thompson rolled her eyes back and arched her back as the tip of Derek’s tongue flicked on the tip of her clit as one hand pulled back on her hood and the other pumped inside her. “Oh god!”

“Um, Angela? Are you okay?” his mother asked suspiciously.

“um—sorry. I just spilled some—something. But anyway. Your son is amazing. You know just me not having a man, um—uh, a man around the house any—anymore. It’s good… it’s good to have him here to fix things. Oh… you know, fix things that need some strong hands like his. I just wanted to thank you… tell him thank you for me.”

Mrs. Thompson was hyperventilating in silence as her head bobbed up and down and different muscles flexed and twitched in her body.

“Oh, well, okay. i… I guess I’ll do that then,” his mother replied sounding more confused than anything. “Take care, Angela.”

“Take… care—oh god!” Mrs. Thompson screamed. She had thumbed the red button on her cell phone ending the call before even uttering the word ‘care.’ Suddenly the bedroom was full of screams and her thighs, arms, and body were clamping around Derek’s head as his lips clamped around her clit. “Oh fuuuuck! Yes! Yes! Yes!” her voice grew higher with each syllable.

Derek gripped her flexed thighs as he shook his lips from side to side. suctioning and sliding on her soaking wet clit as her body seized and she wrenched the covers from the bed.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Mrs. Thompson screamed like she was mortally wounded.

The splash of juices exploded from her pussy and soaked his shirt as well as his chin. He licked her pussy until the tremors abated her thighs and her muscles loosened enough for him to escape.

“Oh god… fuck me…” Mrs. Thompson whispered to herself with her eyes closed as she squirmed in the messy quilt of the bed.

Looking at the mess on the front of his t-shirt, Derek pulled it off and tossed it to the side. “Why’d you do that? Why’d you almost tell her that after I told you⁠—”

“Because you said no to me…” Mrs. Thompson said and she crawled on her hands and knees to the edge of the bed where Derek stood. Her hands unbuckled and pulled his pants and boxers down to his ankles. “No one says no to me.”

Stroking his cock firm, she guided him onto the bed like a succubus demon—she had him in a trance. Kicking off her panties, Mrs. Thompson welcomed Derek between her thighs as the tip of his cock teased the begging lips of her pussy.

“Oh, god, darling…” Mrs. Thompson groaned. Her voice filled with need. “This cock is going to be the death of me… yes. Yes!”

Derek fed the head of his cock inside her like he was fitting a pipe to a hole in the wall. The bulbous head of his cock pressed on her lips and with the pressure of a shove, she widened and her screams heightened.

“Ahhh! Aw god, yes! Ahhhh that’s it!” she cried as he shoved his cock into her tight hole. “Yes, split me open, baby! Fucking split me open!”

Derek’s palms gripped the sides of her trim waist, holding her in place as he forced his hard cock inside her. The warmth and moisture of her slippery but tight cunt engulfed his shaft. Mrs. Thompson’s hand grabbed at his forearms, triceps, and shoulders, and pulled him down into her embrace. Her moans were stifled as she pulled his lips to hers, the final inches of his cock being buried inside her pulsing pussy. He heard her song of moans she made as they kissed and swallowed the pleasant sounds. The older woman’s body was like a Venus fly trap closing around him. Her legs rubbed along the outside of his thighs before her ankles hooked behind his back. Her warm hands rubbed circles into his back and neck. After his rough and almost violent sex with Mistress Whitmore, it was actually pleasant and almost therapeutic. His hand slipped down the outside of her waist and down to her ass and with a single squeeze, it was like the sex-starved woman was activated.

Mrs. Thompson’s hands cupped his cheeks as she forced her lips away from his. Her eyes found his and there was a serious and desperate edge to her glare.

“Ugh, god, baby. I need you to fuck me. Fuck this pussy. Fuck me hard or I’ll tell your mother everything!” the raggedness in her voice was almost violent. “I’ll tell your mommy how her son can’t properly dick down a—ugh god!”

Derek roughly gripped her hips and thighs as he straightened his back and rammed his cock into the woman like she was a fuck down. His body clapped against hers and her large tits bounced to her chin and back down with every thrust.

“Ahh ahhh ahhhh oh god, yes! Yes! Fuck me!” she cried.

Derek bit his lip as he released his aggression and pent-up anger into the woman with every rough buck of his hips. His long hard cock pounded the woman into the bed as she twisted and squirmed but his grip was too tight and his cock too deep inside.

Mrs. Thompson’s eyes went wide and became pleasing as her eyebrows knitted together. Her face was apologetic as she gasped. “Oh fuck baby… baby… make me cum… make me cum… oh god, you’re gonna… ahh ahhh ahhhhhoohhhhgodd!”

For several seconds the only sound was the wet smacking sound as his cock split her open with every thrust and then the mature woman released a power scream that filled the house and leaked out the windows, no doubt.

“Oh, gooodddddd! I’m cumming!!!!” Mrs. Thompson cried and a sudden pressure built around Derek’s cock as it was forced out and a gush of juice sprayed over the bed. The moment she emptied, Derek immediately fed his cock back inside despite her body’s squirming protests. “Oh, nnghah!”

There were near tears in her eyes from the last orgasm and Mrs. Thompson’s face was begging him now. She cried for him to stop and not to stop. To cum on her face—no to cum inside her. She was a mess as she moaned louder.

“Oh yes, yes… do it… do it… god…” Mrs. Thompson gritted her teeth as she ripped at the covers beneath her. “It’s happening. Oh god, it's happening again. I’m gonna—I’m gonna—cumming cumming cumming oh god!”

Derek jammed his cock deep inside Mrs. Thompson and held it there as he growled and felt his orgasm explode. Her pussy walls spasmed and milked his cock as her juices spilled out around his shaft. Every flex of his shaft gaped her pussy and made her yelp and twist. Finally, he removed himself from her and felt the mess on his cock matching the one he left in the mature woman’s pussy.

“Mmmm… good boy,” Mrs. Thompson said, curling onto his chest. “God, I could marry that cock of yours…”

Derek was silent for several minutes as he considered his options and the most responsible way forward. There were no good options left. all that were left were bad ones. He made his bed now he had to lay in it.

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay?”

“Okay, I’m yours to use whenever, but no one else, okay? I can’t keep being tossed around.”

Mrs. Thompson gave a condescending smirk like that of one you give to a puppy. “I thought you’d like dicking
 down
 as you boys call it, all these sexy milfs, no?”

“The sex I don’t mind, it’s the complicated bull shit that comes with it and bleeds into the rest of my life,” Derek sighed in exasperation. “Do we have a deal?”

Mrs. Thompson pursed her lips as she thought about it then mockingly held out her hand to shake, “I won’t have you to have sex with anyone else, deal.”

Derek felt this was a trick somehow but went to shake her hand anyway. She slipped her hand down to his cock before he reached it and her body quickly followed.

“Hmmm… if I’m giving up my sharing privileges then I better get my money’s worth, huh?” Mrs. Thompson spoke as if she was speaking to herself. His cock’s presence was the only thing necessary. “Hmm… now let's see what we can do with this thing…”

She began stroking his limp cock and then eventually moved on to sucking his soft dick. Derek ended up being at her house for another three hours and by the time he drove home, he wondered if he had made a mistake with the ‘free use’ deal he had made with her. Mrs. Thompson had spent twenty minutes sucking his dick until he finally came on her face and chest. Then, while she put Derek’s shirt and jeans in the wash, the two took a shower together that ended with him fingering the woman until her legs gave up. The shower ended up being all but useless as while they were transferring his wet clothes to the drying, he bent the MILF over the running dryer and fucked her from behind for over a half hour. A mop was needed to clean the laundry room floor by the time they were done.

Half of him thought he should stop being a pussy and enjoy it, but the other half worried about if this was just one day, what could tomorrow bring? On top of that, he may have stopped the situation from worsening with his deal with Mrs. Thompson but he still had to contend with Ms. Monroe and Ms... Mistress Whitmore.
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“T
 his is for you,” Adam Mallard said with disdain in his voice as he plopped a thick folder down into Derek’s hand. The Senior Associate, and technically, Derek’s boss had called him into the office the next day on a Sunday. At Derek’s meager level on the totem pole, it wasn’t uncommon for him to work on Sundays or any day for that matter, but usually, it was a known thing. he never was called in for anything. He wasn’t important enough for that. And yet here he stood.

“What is this?” Derek asked.

“The plea agreement proposal for the Wallabee case,” Adam said in an almost mocking tone. “Ms. Whitmore asked that you deliver it to the District Attorney’s office.”

Derek initially laughed because he thought it was a joke but that quickly went away. “Are you serious? You mean you want me to deliver this to Ms. Whitmore for her to⁠—”

“No, if that’s what I meant I would have said that,” Adam spat. “She said for you to deliver this to the DA’s office. Today. Now. You have a meeting set up in thirty minutes.”

The list of questions and comments Derek had were endless, but due to knowing the lack of answers he’d receive and the quickly deteriorating attitude of Adam. He simply went to his vehicle and started driving.


The Andrew Wallabee case is the most important case to the senior partners. Andrew Wallaabee stole, well, is accused of stealing 14 million dollars from the pensioner fund of one of the car unions he organized. Not only was that a lot of money, but it would be close to life in prison if found guilty of multiple felonies for the middle-aged man.


With consequences this high, the law firm was sending Derek to make the offer or rather the request for an offer. Whether the District Attorney’s office wanted a deal was entirely up to them. Sure, it was just essentially goffer work. delivering a folder of documents from one person to the other but so much of being a lawyer is in showmanship and delivery. Appearance over substance. Arriving downtown at the DA’s office, Derek gathered himself and confirmed his professional appearance in the rearview mirror before heading inside. It was Sunday and after five at night, so the place was barren of people. Gray carpeting, dim hallways, and electronically locked doors required him to be buzzed through and followed him all the way up the building.

Ms. Bowman was probably the youngest woman in Mrs. Thompson’s book club. At thirty-five years old she had collected several titles over the years and all of them good. A competent attorney who fought for justice and represented the city when it came to getting perpetrators off the streets and into jail where they belonged. To say Derek was nervous when he walked into her office was an understatement.

“Go ahead and have a seat,” Ms. Bowman said with a gesture of her hand. Her eyes never leave whatever she read on her computer screen.

“Thank you,” he said and did. Her office was a far cry away from whatever league Mistress Whitmore’s office was in. The dingy office had one window that overlooked a street from the fourth floor and mostly just viewed the face of the gray building across the street. Size-wise, the place was big enough for a desk chair and two short chairs squeezed between the wall and the front of the desk.

Derek sat quietly for several minutes while Ms. Bowman finished her work. He got the distinct feeling that she was annoyed by his presence. Truthfully, he knew she would never accept this plea deal before he even arrived. It called for a suspended jail sentence (AKA no jail time), a small fine (paying court costs and not the restitution of the full fourteen million, and it was pleading to a far lesser misdemeanor—something that the defendant could get expunged from his record in three years.

Finally, as if pissed that she had lost the silent game, Ms. Bowman slumped back in her chair and stared at him. Ms. Bowman was an attractive woman in a tight-laced kind of way. She looked like a naughty librarian would have if the librarian wore gray pantsuits and scowled judgmentally. Her brunette hair was tied back into a neat ponytail that brushed the middle of her back. Her thin face would have had slight features if she didn’t seem upset by the world at that particular moment.

“So, that’s it?” Ms. Bowman nodded at the folder in his lap.

“Yes,” Derek said and half stood, passing the folder across the desk before returning to his seat. She took it and immediately began sifting through the proposed deal while he spoke. “We have put together what we believe is a more than fair proposal.”

“Yeah?” Ms. Bowman snickered and shook her head as she read through the pages. A realistic reaction of incredulousness given the situation. The DA’s office had a solid case. Forensic evidence, a paper trail, and a damn near confession from a wiretap on Andrew Wallabee’s phone. The only reasons for District Attorney’s office to plea are because they think they will lose or because the trial would cost too much money. Their pile of evidence nixes the first and Ms. Bowman’s bosses, the District Attorney and Mayor, both using this case as a ‘tough on crime’ campaign promise voids the second reason.


Funny how money is never an issue when it comes to re-election,
 he thought, but knew he still had to do his best to sell it.

“We know this trial is going to be one of the most—if not the most—expensive trials in your office’s history. Mr. Wallabee has the finances to extend this trial on for months,” Derek pointed to the papers. “This is a way out for your office and still a victory.”

Another muted chuckle escaped Ms. Bowman before she tossed the folder of papers onto another stack of papers beside her. She fingered her temple and stared at the opposing counsel for several seconds.

“You’re Margret’s kid, right?” she asked.

Derek was ten years younger than this woman but he still found it condescending to be called a ‘kid’ by this woman.

“Yes. You guys go to the same book club, right?” he said, pretending to just realize that.

“Hmm,” Ms. Bowman nodded. “She was one heck of a lawyer… she know you’re here now?”

Derek furrowed his brow, “No…”


Why would my mom know I’m here now? She has nothing to do with my work.


Ms. Bowman nodded, “Probably for the best.”
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M
 s. Bowman nodded, “Probably for the best.”

Derek didn’t have long to process that strange question because suddenly Ms. Bowman was on her feet. She unbuttoned her suit jacket and exposed her sleeveless beige blouse beneath it. Moving to her door she turned the lock, latching it in place. Then she removed her shirt and was half naked.

“Take off your clothes,” she said. Her voice was somewhere between an order and a bored afterthought.

Derek tried to stammer a ‘what?’ out but the bizarre turn of events left him speechless. Ms. Bowman was kicking off her heels and he couldn’t look away from the peach-colored bra that hugged her perfectly sculpted breasts or the blue angel figurine necklace that dangled in the line of cleavage between her breasts.

“Come on,” Ms. Bowman said, waving him to his feet and starting to help him remove his suit jacket, tie, and unbutton his shirt. In the background of his mind, as he moved in a trance, he felt pieces of information sliding together. Like how Ms. Bowman and Mistress Whitmore were both in the same book club. How Mistress Whitmore said the ‘law firm needed his cock more than his mind.’


Get your rest. You’ll need it,
 Mistress Whitmore had said. Derek remembered as his shirt and pants were stripped away. Ms. Bowman undressed him like he was a posable manikin. She wasn’t talking about for her use. Mistress Whitmore sent me here for Ms. Bowman!


“Hm,” Ms. Bowman noted approvingly at his cock once Derek stood naked. With her pants off, she peeled her panties off with her thumbs and unclipped her bra exposing her hard pink nipples pointing toward him. “Well, come on then.”

“I…” Derek was still trying to formulate a thought—let alone words—when Ms. Bowman’s hands pulled him into the trap of her legs as she leaned back against her desk. Her right hand wrapped around his shaft and stroked it hard while her left hand clasped behind his neck. She pulled his lips to the crook of her neck and smelled her sharp perfume that tickled his nose. Instinctively, he started kissing her neck and felt her melt deeper into his broad shoulders. His quickly hardening cock now rested against her damp pussy lips and he felt her hips begin her raise and lower.


What is this? Is this an order? An offer? Part of the plea deal?
 Mistress Whitmore may not have said a word of this but even as Ms. Bowman’s hands enraptured him he felt Mistress Whitmore’s presence. His career felt on the line.

“Jesus Christ! How big is that thing?” Ms. Bowman moaned into his ear. She had pumped his shaft into an iron rod that was thicker than her small hands’ grip. Her ankles hooked behind his back, and she pumped his cock while grinding her wet pussy lips up and down the meat of his shaft like it was a stripper pole. “Fuuuck!” she sang and angled her hips so that she could rub her clit on it. “Oh, yeah… yeah…”

The combination of the arousal he felt from her naked touch and the feeling as though this act was a prerequisite to keeping his job was enough for him to commit. Rocking his hips up and down, he doubled the friction and speed at which he ground on the stranger he met a couple of minutes ago.

Ms. Bowman inhaled gasping breaths as she cooed a high-pitched squeal. His hands palpated her hips and up to her breasts. The woman was petite at barely over five feet tall and with narrow shoulders and plump breasts jiggling from her chest. It made Derek feel like a giant when he groped at her body.

“Yeah…” she cried and bit her lip. “Mmmm… put it… fuck. Put it in me…”

Moving his grip down to his cock, he aimed the urethra at the tip of his cock into the center of her tight, glistening pussy lips and began to apply pressure. Slowly, her lips parted hand struggled to swallow the head of his dick.

“Ughh… fuuuuck,” Ms. Bowman groaned and gritted her teeth as she threw her head back. As he felt the pressure envelop him, the head of his cock disappeared inside the girl and Ms. Bowman’s mouth went agape and the whites of her eyes flirted with appearing. “Ahh ahhh ahhhh oh, god ahhhh!”

Her moans flirted between pleasure and pain and so did her touch. One hand smacked and shoved his chest while the other reached to hook the back of his neck to ensure he didn’t escape. He made it about halfway inside her when she screamed and pressed on his chest.

“Oh, stop stop stop stop! Oh fuck… oh fuck… just wait… just wait…” Ms. Bowman whispered and held up her quivering palms and closed her eyes as if in concentration. “Oh my god oh my god oh my god…”

She winced as she whispered her chant. Every flex of his meaty shaft made her pinched eyes wince and the pitch of her cries heighten. Derek suddenly pulled out of her slowly, and her mouth widened as she gasped a breath. Sliding almost all the way out of her, he stopped and shoved back inside her. Ms. Bowman’s eyes shot open and she stared at Derek as if she wanted to scream ‘How could you!?’ but instead all she did was scream.

“Ahhhh!! Ohhhh!” she cried and Derek felt her sharp fingernails dig into his muscular shoulders. Green light.

Thumping his cock in and out of her pussy ignited a frenzy of screams that filled the room. The first orgasm that struck the deprived public servant came quickly and sounded like a cathartic experience. After Derek removed his cock from her, Ms. Bowman clutched her temples between her palms as she gasped for air and focused herself. She was dazed and confused as Derek guided Ms. Bowman around and bent her over her desk. By now, Derek was fast becoming a pro at this and wondered if this was how porn stars felt during sex.

Ms. Bowman leaned her elbows on two different piles of documents. Her perky tits bounced over the plea deal agreement he had brought. When he stuffed his cock back inside the woman from behind, it was like he activated a sexual aggression that had long since laid dormant in the woman.

“Nnnnng! Yes! Fuck me, oh god fuck me!” Ms. Bowman groaned as Derek gripped her trim waist like she was a fuck doll and jammed the length of his shaft inside her pussy. The tight and wet feeling of her narrow walls gripping his girth felt heavenly he fought to keep from cumming and found with his newfound experience, he could. “Ahh ahh ahh yes yes! Fuck me! Fuck me like a fucking slut ugh, god!”

Derek jerked her hips back as he flexed his abs, jabbing his cock in and out of her at a fast pace.

“Yes, yes, yesss! Smack my ass,” she said and at first it sounded like a question but then she repeated the demand. “Smack my fucking ass!”


Smack!


“Oh fuck!” she cried, her voice broke as she growled.


Smack! Smack! Smack!


“Yes! Fucking take me! Take me!” she screamed, her ponytail swept back and forth across her shoulder blade with each rough thrust. “Oh my god… oh my fucking god…”

Derek snatched the tail of brunette hair just above the hair tie and jerked her head back by it just as he thrust forward.

“Oh god! Oh god!” Ms. Bowman cried. Her voice would have sounded like she was being murdered to anyone outside the room. “I’m gonna cum!” she pleaded. “I’m gonna fucking cum!”


Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!


“Ahhhhhhhhh goddd!” she screamed. “I’m cumming!!”

Papers spilled and crashed to the floor as he fucked her hard. Her body contorted in an almost U position with her head wrenched back. Her right ass cheek was bright red and pink. Derek felt her pussy contract on his cock before spitting his thick shaft out. He released her and she collapsed against her desk, dumping more papers on the floor. Her ass cheeks clenched and clapped closed as the spasm of the orgasm continued.

“Oh, ffff… ffffuck… oh god… oh ffffuck me…” Ms. Bowman repeated as her breath slowly came under control and then did her voice.

Enough time had passed that Derek’s cock began the first stages of lowering before it began to soften. Ms. Bowman righted herself and seemed to begin reacquainting herself with her surroundings as if Derek had hit the factory reset on the tightly wound attorney.

He reached to pick up his pants, thinking the deed was done when she shot him a look.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Oh, I thought you were…”

“No,” Ms. Bowman said, taking him by the wrist and guiding him to one of the chairs. Sitting him down she quickly threw a leg over his waist like she was sitting a horse, which for a girl her size wasn’t that far from the truth. “I’m not done with you yet.”
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“F
 uck, fuck, fuck fuck!” Ms. Bowman screamed as she rode Derek’s cock like he was a dildo attached to the chair. Her tits bounced in his face and her fingernails dug into his shoulders as she smacked her round ass cheeks up and down. Her pussy clenched on his shaft and edged his orgasm nearer. “Oh my god! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck that fucking pussy! You’re gonna make me cum—cum again… ugh…”

Derek gritted his teeth as he neared orgasm himself. The Assistant District Attorney’s tight pussy slipped up and down on his cock over and over again. Her screams peaked and filled the office they fucked in and much of the floor they were on, he was sure of.

“Cumming! Cumming—oh god!” Ms. Bowman announced. Her hips spasmed and she raised and fell only slightly on his cock as she screamed in silence before she scream at a deafening volume. “Fuuuck!”

When Ms. Bowman collapsed on his lap, Derek was in the process of lifting her as he stood with plans of positioning her back on the desk to fuck her until he could cum. After all, she had orgasmed three times in the last three hours and Derek hadn’t came once. The amount of pressure built behind his throbbing shaft was brutal.

“No, no… oh, fuck…” Ms. Bowman whispered as she pushed Derek away and separated. She stumbled around her desk and fell naked in her chair as she caught her breath. By the time her quivering passed, Derek’s shaft began to soften again and she started to put her clothes on.


Message received.


Derek did the same, though, his cock refused to go all the way down as the edging for the past hours permanently left him at half-mast. Ms. Bowman had half of her blouse rebuttoned when she finally acknowledged his presence since cumming on his cock.

“You can leave,” she said without looking at him. Her hand waving a dismissive gesture. Derek blinked and felt a stab of pain in his gut. He felt used, of course by Ms. Bowman, but more than that. She was used by others too.


Mistre—Ms. Whitmore… my own employer.


Derek had his clothes back on and carried his suit jacket and tie out the door.

“Derek,” Ms. Bowman called when he stepped into the doorway. He turned, raising an eyebrow.

Ms. Bowman smiled seductively where she sat. Her blouse was left partially unbuttoned, cleavage visible. “Tell Ms. Whitmore I’ll consider her offer.”
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D
 erek’s face burned with anger when he returned to the office. It was late and he didn’t even know if Ms. Whitmore was still there but he went anyway.


Was I a lawyer or a whore? Why’d I even go to law school if my only value was fucking my way through my career?


Storming into Ms.
 Whitmore’s office, he was surprised to see the woman sitting at her desk, eyes on her door as if she was waiting for him. It took him back a moment before he found the words that he had been rehearsing on his way over.

“You sent me over there to sleep with her?” he said incredulously with disregard to her position as his boss. “You pimped me out?”

She sat unphased. The smirk on her lips grew slightly. Derek noticed the furniture they had ruined a week prior had been replaced. Leather sofas and chairs that exactly matched the last ones had been purchased and moved in like they were decorations bought in the dollar store.

He continued, “I’m done. I’m done with it all. I’m not a whore. I’m a lawyer and I worked hard to get where I am. I’m not going to do this anymore!”

Ms. Whitmore stood and walked around her desk with a purpose. Standing in front of him, she stared up into his eyes for a long period before speaking.

“No?” Ms. Whitmore said with almost humor in her voice. “Take off your clothes.”

Derek hesitated and adjusted where he stood, “I thought we’d talk with our clothes on this time.”

Ms. Whitmore froze and stared coldly into her subordinate. “Take. Your clothes. Off.” she repeated slowly.

Derek didn’t move. There was an icy feeling like he was being stared down by a predator. The woman may have been half his size but in all the ways that mattered in modern society, she was a giant. The woman could ruin every aspect of his life.


Are you really ready to test that?


He stripped off his clothes slowly. Piece by piece while his Ms. watched. Once he was naked, she gestured to the lounging chair behind him.

“Have a seat.”

He complied. His cock was still arched in a half-mast. He watched his boss approach and place a hand down on one of the arms as he leaned forward over his. Her other hand took his thick, ropy cock in her hand in a reverse grip. Stroking him, she hovered her face over his with a stern but smirking glare. Pumping his shaft is a slow but long stroke. She waited until he was back throbbing in her palm before she spoke. Her voice was even and dark.

“You want to quit?” she whispered and lowered to her knees. “Then quit.”

She stuck out her tongue and made a long lap up the base of his shaft to the tip, then widened her lips as she took the head of his cock in her mouth then forced her lips down his shaft. Derek gasped as he felt her consume him. The strength of her lips and the intensity in which she squeezed on him was immense. It felt as though she was attacking his shaft with her wet mouth.

His cock was still left on edge from sex with Ms. Bowman so it didn’t take long for him near orgasm. Ms. Whitmore stopped sucking him suddenly and left him groaning in frustration. It was as if she could read his expression like a book and knew he was close. her lips popped off his head. She took a long sighing breath through her mouth and fought to hide a crack of a smile in the corner of her lips.

After a moment leaving his cock twitching on its own, Ms. Whitmore started gently stroking his cock again. Her grip was loose and barely enough for him to feel. In his aggravation, he moved his hips wanting more touch but receiving none. she laughed to herself and continued her tease.

“If you want to quit, I’ll have your desk cleared out and every scrap of your existence wiped away by nine in the morning tomorrow. You’ll have no evidence of your existence ever being here,” she said in such a joyful tone it sounded almost like a promotion. Her palm gripped slightly tighter and reached down to the base of his shaft and stroked all the way to the tip and repeated twice, making him bite his lower lip.

“My firm is the largest in the city and second largest in the state, boy,” she continued, her eyes narrowing up at him. “You think there won’t be consequences. You will never be able to find work again in this city or state. If you manage to go to another state to take the bar again, I have influences that extend internationally. No one would want to touch you.”

She stroked his cock with his shaft positioned between the exposed cleavage of her breasts. She bit her lip and sighed and moaned like a slut as she pumped his meat to the edge of orgasm then quickly stopped with an evil grin on her face.

“So, tell me, do you want to quit?”

The sexual frustration and professional fear clouded his annoyed thoughts and he shook his head, “No…” he mumbled.

“What was that?” she asked with a rise in volume and an edge to her voice.

“No, Mistress.,” he said in defeat.

She smiled and stood, walking over to the sink to wash her hands. “Good boy. You can leave now. I imagine we’ve got a bid day tomorrow at work. You should go home. Get some rest.”

Derek half expected it but he was still infuriated. His bulging cock refused to go down and it was almost impossible to zip up his pants.

“Oh, and Derek…” she added as he walked away. “You don’t cum without my permission. I don’t care where you are or how safe you think you are. I have eyes everywhere. Do not cum without my permission. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Derek replied.
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D
 erek was back at work in what felt like no time. Going home he fell asleep for a few hours only for the alarm to go off and his day to begin again. It looked like his week of rest was over, his body and mind were open for use again.

“Back to grind with the rest of us commoners?” Monica asked when Derek returned to his cubicle beside hers.

He smiled politely and nodded, “It was nothing. They just needed a gofer to run documents.”

“That’s not what we heard,” his friend said with suspicion in her voice. She nodded at other rookie associates that shot him glaring looks from the side of their eyes. “We hear you’ve been sitting in on the deal offer formations and prep meetings. Are the prosecutors dealing because of their star witness?”

Derek furrowed his brow, “What do you mean?”

“You’re fucking with me, right?” Monica narrowed her eyes. “The witness is changing his statement. At least that is the rumor. I guess all the incriminating transfers that our client, Andrew Wallabee, made aren’t looking so incriminating anymore.”

Derek had been in these plea meetings and no one was officially saying this out loud. None of this was in the offer. Ms. Bowman didn’t even reference this.


What is this? Why is the witness thinking of changing his statement?


“Did you really deliver the offer to, Bowman?” Monica leaned forward and asked with jealousy in her voice.

“Yes.”

Her playful smile disappeared leaving only a scowl of resentment as she turned to her work.


Great, now everyone wants to either hate me or use me.


Derek worked in silence for a few hours until it was time for lunch but another ‘special task’ came for Derek instead. This time it was not an honor but a punishment, apparently. Derek was sent with the office mail to deliver across the city. The work took all afternoon and truly was gofer work. tall mounds of manilla envelopes were delivered across the city to mayors, city councilmen, lawyers, judges, and clerks. The last one went to the Councilwoman Birch.

He sat in her office in silence and people came and went. It was a nice office full of dark wood and rich carpets. This final piece of mail had instructions to deliver to Councilwoman Birch which wasn’t too strange. Important people have important mail. Not only was Mrs. Birch a councilwoman but she was wife to the Mayor of the city. It made her defacto the senior Councilmember.

“Amber! How nice to see you again!” the old secretary said in a cheery voice. Derek looked up and was stunned to see the young man is Derek e gorgeous woman clack past him in her high heels. She was slender with a tight black pencil skirt, and a red blouse. Her blonde hair bounced on her shoulders with every step like she floated.

“Nice to see you too, Ma’am,” Amber replied. She hugged the secretary and got to work setting papers down in front of the secretary and explaining them. The elderly secretary saw me lost in a stare at Amber and smirked as she played matchmaker.

“Amber, this young man is Derek Weismen, Margaret’s son.”

“Hi, nice to meet you,” Amber said and to Derek’s surprise walked over to him and shook his hand.

“Hey—hi, nice to meet you,” he said.

“I actually interviewed your mom for my undergrad, she’s done a lot of good!” Amber said with a giggle.

“Oh, yeah, she’s pretty great. Where do you work?” he managed to ask.

“I intern at—well, not anymore—I always do that. I’m a political organizer on the Mayor’s team. I was interning but I just got hired,” she said with a reserved smile.

“Congratulations. That must be exciting!”

“Yeah, yeah,” Amber said unconvincingly. “How⁠—”

“Derek?” the secretary interrupted with an apology on her face. “The Councilwoman will see you now.”

“Oh, um, okay. I—” Derek stood and looked back and forth to the door and Amber in almost a panic. He was about to ask for her number when Amber retreated for the door.

“I’m so sorry to keep you. Have a good day!” Amber said and disappeared out the door as quickly as she had rushed into his life.


Wait…
 he thought.

Turning back to the councilwoman’s office, he entered.

“Ma’am, I just have this mail for you from Ms. Whitmore,” he said as he approached.

“Yes, yes, please come in. Have a seat,” Councilwoman Birch said.

He did politely and handed the envelope to the older woman, “I apologize, the mail said to directly hand to you.”

“Of course… of course…” Councilwoman Birch cocked her head to the side as she watched him with a smile on her lips. It was like she was admiring his clothes or jewelry. Like he was more of an object than a person. “How long have you worked for Ms. Whitmore?”

“Um, a few months. About eight I believe,” he said.

“Well, you’ll be going places quickly with her, trust me,” she said and opened the envelope. Reading the message she chuckled inwardly and set the paper down on her desk. Again she stared at him with a distant smile before saying, “You can call Ms. Whitmore on your way out. tell her ‘yes.’”

Derek furrowed his brow. This was unusual. “‘Yes,’ ma’am? Just ‘yes?’”

“Yes,” she replied with a grin.

Derek nodded and stood. “Thanks for your time.”

As he left the dim room, he peered over the woman’s desk and read



the note he delivered. It was just one line of text.

Note

‘Respond Yes or No ASAP’





Leaving the office, Derek was in sort of a rush as he thought maybe he could catch up with Amber but it was a fantasy. She was already long gone. Before the elevator opened to the main floor he had called Mistress Whitmore with the reply of ‘Yes’ and all she said was ‘okay’ and hung up.

His confusion about the note he just delivered competed with his memory of Amber for space in his thoughts. He shook his head as he stepped out to the street, trying to shake the spell the beautiful woman had cast on him. Derek heard the muffled ring of his cell phone in his pocket and retrieved it. he moved on to automation but froze when he saw who the phone call was from. Mrs. Miller.


My ex-girlfriend’s mother…
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“M
 rs. Miller?” Derek blurted out in stunned surprise. “Oh, Derek, how are you? It’s been too long. Amy is doing good but she never gives me updates on how you are doing! I’ve never liked how things ended between you two. You guys were such a cute couple!”

This was how it was with the Miller family. Both Amy Miller, Derek’s ex-girlfriend, and her mother, Ashley Miller, were talkative ladies who believed the world revolved around whatever they thought about at that particular moment. Which to some extent it did. The Millers were the second richest family in the city, second only to the Monroe family, of course.

Derek didn’t know this when he first started dating Amy in his undergraduate studies. He knew she had a lot of expensive toys and a nice car but he didn’t expect just how rich she was until she met her family. He only met her father once but he was nice enough if not distant. He worked in the oil business and was gone more days of the year than present. Both Amy and Ashley Miller adored Derek for the year and a half they dated and talks of marriage happened—between the women. Derek never considered marriage which was why he ultimately broke up with Amy which was a messy affair, to say the least. Clingy and stalker didn’t begin to describe the girl. This was only one of the many reasons why Derek was apprehensive about her mother calling him now.

“Mrs. Miller—um, hi, how are you?” he stammered and looked around as if there might be cue cards somewhere to read. “Sorry, I’m just a little surprised. Is—is everything alright?”

“Oh, no, no not at all, Derek,” Mrs. Miller said. Her voice darkened and turned cold. “I’m trying to give you a warning. You know I’m part of your mother’s book club don’t you?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well,” she whispered, “I’ve recently received some info that you might like to know. There’s plans for you…”

“What do you mean? What plans?” Derek felt a cold chill go through him.

“Well, I shouldn’t say them on the phone,” she hesitated. “Meet at my house tonight. Seven o’clock. I’ll tell you everything!”

Derek agreed and hung up the phone feeling equal parts relieved that he finally had someone to give him answers and worried that his fears were right.


They were using me… but to what end?


The rest of his day at work went by in a haze. He was wrecked with worry. Arriving at his ex-girlfriend’s house later that night, Derek sat in his car for a long minute with an ominous feeling in his gut. Something was off. Something wasn’t right. He tried to tell himself it was just the treacherous feeling from recalling the bad breakup with Amy.


God, that breakup lasted over a month before we cut ties permanently. Do I really want to step back into these waters? What if Amy is there? God, I should have asked.


“This is not going to be good,” Derek muttered to himself and exited his car.

Knocking on the door, he was greeted at the door with a leaping hug that was more intimate than he thought he knew them to be.

“Oh, Derek! It's been so long!” her large breasts smashed into his chest and her hands latched onto the back of her shoulder blades.

“Hi, Mrs. Miller, nice to see you again,” he said through a forced smile.

“Come in, come in!” she said breaking the hug just to usher him farther into the house. He followed her with a grin lingering on his lips. After the weeks of sex, he had he normally wouldn’t notice the eye-popping curves of Mrs. Miller, but the fact that he hadn’t came in the past twenty-four hours after being edged by two different women left him in a ravenous state. He considered just saying, ‘screw it’ and masturbating last night but he decided it wasn’t worth the risk. Derek already had enough to worry about, he didn’t need to panic whether Mistress Whitmore had his mom’s bathroom bugged with secret cameras.

Mrs. Miller had long dirty blonde hair that flowed over her shoulders. The white and blue sundress she wore hugged her thick ass cheeks and amplified her bouncing breasts when she walked. The luscious curves of his ex-girlfriend’s mother were exquisite. Her soft-featured face showed the beautiful resemblance between the two. Like mother like daughter.

“Come in here, we can talk in the library,” Mrs. Miller said as they walked the maze of her house to a rich library. She closed the door and they sat on the brown leather couch. The room was decorated in maroon, gold, and deep browns of mahogany. While Mrs. Miller didn’t live in a mansion like Ms. Monroe's, this house definitely wasn’t for the middle class.

“Would you like something to drink?” she asked.

Derek had to focus on not looking down at the great view of her breasts. Man, being edged so badly for the past day really took its toll.


“No, thank you. You said you had information about the book club?” he asked.

“Yes, well, they are busy bees, you know,” Mrs. Miller rolled her eyes. “Career women.
 Ugh. How they love to rub that in. If they aren’t discussing this deal or that plan, then they aren’t talking. Its madness. All they do is work, what’s wrong with a little play?”

“Nothing,” he replied hesitantly at the look she gave him.

She moved closer to him. “You know, I’ve always admired you. When you dated my daughter I thought you were the one. You were a sexy man, with a good head on your shoulders, oh I wish you two worked out.”

“Yeah, yeah, how is Amy?” he asked filling the void.

“She’s good. Works in town for some movie studio. Not sure what she does,” Mrs. Miller’s hand rubbed over his knee. “Although maybe it’s better things didn’t work out between you two. It poses opportunities. I suppose I suppose opportunities are worth half my share of the share.”

Derek was so distracted by his ex-girlfriend’s mother’s hand rubbing up his thigh to his crotch that he almost missed the last words she spoke.

“No, no, Mrs. Miller we shouldn’t—wait what do you mmm⁠—”

Mrs. Miller lunged forward and pressed her lips on his in a wet and sloppy kiss that seemed impossible to escape. As she half crawled on top of him, her hands were busy undoing his pants and jerking them down.

“Ummm… Well, I can’t really, you know,” Derek stammered, feeling the physical and mental conflict inside himself. The petting on his cock felt amazing and the more she struggled over him the more her breasts were nearly falling out of her dress.

“Oh, right, of course! Hold on,” Mrs. Miller said and snatched her phone off the nightstand, and began typing. By the time Derek had the chance to question what she was doing she already put the phone back down. “Now, where were we, sir?”

“Sir? No—Mrs. Miller, I—mmm,” Derek groaned as Mrs. Miller rubbed his crotch through his pants up and down. His firm cock pressed back in a silent communication.

“You know Amy and I are far closer than most mother-daughters… especially considering she’s technically my stepdaughter, but we don’t call ourselves steps. Oooooo… someone’s happy to see me!” Mrs. Miller purred and giggled as she gripped the hard shaft through Derek’s pants. He groaned half attempted to extricate himself from her but still hadn’t convinced her.

“We talk, we tell each other everything, mmmm…” Mrs. Miller continued. She had Derek’s pants unzipped and was admiring the pre-cum stain on the front of his boxers as she half laid on him. “She always told me how good you were at fucking her silly. How wonderful that cock of yours was… god, you don’t know how many times I slipped a and under my covers when you and Amy visited and stayed the night, just wishing that you would sneak into my room and have your way with me…”

“Mrs. Miller, Mrs. Miller!” Derek blurted out when she peeled his stained boxers down over his cock and began to lower her lips to his shaft. He scooted back worrying about the ramifications. His phone chimed a notification but he didn’t have time to look. “Trust me. No one wants to have some fun more than me right now but I can’t. I can’t explain it but I just can’t release any tension right now.”

Mrs. Miller gave him a humorous and speculative grin and leaned back giving him momentary space. “Oh really? Check your phone,” she nodded to his cell phone.

Derek furrowed his brow but did. it was a text from his boss.




Ms. Whitmore








‘You can cum now.’
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M
 rs. Miller’s lips, mouth, and throat made a wet gurgling, almost gagging, sound as she deep-throated his shaft. Her entire head bobbed on his shaft as her saliva poured over his cock and drowned his dick and balls. Derek was trapped, again, in between anger and ecstasy.


This was all a ploy. Another move. Not only is Mrs. Miller not trying to help me she is working with them!


Suddenly, Derek felt a surreal loneliness like perhaps the entire world of women were working together against him. this fleeting thought was booted from his mind when Mrs. Miller needily grabbed at his hips and forced his cock to touch the back of her throat. Derek moaned and felt himself nearing the edge.

“Oh fuck yes, Derek, cum in my mouth. Cum all over your whore’s mouth!” Mrs. Miller removed his cock from his throat long enough to speak. Her eyes were watery and her makeup already started to run. Lines of drool clung between the tip of his cock and her lips. “You like these tits? I’ve seen you stare at them many times before. I bet they’d feel wonderful wrapped around your cock.”

Mrs. Miller peeled the straps to her dress off her shoulders and let the weight of her dress fall to the side, revealing her massive breasts. Scooping up the sides and underneath her breasts, Mrs. Miller pushed her chest forward and slid his wet shaft between her tits. As she masturbated his shaft with her tits, Mrs. Miller wrapped her lips around the head of his cock again and this time the pressure was immense. Derek felt the head of his cock flex continuously as her tongue lapped circles around his head. probing the tip, she took a long lap at the base of his shaft before bobbing her head. the entire time her breasts strangle the meat of his shaft.

When Derek came he saw white flashes in the corner of his vision and his eyes rolled backward. Mrs. Miller didn’t relent when the backup of warm salty sperm splashed into her mouth, in fact, she pressed further down. Her lips slurped and slopped down his shaft as his flexing continued and the pleasure overwhelmed him. Even after he finished she would stop. Her lips were like a vacuum cleaner and they sucked him even as he finally went limp. After ten minutes of that and after she had licked and sucked every inch of his shaft she finally relented, popping her lips off of him.

“Mmmm you’re as tasty as I hoped,” Mrs. Miller hummed a smile and slid up his front, looking for a kiss.

Derek leaned back and put his hands on her chest to stop, she changed tactics and licked his palm, then seductively began to suck his finger as if it was a cock. Her eyes lingered on his.

“Mmmm… sorry baby, I’m orally fixated. Just like my daughter,” Mrs. Miller said with a mischievous grin and a wink.

Derek fought the distraction and pressed forward. He had to stop being defensive and just letting
 whatever this plan was happen to him. He was sensing a weak link with Mrs. Miller and needed to exploit it.

“That’s fine. You give amazing blowjobs, just like your daughter,” he praised.

“Whose better?” Mrs. Miller asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I’m not sure. It’s been years since I’ve seen your daughter. What did you mean earlier, about ‘half the money?’ Half the money for what?”

A playfully naughty grin beamed on Mrs. Miller’s lips as she giggled and teethed on his thumb before shaking her head from side to side. “Ah ah ahhh. We don’t kiss and tell. Fuck and tell maybe, but not kiss…”

Mrs. Miller’s brushed down his front and found his soft cock. Like a witch casting a spell, her fingers circled his entire shaft before gripping it and slowly pumping it to life. His cock responded and woke like a zombie from the dead, slowly stiffening in her palm. Derek did a fast calculation and figured whatever drama he might create by fucking his ex-girlfriend’s mom he already created by cumming in her mouth. Plus, this might be a rare opportunity to fuck someone and gain information rather than just fucking someone as a task for someone else’s reasons.

Derek leaned forward and pushed Mrs. Miller’s chest, making her fall backward to her side of the couch. She tried to sit back up but he was already on her. His hand slid up her silky smooth thighs and disappeared under the skirt of her dress.

“Oh, Derek… yes… yes… take me… take me!” Mrs. Miller groaned as his fingers found her pussy. It was lightly shaved and already a mess of juices as she must have really
 loved giving him that blowjob. His middle finger slid inside her pussy like it was cutting into warm butter. Then he added his ring finger. “Oh, god! Yes. Yes! Fuck me just like I fantasized. Take me. Make me you whore!”

One of her hands snatched my other hand and jerked it to her throat. His hand wrapped around her neck and gave firm pressure on her throat that made her gasp and groan. Derek’s arm flexed as he pumped the fingers in and out of her hole and made her entire body rock as he finger-banged her. The woman’s thick thigh parted impressively wide, causing her sundress to fall to her belly exposing her dripping wet pussy and pale inner thighs.

“Yes, baby… choke me. Choke your fuckin whore!” Mrs. Miller cried as he gripped held her down by her neck and stuffed her with his other hand. He arched his thumb so the pad of it jabbed her clit with every thrust. A swiping motion turned the move into a fast rub as he fingered her pussy and circled her clit. The octave and immediacy of her moans changed when he started hooking up his fingers and pressing on her G-spot with every thrust.

“Ahhhh! Oh god! Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me!” she squealed and pushed away from him while holding onto his arm like the pleasure of the fuck was too much for her body but yet she needed it. “You’re gonna make me cum… oh god, you’re going to make me cum… I’m cumming… I’m cumming… ahhh ahhh ahhhh!”

A tremor vibrated through her hips as her eyes rolled to the back of her head and her large tits clapped and circled on her chest. A dollop of juices squirted from her pussy and splashed on his hand and wrist before wetting the couch. Immediately, Derek jabbed his fingers back inside the woman and repeated the same fingering motion but this time more roughly and fast.

“Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck! Ugh!” Mrs. Miller screamed through gritted teeth as he finger fucked her. Her back arched and his forearm was swallowed by her massive breasts on either side as he kept a hold of her tender throat. “Oh god! Again—I’m cumming agai—ugh!”

Derek pulled his fingers out just as her thighs flexed closed for a brief moment and she squirted again. This time her body went limp to the couch as she panted and moaned in exhaustion after.

“Ohh god… oh my god…” she sighed between breaths.

Derek kicked off his pants and underwear and positioned his hips closer to hers. His hard cock rested against her crotch. When the girth of his shaft rested on her tender pussy lips, Mrs. Miller looked down at it like it was a gun pointed at her.

“Oh, god. It’s so big… Jesus,” she groaned and began to worm her hips around expectantly. “Oh please, fuck me, master. Fuck me. Put it in me, master.”

The words seemed to pour out of her mouth seamlessly as if she had been waiting years to say them.

“Tell me about the money,” Derek said as he dragged his palms up and down the face of her bare breasts. Her hard nipple cut into his hands as he did. “What’s it for?”

“Ooooo I can’t, I can’t. I just ca—god. Please, sir, just put that thing in me!” she begged.

The meat of his shaft flexed and pressed down on her slit. When he leaned over her it ground on her clit making her teeth chatter and her voice high-pitched and squealing. He fed the tip of his thick cock into her pussy and felt how easily it went in. It begged for him to enter but he didn’t give it.

“Oooo come on! Please please, please! I’ll be your free-use toy! I’ll be your fuck doll MILF to use whenever you want! Just give it to me!” she begged.

When her hips lifted to engulf him he retreated, not allowing it. “What’s the money for?”

“Ugh… it's… it's… to help out a friend. To pay off a few witnesses or something, I don’t know! They don’t tell me all the details, I don’t want ugh, god it feels so good master…” she rambled as she raised and lowered her hips eagerly.

“For the Wallabee case?” Derek said in shock though he was hardly surprised. He expected this.

“I don’t know I don’t know, they didn’t⁠—”

“How much? How much do you need to give them?” he asked.

“Just my half, just my half! Seven hundred thousand. Now please!” she begged more and reached for his hips.

He was lost in thought when he jammed his long hard cock into her pussy. Her soaking wet wall squeezed around his shaft as he filled her up and she screamed.

“Ahhhhh gahh! Yes!”

Holding his cock inside her, he felt pressure on all sides. Her small, tight cunt choked his cock like it was trying to hold onto it as Mrs. Miller squinted and panted in near hyperventilation.

“Ohhh, fuck me. Fuck me, master—ahhh!”

Bucking his hips he pulled out and slammed his cock back inside her. Mrs. Miller’s eyes went wide her face looked pained but her moans were high and full of pleasure. Pressing on her thighs, he widened her legs to near splits with one foot almost touching the floor and the other straight in the air. Each buck of his hips fucked her into the corner cushions of the couch. Her hands switched from cupping over her mouth to muffle her excessive screams, to gripping at her thighs to spread her legs just a little wider to fit a little more of his massive cock inside her.

“Oh fuck yes! Fuck your bitch! Fuck your bitch! Fuck me into this fucking couch like the needy whore that I am—oh fuck!”

Mrs. Miller’s tits bounced forward and back on her chest like waves through a wave pool. Her heavy breasts looked like thick doey pancakes floating on her chest. Her body was folded inward so that her drooling pussy and his penetrating cock almost folded on top of her face that was stuffed into the couch.

“Yes yes yes! I’m gonna fucking cum! I’m gonna fucking cum! Oh my god oh my god oh my ahhhhhh god!” she screamed Derek felt her pussy force his cock out of her as an eruption of juice poured from cunt. They splashed against the arm of the couch and half dribbled onto Mrs. Miller’s face.
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M
 rs. Miller’s thighs clapped together and jiggled as her hands tried to cover her sex. The tremors of orgasm plagued her body just as they coursed through her mind. Derek grabbed her wrist, pulled her off of the couch, and rolled her like an object onto the ground. She gasped in surprise as she landed on all four.

“Why would you do it?” he muttered and stood over her shoulder.

“Wh—what?” Mrs. Miller stuttered. Her mind still lost.

“The seven hundred grand. Why would you give it to them to win the case?”

She started slowly crawling away from him toward a plush chair a few yards ahead. “To help a friend in need and… and for you. They told me they’d send you… oh!”

Derek knew that was going to be her response. He grabbed at the loose sundress that now covered nothing and was bunched around her mid-drift and yanked her back to him like he held the reigns of a pony. He was annoyed. He was pissed. They were using him as a prostitute but worse than that. They were using him to bribe the Assistant District Attorney, Ms. Bowman. He was now involved in witness tampering! Forget losing his job, he could go to prison for a felony!

Lowering to a knee, he fed the tip of his throbbing cock back inside her pussy where she knelt and Mrs. Miller arched her back and flipped her back over her head as she screamed.

“Ohhhh nnnnoohhhgod! Yes! Yes! Oh fuck me…” she gasped as she pushed her ass back toward him. Derek obliged but not because she wanted it. He had some frustrations to pound out.

He stabbed his cock deep into her pussy as he fucked her doggy style on the floor. One hand gripped her dress and the other gripped her hips roughly as he jerked her back for every hard thrust. Their bodies collided with hard impacts. His thick throbbing cock disappeared into her exposed hole over and over again.

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Ahhhhgahhh! Yes! Break me! Use me! Us my holes, masterahhh!” Mrs. Miller cried in a whining whimper.

Derek heard Mrs. Miller’s dress beginning to tear as he pulled on it and pounded her. He changed to gripping a lock of her hair and yanking her head back. She arched her head to the side and he saw the mascara bled down her face and her bangs stuck to her sweaty brow as she looked at him with wanting and desperate eyes.

“Fuck your whore… fuck your worthless whore, master! Yes! Yes!”

Her tits swayed like a weapon beneath her. They knocked together and then bounced into her chest before nearly slapping her chin. The strength in her arms gave way and her face lowered to the carpet with her ass remaining stuck up in the air. Contorted with her hair pulled, ass up, breasts down, and his cock slamming into her like a machine piston, she screamed like she lost her mind.

“Ohhhh goddd! Ohhh fuckkkk! Ohhh master! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” she screamed.

He exited her and let her pussy spray over the carpet and her body flatten to the ground before she curled into a ball again.

“Oh goddd!” she yelled in a sharp almost pained sound. Her body vibrated like a machine as she sucked in the air and screamed again before finally relaxing.

Derek stood, still lost in anguish and thought. He slumped into a seat in the middle of the couch. He hadn’t even realized he hadn’t came yet. His throbbing cock bounced between his legs. He was so focused on what his next move was and what he should do.


Was I in too deep with this conspiracy already?


A minute passed and he hadn’t moved as he thought about this. He awoke from his thoughts when Mrs. Miller crawled between his legs and began stroking and kissing his shaft gently. The once polished and perfect middle-aged woman was now a mess. Her hair was pulled and bunched, her makeup ran, her eyes watery, and her nose pink, but she smiled submissively as she kissed and licked around his shaft.

“I need to make myself into a better cum slut,” she giggled.

“I think I should go,” Derek said, more to himself than her. A flash of anger and panic appeared on her face.

“Oh, no… no, not yet. I better clean my mess off you. I still need you. I want you to cum on⁠—”

Her words snapped to silence as a sound happened in the background. The closed door to the library they sat in muffled most of the rest of the house but a moment later Derek heard a voice he thought he’d never hear again.

“Mom, you home?” Amy called.


Amy! My ex-girlfriend!


Derek went to stand but to his surprise, Mrs. Miller clamored onto his lap, straddling her thick thighs on either side of his.

“No, no!” Mrs. Miller whispered in a yell. Her crazed eyes stared down at him. “I need you! I need you! My daughter doesn’t have to know!”
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D
 erek’s memory of his sex life with his ex-girlfriend was not a dull affair. By far, sexually speaking, Derek grew the most during his stint as Amy’s boyfriend. The strait-laced, quiet, and unassuming girl was shockingly slutty, loud, and horny in bed. Her desire to be dominated loomed almost to a fault on the extreme side of things. Every week, it seemed she was buying different contraptions and toys for him to use and abuse her with. The reason why he broke up with her definitely wasn’t sexual. It leaned more toward the reason of her being on the obsessive/stalker side of psychotic.

Every female she saw him talking to would turn into a crying fit because she thought He was cheating; every place he went, she wanted to come, and everything he did or thought she wanted to know. Like everything in life, it had some perks. When Derek finally realized on their third date that not only did Amy want him to fuck her constantly and in every which way, but she also was okay with giving him a blow job anywhere—literally, anywhere. Humiliation was one of Amy’s collection of kinks, and being observed sucking Derek’s cock at the school library, in class, in the theater, and at a bar would get her off.

It was terrific for the first couple of weeks, but then Derek was struggling to pass classes because she was trying
 to get caught while getting him to fuck her in public. Amy might have been in college to fuck around, but Derek wasn’t rich; he couldn’t afford to fail a class. The breakup was the worst of it. They literally broke up six times. Six times, they had the conversation. Six times he had to fight through her tears and begging to suck his dick to make it up to him. Then, the thousands of texts, emails, direct messages, handwritten letters, and phone calls followed him for weeks.

So when Derek felt the clutch of panic in his chest when he heard Amy knocking on the library door with Amy’s naked mother straddling his lap, he meant a panic he had only felt once before—when I was fucking Mrs. Thompson in the kitchen at the start of her damn book club!


“Mom? Are you in there?” Amy asked.

“Oop, yes, dear,” Mrs. Miller said as she slowly straightened on her knees, shoving her breasts in Derek’s face.

“What are you doing in the library?” Amy asked with confusion in her voice.

Derek grabbed Mrs. Miller’s plump ass cheeks to help speed her getting off of him, but he felt resistance and then her hand back around his cock.

“Give me just a few minutes, honey. I’ll be right out to explain-ahmm!” Mrs. Miller gasped as she sat herself down on his cock. Derek’s thick head split her moist pussy lips open as he pierced her. Derek gasped as the sudden warmth and wetness squeezed around his member. Mrs. Miller pressed her lips together as almost tears glittered in her eyes. Like his cock felt so good inside her, it almost hurt to keep quiet.

“We can’t do this!” Derek yelled without saying a word. He let his raised eyebrows and enunciated lips send the message.

“Oh, fuck me… oh, fuck me… fuck me… fuck mmmm…” Mrs. Miller mouthed, at first but then began to whisper as she rocked back and forth on his cock. When she started to get louder, Derek clamped his palm over her mouth and shushed her. “Ughhhmmmmmm!”

Mrs. Miller growled when he held her mouth shut, and she began to ride him harder, growling and panting into the safety of his tightly gripped hand.


Apparently, Amy isn’t the only one with a laundry list of kinks, and I just walked right into satisfying this one. Like mother like daughter.


In the heat of the moment, he thought back to a similar situation when he fucked Mrs.

Thompson, and the solution he imposed, was to fuck her hard and fast and get it over it with rather than let the risky moment drag on. Bucking his hips up to meet hers, Mrs. Miller’s eyes went wide as he stuffed her. She smacked her ass down on his lap harder and faster until his cock was thumping inside her pussy like a jackhammer.

The depraved sounds that gargled out of her mouth and were barely muffled by my hand sounded more primal and animalistic than anything a human could make. Her giant tits clapped together and smashed down on her chest and bumped into his forearm with every bounce. He could feel just how wet she was by the slick mess that formed on my crotch and inside of her thighs. Only then, when inspecting the pool of moisture forming in his lap, he realized Mrs. Miller had been orgasming for the past several minutes non-stop while muzzled by his hand. Another orgasm came when her eyes rolled back again, and a growing moan hummed beneath his palm as her body spasmed on his.

“Um, Mom?” Amy said with concern in her voice. Her words were inches from the unlocked library door. “Are you alright in there?”

Holding Mrs. Miller’s hips down on his cock by gripping her hips so she couldn’t bounce anymore, Derek nodded his head encouragingly as he lowered his hand from the cum drunk MILF twitching on his lap.

“Ohhh, yes dear. I’m, mmm, I’m just, uh, not feel too good,” Mrs. Miller mumbled as she tried to regain her composure. “Just, uh, be right out.”

She leaned forward, cupping his cheeks in her hands as she smiled down at the man. Her dirty blond hair fell around his face, creating a tunnel for just her eyes to meet his momentarily.

“Do you need a doctor? This is weird. Can I just come in?” Amy replied impatiently.

Derek’s eyes went wide and then narrowed on Mrs. Miller forcefully. She bit her lip and hid a grin.

“No, no, honey. Not yet,” she said, then whispered almost soundlessly to Derek. “I need your cum.”

Derek knitted his eyebrows and mouthed the word, “No.” He tried to tell her to get off him, but she wouldn’t listen. Instead, her eyes narrowed, and her lips parted as she hung her pink tongue like a dog. She rocked back and forth on his cock—as much as she could with him restraining her—and he could feel her pussy lips tightening and loosening on his cock as she worked.

Pressing her warm cheek against his, she whispered in his ear, “No, sir. I won’t get off of you. I can’t. Not until you fill me up with your seed. I need to make it up to you.”

Derek moved his hands under her hips to lift her off him, but she wormed away and huffed as she started humping him again.

“Oh god,” she muttered almost above a whisper.

“Shhh,” he whispered.

“Just fuck me, oh my god,” she whispered breathlessly in his ear as she continued to try to hump him. “Just fuck me, daddy. Fill me with your cum, and I’ll be quiet. Oh, god, I promise I’ll be a good cum slut. I’ll keep my mouth closed and legs open. You can fill me up. You can take me. You can make me yours. Just—just cum inside my pussy.”

Each word seemed to flirt with the edge of being too loud, and in Derek’s head, he imagined Amy still standing on the other side of the library door behind him. He weighed the pros and cons and realized if he didn’t do what Mrs. Miller asked, she could still tell Amy what happened even if she didn’t catch them in the act. The safest course for now was just to give the woman what she wanted.

“Okay,” he whispered and stopped trying to restrain her movements. She brightened with glee and leaned down to kiss him long and deep as she started riding him just the same way.

Shoving his cock inside her, she leaned back, and a pained looked bloomed on Mrs. Miller’s face as the corner of one of her lips rose, and her eyes squinted.

“Oh my god, master. That’s it… oh fuck. Fuck your slut. Take her. Use her. Use me,” Mrs. Miller whined in a muted whisper. She took his hands and brought them to her plump and heavy breasts. Derek squeezed them and felt his cock flex inside her at the same time. “Mmmmm!”

The high-pitched squeal she released was just a bit too loud, but Derek didn’t hear Amy through the door, so he assumed she had gone elsewhere in the house.


Good, let’s get this done.


Pinching her nipples, he saw Mrs. Miller’s eyes roll backward and whimper escape her lips. He forced his cock inside her.

“Oh, god, master… make me your cum slut, Make me your whore, make me your filthy fucking cum rag… oh, oh, oh god,” she cried, fighting to keep her voice down as Derek pounded into her. Her tits clapping against her chest was nearly as loud as his cock smashing into her pussy.

“Mmm!” Derek gritted his teeth and grunted as he felt the orgasm strike. Spurts of cum exited his cock and filled her pussy as she clapped both of her hands over her mouth to stifle another orgasm. Her body was a jittery wet mess on him, and her clenching pussy on his still-spasming head felt almost too good.

It was then he heard Amy’s voice from behind him, but it wasn’t muffled from a door.

“Derek?”
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T
 o say Derek’s luck had run out would be an understatement of the century. Derek would have rather been caught naked in Mrs. Thompson’s closet by his mother’s entire book weeks ago than to have been caught cumming inside his ex-girlfriend’s mother by his ex-girlfriend. 

“Mom!?!” Amy yelled in an exasperated and, rightfully so, shocked tone of voice.

It was unbelievable that even then, after Derek had given into all of Mrs. Miller’s conditions, including pumping her full of his seed, she still was resisting getting off of his lap. With her tits waggling back and forth as she rode Derek’s attempts to escape like a bucking pony, Mrs. Miller spoke through her panted breaths.

“Now, honey. I know this is a shock, but it can’t be that
  much of a surprise,” Mrs. Miller said. “Why don’t you come around here and have a seat, and we can talk about this.”


Oh, screw this! I’m done being polite.


Scooping Mrs. Miller’s ass and thighs in his palms, Derek stood, flexing his muscles as he lifted the mature woman as he did.

“Woop!” Mrs. Miller yelped and quickly clasped her hands around his neck. She protested and made demands, all of which literally fell on deaf ears as the ringing of shame blared in his eardrums.

Derek turned, and half dropped her back onto the couch. He saw Amy for the first time in years. She looked beautiful as ever. She had the same dyed dirty blonde hair as her stepmother, but Amy had poutier lips, a narrower face and waist, and a tattoo of a flock of hummingbirds flying down her arm. And Derek chagrinned at her wide-eyed expression with her hands cupped over her nose and mouth. After a pregnant pause full of awkward eye contact, her eyes dropped to see his messy half limp cock and slick hips and thighs from her mother’s squirts. 


Tasks I need to do: Apologize to Amy, put on clothes, and run very very far away.


While Derek struggled to figure out what to do first, his face brightened to a shade of red somewhere about a ripe tomato. He ended up doing a combination of all three at the same time, which didn’t go well. He hopped toward the door while stuffing a leg into his pants and realized that he put his underwear on backward and inside out. Mrs. Miller followed him, still naked and attempting to pull the clothes back off while verbally sparring with her stepdaughter.

“We’re all adults!”

“I told you he was attractive!”

“Maybe you guys can get back together because of me…” were all defenses offered by Mrs. Miller, and all were shot down by Amy as they should have been.

On the other hand, Amy didn’t have much to say to her mother. Derek was the target in her crosshairs.

“You fuck my mother behind my back!”

“I sent you all those texts, those emails, and you can’t respond to one of them, and then you do this years later!”

“What the fuck is wrong with you!?” Amy screamed as he stumbled out the front door. All her questions were statements, and questions were valid, and he had no response, so instead, he kept repeating ‘I’m sorry,’ and ‘it shouldn’t have happened,’ as if he had just slipped and landed inside her mother.

Derek had gotten his car door open when he heard a downshift in the high-pitched screeching.

“Mom, mom! You’re naked; go back inside. Mom! Go, I’ll handle this,” Amy said, bringing her tone down an octave to normalcy. “Derek, stop. Stop. You can’t just leave. Do me the courtesy of at least coming inside and explaining this to me.”

Derek hesitated half in his car.  He hated the way she phrased her statement. He did feel he owed her an explanation but then considered what the explanation was. Even if he did go inside, he’d have to lie to her. For no other reason than he didn’t have the whole story yet, and he didn’t want to get caught up in a slander lawsuit with the second wealthiest family in the city.

“I’m sorry, Amy. For everything,” he said and meant it. Then, he entered his vehicle and drove away.

Amy angrily yelled, “Wait!” and ran out to the road after him.
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D
 erek jerked the car to the left and right as he took turns too fast and ignored stop signs and red lights. A near accident that left honking horns in his wake finally made him return to reality as he slowed and pulled into a busy parking lot near downtown Austin. He wasn’t entirely sure where he was; he hadn’t been paying attention.


I can’t believe I let it get this far! Stupid stupid!


It seemed like just a few days ago, this all started with Derek hiding in a closet naked as Mrs. Thompson tortured him. How did it ever come to this?


How could I have let it get to this?


Derek honestly didn’t know what screwed-up thing he needed to deal with first. The alleged illegal witness tampering and bribery charges, the moral/ethical dilemma of having just fucked his ex-girlfriend’s mom in front, or the fact that his ex, who knows basically everyone Derek has ever met, is on the verge of ruining his personal life?


Pick a card, any card!
 He joked to himself dryly.


Bzzt! Bzzt!



Bzzt! Bzzt!


Derek removed his phone from his pants. His reaction to the name on the screen was an incredulous sigh mixed with the icy chill that froze his veins. The competing reaction continued their battle in him until he finally answered the call.

“Hello?”

“What the fuck are you doing?” Mistress Whitmore scolded him through the phone. “Are you out of your mind? You could ruin everything! Get back to her house, now!”

“This is just another manipulation,” Derek shook his head in disbelief. “You called Mrs. Miller and told her to contact me like that. Mrs. Thompson told you how to get me, didn’t she?”

“Was that a question? Did you just dare to question me?” Mistress Whitmore growled.

With heart thumping in his ears, Derek licked his lips, his voice caught in the back of his throat. Multiple voices argued in his mind about how to respond to his mistress, his boss, the woman who just pimped him out. After another breath of silence passed by, Derek exhaled, shaking his head, and hung up the call.

A flush of heat flooded his cheeks when she called back again. And again.


Maybe I just successfully ruined my personal and professional life all in one day,
 he thought.

Mistress Whitmore stopped calling him, and he spent the next minutes adjusting his clothes (except his underwear, which was still on backward) and collecting his thoughts.


Bzzt! Bzzt!


It was a text message this time.

Mrs. Thompson

‘Let’s talk, give me a call.’

Enough anger flowed through his veins to yell some more, and he figured it would be easier to chew out Mrs. Thompson than Mistress Whitmore, so he called her contact.

“Why hello, darling!” Mrs. Thompson sang in a high-pitched voice with a smile hidden somewhere in there.

“You’re involved in this, aren’t you?” Derek said with a warning in his voice.

“Oooo, you do sound so sexy when you’re angry. Are you about to give me a scolding
 ? If so, give me a moment to strip down.”

“Stop, stop! This all started after we hooked up. Whatever weird transaction is going on, you told my boss she could get away with fucking me both literally and figuratively.”

“Oh, Derek. Don’t be dramatic,” Mrs. Thompson laughed.

“Dramatic? Do you know what Whitmore is doing?” Derek shouted as he threw his hands out while jabbing his words at his phone’s speaker. “She’s committing felonies! Bribery! Witness tampering! Who knows what else! All to win this stupid case where everyone knows he’s guilty. Who knows why Mrs. Miller is paying in the first place.”

There was an extended pause, followed by a sigh, “Oh, I see. So, she told you.”

Derek’s eyes went wide. “You knew, too! You knew what Whitmore was doing!?”

“Listen, honey,” Mrs. Thompson said, her voice sounding more severe than he had ever heard. “You are only seeing a small fraction of the picture here. You are mad because you don’t have the full story, but trust me. We’re the good guys in this, okay? I need you to go back to Mrs. Miller’s now.”

“No, no… I don’t trust you; I don’t believe you. I don’t know what you’re using me for, but I won’t get any deeper into this,” Derek said, and the longer and more often he said, the more confident he became. It was beginning to feel like he was finally doing the right thing.

“Derek…” the playfulness was back in the sexy cougar’s voice. “Trust me, darling. If you do this for me, all the fantasies and wishes a man could ask for would come true for you. But you have to do your part.”

Derek shook his head, “Goodbye, Mrs. Thompson.”

He went to hang up the phone and heard her say sternly, “If you don’t go back there, I will tell your mother everything. And I mean everything!”

Derek froze and hesitated for a long minute.

“Now listen, Derek…”

Derek sneered and hung up the phone. Then, the onslaught of calls and texts barraged his cell phone. Both Mrs. Thompson and Mistress Whitmore. Feeling the chaotic pressure building up inside him, Derek popped open his car door and slammed it shut, leaving his phone in his car as he walked away. He needed space. He needed time to think.


And a place to fix my underwear.


Looking at his surroundings, he realized where he was when he saw a store that looked familiar and the coffee shop. Whether intentional, subconscious, or accidental, he had driven right to one of his and Amy's former favorite hangout spots while they were dating. He walked to the coffee shop and used their restroom to make necessary adjustments. While waiting for his coffee, a familiar voice spoke, but not the one he half expected.

“Um, Derek, right?”

When Derek turned, he did a double take at the sight of the same gorgeous woman he had met in the City Councilwoman’s office—this time with a slimming gray pantsuit and a low-cut V-neck blouse to match.

“Hi, Amber, right?” he said more timidly than he meant to.

“Yes, that’s right—sorry, I didn’t mean to disturb you. I just⁠—”

“No, no, it’s fine. I just… I’ve been having a bit of a weird night,” he sighed.

“Yeah?” Amber said with a beaming smirk.

“What brings you to a coffee joint at night? Big plans?”

“Haha, not really. Mayor’s pulling a long night, so we all pull a long night. Even though there isn’t much for a Political Organizer to do.”

The pair received their coffees and, without formally saying it, ended up at the same table, continuing to talk. Amber was easy like that. A minute with her, and it felt like they were old friends catching up. She was the first woman he spent time with that, despite her being drop-dead gorgeous, he actually wasn’t distracted by her beauty. Perhaps that was because he was a bit over-sexed, but Derek credited just how genuine and non-judgmental Amber was.

“So, political organizer? What does that mean?” he had asked.

“Oh, nothing exciting. I create the interface between the Mayor’s ideas and beliefs and integrate them with the campaign to change minds for the…” Amber’s eyes died as she gave up on the party line. She seemed to feed everyone else who asked. With a defeated shrug, she admitted, “Opposition research. That’s what they have me do. Day in and day out, they want me to dig up dirt on opponents or basically anyone who doesn’t do what he wants.”

“Oh,” he said, wide-eyed.

“Yeah…”

“So you’re kind of like the mafia,” he joked.

She broke into a devious smirk and hid a giggle, “Kinda, I guess… not really.”

They both laughed. “Come on, you give people an offer they can’t refuse!”

She laughed some more and shrugged, “Okay, sure, sounds better than the truth.”

They chatted for another hour, though it felt like a few minutes. Amber talked about her job and how she hated it, but she edged around the meat of why. Derek told her about his job and how he’s hated it lately but edged around why. They both laughed when they realized each other was holding things back. Without even trying, the two were leaning over the table and halfway to kissing by the end of their flirtatious conversation.

“So, I guess this could be considered a first date then?” Derek yelled out. “If you’re saying coffee is a good ‘first date’ event.”

Amber smiled warmly, then quickly backtracked. “Well, it could be, but I think we both have to consider it a date for it to be a date.”

He furrowed his brow, “Like launching a nuclear missile. You both need to turn your keys.”

She rolled her eyes, “Sure if that works better in your head, dork.”

Derek mocked offense, “Hurling insults already! Man, I don’t know if I want a second date if you’re already verbally abusive.”

It was Amber’s turn to mockingly overreact as she slapped the table and bounced up and down laughing, “I never said this date counts!”

They both laughed some more.

“So what is this then?” he pressed.

“It’s a… non-date… date,” she said and made a face that said not to ask what she meant.

“A non-date date… okay…”

Amber’s bouncing laughter suddenly ceased when she looked up from the table. Derek followed her gaze and saw a thin, bald man in his fifties standing outside the coffee shop, staring at Amber. A sudden jolt of primal aggression straightened Derek’s posture.

“I’m sorry, I have to go,” Amber said and gathered her things.

“Is everything alright? Is that guy a problem?” Derek looked back at him. He had thin lips, gaunt cheeks, and sunken eyes. The man looked at Derek and then turned away.

“No, no, it's not like that. He’s my boss. I just was supposed to be back a while ago,” Amber half laughed as she stood. It was then that Derek recognized the creepy-looking bald man. He was at the city councilwoman’s office as well.


She’s the Mayor’s wife, so that makes sense.


“Sorry, didn’t mean to keep you. Could I have your number? I’d love to call you.”

“Call away, but only if you want another non-date date,” Amber giggled as she took his cell phone.

She put it in his phone and gave him one last devious grin before leaving. The bald man was gone by then. He was still in a daze when Derek watched her pull away from the front of the coffee shop.


Well, that was a not-so-bad distraction,
 he thought as he started to walk away from the shop.

“I should have known you’d come here,” the familiar voice he half expected in the first place said. He turned and saw Amy standing behind him.













CHAPTER
 TWENTY-SEVEN












O
 ne more coffee, an awkward conversation, and ninety minutes later, Derek agreed to go back to Amy’s mother’s house with Amy and discuss what happened like adults rather than ‘handling the situation like a child and running away’ as Amy so gently put it. It never felt great to flee a house as if you committed a crime and also to be half naked. It was late now. They had stayed at the coffee shop until they had closed. Honestly, he half expected Mrs. Miller to be in bed when they arrived, but there she sat. This time in the large living room area with multiple oversized couches.

Mrs. Miller sipped her coffee, waiting. She had cleaned up, redone her makeup, and now worked a white and blue sundress that hung to her knees.

“So glad you came back,” she said and moved to get her daughter and him a coffee. Derek and Amy sat on the couch and continued their awkward conversation more freely.

“Look, I don’t know all of why you were fucking my mom,” Amy said with a shallow sigh and tilted her head. “But I know you didn’t initiate it. My mom called you here and seduced you. I get it. I get my sex drive from her, so we can be hard to turn down.”

“Yeah, that’s for sure,” Derek said, and they both laughed. Derek couldn’t help but steal a peek at Amy’s amazing breasts. They were barely tucked into a tube top that showed ample cleavage, and she wore a tight pencil skirt that hugged her round ass.


Was she wearing that before? Did she change?


“I also know you’ve got a big and important job now; congratulations,” Amy said and sat back in her seat and crossed her legs, apparently reveling in the eyeful Derek had stolen.

“Thanks,” he replied and thanked her mother when she brought in coffees and set them on the end table. “I, um, look, I know we didn’t end things great a few years ago, and we didn’t start things off great now, but I came back here to apologize to the both of you. I also felt I owed it to you,” he nodded to Amy.

“Well, how about you make it up to me then,” Amy replied with a grin.

Amy scooted closer to his left, her breasts already brushing his shoulder as she turned to him. Mrs. Miller slipped into the couch seat to his right and crossed her legs as she observed with an amused smile. It was when Amy took Derek’s hand in hers, moving it to her lap, while leaning in to kiss him, that he was overwhelmed.

“Wait, wait—no,” Derek sat back in his seat. “I’ve already made a cluster out of this situation. I’m—we can’t. I’m done doing this. I’ve wrecked my professional life. I’m not about to ruin my personal life, too. More than I already have.”

Amy made a face and half smiled with a shake of her head.

“You’re not making a mess of it. You’re fixing the mess you made right now,” Amy’s palm pressed on his chest and caressed his rippling muscles as it lowered on him. “By doing this, you’re ensuring no one will ever know what you just did with my mom…” She leaned forward and pecked a kiss on his neck, her hot breath teasing him as she planted a second kiss on his jugular beneath his chin. “Just us three will know, and we’ll take it to our graves. Like it never happened in the first place.”

Amy’s lips pressed to Derek’s, and he pieced together the not-so-subtle implication that not
 hooking up with her meant that everyone would
 know what he did with her mother. Part of him wanted to say screw it and leave, believing that he deserved some consequences for his actions, but a large part of him not only knew he owed it to Amy to do what she wished but also that he owed it to her to set aside his own wishes.


This is not about me,
 he thought and kissed his ex-girlfriend back.

Amy’s tender lips had a familiar feel to them as the two made out for several minutes. The fruity taste of her cherry ChapStick brought him back to their relentless sex life all those years ago. Their kiss was just heating up when he felt the warm presence of her stepmother nearing his right. Amy pulled away from the kiss, and for a brief moment, Derek exchanged a look between them, trying to read the situation.

“Take her,” Amy said with an uncharacteristic aggression in her tone.

Slipping his hand behind Mrs. Miller’s neck, his fingers cut through her long hair and pulled her lips to his. Unlike her stepdaughter, Mrs. Miller melted to Derek. Their kiss was wet and passionate as she wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her huge breasts into his chest as their tongues circled each another.

“My mom’s been a baaad girl,” Amy slapped her mother’s ass and spiked a high-pitched hum out of her while she kissed him through her tongue pressed deeper into his mouth, lapping at the roof as she purred.

Amy’s fingers were busy unclicking Derek’s belt and yanking his pants and boxers away. At the same time, Mrs. Miller’s desperate fingers did the same with his shirt and broke the kiss long enough to rip it over his head before returning. Somewhere in the back of his head, Derek thought this was a perfect example of life over the past month for him. He was a victim of his circumstances. Constantly reacting.


Always having things done to me but never feel like I have a choice.



Was this the rest of my life? Being pushed around from one decision to the next? Having sex with women who demand it when they demand it? Taking cases at work, I’m ordered to. Shoveling other people’s messes and becoming a criminal just because I’m afraid of the social consequences being loitered over my head?


“Mmmm… I’ve missed this cock more than you could ever know…” Amy purred as her delicate hand closed around his member and slowly stroked up and down.

Mrs. Miller slipped her hand down Derek’s bare inner thigh and back up. Just as her daughter’s lips closed around the head of his cock, Mrs. Miller’s warm palm gently cupped his balls. Her middle finger gently massaged the loose skin between his scrotum and his two testicles as her middle finger carefully rubbed the pad of her thumb over the left ball for a few seconds, then the right. Amy’s lips explored deeper down his shaft as he hardened and flexed. Her dainty mouth was stretched and filled with his thick meat as she had to push her ass out along the couch to get a better angle to bob her head along the length of his dick.

Derek released an extended growl into Amy’s mother as they kissed, and the mature woman swallowed it just as her daughter swallowed his cock. Reaching out with his left, Derek rubbed down Amy’s narrow back to her taut, tight ass and groped it through the fitting black pencil skirt. Without prompting, Amy continued sucking his cock but reached behind her with one hand, unzipped her skirt, and scooted out of it. While she did that, Derek slipped his right hand up between the loose sundress Mrs. Miller now wore and immediately felt the heat radiating from her sex. His right hand’s fingers found her messing pussy lips just as his left hand found her daughter’s slick twat.

“Mmm mmm, oh god, yes. Finger fuck me,” Mrs. Miller said in a high pitch between kisses as his middle finger entered her.

Without warning, Derek grabbed a lock of Mrs. Miller’s hair and yanked her head back, making her whimper, “Did you just tell me what to do?” he asked.

Squinting and wincing from the sudden jerk of her hair, Mrs. Miller stood on her knees panting, “No, no—ah ah—no, sir! I-I should have known better. I’m—I’m just a worthless whore.”

Derek released her, and she released a breath, stunned by the sudden turn of events. Even Amy had popped his cock out of her mouth to look up.


SMACK!


Derek slapped his ex-girlfriend’s ass hard, making it jiggle and for her to cry out and growl a recovering moan.

“Did I tell you to stop sucking my dick?” Derek asked her. He could see the flicker of a smile in the corner of her lips that she hid to avoid another spanking.

“No, no, sir!” she stuttered and eagerly returned to slurping on his head.

“Help your daughter,” he faced Mrs. Miller and ordered her. “Show her how a cum whore is supposed to suck cock.”

“Yes, sir—yes, Mmmmm!” Mrs. Miller yelled out as she bent over his lap. Amy took a breath as she lifted off of him, and her mother’s lips immediately fell upon his shaft.

Her widened lips pressed down and backed up as Amy lay on her side so she could take his balls into her mouth one by one. He cupped Amy’s cheek with his left and held her on his balls as she tongued them while his right hand grabbed a knot of Mrs. Miller’s dirty blonde hair and forced her lips up and down on his shaft. After a few minutes, he switched, shoving Amy’s young lips down his cock while her mother tongued his balls.

Then the two took turns on their own, each deep-throating his cock as long and as far as they could, the two whores taking turns shoving each other’s lips farther down the length of his throbbing shaft.

“Good whores, hm. Go deeper!” Derek growled. He struggled to keep the pleasure from his face as the pair’s luscious lips squeezed on his cock and jacked him off for several minutes.

Amy lifted off his cock. Her eyes were watery, and drool was dripping from the corner of her lips as she grabbed her mother’s face, which was already lowering to Derek’s cock. It glistened from Amy’s saliva and his pre-cum, but Mrs. Miller sucked him down all the same.

Panting and with a ragged voice, Amy ordered her mother, “Take that fucking cock! Yes! Suck our master’s cock like the good fucking whore that you are!”

Amy had her mother’s hair pulled back in a ponytail in one hand and was shoving her head down with the other as Mrs. Miller’s lips nearly reached the base of his thick shaft. When she lifted off of his cock there was and thick stream of drool connecting between his head and her lips. Mrs. Miller’s eyes were dripping tears, and her mascara ran down her cheeks as she gasped for breaths. Amy was already jockeying for her turn when Derek stopped.

“No, you whores clean each other up,” he said and stood, his dripping cock bouncing and pointing where ever he faced.

As if a general had just ordered his troops into battle, Amy and Mrs. Miller seized upon each other instantly. First, Amy held her mother’s cheeks as she licked the drool off her lips and chin, and then Mrs. Miller took her turn. Kissing, sucking, and licking all over her daughter's face and chest as she bent her over the cushion of the couch. Derek was lost in the sight and nearly didn’t stop them. It was so hot.













CHAPTER
 TWENTY-EIGHT












“S
 tand up,” Derek said, pulling Mrs. Miller by her arm.

“Yes, master. Where do you want your whore? Please, I want to please you,” she whined.

He pushed her down on the couch, and her tits bounced in her dress together. Mrs. Miller lay on her back as he flipped her skirt up and lined up his throbbing cock with her pussy.

“Whatever you want, us whores will do for you,” Amy said, stepping to his side as she looked up to him.

Mrs. Miller smiled up at her daughter, “I raised her well to know her place, and nnngh!”

Mrs. Miller cried out as he jammed his throbbing cock inside of her. His stiff meat slid in like hot steal piercing warm butter. In one thrust, he filled her up, then pulled out and fucked her again.

“Nngggahhh! Yes, yes… I’m you whore. I’m your whore! Take this whore pussy—gahhh!” Mrs. Miller groaned through squinted eyes. Derek grabbed her thick thigh and jerked her body back to him with every thrust, making her body rock. Her giant fat tits bounced in unison with every thrust inside her dress.

Sinking to her knees at her mother’s side, Amy rubbed her palms over Mrs. Miller’s breasts and then yanked down on her sundress, causing the fabric to stretch and tear as well as her massive tits to spill out the neck of the dress.

“Mmmmm fuck that Mommy slut, pussy! Fuck her deep and hard, Daddy,” Amy growled as she rubbed her palms over her nipples. “Treat her like the whore she always knew she was.”

“Oh fuck! Ahh ahhh ahhh gahh!” Mrs. Miller moaned, her eyes flirting with going backward.

“Suck your mommy’s nipples. Suckle her, slut,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir!” his ex-girlfriend responded. She took her mother’s left nipple in her mouth with a large bite, but her eyes remained glued to Derek like a good slut. Slowly blinking as she sucked and pulled on the nipple, she hummed approval as he flexed his cock inside her mother’s twat.

“Ahhhh fuck! Sir… oh god sir…” Mrs. Miller cupped a hand over her mouth as she arched her back. “I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum…”

“Did I say you can cum?” Derek asked. Slamming his shaft harder into her pussy and filling her up, she screamed.

“Nnn… noo… oh god!! I’m cumming, ahhhh!” Mrs. Miller cried.

Derek stabbed his cock in her three more times before pulling out as a gush of juices splashed over the couch and the tip of his cock.

“I didn’t tell you to cum, you worthless whore,” Derek barked as he leaned over the mature woman, still moaning. Swinging his hand up, he smacked her raw pussy lips hard.

“Ahhh, oh fuck!” she screamed. Her eyes went wide, and her body tensed. His fingers found her clit and…


SLAP SLAP SLAP!


He reddened her clit.

“Bite and pinch this whore’s nipples!” Derek ordered, and Amy eagerly complied in the torture of her mother.

“Oh fuck! Oh god, please. I’m sorry, master, I’m sorry—ahhh!” Mrs. Miller cried. Her daughter stretched both her nipples straight up and to their limits. One pulled from her pinched fingertips and the other from Amy’s teeth.


SLAP SLAP SLAP!



SLAP SLAP SLAP!


Mrs. Miller whimpered, “Oh, godddd… sir… ah… I-I need to cum again. Can I please⁠—”


SLAP SLAP SLAP!


“Oh fuck, oh… I’m so sensi⁠—”


SLAP SLAP SLAP!


“Ahhhh!”

Derek hovered his face over the old whore’s face and narrowed his eyes on her. “Are you going to listen now, like a good whore?”

“Yes, yes! Oh yes! Anything!” she pleaded, tears in her eyes, and she held in the orgasm boiling under her surface.

Hooking two fingers into her dripping pussy, he stiffly pumped them in and out of her, making the MILF purse her lips and fight to keep her eyes from rolling backward.

“Don’t you fucking cum, slut,” he demanded.

“Yes,” she said like she was holding her breath. “Yes, sir—ahh!”

Derek bit his lip as his bicep flexed and his fingers slammed into her pussy. He could feel her squeezing down, fighting to keep from losing control.

“Oh god, oh fuck, I can’t,” Mrs. Miller cried through gritted teeth. Panic in her eyes.

A smile grew on its own in the corner of Derek’s lips as he commanded, “Cum now, whore.”

“Ohhh fuuuuckkk ahhhhhhh gooooddddd!” Mrs. Miller’s entire body writhed as she came on his hard-thrusting fingers. The massive explosion of juices soaked his hand and the couch as she arched her back from the sofa before collapsing back down.













CHAPTER
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S
 eeing Amy’s eyes gaggle at his bouncing cock, he hooked the back of her neck and pulled her off of her mother’s teat. While Mrs. Miller gasped and twisted on the moist couch, Derek dragged Miss.
 Miller by her short, dirty blonde hair and pulled her on top of her own mother. Amy maneuvered her body as she was led like a good dog. Pointing her ass toward Derek, she straddled her mother’s hips. Their breasts mashing together, they formed a Miller
 sandwich as he rubbed an admiring hand over Amy’s perfectly sculpted ass.


I did miss the feel of this gorgeous ass; he
 thought as he petted his ex-girlfriend's butt.

With a look of innocence in her eyes, Amy looked over her shoulder at him. High eyebrows, wide eyes, and those pouting lips.

“Please, fuck me, daddy. Fuck me like you used to. Use my cum slut bod—ahhh shiiit!” Amy moaned with pinched eyes as he forced his thick cock into her tight hole. Yanking back on her hips, he stuffed himself inside her and felt every inch of her pussy walls squeeze. “Jesus fucking chri—ahhhh!”

Amy pinched her eyes shut and looked up to the ceiling as he struggled to fit inside her. Mrs. Miller had recovered enough to soothe her daughter. Her hands looped around her backside and rubbed up the small of her back, over her shoulders, and around the front to her breasts that were still restrained by her black tube top.

“Shhhh shhh… it’s okay, darling, just relax and open up your whore of a hole for Master,” her mother purred in a light soothing voice. “Thaaaat’s it. Take daddy’s big fucking cock.”

“Ohhhh god…” Amy looked down at her mother with shock written over her expression as she remembered how big he was. “Yes… Yes, mother.”

Derek grabbed a fistful of the tube top wrapped around the middle of Amy’s back and jerked it back. All at once her perfect tits fell from her top as he started pumping in and out of her pussy.

“Ahh ahh ahh ahhh shii iit, fuck!” Amy panted as she squeezed down on his cock. Her breasts and hard nipples swaying over her mother’s brushing them.

A naughty grin came over her mother’s face as she cupped her daughter’s tits, “Mmmmm, that’s it. Good girl. Take that fucking cock like the whore we are.”

“Yes, mommy—ahhh fuck!” her voice cracked when Mrs. Miller clamped her thumb and forefinger around her nipples. “Oh, fuck, daddy—daddy, I want to cum. May I cum?”

“No,” he replied and fucked her harder. Spanking her ass, Amy arched her back and howled. She clenched her teeth and moaned as she struggled to keep it together. Back when they were dating, Derek could have never lasted as long as he was now. The sexual hunger and drive he had achieved over the past month was being displayed now.

“Oh my god, oh my fucking gahh—I can’t, I can’t…” she cried.

Jerking her tube top hard like it was a body leash for his whore, Derek gave her permission to cum finally as he railed his cock into her harder.

“Yes, yes, yes! Thank you, Daddy! Oh god,” Amy panted, near hyperventilating. Stuffing his shaft deep inside her, he fucked her like a cheap whore. She screamed each word louder and higher than the next. “Oh… my… fucking… god!”

The orgasm was hard and lasted long. The strength of her pussy and orgasm forced his cock out of her as she squirted down his shaft and soaked her mother’s already-drenched pussy.

“Mmmm… that’s it… shhhhh… good girl…” Mrs. Miller soothed, petting her daughter’s forehead as she rested her face between her mother’s breasts. “You took that cock like a good little—ahhhhoohhhmygod!”

Without warning, as Amy still nestled between her mother’s enormous tits, Derek lowered his cock and shoved it deep inside Mrs. Miller’s pussy a few inches below her daughter’s. Shock sprouted on Mrs. Miller’s face like terror at first, then morphed to pain with Derek’s second thrust, and finally to squinted pleasure as he pounded inside her.

“Oh my god, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” she bellowed in her husky voice. “I’m your whore, I’m your whore!”

Amy awoke from her recovery and kissed and suckled at her mother’s big bouncing tits.

“Cum, whore!” Derek ordered.

“Yes yes yes! I’m your big titty fucking whore, oh god!” Mrs. Miller growled.

The orgasm that struck came quickly this time. Amy didn’t expect the thrust back into her pussy either when he forced himself back inside his ex-girlfriend.

“Aahhhh gahhhd!” she cried. Derek grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back as he fucked her raw. “Take me! Take me! I’m your’s—oh god, yes! I’m your good fucking cum slut!”

He made his two sluts cum twice more, switching his cock between their raw and gushing cunts. When he finished with them, their bodies were limp and panting. Their skin was wet with sweat and their juices, and they struggled to climb off each other. When Derek sat down on the damp couch with his throbbing cock still bobbing between his thighs, the women stumbled to crawl before him.

“May this cum slut have your seed, master?” Mrs. Miller panted.

Amy inched her face closer, her lipstick smeared in the corner of her lips. “No, Daddy. I need your cum!”

Before a fight could begin, Derek permitted them to share. The mother-daughter smiled and raised eyebrows as they each attacked his cock from different sides. Mrs. Miller’s tongue slipped up one side, and her daughter’s on the other with teasing grins in the corners of their lips. When their soaked tongues met at the tip, the pair kissed messily. Their lips and tongues wrestled around his throbbing head. It felt fantastic.

After minutes passed, they were back to taking turns face-fucking each other on the head of his cock. Mrs. Miller dripped tears on his lap as her daughter thrust her lips down, and Amy gagged and nearly puked as her mother forced her mouth down his cock. Their massive tits bouncing and swaying with every bob of their heads, Derek finally came just as Amy lifted her lips off of his shaft. The spurts of milky cum splattered over her mouth and cheek, and even more gobs coated Mrs. Miller’s tits, chin, and mouth as she pulled his cock to her.

The mother and daughter duo milked him absolutely dry. Then spent twenty minutes cleaning his cock and each other up with their tongues. Derek had to stop them because he was starting to get hard again and was too exhausted to act upon it.

It was late, and Mrs. Miller offered her California king for the night. The threesome retired to the enormous bed. Underneath the sheets, Derek lay there for several minutes with Amy on one side and Mrs. Miller on the other. They fell asleep quickly and with ease, but Derek did not. He knew that even though he had taken control, finally, he still did precisely what Mrs. Thompson and Mistress Whitmore wanted.


A pawn, indeed. No matter what I do, it’s their will.


Derek was able to extricate himself from the ladies’ naked bodies carefully and got dressed without them waking. Getting into his car, he saw his phone still resting on the passenger seat where he had left it. There were two dozen missed calls and texts between Mrs. Thompson and Mistress Whitmore.

Derek opened a group text message to them, feeling more sure of himself than ever.

Derek

‘I’m done, and I quit.’

And he pressed ‘send.’













CHAPTER
 THIRTY














Derek


‘Is Mr. Gray watching?’

 


Amber


‘Mr. Gray?’

 


Derek


‘That’s what I’m calling your supervisor who was creeping on us in the coffee shop.’

 


Amber


‘lolz no, Mr. Gray is not here. He’s off doing gray things.’

 


Derek


‘Does that mean you’ve got time for another non date date?’

 


Amber


‘Maybe…’

 


Derek


‘Can I bring you flowers on a non date date?’

 


Amber


‘I’m starting to think you don’t know what a non date date is…’

 


Derek


‘I don’t know what a non date date is.’








Amber


‘It means no gifts, no feelings, no relationship, no attachments. And no flowers!’





 

Derek leaned back in his bed and stared at the ceiling for a few minutes as he considered his reply, then raised his cell phone to type:




Derek


‘Does that mean no sex? :P’





 

Amber made him sweat for an extra long minute before giving her coy response.

 




Amber


‘I didn’t say that.’





 

Derek smirked under the glow of his phone.




Derek


‘Maybe we can get lunch today and discuss how much we both don’t have feelings for each other?’

 


Amber


‘haha, sure. 11:30? Martini’s?’

 


Derek


‘It’s a non date date.’

 


Amber


‘lol (:’





 

Derek didn’t move for ten minutes as he simply basked in the glow of the flirtatious zone he was in with Amber. He didn’t know why she didn’t want to date him or possibly anyone, but he couldn’t recall a time he was more captivated by someone. Her looks, her personality, her brains… all was so perfect. This might have been the first time in his dating history that he truly wasn’t thinking about sex with Amber at all, mostly because he had his horniness thoroughly beaten from him over the past month.

There was a chime sound that emanated from his laptop on the small desk near the foot of his bed. He had received an email. Derek grimaced and took a deliberate breath in preparation before scooting to the edge of his bed. The last text he sent before beginning his chat with Amber this morning was to Mrs. Thompson and Miss
 Whitmore.

 


Derek


‘I’m done, and I quit’

 

Then, before the relentless texts and phone calls could begin, Derek blocked all the numbers. Thompson, Whitmore, Monroe, Miller, and even Bowman. Everyone he could think of who was connected to this conspiracy was blocked before he even returned home. Then, when he was home, he sent one email to Miss Whitmore stating when it was appropriate for him to come to collect his personal items and sign the necessary paperwork. He slept through the night, receiving no word from them. Derek prepared himself for Mrs. Thompson to call his mother and begin to talk about all his exploits. It was an inevitability at this point. Frankly, he was kind of surprised she hadn’t already.

The email was, in fact, from Miss. Whitmore, and it was short enough to be a text.

 




Miss. Whitmore


‘Tomorrow. 10 am, you can collect your things.’






Miss. Whitmore

‘Tomorrow. 10 am, you can collect your things.’







The simplicity of her response felt off. Derek had sat there braced as if anticipating a punch to the gut only to un-squint his eyes and see the incoming strike had disappeared. He should have felt relieved at his boss’s uncharacteristic professionalism, but it only made him more suspicious.


I will need to be prepared for anything,
 he decided.

He spent the rest of the morning getting ready for his non date date with a quick shower, brushing his teeth, and a protein drink. For as uneasy as he felt with this unknown situation at work, he felt good being in control of his destiny again. The revelation he had during his threesome with his ex and her stepmom last night was… enlightening, to say the least.


I won’t let others choose my path for me. I will choose my own way forward from now on.


With that mentality in mind, he went downstairs fully prepared to get ahead of this thing with Mrs. Thompson and his mother. He would tell her before anyone else had the chance. He would face the consequences like a man and move on.

But to his surprise, his mother wasn’t at her usual spot. She normally sat at the table in front of her laptop, surrounded by an ocean of papers of whatever case she was working on. Now, only the laptop and papers remained. After searching the house and feeling confident she was gone, Derek snooped through her things. The laptop was password protected but the documents all had familiar headers on them. Keefe, Georgia, Tomlin, Samson… they were all cases she had worked on before retiring and becoming completely pro-bono.


Why is she looking at these? They’re years old.
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“S
 o, am I ever going to get to know why, or do I have to die from curiosity first?” Derek asked between bites of his sandwich.

The pair had met at a new sandwich shop downtown and on the outside patio. It was hot this afternoon, but the shade of an umbrella and a slight breeze were enough to keep them cool. Amber wore a simple orange dress and skirt with thin spaghetti straps. Her tan, golden skin looked like it was meant to be under the sun. Just like the last time, their conversation came as natural as water. They picked up right where they left off.

Amber hem-hawed for a minute as she played with her chips and battled with herself before finally answering.

“Alright, but you can’t tell anyone,” Amber warned with a crooked smile and an outstretched finger.

Derek shrugged, “Who am I going to tell? I just met you. Do you think I’m going to look up Mr. Gray on Facebook and friend him?”

Amber laughed, brightening the mood of everyone who heard her, “The day that he gets Facebook is the day I truly would be worried. But it can be a small city in the circles we run in. Just look at how we met.”

“Alright, I promise,” he relented. He hadn’t broached the subject of his recent resignation, partly because he couldn’t think of a way to explain why, but mostly because he figured telling her that he was now unemployed and living with his mother was a fast way to end this non date date in disappointment.

Amber leaned forward and checked her peripheral vision as she finished chewing the bite of her BLT and swallowed.

“I put in my application to several places, and I’m on the final interview with two,” she whispered.

Derek furrowed his brow. “You just graduated, right? Isn’t that what you’re supposed to do?”

“You don’t understand. They’re crazy at the Mayor’s office when it comes to loyalty. Plus, they could…” She hesitated, and her eyes searched him for several seconds before she shook her head. “Never mind.”

“No, what? They could, what?”

“Nothing, just forget it,” she said and seemed to retreat. He studied her for a moment and considered pressing the issue but thought it best to leave it alone.

“Okay, so you’re changing jobs. How’s that going to keep you from having a real date?”

“Both jobs are in Washington D.C.,” she said with an apologetic smile.

“Oh.”

“Yeah, so the last thing I want is to find an amazing guy in Texas who I will never get to see again.”

“Hm, good thing there’s no amazing guys around here, then,” Derek said with a smirk.

Amber’s grind widened, “Good thing.” She looked at her watch and started gathering her napkins and silverware. “Actually, my second interview is this afternoon over video chat, so I should probably go prepare. I took the afternoon off from work.”

“When is it?”

“Three o’clock.”

“That’s in two hours!”

Amber laughed, “I know, but if I don’t study, then I’ll just sit there hyperventilating and panicking for two hours, waiting for the interview to start.”

“I think, if anything, you’re overprepared. You sound stressed.”

Amber tossed her trash in a nearby receptacle and returned to the table to gather her purse.

“Well, no shit, Sherlock!” she said with a grin.

“Sounds like you just need to relieve some stress,” Derek said coyly as he sipped his water.

Amber narrowed her eyes and studied him for a long minute.

He couldn’t keep the flirtatious smirk from the corner of his lips, “If only there was something allowed in your non date date rules that could take away some of that stress…”

“Yeah… if only…” her wicked smile grew.
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A
 mber’s door unlocked, and she and Derek tumbled inside. The sound of the latch unlocking might as well have been a gun going off as Amber turned, encircling Derek’s neck with her arms as his hands scooped around her waist with his hands, and the making out began. He pressed her up against a hallway wall as she shoved the door closed, and their tongues wrestled one another. Impressively, the woman was able to get Derek’s belt undone and his stiffening cock out by the time they had stumbled down the hall and into the kitchen.

“Whoa,” she tensed, grabbing his shoulders as Derek lifted her up onto the granite island countertop. She giggled, then went right back to kissing him. Her palm found his hard cock and reverse stroked it several times as she lined it up with her pussy lips. She released a guttural growl of approval as she squeezed the girth of his cock in her palm, as she seemed apprehensive as he pushed his shaft forward to her spread lips.

“Mm mmm mmm mmm,” she hummed in increasingly high-pitched tones as his cock neared and began to splay her open. “Ughh… fuck…” She broke the kiss long enough to curse and catch her breath.

Derek figured they didn’t have long before he had to leave, and she had to get ready for her interview, so he shouldn’t waste any time. With one hand clasped behind her butt and the other holding her left leg around his hips, Derek bucked his cock deep inside the gorgeous woman. He felt her tight, warm pussy squeeze and choke his cock as she released a series of curses.

“Fuck me! Oh my fucking god—Jesus Christ!” Amber groaned as her fingernails dug into his upper back. With a slight tremor in her voice, she whimpered, “Yes… fuck—fuck me—oh fuck me…”

Needing no further motivation, Derek scooped his hands under both of her knees, holding her legs wide and high, and pumped his shaft deeper into her hole. Amber leaned back, bracing herself with her palms on the countertop behind her butt as his thick cock pierced her pussy repeatedly.

“Ahh, Ahhh, god! Yes! Fill me up with that cock!” Amber squealed. Her face looked pained, and she struggled to keep from breaking into as she looked up at Derek drilling inside her. “Don’t stop. Don’t… fucking… stop…”

Amber’s tits bounced in unison with her bra, keeping the thick natural beauties together. Even still, they nearly bumped her chin with every buck into her as her body raised and quickly lowered.

“Oh god… oh fuck! I can’t—I can’t… I’m gonna…” Amber whimpered as her voice grew high-pitched pitched, and her breaths became desperate and shallow.

Derek saw the whites of her eyes appear before she closed her eyes, and the convulsions ran through her body. Her body contorted in such a way that Derek’s cock was forced out of her, Amber’s hand was pushed between her thighs, and a squirt of juices sprayed her hand and the tile floor. Laying back on the granite counter, Amber arched her back as her juices splashed the floor and cried.

“Ohhh, my godddd!” she sucked in two shallow breaths and turned to her side as she groaned another loud moan before she regained control of herself. “Jesus…”

Derek rubbed a reassuring and slightly teasing hand over her thigh and up her hips as she recovered. When her eyes opened, and she saw him staring at her with his hard cock still pointing toward her, she smiled greedily and sat up, resuming where they began. His cock in her hand and her lips on his.

Amber stood and guided him with tugs on his shirt and pulling at his waist. Entering Amber’s bedroom, they removed the rest of the clothes they had on before Derek pushed Alyssa down on her bed. She smiled and giggled approvingly as he crawled onto her like a predator assessing its prey. He cupped her cheek as he kissed her deep and let his hand fall to her throat. Turning her onto her belly, Derek felt her plump ass cheeks brush against the meat of his shaft as she eyed him seductively over her shoulder. Rubbing his warm palm down over her round ass, he felt how soft and smooth her skin was, like silk.

The scent he smelled, the feel of her body, the look in her eyes, the small giggles of excitement that escaped her lips… they all made his cock throb harder than he knew possible. It took effort and discomfort to press his cock down to lower it to her glistening pussy lips.

“Ohhhhh ffuuuuck!” Amber screamed this time. “That’s it, fuck me. Fuck me!”

Amber cried out as he thumped his cock inside her. Each thrust is deeper and harder than the last one. His body clapped against hers as he fucked her into the bed. Her cheek pressed into the mattress as she growled. Her hands made fists with her comforter as he railed her pussy raw.

“Ahh ahh ahhhh ahhhhhooohhhgodd!” she cried out and contorted as a second orgasm struck. The splatter of juices rained down to the mattress, but Derek didn’t wait this time.

Stuffing his thick cock back inside her without allowing her time to recover, Derek pushed it all the way in and felt Amber’s pussy walls clench and release on his shaft repeatedly.

“Jesus fucking christ, yyyess!” Amber gurgled as she arched her head back. “Take me!”

Derek did just that. Grabbing her naked shoulders, he pulled her body back hard as he stuffed his cock deep inside her.

“Ah ah ahh aghhh!” she moaned with every thrust he inflicted upon her until she climaxed again. This time, it was much quicker, almost like it was a continuation of the last. “Fffuuuck, gahh, again again—oh fuck, it’s happening again. I’m coming!”

He made her cum three more times in various positions on her bed. By the last ‘fuck’, they were back in the doggy-style position in the center of her bed except with the comforter and most of the sheets torn from the bed.

Amber had her hands stretched out and pressed against the headboard so that she could press her ass back against his thrusts. His twitching cock edged closer to orgasm as her drenched, warm pussy walls milked him, begging for his cum almost as hard as she did.

“Oh my gah—oh fuck. Fucking cum in me. Cum in my fucking pussy!” Amber groaned, drunk on her multitude of orgasms.

Derek’s fingers dug into her squishy ass cheeks, and as he fucked her hard, and felt himself lose control.

Suddenly, Amber was screaming, “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god. I’m cumming again. Fuck fuck fuck!”

Releasing a grunt as he forced his cock deep inside her, Derek flexed, feeling his balls empty into the gorgeous woman as euphoria struck him.

Amber squealed and squirmed beneath him, “Oh my—fuck, yes!”

His cock shot spurts of semen into her pussy, and a few seconds later, she squirted hard enough to force his cock out of her pussy and drown a portion of her bed.













CHAPTER
 THIRTY-THREE












“O
 h my god… oh my god…” Amber panted as she lay contorted beneath Derek with her arms clutching one of her pillows and her hair dangling in front of her face. “Oh my god…” she giggled as she looked over her shoulder at Derek breathing just as heavily. “What did you do to me? My heart won’t stop drumming in my chest!”

“Same… to you…” he rasped back.

“Mmmm… I should get ready for my interview for real this time. Probably have to take a shower again because of you. Wash out the sex in my hair,” Amber giggled as the two slowly extricated themselves.

Derek rolled off of her and looked at his watch, “What? You have plenty of time. It’s only… 2:54 pm!”

“What!?” Amber’s eyes went wide, and her body stiffened. She grabbed her alarm clock to see it, then verified it with her phone before the mad scramble began. Apparently, both of their internal clocks were confused by the pleasurable moments they shared. Time seemed to have flown when they were together.

Amber ran to the bathroom attached to her bedroom, still naked, and shook out her hair and combed it. Derek, also naked, followed her and grabbed a towel to wipe the sweat from her body (he didn’t want to touch her face because of the makeup), then ordered her to spread her legs, which she complied with as she was touching up her makeup. Gently but hastily, Derek wiped away the semen that was already dripping out of her.

“Where’s your clothes?” he asked, and she pointed to hangars on the door.

He didn’t bother with the panties and just helped her slip into her black skirt, then grabbed the beige bra and helped her into that.


Never put a bra on a woman before. First time for everything.


Then he helped with her white blouse.


2:59 pm.


She started putting her hair into a bun, but Derek stopped her.

“Leave it down; you look amazing,” he said.

She shot him a smile that was quickly buried by her panic as she left her hair down and rushed to her laptop, already set up facing the back wall of her apartment, where a chair waited. Making the last-minute adjustments to her wardrobe, she connected to the interview just as the clock turned 3 pm. She beat the interviewer to the chat by a few seconds.

“Good afternoon, Amber. So nice to see you again,” a pleasant-sounding older woman said.

“Good afternoon, Charlotte. Thank you so much for having me back,” Amber replied.

Derek stood in front of Amber so he couldn’t be seen by the camera, which was a good thing since, in his haste to dress Amber, he was still butt-ass naked. He smiled at their accomplished task, giving Amber a thumbs up and a slight waggle of his limp member. She stared at the laptop, but he saw her struggle to keep the laughing grin on her lips. Off camera, she violently waved her fingers for him to move and stop distracting her. He complied mercifully.

Grabbing his clothes, he tip-toed out of the room. A minute later, he returned wearing his jeans, brought a bottle of water he had found in the refrigerator, and set it on the desk beside her laptop. They were well into the interview by now, and Amber took the water bottle immediately for a drink without breaking eye contact from her laptop.

A few minutes later, Derek was all dressed, and the coffee pot he had started was full; remembering how she had taken her coffee from their first non date date, he found the sugar and cream and brought the coffee mug to her desk. It sounded as though the interview was in an intermission as the interviewer searched for another paper. Amber broke a smile in his direction as he set the coffee down and mouthed the words, ‘Thank you.’

He replied by mouthing, ‘break a leg,’ but she quickly returned to the interview. Derek left the apartment, making sure to lock the doorknob as he carefully closed the door behind him. He smiled to himself one last time before leaving.
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T
 he smile Amber had placed on his face had not disappeared until Derek opened the door to his mother’s house. He walked still in a daze, replaying his non date date with Amber until he heard shouting. It was his mother.

“This wasn’t—this isn’t what we agreed on!” she yelled from the kitchen down the hall.

Another voice replied, but it was calmer, quieter. He couldn’t hear it.

“This not… I won’t stand for this. I won’t…” Derek’s mother stopped mid-sentence when she saw Derek appear in the hallway. There was another woman in the house. Mid-forties, brunette, with a curvy body and a neutral face that brightened at the sight of Derek. She looked familiar, but Derek couldn’t place her face. He had a moment of panic, like she was someone he had met and was supposed to know her name.

“Hey, Derek, um, could you give us a minute?” his mother said, sounding flustered. He was about to leave when the woman held up a hand.

“No, please, I’ll go. I think we’re done here anyways,” she said and gave Derek a knowing smile that he didn’t know what it meant.

“What, uh, what was that about?” he asked after the woman left. His mother was roughly gathering her things into a pile. She was more than flustered. She was angry and in a rush. Both things were a rarity for her.

“Um, nothing. It’s just. I’ve got to—I’ve got to go,” she replied.

“Hey, Mom,” Derek started, and he felt the stab of guilt wrenching in his chest already. “Can we talk about something?”

“Not right now, honey. When I get home. Later.” She said and stormed out the door. Also, unlike her.

Derek spent a few minutes staring in thought in the kitchen over what was going on before a powerful distraction came.

He received a flurry of texts from Amber that distracted him from, well, everything. He lay on his bed like he was fifteen again and texted his non date date, Amber, for hours. She thanked him for helping her dress, and they joked about everything; then Amber went through her interview question by question.

Hours and hundreds of text messages went by. He could talk, text, or just be with this woman for hours and never realize it.




Derek








‘Well, I would normally say I hope you get the job, but I have to admit, I’m rooting against you right now. There’s too many miles between this job and me.’





There was a long pause, and Amber ended their conversation.




Amber








‘:) :(’
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A
 rriving at work the next day for the last time, Derek should have known something was up when he saw everyone’s reaction. Everyone. Literally, everyone stared at him. People he didn’t even know stared at him. People he knew, but who shouldn’t have even known Derek existed stared at him. Walking to his cubicle to collect his things felt like walking a gauntlet. The penetrating eyes following him almost felt threatening, like they all could charge him at any moment.

Derek had assumed the secret was out, and despite his best efforts, he felt the heat begin to burn his cheeks. Even preparing for this moment, it was difficult not to show embarrassment when everyone knew you fucked the boss and a half dozen other women twice your age. But this was the path he decided upon.


Mine as well get it over with, right? Like a band-aid.


At least his best friend at work still was nice enough to talk to him.

“Well, sounds like you’ve been a busy boy,” Monica said when Derek reached his desk beside her’s. The look on her face was difficult to read but was filled with negative attributes.

“Yeah, I guess,” he replied, opening up the drawers to find his things.

“Moving on to bigger and better things, huh?” she said, half looking at the paper she was reviewing.

“I guess, hopefully,” he said and realized all of his things were already emptied from his desk. His personal laptop, his spare set of keys, and the rest of her private things were gone.

Monica leaned forward. There was a hunger and aggression in her expression as she whispered, “Just tell me how you did it?”

“What?” Derek replied with a stunned expression.

“I won’t judge you; just give me the details,” Monica smiled, but he could see the desperateness hidden beneath it.

“Um… I, uh… I’d rather not talk about it,” he said, feeling more uncomfortable than he had in a long time.

Monica’s expression darkened quickly, and she went back to her work. “Fine, whatever,” she sighed, then shot a side-eyed glare as he continued to search his desk for items. “They are not there,” she said, annoyance thick in her voice. “Someone gathered it up yesterday and brought it to Ms. Whitmore’s
 office. Probably storing it for your new office…”

Derek narrowed his eyes, “Wait, what?”

Monica growled and threw up her hands, “Look, can you just go? Some of us have work to do.”

Derek stood still for a long moment, waiting for another opportunity to talk to his former friend, but she was intent on not addressing him again. Finally, Derek left and returned to the elevators. Pressing the ‘up’ arrow, he reluctantly took the elevator to the top floor. The entire way he rehearsed his response to Miss. Whitmore’s advances, accusations, and sexual tactics. He thought he was prepared for everything.

Then the elevator door opened…

“Derek…” a familiar voice sang to him. “How lovely to see you again.”

Mrs. Thompson sat on the secretary’s desk as if she had been waiting for the elevator to open. Her white blouse struggled to close around her round bulging breasts, and her partially hard nipples pressed through. Her beige schoolgirl skirt barely met the halfway mark going down her thighs and flapped as she walked to the elevator to meet him with a lingering hug.

“Um, uh, hi—hi, uh, where’s Mist—Miss Whitmore?” Derek looked around Mrs. Thompson and saw the secretary's desk was empty, as was the rest of the floor.

“Over here,” Miss Whitmore said in her husky voice from her office’s doorway. She wore a complimentary attire to what Mrs. Thompson wore, with a gray blouse and a black pencil skirt that choked her thighs. Just looking at the two, he could see the angel and the demon in their appearance, but it was all a trick.


Remember, they both are demons…


“Uh, hi, I’m here to pick up my personal things,” he said, taking a step backward from Mrs. Thompson.

She made a confused and humorous face as she shook her head, “Well, they’re not here, silly.”

“What do you mean? They said they were taken up⁠—”

“They’re in your office,” Miss Whitmore added with an amused smirk.

“My office?” he shook his head.

Miss Whitmore tilted her head to her office, and the two women disappeared inside it. Reluctantly, Derek followed and tried to harden his defenses.

“Was everyone treating you strangely downstairs? It’s not because they know what you’ve been doing. What kind of deviant you are.” Miss Whitmore said as she scooped her half-empty drink off the coffee table. Mrs. Thompson grabbed hers and sat on the new couch against the wall. “No, it’s because they knew before you did that you had just made a partner. Congratulations.”

Derek couldn’t keep his jaw from hanging open. The stunned silence he emitted amused the two women, who smirked and giggled.

“Partner?” Derek half laughed, “I passed the bar less than a year ago. There’s no way I could possibly…”

“I told you,” Miss Whitmore said as she walked to her bar to refresh her drink. “You stick with me, and you’ll get everything you want and more. You did well over these past weeks. And this is your reward—well, part of it.”

Derek shook his head, still in disbelief, “I can’t. I—there’s no way the other partners will be okay with me making partner after just a few months.”

Miss Whitmore sipped the gold liquid and turned back to him. “I have enough partners in my pocket. They all owe me. Besides, I’m the senior partner. Fuck them. I know you’re smart, we wouldn’t have hired you if we didn’t know that. No, making partner is about loyalty. Trust. That’s what you proved over the last month.”

Derek sighed and nodded, “You’re buying my silence.”

Miss Whitmore scoffed, “We already have that.”

“What Rebecca is so crudely saying,” Mrs. Thompson butted in and earned a glare from Miss Whitmore. “Is we’re hear to reward you for your work. Both of us. I’m no lawyer, but I know the real effect, real changes by those with real power, and as partner that’s what you have now. Think of how many people you can help, all the good you will be able to do as partner. Just look at how much good your mother has done in her career. Do you think she never made some compromises?”

“My mom?” Derek took a step back in shock.

Miss Whitmore chuckled as she brought a glass of whiskey to him, “Why do you think she’s in our book club?”

“We open door, Derek. Opportunities,” Mrs. Thompson said. “You made, what? $90 thousand this last year working as a junior associate? Next year, you will be making $1.4 million dollars.”

Derek turned the glass around in his hand, letting the ice shift. “And if I say no?”

Miss Whitmore took a step forward. Her scowl attacked him, “You will be destroyed in every sense of the word. We will use our connections to run stories in national papers on how you tried and failed to sleep your way to the top. Some might even accuse you of being too aggressive. Violent even. Your career will be ruined. Your law degree will be a worthless piece of paper in this state, in this country, in this world. Remember, we have fingers that reach internationally. And not just you, your mother’s reputation will be tarnished too.”

“Don’t look at this as a threat, Derek,” Mrs. Thompson said with compassion in her voice. “This is just an example of how fiercely we protect those in our circle.”

“But this isn’t about your circle; it's about winning a case,” he replied.

Miss Whitmore and Mrs. Thompson shared a look. “It’s about both,” Mrs. Thompson said. “This is what life is. Opportunities to better yourself and those around you. The more power you have, the grayer the decision is. Whether you say yes or no, the decisions are still being made just by someone else. The question is, do you want to make the decisions, or do you want someone else to?”

Derek stood there for a long minute digesting the information. Their good cop-bad cop routine was quite effective. Miss Whitmore finished off her drink and set it down on the coffee table before going to stand beside Mrs. Thompson.

“We have a sweetener on the deal, Derek,” Miss Whitmore said. Her hand reached down and caressed Mrs. Thompsons’ chest without looking at her. Mrs. Thompson grinned and leaned back, uncrossing her legs as Miss Whitmore’s finger disappeared inside her cleavage. “The best way to seal a deal of trust is by forming a secret… do you want to have a secret with us?”

Another minute passed, Derek, watching Mrs. Thompson being fondled before he accepted his fate. He downed his drink in one gulp and walked over to the two women.
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“T
 hat’s right, you nasty slut. Take that cock and swallow it,” Miss. Whitmore ordered as she sat beside Mrs. Thompson on the couch. Her hands molested Mrs. Thompson’s curvy breasts through her white blouse.

Miss. Whitmore’s hands took turns groping her breasts one by one before sliding her hands up to Mrs. Thompson's throat then chin. Miss. Whitmore gripped the older woman’s chin with one hand and the back of her head with the other and forced her lips farther down on Derek’s shaft.

Mrs. Thompson squirmed and whined and hummed a tune between protesting and begging for more as she deepthroated Derek’s cock. Mrs. Thompson looked up with begging eyes that began to water and then tear as her lips were pushed to the near base of his cock. Derek could feel his throbbing head press against the back of her throat until, finally, her gag reflex became too powerful, and she spat out his cock, allowing a slew of drool to pour down her chin as she gasped for air.

“Mmmmm… aren’t you a bad slut,” Miss. Whitmore said with a smile in her voice as she walked around Derek’s back, rubbing her palms over his shoulders. “I think we should punish her for not taking your cock like the mommy slut she said she was.”

Before Derek could respond, it was Mrs. Thompson who panted a reply.

“Ugh—yes… Yes, Derek. Punish me. Punish your little whore of a milf,” Mrs. Thompson begged. Her red lips glistened as she licked away the spit.

Miss. Whitmore stepped onto the couch and sat down behind Mrs. Thompson so that she spooned her from behind.

“Mmmm… you hear that? This bitch wants to be punished, baby. Are you going to punish her?” Miss. Whitmore purred seductively. Her hands reached around Mrs. Thompson, cupping both her breasts through her shirt, then with one swift jerk from both sides of her shirt, ripped the blouse open, exposing her plump bare breasts. “Mmm… God, your fake fucking tits were always my favorite part about you… maybe you can put them to good use finally, huh?”

Miss. Whitmore growled into Mrs. Thompson’s ear with a toothy smile on her face. She seemed to have been saving up her frustrations against her for a while now and was finally able to let out.

“Here, grab those tits,” Miss. Whitmore ordered her. “Grab your big fucking tits and wrap them around his big fucking cock. Mmmm just like that… good girl…”

Mrs. Thompson heavy tits swallowed his thick shaft as she pressed them on both sides. She raised and lowered her tits on his cock, jerking him off with her soft breasts choking his meat. Mrs. Thompson leaned forward and tongued and sucked on the head of his cock every time it penetrated the top of her long line of cleavage. Her blonde hair nearly covered her face as she desperately licked at it.

Derek used both his hands to swipe her back into a tight bun and bunch it into one fist as he forced her lips down on the head of his cock. She used her fat tits to rub up and down on his shaft as her lips and tongue sucked and lolled on the head of his shaft. He felt her tongue press and swirl on his urethra. He groaned at the feel, and Miss. Whitmore giggled.

“Ohhh, maybe the whore is earning her keep after all…” Miss. Whitmore beamed a smile as her hands aggressively rubbed over Mrs. Thompson’s entire body. Scratching her belly and thighs, she flipped up Mrs. Thompson’s skirt revealing her bald and leaking pussy lips.

“Mmm,” Mrs. Thompson hummed in response. Her lips are unable to lift off of his cock.

“Oooo, I should have known a dumb skank like you would have shaved your cunt,” Miss. Whitmore laughed. “Oh, just look how wet you are, you dirty tramp!”

Miss. Whitmore’s palm covered Mrs. Thompson’s pussy and gently massaged it for one second, making the older woman moan and coo, then the next second, Miss. Whitmore’s fingers vibrated roughly on the old hag’s clit. Rubbing back and forth, back and forth, she wouldn’t relent from the molestation.

“Mmmmm! Mmmm! Mmmmmmgahhmmm!” Mrs. Thompson moaned and writhed under the woman’s touch. Derek felt the humming vibrations reverberate through his cock as she sucked it.

“Oh, you like that? You like being fingered like a dirty fucking whore?” Miss. Whitmore yelled, and half laughed.

“MMmmmm!!!” Mrs. Thompson grew more panicked in her moans. She released her tits and grabbed desperately Miss. Whitmore’s hands and then, when she was smacked away, grabbed at Derek’s cock as if it was a handlebar in a car. “Mmmmmgahhhhdmmmmmohhhfffckk!” she gargled around his cock, drool dripping from her chin as she looked up at him with needing eyes that squinted. “MMMMMMMM!!!!!!”

Mrs. Thompson’s thighs spasmed open and closed as she came hard under Miss Whitmore’s fingers. The orgasm squirted the front of her skirt, darkening the beige fabric as her thick thighs clapped shut. Derek released Mrs. Thompson’s head and pulled his cock out of her mouth like removing a lollipop.

Turning around, Mrs. Thompson removed her shirt and crawled up Miss Whitmore like she climbed a tree.

“You think you’re a funny girl, aren’t you?” Mrs. Thompson asked.

“Wipe your mouth, whore,” Miss Whitmore said, pulling away, but Mrs. Thompson seized up Miss Whitmore’s shirt and tore it open. “Hey, what are you⁠—”

Derek repositioned and ripped Miss Whitmore’s skirt open as he spread her legs.

“That was an $1,400—hey!” Mrs. Thompson continued to crawl over Miss Whitmore until her knees pressed on the couch on both sides of her face.

“Oh, that’s it, baby… clean up the mess you made on me,” Mrs. Thompson giggled as she lowered her wet pussy on Miss Whitmore’s face.

“Mmmm ohhhhhgahhhh!” Miss Whitmore moaned as she began eating the mature woman, only to have Derek suddenly shove his fat cock inside her warm pussy. “Ugghhhh fug!”

“Mmmmm… yeah… lick that pussy baby. Ooohhhh, don’t be shy. Good girl, ahh!” Mrs. Thompson sang as she cupped her breasts and squeezed them.

Derek gripped Miss Whitmore’s calves and lifted her legs, almost folding her backward as he began to plow his cock inside her.

“Ah ah ahh ahhhhmmmmm,” Miss Whitmore growled as Mrs. Thompson ground her pussy forward and back on her face.

Derek lifted her ass in the air as he forced his cock deeper into her pussy, making her scream and cry out her. Her tits bounce up into Mrs. Thompson’s ass with every thrust.

“Oh, lord! I’m gonna—I’m gonna cum again!” Mrs. Thompson sang to the ceiling as her fat ass jiggled and her thighs quivered around Miss Whitmore’s face. “Oh yes, yes, yes, yes!”

Miss Whitmore’s hands slapped at Mrs. Thompson’s ass and gripped at her thighs. Mrs. Thompson was smothering the woman with her orgasm, and at the last possible moment, she arose as she squirted on Miss Whitmore’s mouth and chest.

“Fuuuuck!” Mrs. Thompson cried as she came, then was promptly shoved away by a less than thrilled Miss Whitmore, who was wet now.

Miss Whitmore tried to protest and yell, but Derek slammed the meat of his cock faster into her cunt, making the woman writhe and cry out.

“God dammit! Yes, ugh! Fuck me! Fucking fuck me, you little—ahhhhhh!” she cried and arched her back as Derek railed her. The orgasm struck hard and fast. Every thrust into Miss Whitmore was like a punishment for where she had forced Derek. “Ahh fuck fuck, god dammit! Wreck me!” Miss Whitmore yelled through gritted teeth.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their clapping bodies as he fucked into her harder and harder until the quivering orgasm shot through her body and pushed his cock out. Her pussy gushed, and her juices went airborne before splashing down on the sofa.

“Ughhhh! Fuuuck!” Miss Whitmore growled as she gasped and twisted into the couch.

“Mmmm, my, that was a rough one,” Mrs. Thompson mused as her hands rubbed over the still-twitching woman. “I bet that felt good, didn’t it—whoa.”

Derek grabbed Mrs. Thompson’s arm and pulled her to the end of the couch like a fuck doll being repositioned. She giggled as she was dragged about and bent over the arm of the couch. Her thick white ass pointed up at him from under her damp skirt.

“God, it’s been so long darling, I’ve missed your tou—ugh!” Mrs. Thompson moaned over her shoulder as he shoved his cock deep into her cunt. “Oh, dear, do be gentle at first. You’re so bi—ahhh god!”

Derek was not gentle as he rammed his cock inside her again. He grabbed a fist full of her skirt to jerk her back into him, but the skirt ripped off, so he gripped her love handles. Her fat jiggling ass bounced back to him as he thrust into her filling her up, pulled out, and then did it again.

“Oh, Jesus fucking—oh my god! Yes!” Mrs. Thompson groaned.

Miss Whitmore had recovered enough from her orgasm that she could strip away the tatters of her torn clothing. She scooted her naked body lower and grabbed a fistful of Mrs. Thompson’s hair as she forced the woman between her thighs this time.

“Your turn to clean up the mess you made, you dirty fucking bitch,” Miss Whitmore said, then arched her head up and back as she formed a pained expression that also looked like pleasure.

“Ugh! God, take me! Take me! Mmmmmm!” Mrs. Thompson growled before her lips were forced back down on Miss. Whitmore’s pussy.

Derek snarled as he drilled his cock hard into the old slut’s pussy. He felt her dripping walls grip his cock, desperately trying to hold on to it as he pulled out and rammed it back inside her.

“Oh, fuuugmmm!” Mrs. Thompson cried as her face was forced harder down onto Miss Whitmore’s pussy. Mrs. Thompson’s lips moved to her clit and sucked and slobbered over it as Miss Whitmore writhed and ground her cunt over the bitch’s mouth.

“Fuck yes, you fucking pathetic whore. Eat my pussy! Eat my pussy like the slut we all know you are!” she ordered, and Mrs. Thompson growled in an approving tone as she sucked harder on the woman’s clitoris. “Ahhh fuck—fuck! Your… gonna… ugh, make… me… cum… oh god… oh my fucking god, yes, yes! Suck that clit!”

With both her hands wrapped around the back of Mrs. Thompson’s head and her thighs snapped around her face, Miss Whitmore came hard while suffocating Mrs. Thompson on her pussy. She lifted her hips and lowered it, and Mrs. Thompson rode her cunt like a bucking pony. When Mrs. Thompson was finally released, she gasped for air but couldn’t relax. The clapping sound of Derek’s body smashing into hers was too loud.


CLAP! CLAP! CLAP!


Derek fucked her like she was a piece of meat that needed punishment. Pounding his cock all the way in, pulling out to the tip, and piercing her all over again. Over and over and over until Mrs. Thompson gripped the wet cushions of the sofa and cried into them as the orgasm approached.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh—fuck!” Mrs. Thompson screamed. “I’m cumming! Cumming! Cumming—oh god!”

Mrs. Thompson’s knees went inverted, and she lifted her feet off of the ground as if she were trying to tuck herself into a ball. All she managed to do was give Derek a better angle to shove himself deeper inside her.

“AAAHHHHHHGAHHH!” she screamed as she gushed and squirted everywhere.

Pulling his cock out a moment beforehand, he jerked it off and shot his seed all over Mrs. Thompson’s ass and back, groaning as he emptied his balls on her.

Several moments passed before Miss Whitmore staggered to her feet and walked almost with a limp to her closet. She removed two robes. One she put on, and the other she tossed on to Mrs. Thompson, who still twitched and cooed in the messy form she was left. Miss Whitmore lit a cigarette and took a puff before turning back to Derek like she just remembered he was there.

“Eight o’clock tonight,” she said to Derek, pointing at him with her smoldering cigarette. “Mrs. Miller’s house. She requested another date tonight. Don’t worry. I think this visit will be more business than pleasure. Unless you want to take a dip with that dumb skank.”

Derek nodded, putting on his clothes. “Eight o’clock,” he said but couldn’t help but feel as if he just sold his soul to the devil.
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D
 erek returned to Mrs. Miller’s house. Truth be told, when he left this house days he never intended to return. One bizarre threesome with his ex-girlfriend and her stepmother was strange enough for a lifetime. He didn’t want to re-invite that experience. Actually, he was kind of surprised that he had not been inundated with spamming phone calls from Amy. Granted, he had blocked her number and her stepmother’s number after that night, but last time, that didn’t stop her. She used apps to make fake numbers. Numbers he couldn’t block.

He was pleased to see that his ex-girlfriend’s car was not in the driveway when he pulled in. Tonight, it would just be him and Mrs. Miller. She welcomed him inside with a hug and a kiss. Derek kept a stiff back to keep from being pulled too deeply into her. Like he was standing on the edge of a bottomless cliff, she must have noticed because she giggled as he pulled away from her hug.

“Hmm, true, now that you’re partner, there’s no need to rush anything. You and I will have plenty of time to play,” Mrs. Miller said with a devious smile as she tapped on his chest. “Rebecca did say you shouldn’t linger. I was hoping you could do me a favor. Look out this window, here. You see that light?”

Derek hunched over and saw a single steady light on the ground in the shallow woods along the side of her yard.

“Maybe you can go look into it for me? See what it says?” Mrs. Miller requested.

“Says?” Derek raised an eyebrow.

“Oop,” Mrs. Miller giggled and covered her mouth with her fingers. She smirked and winked at him one last time. “Book club is meeting later this weekend. Maybe you can come by afterward, and I can thank you for your help.”

She ran her hand over his rippled chest one more time, then receded deeper into the house to a different room. Derek snickered silently to himself. There were countless times when he was in college and before when he would have killed for a life such as this. Plenty of sexy women pining for his cock. All were ripe for the taking. He could fuck a different one each night. Alternate if he wanted. But like the barking dog chasing a car, now that he had it, he didn’t know if he really wanted it.

Derek left the house, walking along the driveway until he veered off to a patch of grass and walked to the edge of the woods that was just outside Mrs. Miller’s property. Miss. Whitmore no doubt coached Mrs. Miller on where to place the bag. Derek found a brown leather duffle bag with a flashlight on its top. The bag alone was probably worth more than he took home in a month—well, what he used to take home in a month.

Grabbing the light, he let out a final sigh before opening the bag. Unzipping the bag, the light shined on the pile of cash with a single piece of paper on top.

‘$700,000. Store carefully and wait,’ the note read.


If I take the money, I’m a part of this. I’m an accessory. I’m guilty…


He chewed his lip and stared at the money for a long moment, then zipped it shut and took the bag back to his car. Starting his car, he felt a vibration in his cell phone. His next order from Miss. Whitmore, no doubt. Derek rolled his eyes but sat stunned when he saw who the text was actually from.

Amber…




Amber








‘Guess what!? I got the job!!! Thanks for the help, non date date! Couldn’t have done it without you!’





Derek smiled to himself, feeling happy for the first time since her interview. He looked at the bag of money in the passenger seat, and his smile disappeared. It was time to leave.
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D
 erek sat in his new office, rocking back and forth in his office chair as he observed the spacious room. It was one floor below Miss Whitmore’s, and while it was nowhere near as big as hers, it wasn’t anything to slouch at either. When he first arrived, Derek had paced it out and surmised it was larger than his mom’s living room. There was a couch, and a large flatscreen TV was mounted high on the wall across from it. Below the TV was a small kitchen/bar area. The view of the city was phenomenal.

For selling his soul… he could see the appeal. There was a sharp knock at the door, and his new assistant, Bridget, stepped inside. Her red high heels clacked on the tile floor as she blatantly flaunted her round ass to each side with each step. The ‘young’ woman was only two years younger than Derek, but after his experience over the past month, that was basically infantile. Bridget had hidden none of her intent when they met earlier today. Her low-cut blouse, tight skirt, and constant giggle at everything Derek said that was even close to humorous made it clear that the gorgeous assistant would fuck him on his desk if he asked. He didn’t know if that was because that was what Miss Whitmore instructed her to do or if it was due to his recent promotion.

Derek had found that most of the lawyers at this firm were either jealous of him or hated him for his promotion. Still, much of the support staff, such as the secretaries, had become obsessive about him, either because of the gossip of his new position or the mystique in his sudden surge of wealth and power.

Bridget smiled her red lips down at him and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, “Just reminding you of your lunch today. It’s scheduled for thirty minutes from now.”

Derek smiled, “Thank you, Bridget.”

“Do you need anything else from me?” she asked, raising an eyebrow and almost begging for him to say ‘yes.’

“Not right now,” he replied.

She pursed her lips, “Let me know if you change your mind,” she said as she swung her thick ass back at him as she left.

For a moment, he could almost forget his life right now and see it in five years. A multimillionaire. A master of the universe. He lived in an enormous house with dozens of associates answering to him. He could be married to Bridget or any of a thousand beautiful women like her. He could have everything and not even be thirty years old.


That’s what I want, right?


The question went unanswered as he left his office for lunch.

“Wow, looking extra fancy today,” Amber smirked as they sat at the hot chicken restaurant at the edge of town. “Now I’m feeling underdressed.”

The restaurant was a hole in the wall, so Derek was actually feeling overdressed on the warped picnic table he sat on. Amber looked beautiful as always, wearing shorts and a T-shirt that fit her perfectly.

“Well, I’m sure once you start your new gig in D.C., you’ll be putting everyone to shame with your glamorous clothes,” he said as they chuckled and began pecking at their meals. “So does this count as our third or fourth non date date?”

Amber grinned, “I think it’s just the second.”

He made a face, “So what was back at your apartment considered? Extracurricular activities?”

She giggled and blushed a little, “I like that.”

“You know, long-distance relationships exist, right?”

Amber shrugged, “Those are just for people who don’t have the guts to break up immediately, so they want to do it slowly.”

“Or maybe it's just for people who don’t know how to give up.”

“Tomato, tomato.” She hesitated and looked as though she was deciding if she wanted to say something before saying it. “I um… I wish I met you in D.C… Yeah…I think I would have liked to date you.”

He feigned hurt, “What, you don’t like nondate dating me?”

She patted his arm, “You are by far the best non date dater ever!”

They spent the next hour bouncing from topic to topic, from how good the food was to learning about her new job. Amber was flying out in a few days, and her brother was subleasing her apartment for the rest of the lease. The entire time, Derek felt as though a clock was slowly running to zero, which it was. This was just a long goodbye. The knife in the conversation was when he told Amber about his promotion but offered no extra details. He could see the sadness hidden in her expression, as if she knew now it was confirmed they would never see each other again.

Amber stood up to leave shortly after that. They hugged goodbye, and the hug lingered a few seconds longer than usual. She gave him a quick peck on the cheek before leaving quickly.


Burying my old life to start a new one,
 he thought as he watched her leave.

On his walk back to his car, Derek received a text from Mrs. Thompson—an invitation for tonight at her place.
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“D
 erek! Don’t you look wonderous as ever!” Mrs. Thompson sang as she answered her door. The mature woman looked as sexy as ever, with her plump breasts nearly spilling out the low buttoned neck of her white blouse. It was at least one size too small, so the highest button closed and pulled at the fabric, testing its durability as it stretched around her chest. “Whoa, okay, big stuff…”

Derek stepped around Mrs. Thompson, ignoring her except for a passive look down her cleavage as he walked into the kitchen. Grabbing a glass, he poured himself a large portion of the wine she had already opened and drank it. He knew the arrangement. He wasn’t afraid or nervous anymore. Having crossed all the lines and gone through the stages of telling Mrs. Thompson no to everything and yes to everything made this easy.

Derek had received a text from Mrs. Thompson for him to come over that night, and given that he just received a bag of cash from Ms. Monroe’s house, he imagined the meeting was about either that or sex. Either way, he needed a drink.

“Thirsty, are we?” Mrs. Thompson asked as she sidled to Derek with her own glass of wine. “I wanted to say how impressed I am with you. Not just in the sack, though you have plenty to impress there. But your judgment and forward thinking sets you apart from your peers.” Setting her glass down, she ran an exploratory hand over his backside. “Many successful people will tell you to put aside what you want now for what you want later, but few can apply that to morality. Do a little harm now to do much good later, Derek. You will go far in—oop.”

Slamming the empty glass down on the countertop, Derek hooked a hand around Mrs. Thompson’s waist and pulled her to him before she could compliment him further. Grabbing the back of the shorter woman’s neck, he dragged her lips to his, and her shock of the kiss quickly melted away. His tongue pressed into her mouth, and he felt her tongue press back as she giggled approvingly at his roughness. Mrs. Thompson reached up and encircled her arms around his neck as she molded her body into his. Derek slid his hands down her back and over her bulbous ass cheeks. Squeezing, she released a short squeak and tensed when he lifted her up and sat her on the kitchen island countertop.

“Mmmm… I’m loving this rough side of—oh my gosh!” Mrs. Thompson gasped as Derek jerked her pants off, nearly making her fall off the counter. Instincts kicked in as if she was being attacked, and the older woman closed her pale, thick thighs together and brought her knees near her chest. “Derek…” she said with astonishment and a growing smirk in the corner of her lips. “Oh, I see, got a glimpse of me wet and beside myself, and now you want more? You’re liking a little control now, huh?”

Derek ignored her pestering and pulled her soft thighs apart like opening the wrapping to a present. Clasped to her sex was a pair of gray panties that already had a dab of wetness in the middle of its face. He pulled them aside, stretching the fabric and making stitching tear.

“Oh, hey, Derek! No need to be so rough with—oh!” Mrs. Thompson gasped as the younger man plunged two fingers deep inside her pussy lips. Holding her legs wide, he fingered her hard and fast as she grasped at the edge of the countertop to keep from falling over. Her breasts bounced inside her shirt as his rough thrusts with his entire arm. “Ahhh gawd yes!”

He felt her moist pussy turn soaking wet after just a few short thrusts. Grabbing at her chest with his other hand, he felt her hard nipple through her shirt as he held at her.

“Oh god, Derek. Yes. Yes! Take me!” she commanded as he pulled at her shirt and thrust with his fingers inside her.

Derek hooked his fingers up and against her G-spot and watched Mrs. Thompson throw her head back as the orgasm overtook her. Her white, clammy thighs jiggled as her whole body quivered, and she released a wet squirt onto his palm and her countertop. But he didn’t relent. His entire arm flexed as he fingered the mature woman harder. Her ragged breaths and sharp moans only grew louder.

“Jesus Christ! Ahhh! Oh yes…”

Mrs. Thompson’s shirt tore away at the front as the buttons clattered across the floor and her enormous tits and hard-pointing nipples pushed out. Cupping one, Derek felt the warm skin mash and mold in his palm. Feeling an urge, he clamped down on her nipple hard like his fingers were a vice, and she cried out in pleasure.

“Oh god, yes! Take me, take me!” she cried.

Pumping his fingers in and out of her, he watched her massive tits bounce wildly like they had a mind of their own between the torn fabric of her blouse. With a pained expression and squinted eyes, Mrs. Thompson held her breath and stared at him like she was a balloon that was about to pop as the sound of her wet, sloshing pussy filled the kitchen.

“Ooooooo fuck!” she screamed with a rising moan in her voice that filled the entire house.

Derek moved his hand out of the way as the gush of juices sprayed out of her pussy and splashed to the ground. The last drops had just fallen from her pussy when she tried to lay backward to relax, but Derek pulled her to her feet. She stumbled on jelly legs but was maneuvered around so her ass faced out and her face leaned over the puddle she had made on the countertop.

With several pulls of the remaining tatters of her clothes, they were all stripped away, and she wobbled naked in her kitchen. She was in such a daze she didn’t even realize Derek had stripped down until he was feeding his stiff cock between her pussy lips.

“Oh, Derek… Oh Derek, I—I oh fuck!” she cried as he shoved inside her. His thick girth spread her wide. “Ahhh yes!”

Thrusting, he split her open with rugged thudding pumps of his cock inside her. Their bodies melded into one as he fucked her to orgasm, standing in the very same kitchen this all began. Gripping her hips, he felt her squirt drench his cock and drip to his feet, but he kept on fucking her. Reaching around, he grabbed her breasts as their bodies collided.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck that MILF pussy raw!” Mrs. Thompson cried. Her fat ass bounced back on his cock with every thrust. He felt his cock flex deep inside her as he pistoned in and out, over and over. Her legs trembled, and her knees threatened to give out as Mrs. Thompson’s cheek and face lowered to the wet surface of the counter. Laying in her juices, she screamed as the thumping sound of his body pounding into hers boomed away.

“Ah! Ah! Ahhhhh god! Derek… Derek! I’m cumming! I’m—oh god, yes!”

Derek withdrew his long hard cock and let it sway as the woman raised to her tippy toes and released a long shriek, along with a splash of juices on the floor.

“Oh my god!” she cried as her knees gave way, and she crumbled to the ground. Derek stepped to the woman who was still panting and pulled her breasts to both sides of his throbbing cock. Thrusting between them, the friction of her massive, sweaty breasts squeezing on both sides of his shaft was enough for him to orgasm. Shooting his ropes of warm cum over Mrs. Thompson’s tits and mouth. Surprised, she quickly lowered her lips to the tip of his cock and swallowed what she could. She spent the next several minutes cleaning his shaft up with her lips and then herself.

When they both had finally stopped their panting, and she managed to get back to her feet, Derek got to put his clothes back on.

“Well, that was rather unexpected,” Mrs. Thompson said, pouring another glass of wine. A smile bloomed on her lips as she looked his way and took a sip. “A changed man indeed.”

Once dressed, he started to put on his shoes while Mrs. Thompson remained nude and slumped in a couch chair, observing.

“I need you to go see your old friend, Ms. Monroe, again this week,” she said.

“When?” he asked.

She made a face with a shrug, “Doesn’t matter. Some night. As long as it’s before Saturday, that’s all that matters.”

“Okay.”

“You know, Book Club is next Sunday. You should make it a point to show up. Properly introduce to everyone the new partner.”

“Okay, maybe,” he said, moving to the door.

“You know you don’t have to leave,” Mrs. Thompson called after him, making him turn back in the doorway. “You can stay here tonight. In fact, you can stay here every night. Move out from your mother’s house and move in with your new mommy. How does that sound? I wouldn’t mind having a cock to fuck my cunt to sleep. It’ll give me something to suck on in the middle of the night. This could be our own little slice of heaven here; what do you say?”

Derek chewed over her offer momentarily, “Sure, I’ll think about it. I’ve got to go now, though.”

“Ta taa!” she waved with a giggling smile.
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D
 erek went to work the next day despite being told he could take the week off. He wanted to set up his desk and understand what type of things would be on his plate next week. Exploring his mini bar, drawers, and cabinets and setting up his preferences on his new computer barely killed an hour of his day. His assistant frequented his office daily: Skimpy skirts and low-cut blouses. Derek was beginning to suspect Miss. Whitmore was instructing her to have sex with him. It was feeling more like a certainty at this point. Not that Derek would mind the sex part, but he needed a cooling-off period after the past month. Too much of the pleasure of it all had been sapped away.

A look at his schedule books for the coming weeks, Derek learned he had no lawyer duties anymore. Effectively, he wasn’t a lawyer anymore. He was a manager. His job as a partner was to set timelines and enforce them with senior associates so they could do the same for their underlings. Several parties, meetings, and social events were also placed on his calendar. Derek grimaced at the prospect of forced networking, but then another thought crossed his mind.


What if their plan was still to pimp me out? This all began with Mrs. Thompson sending me to a party with Ms. Monroe.


Derek felt angry at the prospect of being saddled with his new duties. Again, he pondered what his future looked like. He walked the building looking for friendly faces in the afternoon. Michelle and every other co-worker he would have considered a friend avoided him. They smiled from a distance, but he knew they would sneer as soon as his back was turned.


I am the king of a building of people who hate me.


Around four o’clock that afternoon, he was called to Miss. Whitmore’s office. To his surprise, Mr. Wallabee was in his mother's house with a woman he had seen once before.

“Derek. I heard you were in the building. Surprised. Thought you were taking the week off,” Ms. Whitmore said, taking a puff off her cigarette.

“Just thought I’d organize the office a bit,” he said, approaching the women.

“I remember you, Derek—the man of the hour. I hear you received one heck of a promotion,” Mr. Wallabee said, shaking hands with Derek roughly. “How did you manage to get all the charges dropped?”

Derek looked at his boss with surprise in his eyes. Ms. Whitmore only replied with a seductive grin.

“Well, that’s what you pay us for, right?” Derek replied.

Mr. Wallabee let loose a bellow of a laugh and smacked Derek’s shoulder. “Here, let me introduce my wife, Patricia.”

“Hello, Derek, nice to finally be properly introduced. I’ve heard stories about you for some time,” Patricia said with a warm smile as she shook his hand. “Thank you for taking care of my husband. We were so worried for a long time.”

“Yes, of course,” he said.

Ms. Whitmore studied the speculative expression on Derek’s face and answered the unspoken question. “Patricia has been a member of your mother and mine’s book club for years. Due to the… complexities of this case, she hadn’t been able to attend a book club in some time.”

“But now, thanks to you, I’ll be there this week!” Patricia said. “Sounds like I might get to see you there?”

“Yeah, maybe,” he said.

“Well, we’ve got another appointment,” her husband said. “We’ll have to get dinner sometime, partner.”

“Sure,” he said and smiled as they left. Turning his attention back to Ms. Whitmore, she looked over papers on her desk. “Dropped charges? What happened to the plea deal?”

Ms. Whitmore picked up her cigarette and puffed, “No need for one now. We added a sweetener to the deal.”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Nothing to worry about. It’s already taken care of,” she said, the soft curve a smirk on her lips as she took another puff. “Why don’t you go home? We’ve got plenty of work for you coming up next week.”

Derek left his place of work with a scowl. He found his phone in his pocket and fired off a text to Amber.




Derek








‘A cruddy day. It was a cruddy week. It was a cruddy month, except for one part of it. Can we meet once more before you leave?’







It took time for her to respond. Derek felt guilty as soon as he sent it.




Amber








‘…okay… but just for coffee. Saturday…’
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D
 erek spent most of his days off work, asleep or turning in bed. His mother had been out of town or away or avoiding him. When she finally returned home on Friday, Derek felt he knew all the answers.

Confronting her in the kitchen, they stared at one another from afar. The air in the room was heavy and awkward.

“I made partner,” he started.

She looked down, “I heard.”

“In under a year I’m partner and making 1.4 million dollars. Mr. Wallabee’s charges are going to be dropped.”

“I heard,” she repeated and was drenched with guilt.

“Mr. Wallabee was charged with embezzling 14 million dollars. Is that a coincidence?” he paused, and when she opened her mouth to speak, Derek let his anger get the better of him. “Tell me you didn’t know. Tell me. Tell me you weren’t a part of this?”

His mother winced and stepped forward, “All the good I did. All of it. It was because of them. Because of the book club. I didn’t know⁠—”

“You didn’t know people were getting hurt? You didn’t know you sold your soul? God, Mom. All these years, that’s what this Book Club was. It was organized crime in high heels. I met Patricia. Mr. Wallabee’s wife. The tenth
 member of the book club. Mrs. Miller told me about the shares. Patricia and Mr. Wallabee stole 14 million dollars from hardworking people and split the money between the book club members. Is that what you didn’t know, Mom?”

She was crying now. Her head hung low as she shook it. “I didn’t know they had involved you. “They—I… they weren’t supposed to involve you.”

“God! Theft?! All the good you did, all the people you helped, you first stole and hurt to get the leverage. Is that how you justified it? Ends justify the means? You didn’t take the 1.4 million dollar share, did you, Mom? Where did it go? Say it!”

“I agreed to the plan as long as you were promised my share in pay. That you were guaranteed a place in the law firm.”

Derek shook his head, staving off tears of his own. His whole life was a lie. Everything was a lie.

“And now I’m a bag man.”

“What?”

“I’ve got 700k in a bag, and I’m about to pick up another 700k tonight. Congratulations, Mom. I’m just as corrupt as you are now.”

Her eyes went wide. What? No! Please give me the money. I’ll take care of it. I’ll—you have to stop this. You can’t bring money. It’s too risky!”

“It’s too late!” he snapped, storming for the door. His mother cried and screamed and chased him to his car, but he didn’t listen. Why should he? The woman he thought was his mother was gone. He was… alone.













CHAPTER
 FORTY-TWO












“H
 i there, Derek. So glad you can—Um, oh, okay,” Ms. Monroe said as Derek walked past her at the front door and immediately into her bedroom.

Derek was in no mood for games. He didn’t want to talk. He didn’t want to waste time. He started undressing and noticed Ms. Monroe racing to catch up with him. She was already in her nightgown—a loose blue lacy thing.

Derek pushed Ms. Monroe backward, and she fell in a lay on her massive bed. Her enormous breasts flung out the next of her dress on their own weight. He let his pants fall to his knees as he walked around to the side of the bed and fed his half-hard cock into Ms. Monroe’s already open mouth.

Unlike other recent blow jobs he had received, Ms. Monroe’s lips were tender and gentle, more like she was making out with his shaft than sucking it. That didn’t stop him from face fucking her. His soft cock hardened quickly in her mouth as she hummed a note of approval. He bucked into her mouth and widened her jaw until he felt her teeth start to scrape his girth and pulled out. She gasped for air and whispered something that quickly turned into a yell when he speared his cock into her dripping-tight pussy.

“Holy shit, yes! Fuck me, fuck that tight milf pussy!” she cried. Crawling on top of her, he gripped her wrists and pinned her hands above her head as his hips slammed into hers. “Oh god… I’m cumming… I’m going to cumahhh!”

She came quickly as was her way, but this didn’t slow him in the least. Ramming his cock into her through the orgasm, he heard and felt the added moisture but only fucked her harder.

“Oh my god, baby! Oh my god!” her pitch grew higher as much as it grew louder.

Her massive tits jiggled in slow motion on her chest. They floated like water balloons with every thrust into her tight cunt. His face lingered over hers as he fucked her. Her eyes met his, and they narrowed as he begged, then ordered him to wreck her.

“Oh yes, just like that. Just like fucking that. Fuck me! Fucking fuck me! Make me yours make cum like I’m fucking yours—oh goddd!” she screamed as the second orgasm peaked and her body trembled.

Rolling her over onto her belly, she collapsed and crawled, disoriented for a few moments before she was yanked back. Derek pierced her pussy with the throbbing pink head of his cock. Engorged, it split her wide open as he stuffed himself deep inside her. Her fists balled around her covers as she yanked at them and cried out.

“Oh fuck, yes! Oh my lord!” she moaned.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled it back as he bucked forward, filling her hole with his pulsating shaft.

“Oh, yess! God, you’re so big—I can’t, I can’t, oh fuck, I’m gonna cum again!” she cried out as the orgasm washed over her. Still cum drunk on the last orgasm, she moaned for more and cried out when he gave it to her. “Yes, yes, yes! Give me your cum, fill me up. Cum inside me, baby! Cum deep in my hole! Cum for me!”

Grunting, he let loose the stream of his warm milky cum and filled the old woman up with his seed.

Only a few minutes passed while he dressed. Ms. Monroe lay there with a look of amusement, watching.

“Where is it?” he asked.

“Where’s what?” she asked coyly. When he wouldn’t play her game, she sighed and pointed to the edge of her property. He walked outside and found the second duffel bag of money in the edge of the woods there. On top of it was a note with a place, date, and time for a meeting tomorrow night.

Derek was going to be the one who handed off the bribe…













CHAPTER
 FORTY-THREE












T
 he hotel he checked into was cheap: stained walls and carpet, dated design, and the residual odor of smoke lingering in the room. Derek didn’t know why he didn’t just get a nice room. He had money. Lots of it now that he was a partner. Something about walking around with bags full of cash made him not want to spend the money. He was only going to be there for a few hours anyway. Maybe it was just an outward expression of how he was feeling.

Sitting on the edge of his bed, he let out a deep sigh of defeat. His cell phone rang, and he answered it, already having a guess who it was.

“Hey there, hun; I hear you might have a rather interesting evening planned. Deliveries and such,” Mrs. Thompson mused. She spoke so delicately and with a smile in her tone that every word came out sexual, regardless of whether they were or not.

Derek looked at his watch and saw he still had an hour and twenty minutes before he had to leave.

“Yeah, in a little bit,” he said.

“I’m sure you’re going to be marvelous,” she said. “Though, I do have an additional stop for you. After your ‘delivery,’ stop by The
 councilwoman’s place, will you, darling? You know the one… the Mayor’s wife?”

Derek straightened, “Why?”

“Oh, you know. She heard some things about you and would like the company of a fine gentleman such as yourself,” she replied. Her voice dripped with sarcasm, but the silence he hit back with was a powerful one.


They’re not even bothering to hide that they are pimping me out.


After the moment passed, Mrs. Thompson continued. “I know she is not the most desirable of people, but rest assured she finds you desirable. And don’t worry. This is a one-time thing. And if you like, you can stop by my place afterward. I’ll wash you down properly.”

Derek sighed and shook his head helplessly. What did it matter? What’s one more fuck after how far I’ve sunk?


“Okay,” he replied.

“That’s my boy!” she exclaimed with a clap of excitement. “I look forward to you waking me up tonight…”

They hung up, and a few seconds later, he also received a text from her.



Miss. Thompson

‘Don’t forget to come to the Book Club tomorrow, either! ; )’







Derek tossed his phone on the other side of his hotel room and slumped onto the bed. He lay for a time, trapped between sleep and consciousness. His mind circled the sewer that was his life.


In less than a year, I managed to accomplish every one of my sexual, professional, and financial goals that I thought would take three decades. And all it cost was every friend and personal relationship I’ve ever had.
 Derek tried to imagine what his next years would look like but struggled to get a picture. Money, office space, and beautiful women were easy to imagine, but what else? Was there anything else?


An hour later, he received another text chime from his phone but was so disgruntled he almost didn’t look at it. Once he did, he was glad that he got up from bed. It was Amber. He had nearly forgotten that they were supposed to meet for breakfast tomorrow before she drove to her new home—Washington, D.C.



Amber







I’m sorry in advance (for a lot of reasons) for the long text. But I’m going to have to cancel our final non date date. I’ve thought about it too much and… and I can’t do it. If I saw you again it would only evoke all of the emotions I tried to prevent by keeping you at a distance. I’m sorry (again) because I know this isn’t fair to you, but I think it will be for the best for both of us in the long run. I hope you become a kick-ass lawyer and find a ton of happiness with someone (But just know they’ll never be as cool as me :P)







A few minutes passed as Derek absorbed the information in the text and reread it a few times. It felt like his heart was being poked with a stick, and each poke grew progressively more challenging. He opened a reply text but didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t even put into words what he felt.


I can’t be in love. That would be pathetic,
 he thought to himself. I hung out with her a few times, slept with her once, and texted her for a week—if that. This isn’t love… this isn’t love…


Just then, she sent another text significantly shorter than the last.



Amber







Maybe if you move across the country and happen to settle in Washington D.C., you will look me up! : )







Derek smiled.



Derek

Would it be a date date then?










Amber


Lol! I think so!


Derek


: )


Amber


: )







There were paragraphs more he wanted to say to her. He tried to stop her from leaving. He wanted to throw away his life here and all he had ever known and offer to go with her. He wanted to be with her, but sometimes life has different plans.


That’s not my life.


Instead, he let the conversation end there. He didn’t want to make things more difficult for her after all.

Besides, he already had somewhere to be. Derek sighed and looked at the two duffel bags full of money beside the bed.













CHAPTER
 FORTY-FOUR












D
 erek drove to the intersection written on the note and put his car in park. Streetlights were blurred by a heavy downpour of rain, which gave the night an ominous feel. Fitting
 , Derek thought. It was still two minutes to Nine o’clock, so he waited in his car and watched the people huddled under their umbrellas. The note didn’t have a name or person on it; it didn’t even have a place—just an intersection.


Did they want me to drop two bags of cash on a street corner? What did I care? It’s not my money.


Then someone appeared. Seeing where he came from with so many people walking downtown on a Saturday night was tough. Just as the clock struck Nine, the tall, thin man stopped at the intersection. His black-suited frame stood like a statue beneath his black umbrella as streams of water dribbled over its edge. His face was shrouded in shadows as he waited.

Derek steeled himself for the felony he was about to commit, then exited the car. He was already soaked when he dug the two duffel bags out of the trunk. His jacket, shirt, pants, and all were drenched as he shouldered his door closed and walked to meet the man. It wasn’t until he was closer that he could start to make out more of the man’s features. His thin frame. His tall height. His thin lips.

When Derek was ten yards away, the man looked up, and a sense of déjà vu came over Derek. He recognized this man but couldn’t place his finger on where he was from. He nodded at Derek, and Derek nodded back, noting his bony cheeks and bald head.

Then it clicked.


The icy expression. The bald head. Amber… was the man sent to collect Amber at the coffee shop. The same man that I saw in the City Councilwoman’s office.


Derek froze mid-step as his mind felt a hundred puzzle pieces slide into place at once in his thoughts.


The bald man was Amber’s boss. He was Chief of Staff to the Mayor. The husband of the City Councilwoman…


Derek could almost feel the energy zap from his body and all the air in his lungs. Suddenly, as his mind completed the puzzle and crumbled to pieces simultaneously, the moment became so surreal that it felt like he was beside himself. It was as if a younger version of himself was just transported beside him to see what he had become, and he was disgusted with himself. The morality of the situation and who he had become struck him like a hammer.

The bald man stepped forward when he realized Derek wasn’t walking the remaining feet. His expression was unchanged as he reached for one of the duffel bags. It was unchanged until Derek stepped backward and moved the bag out of his grasp. The scowl on such a bony face momentarily made the bald man look like a skeleton. Their eyes met, and Derek matched the sneer on the bald man’s face. With a shake of his head, Derek ended the interaction and turned, taking the 1.4 million dollars back to his car.

Turning on the vehicle, he swiped a layer of rain off his face as he pulled out onto the road. Palming his cell phone, he dialed his mother.

“Mom? We need to talk…” he said when she answered.
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I
 t was Sunday morning when Derek arrived at Mrs. Thompson’s house. A little more than a month since the time he had sex with the woman in the kitchen and nearly was caught by the rest of her book club.


How much can change in just a month…


Turning off his car, he walked to her front door with a surprising amount of energy, given he had gone the entire night without sleep. Derek walked to the door feeling calm and sure of himself. Though he knew a violent storm circled him. It was as if he walked in the eye of a hurricane. It was just a matter of time before the storm found him.

Derek let himself inside the house. After all, how many times do you have to have sex before you are afforded some privileges?

“Oh, Derek. There you are,” Mrs. Thompson smiled but looked as though she was disappointed too. “I thought I’d see you last night after the money drop. Was sad your cock didn’t wake me up this morning.” She said, her hands hanging from her hips like a teacher scolding a student. “Well, we’ll just have to have our fun later then, won’t we? Come on in. You’re the first to arrive. The others should be here shortly.”

Derek stepped inside the living room and rubbed his hand over the back of the couch. “So I’m apart of the team now, right?”

“I think you certainly pulled your weight,” she smirked as she went to the kitchen to grab a tray of cookies back into the living room.

“So, Mr. Wallabee told his wife about the easy steal of money for the group. He took the money but got caught because he’s an idiot, and now the two richest members of the book club who received a 1.4 million dollar payout from the theft had to give half their share up to pay for the charges to be dropped. Is that right?”

“Alright,” Mrs. Thompson stopped what she was doing, stared at Derek for a moment, then sat with a smile and a sigh. “That’s about it. Mr. Wallabee is
 an idiot, but that’s not why he was caught. He was caught because a certain councilwoman learned of the theft and wanted a cut. We have a strict policy about sharing with those outside the Book Club. She went to her husband, the mayor, and the mayor put pressure on the investigation.”

“So the money is just including them in the payout? What was I then? A tip?”

“You have a big dick,” Mrs. Thompson said with a laugh. “And you're good in bed. I know a valuable commodity when I see it. that’s what this book club has done for fifty years. We find value, exploit it, and multiply it. I confirmed your skill with Monroe and Rebecca. Teased it with the Councilwoman… You are a hotter commodity than you know. Ms. Monroe and Mrs. Miller were in more need of a hard fuck than I thought possible. Anyways, that cock of yours greased the wheels for them to part with their money for the greater good.”

It was ten to noon and Ms. Whitmore entered the house after a quick knock. She smiled wickedly at Derek when she saw him and found a seat in the living room in a chair opposite Mrs. Thompson.

“We were just bringing Derek up to speed on everything,” Mrs. Thompson said with a smirk. A job well done deserves an away, after all.

“Yes, he does,” Ms. Whitmore grinned.

“So the only part my cock played was bait?” he asked.

“You were leverage. Carrot and stick. A bunch of stale old ladies with all the power and money in the city, sometimes all they’re missing is a good fuck,” Ms. Whitmore said and shrugged at Mrs. Thompson. “It won Monroe and Miller over.”

“And what did the $1.4 million from those two buy, exactly?” he asked

“200k went to the star witness for the prosecution who suddenly got amnesia. 1 million went to the Mayor’s ‘campaign fund,’ which suddenly became okay with lightning-up prosecution and even dropping the case.” Ms. Whitmore glared at Mrs. Thompson. “The Mayor fucks us for months, and now he thinks we’re on good terms. Just wait until he realizes we all have long memories.”

“And the other 200k?” he asked. Just then, prosecutor Sandy Bowman entered the house and froze, looking awkward at everyone in the living room.

Mrs. Thompson raised a hand to the prosecutor. “The other 200k will get deposited into her war chest. The Mayor doesn’t know it yet, but she is going to have a primary challenger next election. I think it’s time we have a team player for a Mayor.”

Ms. Monroe walked in and settled into a seat, but she wouldn’t take her eyes off of him.

“And so why’d I have to fuck the councilwoman last night?” he asked ignoring Monroe.

“Carrot and stick,” Ms. Whitmore said. “You were the carrot. Once word got around town of your cock and how you use it, your dick became a deal breaker. She just had to have it. did the Mayor watch you fuck that bitch?”

“So you haven’t spoken to them?” Derek raised an eyebrow.

“Phones are too dangerous,” Ms. Whitmore said. “Why do we think we had you exchange messages and pick up the money.”

“That’s why you wanted me to deliver the money… that’s why you have a book club. To make the decisions all in person so there’s no electronic evidence.” He said.

“Smart guy,” Ms. Whitmore said. “We all knew you were in the closet last time by the way, well everyone but your mother. I’m kinda glad she withdrew herself from the club this morning. Make it a lot easier to talk freely.”

“And have more fun,” Mrs. Thompson said, smiling at Derek.

Derek waited a moment as several more people came into the room, including Mrs. Miller and Patricia. All nine remaining members were chatting, and each of them carried some old romance-looking book. A book they surely didn’t read. That’s what this group was. It was the mafia. It was organized crime. They spent their lives getting rich by using their power for corrupt reasons. They always got away with it.


No more.


“Derek have a seat, love,” Mrs. Thompson said. “We’ll begin and you can officially join our little indecent book club.”

“Well, I can’t stay, but you’ll have lots to discuss without me because I didn’t fuck the councilwoman last night.”

“What?” Ms. Whitmore snapped.

“Nor did I deliver the money,” he smirked. “Means the charges aren’t dropped, the witness wasn’t paid off, and the Mayor is probably pretty pissed at you.”

Chaos erupted in the meeting as everyone screamed at Derek at once. He smiled basking in it.

“Stop stop,” Mrs. Thompson retained order. She looked scared for the first time. “Derek, are you serious? Why? Why? Where’s the money?”

“My mother spent the morning creating a foundation to repay those you stole the money from. The foundation just received its first donation of 1.4 million dollars.”

“You idiot!” Ms. Whitmore launched to her feet.

“My Mom is also working pro-bono again. She pulled some strings and is doing a deposition with the star witness right now. He’s going on record of all of your husband’s wrongdoings, Patricia Wallabee. He’s also detailing how Ms. Monroe maneuvered surveillance and personnel to make it easier for Mr. Wallabee to steal the money. Then, she takes on the class action suit against Monroe on behalf of the pensioners… civil suit. A lower standard of proof makes it much easier to win.”

Ms. Whitmore tried to hit him, but Mrs. Thompson stopped her and rounded on him.

“Why Derek? Why? We gave you money, title, sex—we gave you everything. Why did you turn your back on us?” she asked.

Derek thought for a moment, then raised his eyes to meet the women who glared at him. “Because I’m not the bad guy, you guys are.”

Derek left as the women’s voices competed and grew louder as they shouted in panic at one another. Closing the door, he went to his car. Once there, he checked the tape recorder in his pocket and ensured it recorded everything. It did.


It feels good to be on the right side for once.













EPILOGUE











D
 erek adjusted his shirt and fidgeted more than necessary as he stood outside her door. The longer he stood there, the more time he had to regret this surprise he was about to spring. Derek didn’t especially enjoy surprises anymore (especially after the past month or two), but that didn’t mean she didn’t like them, right?


Derek had spent only a handful of days packing up every item he possessed—well, everything he could fit in his four-door sedan—and began his journey. The conversations with his mother during those days were difficult. She apologized and explained more, and Derek did her the courtesy of listening and accepting her apology, but that didn’t repair their relationship. All his life, she had been an idle of his. She was why he became a lawyer. What she had done or allowed to be done while part of the Book Club was wrong, but it didn’t change the good she had done. His mother did terrible things for a good reason. He didn’t know if that made it better or worse, but he was still working on it. Derek left her house on good terms, with smiles and hugs and the promise of more talks and visits in the near future.

During his long drive, Derek thought he would have received a call, text, or email from Mrs. Thompson or Miss. Whitmore, but there was no communication. Too afraid, he assumed, and that made him smile. Derek wasn’t a team player. They knew they were on opposite sides now.

Derek drove from Austin, TX, to Washington, D.C., in two days, stopping only once to sleep in a hotel. The money he had saved for a down payment for a house while staying with his mother would be handy for starting anew. He had already scheduled a new bar exam and had several interviews. The one thing he wasn’t sure of was what Amber would say when she saw him. He had sold himself on surprising her at the start of this trip, but now that he stood in front of Amber’s apartment door, he had more than a few doubts.


What if she really didn’t like me, and this all was just a soft breakup or something?


Derek smiled, steeling himself and remembering the man he was now.

He knocked on the door. A few seconds passed before the door swung open, and there she was—blonde hair draped over her shoulder, wearing a simple shirt and yoga pants. Amber’s eyes were so wide they looked like they could pop out at any moment.

Derek smiled and waved at her, waiting for her reaction when she blossomed into a gushing smile, his tense chest relaxed.

“Oh my god!” she screamed and leaped into his arms. The hug felt as comfortable and natural as ever.

Hours later, after food, wine, and hours of sex, Derek lay in Amber’s bed, unable to sleep. He felt like a new person because, in a lot of ways, he was.


Good and evil.


Derek smiled at the thought because he knew he was fighting for good, finally. Still, he would need to be cautious. The corrupt politicians and indecent ladies of the Book Club wouldn’t take his betrayal lying down. They would have friends in Washington, D.C., and the path for Derek would be treacherous.

Derek turned under the covers and smiled at the sight of Amber curled under her blankets, fast asleep.


Cautious but not scared.


Derek will have allies and prevail because he will be fighting the good fight. Now was the time he made things right.
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I
 stare in the bathroom mirror and let out a deep sigh. I am impressed at how clean this rest stop bathroom is. It must not be visited often. I catch my mind wandering and think it’s time to give up this foolish escape. I look at my body and my breasts nearly spilling out of my shirt. Thinking about all that had happened in the last couple hours, I can’t believe it’s real life. Who has sex with some strange boy who was hitchhiking? It is time to put a stop to this all
 . My family would expect me in church in the morning and that was only hours away. I hear the door open and see John in the mirror. I turn and he looks at the empty stalls, then to me. His brow is sweaty, so his thick brown hair clings to his forehead like his t-shirt clings to his firm chest and arms.

“John, what-” I start. He drops his backpack to the floor and walks towards me. His hands hold on either side of my hips as his lips meet mine. My head retreats in shock, but I feel his hands travel up my ribs. His right sliding down and into my shirt, I feel his warm palm rub up the small of my back. I move forward. Wrapping my arms around his neck as I kiss him, my tongue rolling around his as I taste his lips and feel his hard shoulders flex as he pulls me to him.

My right hand raking through his hair as my left cups his cheek and I kiss him wildly, running my tongue along his lower lip. His hand finds the latch on my bra as I feel it go loose and my mature tits hang free in my blouse. I breathe into John as I feel his left hand travel up my front, rubbing up my chest. He circles my right breast through my shirt and I feel my plump tit lift and my nipple harden as he squeezes on it, massaging me. My hands move to the buttons on my blouse just as he does. In a straining, fast motion, my shirt bursts open and my bra falls between us.

His hard palms rub up my chubby love handles as he cups under my sensitive breasts, lifting and mashing them together. He breaks the kiss, stealing a stern look in my eyes before lowering. I look down and see this boy’s lips wrap around my right nipple and feel my pussy stir again. His young face almost disappears under my breast as he licks and sucks at the sensitive skin below my nipple. His tongue licking up my hard nipple, circling it before his lips wrap around it, sucking on my mature fucking nipple so hard I groan. My right hand unconsciously grabs the back of his head and holds his lips on my nipple as he bites and sucks on my pink nipple.

His right hand slides up my inner thigh, warming and sending a shiver down my spine. He pulls down my still wet panties to the floor as he switches nipples. I allow him. Feeding my left nipple to him and holding his mouth there as his hot, wet tongue vibrates on my nipple, flicking it up and down. My toes curl. “Mmmyessss,” I gasp.

His left hand rubs my other nipple, pulling and twisting on it as he sucks my plump breast dry. I feel his right fingers slide between my wet pussy lips. By now they are raw and exhausted from having been fucked so hard, but still they react. Soaking John’s fingers as he teases gentle circles from my bulging clit to my anus and back. Over and over.

I grab his shirt and pull him to me. His hand stays on my clit. His fingers make hard and small circles on my clit as I heave, groaning as I feel my thighs tremble. My fat ass resting on the long bathroom sink.

“Yes-“ My voice squeaks as I kiss him. My eyebrows high as I moan into his kiss. His fingers grinding faster on my clit. My hands move to his belt as he bends over to taste my pink nipple. Viciously, I rip it open, unzipping his pants and pulling his hard cock from it. I hear the juices on my pussy lips flick back and forth as he circles my clit so fast- my arm wraps around his tall shoulders to hold myself up as I lose myself.

“You’re gonna-“ I gasp for air. Unable to think. “I’m gunna- fuc- don’t...” my thighs jittering as I shake uncontrollably. My tits bouncing against his clean-cut face.


Holy fuck, yes!
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… Two Hours Earlier…







“F
 uck! No! No! Fuck!” I scream at the dashboard. My knuckles white as I squeeze the life out of my steering wheel. Feeling my gold rings digging into my fingers. I suppose an engagement ring would hurt even more if I had one. “God dammit, fucking piece of shit, bitch, cunt!!” I slap the steering wheel until my hand is raw. Punching the radio console until I hear a snap and can’t decide if my hand broke the radio, or the radio broke my fucking hand.

“Fuuuuck!!”


Fucking, piece of shit car
 ! I think, shaking out my right hand.

“Everything!” I yell to no one. “She gets, everything! Always!” I swerve through traffic, hearing the honks and screams of people driving, people walking.


Shit, I would care about any other fucking day.


I try not to crash as I speed through intersections, but it doesn’t matter. Nothing does. The lights turn from green to yellow to red. My speed stays the same. I need out of this city. I need out of this life.


Single, 41 fucking years old, woman. Alone. Alone! Debra, you’re going to die alone!
 My thoughts echo in my head.


I’ve spent my life driving through the green lights, staying in my lane. 20 years at the same desk job, 15 years in the same house.



It’s a good job and a great house I have- it doesn’t fucking matter.


Brake lights appear ahead of me as I speed around them. I travel through this life slowing when society tells me too, stopping when I see a red light. I wait for others to tell me to go. I have been a chair for my friends and family to use when needed and discard when not. They forget I exist till the next time their legs are weak and they need a seat. I pant, trying to control my driving as I near the edge of town. Adjusting my skirt.


Don’t fucking kill yourself, Deb. Just breathe... I can deal... Fucking formal wear, for family night! ...Fuckers...


I look down at my clothes as I turn from one way. My white blouse fits snug around my hips and tight around my breasts. The one perk of the many downsides of going from a size 4 in college to a size 14, 20 years later. My thick plump breasts press against my shirt, pulling it around my hips. My shirt is half open over my brown asymmetrical skirt that hangs loose around my thighs.


Mother gets what mother wants... She asked for this outfit specifically, said, ‘that one you wore for church last month, wear that one. It’ll fit for the occasion.’ Mother fucker. Mom knew what Ashley was going to say, and she didn’t even warn me. Goddammit!


I feel the sweat build on my neck, and I want to scream. I play the scene at dinner in my head and watch my Mom’s expression as it happens. It was Ashley’s moment. She was the one talking and shouting, but it was me that Mom was watching. I was her show for the evening. As Ashley speaks, I still see Mom’s grin, that twisted smile that can hook into your chest. In a way only a mother could. I feel the hiccup in the rear of my throat. The small reminder of my sensitive side as it begs for me to cry. To break down and shatter in front of traffic. But it is quickly squished by the twisting dagger in my stomach. The jolt of pain that makes me want to fight the world and break my hand on a radio console.

The roads clear up as I leave the downtown scene and get away from the Saturday night traffic while the sun sets. I don’t know where I’m driving. I’m not going home, I’m going away. Far away. I slow to a stop at the red light before turning on to the interstate. That’s where I see him hunched over beside the road with a backpack resting between his knees. He’s a young man, maybe 19 or 20 years old. Lots of things strike me about him. He’s a fit boy, muscular, and tone. His brown hair is matted and sweaty. More sweat spots showing through his t-shirt.


He’s been walking for a while in this heat.


It is in the mid 80s still, as it cools down this evening. Not nearly the hottest for Tennessee, but still is taxing over time. But the thing that strikes me the most about this boy is the solemn expression on his face. His defeated look. He looks like he’s tired. He looks... He looks like he could use a chair... I roll down my passenger window nearest him.


What the fuck are you doing, Debra? You know you’re not supposed to- He could be a serial killer, drug dealer, fucking rapist. You don’t fucking give rides to hitchhikers, idiot.


“Always with the rules, always with the rules...” I whisper to myself as the light turns green. “Hey... Hey!” The boy looks up, dazed, as he leaves his thoughts. He comes to my window. “You uh- you need a ride?”

A horn blows behind me, raising a panic inside my stomach. I don’t like to keep people waiting. I’m not good at inconveniencing others. I look back as he does and wait for him to respond.


Fuck. He’s gunna ask where you’re going? Where the fuck are you going?


He hesitates a moment, looking at me, watching me. I see his eyes follow my straight, brown, highlighted hair down to my shoulders, and I watch his eyes linger for a moment at the curve of my breasts. It makes me fidget with my fingers, nervous like.

Just before I try to drive off and cut my losses, he opens the passenger door, sliding his pack in with him. I quickly turn the steering wheel and enter the freeway, subconsciously hiding in my seat as I receive angry looks from the cars behind me passing.

“Thanks,” I hear the young man mumble without looking.

“No problem, um, Where you heading?” I ask, trying to adjust my seat belt so it doesn’t choke my right breast. My auto adjustments begin on their own. Pulling my skirt down to my knee to cover my pale thighs, straightening my back so my love handles disappear some, and sucking in my stomach. I’ve done it for so many years that it comes without thought.

He pulls his phone out of his pocket, looking at the screen.


He’s got the new phone, same as me, I notice.


He rubs his forehead and sighs, “it uh- it doesn’t matter. I don’t care...”


At least he’s going to the same place I’m going.


We drive for 20 minutes or so, watching the sun lower in the sky. I think about introducing myself a few times, but the silence feels right. Him sitting there isn’t as awkward to me as most people are, but... fitting. His clothes are new and his skin is clean. He is done with this life as much as I am. I picture him as a college student, maybe a baseball or football player. He has a calm energy about him, but it feels like a mask over a storm down below.

My mind wanders, and I welcome the distraction from my night. Mostly to men. It has been over 7 years since I’ve had anything that remotely fit into the category of a boyfriend. The thought of a man finding me sexy anymore doesn’t occur to me. I figure my time has passed. My mother likes to repeat that this is part of aging in womanhood- losing that desire. But something in the scent coming from this boy awakens a curiosity of thoughts. It isn’t body odor coming from him, but a mix of a strong men’s body wash, sweat, and something else I can’t put my finger on. A smell a 40-year-old office worker doesn’t notice often.

“I’m- sorry, I uh, I’m not really going anywhere,” I say. “I don’t know where I’m going. I just- something happened and I just uh- I’m leaving- I’m going somewhere else...”

He looks at me, then back out his window to watch the warm reds and soft blues of the sky.

“I’m sorry, my name’s Debra, by the way,” I fidget.

“I’m John,” he speaks. “And you don’t have to keep apologizing. You’re the one giving the ride... Thanks again.”

“Sorr-“ I start to say, then stop, laughing nervously. “Us older ladies don’t talk to you younger guys too often.” I watch him for a reaction to my age comment. He glances a look at my chest, again, eyeing my 32g breasts. His hand moves to the crotch of his pants, pulling and adjusting.

“We don’t need to talk,” John says, folding his arms. I close my mouth from what I was about to say. Doing my best to keep him from feeling uncomfortable. I hear his phone vibrate in his pocket and he takes it out, reading the screen.

“Fuc... mother... goddamn,” John whispers to himself through clenched teeth. Shaking his head, he shoves his phone hard into his pocket. “Nothing mat... Nothing matters... It just doesn’t,” John mumbles, convincing himself. He glances at me, “Sorry, I’m-“ he cuts himself off as he looks me down, again.

I try to think of something to say, but can’t come up with anything that doesn’t start with an apology. We sit in a different silence for a minute as I move to pass a semi-tractor ahead. I feel him thinking and fidgeting. The message he read on his phone changed him, somehow. I feel the heat from his body fill the vehicle as if he just transported the rest of him into here. I look in my left mirror as I merge into the fast lane and feel a warmth on my right inner thigh. I turn slowly and see John’s left hand held against the middle of my thigh, under my skirt.


His hand is on my thigh! His hand is on my fucking thigh!














CHAPTER
 FORTY-EIGHT












I
 tense. My hands go white as I grip the steering wheel. My eyes are locked on the road ahead. Oddly, in this unfamiliar moment, I don’t want to look at his hand- or him, because I don’t want him to feel uncomfortable.


What a fucking idiot I am. I’m about to be raped because I was stupid enough to pick up a hitchhiker, and I’m worried about my rapist’s feelings?


John’s hand is warm and solid, cupped to my skin on the inside of my thigh. Just far enough up my leg to make every muscle in my body tense as I await my attacker’s command, but it hasn’t come. Seconds go by and his hand stays, maybe minutes, I don’t know, but he doesn’t say a word.


What is he waiting for? Put up a fight! Hit his hand away! Don’t be such a Goddamn Pussy, Debra!


I feel his left hand slowly close and open on the meat of my inner thigh, massaging it along my soft, pale, untouched skin. His hand won’t retreat but it doesn’t advance higher either. The warm touch makes me bite my lower lip and curl my toes, as his middle finger presses into my skin, drawing imaginary circles on my inner thigh. I feel the drop fall from my pussy lips, down my hairy mound, dripping into my panties, and exhale. My eyes close for a second longer than they should when you’re driving 70mph down the freeway. I quickly open them, adjusting in my seat as if I just caught myself dozing off.

Without thought, my right hand goes to my chest, nervously, as my right thigh twitches open wider, relaxing to the side. At my motion, John’s left palm slides up my bare thigh, stopping inches from my panty line, then rubs back down to my knee, then back up. Squeezing and groping with his powerful hand, warming my trembling inner thigh.


He was waiting for me. He was waiting for me to open my legs to him- to give him permission. Jesus, Debra, is that what you’re doing? What are you doing?! ...Fuck, I’m so wet...


His hand makes a long slide up my thigh, but it doesn’t stop as I feel his palm cup my warm pussy through my gray panties. I adjust, spreading my thighs a little more, scooting my butt out from the seat. My right hand feels my heart pounding my chest, trying to break free, as my sweaty left hand guides the wheel into the right lane back behind the large semi. I feel John’s fingers probing my pussy lips through my panties, tracing my clit to the bottom of my slit, up and down, uppp and downnn. My shoulders twitch and my thighs tense and relax as I bite my tongue, trying not to moan, trying not to officially condone or condemn this boy’s action, but goddamn, my panties are drenched!

I coast at 10 miles below the speed limit and glance at the faces of those driving by. Men, women, young, old... they talk and look at me as I drive with my passenger, then continue going about their conversations. Oblivious to this 20-year-old boy fingering this 40-year-old woman’s pussy lips. They watch me drag my tongue across my teeth; they watch me begin to pant as my eyes widen, bite my lip, and they have no idea. They have no idea how badly I want him to fuck me.

“Oohh...” I whisper as I feel my soaked panties pulled to the side by John’s hand. I glance to see if he looks at me, but he doesn’t. I see his flexed upper arm and watch his forearm muscle dance between my thighs. John stares forward as he drags his fingers through my hairy pussy.


Fuck, I haven’t shaved in forever. I bet his young hands never even touched a hairy pussy before. I hope he doesn’t- Oh- Oh fuck...


John’s two fingers make long, wide circles on my clit, spreading my juices all over my bulging knob. My toes curl, my foot twitches, and the engine revs, launching us forward before I take my foot off the gas.

“Yes...” I mumble, wishing I didn’t have to focus on driving. I set the cruise on the car as I feel two fingers push into my pussy, deep. Then feel them drag out, keeping pressure on my clit, making circles on it several times before pushing back inside my hole. My right hand was inside my shirt and under my bra, cupping and groping my left breast without even realizing it. My knees pressed against the door and center console, keeping my thighs as wide as possible for John. My eyes are locked on the road ahead, trying to concentrate on not crashing as I feel it coming. John’s fingers are grinding along my pink, hairy clit over and over. My hips are jittering as I hold my breath, because that’s all I can do. Silence in the car... The only sound is of my juices being flicked around, rubbed faster as John’s left hand flexes into my hairy pussy.

“Oh godd... I...” I spit out as I take another deep breath. Left hand locks on the steering wheel, my right squeezing my left tit. I feel his eyes lock on me as he makes this old gal cum.

John watches, biting his lower lip in concentration as I open and close my mouth, making silent screams.

I feel it building. His circles on my clit become messy and rougher when it comes.

“Oh...Fuck me...” My abdomen goes concave as I start to buck. My pussy explodes, gushing on John’s palm, splashing on my hips and floor board. “Yes, yes! Ohhh goddd!” His hand continues to make wild circles on my sex as I buck my hips, grunting but trying not to. Shutting my eyes but trying not to. I feel waves crashing up my body and engulfing my mind as I squeeze my plump breast, holding it in a tight grip of shock as I cum so hard- I just don’t care.













CHAPTER
 FORTY-NINE












I
 ’m barely able to catch my breath when his hand leaves my soaked pussy. The rumble strip shakes the car as my eyes focus from blur and I see I’m driving 35 mph and half on the shoulder. John’s right, grabs the wheel, centering me back in the right lane as I speed up trying to straighten myself. But I feel my right leg jerking down when I try to sit up.

John is leaning over me. His lips close around the corner of my right earlobe, biting, and sucking on my stud earring. His hands unbutton my shirt, they go lower. Kissing my neck behind my ear, sending chills down my spine, while he brushes my hair over to my other side, opening my neck. I can barely see the road over his shoulder. His right hand sliding over the bra of my left breast. He rubs and lifts my fat tit, warming it. He stops as he sees my tattoo. A snaking tribal symbol, fluttered with hearts and stars that runs from tramp stamp to shoulder on the right of my back, peaking a pair of snake heads just over my collarbone.

I wince, looking from the road long enough to see John’s grin as he kisses my tattoo. With a hum of pleasure he sucks hickies up my neck, pressing into me as I smell his sport deodorant. His right hand sliding down my center, pulling my right breast from my bra as my shirt hangs loose. The cool air hits my breast and I feel my hard nipple aching to be touched.


What are you doing? You should stop. You should talk to him. What does he want out of this? He’s too young for you! He just has some sick mom fetish. You know he doesn’t find you attractive. What are you doing?


My right hand cupped the back of his neck, pulling it down my chest. His wet tongue traced down my collar to right nipple. His tongue doing circles on my pink nipple before his lips lock around me, sucking and tonguing my rock hard nipple.

“Mmmm..” I feel my pussy drain again. Releasing juices coursing through my hairy twat as his tongue flicks my plump full breast. His left hand feeding my tit to his mouth and his right hand slides between my thighs. The seat, my skirt, the floorboards, my panties, they are all drenched from my previous explosion, but he moved like he didn’t care. His left knee was up on his seat as I feel his two fingers spread my juicy lips. “Ohhh...” I sigh, “go inside me...” The words come out without thought as I barely keep my eyes on the taillights of the tractor ahead of me under the hoods of my eyelids. Heat fills my face as his fingers fill me. They push deep inside me, rubbing the roof of my pussy, pressing lightly on my g-spot before retreating to repeat. With every firm thrust inside me, his thumb grinds up my slit onto my clit. Pushing the hood back so I have direct contact. “Oooohhhh! Fuck me...Fuck me,” I heave as he bites my nipple, making me tighten my soaked pale thighs around his flexed arm momentarily.

I open my legs as he jerks his arm again and again, pumping my pussy with his fingers. I am lost at the moment. I’m following his lead. I don’t care about anything, but right now. My eyes wander to the cars passing. The sun has fallen and night shields me from the onlookers. They pass, not knowing that I’m getting my pussy finger banged by this college student. They don’t know that this boy’s tongue on my hard fucking nipple is about to make me fucking cum again. John groans into my nipple as he sucks harder, his fingers fucking me. I feel him pressing on my g-spot as my face goes flush and my thighs quiver.

“Yes... Yes... Ohh fuck..” I straighten my driving out and kiss the top of his head, smelling his warm shampoo because I want more of him. My right hand grabs his body underneath. Feeling his hard chest as his pecs and abs flex with every fuck of my dripping pussy. My hand bumps into something wet and I explore reaching for it. I feel the thick head of his cock pointing towards me and realize sometime while he was changing positions he must’ve undone his pants. As my small palm wraps around the shaft of his young cock, I groan, “Oh my god, babyohmy god...”

His dick is longer than I’m used to. I think as I stroke to the base, then pull to the head, again. Real 6-7 inch cock. Young. Hard as a metal rod. Mmmm...

My hand barely fit around it as I squeezed, pumping from base to tip.

It has been years since I’ve had a real cock in my hands, dildos can only go so far, but feeling him flex inside my hand when I squeeze and when I moan, hearing him pant harder the faster I jerk him... Oh fuck... I’m so goddamn close.

He feels my hips writhing, hears my pants becoming guttural as he finger fucks me. His pace is picking up as his two fingers cram inside me faster, grinding on my g-spot so fast I lose control of my body. “Ohff- God... yes...” I mumble as he stuffs my pussy. I tug on his throbbing cock faster, I feel his pre-cum on the tip and spread it down the shaft, his balls bouncing on the back of my hand as I jerk him. The sudden thought of sliding his young thick shaft down my lips to touch the back my throat makes my mouth water and lick my lips. My eyes and left hand have difficulty keeping focus on the road.

His lips switch to my left nipple, sucking, licking, and biting. My nipple eagerly craving more. His closer position gives me a better angle on his cock as I glance down at it. I flick my hair from my face and bite my lip, wondering how it tastes. John’s thumb circles my clit faster and faster with every hard fuck into my hairy pussy. His arm jerking in and out between my thighs.

“Oh Fuck!” I cringe, nearly releasing the steering wheel. “Don’t stop! Don’t!- oHhh!” He doesn’t. He picks up the speed. Finger fucking my dripping cunt, I start to retreat from my hips because I can’t take how good it feels. My head is swimming, my eyes are squinting. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me! “Fuck me!”

His right hand pounds into my pussy, fucking me harder and harder. My tits bounce on my bra as my body shakes, riding his fingers hard.

My thighs tremble, trying to squeeze shut, but they can’t as he penetrates me. I hold my breath, clenching my eyes shut.


Deeper harder faster yes yes yes yes fuck me fuck me fuck me!


“Oh my god!!” I scream, feeling him on me, holding me to the seat as his fingers fuck me so deep and grind so hard on my wet clit. “Yesss, baby!” I squeeze his hard dick, unable to move as he paralyzes me with his fingers pushed deep inside my pussy.

My pussy squirts on him and my hips as he continues to fuck me.

“Cummingg ohyes!” My legs raise to my chest then back down, fighting to get control. I shudder as I empty on his finger. His tongue making a long drag on my nipple. “Ooohhh...” My hips bucking into his hand violently.

A wave goes through my body as I go loose. Collapsing.

My body jolting as I gain control of my limbs.

It strikes me like a splash of cold water.

Fuck! Eyes are still closed!

When I open my eyes, I know it’s too late already. It’s a sea of red brake lights ahead of me as we fly forward on cruise control. A traffic jam has every car and truck stopped to a standstill. My left leg is laid across the armrest on the door, my right is hung useless over the center console stick shift.

“No ahhh!” I scream as both my arms cover my face in an X. The car screeches and fishtails. I clench as I feel the seat belt strain on my body and neck. I hear a tumble on the floor. My breath holds, waiting for the crash.

The crash that never came. The strain on my belt relaxed as I fall back into my seat. My arms move down slowly and I see the rear of the tractor trailer. No tail lights or brake lights because my car stopped too close to see them.


Jesus! We didn’t crash! The fucking car stopped!


I look down and see John’s upper body tucked under the front console and his right palm pressed hard on the brake pad. He looks up to me wide eyed and breathing heavily, maybe in shock or fear or both. I pant, shaking my head, looking down at him. He closes his eyes, smiling, shaking his head back, laughing.

“Oh my god!” I laugh, taking a deep breath.

“Close one, huh?” John says, laughing into his left hand.

My eyes fall to my chest where my shirt’s open and my breasts are sticking out over my bra. My hands jump to closing my chest as I look out the window at the neighboring cars, “shit!” I say, checking for any suspecting eyes. I pull my bra over my tits, shaking my head still. “Oh my god...”

“You keep saying that,” John said, still laughing. My foot replaces his hand on the brake as he sits up, zipping his pants up. “We should really find a rest stop to... rest at.”

I smile, looking over at him, biting my lip. “Read my mind,” I adjust my skirt. “Let’s, uh... see how far till this traffic clears up.” I pat the surrounding seat, looking for my cell. The door pocket, floor, the center console... found it. I press the screen unlock button, but the background is brighter and different.


Shit, this is John’s. It must’ve fallen out his pocket when he pulled down his pants.


There is one received text on his phone lock screen. The text that angered him earlier. The text that changed him. The one that started all of this. The text is from, ‘Dad.’ The writing is all in caps.

Dad

“CALLED THE COPS! LOOKING FOR U!!”


...Oh shit fuck, Debra...
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 FIFTY












T
 he hum of the idling car is drowned out by my fidgeting fingers tapping away on the steering wheel. John stretches his arms for the third time in a minute while looking out the window for something to watch. I adjust my skirt for the umpteenth time and feel my drenched panties and damp skirt cling to my skin. We are going on minute seven of this silent traffic jam on I-40 East. Any light that I could see on the horizon is gone now. The black night sinks over the roads.

“So... You pick up a lot of hitchhikers?” John asks, rubbing his arm.

I laugh, nervously, “Umm... no. You’re my first- my first hitchhiker, I mean.” John laughs, picking at the crotch of his pants. I tongue the roof of my mouth, eyeing the bulge pressed against his jeans, and watch it flex every few moments. I shake my head free of the thoughts.


Calm down, you stupid bitch. Breathe. Just breathe. All you know is that the cops are after him. You don’t know what for.


“Is this incredibly awkward?” John blurts out, stretching his arms again.

“Kinda,” I laugh, again. “Sorry, I’ve never really done this before- I⁠—”

“That’s okay, me neither.”

“Really?” This catches me by surprise. The shock in my voice makes him more uncomfortable, I see.

“What?” He cocks his head at me with a smirk. “Do you think I’m a serial-finger-banging-hitchhiker?”

I giggle and feel the color flush to my cheek at the mention of finger banging. It has been over a decade since I have been finger fucked like that. Most men shy away from the little details of foreplay. They go through the motions like a morning checklist.


1.Rub clitoris 3 to 5 times.



2.Insert finger into vagina.



3.Insert finger harder into vagina.



4.Repeat until you think you can convince her to let you stick your dick in.



5.Put dick in.


But John does more than bide his time when he makes me cum with his hands. He feels like a musician plucking the strings one at a time, reading my moans and writhing body like a sheet of music. I bite my lip as I raise and lower my hips to this lovely memory.

Look at me, acting like a fucking 14-year-old slut, getting wet over the bad boy. This isn’t a game, you know it’s not. Everything’s changed. I’m not a child. I’m 41 years old. He could be a drug dealer, a robber, rapist- Jesus Christ, he basically just raped me!

My heart is a beating drum, sending vibrations up my throat. My palms are sweaty around the wheel as I slowly merge into a single lane of construction. “So, what made you leave town?” I ask with more concern in my voice than interest. “-Made you want to leave?” I try to soften my accusation.

John’s playful demeanor turns to stone as his back stiffens and his hand unconsciously moves to his pocket, checking for his phone. I pretend to not notice him panic as he realizes his cell isn’t in his pocket. After mistaking his phone for mine-

And realizing I’m helping a wanted fugitive escape...

I tossed his phone into a cup holder near where I found it before he noticed. John finds his phone fast and snatches it hard, aggressive like.

“Nothing,” John says, checking his phone. “You just- I don’t know... You feel trapped sometimes. Cornered, you know?”


Nope, cause I’m not a fucking psychopath being hunted by the police.


“Yeah,” I say. “I know exactly what you mean.” John looks up at the acknowledgement with a feeling of relief. Like I gave him a gift with my agreeable remarks. He swipes his screen and I see several more text messages have come in in the past minutes. Between trading glances with the road and his phone, I notice his hand- his right hand. His knuckles are bruised, red, and cut. The injuries are extensive, like he just beat someone to death.


Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my fucking god, Debra! He fucking killed someone! I have to get away from him! I’m going to die!


“Um, are you okay?” John is staring at me. He sees my hands white knuckled on the steering wheel, along with my nervous expression.

“I’m fine, I- Sorry,” I stutter. “Just want to get out of this traffic.”

As if God is listening, I see the traffic ahead, open back to multiple lanes and I speed up. I find the nearest rest stop minutes later. I try not to appear suspicious, but I can’t help but to keep stealing looks at his bruised hand as it hangs over his pack between his legs.

What if he has a gun? What if I tell him to get out and he points it at me? Fucking hating your fucking fuck family isn’t worth this! You’re going to die and mom is still going to have the last god damn fucking laugh!

I drive into the rest stop and slow my breathing as I hold still, waiting to see what John will do.


Maybe I can run. I should just run.


I park in front of the door waiting for a gun blast or my moment of escape. John turns to me, “I’ma use the bathroom, is it alright if I leave my bag here?” He asks with a smile.

“Mmk- okay,” I sputter with my hands in my lap. He exits the car and from the corner of my eye, I see him grab an object from his bag. It is a black blur as he puts it in his back waistband and walks away. I know it’s a gun without having seen it just by the look on his face before he turns away. His brown eyes stare through me as his full lips curve a mischievous smile. I watch him walk away and leave sight before putting my car in reverse.

I speed backwards out of the parking spot and put it in drive, ready to get back on the interstate. I know I need to go, I know I should leave; I know I need to leave, but...


I don’t want to.


I live with a balloon in the base of my throat and over the years, every year, I feel it get filled fuller and fuller by life. Till I can’t breathe and I can hardly swallow, or live. I am a middle-aged woman, forgotten in life, being sunk further to the bottom of the world by this weight in my chest. And it took him seconds to drain that weight from me. John’s lips kissing my neck, sucking my tattoo, and his fingers buried inside me... It is more than a good fucking- it is that connection. That feeling... I want to chase it.
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A
 short honk comes from the line of cars waiting behind me. It wakes me from my thoughts. My palms are sweaty, my heart is racing, and my face is hot with red as I slowly pull back into the parking spot. Having not moved at all, I feel like I’m in a completely alien place. For once in my 41 years of life, I’m doing what I should not. My right hand on my chest, cupping my breast, the thuds of my heart resonate through my chest. I see John leave the rest stop and walk towards me. I caress my left breast, slowly squeezing and lifting it, as he comes closer. Watching him enter the shadows and walk through the light again. Watching the danger come nearer. I see for the first time a tattoo on his right triceps snaking down to his elbow. Something jagged and tribal. My fingers finds my hard nipple through my tight shirt and circles it. Pinching it. I gasp.

John opens the door. “Drive around back. Let me show you something.”

I exhale through my trembling lips as I go in reverse, then forward. I drive slowly around back until we are surrounded by tractor trailers. My thoughts are out of control. He points me to the back corner of the lot, where a trailer sits abandoned without a cab. It is a dark corner that is barely touched by a distant street lamp.


You’re so fucking stupid. He’s going to kill you. He’s going to kill you!


But I park near the trailer and shut the engine off. I look at the rows of street lamps ahead, shining on the tractor trailers. John gets out of the car and disappears into the darkness as he walks around the car. I can’t control my heart, my breath, the tremor in my hands- nothing. I want to scream; I want to run, but, god; I want...

He opens my door and takes me by the hand, guiding me out of the car as if this was a limousine and we were at a ball. He towers over me with the moonlight behind him, highlighting his figure but hiding his expression from me. I feel the cool night breeze on my face and blink slowly. I know he is in control. His left hand moves to my face, cupping my cheek as he kisses me hard. Our lips press together wetly and I feel his tongue slide against mine as his warm face nuzzles mine. He presses my back against the SUV and I don’t realize how hard I’m breathing until I have to break the kiss for a moment to gasp as I look up at the stars. He seizes the moment, kissing down my neck, sucking on the exposed skin on my shoulders, licking down into my cleavage.

I lean back on the outside of my car door. My right hand intertwines in his hair, holding his lips tight to my neckline as my chest heaves with every erratic pant. His hand squeezing and mashing a handful of my left plump breast through the thin shirt. I feel them bounce and pull at my tight white blouse with every twist, begging to be freed.

One of my legs lifts, wrapping around his legs when he starts to grind his hard, restrained member against my clothed sex. My delicate left hand still held in his right, I feel him guide me to his crotch. He undoes his jeans and I feel his hard, young cock stand tall through his boxers as he pulls my hand around it.

“Oh yess, baby,” I whisper into his ear, kissing and sucking at his neck. Trying to stay quiet, I rub his shaft through his boxers several times before I can’t take it anymore. The calm sounds of the forest behind us, coupled with the low hum of truck engines far away, are the only sounds in the air.

I push my hand inside his underwear. His pulsing dick flexes hard in my tiny hand and I feel a drip run down my inner thigh. My pussy lips quivering. I jerk him, squeezing from the base to the head of his cock and back down, tugging on him till he grunts into my ample cleavage. My pale skin shining in the moonlight as my huge tits are on the verge of spilling out of my shirt and bra.


Goddammit, he’s so fucking hard! He’s too young for you, Debra. You shouldn’t-


I lick my lips, imagining rolling my tongue along the base of his 20-year-old cock. Picturing him holding my head down on his shaft as he cums on the back of my throat and I look up at him, swallowing.


Fuckn’ motherfucker, I’m such a goddamn slut.


I move to lower myself to my knees, moaning eagerly through closed lips. To finally taste what I need and feel him flex in my mouth.


Oh fuck-


I feel hands on my shoulders and spin, catching myself with my hands on the glass window of my car. I look back and feel John’s hands on my shoulders as his hard cock pokes my ass cheek through my skirt. His hands are warm, rubbing down my spine. I feel the warmth wrap around my tits, dangling under me. They’re restrained by my cream-colored bra and disheveled button-up shirt. I push on the glass, grinding my fat ass into his hard cock, back and forth as I arch my back. His hands cupping both my tits.

“Mmm fuck me...” I gasp, turning my head. His lips kiss mine hard, biting my lower lip as he pulls away. My ass in the air, I feel him lift my skirt tossing the back over my hips. My legs spread like a whore. I feel his left hand travel down my love handle holding my hips in place. His right hand peals my panties to the side to see me oozing for him. My ass cheeks tremble as I think I may cum just from his touch. His strong fingers make wide circles on my dripping hairy pussy lips.

“Oohh- Ohhh godd!” I grunt. My knees giving out some as I press back on his hand. “Oh, fuck- fuck me.” His fingers circle my lips again and again, and the waves hitting my head get stronger while my moans carry in the parking lot. His fingers loop down, roaming over my clit, grinding back the hood as he brushes on it. “Jesus, yes!” I moan, out of control.

His hand retreats quickly, and I stand to protest, but I feel him grab the back of my neck, pushing me forward. I nearly go into the glass if I don’t grab the top of the car. I feel the thick, hard head of this young man’s cock slide between my pussy lips, grinding up till it finds my hole. Slowly stuffing inside my pussy. I groan like an old hooker, gripping the corner of my vehicle. He slowly pushes inside me as my pussy swallows him whole. I clench, drowning his cock as he stuffs me.

“Oh, John!” I scream, biting my arm to shut my mouth. “Mmmmm-“

His left holds my neck, his right squeezes my love handle as I feel him pull out to the tip before slamming back inside me. My elbows- my knees all nearly collapse on me as I feel this young stud fuck me from behind. He jerks me back, pounding my pussy in a slow steady fuck that makes me ache.

Each thrust is harder than the next. I look down at the ground as I try to focus on breathing. My brown and blonde highlighted hair is drowning me. I flick my hair up out of my face and look back at John. I hear him groan at the sight of me, and I feel his hands grab a handful of my hair. He holds it tight to my scalp, pulling my head back as he fucks my dripping cunt. I see the outline of his hard pecs and thick biceps straining his t-shirt as he fucks me under the moonlight.

“Yes! Fuck me, fuck- baby,” I groan. “Don’t fuck- don’t stop...” I feel used as he picks up the pace, fucking me faster. I feel slutty for the first time in my life and I love it. My head jerking back with every pull on my hair feels like a massage on my scalp as my pussy tightens and loosens out of my control. I feel this old pussy getting pounded by my bad boy and am dripping.

“Ohhh! Jesus...” I yelp. My knees give out.

He grabs my hips hard with both hands, holding me up as my legs wilt. His cock, hard as metal, fucking me faster and faster. My tits bouncing together in my bra and nearly hitting me in the chin as they inch closer to bursting out with every rough thrust.

Oh god, I can’t take it. I can’t- oh god. I’m going to fucking cum on this kids- oh god!

My hair hanging to one side, I inhale a shaky breath and hold it as he fucks me.

The only sound I hear is John’s balls smacking my thighs as the pressure builds.

“Oh...Oh G-“ I try to breathe.

“Oh, God!” I scream. “Fuck me harder- I’m cumming! I’m-“

My ass cheeks tremble as I grind my pussy roughly into John’s hips. His thrusts became erratic, rough, and fast as I clench on him.

His cock thrusting inside my hairy twat as I gush down my thighs.

“Oh baby! Yes, yes! Fuck me!” I yell. My pussy pulsating on his hard cock.

John’s right squeezes on my left tit and I feel him fuck me so deep I lose myself in his arms. His young hands were everywhere on my body. My eyes closed as I feel his hot breath on the back of my neck. With a last thrust he groans into my back, “fuck yes, baby!” He pulls his throbbing shaft from my pussy and squeezes me tight as I feel his hot strings of cum shoot on my ass cheek. I reach back, trying to hold him to tight me as I hold on to that moment.

The moment hangs between us for several moments. My head and hand resting against the car window, John’s body spooning mine. We hold on to it for as long as we can. Both panting. John moves first, standing straight and pulling up his pants. I follow suit, adjusting my already ruined panties so they soak up John’s semen on my ass before flipping my skirt down. I lean back on the car, slowly adjusting myself as if just waking from a long sleep.


It doesn’t...


My head is still floating as I pull my shirt down over my love handle and say, “-even matter what you did, anymore.”

“What?” John asks.


Dumb cunt.


“Nothing,” I say, my head swimming.

“What I did?” He asks with an edge in his voice. “What do you mean?”













CHAPTER
 FIFTY-TWO












M
 aybe it is all the endorphins from sex, but I have more trust with him now. I hesitate while looking at his dark outline. He stands beside the car, allowing the moonlight to highlight half his face.

“I uhh...” I bite my lip, already regretting saying what I haven’t said yet. “I picked your phone up by accident in the car. I’m sorry. I really am. But the unlock screen showed a text from your Dad... Something about calling the cops...”

I can’t make out much of an expression, but I can see and feel his anger. He shakes his head, looking down. I follow his gaze and see him clench his fist beside his waist.


He’s going to fucking murder you now. Good luck, you dumb bitch.


A bit of panic rises up inside my chest. “Look, you don’t have to worry about me, whatever you did. Robbing, or whatever.”

“Can’t even fucking get away from it!” John shouts at no one. He walks over to the abandoned box trailer and punches it, making a loud bang.

I freeze, thinking I’m next. “I’m sorry. I didn’t- it was stupid-“

“No, it’s not,” John said, turning back to me. “It’s just- ... I’m sorry.” He rubs his forehead with one hand, looking away. “I just- this is not me. None of this. I’m just sick of thinking. I want to not think about anything. I want to- to- to...”


Escape.


“Leave this place,” John finishes. “Escape, forget all this fucking bullshit, and I can’t even fucking do that right.”

I stand still and in a daze at what he wants me to say or do. “I’m sure whatever you did isn’t that bad, it can be taken care of...”

John laughs to himself shaking his head while walking in a circle. “What I did. I didn’t do anything. Least nothing that you’d give a damn about.” He walks quickly over to me, tapping his chest, “you want to know what I did? I ran away. Hilarious, right? 19 fucking years old and mom n’ dad are making a runaway reports with the cops.”

Relief that John isn’t a murderer washes over me while, admittedly, some disappointment does, as well. Suddenly my rebellious parking lot fuck has the edge taken off of it. He sees my face as I cross my arms.

“Oh, you know what else?” John continues, “this shit isn’t me either.” He points to us and to the outdoors. “I’m not this fucking frat/player guy who fingers hot cougars while driving. I’m fucking boring. I don’t fuck girls in public. I- I fucking went to the bathroom so I could use my inhaler and pep-talk myself into banging you out here just because I knew you were expecting it!” John pulls a black pouch from his back pocket and throws it to the ground.


Alright, admit it. You’re really fucking disappointed now.


In a weird twist since, I feel lied to even though he really said nothing to me.

The entire time I’ve seen John, I’ve acted like a submissive slut for a controlling daddy dom bad boy. But, really, he was just playing a role for me, too.

John paces, mumbling to himself for a minute, staring down at the darkness. “Whatever, I’ll walk from here,” John says. He picks up his inhaler and grabs his pack from the car, throwing it over his shoulder. He starts walking towards the building.

“I’ve never been finger banged,” I blurt out loudly and quickly speak softer, “while driving...” John stops, turning around to see me. “Or have done...anything like this before. Hell, I’ve never even picked up a hitchhiker before.” He walks towards me as I walk to him, not sure of what to say. “I uh... No one’s called the police on me for missing- at least I don’t think so, mostly because everyone who knows me knows I’m so boring and predictable that I’ll always come home.”

We stand close to each other, John with his hands stuffed in his pocket and me with my arms crossed. Neither of us looking at each other as we fidget. “I’m...” I continue, “I was going to leave while you were in the bathroom. Because this is crazy,” I laugh to myself and feel the dryness of my mouth. “I still think this is crazy, but I- I couldn’t leave because something in that car, I could breathe. For the first time in a long time, I felt like I could breathe. I mean, you’re ridiculously young, but you gave me an escape, I don’t know...” I shake my head and cover my face, feeling my cheeks blush.


Good job, Deb. Why don’t you tell him your first period story, too.


“...Ridiculously young?” John repeated after a moment. “Come on, at least I gave you ‘hot cougar,’ you could at least give me something better... young stud muffin?”

I look up from my hand, smiling. In the moonlight, I can see the corner of his grin as he hugs me and I laugh into his chest. In the sobering moment, my mind circles Ashley, my kid sister, like a shark. I feel the rage and angst in the back of my throat as the memories from tonight’s earlier dinner rise from the settled dust.

I should feel happy. I know I should. She did nothing wrong. Besides fucking getting married. And yet, every bit of me is wishing for everything to go terribly wrong. Would it be so bad if Mom died right now? Would anyone besides Ashley even care if I died right now?

I sniff and realize my eyes are tearing and dripping into John’s shirt as he holds me. He lets go to look to see if I’m alright and I dab my eyes. “Ugh... Like ten minutes ago, I didn’t give a shit about anything,” I say, trying to stop the tears before they start.

“Sorry I ruined it with all my talking,” John said, rubbing my back.

“Heh, it’s okay.”

“Think we’ll be able to get it back?”

“Haha, I doubt it,” I laugh, still trying to dry my eyes. “Hard to come back from my crying spells. I’m going to use the restroom real quick, okay?”

“Sure,” he says as I walk off. “Let me know if you need my inhaler!” He mocks.

I focus on breathing as I go inside, trying to keep from going into full-blown cry mode. I walk into the empty women’s room and wash my hands. Sniffling and wiping the corners of my eyes, I focus on my reality.


I can’t run away. You know how this all ends anyways. You going back home, going to church in the morning, and getting up for work on Monday.


I sigh, wanting to cry more, now facing the reality. I look at my watch and see how late it is and try to remember the last time I was out of the house this late.


I made my life what it is today, I just need to accept it. I’ve got more than most, why can’t I just be happy with what I’ve got?


I stare in the mirror and let out a deep sigh, again, realizing it’s time to give up this foolish escape. My family would expect me in church in the morning and that was only hours away. I hear the door open and see John in the mirror. I turn and he looks at the empty stalls, then to me.

“John, what-“ I start. He drops his backpack to the floor and walks towards me. His hands hold on either side of my hips as his lips meet mine. My head retreats in shock, but I feel his hands travel up my ribs. His right sliding down and into my shirt, I feel his warm palm rub up the small of my back. I move forward. Wrapping my arms around his neck as I kiss him, my tongue rolling around his as I taste his lips and feel his hard shoulders flex as he pulls me to him.

My right hand raking through his hair as my left cups his cheek and I kiss him wildly, running my tongue along his lower lip. His hand finds the latch on my bra as I feel it go loose and my mature tits hang free in my blouse. I breathe into John as I feel his left hand travel up my front, rubbing up my chest. He circles my right breast through my shirt and I feel my plump tit lift and my nipple harden as he squeezes on it, massaging me. My hands move to the buttons on my blouse just as his do. In a straining, fast motion, my shirt bursts open and my bra falls between us.

His hard palms rub up my chubby love handles as he cups under my sensitive breasts, lifting and mashing them together. He breaks the kiss, stealing a stern look in my eyes before lowering. I look down and see this boy’s lips wrap around my right nipple and feel my pussy stir again. His young face almost disappears under my breast as he licks and sucks at the sensitive skin below my nipple. His tongue licking up my hard nipple, circling it before his lips wrap around it, sucking on my mature fucking nipple so hard I groan. My right hand unconsciously grabs the back of his head and holding his lips on my nipple as he bites and sucks on my pink nipple.

His right hand slides up my inner thigh, warming and sending a shiver down my spine. He pulls down my still wet panties to the floor as he switches nipples. I allow him. Feeding my left nipple to him and holding his mouth there as his hot, wet tongue vibrates on my nipple, flicking it up and down. My toes curl. “Mmmyessss,” I gasp.

His left hand rubs my other nipple, pulling and twisting on it as he sucks my plump breast dry. I feel his right fingers slide between my wet pussy lips. By now they are raw and exhausted from having been fucked so hard, but still they react. Soaking John’s fingers as he teases gentle circles from my bulging clit to my anus and back. Over and over.

I grab his shirt and pull him to me. His hand stays on my clit. His fingers making hard and small circles on my clit as I start to heave, groaning as I feel my thighs tremble. My fat ass resting on the long bathroom sink.

“Yes-“ My voice squeaks as I kiss him. My eyebrows high as I moan into his kiss. His fingers grinding faster on my clit. My hands move to his belt as he bends over to taste my pink nipple. Viciously, I rip it open, unzipping his pants and pulling his hard cock from it. I hear the juices on my pussy lips flick back and forth as he circles my clit so fast- my arm wraps around his tall shoulders to hold myself up as I lose myself.

“You’re gonna-“ I gasp for air. Unable to think. “I’m gunna- fuc- don’t...” my thighs jittering as I shake uncontrollably. My tits bouncing against his clean-cut face.


Holy fuck, yes!


He spanks my dripping pussy and clit several times fast and I explode. “Ohmygod!” My nails digging into his shoulder, my pussy gushing on his hand. I feel his teeth lock down on my nipple. His drenched fingers grind faster on my clit as I fall back on the sink exploding. “Yesyesyesyes yes!!” My voice echoing in the bathroom as I drip a mess onto the floor.

I open my eyes, having not known that I closed them and see John taking off his shirt. His upper body is as hard as his cock that rubs against my inner thigh. My hand rubs over the hairs on his chest as I feel the curve of his pecs. I follow my eyes down and see his hand stroking his cock as he stares at me. Sweaty, panting, and my shirt hanging open, my nipples point up towards him as my fat tits hang to the side. He grabs my ass, lifting me onto the edge of the countertop.

With my pale, thick thighs spread wide, he rests his shaft down on my drenched pussy lips. I look down, holding my breath as I feel his hard veiny cock grind between my lips up and down.

“Oohhh,” I moan. I watch his thick head disappear inside my pussy. “Oh my god, baby, yes, yes... do it for me...” I feel him burry deep inside me as his bare hard cock fucks me, his balls pressing into me. My head resting on the dirty, stained mirror, he pulls out and thrusts back in as he humps me. “Fuck me, fuck me,” I look him in the eyes as his face hovers inches above mine.

His thick cock spreading my pink, aching lips with every thrust down into me. My hands grab ahold of his arm and back as I feel his muscles flex and spasm he fucks my brains out, penetrating me deeper.

“Shit-oh shit...” I groan as the soreness of my old pussy mixes with the ecstasy as he prods my g-spot again and again, “Oh! Fucking shit, baby, yesssss...” I growl as he kisses me.

He stands tall, getting a better angle on me as his hands hold under my knees, lifting my knees into the air. The pressure from his thrust is too much for me to bear as he holds me down on the sink. Fucking my juicy cunt. “Ohhh ahhh fuckk ohhh godddd!” My tits bouncing up and down with every hard thrust. My full breasts clapping together as they jiggle. I see him staring at them and feel him flex harder inside me.

His right hand grabbing my left tit squeezing it as he fucks me. I feel my old pussy drowning his cock. “Mmm, mmm, Mmm!” I groan. “Oh my god, I’m so close, I- I- Oh my god!”

“Oh my god!” Another voice came from the doorway.

John stops thrusting. His thick cock buried into my pussy. We both look and see an older woman and an old man clutching her at her side. The poor old woman covers her mouth in shock. The moment passes in silence, each party waits for the other to make the first move. The old man with the fanny pack goes for it.

“Come on, Janet, let’s get out of here,” he says, turning her around like cattle. As they leave the room, he turns back with a spiteful look in his eyes. “You should be ashamed of yourselves!”

As soon as the door closes, John exhales, looking at me with a smile of relief. He falls onto my chest, laughing as he cups my cheek.

“That’s another first,” I laugh, shaking my head.

“Yeah,” he says, “I think I could’ve done without that one.”

I giggle like a little girl. “I don’t know, it kind of made it more exciting.” I wink at him as I pull his mouth to mine. He kisses me deeply and instantly my hips move on his cock.

He pulls back, “maybe we shouldn’t.”

I wrap my legs around him sitting up, “come on...” I kiss him again, harder. Moaning into him with my eyes closed, I feel his soft cock grow instantly inside me. He slowly starts penetrating me and I feel my pussy grip onto him as he tongues the roof of my mouth.

He breaks the kiss again. Shaking his thoughts clear. “Later,” he smiles. “A different place, anywhere.” He winks at me, “you can finish what I started.” He pulls out of me and I growl in protest, needing him inside me now. He slowly dresses, pulling on his pants and shirt with a heavy distraction from me. I attack him like a horny 18-year-old girl. Kissing him hard against the wall while he puts on his shirt. Stroking his fat cock as he pulls on his pants. He groans at my touch, batting me off like a fly, laughing.

I button my shirt as we stumble out of the bathroom. “Oh my god,” I laugh, putting my hand on John’s arm. “I lost like three buttons.” John looks down at my shirt and sees my tits bursting out of my shirt.

“Maybe you shouldn’t have gone into beast mode when you ripped your shirt off,” John toys with a smile. He adjusts his bag on his shoulder.

“Umm... fuck you,” I push his arm, making him laugh. “I’m almost positive you were the one in ‘beast mode.’” We walk outside laughing as I hang on his arm. I see a motor home parked near my SUV with the woman from the bathroom standing out front. She was speaking to a Tennessee Highway Patrolman through the window. I watch her finger point towards the building as she speaks and feel the panic of life rise in my throat again. I instinctually pull John’s arm as I hide behind a welcome sign. John freezes. His eyes glossing over.

“Fuck,” John says to himself. “Fuck... Fuck!” I see his panic rising faster than mine. I forget that the police are looking for him. That, unlike me, he has people actively looking to drag him back into whatever drama caused him to run.

“It’s okay,” I say. I put a hand on his chest. “It's okay.”

“Fuck,” he says with fear and anger in his voice. He holds his head with both hands. “Fuck. It’s not- I can’t. I’m not going.”

I look behind us and see another police car pull up at the front entrance. I feel John tense as he backs away. Like a child running from danger.

I grab his hand and pull. “Come on,” I whisper. We run around the nearest tractor trailer, sticking to the shadows. We sprint across the open parking lot and beeline for the woods. Running through the long grass, I hear the cracking of tires on gravel come closer. I glance behind and see the police car stop behind us. John grips his backpack with one hand and takes me by the hand with the other as we go deeper into the dark woods. He takes the lead, guiding me. Together.
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J
 ohn takes me by the hand, pulling me through the branches. They snap after dragging against our arms and legs. Every end of each twig grasping desperately to our shirts, trying to tear it free. A sharp pricker vine snags my shirt, nearly ripping shirt off as my right breast bounces bare in the open air. I whimper and fix my shirt. John looks back, concerned, as he gives a reassuring squeeze to my palm.

I hear the wings of fleeing birds flapping above our heads and the small critters scurrying from our path. It is easy to have courage when standing in the light and looking into darkness, but once in the shroud of darkness, I feel the fear absorb through my skin. I try to stop and turn back, but John takes the lead now, squeezing my hand as he drags me down the path we started. Down the unwritten path, neither of us plotted for ourselves.

“Slow-“ I huff with my free hand, keeping my shirt together around my chest. “Slow down, John.” I feel my lungs burn as a coat of sweat covers my forehead and cleavage. After several more quick strides, John’s pace slows. His chest heaves as his shirt sticks to the middle of his chest and back. He lets go of my hand and pants at his knees for a second. “Shh...”

We hold our breath, listening to the insect chirping and feel the light cold breeze on our faces. “I don’t... I don’t think they’re chasing us,” I say.

“Fuck...” John says, pulling out his black inhaler pouch. He turns away from me as he takes a long breath from it. “I can’t believe we just ran from the cops.”

I think about my life before this. Working 9 to 5 in an office followed by quiet gossip, lunches with the girls every Friday. Sitting quietly during family dinners every other Saturday night. Listening to my sister Ashley go on and on about- nothing. Mom and step Dad finding everything she says so interesting. And me being a blur of gray in the background of their life.

I giggle at the absurdity of it all while resting an arm on John’s shoulder. “I left all my underwear in that bathroom,” I say.

John laughs. “I don’t think they will CSI their way into figuring out who you are.”

I laugh, “hopefully they have better things to be doing.” I steady my breathing as John hands me a small towel from his pack. “But this is probably the most uncomfortable run. Ever.” I dab the sweat from my brow and neck. “No bra, no panties, and a skirt.” I shake my head.

John snickers as he comes closer. My eyes adjust to the darkness and I see the shade of his skin as he slides his right around my waist to my lower back, rubbing down to my left ass cheek as he kisses my lips passionately and deep. His tongue sliding between my lips as his left slides inside my shirt, cupping my sweaty breast. He lightly rolls my right nipple between his fingers as he squeezes my ass. My lips quiver against his as I close my eyes and moan into him, squeezing his hips and hard ass cheeks as I press his crotch into mine.

He breaks the kiss, sliding his hand out of my shirt and down my curvy waist. My eyes open after the wave of warmth washes through me. “Follow me,” John says, taking me by the hand. I follow in a trance for a few minutes. Every few feet there is a break in the treetops and I can see the stars and a corner of the full moon. He takes a drink from a canteen in his pack and hands it to me. I don’t realize until I guzzle down a long drink of water how parched I am.

“Umm... Do you know where we’re going?” I ask, handing him back the canteen. “Or rather, do you know which way is back to the car?”

John points up at the break in the trees. “That’s the north star,” he points forward. “We’re heading northeast,” he points behind us as he continues walking. “Cars back south west.”

I raise an eyebrow. “How the hell do you know that?”

“I like to hike,” he says, tapping his hiking backpack. “I’ve done it since I was a kid.”


You were a kid a couple of years ago...still are.


We come to a thick brush and carefully negotiate through it. I stumble out to the other side and feel an open breeze followed by the crunching of gravel under my steps. We’re standing on a trail that stems from the rest area. “You knew this was here?” I ask.

“No,” he laughs, “well, kinda. I thought I remembered it being here. I took a field trip here in junior high...”


Christ, Debra. He still remembers field trips...


John points to the woods they just came from. “We went off the path some and saw a black bear in there,” then points to the woods on the other side. “There was a nest of bald eagles over-“

“Wait, there’s fucking bears here?” I yell.

John smirks, guiding me by the shoulders deeper into the woods. “How do you live in East Tennessee and not know that?”

“I don’t know if you can tell,” I say, pointing to my clothes. “But I’m more of a city girl- woman... whatever.”

John glances down at me as I cross my arms. “It really bothers you, huh... my age?”

“More like mine,” I blurt out. “You know I’m old enough to be your mother, right? And over weight and-“

“What makes you think any of that bothers me?” John said, putting his hand around my waist as we walk. “Or that all of that doesn’t turn me on?” He squeezes my ass.

“I don’t know...” I say, thumbing my love handles through my shirt. “Why did you grab me in the car? Or just now, in the bathroom?”

John looks at me as we continue to walk down the moonlit path in silence. He kicks a few stones out of the path, adjusting his backpack. The air is chilly as the last of my sweat disappears and I feel my nipples go hard under my shirt.

“I don’t know,” he says. “You were so nice in the car, always apologizing and picking me up in the first place. Then I saw you look at my crotch when was- you know, making adjustments… I don’t know, when I found out my dad called the cops on me- I... I just wanted to… not… be me.”

I bite my lip as I look up at him and continue walking.

“Any other situation, I would have sat politely the entire time and done nothing, because the consequences were too risky. The chance of you slapping my hand away, of getting kicked out of school, of being arrested, of my father disowning me, of- a thousand things... I was just sick of my life that I made holding me back,” John says.


Life holding me back... life holding me back...


The words stick in repeat in my head. It’s how I have felt this entire time and hearing it spoken feels as though the water is finally flowing freely through the dam. The responsibilities of my life have stacked so high on top of my family’s expectations of me that the consequences of any spontaneity are unthinkable. It is knowing that a wrong step will cause your life, which is stacked with pretty things you hate, to come crashing down around you.


...Life holding me back...


I think about my family's dinner before I met John on the road. I think about my step dad laughing and hugging my sister Ashley. And my thoughts narrow on mother. Watching her expression as she glares at me. I hear her voice in the back of my head.


...I told you so...


There is a bench beside the path that I guide him to by his hand. He puts his pack down next to him and sits down to my left as I hold his hand in my lap. “Why did you run away?” I ask.

He sighs looking up to the sky, “just life... like I said... I was going to UT for pre-law, I was a sophomore. I hate it. I hate it so much-“ he clenches his fists then rubs his face hard, like he’s feeling life fall back onto him. “My dad’s a lawyer, pushed me in high school to be one, pushed me to get this scholarship, and I got it. Full ride.” He shakes his head, “You know, I have a younger sister, Jenny, who is starting freshman year in college next fall, and they don’t care what she does... besides getting married. But me, I have to be this big-time lawyer, and do it on my own. They won’t help with getting loans or nothing...”

John becomes solemn and sunken as he stares at nothing. The distant crickets chirping the only background noise. “Grades were posted yesterday. I failed a class,” he says, “Business Law. Hard fucking class, but... I didn’t even do the end project... They revoked my scholarship...” John smiles at me, and I can barely see it through the darkness. “Too low of a GPA... I didn’t even do the end project, because I wanted my life to fall to pieces. Hm. And you know what I did when I saw the scores?” He holds up the hand in my lap. “I beat my knuckles bloody on a concrete wall.”

We sat in silence as I rubbed his cut hand between mine. I think of how it must feel to let everything crash around you and have everyone disappointed. I think of how freeing it could feel and horrible at the same time.

“You know, when I was taking control over you,” he says, “even though it wasn’t me, it was an act... it felt good. It felt like I was taking control of a bit of my life again. Like finding myself.” He shrugs his shoulders, shaking his head. I find my pussy lips getting slick at him speaking the words, ‘taking control.’

I leave his warm hand between my bare thick thighs as I reach over, undoing his belt. John watches me as I stare up at him, my hot breath kissing his neck. Unbuttoning his pants, I slide my palm down the crotch of jeans and feel his hard shaft move and flex underneath. I unzip him, pulling his boxers below his balls as I run my hand from the base of his shaft to the top and back down. I lean forward, kissing his neck, tonguing, and sucking on his young salty skin while my right hand pumps his shaft slow and firm. I feel him grow and flex in my tiny palm as I nibble on his neck, groaning. Stroking from base to top, again and again.

I lower myself, licking my lips, as I go to a squat between his legs. I feel my skirt hike up and my thick ass cheeks hang from my skirt as I pull at his jeans and slide them down to his ankles.

“You might have been acting like you were in control,” I say, reaching inside my half open blouse with my left hand while my right loosely strokes his shaft. “But I would be your slut if you took me, for real.” I say, pulling my right breast free from my shirt. His hard cock stands tall in front of my face as I stroke. I pinch my fat left nipple, letting both breasts dangle free as I get a tighter grip of John’s cock. As I stroke, I pull up so that his balls come forward. I look up at his face as I wrap my lips around his right ball. Sucking and licking till I switch to the left ball, pulling on it some. I feel my pussy slide as I adjust my legs.

John stares down at me, shuddering and groaning as I pump his fat cock. I imagine him looking down at me and thinking, what a slut I must be. He sees me flick my brown hair that seems black in the dark moonlight to the side of my head. My tongue sliding up the base of his cock, slowly stopping and circling the head of his cock. Tasting his pre-cum.


Mmmmm fuck...


He sees my left hand disappear between my thighs as I finger circles on my hairy clit, making my thighs tremble and my ass shake. I push my breasts forward and he sees my pale, soft skin as my plump tits hang on both sides of his shaft. I slide my hands on either side of my boobs and press them around his cock. Choking his warm hard shaft with my fat tits, I slide them up and down, disappearing his cock as I titty fuck him. I bite my lip as I glance down at the head of his dick sticking out between my curvy tits. I make a fast look up into John’s eyes, asking for permission before I press down, wrapping my lips around his urethra. “Mmm...” I lightly moan as my tongue travels around the head of his cock slowly.

“Jesus...” John groans. I release my tits and let them fall to my chest. My left groping his shaft, harder than ever, while my right slides up his chest.


God- every muscle in his body is flexed like a fucking rock.


I feel the grooves of his abs the higher I go. My eyes lock with his as he watches my lips fall around his cock. I swallow half his shaft, my tongue dragging on the base, before pulling back to the head. My lips stopping around the bulb of the dick as I salivate and moan at the taste of his tongue cock. My left pumps his shaft as I twist my lips on the head of his cock.

I want him inside me, fuck; I want to hear him cum, I want to feel his cum hit the back of my throat, yes!

My right rubs down John’s front, then back to my pussy. I press two fingers deep into my pussy and feel the juices pour into the palm of my hand as I start fucking myself. I press my lips back down his shaft, slobbering down past where I stopped before. I feel the back of my tongue touched by the tip of his cock and my gag reflex start to twitch as I come back up. My hair dangling in my face, I slide my lips down again, fucking my pussy faster as I groan on his cock.

I feel his hands pull the hair out of my face. John tightly wraps my hair into a ponytail behind my head and grips it in his left. I feel him push my head down on his cock. I panic at first, finding it difficult to breathe, then feel his hips buck as he pulls me up. I get my breathing under control as he face fucks me and hears him moan as he flexes inside my lips. I look up at him with my mouth open as he makes me his. He fucks my salivating mouth with his tight, warm cock. He reaches down with his right, groping my breast, squeezing it tight as my lips squeeze tighter around his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” he groans, “I’m gunna cum.”

My lips vibrate around his thick shaft as I moan and pant. I feel his cock soo hard between my lips.


I want it baby yes yes give it to me, fucking give it to me!


He pulls my head down on his shaft and I feel his cock begin to flex.


Oh yes...oh- oh god...


My fingers grind harder on my clit, making me pool juices in my hand. He holds my mouth down on his fat cock and my tongue wraps around his shaft.


Cum in my mouth, baby, that’s it!


I feel his shaft drag on my tight lips as he spasms shooting hot, milky, strings deep on the back of my throat.


Ohhhh. Ohhhhhh!!


My ass flexes up and down in the air as I cum in my hand hard while swallowing his cum. I raise up from his shaft, panting, wiping my mouth free of saliva and cum.

I shudder and fall against John’s knee smiling to myself. “Oh my god...” I say.


I can’t believe that just happened. Who are you, Debra?


John rubs my cheek, looking down on me. He pulls up his pants up and stands. I close my shirt as best I can and stand, nuzzling my face in John’s chest. He holds me for a moment, kissing the top of my head.

“I can’t believe...” I giggle in my hand.

“You’re amazing...” He says looking down on me. “Let me show you something.”













CHAPTER
 FIFTY-FOUR












H
 e picks up his bag and takes me by the hand. We walk in silence on the gravel for several minutes as I lean on his arm, holding his hand tightly. Letting this young man guide me. We come to an opening in the woods, and there’s a field of freshly mowed grass and benches.

We walk into the center of the park, and I look up at the stars. The full moon kissing the top branches of the trees above. I stare, lost in the moment, closing my eyes as I feel the light air caress my skin. I hear the muted chirps of crickets in the background. I open my eyes and look down to see John opening a sleeping bag that he pulled from his backpack.

“We going to bed?” I smile down at him. He reaches up, taking my hand. He guides me down to my knees and lays me on my back.

“Not quite,” he says, putting my hands above my head. I do as he bids me, leaving my arms relaxed as he rubs his hand down my chest.


I will be your slut if you take me...


His palm resting on my heart. I look up at his black silhouette on the stars as he looks down at me in darkness. “Why did you pick me up? In the car, you said you weren’t going anywhere in particular. What were you running from?”

I feel uncomfortable. I feel like crossing my arms and start to but stop myself, because John put my arms above my head for a reason. I’ve been getting fucked in public all night and this is the first time that I feel exposed. His right hand slides inside my shirt, his middle finger circling my left nipple softly over and over and over. “Tell me,” he says, again. This dark figure looming over me.

“I umm...” I start trying to think how to say it. “I have a little sister, Ashley. She’s about 8 years younger than me.” John unbuttons my shirt slowly as I talk till it hangs open. My plump breasts hang to the sides as his warm palm rests below my left side, rubbing down my hips and back up. “She’s amazing. She- we’ve always been close.” I feel my heartbeat quicken and he squeezes my right breast, pinching and pulling the nipple as he thumbs it. “She’d always worked odd jobs, ran through a new boyfriend every week.”

“We... had a pact- it was stupid- childish... whatever, we wouldn’t leave the state without the other and-“ I take a deep breath as John’s lips close around my right nipple. His tongue lapping and vibrating on it as he pulls back on me, stretching my breast out. “Mmm... My mother... my mother’s a fucking cunt.” I snarl as I feel his hand rub gently down my center, pass my navel and push inside my skirt. “Sh-she’s a two faced, bitch, wh-who will act like your best friend one week...mmm... only to use what she learned against you the next week.”

I close my eyes as I feel his familiar young fingers enter me, dipping two fingers between my warm, wet pussy lips. My thighs open for him as he takes a long lap on my breast, biting my nipple some. His fingers jerking left to right on my spread pussy, grinding on my sensitive raw clit. “Ohhh...I...” I try to concentrate. “Mmmm... I- we weren’t supposed to leave the other behind to be stuck... oh fuck... stuck with her alone...” His fingers squeezing into my tight hole, fucking me as I ball my toes.

“At m-m-my family dinner, yessyes...” I coo, lifting and lowering my hips. “Ashley announced that her new army boyfriend and her were getting married, be...cause...” John’s thumb worked between my lips, grinding on my clit as he finger fucked my hole. I lose focus as he flicks my clit faster and faster and faster. “Ohh fuck...” I screech in a high pitch. He abruptly stops on my clit as he continues with long strides at fingering my drenched pussy. “Ohhhh... ohhh...” I pant.

“Because...?” John raised his face to mine. Kissing my cheek, my neck. His fingers are still pushing inside me.

“Mmmm... shit... oh... Because... she got fucking knocked up... Ooohhh...” I groan as he kisses under my chin, pecking down to my chest. “So she’s... she said she’s moving to California... to be with him...Oh shit baby...” He pulls his fingers out and circles my clit wildly and my hips shutters on him.

“My cunt mother’s always s-said... that Ashley would have her life together- mmm... together before me- me! Oh...” John spanks my clit, making me jump in shock and joy as I feel a jolt making me think I may cum. But he slows the pace. He traces my pussy lips up and down as his tongue travels past my tits. He kisses my ribs, sending butterflies to my stomach.

“Mmmm... that’s what she says... to get back at me... as-as... yes- please don’t- oooh... ...as an insult...” My breathing turns to panting as my arms instinctively want to go down, but I know he put them above my head to stay. I grab and pull at my hair as my body writhes. His lips come to my waistline and I feel him pull my skirt down and off me. I feel his lips kiss down my waist to my right thigh, giving wet kisses down, and licking back up my inner thigh.

“I-I oh... I remember her face, when Ashley announ- Jesus- oh god...” I reflexively close my thighs and I feel him pry my legs wide as I feel his tongue lap an inch away from my pussy and my head is spinning. “When she announced, my mom’s first reaction... mmmmmm... Wasn’t happy... for her... it was at me... she looked at me,” I bite my lip and open my eyes as if I am staring at my mother this instant. “She smiled an- mm- arrogant fuckn smile...” I pant. “And as everyone else congratulated Ashley, mmm... my mom said, ‘told you so.’” My stomach twists for a moment and I realize John had stopped. His head is between my thighs and he looks up at me as he listens. “I left.... Didn’t even congratulate my sister. But no matter what I do, I can’t get her face out of my head. My mother’s stupid fucking smirk. The only time I forget is- is when I’m with you.”

He stares at me for a long moment, then kisses my inner thigh, hard and deep. I look down and see John spread my pussy lips and make a long lap on my slit with his tongue.

“Ooohhhh, John I-“ I gasp, lifting my hips. His tongue circles my clit several times. I feel his warm, wet tongue sliding on my bare clit. “Yes! Yes! Ohh... fuck.”

His smooth hands slide out on my inner thigh, spreading my legs wide. He spreads my lips with his tongue as he pushes inside me. I feel his long tongue go deep inside my pussy, licking me from bottom to top.

“Oh my god, baby!” I cry out. “Oh my g- yes!” His tongue sliding in and out of my hole as his freshly shaved face stubble grinds on my inner thigh. His face fucks my pussy as my hips lift and lower for him and I feel my juices pouring. “Please, don’t stop, don’tstop...”

His right hand slides to my right tit, squeezing my nipple in his powerful hand. He massaged my old breast hard, mashing it into my chest. His lips move to my clit and I feel him pull my hood back as his tongue presses down on me.

“OH Fuck!” I scream. My right hand covers my mouth as my eyes go wide and my hips buck. “Ohmmmmmm!” I scream into my hand. His lips suck on my old swollen clit, his nose buried in my unshaved muff. His tongue vibrating on my soaked clit.


Oh fuck oh fuck ohfuckohfuckohfuck...


My hips trembling, my stomach flexes, my tits bouncing as my back arches.

“Oh my god, I’m cumming- I’m fucking cumm-“ I moan.

My thighs shake and close uncontrollably and I feel the waves pouring over my mind like an endless waterfall as my pussy explodes.

I shake and try to pull my sensitive clit from John’s tongue but he holds tight, licking and sucking on my pussy as I groan

“Ohh...” I cry out. “Ohhhh! Ohhh goddd!” I turn on my side, trying to snake my way free but still feel John’s tongue lapping faster on my clit. “Oh fuck- me! I’m. Gunna. Cu-uummm again!”

My hands jerk to his head as my thighs lock around his young face. I push and pull on his head. Needing his touch and wanting release from it.

“Yessss!” I fall backwards. “Oohhh...”

My thighs release his face and he grabs me behind the neck, lifting me up and pulls my lips to his. I kiss his wet full lips and taste my own pussy on him. I never tasted it before, but my mind is still swimming and his kisses are aggressive as I reach out and feel his hard cock pointing towards me through his jeans. He tears off his now wet, t-shirt and I help him remove his jeans,

I move forward, stroking his cock. He falls to his side, pulling me on top of him. I throw a leg over his hip and instantly feel the long of his shaft grinding on my spread pink pussy lips. My hands on his chest, I grind pussy up and down his shaft, circling my hips on him like a porn star as my hair hangs over half my face.

“Oooohhh...” I groan, arching my back and closing my eyes. His warm palms rub down the small of my back, around my thick hips, and back up my center, cupping under my breasts that dangle in his face. He squeezes them together as I lower. His mouth taking my left nipple between his lips sucking it, tonguing it, pulling on it.


Mmmmmm... he’s so good to me. I’m soo sensitive.


“Oh baby,” I whisper. Flicking my hair back out of my face. I press my pussy down harder on his shaft, thinking I might cum again before he’s even inside. He grabs the back of my neck hard, pulling my throat to his mouth. He sucks hard below my ear as he lifts if his shaft, feeding the head to my pussy lips. And he whispers in my ear, softly and strong.

“I want you to ride my fucking cock, Debra.”


Yes, baby, yes!


I sit down on his young fucking cock hungrily. Wanting him inside me, wanting him to be pleased. I feel him fill me up and instantly turn to butter in his hands.

“Oh fuck, yes, baby,” I moan as we kiss quickly. I clench on his cock as I grind it in circles. Him widening my hole as my fat ass works on his cock, flexing front to back. His hands slide to my big ass cheeks. He palms it, squeezing it so hard as I dig my fingernails into his chest.

His right hand smacks my left ass cheek.

“Ohhh...” I shrug and arch my back as I feel a light sting on my ass. “Yess, baby.” I lift my hips up and feel his cock slide out of me before I sit down hard. Slamming his young shaft deep inside me. “Ohhhh!” I cry.

My hips rise and fall on his 19-year-old cock, feeling him spread me wide, feeling his cock deep inside me. “Oh baby, oh- fuck god. Yes- yes!” I cry out, holding my bouncing tits. Feeling their weight strain on my back as my fat tits flop up and down.

But I fuck him harder and harder. I hear his cock squishing inside me. My hands feel his young, hard body. Beneath me, I hear his focused grunts. I ride this teenage cock like a slut and I feel this young stud flexing his cock deep inside me. My pussy lips are red and raw from all the abuse tonight, but I need more.


God, I need more...


John raises his hips opposite mine, slamming his cock inside me, and my breathing becomes more guttural and erratic.

He spanks my ass cheek as my hands shoot to cover my mouth. “Oh my fucking- yes yes! Fuck me!”

My hands shuttering as my tits clap together. John’s fingers digging into my 40-year-old ass cheeks as he slams my pussy down on his young cock. I hear him groan, burying himself between my fat tits. My hands cup behind his neck as I hold him to my breasts, panting, feeling my pussy start to lose control over him. My bangs sticking to my forehead as I sweat, my hair flinging to the side as I ride his fucking cock like a hooker.

“Oh god,” I gasp, holding my breath as he thrusts inside me. “Cum inside me, baby! Oh fuck, cum inside-“

“Ah fuck, I’m gunna cum,” John groans, pressing his forehead into my chest.


Oh my god yes yes yes shoot inside me, John, fill me up- yes!


“Yes, baby... please!” I scream, riding his fucking cock harder. Losing my breath. “Cum for me, baby! Yes. ...oh fuck... Oh, please cum inside... Oh yes!”

I go silent as the only sound is my huge ass pounding down on John's cock, harder and harder. Then my muscles lock and freeze and John’s hands force my tight cunt up and down on his throbbing hard cock. I hold my breath for minutes as he pounds my dripping twat so hard, I don’t even realize how hard I’m squeezing his flexed triceps and chest.

“I’m cumming!!” I scream in gasps of shock. “Yes, fuckmefuckmefuck me!”

I feel his thrusts become wild and violent. Pounding my pussy as I spasm on his young shaft.

I hear his grunt as he breathes into my tits. My cunt aches as his cock throbs inside me, flexing deep against my g spot.

I buck and grind uncontrollably as my tits bounce around his cheeks. My pussy squirting a wave down his cock, drenching his shaft as I shake.

“Oh god! Oh god!” I cry, my eyes rolling back in my head. “Yes, fill me baby yes...”

I feel his dick shoot strings of his young hot cum deep inside my hairy old twat. Filling my pulsating pussy lips as I grind on his shaft. Cooing and quivering in his arms as I fall on top of him, never wanting to let his cock fall out of me.

“Oh god baby,” I pant. “That was amazing. You’re amazing.”

His hands rubbing all over my body, I shiver as I finally feel him pull out of me. We squeeze inside his tight sleeping bag, our legs and arms intertwined. We lay there watching each other for hours.

I lay on his chest, feeling his deep breaths as my fingers trace an imaginary line on his chest. John’s fingers brushing through my hair as he rubs down my back. Chills dribble down my spine. I want this moment to last forever. I want this feeling. This freedom to breathe and be... weightless.

The birds slowly stir. They chirp and fly between tree limbs as dawn inches closer. My thoughts leaves the now only to touch the subject I don’t want to. We have to go. I think through the possibilities. Going back to each other’s lives, dating, trying to explain to my family the 20-year-old kid I’m fucking. Meeting his parents and finding out I’m older than his mother.


No. We run away. We just get in my car and drive. We can find a place. The two of us. Somewhere. That’s what we were going to do before anyway. I was driving like mad to get out of there and he was hitchhiking to be free.


Perhaps he felt the tension in my body. Perhaps the dawn stirred his mind too.

“We have to go back,” John says, breaking the silence. I say nothing but hold him tighter. “I realized something last night when you took my hand and... rescued me from the police.”

I turn my head up to his gaze on his chest. He smiles, toyingly at me, “I realized you’re a strong person when you need to be. Just not when you want to be.” I smile at him. He continues, “and strong people don’t run from their problems.”

I’m not strong, I know that. I’ve never been brave or outgoing... but he believes I am.

“What about you?” I ask.

He shrugs and kisses the top of my head. “You make me want to be strong, too.”

John holds me tighter as I feel him slipping further away. “I don’t even know your last name...” I say. “I don’t know where we go from here. I never planned for any of this, I just- I don’t know where we go from here.”

“...Home,” He says.

Slowly, before dawn strikes, we gather our things. Hanging on each other and holding another. We walk back to my car down the path while holding hands and talking about our plans for the day, and what we are going to say to our families. John laughs at the string of curse words I say I have planned for my mom, and I smile at the big hug I have planned for Ashley. He talks of plans of telling off his parents and changing his major as he works his way through college. Neither of us know if the other would do what they say, but at the moment it doesn’t matter. To our relief the cops were gone as we find my car where it was left.

The drive back down I-40 was quiet. We talk and decide not to exchange last names or numbers. We want our moment together to be special and unique. Something to be remembered and not replayed. We toy with the idea of meeting at the same spot a year from now, neither of us being serious, but both of us make a mental note of the rest stop.

“You know,” John says as I stop back at the intersection where I first found him. The light Sunday morning traffic passing by me. “I never thought of myself as some dominant control kinda guy, till I met you.”

I bite my lip, “I never really thought of myself as a submissive little slut, till I met you.” I tease with a smile. He smiles back holding my hand a moment longer before letting go as he opens his door.

“I’ll see you...” he says and I just smile back as he closes the door. I drive home feeling hopeful for the first time in years. I laugh as I look down at my stained shirt and my ridiculous cleavage showing. I have no idea what the future holds for me. Tomorrow could be exactly the same as yesterday, but I know I will never have a night like last, again. A person’s life is full of epiphanies, but so few are truly acted upon. I look at the clock and see Sunday morning service begin in 45 minutes. I have no control over what may come tomorrow, but today I drove wearing no undergarments, in my torn blouse, and semen stained skirt for my Mother’s house.

And I can’t seem to wipe this grin off my face.
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I
 drop another one of my picture frames into the large cardboard box my boss gave me. It crashes into a heavy paperweight shaped like an orange loveable fat cat. Probably just broke that, I think. My swivel chair swivels as I drop more loose papers into the box that sits in it. I make a face and smile.


Who gives a fuck if they break?


I pick up the box and set it on the floor at the end of my desk. A cursory look around my desk shows several eyes stealing glances my way over the blend of gray cubicle walls. The eyes snap down at nothing when I catch them gazing too long. I smirk as I stare down at my desk. Pictures of family and friends cover it. There’s a jar of nick knacks, a small candy jar, and too many other pieces of crap that every middle-aged secretary clutter their desk with.

A devious smile grows across my full lips as I tuck a strand of my brown hair behind my ear. I go to the opposite end of the desk from the box and flatten my forearm to the table. With one swoop of my arm I knock everything on my desk off it. My keyboard and mouse catch from the wires that attach to the computer tower and jerk the monitor to the side. The sound of glass breaking and clutter pounding the ground cuts through the afternoon office Feng Shui. I stand back and giggle to myself. Most of it makes it into my cardboard box... Well, some of it does. I feel the heat of eyes burning my neck and cheeks before I even look up. All eyes are on me and I revel in the uncomfortable stares.


Oh, look, fat Debra is finally cracking. I know they are thinking about it. Comes into work 3 hours late, dressed like a slut, quits her job, and now she’s destroying the place.


All of their thoughts are true. I’m sure some of them want to ask me questions or call me out for acting like a lunatic, but after spending so many years here being quiet as a mouse, no one dares to approach me today. Not even my ‘friends.’

It is true, though. I look like a slut. This morning I took my time putting on makeup, lightly, nothing over bearing. My nails are trim and the color of a deep red. The short black dress I wear emphasizes my curves, even the slight pudge of my stomach, though no one could notice as they stare at the long line of cleavage that is exposing from my massive breasts. Plump and pale and pressed high from my tight top, my tits are ripe for the plucking. And my skirt is barely long enough to cover my round ass cheeks. I cover the paleness of my thick thighs by wearing black fishnet leggings.

But none of these eyes that stare me down now are who I dress up for. These eyes make me sweat and send color to my cheeks. My heart flutters as dozens of eyes, male and female, stare at me as I look like a harlot. Their imaginations are busy insulting or molesting me.

Over the cubicles and the eyes I see my target, oblivious, as usual, to the world as he entered the bathroom on the other side of the large office floor. Eyes fall back to their work and murmurs rise around me as I walk around the room. My hair trailing behind as I come to the bathroom. My heart is pumping as I shiver. My hands are clammy. I look around the room and see no one is watching but has second thoughts.

Think this through, you stupid bitch. Did you think about the possible consequences?

The truth is, I haven’t. I know it’s a childish way of thinking, but I am trying to ride this high John left me with since Sunday morning. When I was with him I felt invincible. Like he was a shield protecting me from all the bad in this world. But the shield faded quickly as I drove away from John after dropping him off. And by the time I neared Mom’s house my clammy palms trembled like a child rather than the woman I am. I looked at myself- no underwear, no bra. My skirt and blouse were stained and torn. I almost left.

Coward away to hide myself, as the old Debra would. But then I remembered something John had said. ‘You’re not strong when you want to be, but you are when you need to be,’ he said. That got me out of the car. When I went inside their house yesterday morning, Mom and Dad were gathering their things before church.

“Good lord,” my Mom covered her mouth. “What on earth happened to you?”

I stood there for a long moment. Thinking of the speeches I planned. The one line I told John I’d say to my mother, but in her presence, I shrunk once again. Thinking of how my family would act if I blew up on her.

“Debra!” my mother snapped. “Close up your shirt before someone sees you. I can see your stretch marks.”

And at that. “Fuck you, Mom,” I said. My mother’s mouth sprang open in shock. “You know, you’re a real bitch, right?” I turned and left the house with the same smirk I wear now.

Staring at the bathroom door, I take a deep breath, thinking of all the possible regrets to come from today and smile. Then I open the bathroom door and follow Matt inside.

I open the door and see Matt shaking his penis as he finishes pissing into the urinal. He jumps and pulls on his pants when the door shuts and sees he’s not alone. His boyish features were apparent. He is the college intern here for a year now and subject to all my fantasies. Matt is cute, not hot. He is chubby, not fat. He is funny, and not an asshole. And most importantly to this middle age slut, he was young, but not illegal. I smirk, my hand already caressing my plump breasts as I stare at him.

“Hi Matt...” I say, biting my lip as I block the exit. He jolts out of his daydream as he pushes his back against the wall. Panic is across his face. He looks around, deciding if he screwed up and is in the women’s room. I giggle to myself at this as there are no individual bathrooms on this floor, only this single occupant bathroom with a single toilet, a 5 foot divider wall with a single urinal. My female coworkers and I always joke that there was some law being violated by not giving us women in our own bathroom, but none of us ever press the issue.

“Hi...” Matt swallows. “...Debra...” I see him noticing what I’m wearing for the first time as well. “What’s up...”

I feel the panic swirling in my stomach like a tornado. The same panic from the rest stop, the same panic from the car ride.

Debra... what the fuck are you doing?

“Nothing,” I say casually, looking around the bathroom as if studying architecture. “It’s my last day today. Did you know that?” I take a step towards the young boy, whose back is still flattened against the wall.

“N-no,” Matt clears his throat, looking up at the ceiling. As if looking at how skanky I am dressed would be shameful. “Diiidn’t know that. What happened?”

My right fingers trace my neck line, dragging down my breasts till I pull on the fabric and almost let my boob fall out, then smile and rub back up to my neck and repeat. I step slowly and playfully toward Matt. “Just... time to try something new,” I smile. I feel my hand tremble in nervousness and my thighs jitter with anticipation.

I look at the small sink to my left and catch a glance of myself in the mirror. The image is thicker, as always, than I want to be, but in the fleeting seconds of the glance I notice something. It isn’t the slight blushing of my cheeks or the natural curves of my heavy breasts begging to be released. It isn’t a thousand different things about this morning that everyone else will notice differently about me.


What’s different? It’s like I’m taller.


“Oh...” Matt says wide eyed. “Everyone likes new things.”

My eyes return to Matt as they follow the crevasses in the white tile along the wall, bouncing over a couple of corporate inspirational bullshit posters hung over the toilet. My heart skips as something in the look the young man across from me gives flashes my mind back to the rest stop 24 hours earlier. To John slamming me into the bathroom sink, my shirt ripping open, the excitement, the need.

“Some people like old things,” I say hesitantly, testing the waters with a coy smile.

Matt has been a college intern for some time. He often ran out of things to do so everyone sent him to the secretary. Hours a day, he sits behind me. We joke and tease another, sometimes talking about his girlfriend's woes or lack thereof. He is a good boy. The kind that every beautiful girl befriends but never fucks.

I feel panic boiling over in the awkward seconds that seem endless. The space between us seems to grow with every passing moment.

Just fucking leave! Say you’re sorry and go back to work. Apologize to your boss, get your old job back-

My fingers become fidgety. I’m dangerously close to running out the door when I notice movement in my vision. I see his cock move through his unzipped pants, and he watches the gaze of my eyes. He quickly finishes zipping his pants, but I have enough for my attack.

I move forward with a purpose before my brain can catch up to my actions. My arms wrap around his tall shoulders as my lips press on his. I feel the stiff shock in his body and lips as I push my tongue inside his mouth. My hands mess inside his sandy brown hair. My left thigh lifts and wraps around his hips as I grind on his hard on. I’m like a pubescent high school girl, panting and groaning at the slightest contact. Ready to cum at a moment’s notice. I feel his lips relax as he begins to kiss me back, his tongue intertwining with mine. I grab his hand and place it on the meat of my thigh wrapped around his hips. He squeezes and I feel my pussy pulse in his grinds.

For months, in the dark secrecy of my bed before the twilight of sleep, I’d lay awake outlining my pussy lips and clitoris, thinking of Matt. In my fantasies, he’d dominate me into submission. I’d protest, like a good middle-aged proper lady, but his attack would overcome me. He’d slam me into the wall and fuck me 6 ways from Sunday and leave me in a pile of sweat and sperm.

I knew in my mind how degrading and inappropriate my fantasies were, but what good were fantasies if they were appropriate?

I grab his hand again, and slide it higher. I feel his fingers digging into my skin just below my ass on my thigh... inches from my dripping pussy lips. The way he squeezes my bottom pulls my lips apart and makes me shutter on him. My fingers sliding up his neck into his hair as I have to break the kiss because I’m starting to pant too hard already. I see the look in his eyes like a frozen puppy dog as the heat floods my face. My clit finds the hard bulge of his cock through his pants as I bite my lower lip. My eyes dancing over his as I circle my hips on his.

My fingers claw down his light color polo shirt, they wrap around his belt as he stands still and lets me do my work. His belt opens as his pants drop to the floor. I guide him to the floor so he sits leaning with his back partially against the wall and I hear a sound of a partial word come from Matt’s mouth before he stops himself. My hands are already sliding his boxers free so that they and his pants only hang from one leg. I stand and straddle his hips as I hike up my loose black skirt and squat to his lap, slowly moving my exposed and recently shaved pussy lips past his face like a stripper. I smell how wet and horny I am, so I know he does too, as I lower to his lap. I watch the way he looks at my leggings and pussy. Matt stares at my cleavage, and in that moment I feel wanted and sexier than ever before in my life.

My hand reverse grips his hard cock as I stroke him harder and harder. Matt’s hands find my ass on his own as I feel him flex in my grip with every pump. His fingers outlining the grooves of my leg stockings. I feel his pre-cum coating the base of my palm as I bite my lip. My face and tits hanging over Matt, I lower slowly on him. I flick my long brown hair to one side as I stare at the head of his cock pressing between my tender, moist pussy lips. I bite harder on my lip as my eyebrows raise and crumble from his feel.

Matt groans a soft moan as my hot pussy swallows him. “ohhm.”

I gasp as I sit all the way down and feel this boy inside me, “yessss...” I coo.

My eyes close as I focus on breathing. My ass rises and falls on his hard cock. I feel him push inside my pussy and my lips swallow him. My hands move from the tile above Matt’s head to his shoulders. A tight pinch of my ass makes me open my eyes and grin a devious smile as I look down at him. His hands work my ass as it lifts and falls on his lap. My hair hangs to the side of his face as I lower my lips to his. My silver hoop earrings bounce against my neck as I fuck this young stud between my thighs. I make high pitched and muffled moans as my tongue laps the roof of his mouth and I feel his tongue lap mine. The heat starts to form at my brow as I bounce harder on his shaft.

I pull from the kiss and lean back a little as his cock slams inside my hole. The collar of Matt’s shirt becomes my tether as I intertwine my fist in it, fucking him harder. My fat tits unrestrained in my black dress bounce hazardously with every hard sit. Matt’s hand finds my left breast and squeezes it hard, mushing it against my chest.

“Oohhhh G-“ I moan and quickly cover my lips with a hand as I hear the loud echo in the bathroom. “Mm.”

My other hand smacks on top of his, permitting him to squeeze harder, to find my hard nipple through my top, and he does. Panting, I sit on his cock deeper, grinding back and forth as I open my mouth and gasp uncontrollably.

“Fuckfuckfuckfuck...” I whisper to myself. My hips aggressively grinding on his big, fat fucking cock.

The bathroom fills with fleeting moans, echoes, and whimpers. With the nearest cubicle only a few yards away, prying ears have definitely become wise to what is happening behind this unlocked door. My pussy squeezes down on his flexing shaft as I feel him stuff inside me with every thrust of my hips. I watch Matt bite his lip hard as I ride him.

“Oh god,” I spit out. Never wanting him to stop. Like an itch you can’t stop scratching. I breathe heavily as he twists my nipples through my dress. My hand slaps down and grabs the toilet seat beside us for balance as I ride him faster and faster.

“Oh Matt...” I cry as quietly as possible.

“Jesus,” he says. “You need to-“

“Fuck me,” I pant, holding my other hand over my mouth. “Oh god- fuck me deeper.”

My pussy pulsating on his cock. The slushing of my juices pooling on his shaft with every hard thrust.

“Jesus-“ Matt grunted silently. His body flexes and his pinch around my nipple becomes a clamp that nearly sends me over the edge. I feel him stiffen his cock so it’s buried inside my wet twat.

“I’m gunna-” Matt starts.

“Ohhhhh,” I shiver, feeling him so hard inside me. At the last second, I feel Matt flex and I raise up as he cums on my ass cheeks."Mmmm... Mmmmmm..." I dig my teeth into my lip as I palm his limp cock.

After a pause of stillness Matt says, “sorry, I-“

I cut him off as I held a finger to his lips, silencing him. Looking down on him I say like a teacher instructing her pupil, “never apologize for cumming...” I lift my hips and I lower myself between his legs so my mouth hangs over his wet, limp cock. “...but never stop her from getting hers.”
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A
 wicked grin comes over my lips as I lick the shaft of his cock, tasting my juices and his. My tongue teasing his head, I wrap my lips around his lifeless cock. Like a personal maid, I clean every inch of his shaft and balls with my lips and tongue it for minutes on end. I groan with my lips around him until I feel it move. Then stiffen some.

I wrap my right hand around the shaft and start pumping. Instantly, feeling him flex and grow in my grip. My left dips two fingers into my spread pussy while I lay on my side. As my mouth opens and closes around the pink bulb of his hard cock, my eyes flick up to Matt’s face. I taste the spice of his skin, rolling my tongue under the head of his cock and my lips sliding farther down his shaft. His palms flat against the white-tiled floor, my lips go most of the way down his shaft before I notice my gag reflex and retreat to the head.

My lips circle the head of his cock, polishing it with wet pressure as he makes silent groans to himself. The tip of my tongue slides along the base of his pole, stopping on his urethra, circling and poking at it. My right hand pumps harder now on his shaft as I notice a slight echo in the bathroom. At first, thinking it is Matt’s moan, before realizing it is mine.

“Oh god, Debra,” Matt whispers in a pant.

My pussy lips drip down my thigh as my fingers circle my clit over and over. My stomach rises and falls as my breathing becomes labored. My cheeks are flushed when I pull back on my hood and feel my clit bulge. I rub down my swollen pussy lips, dipping two fingers inside my snatch and groan like a whore sucking his cock.

Licking down the base of his shaft, I pop his left ball in my mouth, rolling it on my tongue before switching to his right. When my lips return to his hard young shaft, I suck with eagerness. My mouth salivates as I force my lips farther and farther down his dick, feeling him flex on my tongue. My eyes watering some the deeper I go.

“Mmmm Mmmmmm!” I moan at his hard cock.

One leg hanging in the air, my thighs wide, and my hand is making fast wet circles on my pussy lips. I prepare myself, relaxing my tongue, and holding my before flexing my lips tight around this boy’s cock and working my lips lower and lower down his member until my lips are buried in his trimmed pubic hair. I feel his dick press against the roof of my mouth, pass my gag reflex and hold. Matt groans and I grab his hand and bring it to the back of my head, holding my brown hair as I feel my eyes water.


Mmm... God, cum in my mouth!


I release, pulling from his cock, and Matt’s hand springs free instantly as a string of saliva hangs between his head and my lips.

“So fucking-“ I say before pushing my lips back on his cock. My face pumping faster on his shaft. My hips raise and lower on their own. Between my muffled moans and his, the only sound left in the bathroom was the wet sound of my palm grinding fast on my clit.


Oh fuck, oh fuck! I’m- I’m so close!


“Mmmmm! Oh gah!” I scream, breaking my lips free from his cock momentarily to breathe before forcing my lips back down his shaft. My fishnet covered thighs clamp shut on my palm as I still plunge a finger inside my gushing twat. My hips rocking violently on the tile floor as I cum. “Mmm! Mmm!”


Oh my fucking god! Yes, yes!


Matt’s cock still flexed in my mouth. My mouth full of saliva as I face fuck him, not stopping. My lips are squeezing his shaft hard as I breathe intermittently, wanting his cum so badly.

“Oh Debra-“ the intern says. “Cumming- I-“

I feel his hands encase the back of my head as I slide down as far as I can. My hand grips tightly around my fat breast, choking it as I suck him. Sucking my lips in around his shaft, I feel his cock flex and tighten as he slings a rope of warm cum on the back of my tongue.


Yes- yes! Let me taste you!


“Mmmmmmm....” I groan on his cock. My tongue dancing around the head, lapping at his urethra as his final flexed end.

Massaging his cock to rest, my lips stay around him till he is fully limp.

Sitting back, I lick my lips and straighten myself. My new black dress is stretched around the skirt and bosom area, but I can live with that. There’s a small puddle on the floor where I came and I giggle as I step around it. Matt stood struggling some to put his pants back on as he tried to think of something to say.

I look in the mirror and see myself. Debra Howard. My makeup is mostly intact. My skin is flush and hair is a mess. I lean over the sink and see what I was missing.


My shoulders.


My shoulders are the same, but different. They stand tall and rolled back. My back is straight and my head is forward instead of buried in the ground.


I am a slut. And proud of it. I give myself a devilish smile in the mirror as I run my fingers through my hair.


“Thanks, er-“ Matt says, zipping up. “I didn’t know that- you are- I like-“

I walk over to Matt and kiss him on the cheek. “Thanks, too.” I smile. “It was nice working with you. Take care.”

And with that, I walk out of the bathroom and grab my box of things at the back of the office. Eyes are staring at me. People are whispering about me. Judgment. Jokes. Belittlement. I walk by the cubicles, looking down on everyone with my shoulders back and back straight.

I give Matt a wink as I walk by him, leaving the bathroom. I push the door open, leaving my old life behind and walking into my new one.
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I
 sit in my car that is parallel parked in front of her house. I have been sitting here for an hour and a half as my fingers tap away on my cell phone screen. At first, I search for cities, then hotels, and now I'm applying for jobs.

My seat is reclined and I have one foot against my dashboard while my other is strewn across the center console. I smile when I remember being in this position for John on Saturday night and sigh when I realize that was less than 48 hours ago.


It feels so long ago. It feels like it was a dream of someone else’s life.


It had taken me nearly two and a half hours this morning to get ready for work. Only for me to go in for an hour to clean out my desk and- well… do one other thing…

Once I come home, I immediately shower and wash off my makeup. I reapply a conservative base to keep me presentable and change into a pair of sweatpants with a nice top. It is two o’clock, and it is around this time she normally gets home from class. I drove to her house, admittedly, more than a little nervous.

It was Ashley’s engagement announcement Saturday night that started this whole strange new path for me. But during this whirlwind of a transformation of mine, I never had a chance to speak to my little sister or congratulate her. When I came home Sunday, I immediately fell into a deep sleep. Having finally plugged my phone back in to be charged, I saw the dozens of worried texts from Ashley and thought of responding. I decided it was best to do my explaining in person.

My busy thumbs stop and I put my phone away when I see her SUV pull into her driveway. I wipe my sweaty palms on my dark sweatpants. She exits her car and quickly runs towards me as I run to her. She is still wearing her hot yoga clothes and as I embrace her in a long hug; I hear her sniffle some as I hold back tears.

“I’m sorry I’m sorry I know I’m-” Ashley beats me to the apologies in a made rush of words as I separate from the hug.

“You’re sorry?” I make a face, wiping a tear from my eye before it can fall. “I’m sorry! I shouldn’t have left like that. On Saturday. That was such a bitch thing for me to do-”

“No, oh my god,” Ashley interrupts me, grabbing my arm. “I saw Mom’s face when I told you guys the news and I knew Dad knew and all because Adam, you know, asked his permission, but he wasn’t supposed to tell Mom. But she didn’t even really congratulate me. Can you fucking believe that? And the bitch look she gave you.”

“I know!” I say, exasperated. So happy that I am not the only one who saw this. “But forget about that. Let me see this ring girl.” I say, grabbing her left hand. The ring was silver with a modest but beautiful diamond in the center. “Ashley! It’s amazing. I’m so happy for you!” I pull her in tight, again embracing her, but feel a stiffness in her body. Like a weight holding her in place.

“Look,” Ashley says, holding my shoulders. “I know we promised not to leave the other behind ever, and believe me, Adam and I argued about it so many times, but you know, he tried, he really tried to get his next station around here somewhere. But it’s the Army, you know, he has to go where they tell them and California is where they’re sending him and-”

“Ashley- Ashley,” I say, interrupting her. “It’s okay, I understand. You guys are going to be so happy. Adam is such a great guy. I am so so happy for you guys, you have no idea. He’s perfect for you.”

Ashley starts to tear up again. She covers her mouth and grabs me for another hug. We are both a mess of tears now as we hold each other. It never really occurs to me how much my opinion matters to her. She reacts to my blessing so powerfully that I feel even guiltier for withholding it from her for this long.

“Okay, we have to stop,” I sniffle, laughing some. “Or what little makeup I have on will be gone.”

Ashley giggles, looking down at her workout clothes. “I know, I’m sure I look like a wreck right now.”

“Listen,” I start nervously. “I want to ask something and it’s totally cool if you say no, you’re not going to hurt my feelings. I totally understand if you and Adam are trying to get away or start your own thing or whatever and-”

“Deb, what is it?”

I sigh, “well, I was kind of thinking about moving too. Maybe California?” I say with a shrug.

Ashley’s eyes go wide. “Oh my god, are you kidding? Debra, don’t fucking joke about this.”

“I’m serious,” I laugh. “If it’s okay with you guys.”

“Shut the fuck up!” Ashley is almost jumping up and down at this point. “Yes, yes, oh my god, yes! Oh my god, I was so nervous about the move and not knowing anyone, but if you’re there- but what about your job- your house?”

“I’m gunna sell the house and I kinda quit my job this morning,” I smile coyishly.

“Oh my god Debra!” Ashley threw her hands to her head. “Who are you! What happened to you this weekend?”

I smile, taking my little sister by the arm as I walk her to her house. “Just wait till I tell you what kind of weekend I’ve had.”

Lost in conversation with my sister, I feel a center in my new open life. It is as if I’m on a rollercoaster and I’m just going down that first hill. Only that dropping sensation isn’t just in my stomach. It’s everywhere. In my head, in my bones…

I spend my life locked in a loop of habits I don’t like and responsibilities I don’t ask for, as if I am just playing the part that someone else writes for me. For too many years, I’ve been locked in a life that was not mine and have been unable to escape. But now, with my body unlocked, my heart full, and my soul open to the world, I’m free to write my own story.
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I
 changed lanes and my eyes alternated their focus between rear view mirrors and the road ahead in a continuous cycle. No tails.
 The boss had called him specifically to be on alert this week. To watch his wife with a close eye. He wasn’t specific, but if the boss was calling, it was something serious. The last time I had spoken to the boss was over a year ago, when I was first brought into the family. I wasn’t Italian, of course. Like most Americans nowadays, I’m a hodgepodge of a dozen different nationalities, but that worked in my favor when I joined the Italian mob. They like Americans, in general. If I had been Greek, Spanish, or Irish, forget about it. They wouldn’t have touched me. But American? They know Americans don’t take sides. There’s no blood oath that we carry. We’re individuals and that’s what the boss needed.  

However, until now, the work I had done for them was a bit more sporadic. One offs. Asset protection and delivery, transportation… a year straight of having five thousand dollars deposited in my checking account a week from an LLC that employed me as a contractor. And all I had to do was wait for a phone call that came two, maybe three times a month. For an entry-level job for a dishonorably discharged soldier, the pay wasn’t bad, considering my assignments. Now I was questioning that.

“Hey, new fucking guy? Is this as fast as you can go? I’m going to be late?” Marlene yelled from the back seat. The lingering touch of her distant Italian accent folded the end of each word. “Hello? Are you deaf?”

“No, ma’am,” I said with as much composure as I could muster. “I’m going the speed limit. Your husband said not to draw any extra attention to⁠—”

“My husband lives in Italy,” Marlene said, waving her hand at the rear-view mirror. I tried to respond, but I could hear Marlene cursing to herself or whoever was on the phone with her. She ranted into Italian for several minutes and shot glares at the back of my head. All the while I could only wonder, how long will this assignment last?

It had been five days, but the boss hadn’t said there was a particular end date. All my other assignments lasted three to four days, six days max. I was told they were adding to Marlene’s security because of some kind of deal happening. They wanted someone with my skills as a former special forces operator to watch her rather than the regular guy who was more gangster than professional. Surely this can’t last much longer?


“Ohh, oh, I must go, love you, mwah!” Marlene signed off her call as she answered a second. It was her husband. The boss. They spoke in Italian as she held the phone up to her body and giggled as they must have been video chatting. I made several more turns and pulled to a stop at the red light. Marlene sighed and released a small moan.

My eyes flicked up to the rear-view mirror and saw Marlene had hiked her long red skirt up to her taut belly with one hand as she spread her legs. All the while, she held out her phone with the other hand, filming it. Marlene wasn’t wearing any panties. Slipping a finger between her lips, the gorgeous woman began to masturbate in the car. There was a honking horn, and I realized the light was green and quickly lurched forward. Marlene’s eyes glanced at me, then quickly looked back to her phone as a smirk competed with the look of pleasure on her face.

Listening to the wet sounds of her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy was hard enough, but the added moans and screams made it nearly impossible for me not to react. My cock twitched, then stretched out in my boxers as I made the last turn. There was an obvious code amongst the guards against flirting or even looking like you were lusting after the Boss’ women. Doing so was a swift way to end up with you feet stuck in a bucket of concrete and being dropped in the bottom of the ocean.

“Ohh ohhh yahh oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Marlene moaned with her feet spread to nearly touch both doors. Her hips raised and fell in the air as she smacked her wet pussy and convulsed as she came.

I cleared my throat as I pulled into the event. It was some Miami Independent Film debut. A red carpet event for people who were local celebrities. Marlene said her goodbyes while adjusting her dress and lowering her skirt. When I pulled into a park, I exited the SUV and handed the key to the Escalade to the valet. The half dozen photographers waited to see who was inside, and I realized Marlene was waiting for me to get the door for her. Opening it, I took her hand and helped her out of the vehicle to a sea of white flashes and catcalls by the photographers. It wasn’t until she had moved on that I looked down and felt the wet pussy juices on my hand from hers.
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T
 he movie premier was a dull affair. Enough private security and local cops working overtime assignments to ensure nothing would happen. It was the clubs that Marlene toured afterwards that had me nervous. After connecting with three of her friends who appeared to be models or influencers… some kind of non-job job… I began escorting the four of them to a series of bars starting with the most exclusive, and thus, the safest. By the time I parked the car in the valet lane of the fifth club, the three girlfriends had gone their own ways, leaving Marlene to decide to go to the Tree Bar.

“Ma’am, I really think we should⁠—”

“No,” Marlene said, raising a palm to stop my sentence. “I really think you should drive my car when I tell you to.”

Biting down on my tongue, I took a deep breath and released it. “Yes, ma’am.”

The club was as chaotic as I imagined it to be. Then it got worse. The internal security was close to none once they were inside and the number of people was way over capacity. I paid for VIP access for Marlene, which was standard protocol for her when she was clubbing, but the woman ignored the selective section for the main dance floor that was covered wall to wall with bodies.

Standing at the top of the stairs, I tracked her movements through the crowd.

“Fucking woman…” I sighed under my breath as I watched her dance between men, disappear for twenty seconds, then reappear grinding on another woman. I had half a mind to charge into the crowd, toss her over my shoulder, and carry her out kicking and screaming.


Don’t think that will go over too well with the boss.


Not that there were too many known threats meant to be at a place like this, but it was the unknown threats I was concerned with. The boss had several rival gangs in the Miami area that weren’t fans of the Italians, but that would have to be a fool to go after a boss’ wife. Such an attack meant war—a bloody war. The only time the family of a boss was touched was when the boss himself was assassinated. Then it was like a lion taking over a pride. The newcomer kills the mate, cubs, and all the remnants of the former boss. You’d have to be insane to ignite a war like that.

I stood for over an hour and a half as I watched Marlene switch between dancing on the floor and flirting with various well-dressed men at the bar. I hadn’t even thought of how I would handle her going home with another man. It was widely known that the boss had many girlfriends besides his wife, but no one spoke of Marlene.


Was it common knowledge she slept around and I just didn’t know?


It appeared we were going to find out. Marlene had selected a suitor. A clean shaven bald man with a square jaw who wore a three thousand dollar Armani suit. I knew because I had the same suit in my closet. The man passed the bartender and large wad of dollar bills and the bartender pointed them down a back hall reserved for employees. I quickly followed, crossing the room, and entered the hall when the bartender was not looking. The hall turned and became a series of doors. Most were closed, but the few open revealed private rooms with sofas, TVs, and minibars. Marlene made eye contact with me from the room she went in at the end of the hall. Her face switched from laughing at what her new friend had said to an icy stare that appeared to be more of a warning to keep my distance.

By the time I reached the door, she had shut it and I heard the latch lock. Stretching out my neck, I paced for a moment to let off the steam. If there was a heavy bag available, I would have unleashed a sprint of body punches. I was so angry.


How could a woman who has lived the life she has been married to the man that she is, be so inept when it came to the danger she is putting herself in?


Tossing my hands in the air, I gave up and resigned myself to the door guard while Marlene got her fuck on. I had already decided I would message my contact tomorrow and request a transfer. I didn’t care. I’d go to Italy to do some work if I had to. About five minutes after a blaring music roared from inside the room, I heard more noise. Clicks, thuds, a humming sound… I couldn’t place it and moved my ear closer to the door. I rolled my eyes as I realized I was probably listening to the woman getting railed, but then I heard the scream. It was a sharp sound that didn’t sound like pleasure. It sounded like fear.

“Ahhhmmm! Help!” she cried. I could just barely make it out through the door.

Trying the doorknob, I felt it was locked and immediately took a step back. Tucking my leg and kicking my heel into the meat of the door, just like I was back in Afghanistan, I watched the hundreds of pieces of wood splinter into a thousand directions as the door burst open. Charging inside, the stereo was turned all the way up with a new heavy rock tune playing. I turned and saw two black leather couches facing another and on one of them was Marlene. Her dress was hiked up to her belly as her legs kicked in the air. Her hands were tied behind her back with Andrew standing over her with no shirt on. To muffle her screams for help, Andrew had a pillow shoved down hard on Marlene’s face.

I moved quickly, already noticing my ward’s legs slowing their kicks. It was from exhaustion or she was close to suffocation. The roar of the guitar solo on the maxed out sound system was loud enough that Andrew didn’t see me coming until I shoved him hard, bouncing his back off the wall and into the other couch. Swatting the pillow off of Marlene’s face, I cupped her cheek as I watched her wide eyes almost roll backwards then forwards and rest on me as she gasped for air.

“Hey you motherfucker!” Andrew yelled as he stood up from the couch and swung a looping hook at my face. Cupping my ear, I raised an elbow and blocked the punch with my shoulder and quickly countered with a straight cross that struck his chin and stumbled him back a step. Andrew made a half hearted counter-strike that I chopped down with a parry as I sidestepped and landed a tight hook to his jaw. The bald man crumpled to the couch, and I shoved my knee into his belly as I landed five more hard shots to his nose that bloodied his face and made him go limp.

Satisfied with his level of injury, I switched couches and went to Marlene. I pretended not to see her red panties as I grabbed her skirt and slid it down her thigh before carefully turning her to her side. Removing a tactical, spring-assisted pocket knife and flicking it open, I cut the tie that was used to tie her hands behind her back. She immediately sprung to her feet and started kicking the unconscious man and stomping on his crotch while shouting in Italian. I grabbed the back of her arm, pulling her away.

“No, no, let me do thi—” I said and was startled when Marlene turned and embraced me in a tight and desperate hug as she sobbed. Not knowing what to do or say, I simply hugged her back and said, “it’s okay… he’s never going to hurt anyone again. It’s okay…”

After a few moments passed, I got us separated and sat her on the couch as I removed several zip-ties I had in a pouch. Marlene watched intently as I zip tied the man’s hands behind his back and his ankles together.
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I
 t was nearly three in the morning by the time I pulled the car over to the side of the road. The bridge I parked on was dark and poorly lit in spots. The MacArthur Causeway was a place I had done work before and was familiar with it. Marlene sat beside me in the front of the vehicle. Her tears and sniffles had followed us all the way from the club. Using the tip of her finger, she carefully dried her eye and tried not to smear her makeup any more than she already had.

“Are you sure you want to be here for this?” I asked gently. “I can get someone to take you home…”

“No, I’ll stay with you,” Marlene sniffled, then looked at me with sad eyes. “I thought I was going to die.” She broke into tears again as she cupped a hand over her mouth and she took gasping breaths. Aside from a few bruises on her arms and suffocation, she was lucky to survive as long as she had, with no lasting damage. “He… was just so mad out of nowhere,” she continued. “He changed as soon as we were in that room. He just held the pillow down on my face so hard. He didn’t even try to fuck me, and… and…”

Marlene was gasping in a panic again. I picked up the bottle of water in the center console I had cracked open for her and opened it.

“Shhh shhh!” I whispered, “it’s okay… it’s okay… I have to take care of this. You can wait in the car if you want.”

“No, I’ll come,” she straightened and turned her face serious. “I want to see.”

Exiting the car, we both walked to the rear of the vehicle and I took my time taking in the surroundings. The empty road was free of cars. There were no boats in the water nearby. I didn’t see any security cameras. There was no need to inform anyone what happened. Laying a hand on the boss’ wife had a certain consequence that must be carried out swiftly. I would call Lorenzo in the morning and the boss would know by tomorrow afternoon. They would be glad to know the man was dealt with.

When I felt satisfied, I popped my trunk. The bloody mess that was Marlene's date was hog-tied and gagged in the trunk of my vehicle. His eyes were wide and panicked as I dragged him out and dropped him on the concrete. I stood him up on wobbly feet that were bound together. Marlene’s face hardened, and she stared at the man who could speak but only could give her pleading eyes.

“You fucked with the wrong bitch,” Marlene said with a stern voice.

She hawked a wad of spit that landed on his left eye and the bridge of his nose. The man cursed and writhed, getting ready to retaliate when I drew my side arm from the holster and shot him four times in the chest. Marlene took a step back and her hands jetted up to her ears with each gunshot. As the rapist stumbled backwards into the bridge railing, I seized the moment and reached down, scooping a hand around his thigh. Lifting him up, I flipped his heels over head into the ocean below.

Turning to Marlene to check on how she was doing, I holstered my pistol and didn’t see fear in her eyes. The makeup washed down the sides of her eyes reminded him of the terrified woman before, but he no longer saw her. He saw a hardened mob boss’ wife.
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T
 here was an almost psychopathic change in Marlene’s personality from the minute she spat in her attacker’s face to now. After dumping the man’s body, we quickly left the scene. Before I managed to get the car off the bridge, Marlene was already looking in the mirror with a tissue, fixing her mascara and drying any missed tears on her face. By the time I pulled into the parking garage for her Miami high-rise apartment, Marlene was back to herself. Her make up was clean, edged, and sexy. Her shoulders straight and back, and attitude filled eyes. There was something reassuring in the return to normality, even if it meant the brief human moment we shared together was gone. At least Marlene could come through the other side.

Being attacked as a woman was bad enough, but witnessing what I imagine was her first homicide would be too much for most women. Marlene had been a mob boss’ wife for twenty years—since she was seventeen years old—of course she had known of hits, murders, and worse, but at that level of the game and her being a woman it wasn’t likely that she was party to them.


Until now,
 I thought, wondering if me allowing her to be there will come back to bite me in the ass.

Arriving at Marlene’s apartment building, I nodded to the bellhop as I brought her up to the top floor. It was the penthouse suite apartment. An enormous apartment with vaulted ceilings and luxurious hardwood floors. I escorted the lady to her room, past the plush white leather couches of the living room, and swept the entire four-bedroom apartment for intruders just to make sure she felt safe. She looked at herself in the mirror again while I did that. She tucked hair behind an ear, plucked at her dress around her breasts, and modeled different sides to herself.


She just came home from the club. Isn’t she about to wash off all the makeup, take off the dress, and go to bed? Who is she looking pretty for?


“Ma’am, I searched the entire premise. No one is here. You’re safe,” I said and held her gaze long and strong to show that I believed it.

There was a wisp of a smile that broke in the corner of her lips that seemed genuine. Like he had said the magic words. Regaining her composure, she reached for her purse.

“What are you? Twenty-four? Twenty-five years old?” Marlene asked with insultingly raised eyebrows as she dug in her coach purse with one hand.

“Twenty-three, actually,” I said and sounded as careless as I could manage.

Marlene rolled her eyes as she tapped a single cigarette free from her pack, flipped it between her index and middle finger, and raised it to her lips delicately. “God,” she complained while lighting it. “How did I get such a baby protecting me?”

I sensed this was a rhetorical question but answered anyway.

“I’m good at what I do,” I said.

The older lady eyed me suspiciously. Her gaze was powerful. The dark mascara and eyeliner surrounded by her tan, olive skin gave her the look of a Greek goddess who stared with piercing eyes. Not wanting to relinquish to appearing weak after being insulted for my age, I didn’t break eye contact either. The long seconds ticked by as the seductive trail of smoke drifted up from the cigarette in her fingers.

Finally, her eyes softened, and her lips curved slightly. “And what is it that you do?” she asked, taking a small drag from her smoke.

I racked my brain for the brief second I had for consideration, trying to come up with a clever answer, but when none arrived, I went the other way.

“I hurt people who need hurting. I protect people who need protecting,” I said.

Marlene smiled, showing off her wondrous white and straight teeth as she ashed her cigarette in a tray, “I like you Michael. Tell me, are you going to be working all night?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Good. That’s good. I will feel better knowing you are outside my door.” Marlene’s smile changed somehow to looking like a laugh to a joke that I didn’t hear.

“Goodnight, ma’am,” I said, taking a step backwards and trying to leave professionally.

I closed the door and stood with my back to the door for several minutes before the sounds began. Light moans and flinted pitched gasps. I could hear the gorgeous cries of Marlene’s voice as she masturbated. She did not try to hide the pitch of her voice. She wanted me to hear for a reason, and it was working. My cock stirred in my pants despite all efforts to stop it. Marlene as I felt my cock flex against my pants.

Only minutes passed before I heard something else. My name.

“Michael,” she whispered. Like it was an enchantment of some kind. “Michael.”

There was no fear in her voice. No panic. I knew why she beckoned me when I turned to face the door. Taking a deep breath, I thought not to enter. Just to ignore her call. But my body moved like it had a mind of its own. Opening the door, I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.
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M
 arlene looked up at me from her bed. The covers were a mess beneath her. Her legs were strewn apart. Her inner thighs glistened. The moonlight from the window cast a white glow over the woman’s olive skin. Shadows covered her eyes, but I knew she’d stared at me. With every step closer I walked closer to her. The woman inched lower on her bed. The same sexy red dress still draped from her body.

The woman looked up at me as she extended her hand and gently petted the crotch of my suit pants. With slow strokes of her palm, she brought my cock to life and felt it grow in my pants. All the while looking up at me with her haunted ocean blue eyes. One of her black strands of hair looped down her forehead over her cheek, beckoning me to reach out. Brushing the hair away, he cupped her cheek and felt the woman tilt her head into his hand. She bit her lip as she groomed his cock harder, forming a c shape with her hand to work it around.

Rubbing my thumb over her upper lip, Marlene’s lips parted and her white teeth quickly bit down on me as I depressed her tongue. The devious smile she made with my thumb in her mouth only made my cock throb harder. Marlene’s hands got to work undressing me. Unzipping my pants and unfastening my belt, she jumped and giggled when my pants fell to the ground with speed due to the weight of my gun holstered on the back of my belt.

“Is that dangerous?” she asked, sending a glance at my still holstered gun.

“Not as dangerous as me,” I said evenly.

A fire was lit in the woman’s eye as she rubbed my hardening shaft toward my abs as she put her lips to my boxers. Kissing up the base of my shaft, she slowly peeled down the underwear and let my bare shaft brush across her cheek. Marlene’s delicate fingers wrapped around my shaft and stroked me tenderly. Her pink lips came together to press kisses on my balls one at a time as her pumping motion intensified. I felt her other hand loop around my bare thigh, her fingernails digging in just below my ass to keep me tight to her. As if I’d leave.


Shake her long black hair out of her face. Marlene panted with excitement through parted lips as she inched her mouth closer to the tip of my cock. Seeing the growing droplet of pre-cum she was pumping out of my shaft, her eyebrows came together as she whispered something in Italian and she licked her lips. Extending her tongue, she licked a circle around the throbbing head of my cock before brushing the tip of her tongue over my urethra. When she pulled away, she held out her tongue to show the long stream of semen that dangled between her tongue and my cock before quickly bringing her lips back to my shaft and swallowing the entire string.

I released a gasp when I felt her moist lips wrap around the head of my cock. Marlene’s head bobbed on my cock, slowly at first. Inching forward and backward, she moved like she was making out with my cock. I felt her tongue lick and rub every side of my head as she hummed a note of approval. She wiped her free hand over several locks of hair that bounced over the side of her face.

Reaching down, I scooped her hair out of her face on both sides and pulled her hair back in a tight ponytail as she bobbed deeper down my shaft again and again. Each time inching farther down my length. Her hand pumping my shaft at its base adjusted to cup and lightly massage my balls. For a married woman of thirty years, she knew what she was doing. Marlene’s tongue licked at every angle. Her lips put the right amount of pressure around my shaft, and her increasing speed was almost too much to bear. Every muscle in my body flexed at different times as I struggled to keep myself from cumming only to feel her push down on me faster.

I released a groan, and she quickly moaned back. Breathing heavily through her nose, the mature woman's face fucked herself on my cock as it twitched and flexed between her lips. I came so hard I was dizzy as the strings of warm semen spurted on her tongue and the back of her throat. Feeling the length of her soaked tongue rub across the tip of my shaft, Marlene swallowed as she forced her lips down me, soaking my entire cock in her saliva.

“Ugh!” I groaned with a final flex.

When Marlene finally released her lips from my cock, a trail of slobber stretched down to her chin that she wiped away with the back of her hand.

“Mmmm…” she hummed with a high-pitched inflection. “You taste as good as you look. Here, darling. Let me make some room for you.”

Marlene leaned back on the bed with her legs spread. The skirt of her dress only covered the top of one of her legs as the slit revealed the perfectly shaved pussy lips. I moved forward and Marlene scooted backwards with a playful smile on her face. Following her onto the bed, I chased after her in a crawl. The married woman giggled as she turned on to her hands and knees and tried to crawl to the head of the king sized bed.

Slipping my hand in the crook of her skinny hips, I grabbed ahold of her, prompting her to release a yelping giggle as I pulled her back to press against my front. My firm, calloused palm rubbed up the front of her body, feeling every ridge and curve she had. Her hard nipples pierced through the thin sheen of her dress. When my hands cupped her breasts and mashed them together in a massage, I heard her coo and moan. Marlene’s tight ass ground sharply against my crotch.

Sliding my hand around her hips, I left a streak of her pussy juices across her flesh as I shoved her forward roughly.

“Ooo,” Marlene yelped and giggled as her hands caught her fall on the mattress. My palm followed the curve of her ass and my thumb slipped down the black line of her ass crack, prompting a mischievous hooked smile over her shoulder at me. The tip of my middle finger made several wide circling motions over her slippery lips before plunging inside her.

“Oh! Yes…” she gasped desperately.

With a steady pace, I fingered her pussy with one finger from behind and listened to the high-pitched squeals escape her lips with every thrust. I inserted a second finger and Marlene collapsed forward, biting the pillow as she moaned into it with her ass in the air. Brushing aside the red fabric of her dress, I watched the thin material slide up her body and nearly over her shoulders as her ass stood tall.

“Ooooo yahh… don’t stop…” Marlene whined. Her beautiful accent touched every note of her moans. “Fuck me… fuck me hard…”

My biceps and pectoral muscles flexed hard as my fingers pounded in and out of her pussy. I felt her juices soak my fingers as much as my hand as I stuffed inside of her. The arch of her back grew until it was shaped like a ‘U’ and her fists balled around the sheets that had been ripped from the bed.

“Ugh! Ah! Yes yes yes! Oh gahd! Smack my ass!” she begged.

Slapping my palm on her right cheek hard with a sharp sting. It made her yelp then groan in a moan. “Oh ya! Again!”

Raising his hand, I smacked it down sharply, causing a red mark on her cheek.

“Ohhh!” she screamed as I pumped her pussy harder. Rocking her entire body back and forth with every thrust.


Smack smack smack!


Her ass cheek turned a bright shade of pink and her hips buckled low as she cried out.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” she grunted.

Her tan brown thighs trembled and convulsed as she twisted the sheets beneath her. The orgasm overcoming her entire body.

“Oh gah—gah! Yes!” she cried and fell to her side.

My hand glistened as I pulled it from her pussy. Crawling over the top of the woman, I used my dry hand to brush the hair out of her face. She was panting when she turned on her back to look at me. We had time to share the briefest of smiles. Her glittering white teeth of her perfect smile.

The sound of glass breaking captured both of our attention, but the gun blasts that followed sent us both tumbling to the ground.
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M
 y eyes floated over the gorgeous woman’s body as I realized the weight of what I had done. Whether the Boss allowed his wife to sleep around on her own time or not, I knew he did not allow his men to fuck her. I had heard stories of men being dried in concrete and dropped in the sea for doing less than what I had just done. And yet, I found my cock stirring at the thought of being inside her.

Marlene was closer to twice my age than my age, but that fact was reflected in numbers only. With a fit body, plump round breasts, and gorgeous smooth skin that glowed of bronze, a man my age would be lucky to be shown favor by such a woman.

More than one night—hell, more than fifty nights spent deployed overseas in Iraq and Afghanistan thinking that it may be my last on this planet. That I would die alone in a bed of sand surrounded by a nation who hated me. Perhaps that made me a fool now to take such a risk, but I figured tomorrow could be my last night on this earth, regardless. Men do not write destiny, we only live it.

I crawled closer to the woman, preparing to make my move as I smelled her light floral scent. That was when the glass broke. A thousand pieces of glass rained across the floor on the other side of the bedroom door and I looked up.


My first mistake.


Bullets jabbed through the door and snapped by my face. My tactics were distracted and that distraction nearly got me killed. Marlene’s scream was like a high-pitched fire alarm as the bullets chewed away at the headboard of the bed. Wrapping my arms around her slender waist, I held her to me as I rolled off the side of the bed. I landed on my back and felt Marlene drag down the sheets as she landed on me.

“Under the bed,” I grunted to her and shoved with one hand as I crawled to the foot of the bed. The shooting was still going on when I had slid my pants on and fastened my belt.


Shooting automatic fire through a door. Blindly. This was panic. This wasn’t professional.


I drew my pistol and went out of the master bathroom. It connected to the hall which came out the side of the living room where I approximated the attackers. I heard the shooting slow as two of the four shooters reloaded and started shooting again. Cracking the hallway door, I peeked outside to confirm it was clear.


The amateurs don’t even have security watching the hall.


Taking a last breath, I leaned out of the bathroom just far enough to see the first shooter. Under the darkness of the living room, he was nothing more than a darker shadow in a graying black room with white leather couches. I aimed for the ribs and put two bullets in his ribs. He fell to his knees, and I shot him again. Raising to my feet, I pushed forward in a slow deliberate walk. The two men that stood in front of the first were just realizing their comrade was down when I gunned them down in the backside. Three rounds a piece.

I came to where the hallway met the living room and saw the muzzle flash of the fourth shooter turn my way. It was a machine gun of some kind. It was fast and dangerous. Bullets dotted across the wall beside my head, and I dove behind the nearest sofa. The lamp and nightstand beside it toppled over and more glass shattered. The fourth charged my position. He fired blindly into the couch and yelled like a warrior charging into battle. But when he peered over the back of the couch to fire the finishing blow, the man only saw the empty floor. I had quickly crawled to the far side of the couch and fell onto my side so I could look around the front of the couch. Firing one time, I saw a spurt of blood come from his head as the last man fell to the ground.


Was this them? did they already know what I was doing with his wife? How could they know so fast? How could they—it can’t be the Italians? Not because of what me and Marlene were doing at least.. They had no time to mobilize a strike like this.


I cleared the rest of the twenty-five hundred square foot apartment for any more of them. Peaking in the hallway, I saw it was all clear. These guys were far from professionals, but they still may have a backup man or men in a car downstairs.

“Marlene!” I yelled, returning to the bedroom and got on all four. “Marlene, come on. It’s safe.”

Marlene was squeezed between the hardwood floor and box spring. A painful frown frozen on her face as she quietly screamed in terror.

“Come on, take my hand. We have to hurry. There could be more of them or the cops can be here any minute. Come on!”

But Marlene wouldn’t budge. Her tears rained droplets over the floor and were forming a puddle. The woman was stuck in a psychological paralysis from the trauma. It sucked being in an ambush. Not everyone was cut out for it. Unfortunately, we didn’t have time for a gentle introduction to gun fights so…

Standing up, I grabbed the lip of the wood bed frame and grunted like I was doing a deadlift in the gym. The bed creaked, then groaned, and Marlene yelped with it as I flipped it on its side and the mattress flopped against the bathroom door. Marlene was shrunk into a fetal position. It took a little more coaxing than grabbing her arm and pulling her to her feet to get her going.

“Wh—what… Why were they shooting at us?” Marlene stuttered while staring into the living room. Coming to, she started drying her tears as her voice hardened with every word. “Are we safe? Are there more of them? Does he know?”

No more description of ‘he’ was necessary. I knew she meant her husband. The boss. The mafiaoza's wife was back. She wanted revenge… I reloaded my gun and found three additional clips on one of the shooters for the same pistol I carried.

“I don’t know…” I said. Fishing my cell phone out of my pocket, I saw three missed calls and a single unread text. They all were from Lorenzo. Clicking on the text message, I read the few words twice before they sunk in.



Lorenzo

‘Alpha is burned. Proceed to Bravo.’



“Fuck.”

“What? what is it? Are you going to call Tommasco?” Marlene asked, naming her husband to throw around the power of his unseen presence. “I will if you⁠—”

“No, no phones.” I said and snatched her phone from her hand.

“What? why?” she said almost angrily. The old Marlene was almost back.

“We’re compromised. We’re leaving here in thirty seconds,” I said and looked around the floor of her bedroom until I found a wad of pants and a top that was a mix of grays and blues. I would later find out they were her dirty yoga clothes from that morning. “Here. Put these on and find some shoes. Something comfortable that you can run in. Go!”

It was my shouting that spurred her into motion. While she did that, I stole the wallets off the four men and returned to the bedroom and raided Marlene’s jewelry box. Dumping everything into a medium-sized beige coach purse she had on the floor, I could tell Marlene had more questions for me, but she held them. From our altitude of being in a top-floor apartment, I could see red and blue police lights on the interstate coming our way. Three police cars.

“Okay, we have to go,” I said.

“Wait, I need my phone. All my contacts. I don’t know their numbers,” she protested. I took her phone and tossed it out onto the balcony. Apparently, the crashing glass was the destruction of the sliding glass door to the balcony. They must have gone to the roof and scaled down and into the balcony to make entry.


Ballsy.


“That was my fucking phone, you piece of shit!” Marlene cussed as she followed me into the hall and onto the elevator. Once under the fluorescent lights, I realized how revealing Marlene’s athletic shirt was without her wearing a sports bra and did my best to keep my focus on the task at hand.


We’re not in the clear yet.


When the elevator doors opened, I kept my left hand holding Marlene’s arm tight to me as I exited, and in my right was my pistol holstered on my hip. I kept my hand on it in case I needed to draw it quickly. There was no one there. It wasn’t until we passed the front desk and saw the bell hop dead on the ground behind the check-in desk. A blackish red blood gathered around his body.

“God…” Marlene gasped as I walked us outside quickly.

The sound of police sirens was nearing, so I took us around the building and down a walking path that cut through a small nearby park. Curving through the woods, I saw through the shrubbery as the first police cars arrived. We kept walking, not looking back again.
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“Y
 eah, anywhere up here is fine,” I said.

“But sir, there’s nothing here,” the cab driver said. His polite voice was thickly accented. “Are you sure you don’t want me to take you to a hotel or⁠—”

“I said here is fine. Stop the car,” I said more sternly.

We had walked for another half a mile before we happened upon a cab going the opposite way. I waved him down and paid him five hundred dollars up front if he wouldn’t activate his dash cam or report the fare in his log. He was hesitant, but the sight of the five one-hundred-dollar bills won him over.

Marlene hadn’t said a word since leaving the apartment building. Her silence was unusual for her personality, but appreciated right now. It wasn’t like this was how I planned my night to go, either.

The cab slowed to a stop beside a curb and a grassy lot. I gave the cab driver another five hundred dollars and thanked him for his discretion. Then reminded him he just broke a lot of rules with his cab company. He didn’t want to get in trouble by talking about it with anybody. The cab driver nodded and agreed. It wasn’t until the cab pulled away that Marlene’s anger arose like an agitated cobra.

“Where are we? Why did you have them drive us to the middle of nowhere?” she asked.

“Just trust me, okay?” I said, setting the pace with a fast walk. “That back there was a professional hit—well, a professional hit as far as gangs are concerned. They weren’t targeting me.”

From the glance over my shoulder, I could see the words filtering through Marlene’s hard exterior. The realization that she had just survived an assassination attempt.

“Why? Who would dare…”

“I don’t know,” I said, with a hint of anger at being in the dark as well. “Lorenzo called and texted me while we… were distracted…”

Marlene looked away, feeling more exposed than normal.

“Said that we had been compromised,” I said as I took a right down a private drive after walking a few hundred yards.

“Compromised? What does that mean?”

“It means our phones, phone numbers, addresses, names… they were all obtained by someone who shouldn’t have them.”

“Who?”

I turned on Marlene and lost it. “I don’t know! I don’t know anymore than I did ten minutes ago! I was just nearly killed, just like you too! Just give me a fucking breath!”

Marlene's face creased at first like she was a coiled spring about to snap back at me. But by the time I finished my rant, her face relaxed and turned sorrowful. We walked another mile in silence through the pitch black. I felt Marlene stay close to me now. The fear of the darkness and the critters hooting and howling in the night was only made worse when she realized where we were.

The woods cleared to a long private field revealing under the moonlight the private cemetery we had come to disturb. Clicking on my small pocket flashlight, I searched for the names. Stepping over the dead, I felt a pull on my shirt. Marlene had a fistful of the rear of my shirt and wasn’t letting go.

“Mark Spinelli… Rachel Spinelli…” I read out loud.

“Who are these people?” Marlene asked in a whisper, as if not to wake the dead.

“Fuck if I know,” I said and fell to my knees. Guesstimating the middle between the two gravestones, I dug my fingers into the grass and dirt and pulled away chunks at a time. It took about five minutes and it was just when my fingers were feeling raw that I felt them scrape a metal box.

I felt the unasked questions mounting inside Marlene but appreciated her restraint in not asking them, so I rewarded her with explanations.

“It’s a dead supply stash. Intended for something like this. A last resort,” I said as I opened the tin box. Inside were several ziplock baggies. One had three envelopes that were thick and stretched to its limits with dollar bills. Another had a phone and phone charger, and a third had a gun with three full magazines. I put them all in her purse except the phone, which I turned on and was surprised to see it still had a quarter of the battery charge in it.

I dialed the contact listed as ‘Bravo’ and waited. Lorenzo answered.
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I
 sat in the motel chair in the corner of the room and allowed my vision to blur as I stared at the TV. It was the early morning news, playing on low volume. The chirps of birds fluttered outside as the sound of traffic was beginning to pick up as morning rush hour neared. It was almost dawn, and the gray was touching the sky outside. I peeled back the thick curtain that smelled of smoke that was probably twenty years old and checked the parking lot and road once more. Man carrying a lunch box and wearing a construction hard hat and fluorescent vest exited his first floor room and went to his truck. I watched him pull off, but saw nothing else of interest. The shower cut off, and I heard Marlene step out of the shower and begin to dry off.

We hadn’t spoken since leaving the cemetery. I made an effort to give her her space to process the information. Lorenzo was nearly out of breath when he answered his phone.

“Go,” was all he said.

“It’s Michael,” I replied, but kept my words short, not knowing what kind of situation Lorenzo was in.

“Is she alive? Do you have her?” Lorenzo asked, and he took a deep breath as if he had just stopped running.

“I have her. Can you talk? Is this secure?”

“Yes, yes, give me a report,” Lorenzo said. The man spoke conversational English, but it was heavily accented with his native Italian language. Lorenzo was Tommasco’s head of security and a former Italian special forces soldier. Though with his advancing age he was relegated to a more managerial position, I had seen him move and handle himself. I knew he could still operate at an efficient level.

“Four guys attacked us. They came in through the balcony. Sprayed hundreds of rounds into Marlene’s bedroom before I put them down.”

“And Marlene?”

“Unhurt. She’s beside me.”

“Put her on,” Lorenzo said.

I handed her the phone and watched her face as he spoke to her.

“He’s dead?” she cried out, and I already knew who she cried for. This was a major hit by another syndicate. Another mafia family or another gang all together. This was an international operation with coordinated hits happening on at least two continents simultaneously. This was big.

Marlene nodded and wiped away tears for several minutes before handing the phone back to me.

“I don’t have a lot of information right now, but Tommasco is dead, as are his brothers and cousins. We think it was the Greeks,” Lorenzo said. His breath was under his control now.

“The Greeks?”

“We were completing a major deal with another family this week that would have infringed on the Greek territory. A new port we were taking over. The deal went bad and minutes later the shooting started,” Lorenzo said.

It made sense why they wanted me here to watch Marlene this week now, at least. I was also happy to confirm that Tommasco wasn’t having us assassinated because I fucked his wife. However, this wasn’t much better of a situation. The Greeks were just as ruthless and in a major family hit like this one, they took out everyone—including hired help like me. Plus, that’s not even addressing the elephant in the room.

“Lorenzo, I’ve got a major problem,” I said.

“Police men?” Lorenzo guessed.

“They’re not after us yet, but it won’t be long before they got what they need to find us,” I said, thinking back to the mess I left behind. “Security camera video, fingerprints, DNA… it’s all back there for them to find. And if the police find us, then the Greeks will soon after.”

“Okay, get some place where you can lie low for a while. You have the stash money?”

“Yeah.”

“Stay put and I’ll put together something for you. I need to check on the rest of Tommasco’s family first.”

“Okay.”

“And Michael…” Lorenzo added with a sternness in his voice. “You’ll be compensated for your efforts, but only if she lives.”

I had thought about his last words before hanging up often in the time since then and even now as I switched my attention between the news and the window. Lorenzo knew I was a hired gun. I wasn’t a part of the family and had no business giving up my future, my life, or my freedom to protect Marlene. He was giving me an incentive to protect because he knew I would be fleeing at the first chance that I got.


How come running or abandoning Marlene had never crossed my mind? I was paid well for the work I have done up until this point, but not well enough for this.


The unanswered questions swirled about my mind as Marlene exited the bathroom. Her wet black hair draped over her bare shoulders as she shuffled across the faded carpet, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around her blossom that hung down to her thighs. I looked at her and felt my eyes pull down her body, so I looked away. The silence felt uncomfortable, so I filled it.

“I’m sorry for your husband,” I said, realizing I hadn’t said it yet.

Marlene sat on one of the two queen-size beds and made a face at the maroon and white design on the comforter. It had been a while since the woman had experienced the poor side of the world.

“We were never really husband and wife,” her voice soft and resolved. “He was my shield. A man I saw three months a year if I was lucky.”

I said nothing as I watched Marlene get lost in a star at the wall behind the TV.

“Nineteen years old. That was how old I was when he found me,” she said. A mix of disgust and amusement in her voice. “And he was already forty-six years old. We married a week before his forty-seventh birthday. Can you believe that?” she glanced over her shoulder and I watched her eyes bounce over me before a sad smile came over her face and she looked away. “Almost the same age difference between you and me. But he protected me. And now my shield is gone.”

Standing, I walked with my gun at my side. Her eyes followed the weapon as I placed it on the dresser beside the TV, within arm’s reach, as I sat down on the bed beside her. My suit jacket and tie removed, I only wore my black button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up.

I didn’t speak for a long moment, though I felt her yearn for my words. I didn’t like making promises I couldn’t keep so I weighed each word carefully before speaking. Placing my hand on the edge of her knee, I looked her in her eyes and said, “I’m your shield now.”

There was a long moment where the two of us were lost in each other’s eyes before we both moved. Our lips met in the space between us as I cupped her cheek and pulled her body to mine. The back of my hand felt the streaks of her wet hair as she tilted her head into me. Her small feminine hands pawed at my chest as our kisses turned desperate. Like they needed to continue in order for us to breathe. My tongue lapping inside her mouth, her tongue intertwining with mine, I felt her fingers making quick work of unbuttoning my shirt and ripping it free from being tucked in.

Shrugging the shirt off my shoulders, I turned on her and followed her back to the bed as she laid. Fingering the wet locks of hair stuck to her cheek, I pulled them down to the bed as I took her chin in my hand and turned her face to the side. My lips and tongue traversed up her neck, drinking the moisture left on her from the shower as I kissed up to her ear and tongued around the diamond stud rings on her lobe.

“Ohmmm…” she cooed, and I felt her shake her chin loose in my grip and take my finger into her mouth as she had before. Biting it at first, then slowly sliding her lips down to the back so that my fingertip touched the back of her tongue.

Sitting up, I undid my belt and dropped my pants to see a hungry look in Marlene’s eyes as she looked down at my throbbing hard cock. Undoing the neck of the towel, she used both hands to undo it and revealed her naked body just as she spread her legs. The woman’s gorgeous body looked like a bronze statue to perfection. She was a Greek goddess formed to perfection with ample round breasts with hard pink nipples that pointed away from another. Her trim waist was toned and firm but had the soft look that a woman desired.

Marlene’s beauty contrasted with the utilitarian musculature of my body. My slightly pale belly was shadowed by the striations of my abdominal muscles and thick, round blocks of pectoral muscles formed from years of morning workouts. Marlene didn’t seem to mind. Her eyes glowed as I crawled between her thighs like a predator.

The girth of my shaft pressed on her wet slit and slid up and down slightly as I bent low to take her breast in my mouth. Planting a dozen kisses around the underside of her boob, I saw the coy smile sprout on her lips as her breathing increased. My lips wrapped around her nipple just as I felt her legs lift and wrap around my hips. They pressed my hardening shaft harder into her clit as she groaned. I felt the moisture of her pussy cover the bottom of my member as it dragged along her clit with every motion.

“Oohhh… gah… yes…” she moaned as I switched to her other breast. My fingers massaging and circling her wet nipple as I tongued her other one. “Oooo… ohh ye… ahhh!”

Marlene cried out when there was a strong flex of my cock into her clitoris. Her hands moved about my shoulders and the back of my head, grabbing and clawing at me as if the tease had gone too far. The pleasure was passing on to torture. Her body couldn’t take it anymore. Moving my lips to hers, I felt hands clamp on my muscular back as she kissed me deeply. Marlene’s hips maneuvering beneath mine. She was desperate to get me inside her.

“Ugh, gahd, fuck me, Michael. Fuck me now!” Marlene commanded, as she broke from the kiss.

I leaned back to remove some pressure off her clit and immediately Marlene reached down between us and began reverse stroking my shaft. Feeling her milk me with every pull of my cock. Once there was enough room between us, she lined up the bulbous head of my cock with her dripping wet slit. Pushing my hips forward, I watched her eyes go wide and her eyebrows high as the head of the cock spread her lips open and began to fill her. For a moment her breathing stopped as she went silent, taking me in in every sense of the word. Then, in response to her pussy clenching on my cock, I felt my shaft flex back inside her pussy.

“Ahhh yes, ooo fuck!” Marlene cried.

Pulling out, I shoved my cock back inside her, making her cry turn into a yelp. I felt her arms snake around my arms and back and hold me to her as I thrusted inside her. Our eyes didn’t want to look away from another’s.

“Oh gahd, yes. Yes! Fuck me…” Marlene’s voice broke and her eyes took on a pleading look as I pounded inside her.

I saw the innocence hidden away within the hard exterior of the severe woman beneath me reappear in her eyes as I flexed inside her and felt her squeeze around me. Her eyes and moans engulfed me in a way that no other woman had before. She bit her lower lip in almost a frown as her screams grew louder and breath panted.

“Oh god… oh god! I’m gonna oh god I’m gonna cum!” she cried.

Thrusting inside her faster, I heard her octave change and her moans turn into screams as her fingernails dug into my back.

“I’m cumming!” she sang as she took another ragged and desperate breath. The whites of Marlene’s eyes appeared as her eyes rolled backwards and her ankles interlocked behind my back. My thrusts became short but quick as she stuffed my entire girth inside her tight pussy. It was when her body and pussy lips began to convulse that the orgasm struck me and I came hard inside her.

We kissed deeply as I swallowed her moans and she swallowed my grunts. Our sex organs communicated as I flexed inside her and her pussy clenched around me with every squirt of warm semen inside her.

We stared breathlessly at each other, panting and holding another just like we held on to the moment. The sun rose outside. Slices of sunlight shined through the corners of the motel window that weren’t covered by the thick curtain. Sleep claimed the two of us quicker than I could stop it. Our bodies pressed together, the world outside went away and there was only us.
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W
 e awoke in the late afternoon to honking horns and kids laughing as they ran up and down the stairs like it was a play gym. Marlene’s face pressed to my chest and my mouth and nose were buried in her sweet-scented hair. Separating felt like a task in itself. Our physically and emotionally exhausted bodies had rebooted and molded to one another. I couldn’t remember a time since my first deployment. I slept eight hours in a row like that.

We set to work getting some of the essentials we needed for the next few days. Using one of the dozen prepaid visa gift cards in the cash envelopes, I ordered from Walmart for groceries and clothes to be delivered from the nearby Walmart. I allowed Marlene to use the phone to select what clothes she wanted, which was a huge mistake. The twenty-minute window I gave her to shop turned into two hours of browsing their selection of clothes and all of that time was more focused on her complaining of the terrible low quality fashion sense the store possessed and how she would not be caught dead wearing any of that.

Conversely, my shopping lasted seven minutes where I found large plain t-shirts and bought three in black, found blue jeans with a thirty-two waist and bought two of them, and so on… an ultimatum had to be given when I realized she only had one pair of underwear added in the cart.

“Nope, that’s all you’re getting,” I said as I walked away with the phone and started the check-out process. “Enjoy your one pair of clean underwear and re-wearing your dirty yoga clothes…”

“Wait, wait, wait!” Marlene said in a panic as she chased after me.

“Nope, you had your chance. Our delivery window is about to close, so that’s it,” I said as I felt her hop on my back and stretch for the phone.

“No, no, I take it back—ah! I don’t even like that pair of underwear!” she swatted at the phone.

“For the love of…” I sighed in disbelief. Turning back towards the bed, I reached over my head and grabbed her back as I threw the woman over my shoulder and on to bed. She landed with a bounce on her back and let out a yelp and a giggle at the flight. Tossing the phone back to her, I looked at my watch and turned on the stopwatch setting. “You’ve got five minutes. At five minutes and one second, I’m buying whatever you have in that cart.”

“Okay, okay!” Marlene half laughed as her fingers bounced about on the screen.

Our delivery arrived without issue and Marlene had more to wear than just underwear, thankfully. Days went by of us locked in our room and never going out. It didn’t take long for it to become maddening for the both of them. Marlene was used to a certain level of prestige and social life. More nights than not, she spent out eating with friends, at this event, or that club. I was not a social butterfly, but I didn’t like to sit still. I had no gym for my morning workouts and could only do burpees and situps while Marlene watched from afar.

Without intending to, we fell into a routine of a couple over the course of the week spent together. Every night we fucked at least once, usually two or three times a day. Besides the obvious reason, it calmed us both down. Released from the stress and restlessness we both carried. Not able to escape Marlene’s questions, she found out about my past, my service, my dishonorable discharge from the special forces. I told maybe one day if she ever got me drunk enough, I’d tell her about that.

Marlene talked about her relegated status of second class wife due to her infertility and eventually her being shipped off to the United States ‘for her safety.’ I could tell it was hard for her. Not her treatment, though it was clear that too stung, but the fact that despite years of trying with her husband, she couldn’t bear his children. He had a daughter with a previous wife before they divorced, and who knows how many kids by now with various women, so she knew it was her fault.

On the third day, our photos were on the news. Still frames from the apartment lobby of me pulling a frightened-looking Marlene by her arm with my gun partially visible on my hip. That night I stopped shaving my face and ordered a pair of scissors and hair dye for Marlene. It was a battle to get her to do so, but I ultimately got her to trim her hair to shoulder length then bleach and dye it blond.

The fact that the police only released our photos and not those of the four suspects who killed the bellhop seemed strange to me.


Perhaps the Greeks have a contact in with the police?


I had gone through the four men’s wallets and found their IDs. All of them were local and none of them were Greek. It was on the seventh night in the hotel that I found something searching on the internet. One of the shooters I had killed had responded to a comment from an old highschool acquaintance on social media stating he worked for Blue Stone, which I located with ease because I almost worked there at one point.

The phone rang in my hand and it startled me so much I dropped it to the table. Marlene, who laid on the bed and was watching some reality TV show, sat up and muted the TV. I answered.

“Yes?”

“Good, you’re still alive.” Lorenzo’s relieved voice came through the speakerphone.

“What’s going on? We’ve been here for over a week now,” I said and stood to pace.

“The Greeks are everywhere. They killed the entire family, his ex-wife…”

“What of the little girl?” Marlene asked and moved closer to the speakerphone. “He had a child with his ex-wife. Is she safe?”

There was a long pause that told me she was not safe.

Lorenzo spoke cautiously. “We have not find her, yet.”

Marlene cupped a hand to her mouth in a gasp and grabbed my shoulder with the other hand. I nodded to her, trying to tell her it’ll be alright.

“I am close to getting you two new IDs created. I’m arranging transportation now, but it will take another day—two at the most,” Lorenzo assured.

“That’s good news. Hey, I think I found who the shooters were who came for Marlene. They work for a small private security company based here in Florida. Place called Blue Stone. They tried to recruit me to run their high value asset division when I got out of the service, but I took one look and saw the shit structure of the place and declined.”

“The Greeks must be contracting out in the United States,” Lorenzo thought aloud. “You must be careful. There’s no telling how many people they have paid off there. And I have checked on our three family guys there—all dead. You are all alone until I get you out of the country. Understand?”

“I understand.”

“Keep your phone close. I will call you soon.” Lorenzo hung up the phone.

Looking over to Marlene, I had hope in my eyes that wasn’t seen in Marlene’s expression.

“Caterina…” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“Caterina. That’s her name. The ex-wife’s daughter… she’s only ten years old…”

I made a face and almost asked how the daughter was so young if Marlene had been married to him for almost twenty years, but I stopped myself. Despite her concern for the girl, there was still the bite of jealousy at how her husband slept around so openly.

“You know better than I do,” I said rubbing my hands up and down her shoulders, “Lorenzo is good at what he does. If there is a way, he will find Caterina and get her out of there.”

Marlene nodded and melted into my arms like she was hiding from the cruel world we lived in.
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M
 arlene approached me from behind as I stood watching a news report. It was international news and a repeat of that. We had watched it three times already. ‘Bloodshed in Italy,’ it talked of the massacre of over forty men and women all over Tuscany, Rome, and the countryside that happened in one night a week ago. There still weren’t any details given, but they were now saying authorities believe it to be related to organized crime.


At this rate, they might have the story told in full in six years.


Marlene clicked off the TV with the remote and slid her hands around my shoulders. I was shirtless, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around my waist after having showered. She ran her finger over my biceps, my shoulders, and around to my chest. Her hands were explorative and teasing at the same time.

“Let the past go,” Marlene whispered. “Live in the now.”

A smile cracked on my lips as I looked over my shoulder to meet eyes with her. From her height, her gaze barely reached my shoulders. Her lips pecked at my back as her hands rubbed with intention. Turning around, I towered over the lady. Her newly dyed blond hair brushed over her shoulders. There was a dazzling look to the color of her eyes as she looked up in mine.

“Here and now,” I said as my hands rubbed down her back to her backside. She was already naked. Waiting for me. Marlene hid a smile as she nibbled on her lower lip.

“Here and now,” she whispered.

I picked her up by her ass and heard a giggle escape her. Marlene’s legs wrapped around my waist as I pushed her against the wall and pressed my lips to hers. In less than a week, this woman had enraptured me. I was connected to her, and she was to me. We were bonded together.

Dropping my towel to the floor, I fed the head of my cock between her moist lips. Marlene clapped her hand to my back, digging her fingernails in as her eyebrows went wide. With her back braced against the wall, I pumped my cock into her pussy with fast, spearing thrusts.

The kiss broke away quickly as Marlene arced her head back and moaned, “Oh god! Yes! Just like that. Fuck me. Fuck me hard!”

I rammed into her, thudding into the wall until the noise became too loud. Tossing her onto the bed, Marlene was already turning onto her hands and knees when I pulled her back by her hips. The ragged breaths escaping her lips sounded like moans as she spread her knees apart and I fed the head of my cock back inside her. Gripping the meat of her hips, I pulled back as I thrusted forward and heard a grunt of a groan.

“Ugh! Gah… you know how mm! you know how to do it. Fuck me, fuck me!” she moaned.

In a sprint of rough thrusts, my cock slammed in and out of the woman. Filling the room with the sounds of her moans and my body slamming into her, I clenched my teeth as I felt her squeezing on my shaft. Reaching forward with one hand, I grabbed a fistful of her blond hair and pulled her head back.

“Ohhh yeah, baby. Fuck me good… fuck me hard….” She sang. Her breasts clapped wildly together as I bucked inside her. Her perfect tits clapped together and swung up to her chest with every hard thrust.

My other hand lowered to her ass and began to smack each cheek in fast strikes. The clap filled the room nearly as loud as her moans for more did.

“Oh gahd yes! Smack your fucking filthy slut!”


Smack! Smack!


“Ooooooooh! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! You’re going to make me—” she gasped.


Smack! Smack! Smack!


“I’m cumming!” Marlene’s body began to clench as she clawed at the bed. “Oh my god, I’m cumming ahhh!”

Thrusting inside her continuously, I felt her orgasm contract on my shaft, causing me to fight how badly I wanted to cum. My hands fell to her sides, and I leaned forward as her slippery wet pussy felt too good as it milked me. Flicking her blond hair back and over her shoulder, Marlene eyed me seductively with desperate, watery eyes.

“Cum inside me, baby! Cum inside me!” she begged.

“Ugh!” I groaned as I lost control. My hands cupped her luscious breasts and squeezed her body back against mine as I shoved deep inside her and held. My throbbing cock flexed over and over as spurts of cum filled her pussy. We collapsed onto the bed with my softening cock still twitching inside her. I went to move but felt Marlene reach behind her and grab at my arm.

“No!” she smiled at me over her shoulder. “I like the feel of you inside me. Stay…”

Kissing the back of her neck, I laid back on top of her and interlocked my fingers with hers.
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T
 he call came sooner than we expected. The next afternoon Lorenzo called and gave the address of an old fast-food restaurant that had since been shut down.

“It’s duct taped behind a bush beside the door. A manilla envelope. It has all your IDs in it. Go quickly,” Lorenzo said.

While he was on speakerphone, I pulled up the address on my map. “No, there needs to be a better location. That’s almost on the opposite side of the city from us. Pick some place closer,” I said.

“I didn’t pick it. My contact did,” Lorenzo snapped.

“Have him pick another place then!”

“He already dropped the package. He won’t go back. It’s too risky.”

“Shit.” I stared at the door to the hotel room for a long minute.

“Lorenzo,” Marlene asked. “Have you found Caterina yet?”

There was a pause that sounded like Lorenzo was caught off guard. “No, not yet. I’m still looking for her. Michael, my contact, left instructions in the envelope for how to get out of the country. Hurry,” Lorenzo hung up his phone.

Marlene was already celebrating with a dance at the prospect of leaving the hotel room, but I was still chewing over how to execute this play. I didn’t like Marlene driving across town with me, but I didn’t like leaving her alone here either.

“Okay, here’s how we’re going to do this,” I said as I loaded the second pistol and placed it on the end table beside the bed. “I’m going to go get this envelope right now, but you’re staying here.”

“The fuck I am,” Marlene’s face turned stern as she stepped to me. I was a head taller, so her tactic was not intimidating.

“I’m leaving everything but my weapon here so if I don’t return call Lorenzo and he’ll walk you through this,” I said, ignoring her response. “This gun here is loaded. All you have to do is pull the trigger. If anyone tries to get in here, you keep shooting until they don’t move any more.”

Marlene’s face became sunken as she saw my resolve was greater than hers.

“Listen, I don’t know if this is an ambush or not. I don’t know if people will follow us, plus we are both more recognizable together than apart,” I said.

With pouting lips, Marlene admitted defeat and said okay. Hugging me tightly, she gave me a kiss that lingered and begged to continue until it ended. “Just hurry back.” She commanded.

“I will.”

I took three different cab rides to get to the drop point and three more to return to the hotel just to make sure I wasn’t followed. The envelope was just where it was supposed to be. Aside from a few homeless, no one was there that drew my attention. On the second cab ride back to the hotel, I flipped through the documents. Driver’s licenses, social security cards, back accounts, passports, birth certificates… Lorenzo’s contact was thorough. Assuming they were all valid and accurate, all they were missing now was money to disappear.

Things were falling into place. I could see a way through. I could see a future. Arriving back at the hotel, I breathed easier for the first time since the shooting began. Then I saw our hotel door was partially open.
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I
 t was dark by the time I made it back to the hotel room. My gun drawn, I kicked open the door and knew instantly what had happened. Part of me wondered if I always knew in the back of my head. I just didn’t want to admit it. Marlene was gone. No one was there. And one of the beds was knocked to the side as if there was a struggle.


They had taken her. They had taken her.


Kicking the other bed into the wall, I cursed, “Fucking Lorenzo!”

He set this up. He was the only one who could have tracked the phone to our location. He placed the package far away to create a window to get Marlene.


It was Lorenzo. It was Lorenzo!


As if the trader piece of shit himself had heard his thoughts, the phone started ringing. I shot up with my gun at the ready. It took a minute of searching for the phone to see that it had been thrown into the corner of the room. There were eighteen missed calls over the last hour from Lorenzo’s number. I answered in rage, not caring of the possible ramifications.

“Don’t go! Did you go? Michael, it’s a trap. Are you there?” Lorenzo yelled breathlessly before I could even speak.

“You sold us out, you piece of fucking shit!” I screamed into the phone.

“I didn’t have a choice,” Lorenzo said. His voice was tired and strained. Like he was exhausted, injured, or both.

“The fuck you didn’t! You coward. They took her! They knew exactly where we were. They broke in and took her from the hotel. I swear to god I’m going to find you…”

“They had found us. I was with Caterina, Tommasco’s daughter, from his previous marriage. They used her as leverage. I couldn’t let them hurt her,” Lorenzo said.

I sneered, not wanting to believe it and even wondering if I cared.

“And how are you calling me now if you were taken?” I replied.

“The Greeks made a mistake. I was able to get free and escape with Tommasco’s daughter. We’re driving to a safe house now. That’s why they didn’t kill Marlene. Without Tommasco’s daughter as a hostage, they need Marlene to keep the rest of the operation working smoothly. The Greeks are after our distribution. They want our infrastructure. They needed a family hostage to keep them from acting out.”

“Marlene’s alive?” I said in wonder. The thought never occurred to me. I always assumed they took her to execute in front of someone or to do something terrible to her elsewhere.

“She’s alive and they won’t lay a finger on her as long as operations continue to move smoothly.” Lorenzo spoke to a young girl in the background with the phone away from his face. It sounded like he was reassuring her of something. “Listen, Michael. This is more than you signed on for and it’s a long shot at best, but… I have an address of where they’re taking her. There’s a small window before she’s moved and we lose her forever. If you’re able to get her back before then, I might be able to get you both out of the country. There’s a house and an account in the Cayman Islands. Totally off the books. No one knows about them except me and Tommasco. You save her and they’re yours.”

“Tell me where Marlene is,” I demanded, “now.”
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T
 he Port of Miami was one of the busiest ports in the United States. It serviced thousands of shipping container freighters coming in and going out of the country. Tourists loaded up in seven different cruise lines. Lorenzo stated there was a finite window tonight where both Marlene would be brought and loaded onto a shipping container there and the ship will remain in port. He warned, though, that once the ship shoved off, if she was on it and I was not, Marlene would be lost.

“The ship would sail directly to Greece,” Lorenzo warned. “And once in their territory. It would be untouchable.”

“I still don’t trust you,” I had said. “How do I know you aren’t sending me into a trap?”

“The Greeks don’t give two shits about you,” Lorenzo huffed through the phone. His Italian accent grew thicker in his exhaustion. “It’s Marlene. Marlene is all that matters. Do you hear me? They will have all their men. All there… how do you say, contractors guarding the terminal… You will be alone when you do this…”

“I know,” I sneered. “What terminal? What ship?”

“Terminal seven. The ship is called the Isabelle. The ship leaves at midnight.”

I looked at my watch. It was already 10:30pm. “Do you know the cabin number or⁠—”

“The man I questioned did not say, and he is no longer able to answer,” Lorenzo said. “She will be close to the front. Near the captain’s cabin. Michael, listen to me. If you rescue her… get her to the safe house. I will make you a rich man.”

I hung up the phone and tossed it to the floor. There were no more benefits it could bring me, only risk. It was true, if the Greeks or Lorenzo had wanted me dead, they could have had a bomb waiting for me with the package of IDs. A sniper or anything. I would be dead if he truly betrayed us. Besides, I had to take this chance to rescue her, even if its possibility of success was slight.

Taking the black trash bag from the motel bin, I dumped the cash, jewels, and IDs inside and tied it off. I pocketed all the magazines I possessed and holstered my pistol. I took a cab and had them drop off on the side of the road about a mile shy of the port. Walking the rest of the way, I was along on the desolate road.

When I neared the front entrance, I found a patch of tall grass and weeds beside a unique traffic sign covered in pink graffiti and stashed the black trash bag of money and jewels.


Either I’ll be back in an hour’s time for this or I’m going to make a homeless man’s dreams with this trash bag when they find it.
 I snickered and gave myself a last chance to back out of my suicide mission. There are billions out there. Am I sure I want to die for this one?


Biting my lip, I nodded to myself and whispered aloud, “yes… yes…”

Hopping the chain-link fence, I landed hard and stepped softly across the open fields heading for the shipping docks. The smell of salt water came as I traded the grassy fields for the hard pavement. The night was my friend. I stuck to the shadows as I took to the open concrete. Three football fields of nothing but open concrete where a sniper could take me out or anyone with a focused eye could spot me. I had trained for missions like this. I had executed hostage recovery missions like this before, but never alone. Special forces worked as a team. That was why we were so effective. So deadly. We covered each other’s blind spots.

I had no one covering me as I approached Terminal seven.
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A
 lone man walked the front of the office building along the perimeter. He puffed on a cigarette and let his MP5 submachine dangle uselessly off of its shoulder strap as if it was a purse. Definitely Blue Stone security. The laziness and unprofessionalism oozed from his every step and movement. I was armed with only my pocket knife and my pistol. I knew that as soon as I fired one round off, all the security would be on high alert and most would probably be converging on me. This was a zero-sum mission. Either I saved her, or we all died. There was no halfway about it.

I had to keep this quiet as long as possible before making a gunshot. Preferably, if I could do this entire op without firing a single round, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Carefully, I flicked open my knife so not even the blade’s locking mechanism would alert my target. Waiting for my window, I started walking for the guard with long strides and soft feet. Only once I had halved the distance did I start to run. Whether it was the sound of my feet crunching across the gravel filled asphalt or just the innate human sixth sense of a predator’s presence, the man turned while I was still five steps away.

The gasp the man made was loud, but not nearly as loud as a gunshot. He was still fiddling with where his weapon hung off of him when I lunged. Diving on top of him, the two of us rolled and our hands struck and grabbed one another. I grabbed at his weapon in such a way that he couldn’t get a finger into the trigger guard and tied the weapon to his chest. He turned, trying to free it from my grasp, which is when I took my opening. Taking the blade in my other hand, I reached around his neck and slit his throat. Holding him to the ground as I listened to the gurgle of death escape him, I scanned my surroundings, ensuring no others were alerted.

Satisfied, I stood and began stripping away what I needed. The MP5 machine gun, three spare clips, a cell phone, and a small walkie-talkie. Closing my knife, I pocketed it and shouldered the sub-machine gun as I ran for the office building.

Entering the office building through the first unlocked door I came across, I scanned with my weapon high. The building was dark. All the lights were turned off, but it wasn’t empty. I heard talking. Maybe it was a TV. Taking the hallway, my eyes looked over the dark empty rooms that I passed as I neared the sound. Taking a corner, I saw an office light that was spilling out into the second hallway. I approached and heard two men talk.


Americans. English accents.


They spoke of nothing of importance. Basketball. If they thought the Miami Heat were going to win tomorrow. Stopping beside the door, I heard clinking glass and coffee being poured. It wasn’t an office, it was a break room. Two men. Both their hands were busy, it sounded like. I clicked open my knife and moved it to my left hand and kept the MP5 in my right.

Listening and waiting, I prepared myself for what was about to happen. I knew that this was when things could easily go down hill. The moment I heard the refrigerator open, I took the corner. I had to adjust my plans on the fly. The man with his head buried in the fridge was the closest man to men and blocking the way to the second man, who sat at a table in the back of the room. His shotgun rested just out of reach on the kitchen counter. Pressing the muzzle of the submachine gun into the fridge man’s back, approximately where his spine was, I pulled the trigger twice and let him fall. His body cut the sound of the gunshots in half but made a mess as blood sprayed the room and my body.

The second man had lunged for his shotgun and had just laid two hands on it. He would get his shotgun on me before I could turn back the other way and point mine at him. Thinking fast and on my feet, I kept turning the way I had been turning and let go of my gun. Relying on my distance and a little luck, I whipped my left around with the knife in my fist like a pickaxe. The blade penetrated his chest and knocked his hands off the gun. Closing the distance, I covered his mouth with my right as I cut his throat with my left.

Easing his body to the ground, I listened intently for anything. Doors opening and closing, shouting in the distance. Anything that would show I hadn’t muffled my gunshots enough. Seconds turned into minutes and I heard no other sounds. Looking down at my watch, I cursed to myself.


11:48PM, and the boat leaves at midnight…


Closing my knife once more, I once more pocketed it and started moving. My MP5 up, I cleared as I ran to the back of the building. Cutting through a warehouse, I saw out the back window a shipping container ship and under the gray moonlight I could read, ‘The Isabelle.’


This is it.


I saw no more guards between me and the ship, but there ought to have been. Either they were the ones I just gunned down or there were more hidden somewhere. Either way, I didn’t have time to play this slow and cautious.


Zero-sum mission,
 I reminded myself.

Pushing out the door, I sprinted for the ship. I kept the MP5 locked tightly in my hands as I ran. My eyes shifting left then right and seeing no one. That made it all the more difficult when I was three-quarters on the way there and the shooting began. Bullets snapped at my feet and chased after me. Changing my direction of travel so I would be harder to follow, I turned towards the shots and saw a man raised two stories up in a crane.

I fired ten shots haphazardly towards him, which got him thinking defensively, not offensively. His elevation was great for firing down on a target, but terrible for cover, as he had none. Slowing to a halt, I blew out my breath as my sights steadied on the target and I fired a quick burst of rounds that trembled his body and made him go limp.

Two more men fired from atop of the ship’s deck as I reached the loading plank that zig zagged onto the ship. Refusing to slow so that they could launch early and get away, I sprinted up the plank with bullets ricocheting off the metal railing beside me as I ran. I emptied my bullets into my gun at the two men and drew my pistol as I reached the top. I fired three shots into the first man’s chest, then dove and rolled to my side as I put five more into the second guy.

Standing, I reloaded my pistol and ran for the bridge. The cabin light that lit up the window showed two men scrambling in a panic. The horn blared, and I felt the ship begin to move as they shoved us off the dock early. I didn’t care. I needed to find her. That was my only focus.

The bridge was locked. I took a step backwards and fired five rounds into the porthole window, then used the butt of the gun to shatter it. Reaching inside, I undid the latch.

“Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot! I’m just the captain!” the shaggy black haired man yelled in broken english. His Greek accent confirmed I was on the right boat.

“Where is she?” I yelled as I approached the man, my pistol aimed between his eyes.

Tears dripped down his cheeks as the captain’s knees wobbled. With a trembling hand, he pointed down the second walkway heading towards the belly of the boat. “44A-152, next to the captain’s quarters,” he whimpered. I stormed down the walk way leaving the man alive for now. I might need him
 . Following the signs, I went upstairs and took a quick corner, only to walk into a barrage of gunfire. Sharp pain cut my shoulder and chest and quickly went numb as I focused on the fight.

Two shooters were at the next crossing, peppering my location with bullets. Dropping to the ground, I grunted as I felt my shoulder scream in pain. Taking slow concentrated shots, I fired rounds into their shins, knees, belly, and head. Stumbling from side to side, I worked my way to my feet and groaned as I glanced at the gunshot wound to my shoulder.

“Michael!” Marlene shouted.

My eyes became alive as her voice was like a shot of adrenaline. It sounded distant and close at the same time.

“Ma… Marlene!” I panted, ejecting one magazine and preparing to load another.

“Michael, look out!” Marlene shouted. Her voice yelling from the next room up the hall.

Without warning, a handgun appeared next to my head. Smacking it to the side, I felt the rush of wind from the bullet buzzing my face as he fired. The man with black hair slicked back tried to fire again, but I abandoned my gun to grab his. Twisting back and forth in the skinny corridor, we battled for the weapon. Holding it over our heads, I punched him twice in the nose. He dropped the gun but grabbed my throat with two hands and head butted me, causing a spill of blood to leak from my nose.

“No!” Marlene cried from the other room, watching our fight in the hall.

The man shook me from wall to wall, slamming against each one before tripping me and squeezing the air from my throat.

“Michael, get up!” Marlene demanded, and I saw a blur of her person from where I laid. She was tied to a pipe that ran along the wall.

Leaning back, I twisted and slammed my forearm into the man’s hands, creating enough space to breathe a breath of air. Twisting to my side, I slammed the tip of my elbow into his ear and heard him yelp. With the distance created, I got on top of him and rained down five hard punches to the cheers of Marlene over my shoulder. Finding the man’s gun behind me, I turned back and pressed the muzzle to his forehead and pulled the trigger.

Stumbling into Marlene’s room, I was a mess. Blood covered my face and body that was both mine and strangers, but Marlene didn’t seem to mind.

“You came for me! You came!” she bounced in excitement.

“I’ll never leave you again,” I huffed as I moved over to her and sawed away the rope on her wrists with my knife. Her hands grabbed at my clothes desperately.

“We have to hurry,” she said, looking at the door. “There were like fifteen of them on this boat.”

It was then, just as I cut her loose, that the sound of feet pounding on the metal floor grates filled the hall.

“Come on now, hurry!” I said, pulling her to my back as I turned back to the door. I saw the men fill the stairwell where I had just come from. Not waiting to see what they would do, I fired six times and told Marlene to run. Firing two more times, I ran behind her as the men started firing back at us. I didn’t have enough bullets or energy to kill them all.

Pulling Marlene back when she passed a set of stairs, we went down and zig zagged through entrances until I felt the breeze of the Miami air. Making it outside onto the deck, I saw the thousand of stars blinking in the clear sky and the Miami shore was hundreds of yards behind us.

“Come on, we have to jump,” I said as I took her down another set of stairs to get to the side of the ship.

“Jump?! Are you crazy? I can’t—” Marlene protested as I pulled her along.

“We have to now, before we’re too far away to swim,” I replied.

“We’re too far to swim now!” she said.

Wrapping my uninjured arm around her waist, I pulled her to me tightly and kissed her hard and deep. She hesitated, but kissed me back. The sound of the other men thundered up the stairs and after us. We only had seconds.

Still kissing Marlene, I leaned over the railing and she screamed as we both fell into the ocean water below.
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L
 ike an anvil dropped in the ocean, the pair of us hit the water and sank in the bottomless depth of the ocean black. I was not proud to say that I was terrified of the ocean and had more than one fear involving being in the water while a massive thousand tonne ship rushed beside me. Needless to say, getting swept into the massive propellers was included in that list of fears.

Kicking wildly and hard, I held on to Marlene’s arm with one hand and swam to the surface with the other. Every second beneath the surface was petrifying. My lungs burned for air. With every stroke I swore I would burst through the surface, but never did. I worried I had rescued Marlene just to drown her. Then it happened.

Cutting through the surface, I gasped a harsh breath of air, and moments later Marlene did too. I turned and saw the ship had passed us by twenty yards already. Finally, taking my first breaths of relief, I turned to Marlene, who clung to me.

“Are you alright? Are you… are you hurt?” I spat up a mouthful of salt water.

“No, no, but I… I don’t swim well. Can we make it to shore?” Marlene asked. Her voice filled with trepidation.

“We will.”

It took the better part of an hour, but we made it to a railing on the docks. I barely had the strength to pull myself from the water. My wounded shoulder flared with pain.

“Oh, you’re hurt!” were Marlene’s first words once we were out of the water. I leaned on her as we left. We cut through a different terminal lot than before and walked out the gate as a car came in. It took a bit more walking to find where I had stashed the trash bag of money, but we found it.

There was another two-hour walk to the nearest hotel. It was a step up from the motel they stayed in for over a week, but not by much. We shared a long, hot shower together. It was filled with no talk. Just our arms resting around each other’s necks. Our foreheads leaned together in peace for the moment.

Our exit from the country was one of plain sight. Lorenzo had bought us tickets to board a cruise ship that visited the Caribbean over the next week. One of the stops would be Jamaica. We would get off on the visit but would not return to the ship. The cruise ship departed in six hours.

Marlene cleaned and bandaged my wounds and I must have dozed off in the bed while I laid there. My sleep was heavy and deep as my body and mind recovered from the night before. I awoke hours later with a kiss to my cheek.

“Shhhh…” Marlene whispered into my ear as she kissed my cheek, then kissed a spot lower to my neck. “Don’t move a muscle. Don’t say a word.”

She instructed as she pulled my boxers down around my ankles with one hand. Her hand found my shaft and gently stroked it up and down as she spoke.

“I want you to relax. I want you to just lay there and let me thank you…”

Marlene pumped my shaft until it throbbed in her and the girth and length outgrown her small hands as she stroked me. My breath increased as I felt her body shaped to mine as she ground her sex into the side of my hips.

“Mmmm, I want you to know how thankful I am… mmm… I want you to know that I am yours…” Marlene panted and bit down on my ear before sucking on my earlobe. “I want you to know that I’ll forever be your dirty fucking slut…”

There was a smile in her whisper of a voice as she spoke. Her grip was firm but loose around my shaft as she milked me. Pre-cum spilled down my shaft and onto her hand as she massaged the mess over my shaft.

“That wherever we go, wherever we are, that you can have this pussy,” Marlene purred into my ear and then released a tempered whimper. “This wet pussy is yours. Yours to finger, yours to eat, yours to fuck, ahmmm…”

I was close to cumming and Marlene knew it. Flicking her still wet hair out of her face, she lowered her lips to the bulbous head of my cock and began to passionately tongue and devour it with her lips wrapped around the head. When my body flexed and I came, I barely felt the tinge in my wounded shoulder as the orgasm was so powerful. My balls flexed up into my body as Marlene drained every drop of cum into her mouth before letting my cock go.

We fell asleep for our few hour nap in that position. Me, passed out on my back, and she, with her cheek resting on my belly.
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S
 etting foot on the cruise line felt alien. Like they were walking on a different planet from where they were the night before. They departed from the same port I had killed so many men the night prior, but it was a different terminal. The documents Lorenzo had prepared for them worked flawlessly. No one gave the pair a second look, apart from the bruises I wore.

We were still exhausted from our midnight swim we endured in this very same water, so we didn’t linger to wave at the United States as we pulled away. Everyone else who did would see the country again in seven days, but us? We were never coming back.

In the presidential suite, the two of us fell asleep naked in each other’s arms. The balcony door so the warm breeze could lull us as we traveled towards our new life. That afternoon I awoke to Marlene’s naked body sat over top of me. She slowly pulled at my bandages over my shoulder that were red with crusted blood.

“We need to change your bandages,” she said.

“How do you feel?”

“Fine,” Marlene said quickly as she grabbed new bandaging from her bag. I grabbed her hand, getting her attention.

“I mean, how are you doing?” I asked.

Marlene hesitated and smiled, but a wisp of a frown followed by tears filled her eyes.

“I never… when they took me and put me on that ship,” Marlene sniffled. “I thought that was it. I thought that would be the last time I saw America. The outside… you…”

I clasped her hand in mine as she raised the other to caress my cheek and hold my gaze.

“And when I saw you… when you came for me… I never… My mother sold me off to some gangster at seventeen, my husband shipped me off to another country when there was no use for me… I never have known anyone to care for me like you…”

Looking into her starry eyes, I didn’t know what to say, so I said the only true thing I had already affirmed to myself. “I’d die for you.”

Marlene's eyebrows lifted as she melted before me. Her lips met mine. We kissed long, and we kissed deep. “And I, you,” she whispered in my ear.

Her bag was brushed to the floor gently as her legs positioned around my hips. We moved slowly and with ease. She brought me down to the bed carefully. Removing my bloody bandage from my shoulder, she gently kissed down my neck and around my wound that had finally closed. I reached for her body and felt the curves of her luscious body. Down the arch of her back as she laid on me up to the plump round ass that I squeezed, I felt her entire body.

Her lips returned to mine, and she spent minutes exploring my mouth with her tongue. Her lips kissing mine, I felt her hands undoing my belt slowly and deliberately. Stroking my cock to life, she lifted her skirt and fed my shaft inside her slowly. Her wet, tight lips accepted his cock and squeezed it as she eased herself down on him.

“Ooo hmm,” she whimpered into me as we kissed.

Sliding her hips up and down on my cock, she rode me slowly. She rode me passionately. Keeping me on my back, she raised up to pull her shirt off, revealing her perfectly sculpted round breasts. Riding my shaft at a steady pace, her breasts swayed and bounced before as she cried out moans she couldn’t swallow.

“Oh, my god… Oh my… yes, yes! Please, oh god, cum inside me! I want you to cum in… side… ahh…” she moaned. Rocking into me with every syllable.

Grunting, I felt her body begin to seize just as my cock began to pulse inside her. Hooking my hand around the back of her neck, I pulled her lips down to mine. We kissed deeply as my cock spurted strings of cum deep inside of her. Sharing a moment that neither of us wanted to end, we stayed in that position for the rest of the afternoon. Listening to seagulls squawking and the waves crashing, we fell asleep again in each other’s arms.
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T
 he three days aboard the cruise ship were some of the best days of my life to that point. We hid amongst thousands of people and talked to no one but each other. Eating, drinking, dancing, and recovering. Taking nothing but the trash bag of IDs, cash, and jewels, we walked off the ship on the third day and made our way across the island of Jamaica. From there we found a fisherman who took us to a Caribbean island Lorenzo had told me about.

It took three more days of travel to arrive. The house was a compound on the beach. A four-bedroom house on stilts with metal gates surrounding the two acres it sat on. Surrounded by a forest and nature, the town which had a market was a three-minute drive away.

“This is Tomascos?” Marlene asked as she walked through the large living room with vaulted ceiling. The furniture appeared brand new and old at the same time. Like it had been purchased and decorated a decade ago but never lived in. Never sat on. Never slept in.

“No, this is yours,” I said, running my finger over the dusty 75 inch TV screen.

“Ours,” Marlene corrected with a smile. “Is it safe?”

“Lorenzo said this place was kept completely off the books. Unrelated to any of his other accounts.”

“And where is Lorenzo? Should we be worried?”

“He spoke of an account with money… I thought he would be here. We will give him time,” I said.

“What will we do in the meantime?” Marlene fell into one of the couches, her eyes finding mine with a wicked smile.
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“A
 hhh!” Marlene released a high-pitched scream as she ran inside from the rain. The thunder-storm came out of nowhere while we finished our shopping at the market. Luckily, we were nearly home by the time the worst of it began. Marlene’s royal blue lacy sun dress clung to her skin as the wet fabric turned into a bodysuit and water dripped from her heavy skirt.

The trickle of raindrops had turned into the heavy patter of fat droplets soaking every inch of us. I set the three bags of fresh fruit and vegetables on the kitchen counter as I jogged inside behind her. Marlene walked to our back deck and looked out over the ocean and saw the gray sky as it growled and emptied its water down onto the Earth. She leaned her hair to one side and combed the water that was absorbed into it.

“God, look at that,” she gawked. I swiped a palm full of water from my face. My dark gray polo shirt hugged my thick chest and broad back like it was a bathing suit. I joined the view behind her. Lightning cut through the clouds like lights along the lines between a jigsaw puzzle. The long, low growl grew from a distant place in the sky that sent a shiver through Marlene. She backed into me and half turned into my chest.

“Hey…” I said with my calloused palm, cupping her cheek and turning her face up to mine. “You’re safe. I won’t let anyone touch you again. I’ll protect you.”

Marlene’s eyes danced from side to side as she stared up at me. Like she read a book hidden behind her my irises. A smile sprouted on her lips as her arms snaked up my chest and around my neck as she pulled me into a long, lingering kiss. Marlene’s tongue pushed into my mouth and twisted against as my palm brushed along her face and combed her wet hair out of her face and behind her ear. Her sensual kiss was powerful enough to stir my cock in my jeans as I felt it grow against the fabric.

My hand slid down to her throat. The thumb and fingers gently grasped around her neck as I kissed her hard and tilted her head back. She pushed me backwards and our kiss broke apart for a moment as I fell against a wall briefly. The devious smile she made turned into a snicker as she chased me down and hopped onto me like a cat. My hands caught under her butt as her thighs closed around my hips and her arms around my neck. Her forehead rolled against mine as her lips pecked mine, her tongue teased mine, but constantly hovered an inch over my face.

“You want to fuck me, baby?” Marlene rasped in a desperate voice. “You want to put your cum deep inside me?”

I carried the sexy woman into the bedroom as she whined in her high-pitched voice. Her hot breath bathed my cheek and earlobe.

“I don’t want to be your good girl tonight,” Marlene whispered, as a crack of thunder rumbled through the surrounding house. She bit my earlobe, then tongued it soothingly before continuing. “I want to be your bad girl. Fuck me like that bad bad girl I am, baby. I want it hard, baby.”

Tossing her down on the bed, I heard her yelp in excitement and fear as she bounced on the California king mattress. Grabbing the base of my shirt, I pulled it off along with my jeans and tossed them in the corner of the room. Snatching Marlene’s ankles, I yanked her down to the edge of the bed, making her skirt ride up past her butt to her lower back. Her wet blue dress pulled around the sides of her breasts, restraining them as they bounced up and down her every movement. The cold, wet fabric made her hard nipples pierce through the fabric like two enormous diamonds.

“Wait, let me feel it,” Marlene protested, holding up a hand reaching down to grab my cock. “I want to stroke—ahh!”

Ignoring her demands, I fed the bulb of my head between her warm, wet pussy lips and shoved inside her. Marlene’s lips parted, and I felt her pussy walls squeeze on my cock.

“Ohhh! Gahhh!” Marlene moaned as she arched her back. Her mouth was wide and her eyes squinted as I fed my shaft deeper inside her. I pulled on her thick, clammy thighs and brought her hips to the edge of the bed where I stood as I pounded inside her. “Ahhh oh yes!”

Her breasts bounced like they moved on their own. The thickness and size of them lowered on her chest as they bounced circles, leaning to both sides of her chest with every thrust. Fucking her faster, I heard our wet bodies collide and clap together as my fingers dug into her tender thighs just as my cock penetrated her aching lips.

“Fffuck! You keep this up, baby, and I’m going to cum alr—” Marlene started, but gasped and let her eyes go wide when I folded her legs to her chest and forced every inch of my cock inside her. Slamming the thick shaft in and out of her, the pressure became too much. “Ohhh! I’m cumming! I’m fucking cumming!”

My shaft filled her up, hooking against her G-spot with every thrust as her body seized and meaty thighs clapped together defensively. I pulled my cock out of her just as the pressure peaked and a squirt of her juices dribbled across the bed cover between us.

“Ohhh fuck! Oh gahd yes! Ohhh…” Marlene shuddered as her hands shook and she worked herself back and forth like she was trying to burrow her body under the bed to rest.

But I wasn’t finished with my bad girl.

Reaching between her trembling arms, I grabbed the neck of her dress on her chest and, with one powerful rip, tore the dress down the middle. Her breasts and belly button ring exposed, Marlene covered herself instinctually.

“Ah! Wha… what are you doing?” Marlene protested, but it only took one hard pull on her skirt to rip the remaining dress from her and send her body rolling onto the bed.

Marlene was completely nude and staggering to get on her hands and knees and orient herself towards me when my fingers found holds on her boney hips and yanked her backside towards me.

“Ooo!” she cried out and giggled at her forced position on her hands and knees. “Wait wait wait, I’m not ready—oh! Fuck!”

My hard cock pierced her dripping pussy lips like a javelin. My hands gripped the meat of her hips just below the bend in her waist as I pulled out and rammed back inside her.

“Oh gahd, yes!” she sang.

Slamming my cock in and out of her, I watched Marlene press her forehead into the bedcover as her small hands twisted the fabric into her balled fists. Ramming my hard shaft in and out, my eyes lingered at her sleek, beautiful back and the curve it made as she moaned into the bed. After a few moments passed, she slowly raised her face from the bed and flipped her wet hair back and over her head. It smacked the middle of her back with a wet thwack
 ! Looking over her shoulder at me with desperate eyes.

“Fuck me, Michael… fuck me… use me like your slut ahhh!” she begged.

I grabbed a handful of her wet hair and yanked her head back hard. It made her scream and moan at the same time. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath her body with every hard thrust. Her back formed an arch as I thrusted inside her, my cock flexing wildly as the grip of her pussy became too much.

“Oh fuck! Oh gahd yes. Fuck me. Fuck me!” Marlene grunted through gritted teeth.


Smack!


I slapped her ass cheek hard with my other hand, making her ass red and the meat jiggle.

“AH! Yes!” Marlene screamed, and I felt her push her ass harder back against me.


Smack! Smack! Smack!


“Oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming again! Ohh gah!” Marlene cried.

I felt her pussy clench on my throbbing cock and nearly doubled over as I groaned in her ear. The pressure squeezing my shaft became too much as I forced my cock deep inside her pussy. Feeling her wet lips milk my cock, I came just as I felt Marlene’s arm reach above her shoulder and pull my face to hers.

“Yes, yes!” Marlene moaned in her lovely accent. “Give me all that fucking cum!”

My shaft was buried in her pussy. I felt her lips pulse around my cock as she came on me.

My heart felt as though it would beat through my chest. It was pounding so hard. Falling out of her after a moment, we crawled into the bed and made do with wrapping the comforter over our intertwined naked bodies. In the shadow of the blanket, we made out for what could have been hours as the storm of rain pattered the roof and windows that surrounded us. Marlene fell asleep with her arms wrapped tightly around my back and her cheek pressed in the center of my chest. And slowly, I dozed away to sleep with my nose brushed between her drying hair, thinking, “this is what heaven must be.”
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T
 hree weeks went by in a blur. We ate fresh fruit from the market and fresh fish from the seas. The people from the nearby town were slowly becoming familiar to each of us. The friendly faces of the markets, bars, and restaurants were known to Marlene, while the local police officers, who seemed as corrupt as any other second world police department, were known to me.

Manny was one of the friendlier officers. He seemed like a man who kept his word and was malleable to the ways of the world. It was with his help that I found a dealer to purchase a handgun and a few extra magazines in case of an emergency. I didn’t expect to hear from Lorenzo immediately, but the more time passed, the more suspicious I became. It was just the way my mind worked. In the early mornings before Marlene woke, I’d sit and stare at the beach and make secondary plans in case we had to leave this place. If the Greeks found this place somehow, or if Lorenzo gave us up. We had enough money to last us a few more months, but soon we’d have to look for work, which would only expose us further.

It was on one such morning that I heard a car pull into our long, secluded driveway. Heading inside, I grabbed the handgun stashed behind and canvas painting on the wall and peaked out the window. It was Manny. I could tell by the police car, but there was someone in the passenger seat. I could see movement, but couldn’t make out details. Manny was a local. Dark skin, bald, and with a mustache. The middle-aged man had a wife and four kids. I liked him from our few conversations, but if he had brought someone that would endanger Marlene, I wouldn’t have a problem ending his life in a heartbeat.

Slipping my handgun in the back of my waistband, I adjusted my shirt and stepped out as Manny approached.

“Hey, big man. How are you?” Manny asked with a smile.

I shook his hand and smiled cautiously. “Good. What brings you here so early?”

“Ah, yes, I am sorry,” he said. “There was a message for you. They wanted me to bring it to you.”

“They?” I asked and inched my hand closer to the gun in my waistband.

“The men at the docks. There was a shipment that came in on a container ship.” Manny pointed towards the town where the docks were. “Aboard was a message for you—well, for this residence.”

“What’s the message?” I asked. Manny looked back at his car and waved the second person towards them.

“What’s going on?” Marlene’s voice surprised me. She stepped outside into the morning sun, still wearing her black silk nightgown. It bristled and danced in the wind.

A panic peaked in me as I wanted to yell at her to go back inside, but I didn’t want to lose control of the moment. All that panic dampened though when I looked back to the car. The passenger in the car was a child. A young girl no more than ten years old with black hair that danced over her shoulders.

Marlene gasped and approached my side.

“She had a letter with this address and nothing more,” Manny said and handed me a piece of paper, confirming that.

“Caterina?” Marlene asked. And the young girl looked up for the first time. Her watery, scared eyes found Marlene’s and the young girl melted into the woman’s arms in a swift and deep embrace. It was her. The boss’ daughter from another marriage. The little girl Lorenzo had betrayed us in order to protect…

“May I leave her with you then?” Manny asked, but it was Marlene who answered.

“Yes, yes. Thank you Manny,” she said, holding back tears.

“My pleasure,” Manny smiled and shook my hand before returning to his car.

Releasing Caterina, Marlene lowered to a knee as she introduced us to the girl. “I’m Marlene and this is Michael. Are you Caterina?”

“Yes,” the girl said. She appeared on the verge of tears, but perhaps that was because of her long journey. She looked at Michael for a long moment. “You’re Michael?”

“That’s right,” I said.

“Michael and Marlene,” the girl whispered to herself, then undid one of her shoes.

“What are you doing?” Marlene giggled.

Caterina removed the shoe and the sole of the shoe and removed a zip lock back with a note in it. “Lorenzo told me to give this to you.”

I shared a look with Marlene as I undid the bag and opened the note.




‘Michael,





Below you will find the account number for Tommasco’s emergency fund. In it you’ll find thirteen million dollars. His wife and child are all that remains of him. They will be hunted as long as they live. Keep Caterina safe. Keep Marlene safe. You’re the only one who can.





Thank you my friend,



Lorenzo’




I took a deep and long breath and handed the paper to Marlene to read. Softening my voice for the first time and lowering myself to a crouch so I didn’t loom over the child, I looked at the girl with hopeful eyes.

“Caterina, you want to come inside and have some breakfast? Maybe stay a while?” I asked.

Caterina’s eyebrows went tall and the hint of a smile grew on her face as she nodded eagerly. Looking up at Marlene, I saw she had finished reading the note and saw a tear in the corner of her eyes. Marlene nodded to me as well as I stood, and we embraced in a long and lingering kiss that never had to end.
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I
 peeked through the tiny slit in the cracked bathroom door. I won’t try to justify my actions—there was no justification. Spying on a naked woman was wrong, but what can I say? I was a horny eighteen-year-old boy. Walking through my neighbor’s house while she was getting out of the shower with the door partially open was like baiting the hook and dangling it in front of me.

Miss. Bennet had been my curvy neighbor all my life. A pleasant woman who lived alone in the house beside my parents and never caused any problems. She was a middle school teacher at a private school, so I never had her as my
 teacher, but we had kept up with one another over the years. During my youngest years, she taught a bible study group with all the kids in the neighborhood; then, as I aged and entered my entrepreneurial years, Miss. Bennet became my first customer for cutting grass at twelve years old.

Over the years, my services expanded and grew to include mulch, weeding, gardening, and power washing to the point now, as I am on the verge of graduating high school, I didn’t have to go to college if I didn’t want to. I was already making a livable wage with over a hundred clients. However, with the money I saved up throughout middle school and high school, I decided to put myself through college and business school. I’d still keep my business going, but I would be starting fresh with new clients a hundred miles away near the University of Tennessee. After six years of handling her lawn, today was my last cut.

Last weekend was my graduation, and tonight, after I went home and showered, I was moving to my apartment to get a head start on building a client base over the summer before school began. So when I came into her house to say goodbye and thanks, I guess I didn’t really expect to find Miss. Bennet here. I shouldn’t have peeked a look. I shouldn’t have kept looking after peeking; I knew this. But there was something captivating about seeing her step out of the shower. She had been my friendly neighbor and mother-like figure for so long it was like I was just seeing her as a woman for the first time.


A curvy, sexy woman…
 I thought. Her long brunette hair clung to her back as she reached for a towel and got to work drying her body off. Her plump breasts were scarred with stretch marks and swayed with her every turn. She had more padding, as most women did in their forties, but carried it well. Adjusting my jeans, I felt my cock continue to grow and harden at the sight. I swear I was just about to look away and leave when I was spotted. It was if Miss. Bennet had a sixth sense that just kicked in. Without warning, her eyes snapped to the mirror from which I had been watching her reflection, and shock washed over her face.

Backing away from the bathroom door was futile now, but the juvenile portion of my brain took over and did it anyway. I was caught with my hand in the cookie jar. I looked for the exit and started running. The thing that stopped me was the sharp and swift shriek of Miss. Bennet’s voice halted me in my tracks and sent my mind reeling back a decade to bible study school. She’d use the same voice then to chastise me for playing in the back of class rather than paying attention.

“Ben!” her voice was wrought with unstable emotions. “You turn around and look at me.”

Turning around like a whipped dog, I squinted through winced eyes up at Ms. Bennet. She stood in the doorway to her bathroom with a towel clenched around her body and over her bountiful breasts. The surprise in her wide eyes hurt almost as much as the fear in her tight grip on her towel as if I would try to take it from her or do anything else that was unconscionable to think.

“And what were you doing, mister?” she asked, cocking her head to the side. Her wet hair that wasn’t clung to her back dangled with the direction of motion.

“I—I’m sorry, Miss. Bennet,” I stuttered and looked away to hide my embarrassment. While I had always had an unparalleled work ethic and drive when it came to business and school, my confidence was constantly lacking when it came to social situations—especially women. I had a feeling this interaction wasn’t going to improve that. “I finished your lawn and just came in to say goodbye because, you know, I—I was leaving for college, so I wanted to say bye, and I heard the shower running, but…” The staccato and stutters of my words became so much that I simply slumped where I stood and sighed. “I’m sorry I spied on you. Please don’t tell my parents.”

Ms. Bennet huffed a sigh and made a face as she tilted her head back the other way. The stiff lines of the stern, middle-aged teacher softened as her shoulders fell before she made an apologetic face.

“I—I’ll just go,” I said in a hurry to leave the increasingly awkward moment. “Sorry, again.”

“Wait, wait,” Ms. Bennet said with a final exasperated sigh. “I’m not gonna let you leave on a bad note. Not after so many years of you being a good young man. Come in over here to the living room. Have a seat.”

I winced again, preferring to just leave on a bad, awkward note than prolong this moment, but she was already walking to the living room, so I followed.

I sat down on a loveseat and expected her to sit in the chair beside it, but instead, she sat next to me. Immediately, I locked my neck and stared as high on her face as possible as she was still naked except for the beige towel she had wrapped around her. When she sat down, the towel slipped up, revealing the length of her thick thighs and her creamy skin that led all the way to her shaved pussy that I spied on earlier. It was like a magnet that pulled on my sight down with a tractor beam, but I resisted.

“I’m a forgiving woman, and I know ‘boys will be boys,’ so I won’t hold it against you, but just know, you should only look on a lady who is naked if you asked permission first, okay?” she said in a voice I thought only teachers had mastered.

“Yes, of course,” I mumbled, though in the back of my head, I wondered what would happen if I asked for permission right then and there.

“Good,” Ms. Bennet said with a proud smile. “Now I just wanted to say I’m so happy to see you going to college. I remember when you were a little tike in my Sunday school. Now look at you. The only problem is you’ve been doing my lawn so long, I don’t know if I can do it myself.” She laughed and patted my shoulder as I joined in. “Well, I hope you enjoy your time there, have lots of experiences, and learn lots, okay?”

“Yes—yeah, I’ll do my best,” I said.

“Now, let me go find my wallet. I want to give you a little something extra since it’s your last—oh!” Ms. Bennet patted my lap as she stood, but she wasn’t prepared—and I hadn’t realized—the erection standing tall in my jeans poked down at an odd angle and wrote where she touched.

As shock over came her Ms. Bennet’s face as her hand recoiled, horror drowned my face. I didn’t think there was a lower level of shame I could possibly stoop to but somehow I found it.

“Oh God, I’m—I’m so sorry, I—I didn’t know,” I blurted out and moved to stand, but Ms. Bennet stopped and quieted me.

“It’s okay, dear. It’s okay. It’s my fault; I shouldn’t have touched you so recently after… seeing those things,” she said hesitantly. A smile was stuck in the corner of her lips, and she pursed her lips as she looked down on it with pity. “It’s not the first penis I’ve seen, and I’m sure it's not the first time that’s happened to you.”

“In public, it is,” I admitted. “God, this is so embarrassing. I didn’t even realize—I’m sorry…”

Ms. Bennet laughed a light giggle and petted my shoulder this time, “Stop apologizing, Ben. You did nothing wrong. Honestly, it’s kind of flattering. I didn’t think a young man like you could even possibly still find me attractive.”

“Are you kidding?” I blurted out. The smile on her face deepened, and a slight pink hue warmed her cheek.

“Well… I am over twice your age, so…” she said, pulling her wet hair over one shoulder distractedly.

“That—” I started but hesitated as I didn’t want to dig myself a deeper hole but then looked back down at my raging boner pressing through my jeans and realized I was already at the bottom. “Well, that doesn’t bother me.”

“Oh, you’re too kind, Ben. You definitely got the butterflies airborne in this old gal’s belly.” Ms. Bennet laughed, trying to break the tension as the pink of her cheeks turned ruby red.

There were several seconds that followed her laughter, which was filled with awkward silence. Had I not already been immune to the discomfort in the air, they might have killed me, but then Ms. Bennet did something so surprising that it caught me off guard.

In a sudden burst of motion, she pulled her towel down, flashing me with her massive breasts, and quickly covered them again. A devious grin and giggle consumed her as she hid her face and nuclear red cheeks with a hand. “Ah! I can’t believe I did that!”

“Can I touch them? I’ve never…”

Ms. Bennet’s eyebrows went high with shock. “You mean you never… you’re a virgin?” she asked, blinked, and suddenly realized the forwardness of her words when she saw the hurt in my reaction. “I’m sorry to sound so… I just… you’re a handsome young man and always seem so popular. I just thought…”

I was so caught up in the moment that I didn’t realize what I was admitting to until it was too late. Now I was afraid to say anything else and was afraid of divulging even more. This conversation just went from one of the most embarrassing of my life to the most insulting.

“I have just always been busy, you know, with school or the business…” my words trailed off as I hung my head.

“Hey…” Ms. Bennet whispered and scooted an inch closer to me as she rested a hand on my knee. “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s a good thing. It means you have discipline and character. You’re going off to college; you have plenty of time for all that. Trust me,” she said with a small chuckle at the end. Pursing her lips, she looked around her living room as if people might have magically appeared without her knowing, then loosened her towel. “Here… just don’t let your parents know, okay?”

The towel fell to her lap and I was able to truly appreciate the beauty of Ms. Bennet’s figure. The curve of her large, round natural breasts as they hung from her chest. The circle of pink areola surrounding the hard nub of a nipple.

She smiled and giggled a little at my face of wonder, “Well, go on.”

Raising my palms to her breasts, I couldn’t help but feel astonished at how soft her skin was. Compared to my coarse and calloused hands from years of strenuous labor, slipping my hands over, around, and under her breasts felt like massaging silk pillows. I don’t know how long my hands were on her while stuck in my trance, but when I finally looked up at Ms. Bennet, I saw her eyes were closed, and her lips parted in a silent gasp.


She’s enjoying my touch,
 I realized with bubbling excitement. My cock flexed, trying its hardest to rip through my jeans. When her eyes flicked open, I returned my gaze to her breasts and pretended to have not noticed.

My touch changed from one of exploration to one with a purpose. I had a goal now. Gently, I pressed my palms into her nipples and rubbed in outward circles, my strong fingers groping her thickness with every motion. I noticed her chest rise and fall with greater speed, and the sound of her breath grew louder. When I moved my thumbs to her nipples and started to circle them, Ms. Bennet pushed a hand down to the couch cushion to steady herself, but while doing so, she knocked part of the towel from her lap. I could almost see what lay between her legs.

In my distraction, my hands moved on their own, rolling her nipples between my fingers, flicking her aching nipples with the pads of my thumbs, and squeezing and mashing her heavy breasts with a stronger grip now. Ms. Bennet’s brow was knitted, and her forehead creased as she screamed in silence. I bit my lip and read her body’s cues, continuing to molest her breasts and nipples in whatever way caused the older woman the most agony until it happened.

Jutting out a hand, Ms. Bennet gripped my strong biceps. At first, I thought she tried to stop me, but then I felt her pull me closer as she leaned forward. Pressing her thighs together, she heaved and gasped until a stuttered moan escaped her lips as she rocked forward and back. With eyes closed, I don’t think she realized how close she came to kissing me in one motion, then nearly putting her head in my lap in the next. I smelled the fruity odor of her hair conditioner and the familiar spice of the perfume she had been lightly using for decades now. My cock flexed so hard in my jeans, for a moment, I wondered if I just came accidentally.
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W
 hen the moment passed, Ms. Bennet sucked in a deep breath and exhaled, shuttering. Opening her eyes, it was as if she just remembered where she was and who she was as she quickly leaned back and covered her breasts with one arm while the other hand searched for the towel.

“Sorry,” I mumbled as I retracted, wondering if I crossed a line.

“Oh, um, don’t be. No, dear. You did nothing wrong,” Ms. Bennet said, licking her lips. “It’s um, it’s just I haven’t been touched like that in quite some time. My body just isn’t used to it is all. Maybe it’s best if you head on home.”

“Okay,” I said and stood. Ms. Bennet and I froze at the same time with our eyes locked on my crotch. If my hard-on was a small tent before, it had now turned my pants into a triangle. At the tip of my tent, a small round wet spot formed on the crotch of my jeans. If the pre-cum made it that far, I couldn’t even imagine the mess in my boxers. “Oh, sorry, I—I don’t think I can,” I sighed, humiliated. “Can I just wait here for a few minutes? Let it go down before going back home.”

“Uh, sure. Yeah, of course,” she said. “I’m… just going to get my robe.”

When Ms. Bennet left for the bathroom, I spent the next several minutes trying to calm down and relax, but nothing made it budge. It got to the point that I was even getting concerned; normally, they went away after a minute or two. Ten minutes later, Ms. Bennet returned with drier hair, a layer of makeup applied, and wearing a black silk robe, which wasn’t helping anything. The robe was thin and hugged her hips and breasts. Her nipples showed through the fabric as if it was see-through mesh.

“No, luck?” she said, looking down at the growing stain on my jeans.

“No, sorry. Um, you think I could use your bathroom… um, for a few minutes?” I asked, tossing another shovel full of embarrassment out of the hole I was digging.

Ms. Bennet flattened her lips disapprovingly and rubbed a hand on her forehead, expressing her dismay at their strange situation.

“Um, sure, yeah. I suppose it’s fine. Kind of a strange situation we’re in, huh?” she giggled and led me to the bathroom.

Ms. Bennet had a water closet-style bathroom with a toilet and shower in a separate room within the bathroom. Stepping into the toilet room, I felt a flush of heat hit my face as I closed the door. Ms. Bennet awkwardly turned to the mirror over the sink and went back to applying her makeup.

Removing my jeans and boxers, I found a mess of pre-cum covering my shaft that protruded like a kickstand. As soon as I started stroking, logic and reason diminished in my mind until they were forgotten concepts. I couldn’t believe I was jacking off alone in front of this toilet when there was this curvy cougar who had already come from me, touching her breasts on the other side of this door. Twisting the doorknob carefully with my free hand, I pulled it open a few millimeters until I could see through the sliver of a crack.

Ms. Bennet flicked on eye shadow and mascara while leaning over her sink. The bulge of her fat ass stuck through her robe. When she leaned back to search through her tray of makeup, I could see the flaps of her robe had loosened, and her breasts were visibly shaking as she moved about. Seconds went by as I jerked off when, to my surprise, she undid her robe entirely. The black silk hugged the outside of her breasts and thighs like it was begging to fall off completely. I bit my lip as she reached for something close to the door, moving closer. I could see the small mound of blonde hair between her legs, and my cock throbbed.

I relived a familiar startle when Ms. Bennet finished applying her lipstick and pushed her nearest hand slowly through the cracked door.


She knows!
 I thought, and my heart dropped on my stomach.

I was preparing my next in a series of apologies when her hand continued in until it bumped against the side of my cock. Immediately, her delicate fingers slipped around my shaft and began to stroke me. The sound that escaped my lips was something between a gasp and a groan, but it was the first time another person had touched me there—let alone an attractive woman over twice my age who used to read to me in Sunday school.

With her whole arm in the toilet room with me, she pumped my shaft, making a wet gooey sound as she spread my juices along my cock. She faced forward, staring at herself in the mirror, and watched her breasts jiggle uncontrollably as her robe slipped down her shoulders. It was like she was trying to hide that she was giving me a hand job even though there was no one here to hide it from. My breathing increased to a pant as I leaned forward, catching myself with a hand on the wall as she sapped the strength from me with every stroke. The girth of my cock flexed against her grip, and she squeezed back with every stroke. Ms. Bennet was panting now nearly as hard as she was before when she came. Her teeth clenched; I could feel her hand willing me to cum. With one final hard flex, I shot my load, spilling over the toilet seat and tank as she continued to stroke me until the last dribble fell from my tip.
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W
 hen the waves of euphoria finally dissipated, I opened my eyes to see the mess I had made. Thick, smokey white cum covered the toilet, and logic, reason, and embarrassment reappeared in my mind. Ms. Bennet stuck her head inside to observe me and the mess. Before I could apologize, she was waving me away and using a small bottle of cleaner and toilet paper to wipe up my mess. For a moment, with her on her bent over wiping, she looked over at my softening cock a few inches from her face. I held my breath, but the moment passed, and she finished cleaning before straightening to look at me. There was a mixed bag of emotions cluttering her face. Apologies, admonishments, and arousal all competed for dominance.

The moment grew too much for me and my shrinking cock. I reached down for my jeans, and Ms. Bennet held up a hand.

“Wait. Wait…” she said, then sighed, making an uncomfortable face. “Come here.”

Taking me by the hand like a Sunday school teacher would, she led me out of the bathroom, down the hall, and into her bedroom. It was modestly decorated in grays, whites, and soft blues. In the center against the wall was her king-sized bed, which had a dozen square pillows covering it. Standing in front of her bed, I was in a daze. It was like being walked through one of my dreams. Letting her robe fall to the floor, she grabbed the tail of my shirt and pulled it off so that I was as naked as she was.

Ms. Bennet teethed on the corner of her lip, a sign that she was as nervous as I was, which oddly gave me a jolt of confidence. Stepping forward, I kissed her, and she kissed me back. Her warm lips were soft and wet. When her tongue swirled against mine, a crash of vertigo nearly knocked me off my feet. While my hands cupped her hips and slowly inched over her ass in ever-expanding circles, Ms. Bennet’s hands seemed content with rubbing over every hard muscle and divot on my chest, shoulders, and arms.

Just when the kissing was beginning to turn into something else, Ms. Bennet pulled away with a smile on the corner of her lips. “Here, lay down.”

I did and tried to focus on memorizing the sight of Ms. Bennet crawling on all four toward me on her bed, her breasts bouncing between her arms as she neared. Sidling beside me, she licked her lips as she propped herself up on her pillows and fed one of her breasts to me.

“Come here, baby,” she whispered.

Without hesitation, my lips parted, and I accepted her nipple into my mouth. My hands cupped her chest as I licked and kissed her nipple. The soft moans that slowly grew louder egged me on to suck on her nipple.

“Oh, God yes, honey,” she rasped, her fingers combing through my hair. “It’s okay, sweety. Y—you can be a little rough with them. Ahmm… I don’t mind.”

Eyeing her face, I began to teeth on her nipple as I saw the shock mix with pleasure in her eyes. “Oh my God, honey, I’m so sensitive,” she panted.

My rough hands explored her body, rubbing every inch I could reach until they brushed the start of her pubic hair and hesitated. Ms. Bennet’s hand found mine and guided it down between her thighs until the hairs I felt were wet. She pressed my fingers down on her clit and made slow, repetitive circles. Instantly, she reacted.

“Oh my God,” she trembled, her other hand holding me tighter to her breast. “Oh, honey—sweety, don’t stop.”

Switching to her other breast, my lips clamped down on her nipple and began sucking hard immediately. Ms. Bennet bent forward and cried out as her legs clamped around my hand, and her entire body began to tremble.

“Keep going, keep going, keeping, honey—oh… God…” she whispered into the top of my head as I sped my fingers up on her clit. When I bit her nipple, she let out a loud scream and cursed for the time I had ever heard. “Oh shhhiiiit, God!”

My hand slipped off her clit when a splash squirted from her pussy, and her flexed thighs quivered. I had seen women squirt in porn before, but I had always thought it was made up and not a real thing. Touching her clit again, I was able to make one circle on her clit before she jolted back on her hand and grabbed mine, pulling it away from her.

“I… I…” she panted, still trying to catch her breath as she giggled. “I need a second—oh God…” her eyes rolled back as every muscle in her body appeared to tense and loosen sporadically. “It’s been so long since I—I orgasmed like that… God…”

“Are you okay?” I asked, frozen, worried I had done something wrong.

She smiled down at me like I was an adorable pet. Her body finally began to relax, and her panting slowed slightly.

“Come here,” she whispered, though I didn’t even have to move. Ms. Bennet rolled over on top of me. Her lips covered mine as her breasts mashed into my chest. It was her turn to rub a hand down my chest to the half-mast cock between my legs. She hummed a note of approval at its touch and pumped it erect with a few strokes. “Oh, God, honey… you’re so hard…”

Inching one leg over my hips while we kissed, after several minutes, Ms. Bennet was very nearly completely mounted on top of me when I felt her pussy hairs brush the tip of my cock.

“We… we don’t have to do this…” Ms. Bennet whispered suddenly. Her cheek pressed against mine as we broke briefly from our wild make out session. Our hot breath bathed each other as we panted groaned for another. “I don’t—maybe your first time should be, mmm, with someone—someone your own age.”

“No,” I protested, one hand rubbing over her fat ass cheeks and squeezing. This caused Ms. Bennet to cry out and inch her pussy nearer to the tip of my cock. “I want you.” I groaned the first thing that came to mind. “Your body, your lips, God… you have me so turned on. I want you so bad.”

Surprise sprouted on Ms. Bennet’s face and voice, “You do?”

“God, yes. You have no idea how many times I’ve thought about you,” I admitted.

A fire ignited in Ms. Bennet’s eyes that I had never seen before. It was a hunger of insatiability and full of excitement. Her hands cupped my cheeks as she kissed me hard and deep as she lowered her pussy onto my shaft. My hands gripped her fat ass cheeks as I willed her to move quicker, but she refused, savoring the moment as the tip of my cock pierced the tender flesh of her pussy lips.

Breaking the kiss, Ms. Bennet gasped when I was halfway in. The surprise swirled with pleasure on her face as she squinted and moaned. Her tight moist pussy walls squeezed on me as I flexed inside her.

“Oh my God, honey,” she gasped, her eyes flirting with the ceiling as she bit her lip.

Ms. Bennet leaned back, and my cock slipped all the way inside her, and her eyes locked with mine. They were squinted and focused as she gasped for each breath.

“It’s—it’s been so—so many years since I’ve had such a—a hard cock inside me,” she whispered and squealed. My cock throbbed, and she groped her own breasts as she cooed.

Slowly, she started to rock on top of me. The last inches of my cock slipped in and out of her slippery pussy with ease as she mouthed a silent moan with every insertion. The tease wasn’t enough for me. I wanted more.

Gripping Ms. Bennet’s ass with both my fists, I pushed up on my feet and began pumping my cock inside her.

“Oh, lord!” Ms. Bennet yelped and fell forward, catching herself on her hands on either side of my face. Her long blonde hair, still damp from her shower, dangled over my face.

My strong legs and muscular core flexed as I rammed my cock up and into my neighbor’s pussy as I pulled down on her ass. Her swaying tits clapped and made circled above my chest as the older woman squinted and arched her back.

“Yes, yes! Oh God, Ben—yes! Take me!” she cried as the sound of my cock thumping inside her grew louder.

Looking up at this gorgeous, mature, naked woman made my hard cock throb as Ms. Bennet began to ride me more aggressively. The whole bed shook and creaked as her hips moved in unison with my thrusts. I moved my hands up her body and cupped her bouncing breasts in my warm, rough palms. Lifting my head, I fed one of the nipples into my mouth—sucking, tonguing, and biting it before switching to the other.

“Ahh! Ben!” was all she shrieked before her thighs locked around my hips and her pussy tightened around my cock. It was like her body had become a giant hand that clenched around me. Flicking her hair to one side, she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and neck and forced her lips on mine. Kissing me hard and with a passion I didn’t think I would ever know again, Ms. Bennet hummed a note of pleasure.

Despite her shuddering body clamped down on mine, my warm palms slipped down her tender ribs, around the small of her back, and pressed down on her ass as I forced my cock up and into her. Ms. Bennet’s eyebrow went high during the kiss, and she moaned a squeal that I swallowed. Continuing my short, hard thrusts, Ms. Bennet finally broke the kiss as the pleasure became too much, and she released a guttural moan, her hot breath bathing my chin and neck. A violent quiver shuddered through her body, and I felt this mature cougar’s pussy flex and squirt on my cock. She tensed again and released a louder moan and a smaller squirt of juices on my cock.

I was so close to cumming myself that I couldn’t stop. Pressing down on her ass with every hard buck into her turned Ms. Bennet’s face more innocent. Her wide eyes and gaping mouth hovered over me with almost a look of betrayal with every thrust.

“Oh… oh honey, oh God, yes! Keep going!” she cried. “Let it go. Let it go inside me, honey—ugh… sweety, yes! Give it to me!”

With a final thrust inside her, my cock flexed and filled her with spurts of warm semen. Her slippery lips milked my shaft as my balls emptied inside her. Ms. Bennet leaned forward, kissing me deeply. Her breasts mashed against my chest, and her hair draped around my face like a curtain that shut out the entire world from our moment. The euphoria lasted forever, and still, it didn’t feel long enough. After several minutes of making out, my neighbor pulled away from the kiss that I didn’t want to end.

As she stood and put her robe back on, I did my best to savor the sight of her deliciously curvy body, as this was probably the only time I’d see her like this. While I was dressed, Ms. Bennet asked me about my classes and if I was nervous. Suddenly, she was my neighbor again.

“I’m leaving tonight, but plan on coming back for Christmas or Spring Break,” I said. “Maybe we’ll see each other then?” my breath baited with hope.

Ms. Bennet smiled coyly, “I’d like that.” She said.

Walking me to the door, we said our goodbyes, and then, without warning, she pulled me back inside for one final lingering kiss. My neighbor giggled afterward.

“Just needed one more from you,” she admitted.

“I’m going to need more than one from you the next time I see you,” I smiled. Leaving her freshly mowed lawn for the last time, I felt a seed of confidence planted in me that I didn’t have before. I wasn’t a virgin anymore, and I wasn’t a boy anymore. I was a man and ready to start my life, thanks to my neighborly cougar.
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"D
 o you want a beer?" Alice asked.

"Um, sure," I said, my eyes unable to focus on just one woman as I walked through the sorority house. The pre-game party was in the early stages as the night was still early. I didn't have to interview for the free-use position I applied for as one of my exes recommended me, but that also meant I never received any details on exactly what it was.


Did they think I was like Magic Mike and going to dance for them or something? Man, they will be sorely disappointed if so.
  

While I was fit and athletic, I was far from a builder physique, and my dancing skills were best used in the

dark corners of nightclubs. I followed Alice through a buffet of blondes, brunettes, and a couple of raven-haired ladies who, aside from a few features here or there, looked like carbon copies of another. Not that I was complaining. If I were going to make clones of anyone, it would be these 18 to 22-year-old sorority girls with perfect bodies, amazing tits, and sculpted booties for their plentiful Instagram selfies. The bass of the hip-hop music pounded through the floor and walls, and the dozens of women ground their hips

on another as they danced and sipped at their first beers.

Alice reached into the fridge and slid a corona across the granite island countertop that was already

cluttered by several half-drunk beers.

"Cheers," Alice said, raising her beer over the island.

I shrugged, "Cheers," and clinked glasses. The lip of the beer was a few inches from my mouth when a woman stumbled into me and nearly batted my beer to the floor. I tried to look where I had spilled it, but the brunette-haired woman clasped my cheeks between her hands and pulled her lips to mine. We kissed,

stiffly at first, as I was in perpetual shock before I allowed her tongue into my mouth and kissed her back. The wet kiss lasted only a few more seconds before she separated with a goofy grin followed by a laugh. Several of the surrounding women cheered and whooped in approval.

"Sarah, what the fuck?" Alice knitted her eyebrows as she swatted at a beer stain on the shoulder of her shirt.

"Oh, sorry, Alice," Sarah said, "I just wanted a taste before he gets too worn in."

"Worn in?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

Sarah ignored my words and existence, returning to her circle of friends across the kitchen. I was still

in shock and trying to figure out what the kiss meant when Alice saw my shocked

curiosity.

"First time as a Free-Use Toy?" she asked.

"Huh? Yeah. Sorry about the beer; I, um, didn't even see her coming," I said, taking a sip from my

drink.

"It's not a Sorority pre-game party if half the girls don't change their clothes before going

out," Alice sighed and rolled her eyes. "Still a couple hours until we go out."

I nodded, "So where are all the boys? I haven't seen one yet. I'd imagine there are boyfriends

and--what?"

Two new girls approached me and quickly pushed their way in front of me. One looked like a freshman, and the other a junior or senior. The older girl had brunette hair and plush lips that glistened with lip gloss and glitter speckling her cheeks. Her white crop top was a size too small and choked her large breast while close to showing off some of her under boobs.

"Don't mind, Rebecca. She's just showing our latest pledge their way around here," Alice said

with a smirk.

Rebecca and the pledge went down to their knees without speaking to me and began undoing my belt and

pulling my pants and boxers to my ankles. As if my nightmare and fantasy had collided to create a monstrosity of a moment, I looked around in horror as every college girl turned to see my naked body. Smiles, giggles, and whispers consumed the kitchen area as they took in the sight.

"So... your exe wasn't lying about you," Alice smirked, taking another swig of her beer. Her eyes

lingered on my cock for several more seconds.

"I, um..." I was at a loss for words.

"This is the biggest one I've seen!" the blonde-haired pledge exclaimed with a bounce. Her perky

apple-sized breasts bounced beneath her pink top. Rebecca slid her eyes up to mine from her kneeling position. The seductive smile was wide on her thick lips as if she knew how hot this was for me.

No words were necessary from me because my cock instantly began the flex from rope to staff like a fire hose growing taut. Before my mind could catch up to the moment, Rebecca's hand was

stroking my shaft, and her wonderous lips were spreading around the tip of my

cock.

"You were saying something?" Alice asked.

"Was I?" I gasped as Rebecca popped her lips off my cock, and the pledge took her turn sucking my

cock.

Alice giggled. "Don't mind them; they'll move on shortly."

The pledge's narrow mouth sucked on my bulbous head like it was a lolly pop. Her tongue poked my urethra before lapping circles on my pink head. All the while, Rebecca pumped my stiff shaft with one hand while fondling my balls with the other.

Fuck! What if I don't want them to move on?


"Um.... I, um..." I groaned through squinted eyes, "I, uh, I was just asking about where the, um--shit. Am I the only guy here?"

“Yeah,” Alice said, finishing her current beer and opening another. “You have a problem with that?”

Rebecca giggled as she held the back of the pledge’s head and forced her to go deeper on my shaft. Drool dripped from the corners of her mouth, and her eyes watered as my long cock poked her gag reflex. I felt my cock twitch before, finally, the pledge was pulled off my shaft, coughing a gasp of air.

“Woooo!” the girls cheered and clapped. The pledge wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled proudly as she did a little dance on the ground. 

Rebecca, not to be outdone, pulled her hair back into a ponytail in one hand and took my cock into her throat. With her wide, seductive doe eyes looking up at me, I watched her lips squeeze down my thick shaft, devouring me. Pumping her face up and down on me, her mouth devoured more and more of my cock like her throat was a bottomless pit.

Alice walked around the counter and casually leaned against the island while speaking to me. As she did, she sipped her beer with one hand and took over, holding Rebecca’s ponytail of hair so she could use both hands to suck my dick.

“No men are allowed in this sorority house—for many reasons,” Alice acknowledged with a shrug. “But that’s why every year we hire a Free-Use-Toy around the house on the weekends.”

Rebecca was an inch or two away from the base of my shaft when I felt the head of my cock hit the back of her throat. The woman’s lips were stretched wide; her tears ran her mascara down the sides of her cheeks as drool dripped from her chin. After several seconds, she lifted off of me and wheezed a breath of fresh air. 

To my surprise, the pledge quickly snatched Rebecca’s face in her hand and licked up all the drool and pre-cum from her chin and lips. The two women descended into an increasingly desperate make-out session that ended with them rolling on the ground and Rebecca mounting the tiny freshman.

“So ‘free-use’ actually means…” I nodded in understanding. 

“Yup,” Alice said, biting the corner of her lip. Her hand gripped my shaft and pumped it slowly. Her eyes lit up when she felt my cock flex back.

“I think I’m going to need some more beer,” I said.

Alice winked, “That we can do,” she said.

I downed my current beer while Alice fetched my second, but before I could set the empty down, hands grabbed at my hips and pulled me backward. I stumbled on the verge of falling as my pants were still around my ankles. The audience of women laughed at the sight of my cock waving in the air.

“Hold on, what—" I stared but saw three women clutching at me from behind and full of giggles.

“The kitchen has had you long enough,” the older of the three said. “The living room wants some fun too.”

I was pulled into a middle seat on the couch and suddenly felt hands gripping at me everywhere. It was a mob of hands grabbing my shirt, shoes, socks, and pants and stripping me of them.

“That’s better, isn’t it, darling?” the woman asked as she straddled me on the couch.

Now that I had a better look at her, I questioned what I saw. The woman was beautiful in an aged sort of way, but she was in no way a college student. Her smooth skin looked like that of a woman in her thirties, which made her body all the more impressive. While she wasn’t as skinny as all the more age-appropriate women there, her firm midsection complimented her oversized breasts that jiggled in her purple top with every motion. Her blonde, highlighted hair was cut shorter in a ‘Karen’ haircut, and her gold hooped earrings jangled along the sides of her neck.

“You comfortable?” the woman asked with only the slightest twang of a southern accent. Her hand made a fist around my shaft and slowly squeezed as she pumped my cock before easing off as she stared into my eyes.

“Yeah, it’s not bad,” I admitted.

There was a sea of giggles around me as all the women slowly congregated in the living room. 

Alice walked through the crowd with my beer and handed it to me behind the woman’s back.

“This is Monica, the Sorority House mother and one of our founders. She allows us to get away with our Free-Use-Toy tradition, so she gets to help us break them in,” Alice said.

“That’s right, darlin’ here,” Monica leaned to the side and helped me bring my beer to my lips. “There you go. Drink and enjoy yourself, and we’ll enjoy ourselves, is that right, ladies?”

“Yeah!” the shouts replied in excitement. 

I managed to get a large drink into my mouth by the time Monica slid her panties to the side and fed my hard cock beneath her skirt and into her pussy lips.

“Oh, my God!” Monica moaned as I entered her. “Ohhhh, go slow, baby. This young cock is getting too hard for me—Oh, Jesus!”

I felt her warm, tight, and wet walls squeeze on my shaft as she lowered deeper and deeper until she winced from the pressure. “Ohhhhh Lord…”

A woman with black hair came up behind Monica, scooped up both of her breasts through her top, and mashed them together. Monica looked over her shoulder, kissing the sorority sister passionately. When I bucked up into the mature woman, Monica had to break from the kiss as my long, hard shaft pulled out and speared back inside her. Her eyes were wide and mouth agape; the screams only got louder from there.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Yes, fuck me!” Monica screamed. Her tits bounced wildly and began to break free from her purple top. “Give it to me! Yes! Fuck me like a college girl slut!”

The women converged on us as hands stripped Monica just like I had been, and more hands groped and fondled me.

“Oh dear, God… oh, my—Yes… yes… yes… Oh, I’m so close. I’m so fucking close… I’m soo—oh! Uh-huh! Yes! I’m cumming!” Monica moaned as she rode me like a pornstar. Her fat breasts bounced off her chest and clapped inches in front of my face as her pussy slammed down to meet my cock. “Ohhhhhhh gooddddddd yesssss!”

Monica’s thighs seized as her body clenched to mine, and her orgasm peaked. Panting she leaned back to look in my eyes.

“Oh, dear… we’re going to have fun with you…” Monica said and smiled a wicked grin.

The next hours were a blur. It felt like not a second passed when my cock wasn’t being ridden, pumped, or sucked. The women filtered in from all sides. Every which way I turned, there was a mouth searching for a kiss or breasts waiting for me to fondle. At one point, I had this pale-skinned girl with raven hair and her back covered in butterfly tattoos riding my cock in the reverse cowgirl position. Watching her pale, round ass smacking down on my lap was nearly as pleasurable as the high-pitched cries she released with every thrust down.

Then while that went on, two naked girls appeared on either side of me, pulling my hands to their pussies. Just when I was starting to feel their pussies drip to my palms as I finger fucked them, Alice appeared as she stood on the couch and straddled my face. The senior woman smiled down at me as she fed her trimmed pussy into my mouth. My tongue lapped at her pussy and flicked across her clit, making her sing. Alice fondled her own breasts as she rode my face. The four women’s moans competed with the thumping hip-hop music blaring through the speakers.

As a mini-challenge, I tried to time the four women’s orgasms to strike simultaneously but settled when they all came within a minute. Alice’s orgasm, to my surprise, came with a short squirt that I mostly drank, but it also dribbled down my chin and chest.

“Good boy,” Alice said, ruffling my hair as she bent down to give me a short kiss. After, Alice slipped away, as did several women who had already had a turn to change their clothes and get ready to go out to the real party for the night. 

Two more women rode me to orgasm before I had hit my limit and could no longer keep myself from losing control. My balls were already bruised from holding it in this long. 

“Come on, baby. Give it to us,” Monica begged as she settled to her knees before me between my legs. To her left was Rebecca, who pumped my shaft aggressively and sucked on the head of my pulsating cock. To Monica’s right was the pledge from before, who sucked each of my balls before slurping her lips along the other side of my shaft. Monica joined in, bobbing her lips up and down on the tip of my shaft as the building grew inside me. The three women, each tonguing and sucking every inch of my shaft.

“Ugh, fuck. I’m cumming,” I warned.

The three women opened their mouths like fishes expecting to be fed as Monica continued to pump my shaft. Strings of warm cum shot from my shaft, coating Monica’s cheek and forehead in my seed. More ropes of semen struck Rebecca’s tongue and the pledge’s cheeks. Monica continued pumping my shaft until every drop was emptied from my balls.

The trio of women took turns licking each other clean as they groped one another. The rest of the sorority sisters were changed and slowly leaving for the night.

“Shit! We’re late,” Rebecca said, pushing the pledge upstairs to change.

Monica slowly got to her feet and gave me a wink as she left, “See you around, hun.”

“Bye,” I said awkwardly and slowly began to get dressed. Alice walked through the living room, looking dressed for the club with her makeup done and a fresh set of clothes. “Um, should I go?”

“Go?” Alice asked, making a face as she adjusted her earrings. “We booked you for the weekend,” she nodded to the TV and then to the kitchen. Watch whatever you want. Eat or drink whatever you want. The girls will be filtering in throughout the night; they might have need of you.”

I raised my eyebrows and widened my eyes, “Again?”

Alice’s smirk grew into a wicked grin, “Rest up, champ. This is just the first weekend of the school year. We’ve got a lot of miles to get out of you yet.”
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Kidnapped By Amazons: Taken








I bumped and rolled in the sack as I was dragged along the forest for what felt like hours. It had been long enough that I stopped wondering about who kidnapped me and why, but I could only ponder over my own ailments. The cuts, bruises, and broken bones I sustained in the capture and the travel since.

It was only weeks prior that I had set out on my adventure, leaving my village and family behind. Being eighteen now, I had a choice, if you could call it that. Be forced to marry one of the three girls of my approximate age and of no relation to me, then purchase land to farm on loan from either my father or my homely bride’s father. From there, my life would have been decided for me. Enslaved to my debts, I would spend decades farming to pay off the dowry I owed for a wife I did not want and land I did not choose, only to have children of my own–not out of desire but out of necessity for cheap labor.

Given this grim-sounding future, I renounced my pitiful inheritance, and my father renounced me. My village cast me out, and I left gratefully. Living off the berries I picked, the leaves I boiled, and the game I could hunt with my bow, I walked for weeks south. Farther south than any man in my village had ever gone into the thick woods. There were towns beyond the forest, or so traders told us when they came through. Large towns with trade and markets–each ten times the size of the pitiful village I scrounged about all my life. Oh, how I longed to see something so wondrous. My excitement and foolhardiness might have proved to be my folly, though. Instead of following the long, winding trail around the Tormented Forest as the traders did, I cut through the land.


After all, I have been through many woods to hunt as a teen; why fear this one?
 I thought.

I barely made it a day’s walk into the Tormented Forest before being swept up. I was a strong man and a survivor, but that didn’t make me a warrior. At six feet tall, brown-haired, and well-muscled, I could deter most fights before being challenged with my youth. That said, I had never held a sword or shot a bow at anyone other than a deer. If my captor was a true warrior, I would stand little chance against him. I got only a glance at my taker before the burlap sack was wrapped around me. I must’ve hit my head because it looked like a woman, but that could not be. She was taller and broader-shouldered than any woman I had seen. My eyes were surely just making a fool of myself. But that didn’t matter anymore.

The burlap sack and I inside it struck a downed tree and rolled over it, crashing to the ground with a thud. I groaned, and I heard a horse neigh in response.


I am a fool for leaving my village. I left with the clothes on my back, my bow, and five arrows, and now I’m about to lose all of those things, plus my life, all in pursuit of adventure. A fool’s tale, this is…


“Haughty!” a voice called out. “Is what you caught inside that sack?”

“It is,” my captor replied as she mercifully slowed to a halt.

“You fool! You could have broken him!”

“A man broken so easily isn’t a man at all.”

I panted and struggled to right myself inside the sack. When I finally thought I had succeeded, suddenly, the sack was pulled, and I was dumped out onto the dirt like a sack of potatoes. Coughing into the dirt, I rolled to my backside. Setting sunlight cut between the many women who stood over me, each peered down on me with inquisitive expressions, but it wasn’t their beautiful faces or gorgeous figures that caught my attention first; it was their size.

Tall, lean, and long of reach, every single one of them. The shortest among them must have been six feet tall. Scantily dressed, they walked without fear of harassment from men, and it was easy to see why–besides their size, they each carried a spear or sword at their side. Dozens of them. Perhaps this was a dream. Why would so many sizeable women be dressed like harlots but armed like warriors?

“See? Not broken,” Haughty, my captor, announced, self-satisfied. She was black of hair that was cut short so it brushed her shoulders. Her face was angled in a permanent scowl as she stared down at me.

“Ugh, Haughty, you will be the death of us all,” another woman said, stepping forward. “He is barely in one piece!”

Haughty shrugged dismissively and disappeared into the crowd of dozens who had formed a circle around me.

“My name is Andeese. What is your name?” the second woman asked.

“Daniel,” I said hesitantly. “Where am I? Why have I been taken?”

“I apologize for your treatment thus far,” Andeese replied, her eyes undoubtedly searching the crowd for Haughty to glare at. “As for the answers you seek, they must wait. You require care for your injuries.”

Andeese’s fingers gently touched my arms, body, and legs, inspecting me like a mother would after a bad fall.

“Izabella,” she called, and a younger woman about my age stepped forward. “See to this boy. Make him well.”

“Yes, mother,” Izabella said with a brief bow.
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