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SYNOPSIS



From inexperienced computer geek to master of his own harem…


After getting kicked out of his childhood home, Nick McWilliams is feeling lost and anxious. He’s 18, jobless, and utterly clueless about girls. As he packs his bags and loads up his car, Nick has no idea that he‘s about to embark on a sizzling erotic adventure with three gorgeous women eager to fulfill all of his sexual desires. As his conquests mount, Nick will discover something even more unexpected— that true romance can blossom between one man and multiple women.

Nick’s adventure begins when he saves Zoe, a busty blonde bombshell and Nick’s favorite porn star, from a computer catastrophe. The attraction between them is irresistible, finally culminating in a night of raw pleasure. While still reeling from his first time with a woman, Nick becomes entangled with Angelina, a sultry single mother desperate for more than just his computer expertise.


SATISFYING HER NEEDS is a slice of life harem adventure series. It contains unconventional relationships and explicit sex between an 18-year-old guy and multiple older women.






SATISFYING HER NEEDS




A Harem Adventure, Book 1







Chapter 1




“Pack your bags!”



On my 18th birthday, my father gave me a new set of luggage and told me to get out of his house.

“I’ve secured an apartment for you at Lakeshore Village with the first three months rent paid in full,” he told me. “I’ve also deposited $1000 in your checking account for groceries, gas, and other expenses. I will continue your health insurance for the next three months. After that, you can stay on my plan as long as you cover the premium.”

My father grinned at me and extended his hand.

“I’m happy to have fulfilled my parental obligations to you,” my father continued. “You’re a man, Nick. You must provide for yourself from now on. I wish you all the best!”

“I’m not sure I’m ready for this,” I mumbled.

“Of course you are! I raised you right, and you turned out to be a great person. I have every confidence that you will find success out there in the wide world. Now shake my hand and pack your bags!”

I shook my father’s hand. I knew there was no use in arguing with him. Once my father decided on a course of action, he stuck with it. It was a point of pride for him to be completely inflexible when it came to his family. That was one of the main reasons my mother divorced him when I was twelve.

“Do I… should I leave today?” I asked.

“I think that would be best,” my father said. “The apartment is ready for you to move in. The keys are on the dining room table.”

“Okay.”

My father clapped me on the shoulder. “Attaboy! Never do tomorrow what you can do today. Procrastination is the thief of time!”

With a wink and a smile, my father turned his back and walked away from me. I watched as he went into his home office where he would spend the rest of the day listening to talk radio while fiddling with his model trains.

I trudged up the stairs and back to my bedroom in a daze, my mind reeling at what had just happened. A cupcake with a single unlit birthday candle had been set on top of my nightstand.

“Happy birthday to me,” I mumbled.

As promised, my new luggage was stacked by my dresser, ready to be packed. I mentally calculated how much stuff I could take with me today and what I would have to leave behind. My car was a tiny hatchback that couldn’t carry much.

I knew I should get started. Instead, I sat down on my bed and stared at the wall.


What the hell am I going to do?


From under my bed, a furry paw swiped at my heels. Smeggy, my tabby cat, crawled out and jumped into my lap.

“Hi, girl.”

I stroked her head and listened to her rumbling purr. Smeggy was three years old. I’d named her Smeghead after a British comedy show I loved. She made me laugh and comforted me so much in the years since I found her. I couldn’t imagine living anywhere without her.

“Guess we’re gonna be moving out,” I told her. “New digs, Smeggy. You ready?”

Smeggy jumped from my lap and went to her favorite spot by my closet. She curled up into a ball and began to lick herself.

“I hope this apartment allows cats,” I muttered.

I ran a hand through my hair and squeezed my eyes shut, trying to think. My father had discussed his plans for me once I turned 18. I wasn’t surprised at what he’d done, just shaken that he had actually gone through with it. It had always seemed like a joke, a way to tease me and keep me on my toes. I had done no planning to move out or even given it any serious thought.

Honestly, I should have known better. When had my father ever kidded around about anything? The man was the most sincere person I’d ever known. And I was very much his son. Like him, I was tall and muscular. I had his sandy brown hair and light blue eyes. The only feature I’d inherited from my mother was her full lips. In all other respects, I was exactly like my father.

We may have looked alike, but our personalities were very different. While I could understand my father’s beliefs, that didn’t mean I had to agree with his actions.

My mother had felt the same. I didn’t blame her for leaving him. I understood why she did what she did. She needed to make her own life on her own terms. Now I was about to do the same, though more reluctantly.





So this is it,


 
I thought.

 

Adulthood? Ready or not, here I come!





My mind was racing. There was no way my part-time job at the supermarket could support me. Would I be able to get a better job with my limited resume and no credentials? How would I work and go to college at the same time? I knew my father would not pay for anything more than what he’d already had done. Could I afford to keep paying for the insurance and the tabs for my car? Where would I live if I couldn’t get a steady income before the 3 months rent ran out?

A light tapping on my bedroom door startled me from my whirlwind thoughts.

“Come in,” I said.

The door opened and my stepmother Sophia slipped inside. As always, my heart stuttered at the sight of her.

“Oh, Nick, I’m so sorry!” she said. “Are you okay?”

“Hanging in there,” I sighed.

Smeggy took the moment to dash out of my room, probably headed downstairs to the sliding glass doors by the kitchen. The squirrels often lounged on the deck and Smeggy was endlessly fascinated by them.

“Slow down, Meggy!” Sophia said as the cat brushed past her ankles. My stepmother refused to call her Smeggy, much less Smeghead, after she found out what the name meant.

Sophia shut the door behind her, giving me a marvelous view of her thick ass and wide hips. Usually, I made an effort not to ogle my stepmother but after all that just happened, I didn’t bother to avert my gaze.





This is it, anyways,


 
I thought.

 

I’m leaving this house, leaving this family. No need to be all prim and proper anymore. At this point, if I want to stare at Sophia’s ass, what’s the harm?





At 42, my stepmother was still as smoking hot as the day my father first brought her home. Her eyes were jade green and her lips were full and sensual. Strawberry blonde hair framed her heart-shaped face. It was Friday, and she was wearing her usual comfort clothes— an oversized T-shirt and yoga pants. Sophia never wore a bra at home. Her full breasts swayed beneath her shirt, her dark nipples straining against the thin and nearly transparent fabric. Her body was toned and firm from regular visits to the gym and a healthy lifestyle. Combined with her warm and nurturing character, Sophia was one of the most attractive women I’d ever known. I drank in the sight of her, both comforted and aroused by her presence.

Sophia came and sat beside me on the bed. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me close. At first, I stiffened in her arms, reluctant to fully embrace her.

It was a habit I’d formed long ago. Sophia was a very tactile woman— she loved to touch and be touched. I knew it hurt her that I was so stand-offish, but I had my reasons.

Sophia’s lush body and loving personality had never failed to trigger a dark excitement inside me. Getting aroused by my stepmother was a line I’d never wanted to cross. Out of respect for her and my father, I’d always avoided being physically affectionate with Sophia.

But now? Why bother? My father didn’t believe in maintaining close ties with his only son. He felt such attachments would hinder my transition into adulthood. Father had made it clear that he expected me to make my own life apart from his and Sophia’s. At most, I might spend time with them once a year at Christmas. Any inhibitions I had about interacting with my stepmother were now pretty fucking irrelevant.

A sense of recklessness washed over me. I returned my stepmother’s warm embrace, squeezing her hard and burying my face in her hair, letting my hot breath wash over her neck as I breathed in the clean smell of her.

Sophia seemed surprised that I was finally returning her affection. After all these years of keeping my distance from her, I worried my sudden responsiveness might confuse or even repel Sophia. Instead, my stepmother clung to me even harder.

“I didn’t think he’d actually do it,” she whispered in my ear. “I thought it was all just playful banter.”

“No,” I said. “Father was always this way. Even with my mother. It’s why she left him.”

“It’s so harsh! It’s not loving!”

“He’s trying to do what he thinks is right. It’s just who he is.”

“But you’re his son! How can he?”

“I’ll be fine. I promise.”

Sophia’s breath hitched in her chest. She kissed my forehead and held her cheek to mine. I could feel the wetness of her tears on my skin. We held each other in silence, sharing the moment together. I closed my eyes and luxuriated in the feeling of her luscious body pressed so tightly against mine.

“Oh, Nick. I’m going to miss seeing you!”

“I’m going to miss you too.”

Sophia shivered in my arms. She had always been so kind to me, so supportive. I cared for her so much as a person. Yet I also couldn’t deny how sexually attracted I was to her, how much she turned me on just being near me. Seeing Sophia as a maternal figure while also wanting to fuck her brains out was such a tangled mess of feelings that I had suppressed it as much as I could.

But I didn’t need to do that, not anymore.

The recklessness inside me doubled. I gave in to it, letting it overwhelm me.

“I have to tell you something before I go,” I whispered. “Something important.”

“What is it?” she asked, her voice quivering.

Instead of replying, I slid my hands under her shirt and ran my fingers slowly up and down the ridges of her spine. My stepmother gasped. I felt her body tense up. Anxiety flared up inside me. Was she rejecting my touch? Had I gone too far?

I pushed my doubts aside. I needed to tell her how I felt. I couldn’t leave this house, I couldn’t leave her, without at least doing that.

“You are so beautiful,” I told my stepmother. “Inside and out.”

“Nick…”

I pulled back and took her lovely face in my hands. I brushed the tears from her cheeks with my thumbs. I leaned forward and rested my forehead against hers. We were so close that I could see my face mirrored in her green eyes.

I felt like I was standing at the edge of a cliff. Looking at her beautiful, tear-streaked face, I threw away the last of my caution.

“I know it’s wrong but… I’ve wanted you for so long,” I whispered. “For years. And I want you even more right now.”

I pulled back, holding my stepmother’s gaze. Her eyes were wide and glistening, her face tense, her expression a study of conflicting emotions.

“Can I kiss you?”

My stepmother didn’t reply. Her eyes darted from my eyes down to my lips and back again.





Now or never,


 
I thought

 

.





I leaned into her, watching her reaction. As my lips brushed against hers, she pulled back.

“Nick…” she whispered.

I waited, holding her gaze, my hands still cupping her face. Something inside her seemed to shift. Her body suddenly relaxed and her eyes closed as she raised her face to mine. Our lips met in a light kiss that quickly grew more firm, more frenzied. Her hands gripped my shoulders as she clung to me tightly. Her lips parted and she drew me in, her tongue caressing mine.

After a moment, she pulled away. I stayed close, nuzzling her ear.

“Be my first,” I whispered.

“What?” she said. “What do you mean?”

“I’m still a virgin,” I confessed. “I want you to be my first. Father’s locked in his office. He’s blasting his stupid talk radio shit. He can’t hear anything. We can do whatever we want.”

“Nick, wait.”

“I’m tired of waiting. I’ve waited for too long already. I don’t care how wrong it is. I can’t hide it anymore. I want to fuck you. I’ve always wanted to fuck you.”

“I know.”

I froze, startled by her reply. I looked at my stepmother, shocked by the shy grin that was spreading across her face.

“You hid it well,” she said. “But I knew, darling. I knew how you felt about me.”

“You did?”

My stepmother nodded. She caressed my face with her hand.

“A woman knows these things,” she said. “I felt the same way about you.”

“Really?”

She nodded again, almost as if she were teasing me. A surge of dark excitement ran through me. I mashed my lips to hers, probing her mouth hungrily with my tongue. She kissed me back fiercely, our breaths mingling in hot gasps of pleasure.

But then her hand was on my chest, gently but firmly pushing me away.

“Stop, darling,” she whispered. “I still love your father, even with all his flaws. As long as I’m married to him, I can’t give you what you want… even if I want it, too.”

“So you do?” I asked. “You want me?”

My stepmother gave me a wistful smile. She ran her hand through my hair.

“Of course I want you,” she said. “My god, you don’t even know how beautiful you are, do you? But this can’t happen, Nick. It’s wrong.”

She gave me a maternal kiss on my forehead.

“There are so many women out there for you. You’ll find the right one real soon, I promise. And won’t she be a lucky girl? But I can’t. Not now. Not ever. I’m so sorry, darling.”

I watched as my stepmother straightened her clothing, then rose and left my bedroom. At my door, she turned and looked at me. Her eyes were glistening with tears again. I thought she was going to say something more, but she only shook her head sadly then slipped out the door, shutting it softly behind her.

I lay on my bed, staring up at the ceiling. A welter of thoughts and emotions were running riot through my mind and body. I unbuttoned my shorts and took hold of my hard cock. With the taste of my stepmother’s mouth still on my lips, I jerked off. My orgasm came fast and hit hard. As I wiped the cum from my belly with a tissue, I wondered if this was the last time I’d ever jerk off in my bedroom.

Warm summer sunlight filtered through my window. Outside, little kids were having a pool party in the house next door. I listened to their playful screams, envying their carefree happiness.

It didn’t take me long to pack. I took my favorite clothes, my laptop and phone, my binder of important documents. A few other items rounded out my necessities. I had to leave behind my gaming PC until I knew the layout of my new place. All the other stuff— the trophies, the posters, the school memorabilia— it just seemed like leftovers from my old life. I wouldn’t burden myself with things I didn’t need anymore.

My father and stepmother were waiting for me downstairs. Sophia gave me a lingering hug and a kiss on the cheek while my father loaded my bags into my battered old Yaris.

“Smeggy is in her carrier in the passenger seat,” my father said. “I already put her food and litter box in the back.”

He handed me the apartment keys and clapped me on the shoulder again.

“Call us when you get settled in,” my father told me.

“I will. Goodbye, father. Goodbye, Sophia.”

I gave my parents a wave and got behind the wheel of my car. As I reversed out of the driveway, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out and checked the notification.

It was a text from my supervisor at the supermarket— I was being laid off.

I read the message three times. Shock and a sickening sense of betrayal flooded through me. I had busted my ass working at that supermarket. I’d come in on weekends and holidays and even when I was ill. Every short notice call, I had answered. The store manager himself had promised me a promotion and a bump up to full-time hours. How could they lay me off?

Another text came in. Maybe that first message was a mistake? It had to be a mistake, right?

It was my supervisor again. My heart sank as I read her message telling me to turn in my company apron and name tag or they would charge me $20.

Disgusted and furious, I tossed my phone onto the passenger seat next to Smeggy’s carrier. Smeggy meowed, sensing my distress. The phone buzzed again, probably with another text from my supervisor.

I took a slow, deep breath and looked back at the house I’d grown up in. The driveway was empty, the front door closed. My father and stepmother had already gone inside.

I was alone and on my own.

“Fuck it,” I muttered. “Time to man up, Nicky-boy.”

The sun was sinking and the shadows lengthening. Putting my car into gear, I pulled onto the street and headed toward my new home.





Chapter 2




“Do you recognize me?”



I sat on a park bench in the shade beneath a cherry tree and stared at my open laptop. A day had passed since I left my childhood home and the reality of my situation had fully set in. I had three months to become fully independent. My first priority was to get a job that paid enough to cover my bills. Even with tight budgeting, the money in my savings would go quickly. At least I had the $1000 from my father as a bit of a cushion. He was a flawed man and a hardass, but my father had kept his word and made arrangements for my immediate future.

The rest was up to me.

I scrolled through another job listing that I wasn’t qualified for and shook my head. I wanted to work with computers, but lacked any formal training or experience. I had been working on computers all my life but it wasn’t enough to qualify for a position anywhere. I had enrolled at my local community college’s IT program for the Fall Quarter, but now my plans were up in the air. I was struggling to figure out how I could go to school and pay the bills at the same time.

It was hard to concentrate. My mind was still tangled up with thoughts about my stepmother. The kiss we shared, the feelings she confessed, the things she knew about me… it was just a huge emotional jumble to untangle. Why did I tell her those things? Why did I confess such stupid, shameful thoughts to her? How pathetic was I for longing after my father’s wife? Was I really just a lame virgin focusing on the only real woman I knew?


I can cringe about that shit later. Right now, I need to focus on getting a damn job!


I looked down at my computer but it was no use. My mind had gone numb. I needed a break. With a sigh, I closed my laptop and rubbed my dry eyes and looked around me, trying to find something to focus on that wasn’t a bunch of pixels.

The day was warm and a cool breeze was blowing in from the lake. The air smelled of freshly mown grass. I could hear kids laughing somewhere in the distance.

Lakeshore Village was an enormous complex. Four five-story buildings called The Estates flanked the gated entry. These were the affordable apartments for singles and couples. Closer to the lake were the more upscale townhomes that catered to young families. At the very back of the complex, on the shores of the lake, were the high-end condos overlooking Lakeshore Village’s private marina. A meandering park ran through the entire complex, linking all three areas together with trails and manicured greenery.

Overall, Lakeshore Village was a beautiful place. Not that I could see much of it from where I lived. My apartment was a basement studio in the lowest priced area of The Estates. Narrow sliding windows barely above ground let in the only natural light. I was essentially living in an underground closet with a bathroom and a tiny kitchen. It was clean, though, and well maintained so I really had nothing to complain about, especially since it was paid up for the next three months. It just felt a little claustrophobic in there, which was why I was outside enjoying the warm summer day.

Yawning, I set my laptop on the bench and stood up. I stretched my arms out and sucked in a deep breath. My muscles still ached from the morning workout I’d gone through at the Village’s community rec center. Lifting weights always cleared my mind. I’d been chubby for most of my life, but working out had trimmed the fat over the years. I was wearing shorts and a sleeveless shirt and I knew I looked pretty good. I wasn’t Schwarzenegger, but I was in decent shape.

The memory of my stepmother’s lips on mine suddenly came flooding back. I grimaced and pushed the memory away. I had enough worries without that distraction.

“Enough of that shit,” I muttered to myself. “Back to work, Nicky-boy.”

I reluctantly sat down on the bench again and settled my computer on my lap. My web page was stuck and I had to reload it. A quick check confirmed I was still connected to the Internet. The Village’s Wi-Fi was nothing spectacular, but it was free.

I reloaded a Help Desk listing I’d bookmarked. It was a remote position, which meant that I could work from home if I got it. The only problem would be—

“YOU!”

I startled, almost dropping my laptop. The voice was high-pitched and urgent. I looked up, trying to figure out who was shouting.




A young woman was trotting towards me, her shoes making a crisp

 

chock-chock-chock


 
on the sidewalk

 
with every step she took.





What the fuck?


The first thing that caught my eye was her curly blonde hair falling in lush ringlets past her shoulders. In the bright sunlight, her tresses looked like warm honey flowing down her neck. Her hair framed a heart-shaped face that would have been at home on the cover of a men’s magazine— big blue eyes, a slightly upturned nose, brightly painted lips that were full and plump. The frown she was wearing made her seem even more attractive, a beautiful damsel in distress in need of rescue.

And then there was her body. I swallowed hard at the sight of it. This blonde goddess was wearing lingerie and little else, her lacy blue bra barely containing the big, bouncy double-D breasts that jiggled with every step she took. A flat stomach and the hint of hard abs beneath her soft skin spoke to hours spent at the gym. Her matching lace panties accentuated her wide, swaying hips and round ass. Thigh-high garters clipped to her panties encased her long legs, the spiked heels she was wearing making her legs appear even longer. She was an amazing sight, like a centerfold who had stepped out from the pages of an old-school Playboy magazine.

So why was this gorgeous woman rushing towards me? Why was she so agitated?

I sat up straighter as she came to a stop in front of me. She was tall, probably about 5’10”, and looked to be in her early twenties. Up close, she was even more attractive than I’d thought. Her skin was dewy and smooth and her hair was lush, like spun gold. The high swell of her breasts sparkled in the sunlight from some sort of glitter lotion she’d rubbed into her cleavage. The effect was hypnotic and I had to fight the urge to stare at her tits. She was panting slightly, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Standing only a few feet away from me, I could smell the sweet floral musk of the perfume she was wearing.

“Hi?” I said.

I winced, hating the way my voice cracked. Even at 18 years old, I still sounded like a high school kid when I was nervous.

“Do you know computers?” she asked.

“Um, kinda? Depends. What type of—“

She cut me off, waving her hands. She was wearing long acrylic nails in a blue that matched her lingerie.

“I’m about to stream for my channel but my computer keeps logging off,” she said. “I totally have to get it working before noon. I’ve got a group show for three hundred fans in London that I absolutely cannot flake on.”

I glanced at my laptop. It was 11:05 AM.

“There’s not enough time to call the computer guys to come,” she continued. “I saw you from my window and came rushing down here. Like, I didn’t even wait for the elevator! I ran down the stairs in these stupid heels!”

There was an edge of rising panic in her voice. I didn’t know what a “group show” was or what London had to do with anything, but this lady was obviously in distress.

“Please,” she said. “Please, please tell me you can fix my computer.”

Her eyes were glistening. Her lower lip was trembling. Was she close to tears?

I took a deep breath. I may have been an 18-year-old virgin who had just been kicked out of his childhood home, but I’ve always tried to help anyone who was in trouble.

“I can’t promise anything, but I can take a look,” I said. “There might be something I can try.”

The hopeful look that washed over her face was delightful.

“Anything you can do,” she said. “I’d be so grateful, dude.”

I almost laughed. The way she said “dude” was hilarious. She saw me smiling and smiled back at me.

“I’m Nick,” I said. “Nick McWilliams.”

She offered her hand and I took it.

“I’m Zoe. Thank goodness I found you.”

“Like I said, no promises.”

“Understood.”

“Lead the way,” I said.

I grabbed my laptop and trailed behind Zoe as she led me to her place. She was telling me about the things she had tried to fix her computer, like restarting it and unplugging things. I asked a few questions, but it was hard to concentrate on what she was saying because I was too busy staring at her ass. It was a thing of beauty— round and firm with not an ounce of flab. Her thong panties were wedged deep in her crack, leaving everything else exposed.


Damn. No tan lines.


It was the kind of thing you noticed when a hot chick was displaying her big, luscious rump right in front of your face. Not that I had much experience with such situations.

The weird thing was, this blonde woman seemed familiar to me, like I had seen her before. There was no way that could be true because I would have definitely remembered meeting someone as hot as Zoe. Still, the sense that I knew her from somewhere lingered in my mind.

Zoe lived in the same building I did, #2 of The Estates. In the lobby, an older woman greeted us with a wave and raised eyebrows. Zoe ignored the elevator and took the stairs. As we climbed to the second floor, her ass was directly level with my face. I tried not to ogle her too much, but my resistance was pretty weak. I’d gone to school with some pretty girls, but Zoe was on another level. Being in a thong just made everything so much more intense. Her perfume was also driving me wild.

The door to Zoe’s apartment was wide open when we got there. She wasn’t exaggerating when she said she ran outside when she saw me. The apartment itself was much larger than my own. It had a lot of plush and cozy furniture, stuff Zoe must have bought herself to replace the bland furnishings the Village provided. Pink was the main color that dominated her space. On the walls were posters of K-Pop stars and anime characters. It almost felt like I’d wandered into the room of a teenage girl.

“In here,” Zoe said.

She led me past her bedroom. The door was open and I got a quick glimpse of a large bed covered with stuffed animals piled atop a pink duvet.

The second room was Zoe’s studio. It was decorated in the same fashion as so many online streamers. Strings of LED lights were draped over on ornate sofa. A shelf full of kids’ toys provided background decoration while a green screen was rolled up in a corner, ready to be used.

The main setup was a large desk with a PC and two monitors hooked up to a digital camera and lighting rig. A high-end gaming chair and microphone completed the studio.

“My last ditch thing was to try and use my laptop camera,” Zoe said. “I knew the picture would be bad, but at least I could do the show. But even that didn’t work! I could connect but the resolution made me look like I was underwater. It was so frustrating.”

I stood in front of her PC, looking at the streaming site she was trying to log into. An error message filled her screen.

“Did you do any software updates recently?” I asked. “Add a new program, maybe? Like anti-malware or a VPN or something?”

“Doubt it,” Zoe laughed. “I don’t even know what that is.”

I pulled the gaming chair over and sat down at the desk. Zoe stood beside me, her arm casually thrown over the back of the chair. The nearness of her, her smell, the soft sound of her breathing— it was a huge distraction for me. I tried to ignore this hot blonde standing next to me and focus on the task at hand.

“11:15,” Zoe said despairingly.

“We’ve got time,” I assured her.

I don’t know why I was acting so confident. The issue could have been a dozen things, from a screwed up router to a glitching motherboard.

Yet I did feel confident. I’d been working with computers since I was a kid. They’d been my friends even when I didn’t have any other friends. Computers were my thing. I knew what I was doing.

“Keep it simple, check the obvious,” I reminded myself.

I went to Google and typed in the error code plus the word “solved”. A page of results came up. I scrolled through them, quickly scanning the summaries.

The minutes ticked by. Zoe drummed her fingernails on the back of the chair. I could hear her breathing. Her hair was resting against my shoulder. The air was filled with her sweet perfume.

“They promised the Wi-Fi here was stable,” Zoe muttered. “But I get dropped all the time. I got cable installed and it’s always been super fast and reliable until today.”

“Wi-Fi is terrible for me, too. I live in the basement level. Very weak signal. That’s why I was outside.”

I ran through the search results and followed the most promising links. One of my tech friends said most of his summer job was running Google searches to fix his workplace computers. That was solid advice. I read posts on Reddit and a couple of computer forums and found a simple solution buried in a ton of complaints.

“So it sounds like your Internet connection is stable but your PC is freaking out,” I said. “You might have a corrupted preference file or cookie. I’m going to delete both just to be safe and restart your computer.”

“This has got to work,” Zoe said as her PC rebooted. “This group show is like my first big score on this platform. Streaming hasn’t been doing shit for me so far. If I screw this up, I’m going to have to go back to shoots.”

“Shoots?”

“Video shoots. I’m an adult model, as you probably figured out. That’s just a high-class way of saying I do porn. Or at least I used to. I hoped I could become an adult streamer instead. Solo stuff, be my own boss, you know? My friends have all made the switch. But this technical crap has been messing me up so bad, dude.”

Again, I almost laughed. Despite her ultra-feminine appearance and the teenage-romance decorations of her apartment, Zoe talked like she was a tomboy. It was weird, her voice was so familiar…

I suddenly sat bolt upright in the gaming chair. I turned to look at Zoe. She saw the expression on my face and smirked.

“Do you recognize me?” she asked coyly.

I nodded. “Rayven Princess?”

“That’s me.”

Rayven Princess was one of the most famous porn stars from a couple years back. Her signature look had been her short, jet-black hair and black horn-rimmed glasses. With Zoe’s long blonde hair and contacts, it was no wonder I hadn’t recognized her immediately. But now that she said who she was, I wondered how I ever could have missed it.

Rayven Princess was my favorite porn star. I had jerked it to her videos so many times. And now I was in her apartment, close enough to smell her perfume.


What the fuck is going on right now?


The PC chimed and the two of us looked back at her monitor. The website was up and the Internet manager was showing a steady connection.

“Enter… enter your password,” I stuttered.

Zoe leaned over me to tap on her keyboard. Her hair brushed against my face. The side of her breast pressed heavily against my arm. I shifted uncomfortably. She moved with me, keeping her boob on my arm.


Is she doing this intentionally?


There was no way that could be true. I was just too shaken at the moment and imagining things, right? I took a deep breath, breathing in the smell of her, feeling the body heat radiating off her. I felt a hot rush of blood to my groin as my cock swelled in my shorts.

I glanced at the clock. It was 11:49. This had to work or Zoe was going to miss her show. Anxiety mingled with the lust that was rising inside of me.

“Oh, shit!” Zoe shouted, making me jump for the second time today. “I’m in!”

The website launched the streaming page. A live feed window sprang up, ready to go.

“You did it, Nick!” Zoe shouted.

She wrapped her arms around me and planted a warm, hard kiss on my cheek. I was too intimidated to return a hug from my favorite porn star and just stayed still, enjoying the feel of her lush body up against mine.

“I’ve got like ten minutes to get ready,” Zoe said, her words coming in a rushed jumble. “I’m gonna nail this show, I swear!”

I got out of her chair and she immediately sat in it. She turned on the ring light and adjusted the digital camera. Reaching under her desk, Zoe pulled out a bright red dildo.

I took that as my cue to leave.

“Uh, so I’ll let you get to it then, Zoe. Everything should be good.”

“Do me one more favor?” she asked as she checked her makeup on the monitor. “Watch my stream online to make sure everything is stable. Please?”

“No problem.”




“My viewer password is

 

babybabybaby1999,


 
no caps.”




“Got it.”

Zoe was putting her headphones on as I slipped out of her bedroom studio. I made my way through her apartment and paused at the front door where a full-length mirror was hung. I looked over my reflection, seeing the lipstick smeared across my cheek and the dazed look in my eyes.

“Rayven Princess?” I asked myself, still in disbelief. “Fucking hell, Nicky-boy. Did that really just happen?”





Chapter 3




“I know how to do favors.”



Back in my basement apartment, my laptop took that moment to do a forced reboot to install a mandatory security update. I cursed the minutes ticking by as I stared at the progress bar on my screen.


Rayven Princess is live streaming a lewd show right now and I’m sitting here waiting for Security Update 1112.7746.A1 to finish! Fuck!


I thought about my custom gaming PC that was sitting in my old bedroom, shut down and dark. I’d left it there until I knew I had the space to set it up. This studio apartment was tight as hell but I figured I could use one corner for my battle station. I made a mental note to go get it as soon as I could. There were several other items I’d left behind as well. Knowing my father, he’d boxed them up and put them in the garage by now. If I didn’t get them soon, he’d probably auction them off online.

“Come on, come on,” I muttered, drumming my fingers impatiently on my laptop.

I was sitting on the double bed the Village furnished. The generic mattress was hard and uncomfortable. Getting sheets and a duvet was one of the million tasks I needed to get done. Living on my own was more complicated than I imagined.

Moving had been even harder on my cat. Smeggy had taken to hiding in the bathroom and rarely ventured out. She missed her old life, her old digs.

I knew how she felt.

My laptop chimed and rebooted. With the update finally completed, I logged on to the adult streaming site and searched for Zoe’s channel. Her show was listed as LIVE and the blurry thumbnail gave me zero info about what I was missing out on. The site demanded I create an account and then verify I was not a robot. Figuring out what was or wasn’t a stop light had never pissed me off so much. Whoever designed these bot tests had a sadistic streak a mile wide.

Zoe’s group show had been going on for over half an hour before I finally was allowed to join. A window launched and, at last, I was logged into Zoe’s stream.

“Damn,” I whispered to myself.

Zoe was perched on the edge of her chair. She’d stripped completely naked. Leaning back into the backrest, her legs were spread wide, her feet planted on the desk. She was licking her full lips and moaning, her left hand cupping her bare breasts while her right hand slid the red dildo in and out of her glistening pussy.

Her hair and makeup might have been different, but that body was still the same work of art that I had jerked to for so many years. Everything was familiar, from the pink areolas and small nipples to the smooth pussy lips gripping the dildo as it slid in and out of her wet hole. The little heart tattooed on her hipbone was still there, a splash of bright red on her pale skin.

Zoe must have noticed my username joining her audience. She winked and blew a kiss at the camera.

“The hero who fixed my computer just joined us, lads. Give him some love!”

The chat window suddenly filled with applause emojis and scrolling comments.


Cheers to the tech hero!



Nice one!



Glad you fixed your issues, Rayven. I was about to cancel my subscription.



Stream is clear and stable, tech hero did a bang-up job!


Zoe hadn’t exaggerated— there were over 300 guys in the UK watching her play with herself. Seeing their praise for my work made me feel a rush of confidence. After all the turmoil I’d gone through recently, it was a sweet ego boost to read their compliments. I could feel myself swelling with pride.

That wasn’t the only part of me that was swelling. Seeing my favorite porn star with her legs splayed wide open as she played with her hard clit was such a rush. Knowing she was just 2 stories above me in an apartment I had just left made the whole thing even more exciting.

I pulled out my hard cock and began stroking. I didn’t have any lube so had to go dry. It sucked, but it didn’t matter much. Within a few minutes, I was pumping my load into some clumped up tissues.


Rayven Princess, you fucking goddess.


I slumped in my chair and watched the rest of her show in a state of contented bliss. These had been the weirdest two days of my life, and it wasn’t even 1:00 PM yet.

As Zoe was licking her pussy juices off her dildo, one of the London crowd typed:


Great stream! Hope she keeps tech guy on call. Rayven will have lots of subscribers if she can keep the glitches at bay.


Again, I felt a surge of pride to see these guys praising the “tech guy”. Maybe it was a little pathetic to be so moved by compliments? Yeah, probably. My father had never been one to praise much of anything, especially his son’s accomplishments. I guess I’d always been starved for that kind of attention.

Every man wants respect, right? I wasn’t a kid anymore. I wanted to be treated like an adult. After all, I had fixed Zoe’s computer problem. I had made this show possible. I had been competent and effective in a stressful moment. This little bit of respect I was getting felt good. It felt right. I wanted more.

A seed of an idea popped into my head. I rolled it around in my mind, trying to see if it was something real or just random bullshit. I’d had lots of clever notions that didn’t pan out because I never followed through.

This idea seemed different, though. The more I thought about it, the more solid it seemed. I considered how workable it would be if I had the resources, if I could get—

A sudden pounding on my door made me jump for the second time that day. Whoever it was, they were making a racket. The intensity of the knocking seemed over the top. What could be so urgent? Who the hell even knew where I lived? I hadn’t told anyone I’d moved, not even my few friends.

As I got up from my chair, a random thought hit me.


Sophia?


The idea that my stepmother had come to visit sent a shiver through me. The two of us alone in my apartment was a thrilling possibility. But why would she drive all this way without calling first? Maybe she had thought over my confession? Maybe she had come to finish the kiss we shared?

I went to the door, my heart thumping. I swung it open, hoping to see Sophia’s beautiful face beaming at me.

Instead, I was wrapped in a bear hug by Zoe, my porn star princess. I was surprised, but definitely not disappointed.

“Three thousand dollars!” she shouted. “This is the biggest haul I’ve ever had! You saved my channel, Nick!”

Zoe had thrown on a short silk kimono. I could feel the mounds of her breasts flattening against my chest as she squeezed me tightly. Her skin was warm and slightly damp with sweat. I hugged her back, running my hands over her back. No bra strap and, from what I could see, no panty lines. She was naked beneath her kimono. The scent of her perfume mingled with the smell of her sweat.

Despite having just rubbed one out, I could feel the blood rushing back to my dick. I pulled my crotch away from her, making space so she wouldn’t feel my erection. I just hoped she wouldn’t notice my awkward posture.

“Three grand?” I said. “Wow! Congrats.”

“Couldn’t have done it without you, dude.”

After a final hard squeeze, Zoe broke the hug and stepped back. She was grinning widely, flushed with excitement. I ushered her into my apartment, closing the door behind her.

“This is the first real success I’ve had with streaming,” Zoe said excitedly. “With one show, I got enough money for rent, my health insurance premium, groceries, and gas. Plus a little left over to add a bit to my college fund.”




“

 

You


 
have a college fund?” I blurted out.




I knew I screwed up as soon as I said it. A hurt look flashed across Zoe’s face before she quickly hid it beneath a sardonic smile.

“Of course I do,” she said. “Surprised that a porn star wants to get an education?”

“No, of course not… I mean, yes… I was only saying…” I spluttered.

Zoe lightly slapped my chest, rolling her eyes.

“Relax, I’m just teasing,” she said. “I wouldn’t expect someone like me to have a college fund either, if I’m being honest.”

“What… what do you want to study?” I asked.

“Child psychology. I eventually want to get a Master’s in Social Work.”

“That sounds amazing.”

“What about you?”

“I’m going to study IT,” I said. “I start my certificate program this fall.”

“That totally makes sense. IT is like so hot right now and you obviously know your shit already.”

“For sure,” I said. “Tuition sucks, though. Plus, I just got laid off. Kinda need to get a job to pay for all kinds of shit.”

“Speaking of that, how much do I owe you?”

“Owe me?” I asked, befuddled.

“For the tech support,” she said. “The Net-Tech Tornado guys were going to charge like $200 for an emergency call out with a three-hour window. You helped immediately so that must be a premium, right? So $300? That sound fair?”

The thought of charging Zoe for my help hadn’t occurred to me until she mentioned it. In a way, her offer made me feel kinda bad, as if I had acted for my own gain rather than to help another person. It undermined the self-esteem I’d built up. Did she really consider me her hero or was I just another service provider like the Net-Tech Tornado guys? It made me uncomfortable.

At the same time, Zoe’s offer to pay me synced up perfectly with the idea I had been playing with before she came by. $300 was nice, but there was an even better way she could pay me back.

“So there’s no need to give me money,” I said. “But there is something that would be even better. It’s more like a favor, really.”

“A favor?” she asked.

“Yeah. Well, more like a service. I’m kinda embarrassed to ask, but it’s something you can do for me and it won’t cost you a dime.”

Again, a look of disappointment flashed across Zoe’s gorgeous face. This time it seemed deeper, more than just a moment of irritation. She seemed genuinely hurt by what I said. I had no idea why she would feel that way. Had I done something to upset her?

Then the moment passed and Zoe was smiling again, though her expression seemed more strained.

“Not a problem, Nick. I know how to do favors.”

Zoe got down on her knees in front of me. Before I could process what was happening, she was tugging at my shorts.

“You’re already hard,” she said. “That’s good.”

It was the feel of her hand slipping inside my waistband that finally snapped me out of my stunned trance.

“Whoa!” I said as I pushed her hands away. “Hold on!”

Zoe looked up at me, confusion written across her face.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Isn’t this what you wanted?”

“No! Damn, that’s not… I meant… I was asking if you could provide like a reference and review for me. I have this idea of advertising my computer services around the Village and figured people would trust me more if someone from here had already used my services and could vouch that I was legit. That’s what I meant, not… not the other thing.”

As I rambled, I could see a dark red flush creeping up Zoe’s neck again. She lowered her eyes, her head tilted down.

“Goddamn, I feel stupid,” she whispered.

She looked really downcast. In her videos, Rayven Princess was always sultry and confident. It hurt to see her so sad.

“Look, don’t feel bad,” I said. “It was a simple misunderstanding. No biggie.”

She shook her head. “It’s just that when a guy asks for a favor instead of cash, I sorta assume… you know? Years of working in porn kinda sets up certain expectations. I guess I’m still not used to dealing with civilians.”

“Civilians?”

“Non-porn people.”

“Oh. Well, like I said, no biggie. Don’t worry about it, Zoe. Here, let me help you up.”

I offered my hand and she took it. I helped her to her feet. She straightened her robe while I adjusted my shorts. The silence between us was painfully awkward. That my dick was rock hard made things even more uncomfortable.

“So… um, what kind of review were you thinking about?” Zoe asked.

She still wasn’t meeting my eye and I was somewhat glad. We both were embarrassed and needed a few moments to recover.

“Just a few sentences,” I said. “Maybe some details of what I did and if you were happy about my service. I plan on putting up a web page and will have your review there for others to see, if you don’t mind.”

“Sounds totally doable,” Zoe said.

I handed her my phone. “Just text yourself a message so I’ll have you in my Recents list. I can send you my email or whatever works for you.”

Zoe held my phone in her hand for a moment, then handed it back to me. A wry grin was on her face.

“I don’t actually know what my phone number is,” she said. “I just got a new one a few months ago and haven’t memorized it yet.”

“Not a problem,” I said. “I’m still working out the details in my mind anyways, so there’s no rush.”

She cocked her head, her eyes cool and appraising.

“You’re very easygoing, aren’t you?”

I shrugged. “Just trying not to stress over the small things.”

Zoe gave a small nod, almost as if she had confirmed something in her own mind. She came to me and wrapped me in a tight hug. I put my arms around her, pulling her in. I breathed in the scent of her hair, her perfume. My erection was pressed firmly against her lower belly. I was sure she could feel it, but she didn’t seem to mind.

“Thank you, Nick,” she whispered in my ear. “I appreciate everything you did for me today.”

“It was my pleasure,” I said.

“You know what?” she said. “I think you’re the first guy in my life to ever turn down a blowjob.”

I swallowed hard, hyper-aware of her breasts flattened against my chest, my cock grinding against her belly. Zoe kept holding me tight, her arms caressing my back.

“I can be pretty stupid at times,” I said.

Zoe giggled. All the awkwardness between us seemed to have vanished.

“I don’t know about stupid, but you are a hard one to figure out, Nick.”

She gave me a kiss on the cheek, then let me go.

“I’ll get that review to you as soon as I can,” she said as she made her way to the door. “Will you still watch my shows to make sure there are no more issues?”

“I can do that.”

“Then I guess we’re all good?”

“All good,” I said with a smile.

“Catch you later, dude.”

Zoe let herself out, closing the door softly behind her.

Alone again in my tiny apartment, I felt like I’d stepped into some crazy fever dream. It seemed unreal.


Did I really just refuse a blowjob from my favorite porn star?


Instant regret hit me like a punch in the gut. I’d blown my chance to live out one of my biggest fantasies! What the hell was I thinking? At the same time, I knew I’d done the right thing. I wasn’t just some hormonal teen looking to get his dick wet, was I? I was trying to be a man, not some dumb, horny boy.


But that was Rayven Princess, you fuckwit!


It was too much. I needed to clear my head and get my mind focused again. To do that, I had to take care of my most immediate distraction.

Closing my eyes, I recalled the sensation of Zoe’s fingers grazing the tip of my erection as she reached inside my waistband.

I pulled my shorts down and spat into my hand. Twice in less than half an hour must be some sort of record for me. Being 18 had its benefits, I guess.

“Rayven Princess,” I murmured as I took hold of my aching cock.





Chapter 4




“Welcome to the Village.”






I woke up early the next morning to find a sheet of paper slipped under my door. It was from Zoe. At the top of the page she’d written her phone number and scrawled,

 

“Let me know if you need more or better. Kisses, Zoe.”








Her testimonial:

 

“I had a critical meeting scheduled online when my computer suddenly refused to work. After trying everything I could think of to fix the problem myself, I called around for emergency on-site tech support. None of those places could help me in time. I was in a panic. If my computer didn’t get fixed immediately, I was going to lose thousands of dollars!






“Then I stumbled across Nick. He came to my apartment and immediately solved my computer problem. I was able to log on to my meeting and get my work done. Nick saved the day! I highly recommend him to anyone needing a calm and competent professional to service their computer and network issues. You can trust and rely on Nick. He’s rock solid in every way!



“Zoe, The Estates, Lakeshore Village.”


I grinned as I read what she had given me. It was exactly what I had hoped for. I could already envision how my web page and flyers would look with Zoe’s words prominently featured.

It was going to be a busy day. I dressed and went for a quick workout at the Village’s rec center. It being early on a Sunday morning meant I had the place to myself. I started with some light weight-training. As I lifted, thoughts of Zoe mingled with ideas about what I needed to do for the computer gig I was brewing up. My mind alternated between marketing ideas and the memory of Zoe’s body pressed against mine.

After weight-training, I worked up a lather doing some cardio. With the amount of time I spent staring at a screen each day, it always felt good to exert myself physically.

I finished up with some stretching to cool down. It had been a strenuous workout. I was still wiping the sweat from my eyes with a towel as I headed out the door. In my rush to get home, I accidentally ran headfirst into a woman coming inside.

“Oh crap, sorry!” I said, as our bodies collided.

“Oopsie!” she cried out as her water bottle tumbled to the floor.

I bent down and grabbed the rolling bottle. As I handed it back to her, I realized the woman I’d run into was a total smokeshow. In her late-20s, she was 5’3” with the lithe build of a ballerina, her perky breasts held in a sports bra that did nothing to hide her large nipples poking through the clingy fabric. Her tummy was flat and hard, her firm ass wrapped in yoga pants, her legs toned and muscular. Her dark brown hair was pulled back into a cute ponytail. Barefaced for her workout, she had the natural beauty of a fit young woman in the prime of her life. Light brown eyes and a wide mouth with bee-stung lips gave her an air of innocence mixed with a smoldering sensuality. Her voice was husky and slightly raspy in a sexy sort of way. She reminded me of an Italian actress my mother used to watch on TV, except this woman was even prettier than her.

“Sorry, my bad!” I stammered. “I should have been paying more attention.”

“I think we were both equally distracted,” she replied, holding up her phone and pointing to the earbuds in her ears. “I get so wrapped up in these podcasts.”

“I know the feeling. The true crime ones get pretty intense. Scary, too. Some are like total nightmare fuel.”

She smiled at my answer. It was a crooked smile, very cute and deeply sexy at the same time. I smiled back, trying to look confident and probably failing. She seemed to be enjoying my reaction. Clearly, this was a woman who knew the effect she had on men.

“Do you live here?” she asked. “I haven’t seen you around the rec center before.”

“I just moved in two days ago.”

“Ah, that makes sense. I’d have remembered seeing someone like you. Welcome to the Village. Are you enjoying it so far?”

“Very much so,” I replied.


Especially after running into you.


I don’t know what it was about Lakeshore Village but it seemed to be full of gorgeous women. First Zoe and now her?

Of course, I was happy to look over this sexy woman but I knew that looking was all I’d ever do. She was maybe ten years older than me, way outside of my orbit. She also had a wedding ring on her left hand. I could look all I wanted, but women like her had no interest in 18-year-old virgins like me.

“Well, have a good workout,” I told her.

“See you around,” she said, giving me that smile again.

As she walked away from me, I couldn’t help but stare at her toned backside. Those yoga pants were a blessing on a woman like her.

As I was admiring her ass, I suddenly remembered the mirrors on the far wall. A quick glance showed she was watching me as I ogled her backside. I looked away, but not before I saw a knowing smirk on her face.


Shit, busted! I should have at least introduced myself and found out what her name is. Now she probably thinks I’m a creeper.


Head down, I exited the rec center and made my way back to my apartment. As hot as this mystery woman was, I knew she was a distraction I didn’t need right then. My interactions with Zoe were distracting enough. I didn’t need to add another woman to my thoughts, especially one who was a decade older than me and married.

Half way back to The Estates, I halted in the middle of the sidewalk. A realization struck me. It had been almost a full day since I’d last thought of Sophia. Ever since I first met her, I’d always dwelt on my stepmother and how much I was attracted to her. Now the events of the last day had completely driven her from my mind. It was a startling thing to realize I hadn’t spared Sophia a single thought since Zoe knocked on my front door yesterday.

Maybe I wasn’t such a pathetic virgin after all?

I walked back to my apartment with a spring in my step. I was feeling more independent and grown up with each passing day.

At home, after downing some water and taking a quick shower, I finally sat down at my laptop. I’d gone over everything I wanted to do in my mind and just needed to make it happen.

It took me less than an hour to post up a functional and professional looking web page. I put Zoe’s quote in large font at the top. Below it I listed my services, rates, and contact info.

Opening my word processor, I created a flyer with the same info and my URL plus some tear offs at the bottom of the page.

When everything was ready, I grabbed my laptop and headed for the Village’s business center. It was a small room with a couple of crappy PCs, an old LCD projector, a cheap flatbed scanner, and even an ancient fax machine. The business center looked like it didn’t get much use.

“I could totally redo this place with modern equipment and make it an actual asset to the Village,” I told myself. “Especially with work from home becoming such a regular thing.”

This crappy “business center” was a wasted opportunity, an uncharacteristic failure for the Village. Regardless, all I cared about was the bulky laser printer sitting in a dusty corner of the room. I connected it to my laptop with a USB cable and soon I had 30 copies of my flyer ready to go.

I spent the rest of the morning hanging the flyers on the announcement boards scattered throughout Lakeshore Village. Along with all the flyers for dog walking and pizza delivery coupons, my flyers looked right at home. I also placed a few on the board near the entrance to the marina. The condos by the lake were hella expensive. I figured wealthy people wouldn’t mind paying someone else to get their computers running right.

By the time I got back to my apartment, I was tired but also exhilarated. I knew that this idea wouldn’t turn into a full-time job or even cover my rent, but it was better than wallowing in self doubt. I was taking action and putting a plan into motion. Just another step towards adulthood.

I sat on my bed and reminded myself once again to get some sheets. Smeggy jumped into my lap and rubbed her face against mine. I stroked her thick fur.

“Trying my best to take care of us,” I told her.

All I could do now was wait for the calls to come in.





Chapter 5




“Mind your manners, kiddo.”



It was Friday afternoon and I was sitting on the edge of my bed with my laptop. So far I’d had a grand total of three service calls since I put the flyers up on Sunday. One was helping an older gentleman set up his wireless printer (easy job after downloading some drivers).

The second was troubleshooting a woman’s home network (tedious, turned out to be a bad ethernet cable).

The last call was the most fun. A couple with a quadriplegic son had me set up their smart home appliances and smart speakers. It took several hours but they ended up with a really cool system. It was amazing to see the look of joy on the kid’s face when he found he could control his lights, his computer, and so much more with just his voice. I enjoyed the experience so much that I was looking into assistive technology as a possible career.

The other thing I enjoyed was the money I made. $150 wasn’t a fortune, but it was enough for me to get some food in my fridge and sheets on my bed. If I could make $150 a week consistently, that meant $600 a month. The rent on this tiny studio was $1100 a month. All things considered, I was doing pretty good. I still had three months to level up.

“Gonna buy you some cans of that wet food you like so much,” I promised Smeggy. She snuggled in my lap, purring loudly.

My phone chimed. It was Zoe messaging me.


“Show starts @7 tonight… you’ll be there???”






“Absolutely,”


 
I messaged back.







She replied with a happy face emoji. I’d learned over the last week that Zoe loved emojis. Texting with her was an adventure. She had a quirky personality and a playful sense of humor that I’d never expected. Zoe loved sending pictures of odd things she came across during her day. She’d make corny captions for each one, like a picture of a restaurant called Zahmbi’s where she wrote,

 

Specialty of the House: BRAINZZZ!!








She also left a gift box at my front door that contained some colorful hand towels, a plastic vase filled with silk flowers, and a seashell soap dish. She taped a note to the box that read,

 

“Your apartment looks pretty barren. Hope some of this helps make it more homey.”





It was a super sweet gesture that honestly kinda clashed with the fact that I was watching her get naked online almost every night. It was still hard to believe that I was buddies with my favorite porn star.

To be truthful, I wasn’t looking forward to tonight’s stream. Zoe had been hyping it to her subscribers for a couple of days now.


“I’m gonna have a special guest for Friday’s live pay-per-view show: my old costar, Kirk Drakken! Be sure to purchase and watch my oral playtime with his famous 10-incher. You know I can handle it! XOXOXO”


The thought of watching Zoe blowing some porn star dude’s “famous 10-incher” was not at all appealing. We weren’t dating or anything, but I liked her a lot. I’d seen her sucking dick and fucking lots of times in her videos, but now that I knew her for real, it made me feel kinda creepy to watch her doing that stuff.

The stream was going to start in about 3 hours. She was paying me to monitor and be on call if she had any more technical issues, so I’d definitely be watching. Maybe not so close as I usually did, but I would be logged in if anything technical needed fixing.

My phone buzzed. It was a message from my father letting me know that he had packed my stuff and placed it in the garage for me to pick up.


“Sophia and I are thinking of turning your old bedroom into a craft station for her stained glass and sewing. Less clutter in the garage, maybe we will finally get a pool table!”


I replied with a promise to pick my stuff up on Saturday. Sophia did her craft workshop every Saturday afternoon and would be out of the house. I could be in and out without having to see her.

I scrolled through my email once again. Despite all the applications I sent out, I hadn’t gotten a solid reply from anyone. Funny, but my old job had offered me my position back if I would accept reduced hours. It would suck to return to them, but I might not have a choice.

My phone rang. No one I knew ever called me, they always messaged. The only calls I received now were from my flyers.

“Hello, this is Nick McWilliams,” I answered in my most professional sounding voice.

“Hi,” said a husky female voice. “I saw your flyers. Do you build video game computers? I have all the parts but I’m somewhat intimidated by the whole process. I was hoping you could come by for a bit and help me put this thing together.”

The voice was familiar but I couldn’t place it. Not that it mattered. A gig was a gig.

“Sure, I’ve built gaming PCs before,” I said. “I’d be happy to stop by and do what I can. When did you have in mind?”

“Uh… now? I’d like to have the computer up and running by tomorrow morning.”

I glanced at the clock. It was half past 4, so I still had a couple of hours until I had to be on standby for Zoe. That was plenty of time to help get a PC together. Building gaming rigs was one of my favorite things to do. I’d put together several machines for my friends. This sounded like a fun way to spend my Friday afternoon.

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll come by right away. Where are you located?”

Ten minutes later, I was knocking on the door to Number 11, Maple Square. This was in the middle part of Lakeshore Village, where the more upscale townhomes attracted young professionals and their families.

I heard footsteps approaching and put on my most professional demeanor. I was wearing a blue polo shirt and matching pants, the closest thing to a uniform I could come up with from my limited wardrobe. My laptop and a few tools were in the backpack slung over my shoulder.

The door swung open and my eyes involuntarily widened. Standing in the entry was the beautiful brown-haired woman I’d run into at the rec room a few days earlier. She gave me that same crooked smile I remembered so well. Instead of the sports bra and yoga pants, she was wearing a bright yellow sundress that draped loosely over her toned body.

I mentally cringed, remembering that the last time we met, she’d caught me staring at her ass.

“Hello,” I said cheerfully, trying to cover up my embarrassment. “I’m Nick.”

“Angelina,” she said, holding out her hand. “Angelina Moretti.”

Angelina had a surprisingly firm grip for such a petite woman. I made sure to keep my eyes locked on hers. Her sundress had a plunging neckline that was dangerous on someone like Angelina.

“Come in. I’ve got everything set up.”

I followed Angelina in. The townhouse was larger than Zoe’s apartment. It was tastefully furnished with modern furniture in muted earth tones. The air was cool and scented with the fresh cut lemons on the kitchen counter.

“I just made a pitcher of lemonade,” Angelina said, following my gaze. “Would you like a glass?”

“Thank you, I’m good for now, Mrs. Moretti.”

“Call me Angelina.”

“Angelina. So you have a computer you want to build?”

“Straight to the point. I like that.”

“Are those the parts?” I asked, pointing at several boxes stacked beside her dining table.

“That’s everything,” she said.

I went to the table and picked up a few of the boxes. A quick glance was enough for me to realize that this wasn’t going to work. The parts were all wrong for a gaming rig.

“Um… what sort of games were you planning on playing?” I asked.

“Me?” she chuckled. “Oh, this computer is not for me. It’s for my son, Percy. He’s with his father tonight. I was hoping to have the computer ready for him when he comes back tomorrow morning. It’s a surprise birthday present.”

I sighed. “Well, I’m sorry to have to tell you this, Angelina, but the parts you have here are all wrong for the kind of machine you want.”

“Oh no,” Angelina said. “The man at the store assured me this was everything I needed.”

She stood next to me, surveying the stacked boxes. I was uncomfortably aware of how close she was. At 6’1”, I towered over her.

When she leaned forward to pick up a box, the front of her sundress sagged, offering me a lovely view of her perky boobs. Angelina wasn’t wearing a bra. A quick glimpse of her dark nipples was enough to get my heart pounding.


Focus, Nicky-boy. You’re supposed to be a professional.


I was doing my best to be a professional, but I was also an 18-year-old male. Not an excuse, just an explanation. I looked away and busied myself studying one of the smaller boxes.

“So, like, do you know what game Percy wanted to play?” I asked, trying to refocus on the task at hand.

“I think it’s called Dragon Teens Read Online?”

“Dragon Teeth Red Revenge Online? That’s a MMORPG with really high spec requirements. Whoever helped you pick these parts had no idea what he was doing.”

“It was an older gentleman. A younger guy wanted to advise me, but the older man just took over.”

“Sorry to say it, but he was clueless.”

“Yes, I had a feeling he was bullshitting me,” Angelina said. “He was a creeper as well. Old enough to be my father, yet he kept trying to peek down my blouse. I always notice when guys do that.”

My heart stuttered and I felt a hot surge of blood rising up my face. My mouth had gone bone dry. I suddenly wished I had accepted that glass of lemonade.

“Still, I’m very glad you looked over this stuff, Nick.” Angelina’s tone was sly and teasing. “Educated eyes make all the difference. You know what you’re looking at, don’t you?”


Is she playing with me? Mocking me for peeking? That wardrobe malfunction wasn’t intentional, was it?


“Um, yeah. I do. Parts are, I know good.”

I grimaced at the stuttering nonsense coming out of my mouth. My mind was racing. Angelina laughed softly and swatted my arm. It was a playful gesture, one that made me feel a bit better.

“Just mind your manners, kiddo,” Angelina said.

“Yes, ma’am. Sorry.”

I was relieved that she didn’t seem too upset. Angelina was like ten years older than me and had a son. Maybe she was more forgiving for awkward dudes like me? God, I hoped so.

“Anyway, back to business,” she said. “What do you recommend I do about all this?”

“Um, since you need this by tomorrow, I’d just get a prebuilt machine. You’ll pay more and get less, but it will be up and running by tomorrow morning for your son.”

Angelina frowned and shook her head, her thick brown hair swaying across her shoulders. I could smell her peach scented shampoo wafting through the air.

“No, I don’t want to get a prebuilt,” she said slowly. “My ex-husband bought a big, fancy computer so Percy could play games when he’s over there. I want to build a computer for Percy to make it more personal. Something I put effort into, not just flash my credit card, you know? So it’s really important that I build it myself.”

The look on Angelina’s face was a mixture of pride and quiet determination. This was more than just a gaming rig for her. It was something she wanted to do for her son. I respected that.

“I understand,” I said. “I’m at your service, Angelina. I’ll do whatever it takes to get this thing done. Might be a long night, though.”

“Well, it’s a good thing I have a lasagna in the fridge. It will sustain our efforts.”

“Lasagna? That’s my favorite food.”

She gave me that crooked smile again. I couldn’t get enough of that smile. I was looking forward to seeing it more often.





Chapter 6




“I need to educate you.”



The drive to the electronics store usually took ten minutes, but Friday traffic doubled that time. As we crawled through snarled streets in her Volvo station wagon, Angelina shared more details about why this build was so important to her.

Angelina was 31. She’d been divorced for a year after her husband left her for another man. Her son Percy was 9. Angelina said the kid was having a hard time with the divorce. The two of them moved to Lakeshore Village six months earlier. Angelina did consulting and worked from home.

Her main challenge was her son. Percy had changed schools mid-year and was having difficulty making friends. It was even harder now that summer school had started.

“He’s lonely,” Angelina said. “I guess I am, too. When you divorce, you lose more than just a husband. You lose the life you planned together. It can make you feel isolated and lost.”

It blew my mind that someone as attractive and confident as Angelina could feel so alone. Seeing someone like her walking down the street, you’d think she didn’t have a care in the world. It just drove home to me that no matter how put together someone seemed, everyone was dealing with their own troubles.

“Can I ask you something?” I said. “You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.”

“Go ahead.”

“Why do you keep your wedding ring on if you’re divorced?”

Angelina shrugged. “It reduces the amount of guys that hit on me when I go out.”

“Ahh, that makes sense.”

“Also… I don’t know, maybe I’m not quite ready to take it off. I’ve worn it for so long, I’d feel strange without it.”

We drove in silence for a while.

“What about you, Nick? What’s your story?”

“Me?” I said. “Not much to tell, honestly. I’m just hustling to make some money while I try to get a job and go to school. Once I get my IT cert, I’ll be in good shape. Until then, I just have to grind.”

“At least you have a plan and are making it happen,” she said. “So many young guys these days are just lost, you know? It makes me worry about Percy. He’s a good kid. I just want to make sure he grows up alright.”

“Seems like you’re doing your best for him,” I said. “That means a lot to a kid, even if they don’t know it at the time. Just being there for them makes all the difference.”

We stared at the traffic, each of us lost in our own thoughts. When Angelina spoke again, her voice was low and slightly hoarse.

“Thanks for saying that. I am trying as best I can. It can be difficult.”

“For sure,” I agreed.

“And I’m sorry I teased you earlier. About you peeking. You seem like a good person. I know you didn’t mean any harm.”

“Thanks,” I said quietly.

“Working from home, you sometimes forget what you’re wearing. Honestly, I should have been more mindful of what I had on. I was just tired of sweats and leggings all the time, you know? Getting dressed up is the only part I miss from the office. This sundress has always been loose on top, though. It needs to be donated ASAP.”

“I think it’s really pretty on you. Not the baggy part! I just mean… you look nice in it.”

“That’s sweet of you to say, Nick.”

The playfulness was back in Angelina’s voice. It was good to hear. She seemed like a sensitive person. I was glad she was feeling more upbeat.

“Here we are,” Angelina said. “Lots of spaces in the parking lot, thank goodness.”

Inside the store, I headed for the computer section while Angelina returned the stuff she bought. The case and power supply were the only things worth keeping. Everything else had to be exchanged, especially the wireless keyboard. I figured an illuminated mechanical keyboard and adjustable DPI gaming mouse were necessities for a kid like Percy if he was going to be seriously gaming.

“Need some help?”

A store assistant about my age was hovering nearby while I looked over the motherboards. His name tag read GERRY.

“Just getting parts for a gaming rig,” I told him.

“Good luck with the graphics card. They are crazy expensive right now. Even last year’s…”

Gerry trailed off, his eyes fixed behind me. I knew exactly why he had lost his train of thought.

“Do they have what we need?” Angelina asked as she came up beside me.

Gerry was staring at her, his mouth slightly agape. Angelina didn’t seem to be aware the guy was gawking at her. She probably was so used to being stared at that it just went right past her.

I showed her the parts I had assembled so far. Gerry watched the two of us talking, his eyes darting back and forth between us. It was almost comical to see him trying to figure out our relationship. Angelina was obviously older than me, but not old enough to be my mother. She could have been my older sister except we looked nothing alike, my blonde/blue to her brunette/brown kinda ruling out any blood ties.

Finally, Gerry seemed to settle on the least likely explanation.

“Are you guys building a machine to share?” he asked. “Me and my girlfriend share a PC, too. It helps to get some peripheral splitters and wireless controllers to play together. Wired audio plugs can also work good for multiple headphones so you don’t disturb your neighbors or your kids.”

Gerry thought we were a couple. Angelina looked deeply amused. I just bit my lip and tried not to grin. Angelina was the customer, so I figured it was her call on correcting the guy. Besides, it’s not every day that I got mistaken for being the boyfriend of a gorgeous older woman.

I walked Angelina around the computer section as we gathered more parts. The store was pretty busy and there were lots of guys browsing the aisles. Heads swiveled as Angelina passed by. She drew lots of attention wherever she went.

“I bought this for Percy six months ago,” Angelina said, pointing to a high-backed gaming chair. “It’s much too tall for him but he loves it anyway.”

“Gaming chairs are really popular.”

“They look like something pulled out of a race car,” she said. “Do you have one?”


Yes, it’s back at my childhood home, already boxed and in the garage.


“My apartment is pretty small,” I answered.




The gaming chair reminded me of the one Zoe used for her streaming. I checked the time. Still had an hour until Zoe’s show started. Again, I grimaced at the

 

oral playtime


 
Zoe had scheduled for tonight’s pay-per-view.




I took my time selecting components, using my phone to check reviews and specs online. I wanted to make sure everything was perfect for this build. An excellent review from Angelina would help my little side hustle grow and bring in more business.

Mostly, though, I was determined to make sure that Angelina got to connect with her son the way she wanted. My own mother was absent from my life. I admired Angelina’s desire to stay close to her boy.

“This seems very high tech,” Angelina said as she handled an oversized joystick meant for flight simulation games. “It looks like a sex toy for Seven of Nine on Star Trek: Voyager.”

“I never watched that show.”

Angelina flashed me that crooked smile again.

“Nick, you must expand your cultural horizons.”

“Isn’t that show like really old, though?”

Angelina glared at me with mock outrage. “Old? That. Is. My. Childhood. I swear I’m going to force you to watch Voyager even if I have to prop your eyes open Clockwork Orange style.

“Clockwork Orange?”

Angelina’s laugh was as husky and sensual as her voice.

“I need to educate you in the worst way,” she said.




I thought,

 

Damn, I’d love to be educated by you, Mrs. Moretti.





What I actually said-- “I think we’ve got everything. Ready to check out?”

Traffic was still bad and the drive back to Lakeshore Village took way longer than usual. I didn’t mind at all. Sitting in a car with Angelina felt very intimate. She talked about working from home and her son’s struggles at school. I mentioned that my family made a similar move when I was about Percy’s age, so I knew what he was dealing with.

“It’s hard to make friends when you’re the new boy,” I said. “Kids that age can be mean. At least he’s got you at home. Plus, online friends are a thing. Dragon Teeth Red Revenge is well known for its online community. People make friends in the game and some even date other players.”

I saw Angelina shift in her seat, a small frown creasing her full lips.

“Of course, you can set parental controls for that kind of stuff,” I assured her. “I can show you how to keep Percy safe online.”

“Dating in a game?” she said. “I’ve had friends swear by Internet dating, but I never knew about games being used for that. I haven’t been on a date since my husband left. That’s a bit sad, isn’t it? Maybe I should make an online profile.”

“With your looks, you’d be swamped by messages,” I said. “Uh… no disrespect.”

“None taken, kiddo.”

I sighed to myself, grimacing at the awkward words that always seemed to come out of my mouth. When attractive women were around, it was like I temporarily lost a bunch of IQ points.

As we pulled into the Village, I checked the time on my phone. I did a double take when I saw it was 6:30. Zoe’s show was starting in half an hour. The last couple of hours with Angelina had passed in a flash.

I was thinking of how to monitor Zoe’s stream as I brought the boxes into Angelina’s townhome. It would be awkward to have Zoe streaming on my laptop while I helped Angelina build her gaming PC. Maybe I could let Zoe know to message me if any glitches happened?

“I am absolutely starving,” Angelina said as she poured two glasses of lemonade. “I’ll pop that lasagna in the oven right now. Should be ready in 40 minutes or so. Hope you like big portions because it’s a huge pan.”

“You really don’t have to do that,” I said. “I’m not that hungry.”

Angelina laughed. “You will eat my lasagna and you will love it, Nick. Or I’ll leave a bad review on your website.”

“Well, when you put it that way.”

The two of us grinned at each other. I was struck again by Angelina’s beauty. Between her and Zoe, I’d felt like I’d wandered into some horny teen’s sexual daydream.





You


 
are

 

a horny teen, Nicky-boy. This


 
is

 

your sexual daydream. For fuck’s sake, do not wake up!





I chuckled at the thought. Angelina cocked her head at me.

“What’s so funny?” she asked.

Before I could answer, my phone rang. I pulled it out, puzzled at who could be calling.

It was Zoe.

“Hey,” I said. “What—?”

“Nick, where are you?” Zoe shouted, her words coming out in a rushed jumble.

“I’m helping a customer. Do you—?”

“So you’re in the Village? Please tell me you’re in the Village!”

“I’m at Maple Square,” I said, worried by the rising panic I heard in Zoe’s voice. “What’s going on?”

“I have a huge emergency!” Zoe cried out, her voice distorting over the phone. “I need you here right now!”

“Okay,” I replied, exchanging glances with a curious Angelina. “I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“Please come now, Nick!” Zoe begged. “You’re the only man who can help me!”





Chapter 7




“You have a beautiful cock.”



The sun was still out as I left Angelina’s townhouse. The breeze coming off the lake was cool and refreshing. A bunch of little kids were running through the narrow grassy spaces between buildings. As I trotted back towards The Estates, a thought occurred to me— instead of all these fancy manicured plants, a playground or an open space would have been great for the children of the Village to play on.

I made a mental note and set the idea aside. The building Zoe and I lived in was about 200 yards away. I picked up the pace, my laptop bag bouncing on my shoulder as I jogged down the wide sidewalks.

I tried to anticipate the problem Zoe might be having. She hadn’t specified what was wrong, but from the panic in her voice, it must have been something big. Cable modem? Virus? Another corrupted file? The possibilities were endless.

It was 6:40, twenty minutes from her scheduled show with Kirk Drakken and his “famous 10-incher”. I wondered if her old costar would be at her place when I got there.

At The Estates, I rushed into our building’s lobby. I took the stairs two at a time and ran down the hallway towards Zoe’s apartment. Her door was open.

“I’m here!” I called out as I entered her apartment.

Zoe was standing by her kitchen sink. She was wearing her silk kimono and nothing else. Her face lit up at the sight of me. Her eyes were shining. Had she been crying?

“Oh, thank god!” she said.

“What’s going on? What’s wrong?”

“I have a huge problem,” she said as she came towards me.

“Your computer? Internet? Come on, let’s go to your studio and you can show me.”

I took a step towards her hallway but Zoe stopped me with a hand on my arm.

“The computer stuff is fine,” she said. “It’s not that.”

“What is it?”

Zoe sighed despairingly. She suddenly couldn’t look me in the eye.

“It’s Kirk,” she said. “He’s not coming. He canceled just now.”

“Uh… okay,” I said, somewhat baffled. “So, no costar? You just have to do your regular solo show?”

Zoe shook her head. “I promised my subscribers I’d do a pay-per-view of me sucking dick. A real dick, not my dildo. I’ve got almost 400 guys waiting for this. They already prepaid and everything.”

“Shit. Can you explain it to them? Maybe do a reschedule?”

“I was already on thin ice with my fans while I was having all those technical issues. I’ve missed shows before and a lot of them won’t stand for another cancellation. I’ve even had several contact the platform to complain about false advertising. I can’t screw up again.”

I glanced at my phone. 15 minutes until show time.

“I don’t know what options you have,” I said. “There’s no time to call a friend or something, right? It’s almost 7. I mean, you’re just going to have to be honest with them, Zoe. They’ll be upset, but you can deal with that, right?”

Zoe shook her head.

“I can’t do that,” she said in a quiet voice. “I have to give them what they paid for.”

“But how? You don’t have anyone…”

My voice trailed off as I suddenly realized why she had called me.

“You can’t be serious,” I whispered.

“You’re the only guy I could think of on such short notice,” she said.

“Zoe, no. No way. I’ve never done anything like this!”

“I’ll take care of everything, I promise! You just have to stand there and let me do my thing. You won’t even have to talk or show your face, only your body will be in frame.”

“My body and my dick!”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about, Nick. I felt you through your shorts the other day. You’ve got more than enough down there.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Was Zoe really asking to suck my dick on camera? The thought horrified me. Watching her films, I’d of course always fantasized about Rayven Princess blowing me. Any guy watching her videos would do the same. But to actually do it? And to have it streamed so a bunch of other guys were watching? It was too much. There was no chance I’d could do it.

And yet, despite all my misgivings, my cock was rock hard in my pants. Zoe was standing in front of me, her eyes wet, her lower lip trembling. The belt of her kimono was loosely tied and the cleavage between her massive breasts glittered with the sparkly lotion she used. I could smell Zoe’s perfume lingering in the air.




I looked over this blonde goddess and thought,

 

Am I really going to turn down a blowjob from my favorite porn star AGAIN?





I shifted uncomfortably as my aching cock strained against my pants. Zoe saw my discomfort. She also saw the bulge down my right thigh. As small smile played across her glossy lips as she reached out and put her hand on my dick.

“I’ll be so grateful,” she said in a low voice as she stroked me. “Besides, I’ve wanted to suck your cock since last weekend. You’re such a beautiful man, Nick. I can’t stop thinking about you. I’ve played with myself thinking of you. Now I want you in my mouth. I want to taste your cum.”

I let out a slow, shuddering exhalation. The feel of her hand on my dick, the nearness of her, the dirty talk— I couldn’t fight it anymore.

“Okay,” I said.

“You’ll do it?”

“I’ll do it, as long as I don’t have to talk or show my face.”

“You won’t regret this,” she promised.

With a giggle, Zoe took me by the hand and led me to her studio.

I stood at the side of her desk as she sat in her gaming chair and turned on the camera. As Zoe checked her makeup on the monitor, I pulled out my phone.





“Dealing with emergency, I’ll be done in maybe half an hour or an hour, Sorry!”


 
I messaged Angelina.








“No need to be sorry, take care of business, I just put the lasagna in the oven, it should be ready in 40 minutes,”


 
she messaged back.




I put my phone on Silent Mode and set in on the desk with the screen up. If Angelina messaged me again, at least I’d see the notification.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I still couldn’t believe this was actually going to happen. It felt like a dream.

“Ready?” Zoe asked.

I opened my eyes and looked at Zoe. She was completely naked.

“Damn,” I muttered.

Zoe grinned at me. “Come on. You’ve seen me naked lots of times already.”

“Only on a screen. It’s different when it’s real life. It’s so much better. God, I’ve jerked off to you so many times.”

I flushed with embarrassment when I realized I’d said that out loud. Zoe just laughed.

“Show time,” she said.

Zoe covered her breasts with one arm while she tapped on her keyboard with the other. I watched on her second monitor as the stream launched.

“Hi, sexy subscribers!” Zoe said cheerfully.

The scrolling chat immediately picked up. The feed showed that there were almost 400 people watching this pay-per-view.

400 viewers at $10 each? I could see why this show was so important to Zoe.

“Before we begin, I want to start by thanking my Tier 1 subscribers. LennyPyre, Playa696969, JezzyBoi…”

As Zoe read off the names, she let her arm slide off her breasts, revealing her nipples and coral-pink areolas. Zoe kissed and licked her index finger, making it wet with her saliva. She drew slow circles around her nipples, pinching them and rolling them between her fingers, making them hard and wet.

“And now my special Tier 2 subscribers.”

Zoe tilted the camera down. Pushing back from her desk, she scooted to the edge of her gaming chair. Placing her feet on the desk, she spread her toned legs, letting the camera focus in on her wet slit. Her pussy was clean and bare, not a hint of hair anywhere to be seen.

As she read more subscriber names, Zoe ran a finger between her small pussy lips, spreading them open and then slipping a finger into her glistening entrance. Soft, breathy moans mingled with her name reading as Zoe pulled back the hood of her engorged clit and playfully stroked herself.

Zoe was right, I’d seen all this before. But standing less than three feet away from her, smelling her perfume, seeing and hearing her play with her pussy…

I rubbed my cock through my pants. It was so hard that it was aching.

Zoe finished her name recitation and took her feet off the desk. Leaning close to the camera, she slid her fingers into her mouth and sucked her pussy juices off of them.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “I wish all of you could taste my pussy.”

I watched as the chat stream filled with appreciative comments. Zoe knew how to play to her audience.

“I’ve got some disappointing news, babes. My old costar Kirk Drakken couldn’t make it tonight. He’s fine and sends his love. I’m so sorry I can’t suck that huge cock of his for you. I was so looking forward to it.”

The chat kept scrolling, but the comments were a lot less complimentary. The audience numbers dropped as several viewers logged out.

“Fortunately, I’ve got a certain sexy someone to take Drake’s place,” Zoe purred. “You all know him as the guy who saved last week’s stream and solved my stupid computer problems. Tonight, he’s not going to fix my machine, he’s gonna feed me his hard dick. Give some love to The Tech Hero!”

Zoe reached out and hooked her finger into the waistband of my pants. She gently pulled me to her side, positioning me in front of her camera. I checked the second monitor and confirmed that only my torso and groin were showing.

“Once again, my hero comes to my rescue,” Zoe said. “Wave to my fans, hero.”

I waved at the camera. The chat scroll sped up.

“You’re going to love this guy,” Zoe said.

I looked down into her upturned face. She was smiling up at me, her full lips slightly parted, the pink tip of her tongue peeking out between her perfect white teeth.

“He’s not a pro and is still kind of shy,” Zoe said as she ran a finger up and down my lower belly. “You won’t see his face or hear his voice, but I can tell you he’s a very handsome man. He is a little clueless, though. Not real self-aware. You don’t even know how good looking you are, do you?”

I didn’t know how to respond to that. My stepmother had said the same, but I didn’t take it seriously. Maybe I really was clueless?

Zoe ran her fingers under my shirt, caressing my stomach.

“Ooh, hard abs,” she giggled. “I love guys who stay in shape. Take off your shirt for me, hero.”

After another quick glance at the monitor, I pulled my shirt over my head and set it aside. Bare-chested, I suddenly felt extremely awkward. I didn’t know what to do with my hands so I clasped them behind my back.

Zoe was purring softly as she rubbed my belly with the palms of her hands. Feeling her touching me like that sent shivers running up and down my spine. My erection was even more pronounced in my pants.

Zoe leaned forward and kissed my stomach. Looking up, her eyes locked on mine, Zoe kissed my abs and traced her wet tongue around my belly button. I could feel her hot breath against my skin. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes as shivers of pleasure ran through me.

Standing up from her chair, Zoe pulled me into her, her heavy breasts brushing maddeningly across my chest as she wrapped me in her arms. I pressed my mouth to hers, savoring the feel of her full lips against mine. My hands roamed up and down Zoe’s bare back as her lips parted and our tongues found each other.


My first kiss is with Rayven Princess.


I couldn’t help but grin. Zoe’s lips returned my smile, the two of us suddenly giddy as we kissed. I breathed in the scent of her perfume as our tongues swirled, the taste of her mouth clean and sweet.

A soft gasp escaped her lips as I reached lower and took her firm ass cheeks in my hands, massaging them and pulling them open.

“That’s nice,” she whispered in my ear.

Zoe kissed and licked my neck, then tilted her head back and invited me to kiss her throat. I brushed my lips on her neck, kissing her collarbone. She arched her back and offered those huge tits up to me. I took them in my hands, my thumbs scraping across her small, pink nipples. Her tits were so warm and heavy to hold, her coral pink areolas dimpling beneath my fingers.

“Your hands are so strong,” Zoe sighed as I squeezed those firm globes together, kneading them between my palms.

Her sighs turned into low gasps as I took her nipple into my mouth. She ran her fingers through my hair and down the back of my neck as I went from one tit to the other, sucking hard and filling my mouth with her warm flesh.

Things were happening so fast. All those years when I had sat in my bedroom, a gawky virgin staring at my laptop while frantically jerking off to Rayven Princess. I had never even kissed a girl before today. And now here I was, doing the things I’d only imagined before. It was hard to process that all this was real.

“I can’t wait any longer,” Zoe said. “I gotta have that dick in my mouth.”

Zoe kissed the top of my head and gently pushed me away. She sat back down in her chair, facing me. After a quick check of her monitor to make sure we were both in frame, Zoe unbuttoned my fly and tugged down my pants. I wriggled my hips to help her, gripping the desk to steady myself as Zoe pulled my pants to my knees.

My dick jutted obscenely, tent-poling my briefs. Zoe teasingly ran her nails up and down my shaft. She brought her mouth close to my cock and breathed on it through the fabric.

“You guys,” she said to the camera, “I’ve never seen my hero naked. We haven’t fooled around or done anything before tonight. I only just met him a week ago.”

She kissed the tip of my cock. Even through my briefs, I could feel the warmth of her soft lips.

“So this is like opening a present,” she continued. “I’m so eager to see what’s inside the wrapper.”

Zoe giggled as she hooked her thumbs into my underwear and pulled them down. My cock sprang out, bobbing inches from Zoe’s gorgeous face.

“I knew you were big,” Zoe chuckled.

She licked her lips and grinned up at me as she wrapped her hand around my shaft. Her other hand cupped my balls, bouncing them lightly in her palm.

“Fuck,” I hissed softly, unable to stay silent as she held my cock.

“Big dick, big balls,” Zoe said. “My favorite combination.”

I shivered as Zoe combed her fingers through my pubic hair. I’d always kept myself trimmed and neat, just for aesthetic reasons. Now I was glad I’d taken the time to groom myself.

Pursing her lips, Zoe gave my cockhead a big smooch.

“Muahh!” she laughed, smacking it again like she was kissing a dear friend.

A drop of precum glistened in my slit. Zoe scooped it out with the tip of her tongue and glazed her lips with it, making them shine. Zoe playfully slapped her face with my cock, nuzzling it against her cheeks.

“Your cock is beautiful,” she said. “Just like the rest of you.”

She blew me a kiss and winked, then lowered her head and slipped my throbbing cockhead into her wet mouth. I groaned as Zoe began gently sucking me while her skilled hands worked my manhood. Waves of pleasure sizzled from my cock to the base of my spine, radiating through my whole body and making my knees tremble.

I’d fantasized about this moment for so long, but having my cock sucked by Zoe was better than anything I imagined.

Zoe swirled her tongue around my cockhead, lapping at the underside and probing my slit. My brain went frizzy as she sank down my length, pushing until my cock hit the back of her throat. She pulled back and then sank down on it again, bobbing her head as she slid my cock in and out of her mouth.

As her head moved faster up and down, her long blonde hair cascaded over her face. I gathered up her thick tresses in my fist and started thrusting into her willing mouth. Zoe looked up at me, her eyes watering as I pounded her throat.




I took a quick glance at the monitor. The chat scroll had slowed to a crawl, the audience too transfixed to bother typing. As the wet
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sounds of Zoe choking on my rigid tool filled my ears, I realized that hundreds of guys were jerking off right now, wishing they were me. And why not? Seeing Zoe’s beautiful face distorted and straining as I fucked her face was almost too exciting to bear.




Zoe suddenly pulled off my cock. Thick strings of saliva drooled from her chin, her eye makeup running down her face in black streaks. She was wheezing, her breath short and wet from her choking.

For a moment, I panicked. Had I been too rough? In my virgin frenzy, did I hurt this gorgeous woman?

But then I saw the radiant smile on Zoe’s face and my worries dissolved.

“You sure you haven’t done this before?” she teased.

Before I could answer, she was back on my cock, sucking hard and fast, her cheeks hollowing with her forceful suction. One hand twisting up and down my shaft, the other hand kneading my swollen balls, Zoe rammed my cock down her throat again and again. Using her hair like reins to grip, I fucked her beautiful face as hard and as fast as I could.

Another glance at the monitor showed me my porn fantasy come to life. There I was on screen, face fucking Rayven Princess, her massive tits bouncing wildly as I used her mouth as my personal fuckhole.

I felt myself tipping over into my orgasm.

“I’m cumming,” I groaned, warning Zoe.

I expected her to pull off, to let me cum on her throat or glaze those big tits of hers. Instead, she clamped down on my cockhead, her lips forming a tight seal around it as her tongue frantically worked my glans.

“Zoe,” I moaned, the words lost in a strangled grunt as my climax exploded through me.

Zoe kept working my cock, her eyes locked on mine as I erupted inside her mouth. My cock spasmed as I blasted my hot cum into her, my knees nearly buckling as I unloaded. Zoe stared up at me, her hand massaging my balls and pumping my shaft, expertly milking every drop from me, her eyes streaming as she struggled to handle the flood of semen filling her mouth.

I spurted again and again, the release seeming never to end. Zoe took it all, riding out my orgasm and patiently exhausting me. With a last spasm, I leaned heavily against the desk, hanging on tightly to keep from stumbling, my head spinning from the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had.

Zoe carefully pulled off my cock. Turning to the camera, she opened her mouth and showed her fans the massive load I’d dumped in her. Zoe rolled her tongue through the pool of sticky cum in her mouth, then closed her lips and swallowed it down, opening her mouth again to show it was all gone. With a smile, she wiped a few stray drops of cum from her chin and licked them off her fingers.

“Thanks so much for buying this stream,” she whispered to her camera. “I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. Remember to stop by next weekend for my Saturday Striptease and Sexy Sunday ASMR, plus chat. I love you all. Good night!”

Zoe tapped her keyboard and the streaming window went dark. We both watched the chat window as the comments scrolled by.

“You’re a hit!” she told me.

“I just provided the dick,” I replied, still panting. “You… you’re the actual star.”

“You almost drowned me! That was a huge load.”

“Yeah,” I said with a sheepish grin. “I think my balls almost exploded.”

Zoe laughed, rubbing my forearm affectionately. Now that the camera was off, her personality had returned to the casual, almost tom-boyish attitude I’d come to know and enjoy.

“Holy shit, dude!” Zoe gasped, pointing at the income tally. “With tips, that’s over four thousand bucks!”

“Nice haul,” I said.

Zoe stood and wrapped me in a tight hug. My head was still spinning and I was still weak-kneed from her blowjob but I managed to hug her back. She clung to me tightly, our naked bodies tight against each other. I breathed in her scent, burying my face in her thick hair as Zoe kissed my cheek.

“Thank you,” she said. “I’m so grateful. For everything.”

“I think I’m the one that should be grateful,” I chuckled. “It’s not every day that you get your first blowjob from Rayven Princess herself.”

Zoe playfully slapped my chest, smirking at me calling her by her porn name.

“Get dressed,” she said as she slipped from my arms. “I’m taking you out for a drink. You deserve it.”

“That sounds awesome,” I said as I pulled up my pants. “But I have to get back to Angelina.”

“Angelina?”

“That’s the customer I was working with when you called. I have to help her build her son’s gaming PC.”

Despite everything that had just happened, I still felt compelled to get back to Angelina as quickly as I could. Not completing the build for her son was out of the question. It had become personal for me.

“Can’t you reschedule?” Zoe asked.

“No. It’s important. She really needs this done tonight.”

“Know what? You’re a good person, Nick. I admire your dedication.”

“Thanks. That means a lot to me.”

“So we’ll just meet when you’re done, then. I’ll be at The Blue Boat waiting for you.”

“This build might take a while,” I warned her.

“I can wait.”

“Yeah but I also can’t go in The Blue Boat.”

Zoe giggled. “Oh shit, dude. What did you do to get banned from there?”

“Nothing,” I laughed. “It’s a bar and… and I’m not old enough to go inside.”

For a moment, Zoe just grinned at me. Then the color drained from her face as my words finally seemed to register with her.

“Wait, how old are you?” she asked.

“I’m eighteen,” I said.

“Ha ha. No, you’re not.”

I didn’t know what to say. I could only shrug as Zoe’s eyes slowly widened with shock.

“Oh my god. Eighteen? What the fuck?”

“I thought you knew.”

“I didn’t!” she protested. “I thought you were like 22 or 23, same as me. Oh shit… so when you mentioned graduation… you meant high school?”

She groaned as I nodded. I looked at her monitor and saw it was 7:45. I’d left Angelina over an hour ago. I had to get going.

“Look, I’m sorry if you were caught off guard by my age,” I said as I put on my shirt. “I never meant to trick you or anything. I have to get going now, but maybe we can talk later?”

“Sure,” Zoe said. “Okay.”

I grabbed my backpack and slung it over my shoulder.

“This was amazing,” I told Zoe. “Seriously, I’ll never forget it.”

Zoe frowned. My heart sank at her expression. Seeing her standing there, naked and vulnerable, made me feel like I had let her down. I’d just have to deal with it later, there was no time right now.

“Good night, Zoe.”

She gave me a wan smile as I headed out the door.





Chapter 8




“Here’s your reward.”



The sun had set and the dark was rising as I trotted back to Maple Square. My head was still swimming with chaotic thoughts of what Zoe and I had done. Everything had been a first for me— first kiss, first time seeing a naked woman in real life, first time touching a woman’s body, first time getting my dick sucked. Not only had it all finally happened, but I’d done it with my favorite porn star while hundreds of guys paid money to watch.


Cool story, bro.


I shook my head, hardly believing it myself. But it wasn’t a dream, it had really happened. My balls were still aching from cumming so hard and I could still smell Zoe’s perfume lingering on my body.

I sucked in a deep breath and tried to clear my head. I’d have time later to process what just happened. It suddenly occurred to me that I could ask Zoe for a copy of her pay-per-view. I could relive every moment not only in my mind, but on video.


Did I become a porn star today? Technically, I’m still a virgin, right? Does that make me a virgin porn star?


The thought tickled me. I was still grinning as I knocked on Angelina’s door. She opened it immediately, almost as if she had been waiting for my arrival.

“You look pleased with yourself,” she said, taking in the grin on my face. “Your emergency call went well?”

“I had some… uh, unexpected challenges,” I said. “Everything worked out in the end.”

“Well, come inside. We still have a computer to build.”

The enticing aroma of lasagna hit me as I stepped through the door. I could see the pan resting on top of the oven.

“I just finished putting the salad together,” Angelina said. “Why don’t we eat before we get started?”

“Honestly, Angelina, I don’t want to impose.”

“If you were imposing, I‘d let you know, kiddo. Grab a seat. You look famished.”

“Actually, could I use your bathroom? I need to wash up a bit, if that’s okay.”

“Down the hall and to your left.”

I hurried down her hallway and into the bathroom. As I pulled my dick out to pee, I noticed that Zoe’s lipstick was smeared down my shaft and in my pubic hair. Washing my hands, I looked in the bathroom’s mirror and saw a big smear of lipstick on my lips, another smear on the cheek that Zoe had kissed. Angelina must have seen them. As I splashed water on my face, I wondered what she’d thought when I returned from my “emergency call”?


Not the most professional look, Nicky-boy. I hope she doesn’t think I dipped out just to get laid.


Angelina had set out two plates of lasagna and salad by the time I returned. She was pouring herself a glass of wine.

“You want some?” she asked. “It’s a nice red I get from Costco. I put some beer in the fridge, but they are still a bit warm.”

“Water’s fine.”

“You don’t drink on the job, I take it?”

“I don’t drink at all,” I said as I seated myself at her dining table. “Too young.”

Angelina’s husky laughter made me smile. I didn’t know if she thought I was joking about my age or not. Zoe had been shocked to learn I was eighteen, but I figured my age didn’t matter with Angelina. She was my customer. It’s not like I was going to date her.


Wouldn’t that be something, though?


I checked myself before that thought could go any further. Angelina may have been incredibly beautiful and very seductive, but she was a decade older than me and had a son. There was no way she was interested in a teenager like me.

“Dig in,” she urged.

The food was delicious. After a week of living off corn dogs and chicken nuggets, a home cooked meal was heaven. I quickly finished my serving and shyly asked for seconds.

“Eat as much as you like,” Angelina said. “I made too much to begin with. Still learning to cook for one, even after…”

Her voice trailed off. She cleared her throat and took another sip of wine.

“Anyway, I like seeing someone enjoy my cooking. It’s one of the things I love to do.”

“You’re cooking is awesome,” I said, my mouth full of lasagna.

“Thank you, Nick. I have a deal for you. If you help me get this computer up and running tonight, I’ll give you a special reward. How’s that sound?”

Special reward? All sorts of crazy images flashed through my mind. I had to look away from Angelina, worried she might somehow sense the lewd scenarios running through my head.

“That sounds like a deal,” I replied.

After dinner, we got to work. We set up in her son’s bedroom. Angelina did all the assembly while I guided her and explained what each part did. She listened intently as I went over the thermal paste, overclocking and the water cooling system, and the different hard drives we had to install. There was also LED lighting and other flashy gaming add-ons to deal with. On my own, I could have built the PC in ninety minutes or so. With Angelina doing it, it was three hours before we finally put everything together.

It was totally worth the extra time and effort, though. When she booted the machine and the Windows installation screen came up, the look on Angelina’s face was absolutely radiant.

“We did it,” she marveled.

“You did it,” I corrected her. “I just coached. This was all you, Angelina.”

She ran her hand across the top of the case, the LED lights reflecting in her lovely brown eyes.

“Percy is going to love this,” she said.

“He absolutely will. It’s a super cool rig. Dragon Teeth Red Revenge is going to fly on this thing. Fly!”

We chuckled together, both of us tired and a little giddy.

“After installation, you’ll have to download all the drivers and updates and so on,” I said.

“That I can do,” she replied. “Software is much more familiar to me.”

“Well, feel free to message me if you have a problem,” I said as I gathered up my backpack. “It looks like you’re all set, Angelina.”

“Wait! You can’t go yet. I still owe you a reward.”

Before I could reply, she left the bedroom and went down the hallway. I watched the install proceeding, stifling a yawn. It had been a tiring day. So much had happened. I was eager to get to bed.

“Here’s your reward,” Angelina called out as she returned.

She had a small plate in her hands. On the plate was a single strawberry.

“I got it at the Asian grocery,” she said. “It’s from a famous farm in Japan. There were three in the package I bought. This is the last one.”

“Oh no, I’m fine,” I protested. “You really don’t need to, Angelina. I was just doing my job.”

“I want you to have it. Go on.”

The look in her eye told me there was no point in arguing. I took the strawberry from the plate. It was so perfectly formed, its color so deeply red, that it almost looked like a fake. Angelina watched me intently as I bit into it.

“Well?” she asked.

“That’s got to be the most delicious strawberry I’ve ever tasted.”

I wasn’t exaggerating. I’d never had a strawberry like it before. It was like I was tasting a real strawberry for the first time. Everything else seemed like a pale imitation.

Angelina clapped her hands with delight.

“It’s the best, isn’t it?”

I nodded, finishing the rest of the berry in two bites. Angelina held the plate out to collect the stem.

“How much did these strawberries from Japan cost?” I asked.

“You don’t want to know,” she laughed. “Come on. I’ll walk you to the door.”

I trailed behind Angelina as we made our way down the hallway. A glance at her kitchen clock showed me it was past eleven.

“Don’t forget to send me your bill,” Angelina said. “And charge me for all the hours. I won’t stand for you short changing yourself.”

“I will,” I promised.

“Thank you again for doing all this, Nick. I appreciate it so much.”

“My pleasure. And thank you for the meal. Let me know how Percy likes his new gaming rig.”

I turned to leave, but before I could open the front door, Angelina laid her hand on my forearm.

“Wait, Nick.”

Angelina pulled me to her and gave me a hug. I hugged her back, patting her on the back in what I hoped was a friendly but professional gesture. With our height difference, her head was pressed to my chest.

Angelina leaned back and looked up at me. Her eyes were narrowed, her lips parted. Before I knew what was happening, she had pulled me into a kiss. Her lips pressed firmly against mine as her hands clung to my neck.

I froze, too startled to react. Angelina had caught me totally off guard. The urgency of her mouth against mine was intense. Slowly, I relaxed into her kiss. She opened her lips and drew my tongue in, hungrily sucking on it as I probed her mouth.

After a moment, Angelina pulled away. Her eyes were wide, as if she had surprised herself.

“Oh, wow,” she whispered. “I can’t believe I did that.”

She stepped away from me, her hands held under her chin.

“It’s okay,” I reassured her. “I liked it.”

Angelina shook her head.

“I’m sorry. I think maybe… maybe I had too much wine. Please, let’s just forget that happened.”

“Forget what?” I asked. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Angelina returned my smile.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Good night, Angelina.”

I opened her front door and stepped out into the night. As I closed the door behind me, I saw Angelina still standing with her hands clasped beneath her chin, her eyes wet, her smile radiant.





Chapter 9




“I need you inside me.”



The two hundred yards back to my apartment in The Estates gave me ample time to clear my head. I breathed in the cool air and looked up at the waning moon pinned against the night sky. My head was still churning with thoughts about everything that had happened. Zoe was more than enough to drive any man to distraction. Now add to that getting kissed by Angelina?

This had been the craziest day of my life.

As I passed row after row of townhouses, I caught glimpses of the people living inside. It reminded me that everyone was the star of their own lives, the main characters in their personal dramas. I was only eighteen, but I finally knew that my carefree days of being a child were behind me. It was time I became the protagonist of my life instead of just an extra standing in the background.

But first, I needed a hot shower and a good night’s sleep.

As I entered the lobby, I checked that my flyer was still pinned to the announcement board. I was happy to see that several of the tear offs had been taken. Lakeshore Village was a huge complex. More calls meant more money in my pocket. Until I got a job, those service calls were my only income.

I went down the stairs to my basement apartment. Smeggy must have been missing me by now. I’d have to give my cat extra snuggles to make up for—

I froze at the bottom of the stairwell. Zoe was sitting cross-legged on the hallway floor, her back propped up against my apartment door.

“Hi, Nick.”

“Hi, Zoe.”

Zoe was wearing loose, brightly colored pajamas with a floral print. She must have just bathed— her hair was damp and pulled back in a loose ponytail, her face bare and freshly scrubbed. She looked so much younger and more innocent without her makeup. Her natural beauty was very different from the glamorous porn star I’d watched for so many years.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“You forgot this at my place,” she said, holding up my mobile.

“You didn’t have to do that, Zoe,” I said as I took it from her. “How long have you been sitting here?”

“About half an hour. I spent the time trying to guess your pass code.”

“It’s 1-2-3-4,” I joked.

“No, it’s not. I tried that. Also 4-3-2-1 and 1-1-1-1. You really keep your shit locked down, don’t you?”

I shook my head and chuckled as I helped her to her feet. Zoe smelled of soap and shampoo. I brushed a strand of wet hair back behind her ear.

“Well, thank you for returning my property. I’d be lost without this thing.”

“That’s not the only reason I came by,” she said. “I need to talk with you. Can I come inside?”

“Yeah, for sure.”

Zoe seemed withdrawn, as if she was struggling with something internally. I opened my door and ushered her in, giving her the only chair I had. I sat on my bed across from her. Smeggy had retreated to the bathroom, wary of this stranger in her domain.

“This apartment is so tiny!” Zoe laughed. “I can’t get over it.”

“At least it’s only $1100 a month.”

“Only.”

“No kidding. This housing market sucks for real. I’m just glad they allow cats.”

We sat in silence for a bit, Zoe looking everywhere except at me. I’d never seen her so jittery.

“So what’s up?” I asked.

She took a deep breath. “So, the first thing is I want to apologize for the way I reacted when you told me how old you are. You never tried to fool me. I just made assumptions. I’m sorry.”

“No need to apologize. I think we both made assumptions.”

“There’s something else,” Zoe said in a halting voice. “Something I wasn’t honest about.”

“Uh, okay? What is it?”

“So, when I said Kirk Drakken canceled on me… that was a lie. I actually canceled on him and told him not to come over.”

“Why did you do that?

Zoe sighed. “I just couldn’t go through with it. My online fans were pressuring me to work with a partner and I wanted to keep them subscribed. So I figured I’d get Drake to do a show with me. He’s a nice guy and we got along well back in the day. But when the time came, I froze. The idea of returning to my porn days was just too much to handle. So I canceled. Then I sat for an hour in my room, quietly panicking. I knew my subscribers would freak if I backed out of the pay-per-view. I knew I had to do the show. You… you were the only guy I could think of.”

We sat in silence as I took in what Zoe was saying. Smeggy came in from the bathroom, looked at the two of us, and went right back to her hidey place in the bathtub.

“So, you called me,” I said. “What made you so sure I would come?”

“I didn’t know for sure,” she said. “I just took a chance. The truth is, I haven’t been with a guy in a long time. My final shoot two and a half years ago was the last time a guy touched me. I get sort of panicked even thinking about doing stuff with a man.”

“Are you saying I’m not a man?” I asked jokingly, trying to lighten the mood.

“No. I’m saying it’s different with you. I don’t understand why, but I can’t stop thinking about you, Nick.”

Zoe got up from the chair and sat on the bed next to me.

“Sometimes, the right person comes along at the right time.” Zoe put her hand on my thigh. “I believe that. Do you?”

The way Zoe was looking at me made my heart stutter. Her bare face, damp hair, and baggy pajamas made her into someone unfamiliar. This wasn’t the sex-goddess and porn star Rayven Princess next to me. It was Zoe, a girl who had K-pop posters on her walls and stuffed animals covering her bed.

“When you talked about your first blowjob being with me, you didn’t mean it was your first time on-camera, did you?” Zoe asked. “You meant it was your first blowjob ever, right?”

“Yes,” I said, surprised at how steady my voice was.

“Are you a virgin, Nick?”

Zoe’s eyes were earnest, a gentle smile on her lips. I didn’t see any reason to lie to her.

“Yeah.”

Zoe took my hand and pressed it to her chest.

“Then I’m the right person and this is the right time,” she said. “I want to be your first. I want you to fuck me, Nick.”

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. Instead, I leaned into Zoe and kissed her, her soft lips against mine, our tongues meeting as she drew me into her mouth. She tasted of toothpaste and clean saliva, teasing me by licking my teeth, her lips pulled into a smile as I ran my fingers through her hair.

With a soft moan, Zoe pulled me down on top of her as she lay across my bed. I let my full weight rest on her body, loving the feel of her big breasts pillowing beneath my chest as she wrapped her legs around me.

We kissed long and slow, savoring each other’s mouths as our hands roamed over each other. I kissed Zoe’s neck as I unbuttoned her pajama top, revealing those massive tits and taking them into my hands for the second time this evening. Zoe’s breath sped up and she squirmed beneath me as I suckled on her nipples.

My cock had quickly gotten hard again. I ground it roughly between Zoe’s legs, spurred on by the knowledge that only a couple layers of cloth separated her pussy from my cock. We kissed and dry humped, the urgency building between us.

“Take your clothes off,” Zoe told me.

I rolled off of her and stood at the side of the bed. I pulled off my shirt and tore off my pants and underwear. In less than ten seconds, I was completely naked, my cock jutting straight at Zoe. She watched me with an amused smirk, her nipples still glistening with my spit.

“I can see you’re ready,” Zoe chuckled, raising an eyebrow at my erection.

I gave a helpless shrug. Zoe sat up, her breasts swaying hypnotically.

“You really do have a beautiful cock,” she said as she took hold of my shaft. “Thick and veiny with a big head. Perfect. What’s this though?”

She examined my dick, running her finger across the smeared lipstick there and on my stomach.

“Your lipstick,” I said.

“Dude, we need to clean you off. We can’t be fucking when you’re all dirtied up like this. Come on. Let’s shower together.”

“How did you know?” I asked.

“Know what?”

“That showering with a woman is one of my biggest fantasies?”

Zoe’s laughter was high and chiming, almost childlike.

“Nerd!” she teased.

I watched as Zoe took off her pajamas and hung them on the chair. I had just seen her naked a few hours ago, but seeing that voluptuous body again got my blood pumping even harder.

Zoe took my hand and led me to the bathroom. Smeggy fled as we entered, disappearing under my bed. Zoe closed the door behind me.

We made out like randy high schoolers as the shower spray warmed and filled the small bathroom with billowing steam. It felt so amazing to be holding Zoe in my arms, caressing her luscious body as we kissed, my dick slipping back and forth across her soft lower belly as we rubbed against each other.

It got even better when we stepped under the showerhead and let the hot spray drench us as we clung to each other. Beneath that downpour, our bodies locked together, our mouths hungrily devouring each other, it felt like we melted into a single being made up of hard muscles, firm flesh, and pure sexual desire.

I was panting as Zoe pulled away from me and turned off the shower. My blood was raging through my whole body as I watched Zoe squirt my body wash over her tits. She did a little shimmying dance as she rubbed up a thick lather over her tits and belly.

“Put your hands behind your back?” she asked.

I locked my hands together behind me. My cock jutted out, still hard, still aching for release.

At 5’10” tall, Zoe was only 3 inches shorter than me. When she wrapped me in her arms and began gyrating her soapy body against mine, we fit together almost perfectly. I closed my eyes and lost myself in the sensual bliss of Zoe’s slippery tits sliding back and forth across my chest. The sloshing sound of her body soaping up mine mingled with the drip from the showerhead and my own shallow breaths.

A groan escaped from between my clenched lips as Zoe got down on her knees in the tub and began mopping her tits over my hard cock, her hands gripping my hips as she worked up a soapy froth over my groin. I groaned again as I involuntarily began to thrust into her soapy body, my body acting on instinct as I sought to drive my cock into the slippery crevice between her jiggling tits.

“I can’t believe you’ve stayed hard this whole time,” Zoe marveled. “Being an eighteen-year-old guy is amazing, I guess.”

“If you hadn’t sucked me dry just a few hours ago, I’d probably have nutted already,” I admitted.

“No way,” Zoe giggled. “You are definitely going to nut in my pussy, Nick. Your first time? It should be fucking a woman raw and dropping your load inside her.”

“You’re going to let me cum inside you?” I asked, trying my best to concentrate on what she was saying while her big, soapy tits worked my cock.

“Of course. You’re a virgin, can’t get any cleaner than that. As for me, I’m on the pill, last had sex over two years ago, and have had more tests than I can count. I’m the cleanest girl in town. And I’m going to love getting filled up by your cum, dude.”




The

 

dude


 
made me laugh again. How could such a sexy girl talk like one of my old buddies?




It was almost a relief when Zoe got off her knees and stood up. Her delicious friction from her soapy boobs had been almost too much to handle.

As Zoe turned on the shower to rinse us off, I put my hands on her hips and started sliding my cock through her butt crack and swiping them across her big ass cheeks. I’d admired Rayven Princess’s ass for so long. Now I was slapping it with my cock. And she was loving it.

“That feels nice,” Zoe told me as she bent over and popped her ass out for me.

As the spray from the showerhead washed the soap from our bodies, I took hold of her wet hair and twirled it into a tail that I could wrap around my fist. Water squeezed out of her hair as I pulled her head back the way I knew she loved. She planted her hands on the tiled wall and rocked her butt against my cock. Watching her videos for so many years had educated me about what Zoe enjoyed.

Her whole body trembled as I rubbed my cockhead up and down her puckered asshole.

“Ah, god,” Zoe moaned.

I had to fight to urge to just ram my cock up her ass. Zoe had only done a few anal scenes, but seemed to enjoy getting butt fucked.


Too fast, Nick. Slow down and savor this.


I slapped my cock against her ring a few more times, then gave her cheeks a hard slap. Another thing I knew Zoe loved.

“I want to taste your ass,” I told her.

“Please, oh please,” she said. “I love that.”

“I know.”

I got on my knees behind Zoe as she turned off the shower again, the wet ceramic of the tub squeaking beneath me. I took a hold of Zoe’s firm ass cheeks and pried them open.

Her asshole quivered in front of me, a knot of dark muscle waiting to be licked. I kissed her cheeks, left then right. Her skin was dripping from the shower. Zoe moaned softly and shivered as I kissed above her asshole and drooled some spit down her crevice, letting it drip down over her sphincter.

“That tickles!” Zoe giggled, her laughter turning into a sharp inhalation as I ran my wet tongue over her clenched asshole.

“Oh fuck,” Zoe moaned, reaching between her legs to play with her clit.

I lapped Zoe’s asshole with long, wet strokes, going up and down and swirling in tight circles. There was no taste, no smell but the clean scent of soap. I probed her opening with the tip of my tongue, playfully digging into her while she gasped and rubbed her clit faster.

“Nick, Nick, Nick…”

Hearing Zoe moaning my name drove me wild. To have a woman as beautiful as her lost in pleasure and calling out for me, wanting me? My manhood was growing in more ways than one.

Zoe’s breath was getting more ragged. I could see her hand on the wall had curled into a fist. Zoe’s head was thrown back and her eyes squeezed shut.

”Stick your thumb in,” she begged me.

I didn’t hesitate. I sucked my thumb and got it dripping with spit. Carefully, I pressed it to Zoe’s asshole, letting her feel it resting there. Her sphincter was flexing beneath my thumb, wanting to be penetrated. Going slow, I slid the tip of my thumb into her opening.

“Oh god,” Zoe whimpered, pushing her ass back towards me, desperate to have her hole filled.

With a sudden release, my thumb pushed past her resistance and slid into her ass. Zoe let out a guttural moan as I began stroking the inside of her. I could feel her ring clenching around my thumb.

As I worked Zoe’s anus, that strange sense of unreality hit me again, a feeling as if I were outside myself watching everything happening to me. Zoe moaning and masturbating furiously as I finger fucked her ass, her big tits swaying back and forth with her writhing body— it almost felt like watching one of her porn videos.

I had to catch myself and force my mind back into the moment. This was really happening and it was happening to me, Nick McWilliams.

“Pull me open!” Zoe cried out. “Please, please pull me open now, Nick!”

Rotating my hand so that my fingers were gripping her tail bone, I roughly fish hooked her anus and pulled upward, stretching her hole out until it gaped open.

The effect was immediate. Zoe’s entire body went rigid as she sucked in a deep breath and held it. The only sound was the wet slapping as she frantically mauled her clit, her hand a blur between her thighs.

“Zoe…” I whispered, not knowing why I was saying her name, not sure at all if she was okay, wondering if I was hurting her or—

“OH FUCKING GOD OH GOD!”

My doubts were all cut short by Zoe’s scream. Her whole body was thrumming like a live wire, her knees almost buckling. Her asshole clamped shut around my thumb, squeezing it again and again in powerful anal contractions as Zoe’s orgasm ripped through her. Her moans had lost their shape, dissolving into wordless animal grunts of pleasure. On my knees behind her, I watched with awe as Zoe shuddered through wave after wave of her climax, the cords of her neck straining, her fist beating against the bathroom wall.

My thumb popped out of Zoe’s asshole as she turned to face me, pulling me to my feet and savagely mashing her mouth on mine as she wrapped me up in a desperate embrace. Her eyes were wild as she thrust her tongue into my mouth, pushing in hard as if she wanted to lick the back of my throat, her nails digging into my back. I wrestled with her, meeting her wild abandon with my own lust, her low growls synced with the aftershocks rumbling through her body.

Zoe curled her hand around my erection and gave it a few hard pumps.

“I need you inside me,” she said.

Zoe gave me a hard kiss on my chest. She took my hand and led me from the tub. We didn’t bother to towel off, just went dripping to the bed and climbed in.

I lay down beside Zoe, both of us on our sides facing each other, Zoe’s leg thrown over my hip. I ground my cock against her smooth pubic mound as we kissed.

“I’m going to suck your dick again,” she told me. “Can you handle that?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I can handle it.”

I stood up on the bed as Zoe got on her knees before me. The ceiling was so low that I could extend my arms and place my palms against the drywall. I spread my feet a little to get my cock on just the right level for Zoe.

Her hands on my thighs, her bright blue eyes looking up at me, Zoe extended the tip of her tongue and flicked my cockhead. She licked up and down my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine until the moment she lowered her head and sucked my tip into her wet mouth.

“Damn, that feels so nice Zoe.”

Zoe replied with a muffled hum, her mouth too full of cock to form words. She took my shaft in one hand and began pumping as she bobbed her head, slurping and moaning as her tongue swirled around my cockhead.

Zoe had sucked my dick just a few hours earlier, but this time it was different. There was no performance aspect to what she was doing, no playing to the camera and her online audience. It was just us, alone. Zoe took her time, worshiping my cock with her mouth, licking and kissing it with focused intensity.

“Fuck, that’s a good cock,” she said as she held me in her hand, looking over my tool with admiration. “I feel so lucky to be the first girl to get to play with it.”

I let out a gasp as Zoe lifted my shaft and sucked my testicle into her mouth. I could feel her smile as she rolled my ball around in her mouth, her tongue lapping it as she sucked gently. The sensation was a mix of pleasure and weird queasiness as Zoe sucked first one ball, then the other, then finally both at the same time, my sack barely fitting in her wide mouth.

Zoe giggled as she let my balls plop out of her mouth and rest on her chin. I looked down at her and shook my head in disbelief.

“Is this what you imagined all those times you watched my videos?” she teased me. “Me on my knees, your balls on my face?”

“That and a lot more,” I replied with a grin. “Goddamn it’s so amazing to see it actually happening!”

Zoe gave my cock another kiss, then reclined back on the bed. I stared down at her, her wet hair haloed around her head, that gorgeous face luminous with desire, her tits, her toned legs spread for me, her slit wet and inviting. That body had been my fantasy playground for so many years.

“Are you okay?” Zoe asked me.

“I just… I just want to take it all in. All of you, I mean. Dear god, Zoe… you are so beautiful.”

A small, almost melancholy smile flickered across Zoe’s face. She held up a hand and I took it. Zoe pulled me down, positioning me between her legs as she drew my face to hers.

“Don’t put me on a pedestal,” she said. “You’re sexy as hell and I’m as hungry for you as you are for me. Don’t overthink it. Just fuck me, Nick.”

I sat up as Zoe reached between her legs and guided my cock to her pussy. She rubbed my cockhead up and down her hairless slit, smacking her clit with it before pushing my cockhead back down to her entrance.

“You’re right there,” she said breathlessly. “One push and you’re in.”

“It’s lower than I thought.”

“After all that time watching me?” Zoe laughed.

I laughed with her as I took hold of my cock and leveled it against her pussy hole.

“I can’t believe this is really happening,” I whispered.

“It’s happening,” Zoe whispered back. “It’s real, Nick.”

Her words hit me like a slap in the face. This wasn’t a video. This was my life. I wasn’t the audience, I was the fucking protagonist.


Time to become a man.


I took a steadying breath. Zoe was so wet that my cockhead was already glistening with her juices.

I thrust forward. Her entry was tighter than I expected, the initial resistance shocking, but then I was sliding into her hot, slick depths, pushing deeper and deeper until I was all the way in, my aching cock completely sheathed in Zoe’s dripping pussy.

We both gasped as I plunged into her. The feeling of her pussy gripping my dick was pure sexual bliss. I had imagined it many times, but the reality was so much better. My hand and some lotion were nothing like what I was feeling inside Zoe. Even Zoe’s blowjob, as amazing as she was at it, didn’t compare to being buried in her pussy.

“Oh god I missed having a cock inside me,” Zoe whimpered, her eyes narrowed with pleasure.

I felt the maddening urge to start wildly thrusting, but I resisted. I wanted to savor this moment, to experience every sensation of my first time penetrating a woman, lost in bliss, feeling the walls of her pussy pulsing around my cock. All that pleasure and lust distilled down to the slit between Zoe’s legs.

I leaned forward, letting myself rest on top of Zoe, her breasts flattening beneath my weight. We kissed deeply, Zoe’s hot breath mingling with my own. As her hands clasped my ass, I slowly withdrew my cock to the tip, then slowly slid it all the way back in.

“Oh Nick,” Zoe moaned against my mouth as I started fucking her in long, deep strokes. She was so tight, her pussy lips gripping every inch of my throbbing cock.

“You feel so good, Zoe!”

Our ragged moans synced as I fucked her, Zoe’s nails digging into my back as her pleasure built. She turned away from my kiss, her breath heaving, her eyes rolling wildly as I sped up my thrusts. I could feel Zoe writhing beneath me, her moans turning into desperate snarls as I fucked her faster and faster.

“Harder, Nick, please! I need you to pound me with that big cock. Harder!”

Zoe’s words and my own howling lust overwhelmed me. Tangling my fists in her hair, I started slamming my cock in and out of her pussy, the bed creaking wildly beneath us as I hammered her into the thin mattress.

Zoe threw her head back, her eyes shut, her teeth clenched.

“Yes, Nick! Fuck me harder! Harder!” she begged.

I pushed up on my elbows to get more leverage, looking down at this beautiful blonde lost in the throes of pleasure, loving the way Zoe’s tits bounced in rhythm to my furious thrusting, loving the desperate moans and her shuddering breaths.

“I can’t hold back any longer!” I grunted. “I’m cumming, Zoe!”

“YES!” she screamed. “Cum with me, Nick!”

Zoe’s eyes were locked on mine, her face contorted with a ferocity that made my heart quiver.

“ZOE!” I shouted as I crashed into my orgasm, my mind stuttering and seizing up as the most intense pleasure I had ever felt ripped through me, an explosion that drove all thoughts from my mind as I drowned in the ecstasy of release, my cock spasming again and again as I lashed the inside of Zoe’s pussy with hot cum, flooding her with my seed as Zoe urged me on, begging for my cum, her clenching pussy greedy for every last drop.

My orgasm went on and on as I emptied myself inside Zoe. At last, with a final contraction from my aching balls, I collapsed in a heap on top of Zoe, completely drained. She clung to me tightly, kissing my sweaty forehead as I panted and shook in her arms, the aftershocks of her orgasm rumbling through her trembling body.

“Oh, Nick, that was so good. You fucked me so, so good!”

I kissed her neck and brushed the hair from Zoe’s face. I could see myself mirrored in her blue eyes. There were so many things I wanted to say but I couldn’t find the words.

Zoe must have sensed my feelings. She stroked my hair and let me rest on top of her, my cock still inside her pussy.

“Dude,” she whispered. “You sure you never done this before?”

I grinned as I rested my head on Zoe’s chest, listening to her heart beating inside her.





Chapter 10




“Life is good.”



It was noon and I was still lying in bed, drowsily watching the sunlight creep across the ceiling, lazily replaying everything that had happened with Zoe the night before.

After fucking, the two of us had snuggled and talked into the early hours of the morning. Zoe told me how she was planning to commute to community college for the first two years of her degree, then enroll at the University for her bachelor’s.

“It’s so much cheaper that way,” she said as she nuzzled her cheek against mine.

“I’m going to start in the Fall at the same place. Maybe we can commute together?”

“Not in your car, dude. That thing is a beater. You can ride with me and pay for gas or something.”

“Cash, grass, or ass,” I joked. “Nobody rides for free.”

“Well, I know you don’t have much cash and I don’t smoke grass,” Zoe said. “Your ass is pretty nice, but your cock is my main interest. That and your sparkling personality, of course.”

I eventually dozed off, physically exhausted and blissed out by cuddling with Zoe.

I awoke to the unexpected pleasure of Zoe sucking my dick, her warm, wet mouth slurping my cockhead as her hands massaged my balls.

“Mmm, good morning,” I groaned, still somewhat sleep dazed. “That feels incredible.”

“No reason to waste your morning wood,” Zoe said as she took my balls in her mouth.

A few minutes later, I warned Zoe I was going to cum. She slowed down, pulling me back from the edge. When she was sure I wasn’t going to bust my nut, she swung her leg over me and positioned my cock against her pussy.

I exhaled sharply as Zoe lowered herself onto me, sinking down until my cock bottomed out in her hairless pussy. I started to buck my hips, thrusting up into her, but Zoe put her hand on my stomach to stop me.

“Just stay there,” she said. “Let me do the work.”

Zoe ground her pelvis back and forth, riding me while I lay beneath her, my hands cupping her swaying breasts as Zoe built up her rhythm. The feeling of being inside her, of watching her face contort with animalistic desire as she bounced on my dick, was absolutely amazing. I had to pinch myself again to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” Zoe panted as her hips moved faster and faster.

I could feel the contractions in her pussy as her orgasm rose up inside her. When it hit, she sucked in a deep breath and held it, the cords of her neck standing out as her climax powered through her.

“Fuck!” she screamed a final time, before laying down on top of me.

I rolled her over and dug my knees into the mattress. As she thrashed beneath me, I hammered her as hard and fast as I could until my orgasm hit and I flooded her pussy with my hot seed.

We lay together, panting and twitching. Smeggy sat on my chair, staring at us with the disdain that all cats had mastered.

“I have to get going,” Zoe said after we both had caught our breaths. “I’m visiting my mom for the weekend.”

I watched as Zoe got out of bed and grabbed her pajamas.

“I’ll never get tired of seeing you naked,” I told her.

“Well, you’ll be seeing me naked a lot,” she chuckled. “I’m not through with you yet, Nick. Not even close.”

Zoe tugged on her pajamas. Smeggy took that moment to brush up against her legs.

“I think she likes you,” I said, surprised at my cat’s reaction.

“That’s good,” Zoe said, stroking Smeggy’s arching back. “I’ll be spending more time here, so it’s good I get along with the lady of the house.”

Zoe came to the bed and gave me a kiss.

“So… uh, are we dating?” I asked.

Zoe burst out in the high, chiming laughter that I had come to know so well.

“Let’s not complicate things. Last night was special. We shouldn’t ruin it by rushing into anything. We are friends who fuck. Can we leave it there for now?”

“I’m good with that.”

“I thought you would be,” Zoe said with a giggle. “Not many eighteen-year-olds have a porn star for a fuck buddy.”

Still laughing, Zoe left my apartment, closing the door softly behind her.

I’d stayed in bed afterward, dozing and luxuriating in my sexual contentment. I was not a virgin any longer. I’d had sex with a gorgeous woman who had put me through my paces and left me totally drained. And from what Zoe said, we were going to do it again and often.

“Things are going our way,” I said to Smeggy as she kneaded the pillow beside me. “Life is good. Now I just need a job.”

My phone chimed. I picked it up to find a text from Zoe.


“Just got to my mom’s and discovered this.”


Below her message was a picture. It showed Zoe taking a selfie in a bathroom mirror. Her pants were pulled down to show her bare ass. A hand-shaped bruise covered one cheek. I laughed at the sight.





“My bad”


 
I replied.





“I’m gonna pay you back, Nick. Believe that.”


I was still chuckling as I set the phone down. It chimed again and I picked it up, thinking it was Zoe.

The new message was from Angelina.


“Percy flipped out over his new PC. He absolutely loves it! He’s in his room downloading all his games and such. I doubt I’ll see him for hours. Thank you, Nick.”


I grinned, happy that her kid was enjoying his new gaming rig and even happier that Angelina felt comfortable enough to message me. After the kiss we shared, I was worried she’d be too embarrassed to talk to me again.


“My pleasure, Angelina. I was happy to help.”



“I told Percy how you guided me to build his computer. He wants to know if you will form a guild with him on Dragon Teeth? No pressure.”


A Guild? I hadn’t played a MMORPG in a while, but the idea seemed like a lot of fun. I’d need to get my gaming PC from home.

As I was typing a reply, Angelina messaged me again. My eyes widened when I read what she wrote.


“Percy leaves on the school bus at around 7:30. I’m alone until he returns at 2. Why don’t you come to visit? I still have more rewards to give you.”


I read her message several times, not sure if Angelina was saying what I thought she was saying. I didn’t want to assume anything, but the message seemed pretty suggestive. I figured a little clarity wouldn’t hurt, so I wrote:


“What kind of rewards? More strawberries?”


I waited for her reply. It took several minutes, as if she were trying to find the right words.


“I’ll leave the front door open. I’ll be in my bedroom waiting for you. This will be your reward.”


Below her message was a picture. It was Angelina. She was lying on her bed, completely naked.

“Oh shit,” I whispered. “What the fuck?”

Smeggy yawned and stretched beside me. I stroked her head, listening to her loud purring. After a long time thinking it over, I sent a reply to Angelina. Then I just stared up at the ceiling, a grin slowly spreading across my face.


TO BE CONTINUED






Coming Soon





Nick McWilliam’s erotic journey heats up in the second book of

 

SATISFYING HER NEEDS


 
.




As Nick and Zoe’s relationship deepens, Nick is drawn into the arms of Angelina, the sultry single mother with the lithe body of a dancer. While Nick is doing his best to satisfy two demanding women, he suddenly attracts the attention of Lynne, the owner of Lakeshore Village. A mature woman with an insatiable need for kinky sex, Lynne will set her sights on young Nick in the third and final part of the series.

As Nick builds the harem of his dreams, will he finally become the man he’s always wanted to be?
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