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SYNOPSIS



From inexperienced computer geek to master of his own harem…


Nick’s erotic journey heats up in the second book of SATISFYING HER NEEDS. Still reeling from his first time with a woman, Nick struggles with his growing feelings for Zoe. A blonde goddess and Nick’s favorite porn star, Zoe has proved to be more than just a pretty face. With her bubbly personality and goofy sense of humor, could Zoe be the girl that Nick has been looking for all his life?

But even as his relationship with Zoe deepens, Nick is drawn into the arms of Angelina, a sultry single mother with the lithe body of a ballerina. At 31, Angelina is desperate for the pleasures that only a younger man can give her. Inviting him to an early morning tryst, Angelina gets serviced by Nick exactly the way she needs. Now she wants more and will do anything to get it from her 18-year-old neighbor. Sensual, mature, and caring, Angelina may be exactly what Nick needs to become a man.

While Nick is doing his best to pay his rent and satisfy two demanding women, he suddenly attracts the attention of Lynne, the owner of Lakeshore Village. A coldly beautiful 39-year-old woman with an insatiable need for kinky pleasures, Lynne has fixed her sights on young Nick. As his lease is terminated and his rent comes due, Lynne will make Nick an offer he can’t refuse.


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 2







Chapter 1




“Are you thirsty?”



The early afternoon sun was warm on my skin as I jogged around Lakeshore Village. I went at a brisk pace, pushing myself in bursts mixed with slower intervals. I’d already done three laps. The sweat was flowing and my breathing was heavy, my heart beat strong and steady.

It felt good to be running. It helped me to clear my head as I processed everything that had happened in the last 24 hours:

* My porn star princess Zoe sucking my dick on her live stream pay-per-view.

* Kissing gorgeous Angelina, who was a decade older than me.

* Losing my virginity with Zoe, raw dogging her and making her cum multiple times.

* Then, just a few hours ago, getting a nude from Angelina along with an invite to her bed this coming Monday.

Listing it out like that made it a little easier to accept. Like a spreadsheet or bullet point list, it put my chaotic thoughts into a kind of order that I could grasp. Even now, I was still having trouble believing what my life had become.

Just a week ago, I was an 18-year-old virgin who spent his days jerking off to online porn and fantasizing about his stepmother. Now? I’d banged a legit porn star and was about to fuck a super hot milf.

It all happened so fast. A combination of random luck, being in the right place at the right time, and my own initiative had led to all of this. It seemed crazy, but getting kicked out of the house was the best thing that ever happened to me.


Butterfly effect? Or maybe it’s like a Marvel movie? Maybe kissing my stepmother sent me on a different timeline? Maybe Sophia was the trigger for this new reality?


I laughed deliriously as I put on a final burst of speed, sprinting as hard as I could for the final hundred yards before reaching my building at The Estates. Panting hard, I circled around and started on my last lap of the Village, trotting at a leisurely pace to cool down my body.

As I made my way around the complex, I went over the night before, reliving the things I had done with Zoe, that incredible body of hers, the amazing feeling of being inside her, the way she looked when she orgasmed.

I raised my hand to my nose and inhaled the scent of her pussy still lingering on my fingers. I’d always heard jokes about the smell of a woman, but the reality was so much better. Porn showed a lot, but it could never convey the clean and musky tang of a woman’s wet vagina. Zoe proclaiming us “fuck buddies” was like something out of my adolescent fantasies.

And then there was Angelina.

I’d looked at her picture for a long time after she sent it. A selfie of her naked, reclining on her bed, one arm extended to hold her phone, the other arm covering her perky tits, just a hint of her dark nipple showing between her splayed fingers. She was lying with her lower body turned on one hip, her leg drawn up and her pussy hidden, her toned ass on glorious display.

She’d kept her face out of frame, a smart thing to do when sending a nude to someone. It was a reminder of how different she was from Zoe. Brash and forward, Zoe was a blonde bombshell who had no hesitation about showing off her porn star body.

Angelina was much more restrained. Maybe it was because she was older, or maybe it was because she had a child, but Angelina was a more subtle personality. Like with Zoe, I couldn’t get Angelina out of my mind. Dark and sultry, she had a sophistication and wit that was irresistible.


What does she see in me?


I couldn’t really understand why Angelina was so attracted to me. She didn’t seem the type to kiss a random 18-year-old and then send him a nude with an invitation to fuck. So why did she do it? She was so attractive that she could have gotten any man she wanted. Why pick me? She said I was good-looking, but there were lots of handsome dudes out there. Was she still on the rebound from her divorce?

As I ran through different reasons why this beautiful older woman would want me in her bed, I suddenly remembered something my father told me.


“Everyone has a need. If you can satisfy that need, then the game is won.”


He’d been talking about entrepreneurship, not women, but his advice still made sense. Zoe and Angelina both had needs. They thought I could satisfy those needs. I’d done so with Zoe— her enthusiasm for me was proof of that.

Could I do the same with Angelina?

I continued my slow jog, passing by the high-end condos of The Lakeshore Marina before turning into Maple Square.

As I approached Angelina’s place, I saw a boy standing at the edge of her yard, watching me. Brown-haired and slender, his resemblance to Angelina was striking. The boy waved at me shyly as I got closer. He was holding a glass in his hand.

“Hi!” I called out to him. “You must be Percy.”

“Hi,” he replied. “Are you thirsty?”

“Uh, sure. What do you have there?”

“It’s cucumber water,” Angelina said.

She was standing in her doorway, a pitcher in her hands. Angelina was wearing a loose blue dress that hung nicely on her petite frame. Her brown hair was tied back in a loose ponytail that draped over her shoulder.

“Mom poured it just for you,” Percy said. “Here.”

“She did? Wow! Thanks!”

I took the glass from Percy and took a long drink. It was cold and refreshing, just what I needed.

“Percy and I saw you pass by a couple of times on your run,” Angelina said. “I thought I’d introduce him to the man who helped me build his computer. Percy, this is Nick.”

“Nice to meet you, Nick.”

“Same,” I said, shaking Percy’s hand. “How’s the gaming rig running?”

The kid’s face lit up. “It’s awesome! I get super high frame rates even at ultra settings on Dragon Teeth.”

“Nice! Your mom told me you were into DTRRO. That rig she built will handle it no problem.”

“I can’t get the LED lights to pulse.”

“You need to allow that on the motherboard,” I told him. “Just reboot and hit DELETE when the motherboard screen comes on. The controls are super easy to figure out. Your mom left it that way so you could decide how you wanted the LEDs to work.”

“Did she really build it?” he asked.

“Heck yeah she did,” I said. “I helped pick the parts and gave some guidance, but she did all the work. From unboxing the parts to installing the OS, it was all your mom, dude.”

“That’s so cool,” Percy said.

Percy gave his mother an admiring look. Angelina beamed, the pride evident on her face. I felt a swell of pride myself, happy that I had contributed to this bond between mother and son. Seeing the two of them made me miss my own mother.

“Mom said you’re gonna get on DTRRO?”

“I am,” I confirmed. “In fact, I’m about to go pick up my desktop PC so I can do some serious gaming. My rig has almost the same specs as yours.”

“Do you want to make a guild with me?” Percy asked. “I’m in one now, but they are raid focused while I want to do more PVE. Plus, they are kinda mean.”

“Yeah, for sure. It’s been a while since I played an MMORPG, but I can’t wait to get back into it. PVE is my favorite style, too.”

Angelina was watching me talk to her son, that crooked smile on her face. She caught my eye and gave me a wink. I grinned back at her.

“Have your mom message me your DTRRO server and screen name,” I told Percy. “Once I get everything up and running, I’ll message you in the game.”

“Cool!”

“I’m going to be a newbie, though. You’re going to have to help me level up.”

“I will!” Percy said. “I’m level 50, so it will be easy. We can recruit other guildies along the way.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.

I handed him back the glass and held out my fist. Percy knocked his fist against mine.

“I’ll catch you online, dude,” I said. “Thanks for the cucumber water, Angelina!”

The two of them waved as I jogged away. A few yards down the street, I took a look back over my shoulder at Angelina. The sun was behind her, silhouetting her slim figure through the fabric of her dress. The sight put a spring in my step as I headed back to my apartment.





Chapter 2




“It’s lonely here without you.”



Smeggy meowed irritably at me from her perch on the windowsill as soon as I walked in the front door.

“Hello to you, too,” I said.

I filled her bowl with cat food and refreshed her water dish. She came down off the windowsill and sniffed her kibble.

“I’ll clean your litter box tonight,” I promised her, stroking her fur.

My little apartment was stuffy, so I opened the window to let in some fresh air and sunlight. I usually made my bed as soon as I got up, but today I didn’t bother. The sheets needed changing. They smelled of Zoe, which was nice, but there were also a couple of wet spots from my cum and her pussy juices. Crusty sheets were not something I’d ever anticipated.

“They don’t mention that in sex ed,” I told Smeggy.

After a hot shower and a protein smoothie, I got ready to head home.


No, it’s not home anymore. It’s my parents’ place.


The thought didn’t hurt as much as I expected. It was easier to take the loss of my childhood home after the week I’d just had.

I checked my phone as I dressed. Zoe had sent me a couple of texts from her mom’s place. One had a picture of her in a swimsuit and wearing an old-fashioned bonnet.




Her caption,

 

“im ready to churn some butter!!!”








I wrote back,

 

“you could def cosplay the Blue Bonnet lady… dat cleavage doe.”





She replied with the laughing-crying emoji, one of her most used responses. I could almost hear her high-pitched giggle as she sent it.

I really enjoyed getting these messages from Zoe. It let me know that she was thinking about me as much as I thought about her.


Careful, Nicky-boy. It’s way too early to be catching feels for Zoe. She made it clear that we aren’t dating. Just be happy that she wants to be your fuck buddy.





Of course, I was happy that we were fuck buddies. But as amazing as the

 

fuck


 
part was, the

 

buddy


 
part was really growing on me. Zoe was a great person, full of fun and laughter. I liked her as a person a lot. Even something as simple as her silly texts made me happy. Was it so wrong to think that maybe the two of us could be more than just FWBs?





If you like Zoe so much, why are you going to hook up with Angelina?


“Because no dude in his right mind would pass up a chance to bang Angelina,” I said to Smeggy. “After fucking a porn star, screwing a smoking hot milf is just a next-level, bucket list, god-tier fantasy shit for any red-blooded 18-year-old male. Ain’t that right, girl?”

My cat did not reply, just climbed back onto the windowsill and stared out through the glass. I gave her a goodbye kiss before heading out the door.

It took a couple of tries before my car started. An ominous puff of black smoke burped from my tailpipe as I revved the four-cylinder engine.

“Good girl,” I said, patting the steering wheel.

Like the trip to the computer store with Angelina, the drive to my parents’ place took way longer than it should have. Traffic was snarled the whole way there. As I passed by the supermarket where I used to work, I reminded myself to stop by and drop off my work apron. Their offer of reduced hours still stood, but I was not going to accept. It was a matter of pride for me.

I definitely could have used the money, though. My Yaris had a worrisome clacking in its engine that just got louder with every mile I put on the 21-year-old hatchback. I wasn’t going to give up on her, though. My car was older than me but had never let me down. I hoped any repairs would not cost much, but the Yaris for sure needed some TLC.

I felt an unexpected lump in my throat as I drove down the familiar streets of my neighborhood. I grew up here and I knew every house, every tree, every turn and curve of the road. As I pulled into the driveway of my parents’ home, I let out a deep breath that I didn’t even know I was holding.

The garage door raised open. I figured my father must have been waiting for me to arrive. He often spent Saturday afternoons tinkering in the garage.

Except it wasn’t my father. It was Sophia.

“You’re not at your craft workshop?” I asked as I got out of my car.

She shook her head. “I skipped it today.”

“Oh. Is Father here?”

“He got called to the office. An incident at the main corporate headquarters or something.”

My stepmother was wearing her usual yoga pants and oversized T-shirt tied in a knot below her breasts. A plastic clip held her strawberry blonde hair back from her forehead. There were dark smudges under her eyes. She looked tired.

We stood in the driveway, not knowing what to say to each other. The afternoon sun cast long shadows across the yard. The wind chimes my stepmother had hung over the garage tinkled in the breeze.

“How have you been?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “Okay. How have you been?”

“Pretty good, actually. I’m settling into my new place. Just need to pick up my computer and some other stuff.”

“Can I help?”

“I’d like that,” I said.

We gathered some boxes and put them into my car. We didn’t say much. The memory of our kiss and the feelings we had shared made things awkward and stilted.

I loaded the final box in and closed the car’s rear hatch. When I turned around, I was startled to find Sophia standing so close to me.

“I’ve missed you, Nick,” she said softly.

“I’ve missed you too, Sophia.”

“Do you want to come home?” she asked, reaching up to brush a stray hair from my face.

I hesitated. “I’m doing okay right now.”

“I’ve talked to your father. We’ve had fights about you. I’m trying to convince him to let you come home.”

I sighed. “You don’t have to do that. Seriously, I’m doing fine on my own. I think once I get a job that—“

My words were cut off as Sophia swept me up in a tight hug, her face pressed against my chest. I held her lightly, unsure of what to do.

“It’s lonely here without you,” Sophia said. “The house is so empty. I even miss your cat. I want you to come back.”

“Sophia…”

“Talk to your father,” she urged me. “The two of us together might convince him to change his mind.”

“I don’t think that’s going to happen. He won’t reconsider anything. You know how he is.”

“But we have to try!”

I held my stepmother and stroked her hair. After all those years of living under the same roof, carefully suppressing any sexual feelings for Sophia, it felt good to have my arms around her, to feel her warm skin against mine.

But things had changed. And there was no going back.

“I’ve got to get going,” I told her.

I kissed the top of Sophia’s head. She slumped as I gently pulled away from her. I held her at arm’s length and gave her a reassuring smile.

“It’s good to see you again, Sophia. Maybe later this summer, the three of us can spend some time at the lake. We could—“

But Sophia wasn’t listening to me. She was staring at my neck. Frowning, she brushed her finger along the collar of my shirt.

“Is that a hickey?” she asked.

Sophia was touching the spot where Zoe had kissed me that morning. She must have left a mark.

“Have you… have you been with a girl?”

The look on Sophia’s face was a mixture of shock and dismay. It made me sad to see her so hurt, but I also didn’t feel it necessary to explain myself. As my father and Sophia had made crystal clear, I was an adult now. My life was my own business.

“I have to get going. Goodbye, Sophia.”

I stepped away from her and got into my car. Sophia watched as I backed out of the driveway.

I waved goodbye to my stepmother as I pulled onto the road.

She didn’t wave back.





Chapter 3




“Come get me.”



It was Monday morning and a steady stream of cars was heading out of the Village. I was standing at my window, brushing my teeth and watching the commuters leaving for their jobs. Mixed among the usual Hondas and Toyotas were a Tesla Model X and a Porsche 911.


They must have come from The Lakeshore Marina. Expensive vehicles for the expensive people who live on the lake.


I’d only been inside The Lakeshore Marina once when I was setting up a wireless printer for an older man. The waterfront condos there were really lavish and modern, everything angular and stark, with lots of white concrete and enormous glass windows overlooking the marina and the yachts moored there. I actually didn’t know the difference between a boat and a yacht, but it probably had to do with size and cost. Lots of people owned boats. Not many owned yachts.


I’ve got to go kayaking out on the lake one of these days. My rent includes access to the community beach. Might as well use it.


I checked myself in the mirror as I got dressed. I’d carefully trimmed my pubic hair and shaved my face before taking a long, hot shower. I’d brushed and flossed and gargled twice with mouthwash. Deodorant and freshly laundered clothes were the final steps. I wanted to make sure my grooming was on point before I went to Angelina’s.

Smeggy watched me from my bed. She’d gotten much more comfortable in our apartment. I planned on taking her out on a leash soon. She’d have fun exploring the open spaces around The Estates.

“You can’t stay cooped up in here forever, girl.”

Smeggy yawned and stretched, then went back to sleep.

I checked my phone again, but Angelina hadn’t messaged me yet. The private school shuttle had come through almost an hour ago. Percy was long gone. I tried not to feel anxious, but it was difficult. With Zoe, everything had happened so quickly that I didn’t have time to get all wound up. Angelina had sent me her nude on Saturday morning. I’d had two days of just stewing, imagining what was going to happen.

But it wasn’t just the wait that was making me nervous. Sex with Zoe was a playful, horny adventure. Angelina was a much different woman. She was thirteen years older than me, a mother, and a divorcée who still wore her wedding ring. Getting with her felt like a heavier thing to experience. Angelina aroused me differently than Zoe did.


She’s just a person, Nicky-boy. Like Zoe said, don’t put her on a pedestal.


“Thank god I’m not a virgin anymore,” I said to Smeggy. “At least I know I won’t bust a nut just seeing a bare titty.”

At precisely 9 AM, my phone buzzed. I picked it up, eager to get Angelina’s text. I paused when I saw an unfamiliar number. Had one of the companies I applied to actually gotten back to me? Maybe a request for an interview?

“As long as it’s not a fucking spam text,” I muttered as I opened the text app. “My car’s too clapped out to need an extended warranty.”




The message read,

 

“This is Lynne Walters. I am the Executive Director of Lakeshore Village. Please contact me at your earliest convenience.”





Frowning, I read over the message a couple of times, trying to puzzle out what it meant. I hated when people messaged me cryptic shit instead of just clearly stating what they wanted. This message could be anything. Hell, it might just be an automated greeting sent to all new residents of Lakeshore Village.

I was thinking up a reply to this mysterious message when my phone buzzed again. I grinned when I saw the text was from Angelina.


“Front door is unlocked. I’m in my bedroom. Come get me.”






“On my way,”


 
I replied.




I did a last check in the mirror, making sure I looked good. I slipped my phone into my pocket, patting the other pocket to make sure the condoms I’d bought were still there. I did a breath test and popped some mint Tic Tacs.

“Mrs. Angelina Moretti,” I said to myself. “I’m here to service your needs.”

I took my time walking the 200 yards to Angelina’s place. The morning sunlight was bright and warm, the breeze gentle. I waved at a minivan passing by. I recognized the family I had helped to set up their smart home for their quadriplegic son. I really enjoyed that job and was even thinking of studying adaptive technology at college.

Another car came down the street. It was a Mercedes SL Roadster, a white convertible with its top down. A car like that went for about 180k. A woman was driving it. Her red hair was tucked under a brightly colored silk scarf tied over her head and knotted beneath her chin. She had on oversized sunglasses and dark red lipstick. She was wearing white gloves that matched the white interior of the car. A strikingly attractive woman, she looked like an actress that had stepped off the set of a 1950s movie.

She was staring at me. I waved. Her car slowed. For a second, I thought she might say something to me. Instead, she just tipped her sunglasses down and peered at me as she passed by. The look on her face made me feel like a stray dog that had wandered onto some lady’s front yard.

“Good morning!” I called cheerfully.

She did not reply. I watched as she drove past, her car accelerating towards the Village’s front gate.


What the hell was that about?


I gave a shrug and put Ms. Mercedes out of my mind. Most of the people I’d met at the Village had been cool. Some rich bitch in a convertible Roadster wasn’t going to throw me off my game. Especially not today.

A few minutes later I was at Angelina’s front door. I raised my fist to knock, but then remembered her message. I turned the knob and the door swung open.

The smell of coffee and bacon greeted me as I stepped inside her townhouse. I’d skipped breakfast and my stomach growled. I noticed two plates had been set at the dining table. Was Angelina planning to share a meal with me after we fucked? The thought was darkly enticing.

Remembering my last visit to her place, I slipped off my shoes and set them by the door next to a pair of Angelina’s slippers.

Barefooted, I made my way down the hallway. I paused at Percy’s bedroom, peeking inside to see how his PC was doing. The LED lights inside the tower pulsed through the glass panel, cycling from red to blue to green. The kid had taken the advice I gave him the other day. It made me feel weirdly proud to see it.

Angelina’s bedroom door was at the end of the hallway. It was half closed, the interior of the bedroom dimly lit.

I took a deep breath and tried to calm my thoughts. Days of imagining this moment had gotten me pretty anxious. None of it mattered now.





You’re not an NPC,


 
I reminded myself.

 

You’re the fucking protagonist.





I pushed the door open and stepped inside. The bedroom was dark, thick blackout curtains drawn against the morning sunshine. A faint smell of incense hung in the air, the scent light and spicy. The only illumination came from a small lamp on the nightstand. It cast a pool of light on the Queen size bed that dominated the center of the room.

Lying on the bed was Angelina. She was naked, wearing nothing but that crooked smile I adored.

“Hey, kiddo,” she said in her husky rasp. “What took you so long?”





Chapter 4




“Like what you see?”



I closed the door behind me and made my way to the foot of the bed. I stood there for a long moment, not saying a word.

“What are you doing?” Angelina asked me.

“Just enjoying the view,” I said.

Angelina stretched her arms above her head, writhing sensually on her satin sheets.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

“Very much,” I said.

Angelina’s smooth skin shimmered in the lamplight. Her body was firm and toned, her muscles supple. Her B-cup breasts with their large, dark nipples were perfectly proportional to her petite frame. Angelina’s flat belly sloped down to her jutting hip bones and slim legs. A neatly groomed strip of pubic hair covered her mound, the dark and coarse hair starkly contrasting with the pale skin beneath it.

I let out a low whistle. “You are a fucking smokeshow, Mrs. Moretti.”

Angelina laughed and held out an arm to me.

“Stop teasing and come here,” she said. “I’ve been waiting all weekend for you.”

I came around the bed and stood beside it. Our hands clasped lightly, her finger trailing across my wrist.

“You look so handsome today,” she said, smiling up at me.

She slipped her hand under the bottom of my shirt, tracing my abs in slow circles.

“I love a guy who keeps fit,” Angelina said. “Young and healthy and strong. Quite an attractive combination, Nick.”

“I do my best,” I said, enjoying the feel of her stroking my belly.

Angelina’s hand drifted down to my cock. I jutted my hips forward as she stroked me through my pants.

“You’re hard already. No hiding that big bulge.”

“Can you blame me?”

I cupped her breast in my hand, stroking her nipple with my thumb. Angelina sighed as I went lower, brushing her thighs, running my fingers through her pubic hair.

“Take your clothes off. Go slow. Put on a show for me, kiddo.”

The teasing in Angelina’s voice made my dick throb. Her husky voice was so arousing to hear, especially when she called me “kiddo”.

I took my time unbuttoning my shirt, performing a little striptease wiggle as I shrugged out of it. Angelina watched me through narrowed eyes. Her hand was between her legs, her fingers massaging her clit.

Having this older woman pleasuring herself as I took off my clothes was such an erotic rush. It felt taboo, like a reversal of the way things usually went. I was a guy, but I felt like I was the one being objectified. I liked that feeling.

I made a show of carefully folding my shirt and setting it on a nearby dresser. I turned my back to Angelina as I took off my pants and boxers, folding them and placing them with my shirt. Angelina gave out an appreciative murmur as I bent over, my butt on full display.

“Nice ass,” Angelina said.

Her hand brushed over my rear. She gave me a saucy little slap on both cheeks.

“I guess all those squats and thrusts were worth it,” I said.

“They certainly were. Lucky me.”

With a playful glance over my shoulder, I turned to face Angelina. Her eyes widened as she saw my cock jutting out.

“Even bigger than I thought,” she said.

I stepped closer to the bed as Angelina reached out for me. She took my cock in her hand, feeling my girth, hefting the weight of it in her small palm.

“I’m going to have so much fun with this,” she whispered.

Angelina slid over on the bed, making space for me. I lay down beside her, the two of us on our sides facing each other. Angelina ran her fingers through my hair.

“Such thick hair,” she said. “And those blue eyes? You’re a real lady killer, aren’t you?”

“Would you believe me if I said that three days ago, I was still a virgin?”

“No. I wouldn’t believe you.”

She pulled me to her, her hands draping around my neck as our mouths pressed against each other. We kissed slowly and deeply, Angelina gently sucking on my lips as our tongues met and caressed. Our hands roamed over each other, squeezing and rubbing as our kiss deepened.

Angelina was a sensual woman, one who wanted to take her time and savor every moment. I reigned in the howling urgency inside me, matching her pace, giving her the kind of unhurried and focused attention that she craved.

“God, it feels so good to be with a man again,” she groaned as I kissed her throat. “You don’t realize how much you missed it until you finally get it again.”

“How long has it been?” I asked.

“Too long.”

Angelina took in a sharp breath as I latched onto her nipple and began sucking hard. Her nipple hardened in my mouth, Angelina squealing as I nipped them with my teeth.

“I’ve wanted to do that since I first peeked down your dress,” I told her.

“I know,” she chuckled. “I saw the look in your eye, the same look as when I caught you staring at my ass at the rec center.”

“Men stare at you wherever you go.”

Angelina shivered as I kissed her sternum and went lower, tonguing out her belly button, kissing her hipbones.

“Oh, Nick,” she sighed. “Are you going to lick my pussy?”

“I want to? Do you?”

“God, yes. I haven’t had that done to me in so long.”

“It’s my first time eating a woman out,” I warned. “Tell me if I’m doing anything you don’t like.”

Angelina responded by lifting her butt off the mattress and sliding a pillow beneath it. She spread her legs wide and guided me between them, positioning my head at her raised pelvis, her pussy offered up to me. It was such an Angelina thing to do— practical yet deeply erotic.

I kissed Angelina’s inner thighs as I took in the sight of her pussy. She had big, thick labia, her glistening folds the same dark color as her nipples. She smelled different from Zoe, a little muskier than my porn star princess. Her clit was bigger, too. It jutted out from its hood, fully engorged and flushed a dark pink.

Angelina stroked my hair, both her hands caressing my head.

“Your pussy is beautiful,” I said.

“Thank you,” Angelina replied in a low voice. “I don’t think anyone’s ever said that to me.”

I held my face close to her slit, letting my breath wash over her, breathing in her scent. A few light licks along her edges made Angelina quiver. She let out a long, shaky breath as I kissed her clit. I held it between my puckered lips, flicking it with the tip of my tongue, loving the way Angelina pulled my head into her, arching her back and grinding into my face.

Sliding my tongue between her lips, I licked out her pussy in a long stroke, tasting her pussy juices and swallowing them down, lapping her slit and smearing her wetness all over my face.

“God, that feels amazing,” Angelina moaned.

I took one of her labia in my mouth and suckled on it, letting it flop out with a wet pop before sucking on the other lip. Angelina shifted her hips and spread her legs even wider, straining to give me more access to her dripping pussy. I tongued out her entrance before returning to her clit. Sliding two fingers into her pussy, I licked her clit in long strokes, building a rhythm as I ate her out, my eyes looking up at her the whole time, her dark eyes staring back at me as her face contorted with pleasure.

The walls of her pussy fluttered around my fingers as I slid them in and out, my mouth alternating between licking her clit and fastening on it with firm suction, flicking it with the tip of my tongue. Angelina held my head there, keeping my mouth clamped on her clit as she bucked against my face.

“Stay right there, oh god just keep doing that, right there right there…” Angelina groaned.

I did what she asked, not changing a thing, sucking and fingering her just the way she wanted.

“Go a little faster, little faster, baby.”

I sped up my fingering and tonguing, watching her face for signs, listening to her ragged breath turn into hoarse grunts as her head thrashed from side to side.

“Nick Nick Nick…” she moaned, her voice a growl of animalistic pleasure as her climax built inside her.

I let myself sink into the moment, my lips wrapped around her hard clit, my fingers sloshing in and out of her fuckhole.

Suddenly, Angelina went silent, her whole body tensing up. With a sharp gasp, her legs clamped together, squeezing my head between her twitching thighs, her hands forcing my head onto her clit, her fingers frantically clutching at my skull.

The moment went on and on, Angelina utterly silent as spasms rolled through her body, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream, the cords of her neck taut and quivering, my head locked between her rigid legs so tightly that I could barely draw a breath.

I rode Angelina’s climax, stunned by how intensely she shut down as she orgasmed, her body and mind locked into the pleasure exploding through her, utterly lost to everything but her overwhelming sexual ecstasy.

Then, just as suddenly, Angelina let out a huge gasp, her eyes wide open and staring, her teeth gritted together as she panted wildly, each desperate breath making her chest heave.

Angelina sat up, pulling me from between her legs. For a moment, she stared into my eyes, my face still wet and glistening with saliva and her pussy juices. Something inside her seemed to unclench, the frantic look in her eyes softening.

Angelina kissed me, pulling me down on top of her, wrapping her legs around me. We held each other tightly, our tongues swirling together, sharing the taste of her pussy between us, our hot breath mingling, our hearts beating together.

Angelina kissed my neck and nuzzled my ear.

“Fuck me, Nick!” she begged. “Fuck me now!”





Chapter 5





“Mi piace il tuo cazzo grosso!”




I raised myself on my elbows and looked at Angelina. Her skin was flushed and dewy with sweat, her lips shiny with our spit from kissing so hard, her hair tousled and tangled. I stared into her eyes. The look on her face was unmistakable.


She’s starving for cock. She wants it so bad.


I gazed down at this older woman, this divorced mother to a nine-year-old son, and recognized the need in her eyes. I reveled in how much Angelina wanted me to fuck her, a sense of my own power churning inside me. I was 18, just a teenager! But that didn’t matter to Angelina. Right now, at this moment, I was a man who could satisfy her needs. That’s all she wanted.

I kissed her again, letting my full weight rest on her. She squirmed beneath me, grinding her crotch against my stiff cock, rubbing my dick across her thighs and lower belly.

“I have condoms,” I told her.

“I can’t get pregnant,” she replied. “But you can wear one if you want to.”

I’d thought about it ever since she’d sent me her nude. I knew what I wanted. I just had to make a decision.

“I’m not going to use a rubber,” I told her.

“Then don’t,” she whispered into my ear. “Let me feel you. Just go slow, kiddo. I haven’t been with a man in a long time and you are so big.”

I kissed her again and sat up between her legs. I took my cock and rubbed my swollen cockhead up and down her wet slit, slapping her engorged clit with my dick, teasing her pussy until Angelina was groaning for me to penetrate her.

“Fuck me, Nick!” she urged me.

“Say, Please.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Please, baby. Please fuck me!”

Again, that surge of power ran through me. It was a thrill to be in control and to have a woman want me to take control. It was addicting. I wanted more.

Leveling my cockhead against her entrance, I pushed into her with a long, slow stroke, burying myself in her pussy and staying there, letting her adjust to my size. I looked between her quivering thighs and took in the vision of my cock balls-deep inside her glistening fuckhole, taking a mental snapshot that I knew I would never forget.





“Mi piace il tuo cazzo grosso,”


 
Angelina whimpered. “Oh god…”




I didn't know what she was saying, but her meaning was clear. I leaned over Angelina, posting my hands on either side of her head and digging my knees into the mattress to get better leverage. Locking eyes with her, I began thrusting in and out of her pussy, going slow, letting her feel every inch of me plunging into her depths.

“Oh, Nick,” she moaned. “You feel so good!”

“You like that? You like my cock inside you?”

“Yes! God, yes!”

The bed creaked as I steadily fucked Angelina, building a rhythm she eagerly responded to. She writhed beneath me, her legs spread wide, her hands running up and down my arms, her gasps of pleasure mingling with the wet sounds of my cock impaling her.

“Oh god I’m so close,” she groaned. “Harder, baby. Go harder.”

“You didn’t say, ‘Please.’”

“Bastard!”

“That’s not how you say ‘Please.’”

“Please!” she cried out, half-giggling and half-snarling, her nails digging into my biceps. “Please fuck me harder, Nick!”

“My pleasure… kiddo.”

I almost laughed at the expression on Angelina’s beautiful face, the warring emotions making her even sexier. Before she could reply, I started jackhammering her pussy with my cock, slamming into her as hard as I could, my fists tangled in her hair as I pounded her petite body, bouncing her off the mattress with each thrust. I was 18 and I was in great shape. I could slam her pussy the way she wanted for as long as she wanted. My confidence soared as I knew I could satisfy her needs.

Angelina’s wordless moans suddenly cut off, her mouth gaped open. Her back arched and her eyes rolled back in her head and I could feel her body going rigid beneath me, her legs wrapping around my waist as her fingers dug painfully into my arms.

I kept pounding her, pushing through her orgasm, being relentless, making her cum again and again, the only sounds my labored breathing and the wet slap of our bodies colliding.

“Cum for me, Mrs. Moretti,” I whispered in her ear, urging her on. “Cum on my big dick.”

Angelina was so lost in her own sexual ecstasy that I didn’t know if she even heard me. I kept going, fucking her as hard as I could, my own orgasm building inside me.

Suddenly, Angelina let out an explosive breath, a strangled scream tearing out of her. She clutched at me like a drowning woman, her body wracked by spasms as her climax washed through her. I rode it out like before, letting Angelina lose herself in the moment.

“Oh, Nick!” she groaned.

I kissed her hard and kept pounding, groaning as I crashed into my orgasm, my balls aching as I flooded her pussy with my hot cum, unloading inside her until I had drained myself completely.

I rolled off of Angelina. She snuggled close, our sweaty bodies tangled together. I stroked her hair as she kissed my neck and chest, both of us catching our breaths. Her hand was cupping my softening dick, cradling my balls in her palm. It felt so comforting to be held like that.

I noticed a hitch in Angelina’s breath, almost as if she were sobbing.

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

I felt her nod against my chest.

“I’m just a little shook up,” she said in a soft voice. “I haven’t…”

Her voice trailed off. I felt her trembling in my arms. She swiped at her face, wiping away tears.

“Angelina?”

“Sorry,” she said. “I feel so stupid getting all emotional like… like some schoolgirl.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong. I haven’t felt so good in a long time! It’s just… I’ve never been with anyone but my husband before and I’m feeling a little bit guilty. Best sex of my life and it’s not with the father of my child, a man I spent eleven years of my life with.”

I didn’t know what to say. Best sex of her life? With me, an 18-year-old kid who just graduated high school? How was that even possible?

“Darrin just never really liked sex,” Angelina said, as if reading my mind. “At least, not with me. It made me feel inadequate to always be initiating with a disinterested husband. I’m glad he’s being true to himself now, but I just wish I hadn’t spent 11 years trying to get a gay man to want me.”

“I’m sorry you went through that,” I told her. “If it’s any consolation, you’re like one of the hottest, sexiest women I’ve ever seen. Seriously, you are fucking incredible, Angelina.”

Angelina laughed and wiped her eyes.

“Thank you for saying that, Nick. And don’t mind me. I’m just a little emotional right now. I’ve been thinking about you all weekend.”

“Me, too.”

“Did I live up to your expectations?” she teased.

“No, you didn’t,” I said. “You were way better. And I didn’t even know you spoke Italian.”

“Only the dirty words!” she giggled.

Angelina kissed me again, her eyes wet and shining. She gave my cock an affectionate squeeze, then crawled over me and got out of bed.

“Come on,” she said, holding her hand out. “Let’s go to the kitchen. You fucked me so good, I want to cook you a meal.”





Chapter 6




“You make my heart flutter whenever I think about you.”



Angelina led me by the hand into her kitchen. We were both naked. It was an erotic rush to be walking through her house like that, an unexpected intimacy that felt both risky and wholesome at the same time.

I sat at the dining room table and watched as Angelina whipped up a mushroom omelet for me. Seeing her cooking and preparing food while completely nude was a sensual pleasure I’d never really considered before. Angelina had a talent for turning mundane situations into arousing moments.

Angelina told me about her job as a consultant and how she managed her work-from-home routine. I was only half listening, too caught up in admiring her body. I especially loved her nipples. Big and dark and always poking out, they reminded me of the black licorice gumdrops I used to love sucking on as a kid.

And then there was her ass. Compact and muscular, watching her ass flex and clench as she moved was hypnotic.

Angelina slid the omelet from her frying pan onto a plate, along with several thick slices of bacon. She set the plate in front of me along with a tray of toast, assorted jars of jam, and a big bowl of fresh fruit salad. A large glass of freshly squeezed orange juice rounded out the breakfast.

“Wow, this looks amazing.”

“Dig in,” Angelina said, taking the seat across from me.

“Aren’t you going to eat?” I asked.

“I ate with Percy. This is for you.”

“You didn’t have to do all this.”

“It was my pleasure,” she said. “I haven’t cooked for another adult in a long time. Besides, I like watching my men eat.”

“Am I your man?” I asked playfully.

“That’s up to you, isn’t it? I made the first move, sent you a nude picture, invited you into my bed. It’s obvious I want you. Not as a husband or a daddy to my kid, but as a man. Do you want me?”

“Of course I want you.”

“There it is. We’re two adults who enjoy each other’s company. That’s good enough for me.”

“Me as well.”

Angelina watched as I ate. The food was as fresh and delicious as the lasagna she served me the other night. I cleaned my plate and sat back with a contented sigh.

“Thanks for that,” I said, rubbing my full stomach. “Since moving here, I’ve only had two homemade meals. Both cooked by you.”

“Cooking the basics is easy, kiddo. A grown man should know how to feed himself. Did you get through college on microwave burritos and ramen?”

“I haven’t gone to college yet.”

“You’re self-taught?”

“My high school had an Advanced Computer Lab and I was part of the Computer Club. But yeah, mostly self-taught.”

“High school? How many years ago was that?”


Uh oh.


I cleared my throat, stalling for time. Would Angelina freak out when I told her my age? Zoe had been shocked, and she was only five years older than me. Angelina was 31. Would a 13-year age gap cause her to stop seeing me?

I felt a powerful urge to lie, to pretend to be older than I was. The thought of Angelina dropping me was awful, especially after what we had just done. Besides the sex, I really enjoyed her as a person. I didn’t want to lose that… but I also couldn’t lie to her.

“I graduated this year,” I told her. “I’m 18 years old.”

I winced at the silence that fell between us. Angelina stared at me, her head cocked appraisingly. I waited for her reply. The seconds seemed to drag by.

“I knew you were younger than me,” Angelina finally said. “I didn’t know you were 18.”

“Is that going to be an issue for you?”

Angelina sighed. “I was 18 when I met Darrin. We got married and had a son. If I was mature enough to do that, then I guess you’re mature enough to know what you are doing. Does being with a woman my age bother you?”

I grinned. “Hell, no.”

“Okay,” she replied, smiling that crooked smile. “Then it doesn’t bother me either.”

“So we’re cool?”

Angelina took my hand. “We’re cool. And thanks for telling me.”

I stroked her finger. “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“Why me? You could get just about any guy you wanted. Why did you choose me?”

Angelina shrugged. “I just had a good feeling about you. You seemed gentle and thoughtful. True, you couldn’t keep your eyes off me, but that was more adorable than creepy. And you actually listened to me when I said something. That’s somewhat rare.”

Angelina squeezed my hand and smiled.

“Maybe it’s those gorgeous blue eyes? That pretty face? Those muscles? You’re a very handsome young man, Nick. Mostly, though, I chose you because you make my heart flutter whenever I think about you.”

I squirmed a bit in my chair, blushing furiously. I didn’t know what to say. The way Angelina was looking at me was so intense. She must have noticed because she patted my hand and let out a little giggle to break the tension.

“That big dick of yours is also a nice bonus,” she teased.

“I, uh, do my best,” I laughed.

“Now, let me ask you something. Do you want seconds?”

“That was a huge meal, Angelina. Honestly, I couldn’t eat another bite.”

“I wasn’t talking about food.”

Angelina came around the table.

“Scoot back,” she said.

I moved my chair away from the dining room table, creating space for Angelina. She pushed my legs apart and kneeled between them.

“That feels amazing,” I groaned as Angelina slipped my cock into her mouth.

I moved to the edge of my seat and spread my legs wider. Angelina suckled my balls and stroked my shaft. I quickly got hard, my dick jutting lewdly. Angelina licked my cockhead like a lollipop before lowering her head and swirling her tongue around my glans.

I stroked her thick brown hair as her head bobbed up and down, her lips stretching to accommodate my thickness, her hands deftly massaging my balls. I felt my orgasm approaching. I stopped Angelina and gently pulled her off my cock.

“Stand up,” I told her.

Angelina got up from her knees. I kissed her hard, then turned her around and bent her over the dining room table.

“Your ass is a work of art,” I said as I massaged her firm ass cheeks. “I couldn’t resist staring at it that day at the rec center.”

I kissed her ass, nibbling at her cheeks, making her giggle, then spanking her lightly.

“Give it to me,” she urged.

Prying her cheeks apart with my thumbs, I rested my cockhead against her pussy, letting her feel me about to penetrate her. Angelina groaned and pushed her ass back, trying to get me in. I teased her for a few moments before finally thrusting into her, sinking my cock into her wet pussy.




Angelina lay over the table, her arms spread wide, her hands gripping the edges, standing on her tiptoes as I fucked her from behind. I twisted her hair in my fist and pulled her head back, riding her hard. Angelina squeezed her eyes shut as she lost herself in pleasure, her moans a rising

 

“uh-uh-uh”


 
as I went faster and deeper. The dishes clattered and the table creaked wildly as I pounded her.




At the edge of my orgasm, I pulled out. Holding my cock, I shot rope after rope of hot cum over Angelina’s beautiful ass. She reached back and pulled herself open, gasping as I pumped my load into her crevice, covering her asshole and pussy with my cum and watching it drip down between her legs, running down her slender thighs in sticky globs.

“Gorgeous,” I whispered, taking a mental picture of Angelina’s ass coated in my sperm, storing the image away in my permanent memory bank.

20 minutes later, I was dressed and standing at Angelina’s front door.

“Let’s do this again tomorrow,” Angelina said. “I’ll message you when to come over.”

She was still naked. I kissed her and gave her a tight hug.

“Thank you for breakfast,” I said.

“Anytime. Just please be discreet around Percy. I don’t want him to know about us.”

“Of course.”

I was about to open the door when Angelina stopped me.

“By the way, you still owe me a picture.”

“Picture?” I asked.

“I sent you a nude, but I never got one in return. Send me one tonight. Make sure you’re hard.”

Angelina kissed me again, then opened her front door and ushered me out, closing it gently behind me.

I stood on her porch for a moment, enjoying the warm sun and cool breeze. I was utterly drained and sexually blissed out. It felt amazing. It felt like adulthood.

Whistling a tune, I strolled back to my apartment.





Chapter 7




“lovely”



I’d taken only a few steps from Angelina’s townhouse when my phone buzzed. It was a text from Zoe.


“Home from mom’s, stopped by your place but you weren’t in, left package at door, necessity if we are going to keep hooking up, one glass daily, <kiss emoji> <kiss emoji>”


I puzzled over her message as I walked back to The Estates. Zoe had a thing about leaving presents for me at my door. It was one of her endearing quirks, like sending me random photos with funny captions from wherever she happened to be or calling me “dude” unironically. In a lot of ways, she was like one of my old friends from high school.


Except Zoe is a legit famous porn star and you literally lost your virginity with her.


“So like a high school friend… but not really,” I told myself.

I grimaced as I walked, finding my junk was awkwardly tucked in my pants. I squatted a bit, but it didn’t help.

“Shit,” I muttered.

I took a quick look around, then reached in my pants and shifted my balls. A combination of Angelina’s saliva, her pussy juices, and my cum had made my scrotum stick to my thigh. I’d need a shower when I got home. I sniffed my fingers, inhaling the scent of Angelina’s vagina. It was a crude thing to do while walking down the street, but I enjoyed it too much to stop.

Back at The Estates, I did my customary check to make sure my flyers were still up. Almost all the tear-offs had been taken. I reminded myself to print some new flyers to replace the old ones around the Village.

On the stairs, I passed the older gentleman who lived across the hallway from me. There were two basement studios in my section. I’d exchanged greetings with my neighbor but hadn’t really spoken to him yet.

“A girl left something outside your door,” he said.

“Thanks,” I replied, holding up my phone. “She let me know.”

“Okey dokey.”

I suppressed a giggle as I continued down the stairs. The way he said, “okey dokey” was pretty amusing.

The package Zoe had left was actually a plastic grocery bag, the thick kind they charged 10 cents for. It was pretty heavy when I picked it up.

“What the hell?”

Smeggy met me as I came through the door. She meowed loudly, brushing between my legs as I closed the door behind me. I never had to worry about Smeggy dashing out the front door. She seemed to have no interest in leaving the apartment.

“Like it or not, I’m going to take you out for some fresh air, girl. Can’t have you cooped up in here forever.”

I set the grocery bag down on my desk. Inside were two cartons of pineapple juice. It took me a second to make the connection.




I texted,

 

“Damn Zoe, did my cum taste that bad?”








Her reply came quickly.

 

“Just saying, maybe use it in the protein shakes you drink?”





Shaking my head and laughing, I went to fetch a glass and some ice. A scoop of vanilla protein powder with pineapple juice and ice in the blender produced a refreshing shake.




I texted,

 

“Yum. Nice one, Zoe.”





She replied with her favorite happy face emoji.

After a quick shower, I threw on some sweats and got back to the job hunt. There were a couple of new openings that I thought I might have a chance at. My side hustle was going well and made for strong resume skills. I could even hit up some of my customers for references. Angelina would provide a glowing recommendation, as would the family with the disabled son. And there was Zoe as well. Her review was the one that really got the ball rolling in the first place.

“What employer could possibly turn down such a self-starter?” I asked Smeggy.

I was scrolling through my email when my phone rang. I didn’t recognize the number.

“Hello, this is Nick McWilliams. How can I help you?”

The call was from a man who needed help setting up his home network and tying in his smart appliances. Pretty basic stuff, except the caller did not live in the Village. This was my first gig for someone who heard about me through word of mouth. It was a great sign that I was doing good work and getting referrals.

I headed out in the early afternoon. The house was in a ritzy part of town, just a few miles down the road from Lakeshore Village.

“Right on time,” said the middle-aged man who answered the door. “That bodes well.”

Three hours later, I was done. The home network was set up, his smart appliances hooked in, and the various websites and apps all synced together.

“My friend was right about you. Good service and thorough attention.”

“I’m happy you’re satisfied,” I said. “Please leave a review on the website, if you can. I’d appreciate it.”

“I’ll do so. I admire your hustle, especially since you’re so young. Quick question, how are your taxes set up?”

“Uh, taxes?”

He raised an eyebrow at me. “I suspected as much. If you’re going to be self-employed, son, you need to get your financial house in order.”

He slipped me his business card along with $150 in cash, plus an extra $50 as a tip. The card showed he was an accountant.

“Call me if you need help setting up your taxes,” he said. “I can refer you to someone who can help. There are a few steps you need to take if you are going to keep providing this service.”

I thanked him and got back into my car. I thought over the info he’d given me on the drive home. I knew motherboards and routers and software. Taxes were definitely not my area of expertise.

Back at my place, I found my customer had already left a positive review on my website. I put his card away and started Googling self-employment taxes.

A few hours later, my eyes were bleary and I had a headache. I realized I had a lot to learn about running my own business.


License? Taxes? Liability insurance? LLCs? What the fuck, Nicky-boy?


I welcomed the distraction of Zoe texting me. It was Monday, so she was doing a solo stream where she played with herself while writing the names of her donors on her body with an erasable marker. It was one of her most consistent money-makers.


“My tech hero ready for tonight’s show???”






“All set,”


 
I replied.

 

“Just sitting here sipping on gin and pineapple juice, laid back, with my mind on my money and my money on my mind!”






“<kissy face> <kissy face>” she texted.


A few minutes later, my phone buzzed with another text from Zoe.


“BTW, you better be joking about the gin, you are way too young to be drinking dude”


I replied with the eye-rolling emoji.


“I’m serious, anyways after my stream let’s go get dessert at Katie’s Diner, my treat, I want ice cream”


I replied with the 100% emoji.

Zoe’s stream started. I was happy to see she had over nine hundred viewers. Zoe did a slow striptease, and the donations started rolling in. She got out the marker and began writing donor names across her breasts.

I was only half-watching the stream, but my dick still responded. I was semi-erect when I remembered Angelina’s request from earlier in the day. Taking off my pants, I stroked myself, the sight of Zoe on my screen and the thought of Angelina waiting for my dick pic arousing me to a full erection.

I snapped a picture with my phone. I hesitated before sending it. I’d never sent a dick pic to anyone, much less a beautiful older woman like Angelina. It was just another reminder of how crazy my life had become.

I hit send and set my phone down. It buzzed a minute later with a text from Angelina.


“lovely”


“I guess she liked my picture,” I said to Smeggy, scratching her behind her ears. “Seriously though, how am I going to handle two women like this? Will I have to choose one over the other? Because I don’t think I can do that, girl. They’re so different, but I care for them both. What the heck am I going to do?”

Smeggy playfully attacked my hand, her hind paws scratching at my forearm. I was glad she kept her claws retracted.

On-screen, Zoe was sliding the marker into her pussy. The donations were coming fast now. It looked like Zoe was going to hit $500. Not bad for two hours of work.

“Nice one, Zoe!” I cheered.





Chapter 8




“We’re just friends.”



“We’re taking my car,” Zoe said. “No offense.”

We were in Zoe’s apartment. After finishing her stream, Zoe had washed off her makeup and tied her hair back in a loose ponytail. She was wearing a comfy hoodie and shorts that showed off her long legs. It always startled me how young and innocent Zoe looked when she wasn’t in her porn star mode.

“I think my Yaris would be hella offended, actually,” I teased. “You too good to ride in my whip?”

“More like I don’t wanna spend the night broke down on the side of the road.”

“My Yaris has never let me down.”

“I’m so happy for the two of you,” Zoe deadpanned. “I’m just not riding in that thing.”

I waited in the living room while Zoe did some last-minute freshening up in the bathroom. I looked at the posters on her walls, marveling at the sleek Korean pop idols and cute anime characters that Zoe seemed to love. There was a framed picture on the shelf below her TV. It showed Zoe as a teenager. She was dressed in a red cheerleader’s uniform, smiling widely at the camera and showing off her braces.

“You were a cute kid,” I said as Zoe came back from the bathroom. “West Hills was our main rival.”

“You went to Baldwin High School?”

“Yup. And I went to all of the away games, too. West Hills always had the cutest cheerleaders.”

“And we always kicked your ass at home. Maybe you saw me doing our victory cheer after we beat your team?”

“I doubt that,” I laughed. “You’re five years older than me, Zoe. By the time I was a Freshman, you’d already graduated.”

“Ugh. You’re so young, you literally make me sick.”

“Barely legal,” I admitted. “You’re robbing the cradle, for real!”

Zoe stuck her tongue out at me and slapped my arm. At 5’10” and physically fit, that girl could generate some power.

“Ow,” I cried out, theatrically rubbing my arm. “That’s like abuse or something!”

“I’ll abuse you tonight in bed, dude.”

“Ooh, is that a threat?”

Zoe kissed my cheek. “It’s a promise. Now, let’s go. I need a burger and some ice cream.”

Katie’s Diner turned out to be a 50’s themed restaurant. The place was decorated like an old-fashioned diner with chrome bar stool seats and high-backed booths. 50’s music played from a jukebox and the waitresses all wore poodle skirts and sweaters.

We took a seat at one of the booths. The tablecloth was printed with musical notes and pictures of some guy in a leather jacket.

“Cool place,” I said. “I like the decor.”

“They have the best milkshakes here,” Zoe said, handing me a menu. “The. Best.”

“If they really wanted to be authentic, they’d have put ashtrays on each table. Those bitches smoked like chimneys back in the day.”

It was a Monday night and Katie’s Diner was only half-filled. Despite the 50’s theme, the menu was modern and varied.

“Can I take your order?”

The waitress looked to be around my age. She was cute, her blonde hair in pigtails and wearing huge fake eyelashes, a campy vibe for her and the other servers.

Zoe ordered the James Dean Motorcycle burger (whatever that was) while I went with the Perry Como Salisbury steak.

“We have a special on our Elvis Ham Balls with Brown Sugar Glaze appetizers. Half off for tonight.”

“Sound yummy,” Zoe said. “We’ll have some of that.”

“Damn, I do love ham,” I said.

“Me too, honestly,” the waitress said.

“I just try not to think where it comes from.”

“Hah, me too!”

After the waitress left us, Zoe kicked my foot under the table.

“What?” I asked.

“That waitress was totally into you,” Zoe laughed.

“Who? Her? No, she wasn’t.”

“She couldn’t take her eyes off you. Don’t tell me you didn’t notice.”

“If she was interested, I didn’t notice.”

Zoe cocked her eyebrow at me. “You really don’t know how attractive you are, do you?”

“Well, my mom always said I was handsome. But that’s what moms do.”

Zoe took my hand in hers. “You’re a strange one, Nick McWilliams.”

It felt nice to be holding hands with Zoe. We’d kissed and had sex, but holding hands somehow felt intimate in a different way. I liked it a lot.


Careful. Don’t get all the feels, Nicky-boy.


It was hard not to, though. Holding hands with Zoe, looking into her eyes, the two of us smiling at each other? It felt like we were more than just fuck buddies. Was it so wrong to want to get closer to her?

Some of my thoughts must have been apparent on my face. Zoe cleared her throat and looked away, letting my hand go. We sat together in a strained silence.

“This music is kinda cool,” I said. “I wouldn’t play it regularly, but I don’t mind it.”

We listened to the jukebox music for a while, both lost in our thoughts. The song playing was about a girl and a boy who were forbidden to love each other. Not a great song for this particular moment, to be honest.

Zoe took out her phone. I thought she was going to check her messages. Instead, she kicked me under the table again. I got a feeling that playing footsie was another one of Zoe’s quirks.

“How’d you like the pineapple juice?” she asked.

“Tastes great. Kinda high in carbs, but mixing it with protein powder should lower the sugar spike. A glass a day won’t hurt, especially after a workout.”

“Want to test if it’s working?”

“Working?” I asked, confused.

Zoe snuck a look around us. With a mischievous grin, she slid under the table, taking her phone with her.

“What the heck? Zoe! What are you doing.”

Zoe didn’t answer. Instead, I felt her hands unbuttoning my pants.

“Zoe!” I hissed as she reached into my underwear and pulled my cock out.

I looked around, trying to be inconspicuous as I checked to see if anyone was watching us. The table cloth hung halfway to the floor and hid most of Zoe, but if anyone looked closely, they could probably see her under there.

I took my phone out and held it in front of me, trying to shield my face.

“Zoe! Cut it out! You’re going to get us in trouble!”

The unmistakable camera flash from her phone set my heart racing. I looked around but no one seemed to have noticed.

“Zoe! Come out and—“

The words evaporated in my mouth as Zoe started sucking my dick. She suctioned hard around my soft cock, her hands cradling my balls and playing with them, rolling both around in her palm as she tongued my cockhead.

“Shit,” I moaned to myself, lowering my head and pretending to be engrossed in my phone, discreetly looking around, trying not to draw attention to myself.

Soon I was rock hard. Zoe was doing her thing, expertly sucking my cock, her hands working my shaft and balls in a maddening rhythm, her hair brushing my skin as her head bobbed up and down. Over the music from the jukebox, I could hear the wet slurping as she took me to the back of her throat, her nose nestling in the pubic hair at the base of my cock.


Relax and enjoy this, Nicky-boy. No one’s going to catch you. Just stay cool and soon—


“Here’s your appetizer!”

I involuntarily groaned as the waitress set the plate on the table, dismay and pleasure mixing inside me. Under the table, I could feel Zoe giggling against my thighs.

“Wow, that looks great,” I said, forcing a big smile on my face to cover the fact that Zoe was probing my cock slit with the tip of her tongue.

“Your girlfriend step out?” the waitress asked.

“Oh, she’s not my girlfriend,” I said.

Zoe gave me a sharp nip on my thigh, making me jump. The waitress gave me a curious look.

“I mean she’s a girl and she’s my friend but she’s not… we’re just friends,” I stammered.

My answer seemed to please the waitress. I was desperately hoping she would go away. Zoe was tickling my cock with her breath and I didn’t know how much longer I could keep a straight face.

Instead of leaving, the waitress planted herself in front of me, a hand on her hip.

“You went to Baldwin High, didn’t you?”

I nodded, trying not to squirm as Zoe began sucking on my balls.

“I did too!” the waitress said. “You don’t remember me, do you? We had sophomore English together. And junior Social Studies.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said, recognition dawning on me. “Yeah, I remember. Blaise, right?”

“Right! And you’re Nick. Nick McWilliams. It’s good to see you again.”

“Same. Your hair used to be black. That’s why I didn’t recognize you at first.”

Blaise grimaced. “I dyed it blonde to get better tips. Same reason I wear pigtails. Looking like a teeny bopper gets the old creeps to shell out.”

“Yikes.”

“You learn a lot about the public in a service job,” Blaise said ruefully.

Zoe was licking slowly up and down my shaft. I could tell she was listening closely to our conversation.

“So… your friend left you?” Blaise asked.

“No, not at all. She just… uh, she went to the bathroom.”

“Ah okay. And like… not to get too personal, but… she’s really just a friend?”

“Just a friend,” I confirmed.

“Well, then I’m going to give you my number. I always wanted to hang out with you in high school so maybe we can, like, catch up or whatever.”

I could feel Zoe laughing silently between my legs.

“Sure, sure!” I said, scared that Zoe was going to burst out in peals of laughter. “I’d love that.”

Blaise scribbled on her pad and tore off a page, handing it to me with a smile. Our fingers brushed together, a deliberate move on her part.

“Your food should be ready soon,” she said in a low voice. “I can recommend some desserts, too. When you’re ready.”

“That would be awesome, Blaise.”

She gave me a wink and walked away. Beneath the table, Zoe was still silently giggling.

“Zoe! Come out!”

Instead, Zoe latched onto my cock and started frantically sucking me, her wet mouth riding up and down my shaft, her tongue lapping my cockhead.

“Shit,” I groaned, again lowering my head and squeezing my eyes tight, my mouth clamped shut as my hips rocked forward to meet Zoe’s mouth.

Zoe moaned with satisfaction as I unloaded inside her, swallowing my cum greedily as I spurted down her throat. When she had sucked out the last drop from my aching balls, Zoe kissed the tip of my cock and tucked me back into my pants.

“All clear?” she whispered.

I looked around. “Clear!” I said.

Zoe slid smoothly from beneath the table, taking her seat as if nothing had happened. Meanwhile, my thighs were still twitching from my orgasm, my heart still thudding from this whole sexy ordeal.

Zoe grinned at me from across the table, the mischievous look in her eye making me both angry and loopy with affection for her.

“Your cum is so sweet, Nick. The pineapple juice worked.”

“Goddamn it, Zoe. You’re too much sometimes.”

Zoe glanced at Blaise, who was taking another order.

“Told you she was into you,” Zoe snickered.





Chapter 9




“Anything I should know about her?”



“So, how was my banana split?” I asked Zoe as she scooped up the last bits from my dish. “You enjoy it?”

“Delicious,” she said. “Shame you didn’t eat much.”

“Never had a chance with you around. Once Blaise brought two spoons, I knew I was in trouble.”

“Sweet little Blaise,” Zoe teased. “Anyways, that’s why they make these dessert spoons so long, Nick. So us girls can reach our friend’s dishes.”

Zoe popped the last of my banana split into her mouth and chewed loudly, smacking her lips. I couldn’t help but smile at her antics. Zoe was as playful as she was beautiful.

“A double scoop malt milkshake and most of my banana split,” I said. “You aren’t shy about eating.”

Zoe shrugged. “I’m going to burn off all these calories with you as soon as we get back to my place.”

“I’m your workout?”

“You’re more fun than the gym,” she said. “But don’t worry. You’ll just have to lie there and provide that big dick of yours. I’ll be on top, working on my core muscles as I ride you.”

Blaise brought the check to our booth and tried to hand it to me. Zoe intercepted her, handing Blaise her credit card.

“I got this,” Zoe said.

Zoe tickled my feet under the table until Blaise returned with the bill.

“Make sure you leave her a good tip,” I warned Zoe.

“My my, so protective of your little friend. You want to kiss her? You want to go steady with pretty Blaise?”

“Jealousy looks gross on you, Zoe.”

Zoe stuck her tongue out at me. “Okay, you can call me Blaise when you fuck me, Nick. I can role play.”

I couldn’t help but crack up laughing. Zoe laughed with me, the two of us making enough noise to draw looks from the other customers.

“I’m going to ride you into the ground when we get home,” Zoe threatened. “You’re going to beg for mercy.”

“And I’m going to just—“

“Nick?”

I was startled at the sound of my name. I turned to see who had called me.

It was Percy.

“Hey, dude,” I stammered. “What are you doing here?”

“We came for ice cream,” said Angelina.

She put her arm around her son, smiling down at me and Zoe. Barefaced and dressed in jeans and a white T-shirt, Angelina looked absolutely radiant.

I tried to conceal my surprise. When I left Angelina just this morning, she’d been naked and freshly fucked. To meet her here with her son, Zoe sitting across from me, 50s music cheerfully playing on the jukebox? It all seemed kind of surreal.

“Percy’s been chosen as a state Merit Scholar,” Angelina said proudly. “We celebrated with a movie and ice cream date.”

“Even though it’s a weeknight,” Percy said, beaming.

“His homework is done, so I figured it was okay just this once,” Angelina said.

“That’s amazing, Percy. Congrats!”

I held out my fist and Percy dapped it. I knew I couldn’t just leave it at that, though. Angelina was smiling expectantly while Zoe was looking at me, one eyebrow cocked in amusement.

“So, uh, Angelina and Percy. This is my friend, Zoe.”

The three of them exchanged greetings, Percy shyly shaking Zoe’s hand, a bashful grin on his face as she congratulated him.

“We just finished dinner and dessert,” I said. “The food here is really good.”

“The shakes are the best,” Zoe said. “The. Best.”

“I’m going to have the fudge brownie with chocolate ice cream,” Percy said. “Mom likes mint chocolate chip. So gross!”

“Hey, I like mint chocolate chip too,” I said.

“See?” Angelina told Percy. “I’m not the only one.”

“Nick, did you join Dragon Teeth yet?” Percy asked.

“I did! Got it downloaded and made a character.”

“What race and class?”

“Forest Elf and Archer/Ranger.”

“Oh, dual class? That’s cool!” Percy said. “Good for PVE and instances.”

“I’m only level 1 so far,” I warned. “I can’t message anyone or join a guild until I hit Level 10.”

“You’ll do that quick like I did. Once you leave the newbie lands, we can group up.”

As Percy and I were talking about the game, I could see Angelina and Zoe eyeing each other up, each speculating about what the other meant to me. It made me anxious as hell, like I’d been caught doing something naughty.

But then I suddenly recognized the situation for what it really was. We were three adults behaving like civilized people, nothing more. Both women were my sexual partners, but I’d made no commitments to either, just as they had made no commitments to me. I had broken no trust and I was not doing anything wrong by seeing both of them. There was nothing to be worried about.

Besides, having two gorgeous women wanting me was not exactly a problem, was it? A lot of guys would probably kill to have my troubles.

Filled with a strange sense of calm, I promised Percy that I’d make a guild with him next weekend. The kid seemed super happy at the prospect. I remembered what Angelina had said about Percy being lonely. It would be fun for him to have a friend. It’d be fun for me, too. I was a decent gamer. I was sure I could teach him a few tricks, mentor him a bit.


Mentoring her kid? That’s kind of a bold step for an 18-year-old, don’t you think?


It was just a game, not real life, though. Besides, I wanted to play DTRRO. Percy was a good reason to try it out.

“So, we’ll let you two get on with your night,” Angelina said. “My son and I have some ice cream to devour.”

“It was really nice meeting you, Angelina,” Zoe said. “And congrats again, Percy.”

“Bye, Nick! Bye, Zoe!” Percy said, waving at us as we walked out of the diner.

I exchanged one last look with Angelina. She was smiling, but her expression told me that tomorrow, we were going to be doing more than just fucking.

“She seemed nice,” Zoe said as we got into her Toyota 4Runner. “Her kid was adorable.”

“Yeah. They are cool people. I helped Angelina build a custom gaming PC for her son. It turned out awesome.”

“Aw, that’s sweet. She was so friendly. And so pretty, too. Like, really pretty. Beautiful even.”

“Um, yeah,” I said casually. “She’s an attractive woman.”

“Anything I should know about you and her?” Zoe asked lightly.

I thought it over. I’d promised Angelina discretion about our relationship. Zoe had also made it clear that we were not dating. Sharing intimate details between the two women did not seem appropriate or kind.


You’re a man now, Nicky-boy. A real man does not kiss and tell.


“The only thing you should know is that I am having a great time tonight, Zoe. And that I am grateful for the meal you bought me.”

I waited, curious to see how Zoe would respond. I had made my intentions clear, and I hoped she would respect me for doing so. Boundaries were necessary for any relationship, weren’t they? Mutual respect required them, right?

“Okay,” Zoe said softly. “I understand. And you’re welcome for the meal. Also… for this.”

“Oh god, no!” I laughed as Zoe tapped her phone and K-pop blared through the car speakers.

“Love me, love my music!” Zoe shouted.

Back at her apartment, as I was between her legs licking her pussy, Zoe asked me to wear a condom when we fucked.

“Is that going to be a problem?”

I paused, my lower face wet with saliva and her pussy juices. I had drawn my boundary. Now Zoe had drawn hers. I gave her hard clit a gentle kiss.

“Not a problem at all,” I said.

Zoe kept her word about riding me into the ground. She bounced on my cock in both cowboy and reverse cowboy, clasping my hands as I cupped her bouncing tits, moaning loudly while I fingered her ass.

“Call me Blaise!” she demanded.

“Ride that dick, Blaise! Ride that fucking cock!”

Between the sex I’d already had and the condom I was wearing, it was easy for me not to cum as Zoe rode me to multiple orgasms. When she couldn’t go anymore, I rolled on top of her and pounded away until I finally got my release.

“Shit,” I groaned as I rolled off of her, utterly exhausted.

Zoe removed my condom and gently cleaned me off with a damp cloth. After giving my cock a final kiss, she rested her sweaty face on my chest.

“Thanks for the workout,” she murmured. “You’re really tired, aren’t you?”

“You sucked the life out of me at the diner,” I told her, making her laugh.

That was no lie. Zoe sucking me off under the table had drained the hell out of me. What I didn’t mention was the fact that I’d nutted four times in the last 12 hours. Twice with Angelina, and now twice with Zoe.

Even as a horny 18-year-old, I was worn the fuck out.

Zoe licked my nipple and then kissed my cheek.

“Thanks for the fun night,” Zoe whispered. “Now go home. We both need our sleep.”

With a groan, I rolled out of Zoe’s bed. She gave my ass a playful slap as I put on my clothes.

My legs were still shaky as I walked back to my basement studio where Smeggy was waiting for me.

“Hi, girl,” I sighed. “Miss me?”





Chapter 10




“We have time.”




“Come get me.”


Angelina’s message arrived a few minutes after 9 AM. I’d already had a light workout at the rec center and drunk my pineapple protein shake. With a good night’s sleep, I was feeling energized after yesterday’s sexual demands.


Gotta work out not just to look good, but to keep up with these two women.


Just a couple of weeks ago, the notion that I’d be concerned about sexual exhaustion would have been absurd. As a horny virgin, I imagined myself constantly ready to screw, easily servicing my fantasy girl multiple times a day, every day.

The reality of sex with actual women was a lot more draining than I expected. Especially when those women were beautiful and eager and skilled at wringing every drop of cum from me with hot, relentless fucking.


I have to up my game if I want to keep playing.


That was a surprising truth that I was learning. Satisfying the needs of two demanding older women was not just pleasure, it was serious work as well.

I was halfway to Angelina’s townhouse when I saw a familiar white Mercedes SL Roadster approaching. The convertible’s top was down and the woman I had seen the other day was behind the wheel. I waved and smiled, expecting her to blow by me like she did the last time. Instead, she brought her car to a stop at the curb.

“Good morning,” I called out to her.

“Are you Nick McWilliams?”

Her voice was sharp and commanding. As I walked toward her car, I could see the woman was in her late 30s. She was wearing an expensive-looking dress that was cut low to show off her full breasts. She wore a colorful silk scarf tied over her head, her red hair constrained in a tight bun. Her bright red lipstick contrasted with her pale and creamy skin. She’d lowered her oversized sunglasses to examine me better, her pale blue eyes regarding me with a cool and steady gaze.

“I’m Nick,” I said. “How can I help you?”

“I’m Lynne Walters,” she said. “I’ve left you two text messages but have received no response.”

“Ah, right. Sorry, I wasn’t sure if those were spam texts.”

“Spam texts?” she asked in an icy tone. “Certainly not.”

“It’s just that I didn’t recognize your number and most customers usually call or leave a voice mail.”

“I’m not a customer. I’m the Executive Director of Lakeshore Village.”

The woman had a condescending tone. She seemed to think she had some kind of authority over me.

“Okay,” I drawled. “I don’t know what that title means, but sure. Your texts were vague, but I’m happy to meet with you.”

“Excellent. Get in. I’m headed to my office. We can discuss matters on the way there. I’ll have one of my interns drive you back afterward.”

I didn’t respond, just cooly surveyed this woman in her expensive convertible. She seemed like a character you saw in Lifetime movies— the rich bitch with a high society attitude who feels entitled to order people around. Ms. Lynne Walters was undeniably attractive, her cold exterior heightening her lush curves and beautiful face. I got the feeling she had used her sexuality to manipulate others all of her life. She acted like someone who always got what she wanted.

None of that meant shit to me. If I was supposed to feel intimidated by her haughty attitude, it wasn’t working. The nerve of her to ask me to drop everything and get in her car like I was some servant required to be at her beck and call? Fuck that noise.

I stood by her door and let myself openly eye her tits and her bare legs. Ms. Lynne Walters raised her chin defiantly as I eye-fucked her, coldly staring me down as I took in the light freckling across her chest, the way her nipples were outlined beneath the silk fabric of her dress, the way her hem rode high between her toned legs, showing off her silk panties.

Ms. Lynne Walters knew I was staring at her crotch, but she didn’t bother to straighten her dress. The fact that she was letting me see the silk panties barely covering her pussy did not feel sexy or seductive. It felt like an insult. Another petty power move against a kid young enough to be her son.

“I’m not available at the moment,” I told her politely. “Message me a time you’d like to meet and I’ll let you know if that works for me. Afternoons are best.”

She opened her mouth to object, but I had already turned and walked away. I heard her angrily rev her engine, peeling away from the curb, her tires screeching.


Snobby cunt.


I’d calmed down a little by the time I got to Angelina’s. I let myself in and slipped off my shoes. I stripped naked and made my way down the hallway to her bedroom.

Angelina was waiting for me, naked and ready. She didn’t say a word, just came into my arms and kissed me, her hands cupping my ass as I stroked the back of her head, running my fingers through her thick brown hair.

Angelina got to her knees. I held her hair in my fist as she kissed my thighs and then slowly licked my balls. She kept her eyes looking up at me as she suckled my testicles, her hand firmly massaging my cock until I was fully erect.

Angelina tongued out my cock slit, drawing a bead of clear precum onto her lips.

“Mmm sweet,” she whispered as she lapped the clear fluid drooling from the tip of my cock.

Angelina’s wet mouth swallowed my dick, taking me deep, her lips sucking tight around my cockhead as her tongue licked the underside. Angelina loved slow and sensual lovemaking to start things, though I’d learned that she needed to be pounded hard at the finish to get her orgasm roaring.

Looking down at her as she looked up at me, I took another mental picture to save as a memory, Angelina’s beautiful face and beseeching eyes so gorgeous, her mouth stretched around my hard cock. I knew that when I was an old man, I’d return to this image again and again, reliving this moment of sexual bliss.

As I took Angelina to bed, she pulled away from me and reached into her dresser. Shyly, she held up a condom.

“I think you know why,” she said.

“Of course,” I replied.

“We can talk after you fuck me.”

Angelina got down on her knees again in front of me. Her eyes still locked on mine, she tore open the package and removed the condom.

“I practiced this all night,” she said.

Angelina popped the condom into her mouth. She took my cock and unrolled the condom over me, deftly using her mouth and gentle suction to position the rubber.

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“It might take me longer to finish,” I warned her.

“We have time,” she replied.

I laid her on the corner of the bed and put her legs over my shoulders. Angelina moaned and played with her big brown nipples as I fucked her in that position, going slow and deep the way she liked. I turned her over and she hugged the mattress as I kneeled between her legs and fucked her doggie style, my hands prying open her firm ass cheeks and playing with her clenched asshole.

As Angelina grew closer to her orgasm, I picked her up from the floor and hoisted her off the ground.

“Holy shit,” she groaned as I carried her to the bedroom wall.

“Wrap your legs around me,” I told her.

With Angelina clinging to me like a panda clinging to a tree trunk, I rested her back against the wall for support and started bouncing her up and down on my rigid cock. Angelina matched my rhythm, kissing me fiercely as I fucked her standing, moaning wildly as I drove my cock in and out of her tight pussy.

“Oh god,” she moaned, throwing her head back and closing her eyes.

I knew that Angelina going silent like this was my cue to jackhammer her as hard and fast as I could. My knees half bent, one hand pressed against the wall while the other cradled her ass, I slam fucked Angelina with everything that I had. Angelina’s body was rigid as I worked her, sweat pouring down my face, my heart pounding wildly, the only sounds the thump of Angelina’s head against the wall, my ragged breath, and the wet squelching of my cock thrusting in and out of her pussy. Angelina’s nails clawed at my back as I drove her into her climax.

Finally, Angelina let out the strangled half-scream that let me know she was cumming, her eyes staring at me like some trapped animal as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. I kept pounding away at her pussy, riding her orgasm as my own built inside me.

“I’m cumming!” I grunted as my balls clenched and I pumped out my load while buried deep in Angelina’s warm pussy. She kissed me hard, our breaths mingling as my orgasm pulsed through me.

Angelina sobbed quietly as I carried her back to the bed and set her down. I lay beside her, the two of us staring up at the ceiling, Angelina twitching as the aftershocks rumbled through her. We held hands as we caught our breaths, our sweat cooling on our overheated bodies.

I glanced at the clock on Angelina’s nightstand. The two of us had been fucking for almost an hour and a half.

“Goddamn, Angelina,” I groaned, my whole body aching from my exertion.

Angelina rolled into my arms. We kissed, our eyes wide open.





Chapter 11




“I don’t like sharing.”



“Stay here,” Angelina whispered.

She rolled out of bed and left the bedroom. I lay where I was, still damp and sticky and worn out. My back was aching. I reminded myself to do some stretches the next time I was going to fuck Angelina against a wall.


Need to work on those core muscles like Zoe does, Nicky-boy.


Angelina soon returned with a warm, wet cloth. She peeled the condom from my flaccid cock and gently cleaned me with the warm hand towel. It felt amazing to have her tend to me like that, an intimacy that was so comforting I almost fell asleep.

“All clean,” Angelina said.

She patted my groin dry with another hand towel and then gently kissed my balls and shaft.

“I love your cock,” she told me as she snuggled close, her head resting in the crook of my neck.

“My cock loves you,” I laughed.

We lay quietly, just enjoying being together in the afterglow of sex. Angelina ran her fingers across my chest, tracing the curvature of my pecs, rubbing her palm over the ridges of my abdomen.

“So… Zoe…” Angelina murmured.

“Zoe,” I sighed.

I knew we were going to have this conversation, but I still felt some anxiety hearing Zoe’s name from Angelina’s lips. I worried about what would come next.

“She’s a very sweet girl,” Angelina said. “Very sexy, too.”

“She’s an amazing person,” I confirmed.

“I’ve been thinking. When we were building the computer and you were called away, you came back with lipstick on your cheek. That was Zoe’s?”

“Yes. I thought you didn’t notice, though. You never said anything.”

“Oh, I noticed,” Angelina chuckled. “It would have been hard not to. I just didn’t think it was my business to pry.”

“I appreciate that about you, Angelina. Seriously.”

Angelina kissed my chest and cupped my dick in her hand. She held me softly, gently massaging my balls. It was relaxing and very comforting to be touched like that, especially after such frantic sex.

“Our first time, when you told me you were a virgin until a few days before… you weren’t joking, were you?”

I shook my head. “Zoe was my first.”

“How in the world did you make it to 18 without having sex?” Angelina asked.

“I don’t know. I was always kind of scared of girls. I never thought any of them would like me. So I never bothered to try. I had my porn and video games to satisfy me.”

“That’s difficult to believe. That face of yours must have drawn girls like bees to honey.”

Angelina pinched my cheek. I brushed her hand away, laughing and kissing her wrist.

“You know, Percy was absolutely thrilled to meet you,” Angelina said. “He keeps talking about how awesome and cool you are.”

“Ha! I’m totally not cool at all.”

“You are to him.”

“He seems like a good kid. He reminds me of myself at that age, a little bit.”

“I hope you two get along. No pressure though! You don’t have to hang out with him just because of me.”

“The thought never crossed my mind,” I told her.

“I know. It’s just that I’m so much older than you. And I have a child. Despite having been married, I actually have little experience with men. We’re alike in that way.”

“Well, I definitely have little experience with men, too.”

She laughed her husky laugh, playfully slapping my chest.

“I really enjoy our time together,” she said. “I look forward to it so much that I sometimes get distracted from my work. Being with you has been the most exciting thing that’s happened to me since… well, since Darrin left me. I think about you all the time.”

“I think about you as well.”

“Me… and Zoe?”

“I care for both of you.”

Angelina was quiet for a long moment. I listened to her breathing, loving the way she held my dick, loving the way her skin felt against mine, loving the smell of her hair and sweat.

“What would you do if I asked you to stop seeing Zoe?”

Now it was my turn to be quiet. I stared up at the ceiling, thinking through what Angelina had just asked. I expected she might ask, but hoped she wouldn’t. If I had to choose, would I choose her over Zoe?

I’d given it lots of thought and I refused to make that choice. I had feelings for both women, maybe more feelings than I actually wanted. Both were equally precious to me and I would not allow myself to be forced to choose. Being a man meant sticking to your convictions. I would not take one woman over the other, even if that meant losing both.

Angelina was waiting for my answer. I could give her comforting lies or I could be honest with her and accept whatever happened next. As much as I wanted to avoid conflict with Angelina, I respected her and myself too much to be untruthful.

“I won’t stop seeing Zoe,” I said. “We have a good thing going, Angelina. I don’t want to lose it. But I also won’t give up what I have with Zoe. If she asked the same of you, I’d also refuse.”

I took her hand and held it to my lips. “If you still want me, you’ll have to be okay with Zoe and me. I refuse to choose between you. I want you both, but I understand if you can’t accept that.”

Angelina propped herself up on her elbow. She looked down into my eyes. Her lower lip was trembling.

“I’m trying my best not to develop feelings for you, Nick,” she said. “It’s hard not to, though.”

“Me too,” I confessed.

“So… I guess the only thing we can do is take it a day at a time.”

She kissed me, our tongues caressing.

“I don’t like sharing,” Angelina whispered. “But I’ll give it a try.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Moretti.”

“It’s my pleasure, kiddo. Now let’s go get some breakfast. After that workout, we both could use some replenishment.”

Breakfast turned out to be Belgian waffles and sausage patties with bacon-wrapped melon chunks and freshly squeezed orange juice.

Angelina sipped coffee as she watched me eat.

“Does Zoe know about me?” she asked.

“I’m sure she does,” I said, my mouth stuffed with food. “She asked me to wear a condom for the first time last night.”

“Smart girl, thinking about… Hold on a second! You had sex with her last night? After fucking me twice that morning? And now you just had sex with me again? So four times in the last 24 hours?”

“Five times, actually.”

“How in the world do you manage?”

I grinned at Angelina and shrugged.

“I’m 18 years old,” I said.

“Thank god for that,” Angelina laughed. “Have another waffle. You need the calories.”





Chapter 12




“Your initiative and talents interest me.”



It was noon on Friday and I was getting dressed after taking a long, cool shower. Smeggy watched me from her perch on the windowsill as I chose my clothes.

“I’ve got a call after this meeting,” I told my cat. “Another gig outside the Village. Word is getting around fast, girl.”

Smeggy yawned and looked back out the window.

“Thank you for the support, Smeggy.”

I stretched and twisted my torso, feeling my muscles tense and relax. A quick glance in the mirror confirmed that I had lost a little weight but gained a lot more definition. My body fat must have dropped, and it wasn’t from dehydration.


It’s all the sex, Nicky-boy.


My schedule had fallen into a pattern that was quite demanding but equally fulfilling. Every morning, I got a workout at the rec center and then returned home for a quick shower and a protein shake. Around 9 AM, Angelina would text me to come over. We’d fuck, she’d cook me a delicious meal (light on the carbs and sugar at my request), and then we’d fuck again before I left her. I’d then spend the day filling out job applications or responding to service calls or just doing chores. All while answering Zoe’s random text messages, of course.

Early evening would find me gaming on Dragon Teeth Red Revenge Online, building a PVE guild with Percy. Zoe’s evening stream would be playing on a crappy tablet I brought from home, an easy way to make sure she was doing okay. After her show, Zoe would shower and change into her favorite sweats and the two of us would have a late meal at her place with Netflix on TV and, as always, lots of hot fucking.

It was a good daily schedule. I felt productive and content, if a little sexually exhausted. Since Zoe often spent her weekends with her mother while Angelina had Percy, I rested and recharged on the weekends. Going two days without ejaculating was crazy for me, but I really did need to recover after Zoe and Angelina got through with me.

Overall, I was living the dream.

The only thing that troubled me was Ms. Lynne Walters. That’s how I referred to her in my mind, “Ms. Lynne Walters”. I’d finally agreed to meet her today at her place in The Lakeshore Marina. It had been almost two weeks since I’d stood by her car door, openly staring at her cleavage.

“If she didn’t act so entitled, she’d actually be quite attractive,” I told Smeggy. “She’s almost the same age as Sophia and just as good-looking. Her rich bitch vibe sucks hard, though.”

It was another warm summer day as I strolled through the Village. I passed Angelina’s place, but her curtains were drawn and her door firmly closed. Angelina was probably at her computer, doing her consulting job.

“I’ve juggled my schedule so I have mornings free,” she’d told me. “Things are slow during the summer, but I may not be able to see you every morning when things pick up. We’ll figure something out.”

It felt good knowing that Angelina was planning months in advance how we could keep hooking up. Our relationship kept growing stronger and more intimate even though she knew I was still seeing Zoe. As for Zoe, she seemed quite content not hearing anything about Angelina at all.

“Sorry about the rubbers, but you get why, right?” Zoe had asked me.

I did understand. Whatever it took to keep both women satisfied and happy, I was good with it.

A couple of kids on bikes blew past me. They swerved off the street and rode through the narrow trails and manicured greenery that dominated the Village. I again thought that a big, open space for kids to play in would be better than all this fancy shrubbery. Safer, too, with the way some people drove through the Village.

“Whoever designed this place screwed up on that part,” I mumbled.

The entry to The Lakeshore Marina was an ornate and sturdy wrought iron gate that required key card access or someone to buzz you in. I checked the apartment number on my phone again, then buzzed the intercom. I looked up at the security camera to let Ms. Lynne Walters see it was me. I made sure my expression was polite and neutral.

The intercom buzzed and I pushed through the unlocked gate, letting it swing shut behind me. Her condo was in the middle of The Lakeshore Marina, a prime spot with a commanding view of the water.

Ms. Lynne Walters met me at her front door. I guessed she was 38 or 39 years old. Her face was smooth and soft, her lips thin. She stood about 5’7” in her bare feet, her shoulder-length red hair tastefully streaked with subtle tones of pink. She was wearing a loose dress that looked very expensive, not that I would know about such things. It was low cut and revealing, showing off her cleavage and lightly freckled chest. Braless, her D-cup breasts were clearly visible through the gauzy material of her dress, her pink nipples and puffy areolas jutting out. A glance down showed that she was not wearing panties, her hairless pussy clearly on display. Ms. Lynne Walters was obviously proud of her body and quite willing to show it off to the 18-year-old on her doorstep.


Lady, you are old enough to be my mother.


I put on a bland smile and fixed my eyes on hers. Despite having just fucked Angelina, I could feel my dick stirring in my pants at the sight of this haughty older woman so obviously displaying herself. The look she was giving me was hard to ignore. Her pale blue eyes swept up and down my body, lingering on the bulge between my legs.

“You’re late,” she said.

“Am I?”

“Five minutes late, to be precise.”

She waited expectantly. I knew she wanted an apology. I did not give her one. Almost a minute passed, the two of us staring at each other in silence.

“Come in, then,” she finally said. “Remove your shoes and leave them at the door, please.”

The “please” surprised me. It seemed Ms. Lynne Walters could be civil when she wanted to.

The inside of her condo was as modern and austere as the outside— white concrete and high ceilings dominated by enormous glass windows. Her furniture was all carefully placed pieces in chrome and leather and blonde wood, her floors covered in runners made of a woven fabric that felt like walking on fine sand. Sculptures and paintings were prominently displayed, while fresh-cut flowers in crystal vases were arrayed along each wall.

Despite all the beautiful things, the space felt cold and unwelcoming, more like a museum than a place to live. I wondered how accurately it reflected the personality of Ms. Lynne Walters.

She gestured to a chair and sat opposite me. We faced each other beneath the muted light of a handcrafted brass chandelier. I looked out of the windows beside us, taking in the incredible view of the lake. A large sailboat was gliding out of the marina, cutting through the glittering waters.

“Your lease will expire at the end of the month.”

I turned my attention back to the woman who had invited me here.

“Pardon?” I asked.

“You were originally on a three-month lease. That has changed. The remaining two months have been withdrawn. At the end of this month, you will have to enter into our usual one-year lease, or you will have to leave the Village.”

“Wait. I don’t understand. My father told me he prepaid for three months.”

“He did. But now he has withdrawn the final two months. His payment has been refunded and the lease terminated.”

I stared at her, my mouth agape.

“Why would he do that?” I asked.

“I don’t know, but I suspect there are unresolved family issues between you and him. It seems like something the two of you need to address.”

“He didn’t say why he was doing this?”

“Your father did not,” she said. “You should know that I only agreed to a three months lease as a favor to him. Lakeshore Village does not offer such short-term leases, but I made an exception for him.”

“You know my father?”

“We’re long-time business associates.”

I shook my head. “So that’s why you wanted to speak with me? You could have emailed this to me weeks ago. Instead, you wait until today?”

“I prefer face-to-face meetings, especially with someone like you. Besides, you chose not to reply to my messages.”

“Sorry, but I don’t understand. Why do you need an IRL meeting just to tell me I’m being kicked out?”

Ms. Lynne Walters smirked at me. She folded her arms under her breasts, lifting them higher and making them strain against her dress.

“I’m not kicking you out, Nick. I’m explaining the situation to you. Your father has spoken highly of his son over the years. I wanted to meet you. Especially after seeing your flyers around the Village… and other things. Your initiative and talents interest me. Perhaps we can find a way to keep you here.”

I didn’t know what kind of game this woman was playing with me, but I did not appreciate it.

“How?” I demanded. “The month is ending in less than ten days. A one-year lease will require a deposit as well as the first and last month’s rent, right? How the hell am I supposed to pay for that?”

“Not my concern.”

“How long ago did he cancel? Why didn’t my father tell me?”

“Nick, I can see you’ve been caught off guard by all this,” she said condescendingly. “As I stated earlier, there is a possibility that you can stay in the Village, but I won’t discuss it with you until you resolve this matter with your father.”

I let out a pained sigh. Outside, the sailboat was receding in the distance. I wondered what the people on it were doing and where they were headed.

“I’ll speak with my father and find out what’s going on,” I said softly.

“Very good.”

I heard the rustling of fabric and returned my attention to Ms. Lynne Walter. She had uncrossed her legs, her pussy clearly visible through the thin fabric of her dress. She gave a sly smile when she saw me looking between her legs.

“Contact me after you resolve this matter with your father,” she told me. “And thank you for coming. You know the way out?”

I gave her a curt nod and made my way to the front door. I put on my shoes, well aware that Ms. Lynne Walters was watching me from her seat.

The door was a sheet of tempered glass. I briefly looked at my reflection in the door, surprised that I had managed to keep a neutral expression on my face. Inside, I was scowling.

The heat of the day washed over me as I opened the door and stepped outside. Taking in a deep breath, I headed back to my apartment.





Chapter 13




“Talk to me.”



Smeggy must have sensed my mood when I walked in the door. She went into the bathroom for a nap, leaving me alone to pace the length of the tiny studio.

My first instinct was to call my father and ask why he hadn’t told me of his decision to terminate the lease. I’d planned the three months carefully, working my way towards stability and independence. To have that pulled out from under me after only one month was a harsh blow. He’d given me assurances, only to take them away without warning.


Father is the most deliberate man I know. What could make him change his mind?


A gnawing sense of unease wormed inside me. Instead of calling my father, I decided to call my stepmother.

“Hello, Nick.”

The calm and unsurprised way that Sophia answered my call worried me. It was almost like she had been waiting for me to contact her.

“Sophia, I’ve just been told that father terminated my three-month lease at Lakeshore Village.”

“Yes. I know.”

“You know? When did he tell you?”

“About two weeks ago.”

“Two weeks! Why didn’t you let me know?”

“Your father said that his friend Lynne Walters would fill you in on all the details. She’s the owner of Lakeshore Village. Didn’t she contact you?”

“Yes. I just came from a meeting with her. But there was a delay, and I only found out just now.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Nick. Is there anything I can do to help?”

I ran a hand through my hair, trying to think.

“This is really screwing me up,” I said. “Do you know why he terminated the lease?”

There was a long pause. I thought I’d lost the connection, but I could hear Sophia breathing softly on the other end.

“Sophia?”

“I asked him to end the lease,” she finally said.

“You did? Why would you do that?”

“I want you to come home.”

It was my turn to be silent. I stared out the window at the ground-level shrubs and gravel trail. The view always reminded me I was in a basement, buried in the ground.

“Nick. Talk to me.”

I glanced at my phone screen. It was just past 12:30 PM.

“I have to get going,” I said. “We can talk later.”

“Nick.”

“Goodbye, Sophia.”

I ended the call. I stared out the window, watching as a pair of kids walked by on the trail. Things had been going so well. Was my time at Lakeshore Village over?


Don’t panic. Think it through, Nicky-boy. Make a decision, then make a plan.


First, though, I had to take care of business. A customer was expecting me in twenty minutes. I had a job to do.

I grabbed my car keys and headed out the door.

Three hours later, I was holding my hand out as my customer laid three crisp $50 bills in it.

“And a $20 bill for doing such a good job. Cash is such a magical thing. Completely invisible to the tax man.”

“I appreciate payment of any kind, sir.”

“I remember what it was like to be your age. Here’s a Robusto cigar for you. To put a little hair on your chest.”

“Thank you,” I chuckled, tucking the cigar into my breast pocket. “Your network should be stable from now on. If not, just give me a call.”

We shook hands.

“Keep grinding, young man.”

“I will.”

On the drive home, I mentally calculated how much money I had. Adding up my savings, plus what was left of the money my father gave me, plus the money I’d earned from my side hustle and I had a grand total of Not Enough. I had to consider other options.


Options that include Zoe and Angelina?


I let out a deep sigh. As much as I loved living in Lakeshore Village, I couldn’t see any way of staying. I’d have to find another place, probably with roommates, or I’d just have to move back home. Either choice meant moving away from the Village. If I’d just had the full three months to get ready, maybe signing that one-year lease would have been doable. Now, it seemed pretty much impossible.

My thoughts turned back to the last time I saw Sophia. She was distraught and said she was fighting with my father about me. I thought she might be exaggerating, but maybe she wasn’t? It would have taken a lot to get my father to change his mind about anything, especially a family matter.

“I’ll have lots of time to question her if I have to move back home,” I told myself.

My mind was spinning in circles. I needed to sit down and get my thoughts in order. Zoe was going to her mom’s house tonight and Angelina had Percy. I’d have lots of time over the weekend to try to work out a plan for my future.

I trudged down the stairs to my apartment. The smell of teriyaki cooking wafted from the studio across the hall. My stomach growled. Angelina had made a light meal of steamed broccoli and an egg white omelet, buACt I hadn’t actually had much of it. We were both too busy fucking on the floor of her kitchen to think about eating.

I opened the door of my studio, already planning on whipping up a green smoothie. First, I’d have to clean Smeggy’s litter box. Then I’d settle down and start a bullet list of all the ideas I needed to—

I froze in the doorway, my eyes widening in surprise.

Sophia was sitting on my bed.

“Nicholas,” she said.





Chapter 14




“Don’t you want me?”



“What are you doing here?” I asked my stepmother. “How did you get in?”

“Your father signed the lease, so he was given the spare key. I borrowed it from him. After our phone call, I knew I had to see you in person. So here I am.”

Sophia smiled shyly, her sincerity evident on her lovely face. She was wearing my bathrobe, her bare feet crossed over each other, her gold toe rings gleaming in the afternoon sunlight flooding through the studio window. Her strawberry blonde hair was held back by the colorful clips she favored, her face bare except for the lip gloss she always used in the summer.

As always, my heart fluttered at the sight of my stepmother. She’d been my sexual fantasy for so many years, the object of my misplaced desire. Living with her had been an ordeal, sharing the same space as her and trying to be her respectful stepson, all while her every gesture filled me with an erotic charge.

Now, alone with her in my apartment, the charge between us was impossible to ignore. As much as I was attracted to Zoe and Angelina, my lust for Sophia was tinged with a darkness that made her seem so thrilling, so irresistibly taboo.

I shut the door behind me and locked it. I set my keys down and put my phone on the entrance table, moving slowly as I tried to get a handle on what was happening. It took me a moment to notice the half-full bottle of gin on my desk, the faint smell of it becoming apparent as I moved closer to Sophia.

My stepmother watched me in silence, patiently waiting for whatever came next. She was holding one of my water glasses in her hand. It looked to be full of pineapple juice, and I suspected, a good amount of gin. Sophia rarely drank alcohol, maybe a glass of wine on special occasions. Her unfocused gaze and the slight swaying of her body indicated my stepmother was more than a little tipsy.

Taking a deep breath, I sat on the bed beside Sophia. I regarded her calmly, taking in the familiar contours of her face, her slender neck, the swell of her firm breasts.

“This was on your bed,” Sophia said, her hands rubbing the front of my bathrobe. “I put it on while I was waiting. Do you remember when I brought it back to you? From that B&B in Vermont your father and I visited? You loved this bathrobe so much.”

“I still do.”

“It has your scent,” she said, snuggling in the thick cotton robe. “I feel like you’re wrapping your arms around me.”

The smell of gin was obvious on her breath. I took the glass from her and set it on the nightstand.

“I was so glad to find pineapple juice in your fridge,” she said. “It was serpendip… serdenpit…”

“Serendipity.”

“That’s the word. You are such a smart young man.”

“Sophia,” I said softly. “Why are you here?”

She took my hand in hers. “Because you need to come home, Nick.”

“Is that what my father wants?”

“He does now. He agreed that you should be with us. That’s why he canceled the lease.”

“How in the world did you convince him to do that?”

She gave me a small, defiant smile and squeezed my hand tightly.

“I wore him down,” she said. “He wouldn’t hear it, at first. Said you needed to be independent and stand on your own two feet. Your father wouldn’t budge and I almost gave up until…”

Her voice trailed off. I patted her hand encouragingly.

“Until?”

She licked her lips and cleared her throat.

“Until he told me that he wanted to make your bedroom his bedroom.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Your father wanted us to have separate bedrooms, Nick. He does not want to share a bed with me anymore.”

“Why?” I asked, genuinely bewildered. “Do you snore or something?”

Sophia let out a peal of laughter. She pulled me close and planted a wet kiss on my forehead.

“You adorable boy!” she giggled. “No, I don’t snore. I don’t sleepwalk or sleep-talk or have restless leg syndrome, either. Your father just doesn’t want me anymore.”

I let her words sink in. It shocked me. Sophia and my father had always seemed perfectly content with each other.

“When did this start?”

“Years, darling. It’s been going on for years.”

“I never knew,” I said.

“We kept it to ourselves. I hoped that after you left, with just your father and me in the house, maybe we could rekindle some passion. I tried a few times and he firmly rejected me. That’s when he said he wanted to sleep in separate rooms.”

“But what does that have to do with canceling the lease?”

“I kept arguing with him and he kept refusing. Then you came over to get your stuff and that was when I decided to give him an ultimatum. Either let you move home… or I would leave and move in with you. He laughed at me, so I told him you and I had kissed. That we had feelings for each other.”

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

“He just sneered at me,” Sophia said. “Said he didn’t care at all.”

I ran my hand through my hair and squeezed my eyes shut. It felt like an icicle had been jammed into my heart.

“Why would you tell him that?” I asked.

Sophia’s eyes glistened. Her lips were tightly compressed, as if she were holding something back.

“Why, Sophia?” I asked again.

“Because I refuse to lose you.”

“I’d already moved out!”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Then what?” I demanded. “What would make you tell my father about us?”

“Because I saw the hickey on your neck,” she blurted out. “I saw that and I knew that you’d been with a girl and… and I just couldn’t stand the thought of it, Nick! You belong with me. We belong together, my darling.”

Sophia stood up from the bed and faced me. Swaying slightly, a red flush creeping up her neck, she tugged open the bathrobe and shrugged out of it, letting it pool around her feet.

Sophia was naked. She put her arms around me, pressing my head to her chest, nestling me between her swaying breasts.

“We belong together,” she whispered.

I was too shocked to pull away from her. I closed my eyes, luxuriating in the feel of my cheek against her sternum, loving how warm and soft her skin was, loving how my face was pillowed against her plush tits. I’d fantasized about Sophia’s body for so many years and now she was finally offering herself to me.

Sophia stepped back, a smile on her face as she displayed herself to me. I drank in the sight of her curvy body, struggling to believe that I was finally seeing my stepmother naked.

“You don’t have to peek at me anymore, Nicholas. You don’t have to pretend anymore. I want you to see me.”

She took my hands and ran them over her breasts, sighing as I cupped them in my palms, my thumbs massaging her dark red nipples until they were hard and jutting. She guided my hands lower, running my fingers through her pubic hair, letting me stroke the coarse blonde curls that covered her mound.

“You’ve always loved my ass, haven’t you?”

Sophia turned around and bent over, popping her ass out for me. Reaching back, she pulled herself open, showing me her tight asshole and the entrance to her wet slit.

I reached out… then stopped. I wanted so badly to run my finger through the lips of her pussy, to smear her juices over her asshole until it glistened, to shove my hard dick into her as deep as I could.


She’s distraught and she’s drunk. This is wrong.


“Sophia,” I said, clenching my fists and resting them firmly in my lap. “Turn around.”

She turned to face me, still smiling, still ready.

I leaned forward until my face was inches from her pussy. I could smell the body lotion she always wore mixing with the musky scent of her sex. The smell was intoxicating and I let myself breathe it in, inhaling deeply.

“Oh, Nick. Kiss it. Let me feel your mouth.”

Sophia’s hands were on my head, guiding me forward towards her vagina until my breath was washing over her engorged clit.

“Lick me, darling.”

I did not lick her. Instead, I picked up the bathrobe pooled around her feet. Standing up, I draped the robe around my stepmother’s naked body.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close.

“This can’t happen, Sophia. Not now.”

I felt her chest hitch as she stifled a sob.

“Don’t you want me?” she whispered.

“More than anything,” I assured her, “But not like this.”

Sophia wrapped her arms around me and squeezed me tightly. She hid her face against my chest, unwilling to look me in the eye.

I stroked my stepmother’s hair and kissed the top of her head.

“Let’s rest now, Sophia. Come and lie with me.”

The two of us got into my bed. Sophia clung to me, her legs twined with mine.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I just miss you so much, Nick. I need you. I can’t pretend anymore.”

“Just rest,” I told her. “I’m right here. Rest now.”

I watched the shadows creeping across the ceiling as evening fell. Smeggy came to check on us, climbing onto the windowsill to stand guard.

After an hour, Sophia was breathing slowly and deeply, fast asleep in my arms. I carefully untangled myself from her grip and got out of bed.

I grabbed my phone. Zoe had not left any messages, which surprised me. I hoped she was enjoying her time with her mother.

Walking on tiptoes, I slipped outside my apartment and quietly closed the door behind me. Standing in the hallway, I called my father.

“Nick,” he answered. “Is Sophia still there?”

My father’s voice was dry and clinical. I frowned at how emotionally detached he sounded.

“She’s here,” I confirmed. “Sophia’s had too much to drink. She can’t drive home tonight. She’s going to stay here.”

“Right. Well, thank you for letting me know.”

“She’s sleeping now,” I went on. “I don’t know what she said about me. But we… the two of us… we aren’t, uh, doing anything.”

I cringed as I stumbled over my words, ashamed at having to even discuss such a thing with my father.

“Alrighty,” he said blandly. “I’m not really concerned either way.”

Anger flared inside me.

“How can you say such a thing? She’s your fucking wife!”

It took a moment before my father responded.

“Son,” he said. “I am no longer attracted to Sophia, physically or emotionally. What the two of you do or don’t do is of no interest to me. We can be rational about all this. I know you’ve always had a thing for your stepmother. There’s no need for dramatics.”

“I don’t even know how to respond to that,” I muttered.

“When you move back, the three of us can discuss things like mature adults.”

“Why do you want me to move back?” I asked.

“Because it’s better than Sophia leaving me and moving in with you. You know I don’t believe in divorce. I will never dissolve this marriage, not after what your mother did to us. If you moving home will keep my marriage intact, then I’m all for it. I will continue to live the life I have built for myself. The two of you can do what you like.”

My anger raged inside me. How could he be so indifferent about his wife? Yell at me, call me a bastard, threaten to kill me! Anything was better than my father’s cold dismissal.

“What if I fuck her?” I said viciously, trying to provoke a response. “She’s in my bed, naked and willing. What if I fuck your wife, father?”

“Then I’d advise you to use protection,” he said dryly. “She’s still fertile. Impregnating a 42-year-old woman at your age would be an unwise thing to do, son.”

I stood in the hallway staring at my phone, completely lost for words.

“Give Sophia a glass of water and some Ibuprofen,” my father said. “It will reduce her hangover. Sophia is no drinker. She will need—“

I cut off the call and went back into my apartment. Sophia was on her back, lightly snoring. The bathrobe had fallen open. I looked over Sophia’s lush body, staring at her full breasts, the dark blonde curls over her mound.

“Nick.”

Sophia’s eyes were open. She reached out and rested her hand on my wrist. I pulled the bathrobe closed and kissed my stepmother’s cheek.

“Rest now,” I told her, stroking her hair. “Sleep, Sophia.”

“I’m sorry I got drunk.”

“You don’t have to be sorry for anything. Just sleep. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Good night.”

“Goodnight,” she mumbled. “I love you, Nicholas.”

I held Sophia close as she drifted off to sleep. I stayed awake, listening to her breathing, watching her eyelids flutter as she dreamed.





Chapter 15




“I should have been your first.”



Sophia woke up at around 9 PM. She rushed into the bathroom and hugged my toilet. I held her hair back and rubbed her back as my stepmother vomited into the bowl. When she was finished, I helped her stagger back to bed. I gave her water and some ibuprofen and told her to rest. She asked that I stay in bed with her. I stroked her hair and comforted her as she fell into a deep sleep.

Once I was sure Sophia was asleep, I went into the bathroom and masturbated furiously, still utterly aroused by my stepmother laying in my bed. My dick ached to fuck her, but I’d made the decision not to act on my lust. Jerking off would relieve the tension in me and keep me from acting impulsively.

In the bathroom, I checked my phone, but Zoe had not messaged me. That was not like her at all and I hoped she was okay. I missed her goofy texts and the quirky way her mind worked. I’d already let Percy know that I couldn’t play DTRRO with him tonight. Angelina had texted asking if I was alright. I’d told her a family issue had come up. Angelina wished me well and told me to text her if I needed anything. I appreciated how Angelina never pried, only offered her support. Her maturity was a model I was increasingly trying to emulate.

And what about Sophia? The things she’d told me had shaken the hell out of me. But it was my father’s reaction that really disturbed me. He wanted me to come home and… what? Keep Sophia company so she wouldn’t leave him? Take his wife to bed and fulfill her sexual needs so he didn’t have to? Be her lover while he maintained the pretense of being her husband?

I tried to imagine how it all would work when I moved back to my childhood home. The sad thing was, I could easily see it working very well. My father would continue to live his self-contained life of going to work every day like clockwork, spending all of his free time in his home office listening to talk radio while playing with his model trains. He’d be perfectly happy to live the rest of his life that way, treating Sophia and me more like roommates than family. As long as his personal world was undisturbed, he wouldn’t be troubled by anything Sophia and I did.


He probably has a girlfriend. Some young chick willing to listen to his endless lectures on individualism and self-actualization.


I grimaced at the thought of my father bringing home his new girlfriend. It would be totally in character for him to have us all sit down for a cordial dinner.





“Isn’t it nice that we can all behave like civilized adults?”


 
he’d say while smiling that infuriating smug smile of his.




I knew I was being too hard on my father. He’d always had eccentric ideas. I just never expected him to behave this way.


Am I really going to do this? Move back with my parents? What about Zoe and Angelina?


I set thoughts of them aside, my mind too drained to deal with those questions. I settled into bed and spooned my stepmother, nestling her into my body and resting my head against hers. She sighed in her sleep and clasped my hand to her chest. I breathed in the smell of her, enjoying the warmth of her body.

I woke up to the sound of knocking at my front door. Through bleary eyes, I watched as Sophia opened the door and took a food delivery.

“Stay in bed, darling. I’ll bring it to you.”

The smell of coffee filled the room as Sophia set two large cups on the nightstand along with a muffin and a plastic bowl.

“Double shot Americano for me and a peanut butter protein smoothie for you,” she said. “I also ordered the low-carb porridge I know you like.”

Sophia got into bed beside me. She was still wearing my bathrobe, the front hanging open, her breasts barely covered.

“The delivery guy must have gotten quite a show,” I teased, nodding at her chest.

“He didn’t seem to care, actually. Or maybe he did, I don’t know. I was too focused on coffee.”

She sipped her drink, her eyes narrowing in pleasure.

“Good lord, I needed this.”

“How are you feeling?” I asked her.

Sophia wiped her lips.

“Embarrassed,” she mumbled. “I made a fool of myself last night, didn’t I?”

“Of course you didn’t.”

“I regret getting drunk, but I don’t regret anything I said. I hope you know that, Nick.”

She snuggled close to me, kissing my shoulder. We ate and drank in bed as morning sunshine poured through the studio’s narrow windows.

Sophia told me her head was pounding and she was still feeling queasy. I suggested we get dressed and take a walk to the lake to get some fresh air.

“Don’t turn away,” Sophia laughed as she took off my bathrobe. “You’ve already seen me nude.”

She took her time putting on her clothes, letting me see every inch of her toned body as she dressed.

“Now… my turn to watch,” she said with a sly grin.

“Uh, I’m not sure about this,” I said.

“We don’t have to hide anymore, darling.”

A dark thrill ran through me as Sophia seated herself on my bed, waiting expectantly for me to change. Taking off my clothes for Zoe and Angelina had never worried me. But with my stepmother, it felt very different.

I stripped off my T-shirt and set it aside. Sophia sighed as she looked over my torso. I could feel my skin prickling beneath her gaze.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of my boxer and hesitated. Sophia sensed my reluctance.

“Let me help,” she said.

I kept my hands at my sides as Sophia tugged down my shorts. My cock swung free, dangling between my legs.

“Beautiful,” Sophia whispered. “Just like the rest of you.”

I quickly pulled on my underwear and jeans, worried that I’d pop a boner if I stayed naked too long with Sophia looking at me.

Smeggy rubbed herself between my ankles, purring loudly.

“She’ll be happy to go home,” Sophia said. “All her toys are still in the garage.”

Smeggy jumped onto the bed and sat beside Sophia. She allowed my stepmother to pet her, leaning into her hand.

“I missed you, too,” Sophia said to Smeggy.

It was 9:30 AM when the two of us made our way to the lake. A strong breeze was coming off the water, ruffling our hair. High clouds dimmed the morning sunshine.

Sophia linked her arm with mine as we walked down the narrow streets. We waved at the few cars that passed, greeting people out for their morning stroll or walking their dogs.

“This is a lovely place,” Sophia said.

“It is,” I agreed. “I’m going to miss living here.”

“It will be better at home. Everything will be different now.”

We stood at the edge of the lake and watched the boats bobbing on the water.

“What’s the difference between a boat and a yacht?” I asked Sophia.

“What a question,” she laughed. “I don’t know, darling.”

“How are you feeling? Still queasy?”

“My head is a little achy, but it doesn’t matter. I feel better than I have in a long time.”

She placed my arm around her shoulders and slid her arm around my waist. She breathed in deeply, filling her lungs with the cool morning air.

“Nick? You’re not a virgin anymore, are you?”

“No,” I said.

“I’m sorry about that. Sorry and envious. I should have been your first. I’m sorry I wasn’t.”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“It does to me. That day you kissed me? Every bit of me wanted to have you. I should have let you take me. I should have been your first.”

Sophia squeezed my waist and turned to kiss my hand resting on her shoulder.

“We’ll make up for lost time, darling. I promise.”

Holding hands, we walked back to my apartment. As we crossed through Maple Square, I saw a familiar figure standing at the edge of Angelina’s front yard.

“Hi, Nick!” Percy called, waving frantically.

“Good morning, Percy.”

“I thought I saw you walk by,” he said. “Mom didn’t believe me, but I was right!”

“Yes, you were,” Angelina said as she came down the steps of her townhouse. “Good morning! Enjoying the cooler weather?”

“It’s very refreshing,” I said.

Angelina was wearing a bright smile, but her eyes were cautious. She was looking over Sophia, curious about who this woman was that was holding my hand. Sophia was also smiling, her eyes cooly surveying Angelina and her son.

“This is Sophia. Sophia, this is Angelina and her son Percy.”

“Are you his girlfriend?” Percy asked Sophia.

“No,” Sophia laughed. “I’m actually married to his father. That makes me his stepmother. But I promise I’m not the evil Disney kind of stepmother.”

“Cool,” said Percy. “Nick helped build my gaming rig. We’re in the same PVE guild.”

“I have no idea what any of that means, but it sounds wonderful,” Sophia said.

“I just brewed a fresh pot of coffee,” Angelina said. “Would you two like to join us for breakfast?”

“Oh wow, that sounds great, Angelina. Sophia has got to get going, though. Maybe we can get a rain check?”

“Yes, of course,” Angelina said. “Next time. It was nice meeting you, Sophia.”

“And you, Angelina. Goodbye, Percy.”

“Bye!”

They waved at us as we continued on our way. Angelina’s cheery smile was nothing like the crooked grin I’d come to love.


She’s got some questions, for sure, Nicky-boy. You really going to leave her? And Zoe?


I had no idea what I was going to do. I only knew that my world had changed so fast that I was feeling lost and confused.

“Angelina is certainly a beautiful woman,” Sophia said.

“She’s a wonderful person.”

“The way she looked at you was very revealing. She’s in love with you, I think.”

“You could tell all that from a two-minute conversation?” I teased.

“A woman can sense these things,” Sophia replied. “Was she the one you lost your virginity with?”

“Sophia,” I said warningly.

“I’m just asking, darling. I mean no harm. Just curious.”

“No,” I sighed. “She wasn’t my first.”

“So, there was another woman?”

“Yes.”

“You’ve changed so much since you left,” Sophia whispered. “You’ve become a man.”

“We all have to grow up, eventually.”

We walked in silence through the visitor’s parking lot. Standing beside her car, Sophia took me in her arms and hugged me tightly.

“Come home soon,” Sophia said.

She took my head in her hands and kissed me hard, her lips parting, our tongues caressing.

“Goodbye, Sophia.”

“Goodbye,” she whispered. “I can’t wait to have you home, darling. I can’t wait to have you inside me.”

I watched as my stepmother pulled out of the parking lot, exiting through the gates of the Village, her car receding in the distance as she headed back to my father and the home I grew up in.





Chapter 16




“I have a surprise for you.”



On Monday morning, I skipped my early workout and kept a promise instead.

“There’s a whole wide world out here, girl. You can’t stay cooped up forever.”

We were standing in the area outside my apartment’s window. Smeggy crouched on the grass, her head lowered as she smelled the decorative bark that edged the lawn. She was wearing a harness and a retractable string leash that I held in my hand.

“Looking outside is not the same as being outside,” I told her. “Comfort and safety can become a cage.”

It was 7:30 AM and the grass was still wet with dew. I followed behind Smeggy as she cautiously explored the plants and stones around her. A squirrel perched in a Japanese maple, watching us closely. Birds chirped from the bushes, scolding Smeggy. Smeggy glanced back at me as if seeking reassurance. I’d worried she would fight the leash, but it seemed like it didn’t bother her at all.

We made our way around The Estates, Smeggy moving in fits and starts across the grassy areas. She grew more confident the longer she was outside, rubbing against the plants and leaping after a cricket that startled her.


She’s expanding her world. It’s scary for her, but she’s making her way as best she can. I’m just here to keep an eye on her.


There was a lesson there for me. After almost a month at Lakeshore Village, I felt like I’d just started to make my own way in the world. To return to the safety of my parents felt like a retreat from what I had built for myself.

“Don’t have much choice,” I muttered to myself.

I’d spent the weekend going over every possible scenario. In the end, the numbers just didn’t add up. I simply could not afford to sign a new lease with Lakeshore Village.

Moving home was my only option.


It will only be temporary, Nicky-boy. You’ll keep hustling for a job, preparing to get your own place. In the meantime, you’ll finally get to live out your fantasies with Sophia. Every day after your father leaves for work, you are going to be balls deep in your stepmother’s pussy. And you don’t even have to worry about getting caught because your father don’t give a shit! That’s a pretty awesome consolation prize, ain’t it?


My interior voice was doing its best to convince me going home was going to be okay. I couldn’t deny the appeal of it. Returning to a familiar environment, no need to pay rent, my stepmother doing my laundry and making my meals and spreading her legs for me on a regular basis? It would be a dream come true.

And that was the problem. As much as I told myself I’d keep hustling to become independent, I knew I’d slowly fall into the comfort and ease that I’d always enjoyed as a kid. Add in sex with Sophia and my fall would be inevitable.

Except I wasn’t a kid anymore. I’d experienced what it was like to be an adult making his own way forward. I didn’t want to lose that. A cage was still a cage, no matter how comfortable it was.

My options were extremely limited. There was still the offer Ms. Lynne Walters had made. She hadn’t explained what she meant, only that there was a chance I could stay. Honestly, I didn’t put much hope in what she said. The dismissive tone she used and the deliberate way she flaunted her body told me Ms. Lynne Walters enjoyed power-tripping with people she thought were lower status than her. Her offer to stay probably involved some financial scheme with my father or some payment plan I couldn’t possibly meet. I didn’t even have a job yet. Even if I could secure the first and last month’s rent plus security deposit, paying for my tiny studio was beyond my means.

“A shared apartment in a shitty part of town is the only other option right now, Smeggy. Better to just move back home and try to regroup.”

Smeggy was busy chewing on a blade of grass. I was glad she was enjoying her time in the Village. Unfortunately, we weren’t going to be here much longer.

After Smeggy had her fill of the outdoors, I let her ride on my shoulder back to the apartment. Once inside, she immediately returned to the windowsill, staring out at the place we had just left.

I took a quick shower and got dressed, mentally rehearsing how I would let Angelina know that I was moving out. With her schedule and family obligations, I figured this would be the end for us. I’d tell her how much I enjoyed my time with her and how lucky Percy was to have a mother like her.

Later tonight, I’d have dinner with Zoe and tell her the news. Maybe we could see each other once we started at community college? I could still keep an eye on her stream, even living an hour away. I had some hope for continuing a relationship with my porn star princess, but I was keeping my expectations low to avoid being disappointed.

Just after 9 AM, my phone buzzed. It was Angelina.


“I have a surprise for you. Come get it.”


I also had a surprise for Angelina. An unhappy surprise. I wasn’t looking forward to sharing it with her.

I paused at my door. My bathrobe was folded on top of my desk. I took a moment to run my hand over the thick fabric, remembering how my stepmother had said wearing it felt like me hugging her. Sophia’s feelings were undeniable. It was a reminder that I wasn’t the only person involved in all of this. Zoe, Angelina, Sophia— all had needs that were as important as my own. Being a man meant considering the well-being of others in addition to my own concerns. It made shit more complicated and harder, but total self-absorption was a luxury that only children and narcissists enjoyed.

“Back in a few hours, Smeggy. Try not to miss me too hard.”

Smeggy kept staring out the window, her eyes fixed on the birds in the Japanese maple tree. She knew how to keep her eye on the prize. I could take a lesson in focus from my tabby cat.

I took my time walking to Angelina’s. I enjoyed the sights and sounds of the Village, taking mental snapshots as I sauntered down the sidewalk. I’d been looking forward to seeing Lakeshore Village in winter. The lake during a rain storm must be an amazing sight. That wouldn’t happen now. My memories of the Village would always be of summer sunshine, cool breezes, and green grass freshly mown.

The door to Angelina’s was slightly ajar. I stepped in, expecting the smell of a special surprise meal that Angelina had prepared, but there was nothing. Maybe the surprise was more Japanese strawberries. Those had been a real treat.

Slipping off my shoes, I walked barefoot down the hall to Angelina’s bedroom. As always, I stopped at Percy’s door and looked in on his PC. I saw a Dragon Teeth Red Revenge Online poster had been hung on the wall. Percy had written the name of our guild on the poster. Below, he’d scrawled his character name along with mine. I felt a lump in my throat at the sight of it.


At least I’ll still be able to play with the kid.


Angelina’s bedroom door was shut. I knocked softly, then opened it a bit.

“It’s me,” I said.

“Come in,” she replied in her husky voice.

I stepped into her bedroom, anxiety in the pit of my stomach, thinking about how I would tell her I was leaving.

“Angelina, I have something to tell you—“

I froze in her doorway, my hand still clutching the door handle.

Angelina was perched on the edge of her bed. Sitting next to her was Zoe. Both were naked.

“Surprise!” they giggled.





Chapter 17




“You belong to us.”



“Zoe?” I stammered. “What… how did…?”

Zoe burst into peals of laughter. Angelina joined her, the two of them interlinking arms as they giggled.

“Your face!” Zoe gasped. “If you could only see yourself, dude!”

“I’m just surprised to see you here,” I said.

“Mad that I’m busting in on your quality time with Angelina?”

“He better not be mad,” Angelina teased. “This is my home, and I invited you to join us, Zoe. You’re very welcome here.”

“Thanks, Angie!”

“Angie?” I asked. “You’re calling her Angie?”

“I only let my girlfriends and family call me that. I’m still Angelina to you, kiddo. Or Mrs. Moretti, if you prefer.”

The pair giggled again, obviously delighted at my surprise. Zoe tapped Angelina’s hand.

“He’s starting to realize what’s about to happen,” Zoe said. “Look at his pants.”

The two stared at my crotch. My swelling cock was bulging across my thigh. The sight of these two beauties naked and holding each other had gotten my heart racing and my blood surging.

“Let’s go get him before he passes out,” Angelina said to Zoe.

I swallowed hard as the two came to me. The contrast between their bodies was the most deeply erotic thing I’d ever seen. Tall, blonde Zoe, my porn star princess with her wide hips and big ass, her bare pussy and swaying DD tits. And Angelina, short and petite with the body of a ballerina, her small breasts with their dark nipples the same shade of brown as the pubic hair covering her mound.

I held out my arms and the two women wrapped themselves around me. It felt incredible to hold two gorgeous women in my arms, their warm skin pressed against me. Zoe kissed me hard on the mouth while Angelina nuzzled my chest, waiting for her turn. My lips still wet from Zoe, I bent to kiss Angelina, our tongues darting in and out of each other’s mouths.

“Aren’t you just the luckiest boy?” Angelina whispered.

“Luckiest man,” I corrected her. “Thanks to you two.”

“And now you get to fuck us both at the same time,” Zoe said as she ran a hand over my stiff cock. “Good thing that dick of yours is enough to satisfy two women.”

“How did you two arrange this?” I asked.

“Zoe contacted me and asked to meet,” Angelina said.

The two worked together to strip off my clothes, their hands deftly undoing buttons and tugging off down zippers.

“She made me an amazing dinner,” Zoe said. “We got to know each other by talking about you, Nick. Sharing secrets and gossip.”

“Uh oh. Should I be worried?”

“Not at all,” Angelina said. “You have good taste in women. We like each other.”

“We like each other a lot!”




“And we decided that if we’re going to share you, we might as well

 

really share you


 
.”




“Also gave me an excuse to get down with Angie,” Zoe chuckled. “I haven’t been with another woman in ages. Especially one as hot as her.”

“I’ve never been with another woman at all,” Angelina said.

“We’ll have so much fun together, I promise!” Zoe said.

Angelina grinned as she pulled down my boxers. My dick sprung free, hard and jutting, my sack swaying heavily between my thighs.

“Prettiest cock I’ve ever seen,” Zoe sighed. “And I’ve seen quite a few.”

“Only the second one ever for me,” Angelina said, taking my erection in her hand and stroking her thumb over my cockhead.

“Nick, you could totally do porn,” Zoe told me. “Not just the streaming stuff we did, either. Like legit porn shoots.”

“How much does it pay?” I asked. “I could use the money.”

“For a guy? Not much. Us girls are the stars. Anyways, I’m happy to share you with Angie, but I don’t think I could handle watching you screw another girl.”

“Maybe I could do another guy? Gay for pay is a thing, right?”

“Not for you, kiddo. You belong to us.”

Angelina kissed me again as Zoe got down on her knees, her hand clasping my butt for support. Angelina joined her. The two women kneeled side by side, both staring up at me, both smiling lewdly.

I put my hands on the tops of their heads and stroked their hair as they began licking my cock. The feeling of their tongues lapping my shaft and licking my balls was overwhelming. I had to fight the urge to close my eyes, not wanting to miss a moment of these two beautiful women worshiping my cock.

Zoe popped my cockhead into her mouth and suctioned on tightly while gazing up at me. I groaned as her slippery tongue swirled around and under my glans, expertly licking me. Angelina cupped my balls in her hand, massaging me gently the way she knew I liked. I started thrusting forward into Zoe’s mouth, but she stopped me. She took my cock out of her mouth and passed it to Angelina who slid my dripping cockhead into her mouth, tonguing me in the slow and sensual way that was her specialty.

I couldn’t help but grunt with pleasure and thrust forward as the two women passed me back and forth between them, sharing my cock between their wet mouths. The pleasure was insane and I could feel my orgasm building. I knew I should stop, but it felt too good and I just let myself go over the edge.

“I’m cumming!” I moaned.

Zoe and Angelina opened their mouths like baby birds waiting to be fed as I shot thick ropes of hot cum onto their pretty faces and into their mouths, splashing them again and again until my seed was dripping off their faces.

“Sorry, I couldn’t help myself!” I gasped, my knees shaking at the force of my ejaculation. “Stay there. Let me get a towel.”

“No need,” Zoe said.

Angelina, her eyes shut and her face covered in my creamy spunk, smiled widely as Zoe began licking her face clean. Zoe went slowly, licking up globs of cum and swallowing it, sighing with pleasure as she slurped the semen from Angelina’s cheeks, her forehead, her lips.

The two women kissed deeply, sharing my cum between them, giggling as they swallowed it down.

Angelina returned the favor, daintily licking Zoe’s face. The older woman might not have been as experienced as Zoe, but she made up for it with enthusiasm.

“His cum is so sweet,” Angelina sighed.

“I made him drink pineapple juice,” Zoe said, winking up at me.




“It worked.

 

Delizioso


 
.”




The two kissed again, Angelina sticking out her sperm-covered tongue so Zoe could lick it clean, their mouths creamy and glistening, their lips linked with sticky strings of saliva and cum.

“That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” I said.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Zoe laughed.





Chapter 18




“You make me feel like a woman.”



The two guided me to the bed, settling me down in the cool satin sheets. They got in next to me, snuggling up on either side. Zoe wiped a stray drop of cum from Angelina’s face and sucked it off her finger.

“You two are… uh, you’re okay swapping my cum?”

Zoe and Angelina exchanged glances as if they were sharing a secret.

“What?” I asked.

“We talked about it,” Angelina said seriously. “We decided you didn’t need to use protection with us anymore.”

“You can raw dog us all you want, dude.”

“Why? What changed?”

“Nothing changed,” Angelina said. “We just got to know each other.”

“We trust each other,” Zoe said. “And we both agreed that you are the only man we’re going to fuck. I’m clean and Angelina’s clean and you for sure are clean, former teen virgin Nick McWilliams. So you can throw away those condoms.”

“I hated using them,” I laughed.

“We know!” both ladies said together.

“You two really are going to be exclusive to me?” I asked softly.

“Like I said, you’ve got enough dick for the both of us,” Zoe whispered appreciatively, giving my cock a gentle squeeze.

“I can’t make the same promise to you,” I said. “I’m sorry, but I won’t make commitments I can’t keep.”

“We trust you,” Angelina said. “Just be honest with us. That’s all we ask.”

“That I can do.”

“And keep drinking that pineapple juice,” Zoe laughed. “It makes sharing your load even better.”

“Yeah, um, sorry I busted on your faces,” I said. “I wanted to last longer, but it felt too good.”

Angelina kissed me on the cheek. “You’ll be ready again in no time, Nick.”

“Until then, I finally get to play with Angelina.”

Zoe climbed over me and lowered herself on top of the older brunette. Angelina opened her legs for the blonde, wrapping them around Zoe’s torso. They gazed into each other’s eyes, both smiling widely.

“Your boobs are amazing,” Angelina said to Zoe.

Zoe raised herself on her arms, letting her heavy tits dangle over Angelina’s face. Angelina held both breasts in her hands, licking and sucking on one pink nipple before moving to the other.

“Mmm,” Zoe moaned. “Your lips are so soft, Angie. Don’t be afraid to use your teeth. I like a little nibble.”

“You two are so hot,” I said as they played with each other.

“Join us when you’re ready,” Zoe told me.

“I will,” I said, propping myself on my elbow to watch my two lovers enjoying each other.

Zoe lowered her face to Angelina’s and the two kissed passionately, Angelina’s hands roaming over Zoe’s back. Zoe licked Angelina’s neck, making her shiver, and worked her way to her breasts, sucking on Angelina’s big, dark nipples.

Angelina let out a strangled cry as Zoe settled between her spread legs and started licking her pussy. Zoe was a pro and her skilled mouth soon had Angelina writhing with pleasure.

“Oh god, Zoe! That feels so fucking good.”

Zoe stared up at Angelina, her eyes glittering as she ate the older woman’s pussy.

“Nick! Hold me!”

Angelina’s eyes were wild as I took her face in my hands. She kissed me fiercely, her tongue jabbing into my mouth as her breath rasped out in hot gusts.

Suddenly, Angelina went silent. I held her tightly as her body went rigid, her eyes squeezed shut, the wet noises of Zoe licking her pussy the only sounds in the room.


Here comes the explosion.





I looked down at Zoe, trying to warn her with my eyes of what was to come. She gave me a wink as if to say,

 

I’m ready for anything.





Angelina abruptly let out the half-moan, half-shriek that I knew so well. Her whole body shuddered as she powered through her orgasm, her head thrashing from side to side, the cords in her neck straining, her fingers digging painfully into my shoulders.

Zoe went on licking Angelina’s pussy, doggedly keeping her rhythm, not relenting as wave after wave of pleasure swept through the older woman.

With a final shudder, Angelina went limp. Tears streaked her face as she sobbed in my arms, her mouth seeking mine as the aftershocks of her orgasm rolled through her. Zoe crawled out from between Angelina’s legs and joined us, her lower face shiny and slick with spit and Angelina’s pussy juices. The three of us kissed, sharing the taste of Angelina’s vagina, Zoe and me holding Angelina as her sobs gradually turned into laughter.

“That… was… so amazing!” Angelina whimpered.

“You look so beautiful right now,” Zoe told her.

“Absolutely gorgeous,” I confirmed, brushing her damp hair behind her ear.

“Angie… why do you cry after cumming?” Zoe asked.

“I don’t know,” Angelina said. “It happened for the first time when I was with Nick. I think… I think it just overwhelms me to feel so good. I never experienced that with my husband.”

“Well, you can get that with us as much as you want, Mrs. Moretti,” I told her playfully.

“But it’s more than that,” Angelina whispered. “I cry because I feel wanted. And safe. You make me feel so desirable and so safe in my own skin, Nick. You make me feel like a woman.”

She kissed me tenderly and with her eyes wide open.

“You’re wonderful too, Zoe,” she said.

“Aw shucks,” Zoe laughed, kissing Angelina’s forehead.

“I think you’re wonderful too, Zoe,” I said. “In fact, look what the two of you do to me.”

Both women laughed when I showed them my hard cock.

“I knew you’d be ready again,” Angelina purred. “I’ve never been with a guy who could go as hard and as often as you.”

“I have,” Zoe giggled. “But they had to take pills to do it. Nick’s pill is being a horny fucking 18-year-old!”

“Guilty as charged,” I said. “Now spread your legs, Zoe. I want to fuck you right in the pussy.”

“Ooh, big talk. Let’s see if you really reloaded that big thing, mister.”

Zoe kept laughing as I rolled on top of her. She opened her legs for me as I positioned my cockhead at her entrance, rubbing up and down her hairless slit. She was wet and ready, her pussy already dripping.

“Ah, fuck yes!” Zoe moaned as I thrust into her hot, slick depths.

I fucked Zoe hard and fast, her pussy lips gripping me tightly as I plunged in and out of her. Angelina sucked on Zoe’s bouncing breasts, the two of them kissing as I hooked Zoe’s legs over my shoulders and pounded her into the mattress.

As Zoe moaned into Angelina’s mouth, I rolled her over and straddled her big ass, her legs together as I prone-boned her pussy, riding her ass and pulling her hair back as I hammered her. Angelina rubbed her back and whispered dirty talk into her ear, licking her face as Zoe hit her climax, her pussy contracting around my cock again and again, pushing me to my own orgasm as I flooded her with my hot load.

Utterly drained, I rolled off of Zoe and collapsed beside her. As I caught my breath, I watched in amazement as Angelina got behind Zoe and pried her ass cheeks apart, then hungrily lapped my cum out of Zoe’s pussy, slurping every drop out and swallowing it, her mouth glazed with sticky sperm.

“Oh god,” Zoe whimpered.

She reached out and pulled me close, kissing me and nuzzling my neck as Angelina licked out the last of my load from her pussy. Angelina crawled back up to join Zoe and me, the three of us lying in a tangled, sweaty heap. We lay together breathing heavily, luxuriating in the afterglow of our orgasms, savoring the feel of so much warm flesh, breathing in the smell of sweat and wet pussies and cum.

Exhausted, I almost drifted off to sleep when Angelina turned my face to hers.

“What were you going to tell me?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“When you first came in here, you said you had something to tell me?”

The news that I was leaving was too fucked up to deal with right now. I pushed it aside, just wanting to enjoy this moment with the two beautiful women in bed with me.

“It was nothing,” I said. “We can deal with it later.”

“Okay,” Angelina said. “I guess I have something to tell you, though.”

I kissed her chin. “What?”

Angelina swallowed hard. She gave me that crooked smile of hers that I adored.

“Nick McWilliams,” she whispered. “I love you.”

Zoe let out a low whistle beside me. She tapped my shoulder and turned my face to hers.

“Hey dude,” she said. “I love you too.”

I didn’t say anything. I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. The events of the last month flashed through my mind, images and sounds and smells and tastes and, most of all, the feeling of these two beautiful women resting against me.

“I love you too, Angelina,” I said. “And I love you, Zoe. I love you both so much.”

The two women snuggled closer to me, holding me tight. The contented smiles on their faces made my heart skip a beat.





I can’t give this up,


 
I told myself.

 

It can’t end this way. I won’t let it.









Chapter 19




“This is the start of a beautiful thing.”



I stared out the window, looking across the lake at all the boats and their colorful sails skimming across the horizon.


I still haven’t taken a kayak out on the water like I planned. If this doesn’t work out, I need to do that at least once before I leave.


Ms. Lynne Walters returned from her kitchen carrying two glasses of sparkling water. She was wearing another very expensive, very transparent dress. Her heavy breasts and bare pussy were all clearly visible as she set our drinks down on the table and took her seat across from me.

I let my eyes drift over her body, appreciating the hard work that went into keeping her trim and sexy. My eyes lingered on her puffy pink nipples, the youthful look of them both erotic and obscene on a woman her age. She apparently did not mind being ogled by an 18-year-old. She even spread her legs slightly so I could get a better view of her pussy.

When I finally looked up at her beautiful face, I saw that Ms. Lynne Walters was smirking at me. A flush of irritation ran through me. This woman was old enough to be my mother, yet she seemed to enjoy flaunting herself for me. It was a power play that let me know that she was in control, that she was in charge.

Ms. Lynne Walters tucked a stray hair behind her ear. She was wearing bright red lipstick that contrasted sharply with her pale skin. She sipped from her glass and set it down, leaning over so that the front of her dress sagged and her full breasts were put on display for me.

I folded my hands in my lap, trying to cover the sudden erection that had my cock straining against my pants.

“So what can I do for you today, Nicholas Jonah McWilliams?”

I cringed inside. I hated being called by my full name. She seemed to enjoy my discomfort.

“Ms. Walters, I’m here because—“

“Lynne.”

“Sorry?”

“I insist you call me Lynne.”

Another flash of irritation burned through me. I straightened up in my chair and held her cool gaze.

“Lynne,” I said slowly. “You can call me Nick. In fact, I insist.”

She gave me an icy smile. I felt a stirring in my aching cock as she regarded me with her pale blue eyes.

“Nick, then,” she said. “Tell me why you are here.”

I took a deep breath. “Last time we spoke, you mentioned there might be a way for me to stay here if I resolved things with my father.”

“Yes. I do recall saying that.”

“Well, I’ve spoken with my father and learned why he canceled the lease. He wants me to move back home.”

“I see. And will you?”

“I don’t want to,” I said. “I’ve enjoyed my time at the Village and want to stay here. Unfortunately, I don’t have the money needed to sign a one-year lease. That’s why I wanted to speak with you again. If there is any way I could remain here at Lakeshore Village, I’d be grateful to hear about it.”

Lynne raised an eyebrow at me. She made a big show of picking up her glass and taking another sip, then wiping off a streak of lipstick from the glass with her thumb before carefully setting it back on the table.

I waited through her performance, knowing she was toying with me. Anger pooled in the pit of my stomach, but I also felt deeply aroused by this woman, turned on by the way she used her sexuality as power. The dark urge to drag her to bed and wipe that rich bitch smirk off her pretty face was deeply exciting. I wondered how arrogant she’d still be if I ripped that expensive dress off of her and throat fucked her until she gagged on my cock.

Lynne must have sensed some of the dark thoughts running through my head. Her smirk grew deeper as she stared at me.

“You live in The Estates, yes? In one of the basement studios?”

“I do.”

“Very tight quarters. Barely space enough for a bed. A big, strapping boy like you must be cramped down there.”

“I find it cozy.”

“Do you?” she said. “Good to hear. I designed this whole complex, including The Estates. Were you aware?”

“I didn’t know that.”

“Originally, those basement studios were meant for live-in workers I planned to have here at Lakeshore Village. Gardeners, security, maintenance. That proved unworkable at the time, so I repurposed them as rental units. But perhaps the time has come to revisit the idea.”

She stood from her chair and went to the window, looking out across the lake. She was toying with me again. The sunlight shone through her gauzy dress, giving me a full view of her ass and back. I looked her over, impressed and aroused by her tight curves. In the window, I could see her reflection. She was watching me watch her.

“What do you think of becoming Lakeshore Village’s first Technology Concierge?”

She turned to face me. The sunlight made her dress virtually invisible. Lynne might as well have been standing naked in front of me.

“I don’t know what that means,” I admitted.

“It means you would be on call for any tech support residents of Lakeshore Village might require. It would be a service offered as a benefit to all Villagers. In exchange, you would be able to stay in your studio apartment rent-free as part of your employment.”

“That… that sounds amazing,” I stuttered, taken aback.

“I’d eventually offer your service to the three other housing complexes I own in this area. We could discuss a salary when that happens. For now, your work as a Technology Concierge would be confined to the Village. It’s a new venture, but I’m sure the two of us can work out the kinks together.”

She said that last sentence in a way that sent a shiver through me. Despite my irritation at her blatant exhibitionism, I was finding it difficult to concentrate with this mature woman showing herself to me so openly, teasing me with her lush body.

“What do you think of my idea?” she asked. “You’ve been offering a similar service already with your little flyers, haven’t you?”

“I’m still surprised you noticed my flyers.”

“I notice everything that happens in the Village, Nick. I’ve browsed your web page and spoken with the residents you serviced. All have been very complimentary. It’s how the idea of a Technology Concierge came to me in the first place. So, are you interested?”

“I am. Very much so.

“Excellent. You’re hired. Congratulations. I’m very pleased, indeed.”

Lynne returned to her seat as I took a sip from my sparkling water. The idea of working for the Village in exchange for rent was an incredible opportunity. My hopes for staying were soaring.

I almost choked on my water when Lynne hooked her legs over the arms of her chair. There was no pretense anymore. With her legs opened wide, I was looking directly at Lynne’s spread pussy. A glint of metal came from the gold rings that pierced her labia.

“Oh yes, I notice everything in the Village,” she rasped in a low voice. “Including the streaming show done by your friend, Zoe. I always enjoyed her work, so I was pleased when she finally performed with another person. Her ‘tech hero’ she called him.”

I gaped in amazement as this gorgeous, mature woman slipped her hand under her dress and began fingering her slit.

“I wanted to meet this ‘tech hero,’” she said. “I wanted to meet him very much.”

“Ms. Walters,” I stammered, my mouth suddenly gone dry.

“Oh yes, I’ve been thinking about you for quite some time,” she chuckled. “Now, I want you to take off your pants, Nick. Can you do that?”

I licked my dry lips. “Is… is this part of my job?”

“You’re already the Technology Concierge,” she said. “Consider this part an audition. I want to see if you can handle your second job at Lakeshore Village.”

“Second job?”

“Servicing my needs,” she said with a wicked smile. “Now take off your pants, Nick. Let me see that beautiful cock of yours. I know it’s hard already. You’ve been trying to hide it for quite some time. There’s no need to be shy. Show it to me.”

I hesitated, not sure what kind of game Lynne was playing with me. Was this really some sort of test? Could I fail it? What happened if I refused?

Despite all these doubts, I stood and began undoing my pants. The sight of Lynne, a beautiful mature woman who was old enough to be my mother, spreading her legs for me and playing with her pussy? I couldn’t resist, could I?

I tugged my pants down and stepped out of them. Lynne sucked in a sharp breath as she looked at my cock jutting out hard and swollen, a drop of precum already drizzling from its tip.

“Very nice,” she sighed. “Even better than on the stream.”

Lynn stood from her chair. She undid a single button and shrugged her shoulders and her dress slid from her body, falling at her bare feet. Naked, she closed the distance between us, standing close to me. I breathed in the smell of her perfume as we faced each other, my twitching cock just inches from her belly.

“I can’t believe you’re only 18,” she said. “It makes me feel so wicked.”

She drew her index finger lightly along my shaft, swirling her fingertip in my precum. She put her finger to her lips, smearing my precum on her wet tongue.

“So sweet. Such a nice cock on such a pretty young man.”

“Uh, thanks.”

“I think we’ll start your audition with something simple. Something basic.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked in a shaky voice.

“Nothing outrageous,” she said. “Just a simple ass fucking. I‘m desperate to feel that big cock stretching me out. It’s been years since I had a dick up my ass.”

“I can do that,” I said.

“But first, I’m going to eat your ass. Turn around and bend over for me.”

“Are you joking?”

“I never joke about sex, Nick.”

Lynne gently turned me around and bent me over the chair. I didn’t believe she was going to actually do it, but then she was prying open my cheeks and licking my clenched asshole.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she tongued me. “I love doing this so much.”

“It feels incredible,” I groaned.

Lynne reached between my legs and took hold of my cock.

“I eat your ass, then you fuck mine. Deal?”

“Deal,” I whispered.

“This is the start of a beautiful thing, Nick.”

As Lynne stroked my dick and licked my asshole, I closed my eyes and thought about how lucky I was to have found Lakeshore Village. My own place, a new job, my porn star princess Zoe, sultry and sensual Angelina… and now this?

Ms. Lynne Walters was right. This was the start of a beautiful thing.






TO BE CONTINUED






Coming Soon





Nick McWilliams’ erotic journey takes a dark and kinky turn in the third book of

 

SATISFYING HER NEEDS


 
.




As Nick’s relationship with Zoe and Angelina grows even deeper and more committed, Nick enters into the twisted erotic world of Lynne Walters, the owner of Lakeshore Village. Old enough to be Nick’s mother, Lynne has shocking urges that Nick must quickly learn to satisfy. Nothing has prepared Nick for a woman like Lynne and the things she begs him to do will push Nick to his sexual limits. In the third part of the series, Nick will have to become the master of his harem or risk losing everything.
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