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SYNOPSIS



From inexperienced computer geek to master of his own harem…


In the third and final book of SATISFYING HER NEEDS, Nick is drawn even deeper into the twisted erotic world of Lynne Walters. Old enough to be his mother, Lynne’s lust for Nick is anything but maternal. Her kinky pleasures ignite dark desires in Nick that he never knew he had. Between satisfying Lynne, Zoe, and Angelina, Nick’s adventures at Lakeshore Village have become even more outrageous than he could have imagined.

But Nick’s parents are desperate for him to move back home and they won’t give up without a fight. Lonely and sexually deprived, Sophia will do whatever it takes to have Nick in her life and in her bed. Can Nick refuse the woman he’s always dreamed of conquering? Will he give up his life at the Village to live out his ultimate erotic fantasy? What price will he pay to become the man he’s always wanted to be?


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 3







Chapter 1




“Are you capable of such a thing?”



A family was loading themselves onto a small sailboat docked in the marina. I watched them through narrowed eyes, my breath ragged, my hands gripping the chair I was bent over. It seemed so strange to see this wholesome scene unfolding outside while inside the condo of Ms. Lynne Walters, I was currently having my asshole vigorously tongued out by a beautiful woman who was old enough to be my mother.

“God, that feels amazing,” I groaned as Lynne dug into my ring with the tip of her tongue, her grunts of pleasure mixing with my own.

As she lapped my anus, Lynne skillfully jerked my cock, stroking me with a roughness that mingled with the pleasure of her eager tongue. I’d never imagined a woman doing this to me, much less one as attractive and mature as Lynne.

“18 years old, so nice and tight and clean!” Lynne purred as she licked me. “I love eating this asshole, love tasting it. And look at his big cock! He’s just a teenager, but so well-endowed. He’s going to fuck me so good, Thomas. He’s going to make me beg like a filthy slut.”


Thomas? What the fuck?


I looked over my shoulder to see Lynne with her face buried between my ass cheeks. Her right hand was stroking my cock, her left hand was holding a mobile phone. She was recording herself eating my ass.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “Why are you filming yourself?”

Lynne tapped the phone screen and set it on the floor.

“This is part of it,” she said. “Part of you servicing me.”

With her free hand, Lynne began fingering around my asshole. I lost focus for a moment, swept up in this unfamiliar sensation. It felt so amazing and erotic… until Lynne roughly jabbed her finger into my anus. The burning pain immediately made me recoil.

“No, I don’t like that,” I told her.

“Don’t be a baby,“ Lynne said, trying to put another finger inside me.

“Cut it out, Lynne! Stop right now!”

“Just relax and let me—“

“Stop!”

I abruptly pulled away from her and straightened up, wheeling around to face her. Anger was raging through me. Lynne had stumbled and fallen to the floor. She stared up at me, her lipstick smeared across her face, her chin shiny with spit. She wore an expression of contempt as I loomed over her. Seeing that look on her gorgeous face just made my rage burn hotter.

“When I tell you to stop, you fucking stop!”

“You’ll do what I tell you,” she snarled.

“I’m not your bitch!” I said. “I’m not some fuck toy you can order around!”

“Well one of us has got to be the fuck toy!”

“I’ll tell you right now, it’s not going to be me!”

“Exactly,” Lynne said.

As I stared down at her, I suddenly realized what it was Lynne needed from me. The hot fury inside me abruptly distilled down into a cold, white ball of anger in my gut. I was still furious, but it was a cold fury. A controlled fury.

“Get up,” I told her.

Something in my tone must have convinced her I’d understood my assignment. She grabbed her mobile and got to her feet.

I stood her in front of me and looked her up and down. She stared back at me, her chin upraised defiantly. I ran my hands over her big tits, hefting them in my palms. She drew in a shaky breath as I pinched her nipples hard, twisting them between my fingers.

“You like that?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “I could barely feel it.”

I was starting to get a sense of Lynne’s needs. She was laying out markers for me, guiding me to give her what she wanted in the way that she wanted. I wasn’t familiar with the kind of handling Lynne required, but I felt confident I could provide it. After all, I’d satisfied a porn star and made a gorgeous milf sob with pleasure. Zoe and Angelina loved me. If I could provide for their needs, I could provide for any woman. Even some kinky snob two decades older than me.

I took Lynne by the shoulders and turned her around. I ran my hands down her back. She shivered under my touch. I cupped her hard ass cheeks in my hands, pulling them open to expose her tight little asshole. I rubbed it hard with my thumb, watching as her dark anus clenched tight against my touch. Lynne’s hands had curled into fists at her sides. She stared straight ahead, her eyes locked on the far wall as I fingered her asshole.

The way Lynne stood so still as I groped her was darkly arousing. Her whole body was thrumming with desire, but she kept herself under rigid control. I needed that same kind of control. That glowing ball of anger in my belly fueled me and made me eager to dominate her and pound her holes, but it also forced me to be calm and deliberate in my actions.

Lynne wanted to be used.

It was up to me to use her the right way.

I slapped her ass hard. She flinched but made no sound. I slapped her again, harder. This time, she let out a soft gasp.

“Too much?” I asked.

“Not even close,” she replied.

I rubbed my hand over her reddening cheeks, impressed by how trim and toned Lynne was. She was close in age to my stepmother. Like Sophia, Lynne put a lot of work into staying fit. While Sophia’s body was softer, Lynne’s body was hard and muscular. Except for some creases at her neck, Lynne’s body could have passed for a woman 15 years younger.

I reached up and brushed the hair from the back of Lynne’s neck. I massaged her for a bit, feeling her muscles flexing in my grip. Running my fingers through her thick red hair, I twirled it around my palm until I had a tight grip on her hair.

I gave a small tug, trying to see how Lynne would react. She kept silent, her body still rigid.

Half pulling, half pushing, I guided Lynne across the living room to the chaise lounge near the side windows. A sleek piece of furniture, the chaise’s narrow bench was covered in white leather, the curved bolster at its head carved from pale wood.

I pushed Lynne onto the chaise. She propped herself up on the bolster, reclining comfortably, her blank gaze fixed on me. I pried her legs open and spread them so they hung over either side of the chaise lounge. Satisfied with her positioning, I knelt on the chaise between her legs.

Lynne stared up at the ceiling, not meeting my eyes as I kissed her neck and sucked on her nipples. I licked and kissed my way down her flat stomach, tonguing out her navel, giving her sharp hipbones little nips with my teeth. I sat up and spread her pussy lips open with my fingers, playing with the two gold hoops that pierced her outer lips, tasting the wetness glistening in her fuckhole. Lynne had a large clitoris. She shuddered as I sucked on it, swiping my tongue back and forth across her hard nub.

I looked up at Lynne to see that she was watching me, a contemptuous smile on her face.

“Are you going to make love to meeee?” she drawled in a mocking tone. “Are you going to be my dreamy dreamboat?”

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

“I know you’re just a teenager, but try not to be so cringy,” Lynne sneered at me. “I’m not one of your high school crushes. I don’t want infantile teen romance. I want you to fuck me hard with that big dick of yours. Can you do that? Are you capable of such a thing, Nicholas Jonah McWilliams? Or do I need to find a real man to give me what I need?”

I stared at Lynne’s lovely face, all screwed up with contempt, and something just clicked inside me. I recognized what Lynne was doing. It was obvious now that she was trying to provoke me, to goad me into giving her the rough handling she so desperately wanted. Some women begged for sex, others tried temptation and seduction. Women like Lynne used insults and provocation. In the end, it was all the same thing.

I knew what Lynne wanted.

Now I was going to give it to her.





Chapter 2




“Don’t hit my face.”



Lynne watched in silence as I got off the chaise lounge and went to my pants. I pulled a condom from my pocket and returned to Lynne, getting between her legs.

“You don’t have to wear that,” she said as I unrolled the rubber onto my cock.

“Yes, I do.”

“I can’t get pregnant.”

“That’s not what I’m worried about. I don’t know you, lady. I don’t know where these fuckholes have been.”

I lightly flicked her vagina with the back of my hand, making her flinch.

“You’re very bold, aren’t you?” she hissed. “You’re just a silly teenager.”

“I may be just a teenager, but you’re the grown-ass woman about to get screwed by a teenager. So what does that make you?”

The look on her face gratified me. I slapped my dick against her clit, then swiped it up and down her slit before slapping her clit again.

“Stop playing and fuck my cunt,” Lynne said.

“Say, Please.”

“Please.”

I prodded her entrance with my cockhead. She pushed against me, trying to get me inside her.

“Not good enough. Say, Please fuck my cunt, Mr. McWilliams.”

“Please fuck my cunt.”

“Mr. McWilliams.”

“Go to hell!”

I leaned forward, my face hovering over Lynne’s. My cock lay on top of her mound, my balls pressed against her pussy lips, the gold rings tickling my sack.

Lynne glared up at me. Her eyes widened in shock as I spat in her face. Before she could fully register what had happened, I slapped her across her cheek.


Is this her boundary? Have I found her limit?


I watched as Lynne’s pale blue eyes narrowed, her thin lips trembling.

“Don’t hit my face,” she said calmly. “I need to stay professional at work. Slap me anywhere else, just not my face.”

I responded with a sharp smack across her breast. She quivered beneath me, a shocked smile twisting across her lips. I reached down and smeared the spit dribbling over her face. Lynne took my fingers into her mouth, sucking hard at them. I roughly fingered her tongue until she gagged. I stuck fingers further down her throat, enjoying the feeling of her retching, loving the way her eyes were streaming with tears.

“Say, Please fuck my cunt, Mr. McWilliams.”

“Please fuck my cunt, Mr. McWilliams,” Lynne gasped. “Please fuck my cunt.”

“Okay. Since you asked so nicely.”

That hard, bright ball inside me was radiating cold fire through my whole body. I felt completely in control of it, calm and deliberate and methodical. It was a new feeling, one that I was enjoying despite it being so unfamiliar.

I straightened up and leveled my cock at her cunt. With a single hard thrust, I shoved into her wet hole, sheathing myself completely inside her. Lynne squealed and flinched away as I bottomed out. Hooking my arms under her legs and lifting her rump, I started slamming into her cunt. Her big tits bouncing with each thrust, I pounded this mature and beautiful woman into the fancy chaise lounge like she was a piece of meat I was trying to tenderize. No slow strokes to start, no letting her get used to my size. She’d made it clear that she didn’t want that.




Lynne threw her head back and gripped the bolster behind her as I jackhammered her. Her wordless animal grunts mixed with the wet slapping of me pummeling her. She reached a hand between her legs and frantically rubbed her clit. Her nails scraped my shaft, but I ignored the distraction, pumping away as she worked herself into a frenzy, moaning through clenched teeth

 

nng-nng-nng


 
as she climaxed, her cunt fluttering around my cock as waves of pleasure crashed through her.




I let her take a few ragged breaths before grabbing her hips and flipping her over onto her knees. Lynne clung to the bolster for support as I straddled the chaise. I pulled open her cheeks and spat on her asshole.

“You want me to fuck your ass?”

“Yes!”

I gave her ass two hard smacks, one across each muscular cheek.

“What do you say?”

“Please fuck my ass, Mr. McWilliams,” she whimpered. “Please fuck—“

Her words turned into a strangled cry as I forced my dick into her asshole. She flinched and reflexively tried to pull away, but I forced her back, shoving past her resistance and going balls-deep into her pretty little shithole.

“Oh god, oh fuck!” she sobbed.

I gripped her hips and pounded away, lost in the new sensation of anal fucking. It was different from her pussy, so much tighter at the entrance, pillowy and soft inside. The way her asshole squeezed down on my cock was amazing. Lynne tried, again and again, to pull away from my fat cock, but I forced her back each time, slapping her cheeks as I made her take the full length of my tool, driving as deep as I could into her.

“You like that? You like that dick in your ass?”

“Yes!” she moaned. “Yes yes yes!”

Lynne’s sobs of pain gradually turned into moans of pleasure. She rocked her ass back to meet my thrusts, her hand furiously rubbing her clit. Sweat was streaming down my face and chest as I fucked Lynne’s ass, my heart pounding and my breathing getting heavy.

I turned my head and glanced out the window. A boat with a blue sail was passing by. A flag hung off the back of the boat. It had a design I couldn’t make out, a shape like a dolphin or a mermaid. Did mermaids even live in lakes?

Once again, that strange sense of dislocation struck me, as if I were watching myself from outside myself. Was I actually fucking the ass of a gorgeous woman who was old enough to be my mother? It didn’t seem real. It felt like I was lost in some daydream.

“OH FUCK, OH GOD!”

I was snapped out of my distraction as Lynne’s whole body started shaking uncontrollably, her ass pushing hard against me, as if it were trying to expel my cock from inside her.

With a shuddering grunt, Lynne violently arched her back, her hand a blur between her legs. A hot gush of fluid sprayed from her cunt, splashing against my thighs and soaking the chaise lounge. I held onto Lynne’s hips as she sprayed again and again, her hand slapping her pussy and flinging wet droplets against her thighs.

Her chest heaving and her body twitching, Lynne collapsed onto the chaise, her eyes closed, her head clutched in her hands. She was babbling to herself, nonsense words that I couldn’t make out.

My cock had popped out of her ass. I stood at the side of the chaise, Lynne’s hot squirt running down my legs. The chaise was dripping and small puddles covered the floor.

I stroked Lynne’s red hair, running my fingers across her scalp. Lynne rubbed her cheek against my forearm, nuzzling it like a cat.

“I’ve never seen a woman squirt before. Not in real life, anyways.”

“It’s been years,” she whispered. “Years.”

“Good for you. But we’re not done yet, are we?”

Taking a fistful of her hair, I gently but firmly lifted Lynne’s head up and turned her body around so that she was facing the other end of the chaise.

“Raise your ass,” I told her.

Lynne raised her ass for me, groaning as I sank my cock back into her asshole. Leaning over, I pushed her face down into the dripping leather at the end of the chaise. Lynne’s breath hitched and her eyes squeezed shut as I started ramming her ass again. Lynne reached back and pulled her ass open, urging me to go deeper. I pounded away, loving the way Lynne surrendered to me, moaning helplessly as I fucked her ass, gasping with pleasure as I slapped her cheeks until they were cherry red and glowing.

“I’m cumming,” I grunted as I felt the hard pressure building inside me.

Lynne spread her ass open even wider as I pulled my cock out and tugged off the condom. With a loud groan, I shot my hot load into her gaping asshole, pumping thick ropes across her lower back and ass, covering her cunt with my sperm until it dripped down her thighs in thick globs.

Drained, I sat back and admired my work. I took a mental snapshot of Lynne’s cum covered holes, memorizing every detail of her freshly fucked ass.

I gave her red cheeks a final hard slap.

“So? Did I pass your audition, Ms. Walters?”

“You did okay for a teenager,” she drawled. “We’ll need to practice a lot more before you’re up to snuff, though. Every weekend should suffice.”

“Fortunately, my weekends are free.”

“Excellent. Now get some fresh towels from the closet. I think we both could use them.”

“Say, Please.”

“Please,” Lynne said.





Chapter 3




“I wish I could hold your hand.”



Zoe snuggled close, resting her head on my chest. We were laying in her bed, both of us naked and damp from fucking.

“Your cum is still nice and sweet,” she told me. “That pineapple juice makes a huge difference.”

“Lots of carbs, though. I have to work extra hard to burn off the sugar spike.”

“Worth it,” she laughed.

We held each other tightly, luxuriating in the feel of our bodies pressed together, both of us still enjoying the afterglow of sex. K-pop played softly from Zoe’s Bluetooth speaker.

“I’m actually starting to enjoy some of this music,” I said.

“Always good to try new things, Nick. I mean, you definitely went for a walk on the wild side today.”

I kissed Zoe’s forehead and yawned, squeezing her tightly.

“Thanks for listening,” I said. “It was a strange day. I needed to talk it through.”

“I’m still not happy about this bitch,” Zoe said. “She sounds unstable.”

“Lynne is a handful,” I said.

“Are you sure you’re not fucking her just to stay in the Village?”

I shrugged. “Being Technology Concierge will cover my rent. Screwing Lynne just seems like a side thing.”

“And you enjoy it? She’s not taking advantage of you?”

“We’re taking advantage of each other,” I admitted. “But yes, I did enjoy hooking up with her. It was so different than with you or Angelina. She brought out a different side of me. It threw me off at first to act like that, but it felt natural after a while. I liked doing those things to her. I liked treating her that way. And I want to do it again. I want to see how far we can take it, I guess.”

“I knew a girl like her,” Zoe said. “She would always start fights with her boyfriend so they could have angry sex. ‘Murder-fucking’, she called it. She needed that kind of sex, but the way she got it was wrong. This Lynne sounds like she has to work on her communication skills. Especially with an 18-year-old.”

“I’m not some little kid, Zoe.”

“You’re barely an adult, though. The way she acted was sketchy as fuck, dude.”

“Yeah. But check this out.”

I handed Zoe my phone and showed her an email Lynne had sent me. Attached was a PDF showing Lynne’s last STI test results.

“Thoughtful of her,” Zoe said as she looked over the test results. “She’s clean. I’ve seen these forms so many times when I used to do shoots.”

“That’s the kind of thing that intrigues me about her,” I said softly. “I think there’s something behind her bitchy front. I can’t figure it out yet, but there are depths there that she keeps hidden. I kinda want to find out what it is.”

“Well, if you need tips on the kinky stuff, I can help,” Zoe said. “It’s not my thing, but I’ve done it before.”

“Thanks, babe.”

“Want to know my most important tip?”

“Yeah.”

Zoe took my chin in her hand and turned my face to hers.

“So my most important tip is this: The first time you try any of that shit with me? It will be the last time you try it. Period. Understand?”

“I hear you.”

“Cool. Now let’s go for a walk down to the lake. We can get some fresh air before we shower.”

“I do love showering with you,” I said. “Soaping up those tiddies of yours is better than any therapy, for real.”

We threw on some comfy clothes and headed out of The Estates. The air was crisp and the sky overcast as we made our way to the lake shore. The sun was low on the horizon and the shadows were long. We held hands as we walked, strolling along and enjoying the evening, happy to be with each other at the end of another eventful week.

“So what are you going to do about your stepmom?” Zoe asked.

I sighed. “They’re expecting me to move back home tomorrow. I guess I’ll send them a text or something.”

Zoe lightly slapped my shoulder. It was a habit of hers that I found endearing. Like calling me “dude” or sending me random pictures or sucking me off in public places, Zoe’s quirks made her a joy to be with. I’d fallen in love with her hard and fast. Even now, I still couldn’t believe she felt the same way about me.

“You can’t send Sophia a text!” Zoe scolded me. “The way she was so messed up and sad? Getting drunk and trying to have sex with you? Her freaking stepson? She’s fragile right now, Nick. There’s no way you can break her heart with a text.”

“It’s just so much drama to deal with, you know?”

“If you care about her, you’ll talk to her face-to-face. You know it’s the right thing to do.”

I raised Zoe’s hand to my lips and kissed it.

“I hear you, Zoe.”

Zoe put my arm around her shoulders and held my waist as we walked. We waved at the few cars that passed by. I looked at Zoe, the two of us sharing a smile. Bare-faced, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, her curves hidden beneath a baggy hoodie, Zoe looked startlingly young and innocent. No one would have guessed that she was five years older than me or that she was a famous porn star.

“Have you told Angelina about all this?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “I’ll see her on Monday. The rent issue will be resolved. She doesn’t know that I was planning on leaving the Village. I’ll catch her up and fill her in on all the details.”

“And you’ll have to tell her about Lynne. Angie won’t like that. Hell, I don’t like it!”

“I did say I couldn’t commit to being exclusive to you and Angelina,” I said softly.

“I know. And you’ve been honest about everything, just like you promised. And I understand why you did it. It’s just that Angelina feels a lot more… uncertain about her relationship with you.”

I stopped walking and turned to face Zoe.

“Uncertain?”

Zoe drew in a deep breath and exhaled slowly. She seemed to be wrestling with what she wanted to say.

“Just so you know, I’m not spilling secrets about her,” she said. “I’m just letting you know the vibe I get from Angie sometimes. I think she worries about your feelings for her, at least a little.”

“What does she have to worry about?”

“Oh, I don’t know, maybe the fact that she’s 13 years older than you?” Zoe said sarcastically. “Or maybe that she’s divorced and has a nine-year-old son?”

“None of that stuff bothers me,” I scoffed.

“But it bothers her. That’s the point. Angelina is deeply in love with you, Nick. Like, scary in love with you. It’s only natural that she worries about losing you.”

“She’s okay sharing me, though?”

“That’s because Angie and me trust each other. She knows I feel the same way about you that she does. Plus, I was with you first and didn’t try to keep you from her. That makes a bond between us. Some other random thot? Yeah, not so much.”

“So you’re ‘scary in love’ with me, too?” I teased.

“You know I am,” Zoe said quietly. “And you shouldn’t joke around about it. When a girl opens up to you like that, take her seriously.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

Zoe kissed me. “Okay.”

We continued our walk in silence, the two of us lost in our thoughts. Zoe slipped her hand into the back pocket of my pants, giving my ass a playful squeeze.

At the shore, several families had come out to watch the sunset over the lake.

Zoe pointed to our left. “Hey, look who it is.”

Angelina and Percy were wading in the shallow water. They waved to us and we waved back. Zoe and I sat on a bench and watched Angelina playfully splashing her son with her bare feet.

“She’s a good mother,” Zoe said.

“Percy is lucky to have her,” I agreed. “I wish my mother stuck around. I still miss her.”

Zoe took my hand and clasped it in hers. I remembered the first time we held hands. It was at Katie’s Diner, the 50s-themed place. Even after all the crazy sex we’d had, that still remained one of our most intimate moments. It was the first time we both acknowledged the feelings we had for each other.

Angelina and Percy came out of the shallows and picked up the shoes they had left in the grass.

“Hi, Nick! Hi, Zoe!” Percy called as they came to us.

“Sunset is beautiful this evening,” Angelina said.

“Gorgeous,” Zoe agreed.

“Nick, I got us another guildie!” Percy said.

“I saw. SirPrixAlot69, right? Fury Cleric?”

“Yep! He’s actually a kid one grade above me at school. We’re going to hang out when the new year starts.”

“What kind of name is Sir Pricks A Lot 69?” Angelina asked.

“It’s just a toon tag, mom,” Percy said. “No biggie.”

“I’ve had worse gamer tags,” I said. “Like way, way worse.”

“You kids,” Angelina sighed, shaking her head.

As Percy and I talked about our game, Angelina settled onto the bench beside me. She made sure to keep some distance between us, mindful of her son watching us all. Angelina wanted to keep our relationship discreet, especially around Percy.

Percy eyed me and Zoe skeptically. “I thought you and Zoe were just friends?”

“We are,” Zoe said.

“How come you’re holding hands?”

I shrugged. “I guess you caught us, bro. Zoe and me are maybe a bit more than friends.”

“Thought so,” Percy said, rolling his eyes.

A kid called out Percy’s name.

“Hi, Ray!” Percy shouted. “Mom, can I go hang out with Ray?”

“Of course,” Angelina said. “Not for much longer, though. It’s going to get dark soon.”

Percy dashed off, joining a boy his age who was wading in the water with a net in his hands.

“Looks like he’s making friends in the Village,” Zoe said.

“I’m so happy there are other kids his age living here,” Angelina said. “Percy and his friend Ray have been going to the lake every day after school.”

“Chasing guppies,” I said. “I used to do that, too.”

The three of us watched Percy and his friend playing along the shoreline.

“I wish I could hold your hand,” Angelina said quietly.

I reached out and gently brushed her hand with mine. Our pinkies hooked together, holding each other for a brief moment before I pulled my hand away.

“Are you two spending the weekend together?” Angelina asked.

“I’m heading to my mom’s,” Zoe said. “My aunt is in town for a visit.”

“I’ve got to take care of a few things back at my parent’s place,” I said.

“How’s Sophia doing?” Angelina asked.

“She’s okay,” I said. “We’re all okay.”

A comfortable silence fell between us. Behind us, the first star glittered above the horizon. The Village’s streetlights hummed and flickered into life. Faint music drifted from one of the townhomes of Maple Square.

Zoe squeezed my hand. “Summer evenings are the best.”

“The best,” I agreed.

“I wish moments like this would never end,” Angelina sighed.

The three of us sat together on the bench, listening to the laughter of children as the sun set over the lake.





Chapter 4




“We can make this work.”



Late Saturday morning was still overcast. A light drizzle had fallen overnight and the streets gleamed wetly in the hazy sunlight.

As I drove to my parents’ place, I went over the things I wanted to say to them. I’d first tell my father that his behavior was truly disturbing. Asking me to move back home was one thing, but being indifferent or even encouraging me to sexually engage his wife was incredibly inappropriate. How could he even consider it? I’d tell my father that such an arrangement would be a moral failing on his part, the result of a “defect in character”. I’d grown up hearing him say my mother had a “defect in her character” for leaving us. Using my father’s words against him might just shock him out of whatever lunacy gripped him.

I’d be more gentle with Sophia. Zoe was right, she was fragile. I’d tell Sophia how special she was to me and how my feelings for her were still strong. She had not only been my sexual fantasy for years, but she’d also been a maternal and loving figure for me. I would never forget that.

But I would also remind her that she was a married woman who needed to deal with her situation on her own terms, not put her hopes on me for some kind of fix. She and my father had to repair their relationship with each other, or make some hard decisions. She was a warm, beautiful woman both inside and out, and I would do whatever I could to support her, no matter what happened between her and my father.

Mostly, I’d tell them both that I was independent now and could not serve as a crutch for their troubled relationship. I was 18 and had just graduated from high school. It was hugely unfair to depend on me to hold their marriage together, especially through such an inappropriate living situation.

“I am building my own life now,” I said, practicing my delivery. “I’m sorry, but I can’t move back here. I love you both, and I know you can work this out together.”

Mentally rehearsing what I would do and say made me feel more confident about my decision. To strengthen my resolve, I just needed to remind myself of the two amazing women waiting for me back at the Village. I was making my own life now. My parents were adults who could work things out for themselves. My decision was made. I was not moving home.

As I pulled up to the house, I saw an unfamiliar Honda parked at the curb. There was also a Tesla parked in the driveway. My father and another man were standing together, looking at some golf clubs. They waved at me as I parked along the curb. Both laughed as my Yaris rattled and wheezed as I shut off its engine.

“Morning, Nick!” my father called out as I got out of my car. “Sounds like your ride is on its last legs.”

“She needs some TLC is all,” I said as I approached them.

“Nick, you remember Harris? He’s the Director of Research and Analysis at my work. Harris, you remember Nick, don’t you?”

“It’s been years, but I remember you, Nick. You were just a little boy the last time we met!”

I shook hands with Harris, vaguely remembering him from a company Christmas party many years before. He was a small man with a big voice.

“Good to see you again, Mr. Harris.”

“Just Harris will do,” he laughed. “My family name is Brownson. Harris is my first name, believe it or not.”

“I’ll remember that,” I said. “Are you guys going golfing?”

“Indeed we are,” my father said. “We’re spending a whole weekend at the club.”

“Charity fundraiser the company is sponsoring,” Harris said. “I told your old man to bring you along. It’s going to be a fun weekend!”

“Nick’s got things to do here,” my father said. “He’s moving back home.”

“Oh? Returning to the nest, eh? Well, can’t blame you! It’s brutal out there for young people right now.”

“I’m doing okay,” I said.

“Good to hear!” Harris said, clapping me on my shoulder. “So many young men are struggling.”

“I’m glad we ran into you before we left,” my father said. “I was just talking to Harris about something that might interest you, Nick.”

“Oh?”

“It’s an opportunity that just opened up in my department,” Harris said. “We need an analyst to join our team. Someone familiar with technology and youth demographics. Your father told me about your expertise in computers and the Net. Seems like you’re the perfect candidate! Interested?”

“Uh, sure,” I spluttered, caught off guard. “Analyst? What exactly is that?”

“It’s demographic research combined with forecasting trends and investigating emerging technologies,” Harris said. “Essentially, you’ll tell us old guys what the hell is going on outside our offices.”

“It’s a fascinating job,” my father said. “Rising demand for it across the board.”

“Wow, that sounds interesting,” I said. “What kind of qualifications would I need?”

“That’s the beauty of it,” Harris said. “We’d train you on the job. My team is great and you’ll be up to speed in no time. The company is shifting its focus to online and decentralized synergistic partnerships. We need young, tech-savvy people like you to make the transition.”

“They also encourage you to pursue an education while at work,” my father said.

“Staying current is important!” Harris said. “We have a partnership with the local community college here. You can get your certification and Associates on the company dime, with half-tuition paid for any University degree after that.”

“That sounds amazing,” I said.

“I have to warn you, though. You won’t be making much in the first three years or so. Only around 60k to start.”

“He’ll be living with us,” my father said. “That will help with expenses.”

I looked over at my father. He seemed very pleased. I could understand why. 60 thousand dollars a year plus educational benefits? That was way more than I expected. I tried to keep the excitement off my face, not wanting to come off as too eager. Besides, I already had a job as Technology Concierge for Lakeshore Village. No payment, but I did get to stay in my basement studio. And Lynne had promised I’d get paid eventually, right?

“Don’t worry, though,” Harris said. “Your compensation will rise once our transition is complete. After three or four years, you’ll be making low six figures, guaranteed. Anything higher will be up to you and your work ethic!”

“It’s a tremendous opportunity,” my father said, looking at me expectantly. “Lots of it is work from home. You could set up in your old bedroom. Wouldn’t that be something?”

”Yeah,” I replied. “It does sound amazing.”

“We can make this work,” my father said. “You just have to say, Yes. We’ll figure everything out together.”

He was obviously talking about more than just this job. We held each other’s gaze, communicating without words. There was a neediness and uncertainty on my father’s face that I had not seen before. I suddenly realized how desperate he was to have me home. He was worried, but it was deeper than just me or Sophia. He looked like a man who was trying to keep his world intact.

“So what do you say, Nick?” Harris asked jovially. “I figure a week to settle back into your home, then come by the office and get started?”

“I’ll certainly give it a lot of consideration,” I said.

“Don’t consider it for too long! Our team is behind schedule and can’t wait much longer to fill your spot. You’ll need to jump into the deep end right from the start!”

“Nick will make the right decision,” my father said. “He always does. Right, son?”

“I do my best.”

“Well, we should head out to the club now,” Harris said. “Good seeing you, Nick!”

I shook Harris’ hand. He patted my shoulder again, giving me a toothy grin.

“Good seeing you, Harris. And thank you.”

“Sure thing. Just let me know ASAP. Time waits for no one!”

Harris and my dad put their golf clubs into the Tesla and got in. I waved as they drove off, my mind buzzing with what they had told me. 60k to start? Educational benefits? Six figures after a few years? It was an amazing opportunity, especially for an 18-year-old with no certifications or experience. This was a chance to secure my future. I couldn't pass it up, could I?

“So they finally left?”

I turned to find my stepmother standing behind me. I was so lost in my thoughts, I had not heard her come outside.

“Yeah,” I said. “They left.”

Sophia put her arm around my waist.

“We have the house to ourselves all weekend,” she said with a grin.

“Sophia…”

She put her finger to my lips.

“Shh. Come inside, darling. Everything is ready for you.”





Chapter 5




“Welcome home.”



A rush of emotions ran through me as Sophia guided me back inside the house. I was struck immediately by the smell of the place, a familiarity that I had not expected. Everyone’s house has a different smell. I hadn’t been inside my childhood home in almost a month. The smell of it brought back memories of growing up inside those walls.

“Where’s Meggy?” my stepmother asked. “Is she still in your car?”

“I didn’t bring her,” I replied. “She’s back at Lakeshore Village. With the rest of my stuff.”

“Why didn’t you bring your things?”

I took Sophia’s arm from around my waist and held her hand.

“I’m not moving back,” I said. “At least, I hadn’t planned to.”

My stepmother smiled. “You spoke with Harris,” she said.

“I did. Just now, before they left.”

“Your father pulled a lot of strings to get you that offer.”

“He was never like that before,” I said. “He always hated anything that even resembled nepotism. He always said it made you weak to use family connections.”

“Your father has changed. Or, at least, he’s come to realize that his ideas about family were impractical. I helped him come to that realization.”

Sophia raised my hand to her lips and kissed the inside of my wrist. Her eyes on mine, she slowly licked the palm of my hand.

“Sophia, no.”

“I’m not drunk and I’m not overwrought,” she said. “But, fine. We can wait.”

I gently removed my hand from hers.

“Why are you wearing a swimsuit?” I asked.

Sophia was wearing a one-piece swimsuit. My stepmother usually preferred bikinis that showed off her toned and curvy body. Going to the beach with her had always been a challenge. Not only was I constantly fighting my arousal at the sight of Sophia in a bikini, but it always set my teeth on edge to have strangers ogling my stepmother’s body.

Today, though, Sophia was wearing a very conservative bathing suit that covered up her figure. I’d never seen her wear such a thing before.

“It’s part of a surprise for you,” she said mischievously. “Follow me, darling.”

My stepmother led me to the sliding doors at the back of the house. The curtains were drawn, blocking out the backyard.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

“Sophia, what is this?”

“Just close your eyes. All will be explained.”

With a drawn-out sigh, I shut my eyes. I heard the curtains being drawn back and the sliding door opening.

Sophia took my hand again. “Step outside. And no peeking!”

I let Sophia guide me into the backyard. The sun had broken through the morning haze, warming my skin.

“Okay, open your eyes!” Sophia shouted.

I opened my eyes, squinting against the bright light.

“Oh, wow!” I said.

A large hot tub had been installed at the side of the house. A pretty gazebo had been built beside it.

“A hot tub? When did you get it?”

“Just installed last week,” Sophia said proudly. “And it’s not just a hot tub. It’s a swim spa! You can do your cardio exercises right here at home, darling.”

“This is amazing,” I said as I looked over the swim spa. “It looks expensive as heck.”

“It was. But with you at home again, it will be worth it.”

“You got this for me?”

“Your father got it for you. At my suggestion. It will help you unwind after work and while you are studying for college. We want you comfortable at home, Nicholas. ”

I took a deep breath and tried to collect my thoughts. I’d planned out my responses, practicing them last night and on the drive over. I’d tell my father and Sophia that I wasn’t moving back home, that I was going to stay independent.

Except now I felt my resolve wavering. The job offer was a huge opportunity. And my father’s new attitude? If I moved back, could I reset my relationship with him?


And don’t forget sex with Sophia, Nicky-boy. Your ultimate erotic fantasy, yours for the taking. A great job, a college education, and screwing your gorgeous stepmother on the daily? Are you really passing all that up for a basement studio and two women you met less than a month ago?


I gritted my teeth, reminding myself of what I’d built back at the Village. Zoe and Angelina weren’t just two women, they were my lovers. And I had a job opportunity there, too. Technology Concierge might be a made-up thing right now, but it could turn into something real with enough effort. More importantly, it was a job I’d gotten on my own, not something that my father handed to me. The fact that I’d be having kinky sex with my beautiful boss was also an enticing aspect of my future employment.

But even as I ran through this mental list, it still felt like I was trying to rationalize my desire to be independent. If staying at the Village meant passing up a career and my relationship with my parents, was it truly independence or just an act of childish defiance? Was I being irrational?

“I have another surprise for you,” Sophia said.

“What is it?” I asked cautiously.

“A guest. We can’t have a Welcome Home party without a guest.”

I turned around to see a young woman standing beside my stepmother. It took me a moment to recognize her.

“Blaise?”

My high school classmate grinned shyly at me. The last time I’d seen her, she was serving Zoe and me at Katie’s Diner, a 50s-themed restaurant we’d gone to for dinner. Back then, Blaise had been dressed in the kitschy poodle skirt and fuzzy cardigan sweater that was the uniform at Katie’s. Now she was wearing a bikini that showed off her trim body and long legs. Blaise had been chubby in high school, but she’d apparently worked on herself quite a bit. Standing about 5’8”, she was slim and toned, her perky breasts and narrow waist accentuated by the fashionable cut of her swimsuit.




Without the glam makeup she wore at Katie’s, Blaise’s natural beauty was on full display. Her big green eyes and full lips gave her a sensual appearance while the spray of freckles across her nose and cheeks made her look young and impish, almost like one of those anime girls that hung on Zoe’s wall. Blaise’s blonde hair was tied in a ponytail that hung over one shoulder. An inscription was tattooed along her collarbone. It read

 

La vie est belle


 
.

 
Life is beautiful.




“Hey, Nick,” Blaise said. “Welcome home.”





Chapter 6




“It feels like you’re moving, but you’re staying in one place.”



Blaise held out her arms. We hugged awkwardly. Her swimsuit was damp and her hair was wet. When we separated, there were wet spots on my shirt where our bodies had touched.

“Oops, sorry! I think I got you wet.”

“No biggie,” I chuckled. “Did you try out the swim spa?”

“She was the first person to use it,” Sophia said cheerfully. “We just had it installed yesterday.”

“It’s amazing!” Blaise said. “The water moves so strongly, you just keep swimming endlessly! It feels like you’re moving, but you’re staying in one place. Plus, it’s so nice to be outdoors. I did the backstroke and was looking up at clouds in the sky the whole time. So cool!”

“It looks like a lot of fun,” I said.

“I’m going to give it a try myself,” Sophia said. “First, I’ll get us all some drinks and snacks. You two catch up. I’ll be right back.”

Standing behind Blaise, Sophia gave a wink that only I could see. She went back into the house, leaving my old classmate and me alone in the backyard.

“It’s really great to see you again, Blaise.”

“Yeah, you too, Nick. Like, I hope this isn’t awkward for you or anything.”

“No, not at all,” I said with a reassuring smile. “I’m just a little surprised to see you here.”

“It was kinda unexpected for me, too. There’s a party tonight and a bunch of peeps from high school are going to be there. I stopped by a few days ago to see if you were available. I hadn’t heard from you after that time at Katie’s Diner and, like, I was on my way to work, so I just thought I’d pop in.”

“On the way to Katie’s?” I asked, puzzled. “But that’s on the other side of town.”

“Oh. Yeah. I meant I was going to work and just took a shortcut to stop at, like… uh, the beauty supply place to get some dye for my hair and so I just popped by to see if you were home, you know?”

Blaise was talking fast while not meeting my eyes. She seemed calm, but her hands were fidgeting.


She’s nervous? About me?


It was a really strange realization. Over the last month, I’d been fighting nervousness and intimidation while dealing with three attractive older women. To be on the other side of that with Blaise? It was a strange reversal.

“I’m glad you made the effort,” I said, trying to put her at ease. “I actually lost your number.”

That was no lie. I’d tucked the slip of paper in my pocket and forgotten all about it. When I remembered and went looking for it, the paper was gone from my pants.

“For sure, yeah,” said Blaise. “I figured something like that happened. So, like, when I stopped by the other day, your stepmom answered the door. I explained about the party and she let me know that you weren’t living here but that you were moving back. I was about to go when she invited me in for some low-carb banana bread she just made. I had some time before work, so I accepted.”

“Sophia has always been welcoming,” I said.

“She’s super nice! We chatted about you and school and stuff. She offered to show me some yoga, so I came back the next day and she put me through some basics. Then she mentioned you coming home today and invited me to try out the new swim spa.”

“Yeah, that thing is pretty sweet. I’d have jumped at the chance to use it, too.”

“For sure! I mean, that’s not the only reason I came over, of course. Mainly, I wanted to see you again.”

“Oh.”

A red flush began to creep up Blaise’s neck. She looked away, trying to hide her embarrassment.

“So anyways, the party!” Blaise said. “It’s on Ponder Lake at my friend’s house. Do you know Tanya Grady? No? Well, she’s going to have a bonfire tonight. Nothing huge, but some peeps from Baldwin High School will be there. You should come, Nick. We can hang out.”

I hesitated. The plan had been to tell my parents I wasn’t moving home and then head back to Lakeshore Village. That plan had changed a bit after talking with my father and Harris. I knew my parents were doing their best to get me home again. I needed some time to get my thoughts together.

Then again, maybe I needed some distraction from my situation to clear my head. Zoe was at her mother’s and Angelina had Percy. Instead of a weekend doing laundry and cleaning up my studio, a party with some old classmates might be a welcome diversion.

“I’d like that,” I told Blaise. “Sounds like fun. I’ll be there.”

Blaise’s face lit up, her wide smile making her even prettier.

“Give me your phone,” she said. “I’ll text myself so I have your contact. I can message you the address and whatnot.”

I handed her my mobile and she opened my messages app. I flinched for a second as Blaise was greeted with a picture of Zoe showing off her thong underwear. Blaise just casually swiped it aside and sent herself a text before handing my phone back.

“I can also just give you a lift to the lake if you like,” Blaise said casually. “I know how to get there and it would make parking easier.”

“Uh, sure. That sounds good.”

“Sweet! I’ll pick you up around seven?”

“Yeah. Seven. I’m looking forward to it.”

“Looking forward to what?” Sophia asked.

My stepmother was carrying a tray with some chips and dip on it. A pack of sparkling waters was cradled in her other hand.

“I’m going to a party tonight,” I said. “Blaise is going to pick me up at seven.”

“That sounds terrific,” Sophia said as she set the food and drinks on the railing of the gazebo. “You kids can catch up on old times.”

“For sure,” I said. “I’m just psyched that Blaise stopped by. Thanks for inviting her, Sophia.”

“Yes, thanks so much, Mrs. McWilliams.”

“Of course, Blaise. Any friend of Nick’s is always welcome here.”

Blaise gave her a shy smile and a nod.

“Now, what kind of drink do you want? I like watermelon the best, but the other flavors are also yummy.”

“I should get going,” Blaise said. “There are a few things I need to do before the party tonight.”

“Oh, okay. Well, Nick can take you to the front door, then. I’m going to get into that swim spa. Lovely to see you, Blaise. Remember, downward dog every morning to stretch out those stiff muscles.”

“I will! Thanks, Mrs. McWilliams! I appreciate you!”

Sophia gave us a wave as I walked Blaise back into the house. Blaise put on an oversized hoodie and some sweatpants she had folded over a chair. She checked her mobile to see that the text had come through before slipping it back into her purse.

I went with Blaise out the front door and to her Honda parked at the curb.

“So, I guess I’ll see you tonight,” Blaise said.

“Definitely.”

Blaise hesitated. I could tell she wanted another hug but was too nervous to make a move. I held out my arms theatrically, making her giggle as I wrapped her into a tight hug. I patted her back and tried to let go, but Blaise clung to me with surprising strength. She nestled her face into the crook of my neck, her breath washing over my skin.

With a last squeeze, my old classmate released me. She planted a wet kiss on my cheek. Her lips were soft and warm.

“Muah!” she laughed. “Catch ya later!”

I grinned at Blaise as she got into her car. She beeped her horn as she drove off. I waved, seeing her smiling face looking back at me from her rearview mirror.

Overhead, the last of the haze had burned off and the sun was shining in the clear blue sky. Rubbing my cheek where Blaise had kissed me, I went back inside the house, locking the front door behind me.





Chapter 7




“Every day will be just like this.”



The sound of rushing water filled the air as I stepped into the backyard. My stepmother was swimming in the swim spa, her arms pulling powerfully through the water as her legs kicked behind her. As I walked towards the swim spa, I saw Sophia’s bathing suit hanging over the railing of the gazebo next to the tray of snacks.

I stood at the side of the swim spa and watched my stepmother swimming. Her naked body flashed palely as she freestyle stroked against the water flow, her toned legs and firm ass flexing beneath the churning water.

“Having fun?” I asked her.

Sophia flipped onto her back and began a lazy backstroke. She smiled at me as I took in her breasts, her flat stomach, the blonde curls covering her mound. Just like the first time I saw her naked, my heart started pounding and my cock began to ache.

“Amazing!” she panted. “You should try it!”

“I will,” I assured her. “I’m just going to watch you for now.”

I leaned against the swim spa, just enjoying the view of my stepmother’s naked body. I’d fantasized about her for so many years, imagining what she looked like under her clothes. I’d finally gotten to see and touch her gorgeous body, but the circumstances had been all wrong for it. Sophia had been drunk and upset, in no condition to be offering herself to anyone, much less her horny stepson.

Now though? Sophia was completely sober and completely in control of her emotional state. She was, in fact, deliberately showing off her body for me, letting me see what I’d always wanted to see, making promises with her body that I knew she fully intended to keep.


I’m going to have sex with Sophia.


The thought hit me hard. I had not planned on doing anything sexual with Sophia today, completely focused on letting her and my father know I wasn’t moving back.

But things had unfolded very differently from what I’d planned. First Harris and his job offer, then Blaise surprising me with an invitation to a party and her obvious attraction to me. Now I was alone with Sophia. She was naked in front of me, her body laid out like a lewd offering for me to seize. The way she looked at me, the way she showed off her body?

There was no doubt about what would happen next.

It made me weirdly calm. I felt all my uncertainty and nervousness drain out of me. There was a stillness inside me now, an acceptance of what my stepmother and I were about to do. It was a delicious feeling, a serene pleasure to look over Sophia’s luscious body and know that I would soon be inside her.

Sophia returned my calm gaze as she stood up against the flowing water and turned off the stream. I grabbed a nearby towel as she climbed out of the swim spa. I wrapped it around her dripping body as she came to me. My arms around her, I held my stepmother tightly, staring into her eyes.

“You look so beautiful right now,” I told her.

“No more waiting,” she whispered. “Fuck me, darling.”

Sophia took my head in her hands and kissed me hard. Her pillowy lips pressed against mine, parting to draw in my probing tongue. The towel slipped from her body and fell to her feet. My hands roamed over her back, clutching her butt, massaging the muscular ass that I had admired for so many years.

Sophia unbuttoned my shirt and peeled it off of me as I kicked off my sneakers. She kissed my neck and pectorals, licking my nipples in a way that made me gasp. I began unbuttoning my pants, but Sophia pushed my hands away.

“Let me,” she said.

Sophia bent down and got the towel. She carefully folded it at my feet. With a smile, she got down on her knees, using the towel as a pad against the concrete patio.

I ran my hands through Sophia’s dripping hair as she unbuttoned my pants and tugged them down to my ankles.

“There you are,” she sighed as my hard cock bobbed in front of her face.

I stepped out of my pants as Sophia took my cock in her hand. She stared up at me as she cupped my balls in her palm and stroked my shaft with her other hand.

“I’ve never seen you hard,” she sighed. “God, you’re even bigger than I imagined.”

“You’ve imagined what my erection looked like?”

“Many times, darling. I’ve always had feelings for you. Now, I don’t have to hide it any longer. And neither do you. You’ve always wanted this, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “More than anything.”

Sophia nuzzled my cock against her cheek, kissing it lightly.

“We’re going to make up for lost time, Nick. It will be so beautiful, I promise. With you at home, every day will be just like this.”

I groaned as Sophia slipped my swollen cockhead into her mouth. She suctioned hard on my shaft, her tongue flicking rapidly over my glans, then slowly lapping the underside of my cockhead. The way she switched from fast to slow felt amazing, pushing me toward my orgasm and then drawing me back.

“God, you’re good at that,” I told her.

“Sucking dick is my favorite thing in the world,” she said with a grin. “Especially one as nice as yours.”

Sophia’s head bobbed in slow, sensual strokes as she took me to the back of her throat before sliding back to the tip, her tongue skillfully licking the whole length of me, swirling wetly around my tip.

Sophia moaned loudly as I began thrusting into her mouth, her moans vibrating through her mouth and thrumming against my cock, ratcheting up the pleasure as I face fucked her. I threw my head back and squinted up into the sky as I pounded her greedy mouth. Being outside in the sunlight made everything feel so much more intense.


Maybe you should try fucking outdoors with Zoe? Or Angelina? You haven’t forgotten about them, have you, Nicky-boy?


Of course, I hadn’t forgotten about my two lovers back at the Village. They were the reason I was so determined to maintain my independence.

But as I looked down at my stepmother’s lovely face, her eyes looking up at me as her mouth stretched around my cock, I couldn’t deny how overwhelming it was to finally be with the woman who had been my ultimate sexual fantasy for so long. It was like a dream to have Sophia on her knees, lovingly sucking my dick. How many times had I dreamed of this scenario? And now it was finally a reality.

Sophia could tell I was getting close. She slowed down and took her mouth off my cock.

“Don’t cum yet, darling. I need you in my pussy.”

I helped Sophia to her feet. We kissed again, our naked bodies pressed together as our tongues probed each other’s mouths. I kissed my stepmother’s neck and sucked on her dark red nipples, fondling and kissing her heavy breasts as she stroked the back of my head.

Sophia pulled a patio chair to her and put one leg on top of it. I positioned myself between her legs and kissed her inner thighs.

“Oh, Nick,” she sighed.

Sophia shivered and moaned as I licked her clit and ran my tongue through her wet slit, probing her entrance before returning to her clit.

“Your pussy is so sweet,” I murmured, rubbing my nose through her coarse blonde pubic hair.

“You’re so good at that,” Sophia groaned as I ate out her pussy. “How are you so good at that, darling?”

She took hold of my head and began grinding on my mouth, her hips rocking back and forth as she worked herself into a frenzy.

“I’m cumming,” she whimpered.

Her pussy opened up to me as Sophia shuddered into her climax, grinding her pussy hard against my sucking mouth.

“Oh, Nicky!” she cried out as I lapped her clit, her whole body quivering with aftershocks as her climax passed through her.

Pulling me to my feet, Sophia smashed her mouth to mine, the two of us sharing the taste of her pussy as we kissed deep and hard.

“I’m ready for that cock, darling. Give it to me.”

I turned my stepmother around and bent her over. She grabbed onto the side of the swim spa, resting her head on the edge as she turned back to look over her shoulder at me.

“I haven’t had a real cock inside me in two years,” she said as I leveled my cockhead against her entry.

That last cock had been my father’s, but I tried not to think of that as I slid into Sophia’s tight pussy. It felt so good to be fucking my stepmother after all these years. I could worry about the weird aspects after we were done.

“Oh god, that feels so nice!” Sophia moaned as I went in balls-deep.

I stayed where I was, letting her adjust to my size. Her hands were gripping the edge of the swim spa so tightly that her knuckles were turning white. I ran my hands over her ass, just enjoying the pure bliss of being buried in my stepmother’s warm, wet pussy.

Slowly, Sophia began rocking back on my cock, sliding her pussy up and down my length. I watched as my dick, glistening from her juices, pulled out almost to the tip before sliding back into Sophia’s fuckhole.

“I’ve wanted this for so long, Sophia.”

“I know, darling. I know.”

I gripped her hips in my hands and adjusted my stance behind her. I pumped into her with long, slow strokes as she squirmed with pleasure.

“You fill me up so nicely,” Sophia groaned. “It’s been so long since I’ve done this.”

“Your pussy feels amazing,” I assured her. “You grip me so tight, Sophia.”

I picked up the pace, thrusting into her in faster strokes. Sophia’s hoarse moans mingled with my grunts and the wet slap of flesh as I pounded her pussy.

The sun was directly overhead, hot and bright and filling the backyard with sunlight. Birds flew across the blue sky and butterflies fluttered over the flowers at the edge of the yard. The warm summer air smelled of flowers and the chlorine in the swim spa.

I took it all in, all my senses reveling in this moment as I plowed my stepmother’s pussy in the backyard of the house I grew up in. It was like a dream I’d fallen into, except it was real.

“Cum inside me!” Sophia urged, sensing how close I was. “Fill me up, darling!”

Her words pushed me over the edge. Shoving my cock as deep as I could into her pussy, my hands tightly gripping her hips, I unloaded my aching balls, flooding my stepmother’s pussy with my hot cum.

“Yes yes yes,” she moaned. “Give it to me, darling!”

I spurted again and again inside her, my cock spasming as I emptied myself completely. Exhausted, I pulled my cock out of her gaped fuckhole, sighing with satisfaction as globs of sperm drooled out of her, running down her thighs and dripping onto the patio.

Sophia straightened up and turned to me. Her skin was flushed a deep red, her face glowing with sexual satisfaction. We hugged tightly, pressing our bodies together as we kissed deeply.

“Years,” I whispered into her ear. “I’ve been waiting years.”

“You’ll never have to wait again, darling. Not ever again.”

We kissed in the warm summer sunlight. My stepmother snuggled against me, her ear pressed to my chest as if she were listening to my heartbeat. I ran my hand over her wet hair and nuzzled the soft skin at the side of her throat. I had so many conflicting thoughts, but I pushed them all away. Hugging Sophia tightly, I let myself get lost in the pleasure of finally holding this beautiful woman in my arms after so many years of wanting her.





Chapter 8




“You can make your life here.”



Sophia and I lay on the outdoor daybed at the front of the gazebo. The small maple tree along the fence provided some shade against the sun, covering the two of us with dappled sunlight. We drowsed through the warm summer day, our naked bodies tangled together, Sophia’s head resting on my chest.

I sighed with contentment as my stepmother cupped my cock in her hand, petting it gently. It was so comforting to be held like that, something both Sophia and Angelina seemed to enjoy doing after sex.

The thought of Angelina and Zoe circled lazily through my mind, a concern that I tried not to worry about. For now, all I wanted was to luxuriate in the feeling of laying with Sophia in the backyard, her warm body against mine.

“That feels nice,” Sophia said as I stroked her breast, my thumb playing with her nipple.

“It’s still hard to believe I’m doing this with you,” I told her. “I used to jerk off to you almost every night.”

Sophia shook her head in amusement. “Well, you won’t have to do that anymore. Once you move back, you can have me anytime you want, darling.”

“I wasn’t planning on coming home,” I said. “I didn’t bring anything with me today.”

My stepmother kissed my chest again.

“I suspected you might hesitate about moving back,” she said. “After seeing what you have at the Village? Your own place, your independence. And especially that Angelina woman. She is stunningly beautiful, isn’t she? And whoever it is you lost your virginity with. I’m sure she’s just as lovely as Angelina. You’ve built quite a little harem for yourself, haven’t you, Nick?”

I said nothing, just listening as Sophia spoke. It fascinated me to hear her perspective on my life at the Village.

“I knew it would be hard for you to leave all that behind. The lease thing got resolved, didn’t it? You figured out a way to get a one-year lease?”

“I did.”

“Have you signed it yet?”

“Not yet. But I plan to.”

“Do you want to tell me how you did it?”

“Not right now.”

“It doesn’t matter,” she said, giving my cock a loving squeeze. “I knew you’d overcome whatever obstacle your father threw at you. You’re such a resourceful young man. No, I knew that if you were to come home, it would have to be because you wanted to. Not because you had to.”

“So, the job offer? And the swim spa? All your ideas?”

“Your father tends toward blunt force,” Sophia said. “I wanted to persuade you. I know that sex with me is a strong incentive for you. But I also know that it’s not enough.”

“It’s a lot, for real.”

“But you want more. You want independence. You don’t want to be suffocated or dependent on me or your father. You want to be your own man.”

Sophia propped herself on her arm and looked into my eyes.

“You can have that independence,” Sophia said softly. “Here. At home. Not just the job or the education. But in your personal life as well. I’m here for you, darling. But I won’t try to keep you to myself. I want you to grow into the man you were always meant to be. Stifling your growth is the last thing I want.”

She kissed my lips, her mouth soft and inviting as she drew my tongue in, caressing it with her own. She gave my chin a playful smooch before resettling her head on my chest. She took my cock in her hand again, cradling it with a gentle touch.

“That’s why I was so happy when Blaise stopped by,” Sophia said. “She’s your proof of how it will be when you move home.”

“Proof?”

“It’s obvious she has a huge crush on you. And I can tell you like her back. Why not? She’s extremely cute and fun and you two share a common history. Plus, she’s your age. That matters more than you think, Nick. Angelina is much older than you and I bet the other woman is as well. Blaise was your classmate. You are peers. That matters.”

“Is that why you invited her over?” I asked, incredulous. “To set me up with her?”

“I invited her over so you’ll have a female friend you can relate to. And to show you that I won’t try to stifle you when you move home. Your father and I will treat you like a man, not a child. We talked it over and both of us are committed to respecting your boundaries. As for me? I want to share my bed with you, darling. I don’t want to control your life.”

“Does Blaise know?”

“Know what? I’m just being a friendly parent.”

“You’re kind of manipulating her,” I said.

“No, I am not. Her interest in you is none of my doing, Nick. I’m just helping her a bit. Besides, what is there for her to know? Our relationship is between us and us alone. We’re both adults and we’re both discreet, yes? Blaise doesn’t need to know we’re intimate. I even wore my most conservative bathing suit so she wouldn’t get any hint of our relationship.”

“I was wondering why you were dressed in that thing,” I chuckled.

“Believe me, I’d forgotten I even owned it.”

I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. I cupped Sophia’s full breast in my hand, entranced by how red her nipple was, like a ripe berry hardening beneath my touch.

“You guys really want me to come home, don’t you?”

“I’m desperate to have you home. You know that. Your father is, too.”

“He just wants to keep his family life intact,” I said bitterly.

“Don’t be too hard on him.”

“How can you not be upset with him?” I demanded. “After the way he’s treated you, how can you stay with him?”

“Your mother leaving was a huge trauma for your father, Nick. In many ways, he never recovered. He swore to himself he would never get divorced again. This arrangement is just him doing his best to keep his world from imploding.”

Sophia kissed me again. She cupped my face in both her hands and stared into my eyes.

“Come home, Nick. Don’t sign that lease. Take some time to think it over, but come home. You can make your life here. A great job, an education, the comforts of home. And me. Whenever you want me, however you want me. Plus, seeing Blaise or anyone else you like. Everything you have at the Village, you can have here. And so much more. All you have to do is come home.”

I didn’t reply. It was hard to hold my stepmother’s gaze. Her face was so hopeful, her look so intense. I felt a weight settling on me again, a burden of expectations that I knew I had to wrestle with on my own.

“Think it over, darling. And when you’re ready to come back, I’ll be right here waiting for you.”





Chapter 9




“I’m so happy that you’re happy.”



The hours passed as Sophia and I dozed in each other’s arms, kissing and talking and enjoying being so close as we napped in the sunlight. In the late afternoon, when the temperature was hottest, I finally got out of the day bed Sophia and I were sharing. The air was stale and sticky, my body over warm and sweaty where I’d been pressed against my stepmother.

“You should try out the swim spa,” Sophia said as she ran a finger down my back. “It really is amazing.”

I climbed into the cool water of the spa and submerged myself, letting the sweat and stickiness wash off me. Sophia stood at the side, her breasts propped up between her crossed arms.

“Ready?” she asked.

I nodded and Sophia turned on the water flow. I did an easy breaststroke, getting used to swimming against the rushing waters. Swimming while nude was incredibly stimulating.

“Faster,” I said.

Sophia turned up the speed and I started a vigorous backstroke. Swimming was one of my favorite cardio workouts. This swim spa would be an awesome way to start the day.


If you decide to stay, of course. Right?


I swam for a few more minutes before turning off the flow. Sophia handed me a glass of sparkling water. It was cold and fizzy and refreshing, just what I needed.

“Blaise was right,” I told Sophia. “Staring up into the sky while swimming is just too good.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

Sophia kissed me. It was strange how quickly we had fallen into this intimacy with each other. After years of suppressing our feelings, we were suddenly treating each other with the easy comfort of a loving couple.

I ran my hand down Sophia’s cheek, staring into her bright green eyes and taking in the beautiful face that was so familiar to me, yet now so different after we’d finally had sex. The maternal feelings were still strong, but they were now mixed with an intense sexual desire that made my 42-year-old stepmother the most deeply erotic woman I’d ever known.


Snap out of it, Nicky-boy. You’re just blissed out after finally fulfilling your biggest sexual fantasy. You still have Zoe and Angelina waiting for you. Or did you forget your lovers back at the Village?


I hadn’t forgotten them. Things had just gotten a lot more complicated. I’d made a decision and was convinced I was doing the right thing. Unexpectedly, I now had other things to consider. I wasn’t wavering or being indecisive, I was just processing some new factors in this whole messy equation.

I climbed out of the spa. Sophia took my hand and led me inside to the master bathroom. She ran a cool shower and invited me in with her. We held each other under the stream, kissing and laughing as we washed each other. As with Zoe, lathering up my stepmother’s curvy body was like relaxation therapy. Playing with her soapy tits as she lathered my cock was so intimate and comforting.

After we rinsed off the last of the soap from our bodies, Sophia kissed my neck and nibbled on my ear.

“To relax you for your date tonight,” she whispered.

I leaned against the tiled walls of the shower as Sophia got down on her knees and took my cock into her mouth. I was already semi-hard from washing her body and I quickly got fully engorged as she sucked me. She went slowly, savoring every inch of me, worshiping my cock with her mouth and hands, suckling my balls while smiling up at me.

“You look so hot right now,” I told her. “I still feel like I’m in a dream.”

“No dream,” she said. “Just me.”

She kissed my hand as I stroked her lovely face. I lifted my ballsack so Sophia could lick my taint before sliding my hard cock back into her warm mouth. I let her work my tool the way she wanted, not face fucking her hard as I did in the backyard. She sucked me with a sensual energy that assured me we had all the time in the world to enjoy this.

I lost track of minutes passing as I reveled in the bliss of Sophia’s talented mouth. My orgasm built slowly, unhurriedly, rising in a way that made me relax even as I was about to climax.

“I’m cumming,” I told her softly.

Sophia’s cheeks hollowed as she clamped down and took my load, her throat shuddering as she swallowed my spurting seed, her eyes locked on mine. I lashed her throat with cum until I had no more to give, Sophia sucking out the last drops from my aching balls. Drained, I slumped against the wall as Sophia tenderly kissed the tip of my cock and nuzzled her face against it. I helped her stand, the two of us clinging to each other beneath the cool spray of the shower head.

“Your cum is so yummy!” she marveled.

“Pineapple juice. Just something a friend told me about.”

We dried each other off with freshly laundered towels. Sophia threw on her plush bathrobe and I took the moment to wrap my arms around her and squeeze her tightly.

“Are you happy, darling?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said softly.

“I’m so happy that you’re happy.”

I breathed in the clean scent of Sophia’s wet hair.

“I always loved when you wore this bathrobe,” I told her. “Knowing you were naked and wet beneath it always was such a huge turn-on for me.”

“Then I’ll make sure to wear it after every shower together,” she promised me. “Especially now that I know it turns you on. And it’s better than you masturbating about me!”

“Don’t tease me about that,” I laughed. “I just wanted you so much.”

I tickled Sophia, making her squeal and giggle wildly.

“Silly! Once you move home, you can have my pussy any time you want!”

“And your ass?” I asked, a sly grin on my face.

“And my ass,” she replied. “I’ll love having you up there, as long as you go slow. All my holes, Nick. Any time, just for you, my sweet darling.”

Sophia pecked my cheek and playfully ruffled my wet hair.

“Now get dressed,” she said. “I’m going to make you a quick meal before Blaise gets here.”

Before she left the bathroom, I couldn’t resist opening Sophia’s bathrobe and sucking on her hard red nipples one more time. She giggled and called me silly again before I finally let her go.

“Dinner in half an hour!” she called out as she left me.

I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and looked myself over. I looked contented and happy. Was I glowing?

Chuckling to myself, I went upstairs to my old bedroom. Things were just as I had left them. It felt strange to be back here again, back in the room where I had spent so much of my life.

I looked around at the posters on the wall, the trophies, the school certificates and ribbons. I felt like I was looking back into the past, seeing a version of me that no longer existed. I’d moved out less than a month ago, but it seemed like ages had passed.

“Damn,” I whispered to myself. “So much has happened.”

I sat on my bed, hearing the familiar creak of it beneath me. How many nights had I spent in this bed? How many dreams and how many nightmares while sleeping in it? How many times had I jerked off, my eyes half-shut as I fantasized about fucking my stepmother?


It’s happening all at once. You’re getting what you always wanted. Can you handle everything coming your way? Can you make the right call?


I lay down and stared up at the ceiling. After a month at the Village, was I really going to return to this bed? Would I build my future here, in the bedroom I knew so well?

I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. I tried to clear my mind and calm my racing thoughts. Maybe later I’d make a bullet list. Pros versus Cons, a rational analysis. Right now, though, I was just an 18-year-old kid who was going to a party tonight.


Focus on that. Tonight, you’re going to get out and have some fun. Everything else can wait. Just relax, Nicky-boy. Stop the whole “adulting” thing and just be a teenager again, at least for one night.


“I can do that,” I told myself.





Chapter 10




“Be careful of her heart.”



When I moved, I’d left most of my clothes in my bedroom, so finding something to wear was no problem. I put on a pair of jeans and a nice dress shirt, rolling the sleeves up my forearms. Angelina had mentioned how sexy it was when I rolled my sleeves up. She often gave me surprising advice, including tips on dressing well.

Thinking of Angelina, I sent a message to Percy that I was going to have to skip our online game tonight, but that I’d catch up with him tomorrow. He replied immediately, telling me his plans with our newest guildie, SirPrixAlot69.

Downstairs, Sophia had set out a light meal of deli meats and cheese with a big veggie tray and low-carb dips.

“You look so handsome,” she said when she saw me.

“Not too dressy, is it?”

“It’s perfect for a summer night at the lake,” Sophia said, straightening out my collar.

I sat at the dining table, instinctively taking my usual spot by the window. I ate sparingly, not wanting to weigh myself down. Sophia nibbled on baby carrots with sea salt, her favorite snack. Watching her daintily chew on her carrots made me grin. It was such a familiar sight. Once again, I was struck by how normal all this was, yet how completely different our relationship had become.

“Call me if you need anything,” Sophia said seriously. “Don’t hesitate if you need me to come and get you. Especially if alcohol is involved.”

“You know I don’t drink.”

“Well, just in case. Make sure your phone’s battery is fully charged. And let me know if you’ll be home later than 1 or 2 in the morning. I’m not trying to control you. I just don’t want to worry.”

“I will,” I promised. “Anyway, I won’t be out too long. I have to go back to the Village tomorrow. Smeggy is all alone.”

“Good, good,” Sophia said. “And do you have condoms?”

I cocked an eyebrow at my stepmother, wondering if she was serious. She returned my gaze with a concerned look. She wasn’t messing around.

“No,” I said. “I wasn’t planning on needing them.”

“I’ll give you some before you go. Just in case.”

“Sophia, nothing is going to happen tonight.”

“I know,” she said, taking my hand and kissing it. “I just will feel better knowing you have them.”

“Okay, but why do you have condoms in the first place? You and my father weren’t having sex, and you already told me I didn’t have to wear them with you.”

“I bought them after Blaise told me about the party,” Sophia said. “I bought them for you, Nick. As I promised, I will not stifle or control you. I want you to become the man you are meant to be. If that means you dating girls your age, then I want to do everything I can to help you succeed. Including keeping you and your partners safe.”

“You’re really okay with me dating other girls while we… the two of us…?”

“I just want you to be happy,” she said quietly. “I’m 24 years older than you. I will give you all the sex and nurturing and caring you want. But you need room to grow. I can love you and still give you that space.”

I shook my head in wonderment.

“You’re a different kind of woman,” I said admiringly.

“I just want you home,” Sophia replied with a melancholy smile. “I just want you with me.”

We hugged tightly, the two of us clinging to each other. It felt so good to hold Sophia like that. It felt so right.

“Okay, enough!” she laughed, patting my back. “Go finish getting ready for Blaise. Brush your teeth and comb your hair!”

I grinned and kissed Sophia on the cheek. I could feel her watching me as I left the dining room and went up the stairs to my bedroom. I paused at the top of the stairs and looked back, seeing my stepmother’s wistful smile.


She loves you. She knows you better than anyone else, even your father.


I blew her a kiss. She blew one back and I pretended to catch it. Her sweet laughter followed me as I went into the upstairs bathroom.

I brushed my teeth and gargled with mouthwash. I was brushing my hair when I heard a knock on my door and Sophia poked her head inside.

“Nick!” she said, waving at me. “Come look!”

“What is it?”

“Just come,” she said.

I followed my stepmother downstairs. She’d turned out the lights and the living room was dim in the fading evening light. She took my hand and led me to a window on the far side of the living room.

“Leave the lamp off,” she said.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Look,” she said, pointing out the window. “Over by the tree on the corner. What do you see?”

I peered through the windowpane. The sun was low and the shadows lengthening. Under the tree, I saw a familiar Honda.

“Is that Blaise?” I asked.

Sophia chuckled and held my arm.

“She’s early, so she decided to wait down the street,” Sophia said. “It’s adorable.”

“Why doesn’t she just come over?”

“Because she’s 15 minutes early and she doesn’t want to seem too eager.”

I could make out Blaise sitting inside her Honda. She put on lipstick and checked her makeup in the rearview mirror. Then she looked at her phone. Then she looked in the mirror again. She wiped off her lipstick and put on a different lipstick.

“She’s so nervous,” Sophia whispered.

“Why is she nervous? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong, silly! She’s just anxious about seeing you again. She has a huge crush on you, in case you didn’t notice.”

“I noticed,” I said. “I just didn’t think it was so serious.”

“Any girl that would come looking for you at your house is very serious about being with you. She’s had a thing for you for a long time now, I suspect. She tried to be casual about it, but a woman can tell these things. It was written all over her face.”

“I barely knew her in high school, though.”

“You may not have noticed her, but she was certainly aware of you.”

“I guess so.”

Sophia turned my face to hers.

“She’s a young girl with strong feelings for you, Nick. Be careful of her heart. Be kind. Be gentle. Don’t hurt her.”

“It’s just a party,” I laughed.

“Just a party for you,” Sophia said. “But much more for her. You still don’t realize the effect you have on women. I’m just asking you to be mindful of Blaise’s feelings. She’s very young.”

“We’re the same age,” I protested.

“You’re young, too. Sometimes I forget that. What I will never forget is that you are a good person. I know you will treat her right.”

“Of course, I will.”

Sophia kissed my cheek. She took my hand and placed two condom packets in it.

“Enjoy yourself,” she said. “I’ll be waiting for you when you get home.”





Chapter 11




“The two of us can always go someplace else.”



Sophia waved from the front door as Blaise backed out of the driveway. Blaise gave a friendly beep of her horn as we pulled onto the street and headed for the lake.

“Sophia treats everyone so warmly, doesn’t she?” Blaise said.

“Everyone,” I agreed. “She’s a really loving person.”

“It’s cool that you two have such a close relationship. I’ve known kids whose stepparents are shitty. Like mean and cold, you know? I heard some horror stories from my friends about their stepdad, like, buying drive-thru food for their kids but not their stepkids even when they’re both in the car. Like, how can you be so petty? It’s just so sad how some people act.”

Blaise was talking fast, her eyes darting from the road to me and back again. I noticed her hands were gripping the wheel very tightly.


She is so nervous. Sophia was right. Be gentle with this one, Nicky-boy.


The last month had been a huge learning experience for me as I pursued older, more experienced women. With Blaise, the dynamic was the opposite. It was an awkward reversal for me and I was having trouble settling into this new role as the experienced one. I wondered if this was how Zoe or Angelina felt when they first started flirting with an 18-year-old guy who had so little experience with women. Hell, Zoe was a 23-year-old porn star who had taken my virginity. You couldn’t get a bigger experience gap between a guy and a girl.

“So, how do you like working at Katie’s?” I asked, trying to put Blaise at ease with a familiar topic. “Is the pay good? Hours okay?”

“Hours are sometimes good, sometimes bad. With tips, I make decent money overall. Having blonde hair in pigtails helps.”

“Ha, you mentioned that last time.”

“It mostly works on older men,” Blaise laughed. “But hey, money is money. Sometimes I even undo an extra button on my shirt when a certain kind of guy is at my table. Those are usually the biggest tippers if you give them a little show.”

“Wow. The things you learn, huh? Crazy.”

Blaise shifted uncomfortably in her seat. She was wearing a simple top that she’d deliberately left unbuttoned at her cleavage, showing off the swell of her breasts. It seemed like Blaise suddenly realized what she’d said about putting on a show. I pretended not to notice the awkward way she smoothed down the front of her top.

“So how are you settling in at home?” Blaise asked. “Happy to be back?”

I hesitated. How could I answer that question when I was so uncertain of my future? Everything had been so clear this morning when I drove over. Now? I had a lot to think about.

“I’m not sure if I’m moving back,” I said. “There’s so much going on in my life right now. It’s kind of a messy situation at the moment.”

“Oh. Okay. Do you want to talk about it?”

“Nah,” I said. “I’ve been going around in circles for a while now. Tonight, I just want to hang out and relax.”

“That’s cool with me!” Blaise said. “We can both chill at the party. I was supposed to work at Katie’s tonight, but it will be worth the missed shift.”

“You skipped work?” I asked. “How come?”

“Oh, uh… just wanted to go to the party tonight. With you. I mean, we went to school together and all, but we didn’t hang out then. So it’s just something I wanted to, like, do tonight.”

Blaise trailed off, giving me a pained smile. Her nervousness was quite endearing, though it still felt weird that I was the cause of it.

“Thanks for taking the night off,” I said sincerely. “And driving, too. I’m glad we can hang out.”

“Yeah. For sure.”

“Should we stop at the store to buy something?” I asked. “Drinks or snacks, something to bring to the party?”

“I got some stuff already,” Blaise said. “It’s in the back seat. We’re good.”

“Ah, cool. Good thinking.”

We stopped at the main intersection at the edge of town. I was surprised that Blaise had gotten into the left turn lane. Going straight through the intersection would get us to the party a lot faster. Turning left would lead to a narrow road that wound around the edge of the lake. Ponder Lake was smaller than Lakeshore, but it was still a large lake. It was a pretty drive, but about twice as long.

I was about to mention this to Blaise when it struck me that she knew exactly which route to take. This was not a mistake for her. Blaise wanted us to spend as much time together alone in her car, so she was taking the scenic route. She may have been nervous, but she had thought things out.

I suppressed a grin as Blaise turned onto the narrow road. She was a cautious driver and the speed limit on the twisty road was just 35 MPH. Blaise had added at least 15 minutes to our journey.

“So, what have you been doing since graduation, besides working?” I asked. “Are you still living with your folks?”

It took a moment for Blaise to respond.

“No,” she said. “I’m sharing a two-bedroom apartment with three other girls. One of my roommates also works at Katie’s, so we commute together and whatever.”

“Sounds like fun.”

“It sucks. The place is tiny and overpriced, and our landlord is an asshole. You’re so lucky. I wish I could live with my mom again.”

“Did she move? Or did she kick you out?”

“She died about seven months ago,” Blaise said quietly.

My mouth went dry. “Oh, god. I’m so sorry, Blaise. I didn’t know.”

“It’s okay,” she said. “Mom was ill for a long time. She went peacefully and is no longer suffering. It was sad, but not unexpected.”

“Damn. How are you doing?”

“Doing the best I can,” Blaise said. “We were so close. My dad left when I was young and it was just me and her for so long. It was hard, but I got through the most difficult part.”

“You seemed so put together at school. Did anyone at Baldwin know your situation?”

“Just my friend Tanya. School was kind of an afterthought for me, anyway. I had to work to help pay the bills. That’s why I didn’t do any extra-curricular stuff. Band or softball or whatever. And dating was out of the question. I was always working or caring for my mom.”

I looked Blaise over as she drove. I was seeing her in a completely different light. Before, she had just been the cute teenager I’d had a few classes with in high school. Now, after hearing her story, I realized she was much more determined and strong than I had thought.

“Anyway, we can forget our issues for tonight!” Blaise said, smiling brightly. “Sounds like we both could do with some partying to relax a bit.”

“Damn right,” I agreed.

“Like I said, some peeps from school will be there. They’ll probably be drinking and whatever. I know that’s not your vibe so, uh, if you want to leave early or something, just let me know. The two of us can always go someplace else if you like. I know some places we can hang out and chill. Quiet places.”

Blaise cleared her throat and focused on the road ahead, avoiding my gaze. The implication of what she said hung between us. The party was a reason to go out, but we didn’t have to stay. Blaise was making it clear that spending time with me was the main purpose of the evening.

“Cool,” I said. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

We drove in silence, each of us lost in our thoughts. The sun had almost set and the first stars were rising. The lake was placid, the evening air warm but cooling. Soon it would be fully dark.

“Here we are,” Blaise said.

We pulled into a long driveway. About six or seven cars were already parked along the edges of the wide, paved entry. An older house was set up against the shore of Ponder Lake, wedged into a corner of the lake with less development than the other parts we’d driven past.

At the shore, a bonfire was burning. I could make out about maybe a dozen people standing around it.

Blaise parked her Honda and the two of us got out. Blaise grabbed a tote bag from the backseat. It was filled with energy drinks and chips.

“Hey, let me carry that,” I said.

Blaise handed me the heavy tote. I slung it over my shoulder. As we walked down the driveway, I was surprised when Blaise slid her arm through mine.

Arm in arm, we made our way to the bonfire.





Chapter 12




“Big Dick Nick, yo!”



The bonfire was a couple of broken-up pallets and some tree limbs stacked on top of them. People milled around the fire as hip-hop blasted from a Bluetooth speaker. A folding table at the back of the yard was set up with snacks and bottles of booze. A cooler beneath the table was full of beers. From the loud laughter and raised voices, it seemed everyone had been drinking for a while before we arrived.

I took in the scene and frowned. This was not looking like my kind of vibe. Blaise must have felt the same. She gave me a tentative smile and clung to my arm more tightly.

“Blaise! Oh my god, girl! You made it!”

A short girl with massive boobs came staggering out of the darkness. The red solo cup in her hand sloshed and dribbled as she kissed Blaise on the cheek.

“Tanya, you remember Nick McWilliams, don’t you?”

Tanya looked me over, her eyes unfocused. Suddenly, she started cackling.

“Nick McWilliams!” she shouted. “We had Social Studies and State History together!”

It took me a moment to recognize her. I’d had a few classes with Tanya before, but we hadn’t spoken. To be honest, I mostly remembered her huge tits, which she showed off at every opportunity.

“Hi, Tanya! Good to see you.”

She gave me a hug and a sloppy kiss on the cheek. Her huge breasts jiggled against my chest. Her hair smelled of pot. Her breath reeked of alcohol.

“So awesome to see you,” she slurred. “So, you and Blaise are dating? It’s about time! She was always going on about you.”

“No, I didn’t!” Blaise protested. “You’re way drunk, girl.”

“You’re the one who brought him here,” Tanya laughed. “I saw you arm-in-arm. Stop denying.”

“Blaise drove me here because she knew the way,” I said, trying to divert Tanya. “Plus the parking. Your house is beautiful, by the way. Right on the lake. Very cool.”

Blaise was watching me, biting on her lower lip. She seemed apprehensive about how I was reacting to her friend’s chatter.

“It’s my aunt’s place,” Tanya said. “I used to play here every summer.”

“We’d camp on the shore,” Blaise said. “We’d pitch a tent and roast marshmallows over a fire.”

“And we’d talk about boys,” Tanya giggled. “Especially you Nick. Hey, do you know what we used to call you back then? Big Dick Nick!”

“Tanya!” Blaise shouted, her eyes darting.

“Oh, stop worrying,” Tanya laughed. “It was all just in fun. We were just littles back then.”

“Oh my god, we just graduated a couple of months ago,” Blaise said.

“Big Dick Nick?” I muttered. “What the hell?”

“It was just a nickname,” Blaise assured me. “It rhymed, that’s all.”

“And because you had big dick energy!” Tanya said, patting my shoulder. “Even though you were shy.”

“But mostly because it rhymed,” Blaise insisted.

Even in the fading light, I could see the blush creeping up Blaise’s neck.

“Sure, whatever!” Tanya cackled. “You two look good together, by the way. Congrats on finally hooking up with your crush, Blaise. After the way you used to talk about him—”

“So I brought some drinks and chips!” Blaise said loudly, interrupting her drunk friend. “We’re just gonna put it on the table with the other stuff!”

Blaise dragged me away from Tanya. We headed for the drinks table where more people were clustered together.

“Big Dick Nick, yo!” Tanya called out as we left, her laughter mixing with the thumping beat of the music.

“Tanya gets sloppy as heck when she drinks,” Blaise said. “Sorry if she made you cringe.”

“All good, for real. Just kind of puzzled. Big Dick Nick? Where did that come from?”

“Just a silly rhyme,” Blaise said, a little more forcefully than seemed called for. “Tanya just gets twisted when she’s drunk.”

We said hello to the other people at the table as Blaise unloaded her drinks and snacks. They were all around our age, but I didn’t recognize any of them from Baldwin High. Blaise didn’t seem to know any of them either.

“Hey, you wanna go walk around the shoreline?” I asked Blaise. “It’s almost dark and I kind of want to see how far back that inlet goes.”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

We grabbed some energy drinks from the table. As we were about to head for the edge of the lake, Tanya yelled and waved at us to come over to her.

“Nick! Nick, come here!”

Blaise and I exchanged wary looks and made our way back to Tanya. Two people were standing next to her, a girl and a big muscled-up guy. I didn’t know him, but I recognized the girl immediately.

“Ginny! Hey, it’s good to see you.”

Ginny was a girl I’d known since I was in Junior High. She lived down the street from my parents’ house. We’d had several classes together and been lab partners in Chemistry. She was thin and tall, her black hair cut in a trendy asymmetrical bob. 

“Hi, Nick. It’s good to see you again. How have you been?”

I shrugged. “Kind of a crazy month, to be honest. You?”

“Getting ready to leave for college. Going to the U. I move into the dorms in a few weeks.”

“That sounds so cool. You’re going to study biology, still?”

“Just General Studies my first two years,” Ginny said. “I’ll decide after that.”

“Nice. I heard the dorms there are really—“

“Nice seeing you again, Nick. Laters.”

Ginny spun on her heel and walked away from us. The big guy followed, looking as confused as I was.

“Wow,” I mumbled. “What the hell was that?”

“I guess she’s still got feelings. It can linger long after the breakup.”

“What break up?” I asked.

Blaise raised an eyebrow at me. “Your break up. After you guys dated?”

“We never dated!”

Blaise’s eyes went wide. She looked around, seeing if anyone had overheard us.

“Let’s go for that walk,” she said.

Blaise slipped her arm in mine and steered me towards the edge of the lake. The music receded as we walked along the rising banks of the undeveloped side of the lake.

“So what’s the deal about me dating Ginny?” I asked.

Blaise took in a deep breath and squeezed my arm.

“Ginny said you guys were dating for a few months but had to keep it a secret because your father was really strict. She said you broke up just before graduation. Are you telling me you two never dated?”

“We never dated,” I confirmed. “I’ve known Ginny for years and hung out with her sometimes. But dating? No.”

“Wow,” Blaise marveled. “She kept up a pretty elaborate front. I guess that’s why she freaked out when she saw you.”

“I mean, yeah. Pretending we had dated is weird as fuck, isn’t it? Why was she being so sketchy?”

Blaise shrugged. “I don’t know, but I hope you won’t confront her about it.”

“What? Why not?”

“Because she obviously had feelings for you. Maybe she wanted attention, or maybe she was just living out a little fantasy. Confronting Ginny would just be humiliating her for no reason. It’s all in the past, no harm done. Right?”

I took a sip of my drink and looked out over the dark waters of the lake.

“I guess so,” I said slowly. “I mean, if she wasn’t trying to scam or anything. I have no clue why she would do it, though.”

“Like I said, she probably had feelings for you. When you’re that into a guy, sometimes you can end up doing crazy stuff. Believe me, I know.”

“If you say so.”

We stood together, looking out over the lake. The rising moon was low over the horizon and reflecting in the waters.

“There is one thing… something Ginny said…”

“What?” I asked.

Blaise cleared her throat. “Ginny said you guys slept together? That you took her virginity?”

“Nope,” I sighed. “Never even held her hand.”

“Ah, okay. Just wondering.”

“Shit. A month ago, I was still a virgin myself.”

“You’re joking.”

“Dead serious. Never even kissed a girl.”

“I never would have guessed,” Blaise said softly.

Full dark had fallen. Frogs and crickets chirped all around us. Music from the party drifted through the cooling air. The light from the bonfire flickered in the distance.

“We should probably head back,” I said. “Maybe we can make some smores or something. I saw the fixings on the table.”

We walked slowly back to the bonfire, Blaise clinging to my arm. I was enjoying being with her like this, walking in the dark, the two of us content with each other’s company even in a crowd. Blaise was my age and we shared some history. It felt nice to be with someone like her.

The closer we got to the bonfire, the more raucous the noise got. The music was much louder now. The sounds of bottles being smashed into the fire made me wince.

“Sound like peeps are getting pretty wasted,” Blaise said. “We don’t have to stay much longer.”

“I’m thinking the same thing,” I said. “Maybe we can just say—“

“YOU! Yeah, you!”

I was startled to see a guy pointing at me. It was the big dude who had been standing with Ginny. He was plodding toward me and Blaise, weaving from side to side. He was drunk and angry, a bad combination.

“What’s up?” I replied, as I gently pushed Blaise behind me.

“You’re the fucker that broke my girl in, huh? That make you feel like a big man? Sleeping with my girl back in the day?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Yeah, you do. I can see it on your face, fuckface.”

He’d come to a stop a few feet away from me. He was breathing heavily and swaying on his feet. His hands were balled into fists.

“Alright,” I warned him. “Step back, bro.”

“Larry!” Ginny shouted.

She came running up behind him and grabbed his arm. She tried to pull him away, but Larry shook her off.

“You gonna bust her open?” Larry sneered, pointing at Blaise standing behind me. “Maybe I should be the one to fuck that bitch instead. Make us even, right?”

“Why don’t you and Ginny just go and get another drink?” I said. “We’re all just chilling. You’re ruining the vibe, yo. For real.”

“Yeah, I should get another drink,” Larry slurred. “Here. You can have this one.”

Larry threw the contents of his solo cup into my face. I was able to turn my head away, but he still caught me with enough liquid to blur my eyes. I felt the burn of alcohol against my skin. The reek of gin filled my nostrils. Memories of my stepmother drunk and naked flashed through my head.

“There’s your drink!” Larry bellowed. “How you like—“

I punched him in the face before he could finish whatever bullshit he was about to spew. My fist connected squarely with his jaw. Like a puppet with its strings cut, Larry dropped bonelessly to the ground, his head bouncing off the thick grass lawn. Ginny let out a shriek as her man lay in a heap at her feet.

“Slept his ass!” a skinny guy shouted.

“Roll him onto his side,” said another guy. “Get him in the recovery position.”

I rubbed my stinging knuckles as two guys tried rolling Larry onto his side. Halfway through, Larry woke up.

“What happened?” he asked groggily.

“He slept your ass!” the skinny guy shouted again.

“We should get going,” Blaise said.

“Yeah. Let’s go.”

We went back to the table and grabbed Blaise’s tote bag. By the time we headed for her car, Larry was standing up and asking for another drink.

“He’ll be fine,” Blaise assured me.

We stopped at her Honda. I waited for her to open the door. Instead, she wrapped me in a tight hug and kissed me hard, our lips mashing against each other’s.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Blaise said breathlessly. “Let’s go somewhere private. I need you right now.”

“Are you serious?”

“I’ve wanted you since high school, Nick. I almost thought I lost my chance when we graduated. Now you’re here and I don’t care if I seem desperate or clingy. I want you. I’ve wanted you for years.”

She kissed me again, her hands roaming over my back. Our tongues met and caressed, her mouth still sweet from the energy drink she’d sipped. Taking my hand in hers, she pressed my palm against her breast.

“Where can we go?” she asked me. “My apartment is crowded and gross. Do you have somewhere we can be alone?”

“I know a place,” I told her.





Chapter 13




“Please be safe.”



As Blaise drove down the winding road along the lake, I took out my mobile and texted Sophia. My stepmother had assured me that she wouldn’t try to control or stifle my life and that I was to live with her as an independent adult, free to pursue other relationships.

It was time to see if she meant it.


“Party’s over. I’m bringing Blaise back to the house. We want to spend some time together. Okay?”





Her reply came quickly.

 

“Yes, of course it’s okay.”






“She may stay with me overnight. Will that be a problem?”


This time, it took several minutes before my stepmother responded.


“I am having an early evening in my bedroom. The house is yours. Please be safe.”


I let out a slow breath. I could almost picture the strained look on Sophia’s face as she texted that.


“Thank you. Be there soon.”


I slid my mobile back into my pocket. I took a deep breath and rested my head against the car seat’s headrest.

“Everything okay?” Blaise asked.

“Yes. Everything is good.”

I stared out the window, watching the houses and streetlights passing by, the waters of the lake hidden in the dark. The smell of gin was still heavy on me, and my shirt was still sticky and wet. I opened a window to let in some fresh air. Blaise cracked her window to create some circulation.

“Mind some music?” Blaise asked.

“Always up for some music.”

Blaise tapped her phone and a driving beat filled the car. I started laughing.

“You don’t like it?” Blaise said. “I can put something else on.”

“No,” I chuckled. “I like this song. Liner99, right? Most of it is in English, so at least I can sing along a bit.”

Blaise stared at me incredulously.

“You like K-Pop?” she asked.

“I’ve come to like some of it,” I said. “A friend introduced me. Liner99 is one of her favorites.”

“Her?”

“Yeah, my friend Zoe. You met her at Katie’s.”

“Oh, right. The tall blonde hot girl.”

I chuckled. “That’s Zoe.”

“Is she… I mean, like, are you guys okay with this?”

I put my hand on Blaise’s thigh and squeezed it.

“If it wasn’t okay, I wouldn’t be doing it.”

Blaise took in what I said, quietly absorbing my meaning. I knew she was uncertain about me, uncertain about the relationships I had. I wasn’t worried or concerned, though. I would give her as many off-ramps as she wanted. I was in full control of myself tonight. Sophia had asked me to be careful of this girl’s heart. I intended to do that.


This is what it means to be a man. You’re not just some horny kid desperate to get his dick wet. Those days are long gone.


I gazed at Blaise beside me and felt a warm rush of affection for her. We were both teenagers, both on the cusp of adulthood. Blaise had a rough time growing up, a lot rougher than my childhood. She was resilient and strong, despite being just 18 years old. More impressively, she had been determined to pursue me. Giving me her number, then coming to my house when I didn’t call? Some might think it creepy, but for me, Blaise was showing that she was not afraid to go for what she wanted. I admired that about her. I wanted to be as persistent and bold as her.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Blaise asked, smiling shyly.

“I was just thinking how pretty you are,” I said. “I always thought so back at school.”

“You didn’t recognize me at first at Katie’s Diner.”

“You dyed your hair and had all that makeup on.”

“That’s true,” she said. “But it was also because I’m not fat anymore. It’s okay. You can say it.”

“A little,” I admitted. “I never thought you were fat in high school, though.”

“You never thought about me at all, right?”

“We weren’t friends back then.”

“I always wanted to be your friend. That day, when I saw you walk into Katie’s, I got so excited. But then I saw that super hot girl with you and my heart sank. It sank even lower when you didn’t recognize me. I was so mortified, I thought about getting another server to cover my table.”

“But you didn’t,” I reminded her. “You even introduced yourself. And it worked out because here we are.”

“Did you really lose my number?” she asked quietly. “Or were you just not interested?”

“I really did lose your number,” I said.


But you weren’t going to call her, were you? You left that part unsaid. If she hadn’t shown up this morning, you wouldn’t have given her another thought.


That was true. I had not thought of Blaise since that day at Katie’s Diner. So much had been going on at the time with Zoe and Angelina. But once Blaise showed up, it felt good to see her. I was happy she was there in the backyard, smiling at me so shyly.

And now I was happy to be going home with her.

“So, Big Dick Nick?” I laughed. “What the fuck was that about?”

“Like I said, it was mostly because it rhymed,” Blaise giggled. “But also Ginny said you had, like, a big one.”

“Ginny never saw me naked. We never dated and I definitely did not take her virginity.”

“It was just silly girl talk. She just wanted some attention.”

“So much stuff in high school seems so important at the time,” I sighed. “Then you graduate and look back and wonder, Why did I even care?”

“I know the feeling,” Blaise said. “But some things do mean a lot. Some things… and some people you just want to stay connected with. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah. I do.”

Another song came on, one which Zoe liked a lot. The chorus was in English and I sang along to it, much to Blaise’s amusement. She drummed her fingers on the steering wheel as I tapped my thighs to the beat.

“Can I ask you something?” she asked hesitantly.

“Yeah?”

“Back at the bonfire, you said you were a virgin until just a month ago?” Blaise asked. “Were you joking about that?”

“Not at all. Carried my V-card all through high school.”

“That’s a huge surprise for me, gotta admit.”

“I had my video games and my porn. Girls just kind of scared me. What about you? Did you see anybody in school?”

“I was too busy working or caring for my mom,” Blaise said. “I kissed a couple of guys, but that’s it. Nothing serious. Nothing, you know, intimate.”

I took in her meaning. Blaise was a virgin, just like I had been a month ago. In a different timeline, she and I would be losing our virginities together, like high school sweethearts or something. But that ship had sailed for me. I was no longer the boy I used to be.

I had to be honest with Blaise. I wasn’t going to use her tonight or pressure her into anything. I also didn’t want to mislead her about my personal life. If she was going to make an informed choice, she needed to know where I stood.

“So, like I said, I’m not sure if I’m moving home,” I said. “I’m living at Lakeshore Village right now. With traffic, it’s about an hour’s drive away.”

“I know that place. It’s huge.”

“Yeah, for sure,” I said. “What I’m saying is, there is so much going on in my life right now. I’m kind of torn about what direction to take. All I know is that, at this moment, I can’t have a deep relationship with you, Blaise. I can’t date you or be your boyfriend. Not right now, at least.”

“Okay,” she said softly.

“So if you want to just drop me off at my house, that’s totally cool. It was a crazy night and we can just leave it at that. Maybe sometime soon, we can see each other again.”

“Is that what you want?”

It was a good question. What did I want with Blaise? With everything going on in my life, could I deal with this girl in any sort of meaningful way? She had put herself out there, made the effort, taken the risk. Blaise deserved a real answer. I searched my feelings and told her the truth.

“I want to take you to bed,” I said.

Blaise grinned. “Good. Me, too.”





Chapter 14




“I want you to fuck me, Nick McWilliams.”



The house was quiet and dimly lit. Blaise followed me inside, her shoes clicking on the tiled floor.

“You sure your stepmom is cool with this?” she whispered.

“We’re good,” I said. “And you don’t have to whisper, Blaise. We’re not sneaking around like kids.”

“Ha, just force of habit. I still feel like a high school kid sometimes.”

“I get it. But you really don’t have to worry about that stuff tonight. Do you want anything to drink? Water or something?”

“Water would be good, thanks.”

I went into the kitchen and grabbed a couple of bottles of water for us. I could see the master bedroom down the hall. The door was shut. Light shone from under the door. I could hear music faintly drifting from the bedroom. I could imagine Sophia sitting in her chair by the bed, reading one of her novels.

Sophia was being true to her word. She was treating me like an adult, giving me a respectful distance. I didn’t plan on intentionally testing her, but it felt good to know that Sophia had given me the space she promised. My relationship with my stepmother had changed into something bigger. It wasn’t just us finally having sex. It was about how we treated each other.


You can have a new start here. The walls and the rooms are the same, but the people inside this house are completely different now. Your father is living his own separate life, Sophia is free to do as she pleases, and you can build your future right from the home you grew up in. Is running back to Lakeshore Village what you really want?


I looked at Blaise waiting for me in the living room. It felt surreal, yet also familiar to see a girl I knew from high school standing in my house. For a moment, it was like the last month had been nothing but a dream, the feverish fantasy of some horny kid, and that this moment with Blaise was the true reality, the true timeline where I finally had sex with a classmate I’d known for years.

My distraction must have shown on my face because Blaise gave me a wary smile. I shook off that weird sense of dislocation and focused on what was right in front of me.

“My room is upstairs,” I said as I handed Blaise a bottle of water. “Want to head up?”

“Yeah,” she said with a shy smile.

I guided Blaise up the stairs and into my bedroom. She paused just inside the doorway, taking in my space.

“So, this is where you grew up?” she asked.

“Yep. My whole life was spent in this bedroom. Never slept anywhere else until a month ago.”

“You didn’t do sleepovers?” Blaise asked.

“Nah, I liked my room and my bed.”

Blaise wandered around my bedroom, looking at the posters and school things still on my walls. Being alone together, an awkwardness fell between us. We both knew why we were here. It made both of us tense.

“I’m just going to rinse off real quick,” I said, grabbing a shirt from my dresser. “I’ll be right back.”

“Okay,” Blaise said.

I rushed out of my room and into the bathroom. Stripping off my sodden shirt, I started the shower as I got undressed. A quick rinse and some body wash got rid of most of the gin smell from my body. I toweled off quickly and threw on the clean shirt I’d brought. I put my pants back on, checking to make sure the condoms were still in my pocket. The clock radio by the sink showed me that less than 15 minutes had passed.

“Careful of her heart,” I reminded myself in the mirror.

When I got back to my bedroom, Blaise was sitting on my bed. She was leafing through our high school yearbook.

“Only four people signed your book?” she teased. “I wasn’t even popular and I got five times as many.”

“I didn’t really ask anybody,” I confessed as I sat on the bed beside her. “The whole yearbook thing seemed lame.”

“I was just looking at some of our classmates. Here’s Ginny. And Tanya. That’s me. And there you are.”

“Baldwin High School, Class of 2022. Go Bulldogs!”

“Go Bulldogs!” Blaise giggled.

As she turned the pages, I could see that Blaise’s hands were shaking. Her shoulders were hunched and she wouldn’t hold eye contact with me.

She was nervous, maybe even a bit scared. I knew she wanted me to take the lead. A month ago, I would have been shaking like a leaf, just like her. Then came Zoe. And Angelina after her.


And don’t forget Lynne. That was some crazy shit she wanted. The adventure is just getting started with that one.


An electric thrill ran through me at the thought of Lynne. She was so different from Zoe or Angelina. There was a dark eroticism to her, a coldness that made her seem taboo and risky. I knew she had special tastes in sex, tastes we’d only just begun to explore.

“You okay?” Blaise asked me.

I cleared my head of thoughts of Lynne and gave Blaise a reassuring smile.

“Just zoning out a bit.”

“I do that a lot, too.”

Blaise’s voice was high and breathy and anxious. I closed the yearbook on her lap and set it aside. Taking her chin in my hand, I turned her face towards mine.

“Hi,” I whispered.

“Hi.”

Blaise closed her eyes and tilted her head as I leaned in to kiss her. I brushed her lips with mine, going lightly, teasing her with soft kisses. I was surprised when she put her hands behind my head and pulled me into her, her lips parting and her tongue swiping hungrily across mine.

“You taste like Orange Blast Xtreme Energy Drink,” I told her.

“Is that good or bad?”

“It’s my favorite flavor.”

Blaise’s giggle made me smile. I could feel her relaxing in my arms. I lay her down on my bed, hovering above her and stroking her hair.

“You taste like the green drink,” she said. “I don’t know the flavor.”

“Just Green flavor, I think. With a capital ‘G’.”

“Mmm, I like it.”

I kissed her again, both of us keeping our eyes open. She took my hand and slid it under her shirt, guiding me toward her breast. I cupped her firm flesh in my hand, thumbing her nipple.

“You took off your bra?” I asked.

“While you were rinsing off,” she sighed, squirming under my touch. “My panties, too. I hid them under your bed.”

“Why did you do that?” I laughed.

“I don’t know. I’ve never done this before.”

Hearing that jolted me. It was a reminder that Blaise was still a teenager, still a virgin. The situation was clear. We were both of age, both sober, and both acting of our own free will. Blaise was waiting for me to lead her. But for my peace of mind, I had to be certain she was ready.

“You sure you want this?” I asked. “We just had one date. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

“How many girls get the chance to lose it with the guy they’ve crushed on for years?” Blaise said. “Yes, I’m sure.”

I ran my thumb across her full lips. She licked it and pulled it into her mouth, sucking lightly on it. I smeared her saliva over her lips, making them glisten.

“I need you to say it,” I told her. “Say what you want me to do.”

She smiled. “I want you to fuck me, Nick McWilliams.”

“Nice,” I laughed.

“Nice,” she replied with a sly grin.

Blaise raised her head and kissed me. I lowered myself onto her soft body, loving the way she wrapped her arms around me.





Chapter 15




“I want it to be real.”



That night with Zoe, standing in her little studio, watching her masturbate on camera, knowing I was about to get my dick sucked for the first time in my life… it had all felt like a dream. Even when she took my cock into her mouth, those beautiful blue eyes staring up at me, her big tits swaying as she worked my cockhead, it still seemed like I was in a fantasy, not real life.

As I lifted Blaise’s shirt and took her pink nipple into my mouth, stroking the other as she moaned softly and ran her fingers through my hair, I wondered what was going through Blaise’s head at that moment. She’d confessed her years-long crush and that she was eager to lose her virginity to me. Was she as disoriented as I was the first time I had sex?

It was a strange mental position for me to be in. I felt like I was watching myself from a distance, trying to get inside Blaise’s head as much as my own.


This is disrespectful, Nicky-boy. You’re acting all condescending just because Blaise is inexperienced. Stop treating her like some kind of experiment and give her your full attention as a man.


I brushed aside the weird dislocation that always seemed to affect me when I was in a new sexual situation. My head cleared and I focused on the 18-year-old girl beneath me. The hardness of her nipple in my mouth, the warm fullness of her breast, the way her chest was heaving as I licked her sternum.

Taking off my shirt so my skin could press against hers, I slowly worked my way lower down Blaise’s torso, kissing her flat belly and tonguing out her navel. Blaise lifted her rump for me as I undid her pants and pulled them off her. She’d told the truth about removing her panties earlier. Lush black pubic hair covered her mound, a sharp contrast to the dyed blonde hair haloing her head.

“That feels so good,” Blaise said as I ran my fingers through her pubic hair.

“You smell so nice,” I told her.

“A dab of perfume on my inner thighs,” she said. “I read it online in an… OH, GOD.”

Blaise arched her back and gripped my duvet as I began licking her inner thighs. The thick tendons there quivered as I kissed and nibbled my way up to her groin.

“Nick…” Blaise moaned as I gently spread her pussy lips and exposed the wet pink folds inside.

“Your pussy is beautiful,” I told her as I ran a finger up and down her glistening slit. “You’re so wet.”

Blaise shivered as I ran my tongue between her labia, savoring the clean and musky taste of her teen pussy as I licked out her entry. Blaise’s small clit was hard and engorged. I took it into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue, then lapped it with long wet strokes that made Blaise quiver violently beneath me, her legs involuntarily trying to clamp shut.

“Delicious,” I murmured as I suckled her clit, my hands forcing her legs open as she moaned and squirmed.

“Oh, god, just like that, just like that,” Blaise whimpered.

I let all the weird and self-conscious thoughts from earlier just evaporate from my mind, losing myself in the pleasure of licking Blaise’s pussy. The quiet of my bedroom was broken only by Blaise’s breathy moans of pleasure and the wet sounds of my mouth devouring her.

“I going to cum,” she said in a tiny voice, almost as if she were embarrassed to be voicing her pleasure. “Nick… Nick… I’m going to cum!”

I gave her a growl of encouragement, matching her rhythm as she bucked against my face, her hands clutching at my hair. I could feel her climax building as she pulled me into her pussy, her head thrown back and her face contorted with pleasure.

“Nick…” she gasped.

Blaise let out a low groan as she plunged into her orgasm, her thighs clenching my head as her back arched and her fingernails scratched along my scalp. I rode the spasms wracking her body, steadily working her pussy with my tongue, enjoying the way her ass clenched and released as Blaise’s orgasm ripped through her in waves, shaking her and leaving her spent.

“Oh, Nick!” Blaise groaned as her body suddenly relaxed, still twitching with aftershocks from her climax.

I slid up from between her legs and lay on top of Blaise, letting my body blanket over hers as she kissed my neck and caught her breath. We kissed, sharing the taste of her pussy as our tongues wrestled with each other.

“That was so nice,” she sighed as she held me.

“You taste amazing, Blaise. Seriously.”

“OH MY GOD!”

“What?”

Blaise reached into my mouth and pulled out a pubic hair from between my teeth.

“I’m so sorry!” she gasped.

She tried to flick the wet pube away, but it stuck to her fingers, making her increasingly frantic attempts to get it off almost comical.

“It’s okay!” I laughed, swiping it off her hand and shaking the hair onto the floor.

“I’m mortified, it’s so gross!”

“It’s natural!”

Still laughing, I kissed her neck and blew a raspberry against her collarbone. Blaise giggled and pushed me off.

“Stand up,” she said. “My turn.”

I stood at the edge of the bed as Blaise sat up and positioned me between her spread thighs. With trembling fingers, she undid my pants and tugged them down. My cock, half erect, flopped out.

“Oh, wow,” she said softly.

Blaise took my cock in her hands and tentatively stroked it. I knew it was the first cock she’d ever touched, so I just relaxed and let her explore.

“Ginny was right. You are big.”

“Kiss it and it will get bigger.”

“How much bigger?” Blaise asked, her eyes wide.

“Only one way to find out,” I said.

Blaise smirked up at me, then bent her head to my cock. She started with small kisses up and down my shaft, the tip of her tongue tracing across my cockhead.

“That feels nice,” I told her, stroking her thick hair.

“Oh, wow,” Blaise said again as my cock hardened in her hands.

“Lick the underside of the head,” I told her.

Blaise did as I said, her tongue wetly lapping at my frenulum. She watched my reaction carefully, pleased at my soft groans of pleasure. I could see her confidence growing as she saw how much I enjoyed her handling my cock.

A drop of precum ooze from my slit. Blaise ran her finger through it, fascinated with the sticky string clinging to her finger.

“Taste it,” I urged her.

Blaise hesitated for a moment, then dabbed some precum on her tongue.

“Mmm,” she sighed.

I was fully erect now, my cockhead shiny and swollen. Blaise traced the veins bulging in my shaft, her other hand cupping my heavy balls.

“Put your hands down,” I told Blaise.

Blaise put her hands on her thighs, her head tilted up at me, her green eyes locked on mine. I gently took her head in one hand and pulled her toward me. With my other hand, I took my cock and began rubbing it across her mouth, smearing my precum over her lips. Blaise’s tongue flicked out, searching for my cock as I rubbed my cockhead across her pretty face, slapping it lightly on the freckles that speckled her nose and cheeks.

“I love your freckles,” I said.

Blaise replied by sucking my cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around my head, lapping the underside. She was a bit clumsy in the way she held me, making me bend my knees to get a better angle.

I flinched as Blaise’s teeth scraped my cock. Blaise recognized my discomfort and pulled off immediately.

“Sorry!” she said.

“It’s fine, you’re doing great,” I reassured her.

“It’s just that your dick is so big. I’m having a hard time keeping my teeth covered.”

“You don’t have to deep-throat it,” I said. “Just lick up and down. Suck on the tip like it’s a lollipop.”

It felt weird to be giving Blaise instructions and encouragement. Both Zoe and Angelina had done the same for me, older women guiding a teenager in how to please them. Now it was my turn to lead Blaise. She was eager for it, her eyes shining with excitement as she sucked my cock, her whole body quivering for my approval.

“Just like that, Blaise. Keep sucking just like that. That feels so nice.”

Blaise licked my balls and swiped my cock across her face. I looked down at her, a huge grin on my face.

“God, you look so hot right now,” I told her.

Blaise gave me a wicked smile before taking me back into her mouth. She ran both her hands up and down my shaft, twisting them as she bobbed her head, suctioning my cock deeper into her mouth, the wet sounds of her sucking filling my quiet bedroom.

I jutted my hips forward and threw my head back, my eyes squeezed shut as I focused on the blowjob my 18-year-old classmate was so enthusiastically giving me. She’d settled into herself and found her rhythm, sucking and licking and stroking my cock all at the same time.

“Damn, you’re a natural-born cocksucker, Blaise.”

She responded to my dirty compliment with a grunt and even harder suction. I could feel my orgasm building inside me. If I went much longer, I was going to bust my nut in Blaise’s mouth.

“I can’t take much more,” I warned her. “That mouth feels too good.”

Blaise gave my cock a final hard suck, then pulled off of it. Ropes of saliva mixed with precum dripped from my dick and down Blaise’s chin.

“Get inside me, Nick. Pop my cherry, Daddy-o.”

Blaise giggled breathlessly, her face flushing red as she used her waitress voice from Katie’s Diner.

“You just need your hair in pigtails,” I teased her.

“I can put them up if you like, Daddy-o.”

“No need.”

I pushed Blaise onto her back, her legs still hanging over the edge of my bed. She sighed as I knelt between her legs and pulled her thighs apart. Holding my face close to Blaise’s pussy, I breathed in the smell of her juices. She smelled so clean and musky. Pulling her lips apart showed me how wet she was inside. Her pubic hair was damp and matted, her clit engorged. My classmate was more than ready to lose her virginity.

Blaise writhed and moaned as I licked her pussy, savoring her sweet juices and probing her tight entry. I kissed her clit, swirling the tip of my tongue around her hard nub.

“God, that feels so amazing,” Blaise said.

I grabbed my pants from the floor and dug a condom out of its pocket. I tore the packet open and removed the greasy rubber.

“You don’t have to wear that,” Blaise said.

“Uh, what?” I asked, confused.

“I’m on the pill,” she replied. “I… I started taking it after I saw you at Katie’s.”

“You started taking birth control after serving me?”

“Like I said, I’ve crushed on you for years,” Blaise confessed. “I was waiting for your call, Nick, but it never came. It’s been over a week, so I’m good to go.”

I hesitated. I felt a sense of protectiveness for Blaise, an almost paternal care. She needed to be safe, even with me. I’d had sex with four different women in less than a month. Just eight hours earlier, I was nutting deep in my stepmother’s pussy, no condom, completely unprotected. All my women were clean, but Blaise didn’t know that. She was being reckless. Should I indulge her?

Blaise must have seen the conflicting emotions on my face. She propped herself up on her elbows, her perky breasts jiggling as she smiled at me.

“This is my first time. Please, I want it to be real. I want it raw, Nick.”


She’s an adult. She wants what she wants. Now stop condescending and give it to her.


“Okay,” I said. “I hate wearing these things, anyway.”

I dropped the condom onto the floor. Wedging myself between her legs, I leaned over and kissed Blaise, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples before pushing her down onto her back again.

Standing between her thighs, I took my cock and brushed it over her mound, enjoying the coarse pubic hair tickling my shaft. Blaise inhaled sharply as I swiped my cockhead up and down her wet slit, playfully slapping her clit and smearing my precum over her hard nub. Blaise was so wet that my dick glistened with her juices.

“Pull your legs up,” I told her.

Blaise raised her knees to her chest, hooking her arms under her knees to hold them, her dripping pussy offered up to me, her virgin fuckhole ready for my hard cock.

I leveled my cock against her entry. Blaise gasped as I pushed into her, my cock struggling to get past her resistance. I grunted and repositioned myself, looking for the right angle into her pussy. My knees bent and leaning slightly forward, I forced my throbbing cock into her slick depths.

“OH, GOD!” Blaise moaned as I slid into her. “OH NICK! SHIT!”

I held my cock inside her, letting Blaise squirm and moan as she adjusted to my size. I was happy she was so wet because her pussy was extremely tight. It clamped around my dick, gripping it like a vise.

“You feel amazing, Blaise. Your pussy is so warm and so tight. So fucking nice.”

Blaise responded to my praise, her body trembling and her eyes shut as a faint smile ghosted her lips.

Feeling her body relaxing, I started slowly thrusting in and out of her fuckhole, using long strokes to go deep inside Blaise’s virgin pussy. She moaned and pulled her legs up higher as the initial shock of my dick inside her gave way to the growing pleasure of getting fucked. I kept a steady rhythm, slow and deep, the creak of my bed mingling with Blaise’s strangled cries.

“Oh, Nick, Nick, Nick,” Blaise whimpered my name like a mantra as I plowed her. “God, Nick!”

Feeling her urgency growing, I brushed Blaise’s hands from under her knees and hooked her legs over my shoulders. Pulling Blaise to the edge of the bed, I began pounding her harder and faster.

Blaise’s eyes went wide and her mouth gaped open, her hands cupping her breasts as they bounced with each thrust. The wet slap of my skin grew louder as I fucked her harder, Blaise’s low moans turning into harsher gasps of pleasure as I hammered her into the mattress.

Blaise’s tight pussy quickly brought me to the edge of cumming. I had to slow down to keep from exploding. I pulled out of Blaise and set her legs down.

“Get on all fours for me,” I told her. “Let me see that tight ass of yours.”

Blaise quickly complied. She rolled over, getting on all fours, her knees at the edge of the bed. I ran my hands over her back and handed Blaise a pillow. She held the pillow in her arms, resting her chest on the mattress, her face down and her ass up, a perfect picture for my mental photo album.

“Click,” I whispered to myself.

“What did you say?” Blaise asked.

“Just that you look so sexy like that.”

I gripped her ass cheeks and pulled them apart, shoving my cock back into Blaise’s pussy. Her fuckhole was so tight and wet, every thrust was like penetrating her for the first time.

Blaise moaned into the pillow as I fucked her from behind, her fists tangled in my duvet. Seconds lengthened into minutes, sweat flowing down my body and my breath growing short as I railed Blaise’s pussy, her gasps matching my own as she rocked her ass back to meet my thrusting cock, the two of us lost in pleasure, just two teenagers screwing as hard as we could.

“I’m going to cum,” I warned Blaise.

“In my mouth,” she panted. “Finish in my mouth, Nick.”

As my balls tightened and the pressure in my guts built, I pulled out of Blaise’s sopping-wet pussy. She quickly turned to face me and I guided her head onto my cock. She suctioned onto my cockhead, just in time for the gush of hot cum spurting out of my cock.

“Ah, fuck!” I groaned as I emptied myself into Blaise’s mouth.

Blaise kept her eyes locked on mine as my seed overflowed her mouth, dripping onto her tits, globs of sperm glazing her hard nipples.

“Mmm mmm mmm,” Blaise grunted as she sucked me dry, her hand massaging my sack to wring every drop from my aching testicles.

A last shudder rolled through me before I was finally done. Completely spent, I stroked Blaise’s hair as she breathlessly let my cock slip from her mouth, a flood of cum drooling down her chin and onto her chest.

“Oh my god,” she gasped. “I tried to swallow, but there was so much of it! I got it all over me! And on your blanket!”

I burst into laughter, taking in the sight of my cum-splattered classmate worrying about my duvet. Blaise joined me, the two of us giggling as I fell into her arms and held her tight as we lay together, trying to catch our breath.

“Let me get you a towel,” I said.

“It can wait,” she replied, rolling on top of me.

Blaise nuzzled her face into my neck. My hands stroked her back, enjoying the feeling of her tits squelching against my chest, her breasts still drenched with my cum.

Zoe rested on me, kissing my throat and stroking my face.

“Did you like that?” I asked her.

“I loved it,” she whispered into my ear, her breath hot and ragged. “I’m so glad it was you, Nick.”

“I’m glad you chose me.”

“Of course! My biggest crush for my first time. I’m such a lucky girl.”

We lay in each other’s arms, resting on the bed I’d slept in my whole life, the two of us luxuriating in the afterglow of our fucking, our young bodies tangled together, our breath mingling as we kissed.





Chapter 16




“The first time is always the hardest, isn’t it?”



The lights from the city hazed the night sky with a fuzzy glow, but a few stars glittered overhead. I watched the blinking lights of an airplane passing overhead as Blaise snuggled close to me, her wet hair twisted into a braid that rested on my shoulder.

The two of us were sitting in the hot tub area of the swim spa, relaxing together in the churning water, our naked bodies massaged by the water jets, our faces wreathed with steam rising in the cool night air.

“You didn’t notice the snacks in my other tote, did you?” Blaise asked.

“Some packages of chips?” I guessed.

“Sherber’s Chili Lime Pork Rinds.”

“Wait, what? Those are my favorites.”

“I know,” Blaise laughed, kissing my shoulder as she rested her head against my chest.

“Come on. How could you know that?”

“Junior year? That time we shared a table in the cafeteria? I saw you eating a bag of those pork rinds and teased you about it. Don’t you remember?”

“I don’t,” I admitted.




Blaise shook her head ruefully. “I remember it well. It was one of the few times you hung out with me outside of class. You told me they were your favorite snack because they were low-carb and tasted good. I told you they were pig skins and you just said

 

oink oink


 
. You really don’t remember?”




I shook my head. Blaise playfully slapped my chest.

“I guess it was a bigger deal for me than you. I was the one with the crush, after all.”

“Well, I appreciate you remembering and making the effort to buy them,” I said. “Seriously, that’s ultra cool of you.”

“Like I said, you’ve been my crush for years. I’m so happy I finally got to be with you.”

I cleared my throat uncomfortably and looked down at my former classmate. She was looking up at me with a wry grin on her face.

“So, I wasn’t exaggerating when I told you I wasn’t available for a relationship right now. There’s so much going on in my life, Blaise. I honestly don’t know if I’m even moving back here.”

“Things are that good at Lakeshore Village?”

“I’m trying to establish myself on my terms. The Village has been a great place for me to start. At the same time, my parents have set things up here for me to come back. There’s an amazing job opening, being able to live rent-free, and… some other nice benefits.”

“Do you know which way you’re leaning?”

“I thought I had my mind all made up. But then I came here and I had to reconsider things.”

“Am I part of that reconsidering?” Blaise asked softly.

Was she? I didn’t know, not yet. I’d already been swayed by the chance to finally have a sexual relationship with my stepmother. Sophia had always been my ultimate fantasy. Now add to that a relationship with Blaise, a sweet girl my age that I shared a history with? How could that not factor into my decision?

“I can’t answer that right now,” I said, speaking to myself as much as to Blaise. “There’s so much I have to figure out.”

We held each other in the churning hot tub, both of us luxuriating in the feel of each other’s body as we soaked in the hot water. I stared up into the sky. I could only see a few stars, but I knew many more were up there, hidden by the overwhelming city lights.

“I have to get going,” Blaise said reluctantly. “I’m working the lunch shift. Sundays are busy with people coming in after church. Not the best tippers, but the volume makes up for the stinginess.”

I helped Blaise from the hot tub. The cool night air made our skin tingle.

“Let me,” I told her.

Blaise held her arms out as I gently toweled off her body. She sighed and leaned back into me as I dried her hair. I gave her breasts some kisses before helping Blaise get dressed.

“This turned out to be a crazy evening,” Blaise said as I walked her to her car.

“Memorable, for real.”

Blaise opened her car door and fished her tote bag from the backseat of the Honda.

“Your pork rinds,” she said, handing me the bag.

I pulled a package from the tote and examined it. Even in the dark, I could make out the distinctive Sherber’s logo.

“Thanks, Blaise. This was very thoughtful.”

“They’re just pork rinds,” she replied, “but you are very welcome. Keep the tote bag. I’ll get it from you next time I see you. Because I will see you again, Nick.”

“Once I get my shit sorted,” I promised.

Blaise gave me a gentle kiss on my lips.

“Good night,” she whispered. “Thank you for tonight. I’ll never forget it.”

I stood in the driveway, waving as Blaise pulled out and drove away. I watched her brake lights receding down the street, finally turning away as she headed for the highway.

Clutching the tote bag, I headed back inside the house. It was 3 AM.

Standing in the living room was Sophia.

“Did we wake you?” I asked, surprised to see her.

“Not at all. I couldn’t sleep, so I stayed up reading.”

Something about Sophia’s demeanor seemed off.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said with a tired smile. “Did you and Blaise have a good time?”

“We did. The party was a little wild, but everything else was really nice.”

“Oh good. That’s lovely. I’m so glad for you two.”

Sophia’s voice was high and strained. Her lower lip was trembling, her hands clenched tightly together. The smile my stepmother wore seemed forced.

“Sophia,” I said, putting my arms on her shoulders. “What’s wrong?”

The pleasant expression on Sophia’s face suddenly collapsed. She let out a sob and fell into me, hugging me tightly.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I promised to give you space to pursue other relationships. I meant it! It’s just that tonight was so hard. Knowing you were with another woman. I thought I could handle it, but it was so hard.”

I held my stepmother as she cried quietly in my arms. I didn’t know what to say, but perhaps words weren’t necessary. Just holding her in my arms seemed to be more soothing than any words I could think of.

After a few minutes, Sophia let go of me and took a step back. Her face was streaked with tears. I ran my thumbs over her cheeks, brushing away those tears as Sophia looked up at me, her eyes shining.

“I’m sorry for being foolish,” she said. “The first time is always the hardest, isn’t it? I promise I will treat you like the independent adult that you are. I will not stifle you or try to control your life. I’m so embarrassed, but I only want you to come home—“

I put a finger to her lips, quieting her.

“You don’t have anything to be embarrassed about, Sophia. You don’t owe me any explanations. Let’s just get some rest. I’m tired. So are you. We can talk tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

Sophia took my hand and led me toward her bedroom. I stopped, pulling her back towards me.

“I don’t want to sleep in there,” I told her. “Not in the bed you share with my father.”

“We haven’t shared a bed in years,” she reassured me.

“Still. I don’t want it.”

I led my stepmother up the stairs and into my bedroom. The space still smelled of sweat and pussy and cum. I folded the stained duvet and set it on the floor. Pulling the sheet back, Sophia and I got into bed together. She turned her back to me and I spooned her tightly. Sophia took my hand in hers and held it to her chest.

“Goodnight,” she whispered.

“Goodnight,” I said, breathing in the warm smell of her hair as I drifted off into a deep and dreamless sleep.





Chapter 17




“Set everything up to your satisfaction.”



The next morning, my stepmother made breakfast as I lay in my bed. Staring up at the ceiling, I went over everything that had happened the night before, dwelling on details that seemed to grow more vivid as I recalled them. The shock of seeing Blaise for the first time, the bonfire party, punching the drunk guy, taking Blaise’s virginity. I chuckled when I remembered the expression on Blaise’s face when she saw one of her pubic hairs stuck between my teeth.

Mostly, though, I thought about what my life would be like if I moved back home. I went over the pros and cons, the gains and the losses. I tried to visualize what a normal day would be like and how I would spend my weekends. I tried to imagine the life I would build in this house that I’d grown up in.

I also thought about the women I’d be leaving behind. Zoe, my porn star princess who made me laugh more than anyone I’d ever met before. Angelina, the sultry milf who was one of the kindest and warmest people I’d ever known. Even Lynne would be a loss, our time together cut short before I could fully explore her erotic needs.


Hard choices, Nicky-boy. A man has to choose his own course. No one can do it for you.


Knowing I needed more time before making a decision, I eventually dressed and went downstairs. Sophia had whipped up an omelet and sausages for me. I dug in, surprised at how hungry I was. Sophia watched me eat, daintily sipping on a cup of coffee. The two of us sitting at the table like that… it felt both familiar and completely new.

After breakfast, Sophia walked me to my car.

“Don’t listen to your father,” she told me. “The job will still be available in a couple of weeks. You’re the only candidate. Your father is making them hold it for you.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“When will you be back?”

We were standing in the driveway. The sun was fully risen and bright morning sunlight flooded down from a cloudless sky.

“I don’t know if I will be back,” I confessed. “I have to make a decision. I’ll let you know as soon as I do.”

“I know you will make the right choice,” Sophia said.

She wrapped me in her arms and kissed me deeply. I hesitated to respond at first, worried that the neighbors would see me making out with my stepmother. Sophia didn’t seem to care if anyone saw us. Our relationship was so different now.

Just as I had watched Blaise drive away, Sophia also stood in the driveway, watching and waving as I pulled onto the street. I beeped my horn as I drove away.

I was looking forward to the long drive back to Lakeshore Village. Traffic was light on a Sunday morning. I wanted to use the time to clear my mind and consider every aspect of life at home versus life in the Village.

“Just get me back in one piece,” I said, patting the steering wheel and listening nervously to the whine of my Yaris’ overworked engine.

I’d just pulled onto the highway when I got a text from Lynne.

“That’s something new,” I muttered as I read her message.

Three hours later, I was in Lynne’s bedroom, naked except for a bright red ski mask, violently plunging my cock down Lynne’s throat, making her gag and retch and choke on my dick as I recorded every moment of her face fucking.

“You like that?” I growled.

“Yes, Daddy! Please fuck my throat!”

Lynne was lying spread-eagle on her bed, her hands and feet tied to the posts at each corner. Clamps were attached to her nipples, the two of them joined by a chain that had little bells that jingled with every movement of her body. Lynne’s breasts and stomach were covered in scabs of wax, dribbled from the candles I kept on the table beside me. Strapped between her legs was a powerful vibrator, her clit forced to endure the inescapable thrumming no matter how much she thrashed in her restraints.

We’d been playing for almost an hour. Lynne had orgasmed so many times that I’d lost count. The thick absorbent pad beneath her rump was soaked through with her squirt.

Lynne’s head hung off the side of the bed. She wore a leather mask that completely encased her head, a hole for her mouth the only opening. Braided handles had been sewn onto the sides of her mask. I gripped them for leverage as I thrust my cock into her mouth, enjoying the bulge in her throat as she tried to swallow my length.

Lynne’s whole body convulsed as she strangled on my cock, her only way to breathe blocked by my hard meat. Her pain and panic had shocked me at first, but now I enjoyed using my cock to choke her. It was exciting in a way I never experienced with any other woman.

Zoe had given me tips about how to fuck Lynne the way Lynne wanted. Zoe had done many BDSM videos. It wasn’t her thing, but she shared what she knew. Consent, control, and caring. I’d been a quick study.

I pulled my cock out and let Lynne catch her breath. Thick ropes of saliva drooled out of her battered mouth, oozing down the leather mask and pooling on the floor beneath her.

Lynne’s phone was set on a stand nearby, silently recording everything. I’d insisted on wearing the ski mask. I wanted to satisfy Lynne, but I also wanted to keep my face out of her videos. Growing up with social media taught me to be wary of shit like that.

Lynne was gasping and struggling like a fish out of water. I reached out and tugged on her nipple clamps, making them jingle as Lynne groaned in agony and pleasure.

“I’m ready to finish,” I told her. “Do you want me to finish, slut?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please finish down my throat!”

I ran my hand up and down her throat, squeezing just enough to make her struggle to breathe.

“Take a deep breath, slut. Once I start fucking that throat, I’m not stopping until I finish.”

Lynne’s chest rose as she sucked in a deep breath, filling her lungs with air. I slapped her cheek lightly, signaling her to open her mouth. She obediently opened wide for me. Taking a grip on the braided handles, I roughly jammed my cock down her throat.

“Take Daddy’s cock, slut.”




I pounded her throat, using her head like a fuck toy, slamming it against my crotch again and again. The wet

 

glug-glug-glug


 
filled my ears as I fucked her face, growling as I felt myself finally getting close to my release after almost an hour of abusing Lynne’s throat.




“Here it comes,” I warned her.

A final pull out to let Lynne suck in a ragged breath, then I sank into her mouth balls-deep as I blasted my cum down her clenching throat.

“Swallow that load, slut! Every. Fucking. Drop!”

Lynne groaned and thrashed as I pumped my hot seed into her. Her thighs shook violently as she orgasmed, more squirt gushing from her overstimulated pussy.

After a final spasm, I pulled out of Lynne’s mouth. She coughed and gagged, heaving up a mixture of stomach juices, saliva, and cum that she vomited on the floor, panting wildly as her orgasm rolled on beneath the buzzing vibrator.

I watched this beautiful woman in the throes of her pleasure, a weird detachment filling me. I felt a cold pleasure watching her struggling against her bonds, her masked face wet with drool and cum, her body taken to its limits.

I took Lynne’s mobile phone and passed it over Lynne’s body, focusing on her dripping pussy.


No, her cunt. Lynne loves that word.


A few last dribbles of squirt leaked from Lynne’s cunt. The pad beneath her was dripping onto the floor. Lynne babbled loud nonsense words, lost in her climax, her groans a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Lakeshore Village,” she gasped. “LAKESHORE VILLAGE!”

That was her safe word. I turned off the mobile and set it aside. The vibrator went silent as I clicked its switch, Lynne moaning with relief to finally have it stop vibrating her hypersensitive clit.

“Lakeshore Village,” Lynne mumbled to herself as I undid her limbs and unclipped the clamps from her nipples.

“The phone is beside you on the bed,” I informed her. “You can manage the rest, I assume.”

I took off the ski mask and let it drop to the floor. The air felt cool against my sweaty face. I left the bedroom and headed for the downstairs bathroom where my clothes were.

I took my time washing up and getting dressed. I knew Lynne would be recording herself, telling “Thomas” all about how much she loved getting used and abused by an 18-year-old, how much stronger I was than him, how much bigger my cock was.

I’d asked her who this Thomas was.

“You don’t need to know,” was her terse reply. “Not yet, at least.”

I didn't care about Thomas, to be honest. I was enjoying my time with Lynne, happy to explore the more extreme pleasures she indulged in.


Variety is the spice of life, after all.


I sat near the condo’s large windows and watched the boats in the marina below. The lake was busy this Sunday afternoon. I reminded myself to take a kayak out on the water before the weather turned.


That’s if you decide to stay at the Village. Right?


I pushed those thoughts aside. I’d have time to consider all the options later. Right now, I was just enjoying the pleasant exhaustion that came after having rough, kinky sex with a beautiful woman who was old enough to be my mother.

“Would you like something to drink?” Lynne asked.

She had put on some loose clothes and tied up her hair. It was jarring to see her looking so casual after what we had done. There were deep creases on her face from where the leather mask had been. Her eyes were still red and watery from choking so hard on my dick. I idly wondered if she had gotten all the wax off her torso.

“I grabbed a water from your fridge,” I said, holding up the bottle.

“Excellent. Why don’t you bring it with you? I need to show you something outside.”

I followed Lynne outside her condo. She led me to a car parked along the curb. It was a silver Mercedes GLE SUV. The logo of Lakeshore Village had been applied to the driver’s door.

“This is your new vehicle,” Lynne said. “The keys are inside. Take it out for a spin, if you want.”

“My new vehicle? What do you mean?”

“I’ve decided to offer your services to all of my housing developments in the county. I can’t have my Technology Concierge showing up in that disaster I saw you driving. You’re representing me and my businesses, after all. You need a proper vehicle.”

“So this is my work SUV?” I asked, running a finger along the hood.

“You can use it for work and as your personal car as well. It’s leased to Lakeshore Village. Just consider it a perquisite.”

“That’s very generous of you.”

“It’s business, not generosity. You’ll also find a phone and tablet inside for you to use as Concierge. I trust Apple products are acceptable?”

“I’m comfortable with all platforms.”

“Good. Set everything up to your satisfaction. I’d like you to be available starting tomorrow.”

“I will be,” I promised.

“And please take down your flyers and web page. You work for the Village now.”

“I’ll do so.”

“And keep next Saturday afternoon free.”

“Why?”

Lynne startled me by taking my hand. She gave it a gentle squeeze.

“Thomas is coming to visit,” she said softly. “He’s eager to finally meet you.”





Chapter 18




“11 years is a long time.”



Angelina’s nails dug into my back as her whole body went rigid. She was holding her breath, her head thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut. I kept pounding away at her pussy, knowing what she needed at this moment.

After so many times fucking my beautiful milf lover, I was able to time our orgasms so that we came together. As she tipped into her climax, I pumped my hot cum into her wet pussy, filling her up as she let out the explosive moan that signaled the orgasmic bliss ripping through her.

Angelina’s orgasm went on and on, her loud moans and thrashing spasms coming in waves long after I’d emptied my balls inside her.

“Nick, oh my baby, Nick,” she gasped, clutching at me desperately like someone drowning.

Angelina went limp as her orgasm finally subsided. We held each other tightly as we enjoyed the afterglow, Angelina groaning as an occasional aftershock rumbled through her.

“Oh god, I needed that,” Angelina whispered.

With a kiss on Angelina’s soft lips, I rolled off of her, my exhausted cock slipping out of her pussy. She snuggled up to me as she always did after we fucked, luxuriating in her sexual release as she pressed herself to me.

“I missed you so much, Nick.”

“Same. It feels so good to be back with you.”

It was Thursday morning. Almost a week had passed since I last had sex with Angelina. My work as Technology Concierge had gotten off to a hectic start. For the last few days, I’d answered calls from three different housing complexes. I’d driven my new SUV back and forth between them, my work phone constantly chiming with new requests for assistance. Lynne had sent out an email to all her tenants announcing my services. The demand had been higher than either of us expected.

I glanced at the clock radio on Angelina’s nightstand. It was almost noon. I had a 1:30 appointment across town. An elderly man needed me to set up his mesh Wi-Fi.

“You keep looking at the clock,” Angelina said.

“I have a lot of work to do,” I sighed. “It tapered down today, but tomorrow is booked solid. Next week is looking crazy as well.”

Angelina kissed my cheek. “Well, I’m glad you could finally come over this morning. If you were away much longer, I was going to schedule my own appointment with Lakeshore Village’s Tech Concierge. I hear he’s a very sexy young man. One who can service me the way I need.”

I stroked Angelina’s hair as she chuckled against my chest. I’d missed being with her. This morning, when I finally had time to visit, Angelina had made sure we didn’t waste a moment. After a frantic session in the bedroom, Angelina had made me a hearty breakfast. As I ate, I told her everything that had happened since I last saw her. Lynne’s offer, my parents’ counteroffer, fucking my stepmother, taking Blaise’s virginity. I held nothing back.

Angelina had listened without judgment, asking questions only to clarify things. More than anyone else, I felt I could open up to Angelina emotionally while still relying on her rational and caring advice.

“So what are you planning to do?” she had asked.

“I don’t know yet. I’m torn about everything. About us, about Zoe. It’s a hard thing to decide.”

I shoveled the last of her breakfast into my mouth and swallowed. Angelina took me by my hand.

“Well, I can tell you what you are going to do next,” she said.

“What?”

“You’re going to come back to bed with me and fuck me cross-eyed,” she giggled.

Zoe had dragged me back to her bedroom and I’d satisfied her needs. Now the two of us were laying in bed, holding each other as the sweat cooled on our bodies.

“Blaise sounds like a sweet girl,” Angelina murmured. “I hope to meet her sometime.”

“You’d like her. She’s a strong person. Working and caring for her mother all through high school… it says a lot about her.”

“You admire Blaise.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I guess I do.”

Angelina patted my arm and sighed.

“I understand your dilemma, Nick. Living at home rent-free with a good job, a cute girlfriend, and your stepmother in your bed. It sounds like a teenage boy’s fantasy scenario.”

“It feels like one, too. Last weekend, there were moments when I felt like I was in a dream.”

“And Lakeshore Village? Does it feel like a dream here?”

“It did, at first,” I admitted. “You and Zoe? What 18-year-old wouldn’t think he was dreaming with you two?”

“Don’t forget Lynne,” Angelina said softly.

“Hard to forget her.”

“You're sure she's not coercing you?”

“I’m doing it for myself as well as for her,” I assured Angelina. “I enjoy the things we do. It’s different.”

“Lynne seems to be doing her best to keep you here,” Angelina pointed out. “I’m sure that makes your decision even more difficult.”

“There’s so much to consider. My mind goes in circles every time I try to think it through.”

“My poor baby,” Angelina said, gently teasing me. “Hot sex and a great job at home? Or hot sex and a great job at the Village? The agony of indecision!”

I laughed with her, realizing the absurdity of my situation. Angelina always had a way of giving me a new perspective on things. It was a part of her character that I’d come to rely on.

“So, do you have any advice for me?” I asked.

I was half-joking, but Angelina took my question very seriously.

“Any advice would be influenced by the fact that I’m in love with you and want you to stay,” she said quietly.

“I know.”

“But if I were to be objective, I'd say that whatever you decide, you need to be true to yourself.”

“How do you mean?” I asked.

Angelina took in a deep breath and gathered her thoughts.

“For 11 years, I was married to a gay man. He knew he was gay, but he was too scared to live the life that he truly wanted. He ended up hurting not only himself but his son and his wife as well. If Darrin had chosen happiness, if he had been true to himself from the beginning, then things would have been so much different. For me as well as him. 11 years is a long time.”

Angelina leaned over me, her eyes locked on mine.

“Whatever you choose,” she said, “make sure you choose for yourself. No one else. I want you to stay here, Nick. But more than that, I want you to be happy.”

“I know.”

“Just one thought about Lynne, though. She’s offering you so much, but will you be too dependent on the goodwill of one woman? Is Lynne someone you can rely on? Or will you be at the mercy of her whims?”

“I haven’t considered that.”

“Think it over, Nick. Make sure you know what you are getting into with that woman.”

“I will. Thanks, Angie.”

Angelina smacked my chest. “Taking liberties? How dare you?”

We laughed and kissed. Angelina gave my cock an affectionate squeeze, then patted my chest.

“Now get dressed and get going,” she said. “You need to get back to work, kiddo.”





Chapter 19




“Go hard and ignore his crying.”



It was Saturday afternoon and I was going to spend the next two hours sexually abusing Lynne. Everything would be done with consent, of course. The two of us had discussed what we’d do, all of our boundaries laid out and agreed upon. Lynne had both verbal and non-verbal safe words while I had given her a list of things I absolutely would not do to her.

“Nothing that draws blood, no closed fist strikes, and nothing involving pee or scat,” Lynne said, repeating my list of forbidden acts. “I agree to all of it, Nick. Though you are truly missing out on the warm, gushing pleasures of water sports.”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

“You could do it to me.”

“Hard pass,” I said.

I’d talked with Zoe about what Lynne wanted. As with all things sexual, Zoe had shared her wealth of knowledge.

“It’s called Consensual Non-Consent, or CNC.”

“What the fuck does she want me to do to her?”

“Think of it as a kind of role-playing, dude. You and Lynne will be like actors. Only instead of performing a play, you’ll be exploring an erotic scenario where you will be abusing and violating her. Consensually, of course.”

“Of course.”

We’d gone over what CNC meant and talked about how to play my part. Zoe showed me a few videos, walking me through what was going on. I’d come away still uncertain about all this, but more confident I could at least satisfy Lynne’s needs. One of Lynne’s biggest needs was acting out her CNC fantasy in front of Thomas.

“It’s essential that he see everything,” Lynne had told me. “That’s the whole point of this encounter.”

As I sat in Lynne’s bedroom waiting for Thomas to arrive, I tried to imagine the type of guy he might be. Lynne took a cruel delight in taunting him during our videos, verbally degrading him while I fucked her. What kind of man would want that?

“Go hard and ignore his crying,” Lynne told me. “He loves crying while he watches.”

I visualized some greasy little creep jerking off while he watched me fucking Lynne’s ass or choking her with my dick. What would motivate Lynne to sexually humiliate such a loser? What did Thomas do to earn her scorn?

The more I thought about it, the more aroused I became. Lynne brought out feelings in me that I didn’t know I had. The controlled aggression, the domination, and the rough abuse she craved all ignited a dark desire inside of me. I wasn’t just going through the motions. I took pleasure in using this gorgeous older woman's body.


She needs it rough and degrading. And when she cums, she’s like a freaking volcano. None of the other women in your life is like her at all. The Lynne Experience is its own thing, Nicky-boy.


Thomas arrived at 1:00. I snapped out of my thoughts as I saw a large van pull up to the curb. The logo on the van’s door was for the Green Mountain Care Community, a large nursing home that was part of Lynne’s business holdings. It was the only complex in the county that I hadn’t visited yet. I figured there was little need for my services at a place like Green Mountain.

Puzzled, I stood at the bedroom window, looking down at a strange scene. My hands fiddled with the large anal hook and dog collar that Lynne insisted I use on her today. Padded restraints dangled from my belt.

Outside, Lynne waited in the driveway as the van’s door slid open and a wheelchair lift raised out from the side. An elderly man in a wheelchair was rolled onto the lift. A young aide stood behind him as the lift lowered them onto the driveway. The aide carefully pushed the wheelchair to Lynne.

“What the hell?” I mumbled to myself.

Lynne knelt beside the wheelchair and gave the elderly man a warm hug. Even from a distance, I could see the genuine smile on Lynne’s face as she held him. It was a smile I’d never seen before, one I wouldn’t have imagined on someone as stern as Lynne.

“Is that really him?” I wondered aloud. “That’s her Thomas?”

A sense of deep unease filled me. The old man was obviously disabled and frail. From the way he sat hunched over in the wheelchair with one arm limp and unmoving, it seemed like the left side of his body was completely paralyzed. I watched as Lynne dabbed at the man’s mouth with a hand towel. Was he drooling?

Lynne got behind the wheelchair and began pushing the old man into the condo. She gave a glance up at me as she passed below, her expression unreadable.


You still going to do this? After seeing who Thomas really is? Are you going to participate in an old man’s humiliation?


I shook my head, every bit of arousal evaporating from my body. I ran a hand through my hair, trying to figure out what I was going to do.

My phone buzzed. It was a text from Blaise.


“Come down. We’re ready.”


Our encounter was going as planned. I’d happily agreed to everything. Now, I wasn’t so sure.





“I saw Thomas,”


 
I wrote.

 

“I don’t think I can do this.”






“He wants this as much as I do.”



“Are you sure?”



“YES. NOW COME DOWN AND WRECK ME!”


As arrogant and cold as Lynne had always been with me, she’d never been dishonest. If she said Thomas wanted this, then who was I to doubt her?

I took a deep breath and slowly let it out. A calmness washed through me. I knew I was up for this. I knew I could give Lynne what she needed. The thought of using her like a piece of meat was making my dick tingle again.

Grabbing the anal hook and dog collar, I headed downstairs.

Lynne and Thomas were in the large guest bedroom across from the kitchen. The door was ajar. I could hear Lynne’s soft laughter inside. It made me pause. Lynne’s laughter was light and carefree. She’d never laughed like that with me. She seemed like a very different person when she was with Thomas. Hearing them on the other side of the door, I felt like I was eavesdropping on an intimate moment between a couple. I felt like an intruder.


That’s what she wants. An intruder, someone to turn her inside out. WRECK ME, she’d texted. Lynne was clear about what she wanted. And she wants it from you, Nicky-boy.


The realization filled me with a dark excitement. I had a role to play, new pleasures to explore.

I was going to enjoy this.

I sauntered into the bedroom. Lynne was standing near Thomas on the far side of the room, near the windows. She had positioned him so that he had a good view of the king-sized bed that dominated the room.

“Nick? What are you doing here?”

Her shocked expression and quavering voice were so convincing I almost flinched. But then I saw the cool, eager look in her eyes and I knew that she was ready.

I casually closed the door behind me and locked it. Lynne was questioning me and positioning herself in front of Thomas. As I approached them, I got my first good look at the old man in the wheelchair.

Despite his condition, it was clear this guy had once been formidable. He was dressed in an expensive suit, though it hung slackly on his frame as if he had lost a lot of weight. His left arm was withered, his fingers curled into a claw. Bright blue eyes stared out from a handsome face, his features slack and atrophied on his left side.

“I said, get out!” Lynne shouted at me.

I reached out and ran my hand down her cheek. She shivered as I touched her, her face defiantly upraised. Thomas watched me, his mouth slack, his right hand clasped weakly to his chest.

“I’m going to enjoy this,” I said. “You dirty, dirty slut.”





Chapter 20




“Do something!”



An icy sense of power flowed through me. Everything seemed heightened, colors seemed brighter, sounds magnified. I took in all the details at a remove, as if I were watching myself from a distance. With my other lovers, this sense of dislocation bothered me. With Lynne, it intensified the experience, making me feel totally in control of the raging lust inside me.

Lynne put up a good fight. She struggled and cursed and fought me hard, but it was no use. I was so much stronger than her, so much more dominant. I forced her onto the bed and secured her arms above her head, using the restraints to cuff her to the brass headboard.

As I took out my shears and started cutting off Lynne’s expensive dress, she began screaming for Thomas to help her, to save her from being abused, to rescue his wife from this 18-year-old intruder. Poor, helpless Thomas could only shake in his wheelchair and mumble incoherently as I snipped off her panties and dropped the silk shreds onto his lap.


She’s his wife? He must be at least 20 years older than her. Just like she’s 20 years older than you, Nicky-boy. Ain’t that something?


“Do something!” Lynne begged her husband, tears streaming down her face. “If you love me, Thomas, then save me! For the love of God, save me!”

The terror in her voice was so genuine that I almost froze. Thomas was sobbing in his chair, fat tears rolling down his cheeks. His face had gone red and his mouth was drooling. He looked so pitiful that my heart ached… until I noticed his right hand in his lap, his fingers frantically massaging his cock through his pants.


“…ignore his crying. He loves crying while he watches.”


Lynne’s words rang through my head as I gave Thomas a nasty grin. His finger worked even faster, though I could see no erection visible.

“Can you even get it up, old man?” I sneered.

Thomas groaned, his head lolling from side to side. Despite his tears, Thomas stared avidly as I pulled off my pants and took my hard cock in hand.

“You’ve seen it before, haven’t you?” I asked, waving my cock at him. “You’ve seen how much she loves it? Your slut wife goes insane for teen cock, Thomas. How fucking pathetic are you to be married to such a dirty fucking slut?”

“Stop it!” Lynne wailed. “Stop torturing him!”

“I’ve heard enough from you,” I growled. “Time to shut that slut mouth.”

I climbed on the bed and straddled Lynne’s torso. Remembering her rule of no face slapping, I instead slapped her big tits and twisted her nipples the way I knew she loved. Lynne cried out at the pain, but her erect nipples and the flush rising across her chest gave away her sexual arousal.

“Oh, Thomas,” she whimpered. “Are you going to do nothing at all?”




“

 

Oh, Thomas,


 
” I mocked her, imitating her whine. “You stupid slut. The only thing that whore mouth is good for is being my fuckhole!”




Positioning myself over her head, I forced open Lynne’s mouth and shoved my cock down her throat. I glanced at Thomas, noting how fixedly he stared as I throat-fucked his wife, his hand in his lap groping his limp dick.

I punished Lynne’s throat harder than ever. Her mascara ran in black streams down her cheeks, this beautiful woman’s face turned ugly as it contorted and strained as I choked her with my cock.

“Choke on it! Take every fucking inch, slut!”

Lynne gagged and gurgled, snot and tears mixing as I savagely face fucked her. I pulled out of her mouth just enough to let her wretch up thick ropes of saliva that drooled down her neck and chest, then rammed my cock back down her shuddering throat.

Another glance showed me that Thomas was taking in every detail. The old man had managed to undo his zipper. His flaccid cock was being mauled by his right hand. The old man was still crying, but the look on his paralyzed face was excited and aroused.

Lynne had been right all along. He wanted this as much as she did.

The last bits of doubt vanished from me. Thomas wanted a show? Then I was damn well going to give him one.

I spent the next hour sexually abusing Lynne. Slapping, biting, verbally humiliating her and her husband as I penetrated her with my cock, my finger, my tongue. Lynne took everything I gave her, her wails of anguish making my dick even harder. Only once did she back me off. I was roughly pulling open her pussy, gaping her with both my thumbs, when Lynne tapped my shoulder with her two fingers extended in a “V” shape. That was my sign to ease up, which I immediately did.

“Your cunt is nice and stretched, slut. You want Daddy’s cock inside you?”

Lynne said nothing, her sobs and moans her only reply as I thrust into her.

After roughly fucking her cunt, I turned Lynne over and put the dog collar on her. I connected its chain to the anal hook Lynne had bought me. Zoe had shown me a video of how to use it.

This was the final act that Lynne had insisted on. Anal hooking was something she and Thomas both loved. Who was I to deny them?

“Raise your ass, slut.”

Lynne obediently got her knees under her, her arms still chained to the bed frame, her face pressed against the mattress. The hook was stainless steel with a round ball at its tip. I spat on the ball to lube it up, then forced it into Lynne’s tight ring.

“Oh god, OH FUCK,” she screamed.

Positioning myself behind her, I hammered Lynne’s cunt while pulling up on the chain, forcing her head back while simultaneously pulling open her asshole. Lynne’s moans turned into animalistic grunts as her pain and pleasure drove her into an insanely intense orgasm. A hot blast of squirt splashed against my legs, Lynne’s whole body going spastic as her climax ripped through her.

I rode her thrashing convulsions, still fucking her cunt and pulling her chain, deeply aroused at the sight of her asshole clenching on the hook again and again as she orgasmed. Wetting my hand in her squirt, I flung fat drops at Thomas in his wheelchair, enjoying the sound of them splattering against his expensive suit.

Lynne collapsed onto the soaked mattress, her breath wheezing as she struggled to recover. I didn’t give her a chance to rest.

Pulling the anal hook out, I slammed my cock into her gaped asshole, going balls-deep as Lynne let out a scream of pain. Gripping her collar, I jackhammered her ass until I could feel my orgasm rushing up inside me.

Pulling out of her ass, I scrambled up to Lynne’s head and rolled her onto her back.

“Open your whore mouth!” I ordered.

Lynne hesitated, taking in the sight of my dripping cock fresh from her sodden asshole. I waited to hear her safe word. Instead, she opened wide.

“Good slut,” I laughed as I jammed my cock down her throat.

Lynne desperately sucked me as I face fucked her. There was no turning back now, no easing up for this sexy older woman to breathe. I pounded and pounded until I was ready to erupt.

Pulling out, I blasted Lynne’s face with my cum, spurting ropes into her mouth, flinging hot globs of seed across her heaving chest until it dripped down her tits and onto the bed.

Drained, I sat back and surveyed my work. Lynne lay in front of me, her face shiny with tears and snot and saliva and cum, her body covered with streaks of my sticky cum. Behind her, Thomas looked on, his hand still frantically jerking his limp cock.

“What a sight you two are,” I said contemptuously. “A crippled cuck and his slut wife, covered in a teenager’s jizz. You fucking pathetic pieces of shit!”

I stood up, my exhausted cock swaying between my legs as I undid Lynne’s restraints. She rolled off the bed and knelt at Thomas’s feet, her body wracked with sobs as she rested her face in the old man’s lap. He stroked her hair with his one functional arm.

My heart broke at the sight of them


You gave them what they wanted.


I walked out of the room, leaving them alone with each other.





Chapter 21




“The choice is yours to make.”



I took my time washing up and putting on my clothes. I was in the downstairs bathroom, the one I most frequently used when I visited Lynne’s condo. After a quick rinse in the shower, I put on the spare jeans and shirt I’d brought with me, knowing how messy things could get with Lynne.

A soft knock at the door startled me.

“Come in.”

It was Lynne. She’d thrown on a bathrobe and cleaned the mess off her face. Her eyes were red from all the crying and her hair was a mess. Still, there was an odd vulnerability about her, a strange fragility that I’d never seen in her, even after our roughest sessions.

“Thomas would like to meet you,” she said, her voice hoarse and raspy.

“Uh, okay.”

I followed her back into the main room. Thomas was parked near the front windows. His suit had been tidied and his pants buttoned up.

“Here he is, Thomas.”

The old man turned his startlingly blue eyes to me. Despite his condition, I could see the lively intelligence behind the sagging features. There was still a powerful intellect inside him.

Thomas gestured for me to come closer. I glanced at Lynne. She stood apart from us, her hands clasped in front of her face.

I stepped closer to Thomas. He gestured again, wanting me to bring my face closer to his. I hesitated, unsure what his reaction would be. Was he going to hit me? Spit in my face?

I decided there was little risk from this old man. Whatever he had planned for me, I could take it. His wife had taken a lot more abuse from me than anything he could dish out.

Kneeling beside the chair as I’d seen Lynne do, I was startled when Thomas placed his hand on mine. He started to speak. I leaned closer to hear what he was saying.

“Thank… you,” he said in a low, halting whisper. “You… make me… feel… alive.”

The old man paused between words, struggling to form them with his drooping mouth. His eyes were clear, though, and they held a glint of happiness.

“She… likes… you,” he wheezed. “Please… take care… of her.”

I nodded. “I will.”

He patted my arm. I stood up and stepped back. The old man turned to look out the window, the afternoon sunlight washing across his tired face.

Lynne came and stood behind Thomas’s wheelchair. She slid her arms over his shoulders, the two of them watching the boats below. It felt like a private moment so I left them alone, heading back upstairs.

The van returned a few minutes later. It parked at the curb and lowered its wheelchair lift. Lynne wheeled Thomas out of the condo and to the curb. She knelt beside him and the two shared a long, gentle hug. She stayed there as Thomas was lifted into the van, watching as it drove away.

I went downstairs. Lynne had just gotten in. She saw me coming down the stairs and smiled.

“Can I get you anything to drink?” she asked.

“Sparkling water, please.”

I stood at the front windows, looking down into the marina. Lynne handed me a chilled bottle of sparkling water.

“I’m so glad you met Thomas,” Lynne said. “He’s been wanting to meet you for some time now.”

I cleared my throat and sipped some water.

“I honestly don’t know how to feel about what just happened,” I confessed.

We stood side by side, neither speaking, both of us lost in our thoughts.

“What did he say to you?” she asked softly. “I couldn’t hear.”

“He said that I made him feel alive. And he asked me to take care of you.”

Lynne’s face, so composed and firm, crumbled when she heard what her husband told me. She buried her face in her hands, her body shaking as she wept.

Despite my misgivings, I put my arm around her, trying to comfort her. I was stunned when she hugged me tightly, clinging to me in a way that she never had before.

I stroked Lynne’s hair and held her in my arms as her sobs gradually subsided. With a warm kiss on my cheek, she took my hands in hers and looked up at me, her eyes glittering in the sunlight.

“You did so well, Nick. You made a special man very happy.”

“I don’t understand how, though. Why does he want to see you like that?”

Lynne shook her head and smiled sadly.

“People express their love in different ways,” she said. “Thomas and I have always shared a more exotic sexuality.”

“Can you explain it to me?” I asked. “Help me understand a bit?”

Lynne nodded. “Yes. You deserve that.”

She gestured for me to sit. I took the chair beside me and the two of us sat facing each other, exactly as we had the first time I visited her.

“I met Thomas when I was a college student,” she said. “I was working at a sex club to pay my tuition. Thomas was a regular. He was handsome, daring, and rich. When he offered to be my sugar daddy, I did not hesitate.”

Lynne sipped her water and gathered her thoughts.

“I did not plan on falling in love with him, but I did. He fell for me, too. We loved each other fiercely. We married and began a life together, one in which we expressed our love through the kind of sex I have with you, Nick. Not everyone’s cup of tea, but it was a bond that united Thomas and me more tightly than any wedding ring ever could.”

Lynne smiled a melancholy smile, her eyes unfocused as if she were staring into her past.

“We traveled the world, seeing wonderful sights and having the most intense sex a couple can have. He took me to my limits and past them, as I did for him. It was so amazing the way we lived.”

She paused again, her expression darkening.

“And then he had his stroke. A bad one. We spent a year in rehab, trying to regain all that he had lost. Thomas made such brilliant progress… until the second stroke hit. That was the end. No more rehab was possible. Thomas would spend the rest of his life in a nursing home. I bought the best one in the county to make sure he would be treated the way he deserved to be treated.”

“And then you started doing… this?” I asked.

“He was the one who suggested it,” Lynne said. “I was happy to live as I was, caring for him as best I could. But he wanted more. He wanted to feel alive, just as he told you. How could I do it, though? I didn’t have anyone. I hadn’t even had sex in almost two years. I was at a loss… until I saw you on Zoe’s broadcast. Connecting you with the flyers and then seeing you walking down the street? I hoped that you were the partner I was looking for. And you are, Nick. You’re what I want and what my Thomas wants. You make us both so happy.”

I said nothing, just stared out the window, trying to process everything Lynne was saying.

“I know your father wants you to move home,” she said. “He contacted me earlier, asking me to send you back. I declined. You are an adult, you can make your own decisions. I also want you to stay, as does Thomas. In a sense, you are my husband’s surrogate. He lives vicariously through you. We can’t lose that. It’s why I upgraded the role of Technology Concierge and added a salary.”

Below us, one of the boats left the marina. It headed out onto the lake, propelled by a strong breeze that filled its sail.

“You can build your future here,” Lynne said. “You can make a life in the Village with me and the other women you care for. The choice is yours. Will you stay, Nick?”





Chapter 22




“Always bet on yourself.”



I stroked hard and steadily, building a rhythm, loving the way my body responded so easily and naturally. My heartbeat was strong, my breathing was controlled and deep. I went harder and faster, letting the sweat flow as I pushed myself to my limit, seeing how far I could go.

Beneath the kayak, the clear water of the lake showed the depths below. Early morning sunlight gleamed off the glassy water, a light fog steadily burning off in the rising sunlight. Drops from the paddle splashed against my forearms as I stroked. I’d gone around the edge of the lake to get comfortable with the kayak. Once I was confident in what I was doing, I ventured out into deeper waters.


That’s how most people do it. Start easy, then work their way into bigger things. But not you, Nicky-boy. You jumped right into it, didn’t you? Losing your virginity with a porn star. Bedding a gorgeous milf. Kinky sex with a woman old enough to be your mother. Fucking your actual stepmother. Then taking the virginity of your teen classmate. Deep waters, for sure.


I shook my head, grinning. It was hard for me to believe how much my life had changed. At the start of summer, I’d been a clueless teen virgin. Now I was… what? I was still an 18-year-old who’d just graduated from high school, but I wasn’t a kid anymore. I couldn’t buy a beer, but I’d had sex with women decades older than me. I had yet to attend a single college course, but I was already driving a Mercedes as part of a job created specifically for me.

I’d become a man. My future was my own to build. Now, I just needed to decide where I’d lay the foundation.

I paddled the kayak further out into the lake. The water below me was much bluer and darker. I was floating over serious depths. Sinking was not an option out here. I had a kayak and a life jacket to keep me afloat. I had a paddle and my strength to take me in whatever direction I chose.


So, which way will you go?


The pull of going back to my childhood home was very strong. It made the most sense, offering the least amount of risk for the maximum amount of reward. I mentally listed the benefits:


1 - Free rent and familiar surroundings.



2 - A great job with room for advancement.



3 - Tuition assistance for my college education.



4 - Dating Blaise.



5 - Sex with Sophia, my ultimate fantasy, whenever I wanted.


The drawbacks were obvious. I’d lose my connection to Lakeshore Village and everything I’d built here. That included:


1 - My own place, rent-free.



2 - My job as Technology Concierge to 3 large housing complexes.



3 - Lynne, my beautiful kinky employer.



4 - Gorgeous and warm Angelina.



5 - Zoe, my cuddly porn star princess.


It was very quiet out in the middle of the lake. I could hear a few distant voices, the buzz of an engine, the quacking of ducks flying by. Hearing the water dripping from my paddle was very soothing. For several minutes, I just let myself drift along, trailing my hands in the water, enjoying the warm sunlight washing over me.


Don’t drift for too long, though. Procrastination is the thief of time, as your father would say. He was right about that. You need to make your decision and get moving.


I took a deep breath, breathing in the cool air. I resolved to stop endlessly turning things over in my mind and finally make my choice.

“Choose, goddamn it,” I told myself.

The churning inside my head gradually slowed and stilled. My emotions calmed and my doubts fell away. Everything slowly became clear to me.

“I’m moving back home,” I said.

My voice sounded strange, but my words were the truth. After weighing everything together, after considering every angle and possibility, the decision to return to my childhood home was plainly the right choice for me. It was the safest option.

The sorrow at what I would be losing was hard to bear. Zoe, Angelina, even Lynne— losing them would be crushing. My heart told me to throw away everything and just stay with these three amazing women, my little harem in the Village. But my mind knew the opportunities I’d get from moving back with my parents were just too great to pass by.

Being a man meant making difficult choices. Sometimes those choices involved giving up something precious in exchange for even greater rewards.

“Fucking hell,” I sighed. “This sucks so hard, dude.”

I let the emotions inside me well up. Knowing what I would gain did not make the loss any easier. It hurt and probably always would.

“Okay. Enough wallowing.”

I dipped my hand in the water and splashed it on my face. I exhaled sharply, clearing my lungs and filling them again, breathing deeply and steadying my inner turmoil.

“Time to head back to shore,” I told myself. “Still got lots to do.”

I gripped the paddle and dug into the water, heading back to the marina. I went slowly, enjoying my time on the lake, wondering if it would be my last.

“At least I got to take a kayak out like I promised myself. I should have done this more often when I had the chance.”

The water lightened as the depths grew more shallow. The wake from a distant motorboat rocked the kayak from side to side. Two women on stand-up paddle boards waved at me as they passed by.

As I paddled around the marina, I passed a large boat getting ready to venture out. An older man was on deck, securing ropes along the front of the boat.

“Good morning!” he called to me as I drew alongside. “Beautiful day on the lake!”

“Morning,” I replied. “It’s great out there. Very calm waters right now.”

“Excellent! I’m planning on hitting the locks and heading out to sea for a bit. A little ocean breeze to clear the mind.”

As he spoke, I suddenly recognized who this man was.

“Hey, aren’t you the guy who lives across the hall from me?” I called out. “The one who makes that delicious-smelling teriyaki?”

The man threw his head back and laughed.




“That’s me!” he shouted merrily. “It’s a recipe I learned in Osaka. Trick is to get the right

 

shoyu


 
. I recognize you, of course. Hot blondes leaving packages at your doorstep? Can’t miss that!”




He’d informed me about seeing Zoe leaving the pineapple juice and other things at my front door. I wasn’t surprised she left an impression on him.

“Your boat is amazing,” I said.




“Thank you kindly.

 

The Greene Lady


 
, my pride and joy. I try to spend as much time with her as possible. I live in that basement studio only when absolutely necessary. Having an actual address is helpful, too. Most of the time, though, I’m right here.”




“Sounds like a great life,” I said.

He shrugged. “It has its ups and downs. But it’s the life I chose. That’s all that matters.”

“How’d you manage all this?” I asked, gesturing at his impressive boat. “I mean, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Not at all,” he replied. “This boat is like everything else I have. I got it by working hard, being smart, and always betting on myself. That’s the key, lad. Whatever the risk, always bet on yourself.”

“Always bet on yourself,” I repeated. “That sounds like good advice.”

“You bet your ass it is!”

I started laughing. “Thank you!”

“For what?” he asked.

“For helping me make a hard decision.”

“Oh? Well, I don’t know what I did, but I’m glad to be of help.”

“Can I ask you one more thing?”

“Sure.”

“What’s the difference between a boat and a yacht?”

He chuckled and rubbed his chin. “Well, the difference has to do with size and cost, mainly. Also, most yachts have engines, not sails.”

“I see.”

“But the main difference? Any man can own a boat. A man who bets on himself is the one who owns a yacht. Understand my meaning?”

“I do. I understand you very well. Have a great day!”

“And you, lad!”

I paddled towards the shore, a happy grin on my face. Overhead, the sun was bright and the sky was cloudless. The way forward was crystal clear and well-defined.

All I had to do was start.





Epilogue




“We have so much to share with you.”



I pulled her ass cheeks open, pressing my thumb onto her asshole the way I knew she loved. I kept on pounding her pussy from behind as she powered into her climax, her asshole clenching again and again as she orgasmed.

“Oh, Nick! Fuck me! FUCK ME HARD!” Blaise moaned.

I sped up my thrusts, slamming her against the swim spa. She clutched the railing, her hands curled into fists and her eyes squeezed shut as I fucked her.

“I’m close,” I growled. “Where do you want it?”

“Cum inside me!” she moaned. “Please cum inside me, Nick!”

The words of my former classmate begging for my load pushed me over the edge. I buried my cock inside her, grunting as I shot my cum deep into her pussy, filling her up with spurt after spurt of hot seed.

“Just like that,” Blaise panted. “Oh, baby, just like that.”

I emptied myself into her, loving the warm and wet feeling of my cock buried in her creamy slit. Completely drained, I leaned forward and kissed her neck before stepping back. As my cock slid from her stretched pussy, a flood of cum sloshed out of her onto the floor.

“Goddamn, what a sight,” I said appreciatively.

I patted Blaise’s firm ass, then hiked her panties back up, covering her still-dripping pussy. She pulled up her pants as I buttoned up my jeans.

“I love walking around with your load inside me,” Blaise said, kissing my cheek.

She’d gotten much bolder about what she wanted over the last few months. Despite the drive, we’d made time for each other every few days. Blaise had a ravenous appetite for fucking. Her sexual blossoming had been incredible to witness.

“I’m just glad we have this place to ourselves,” I said, looking around the rec center.

We were standing in the unused back room that used to serve as a storage area for the Lakeshore Village groundskeepers. I’d convinced Lynne to expand the facilities and also add a swim spa so that residents of the Village could swim indoors and also enjoy a hot tub after their workout. We were trying it out for now, seeing if it was worth the cost of adding it to the rec center permanently.

“So, are you going to show me your new place?” Blaise asked.

“As long as you know what you’re getting into,” I warned her. “My life is kinda different from others.”

“I know,” Blaise said. “I can’t wait to be a part of it.”

We kissed again, our tongues caressing. I put my arm around her and led her out of the rec center. Outside, the Village was already dark. A cold wind came off the lake, chilling both of us. As we walked, I drew Blaise closer, shielding her from the wind.

“We’re going to clear out that shrubbery next summer,” I said, pointing to manicured hedges that were laid out around Maple Square. “It will give the kids more places to play and make traffic around here much safer.”

“Wow. That’s all part of your job?”

“Well, I’m sort of an adviser now,” I said. “I’m working with the owner of the Village to implement improvements. I’m overseeing the expansion of the rec center and the redesign of the landscaping. I’m also overseeing the expansion of the business center.”

“That dinky office space we passed?” Blaise laughed.

“Yeah, it’s pretty pathetic right now. Next summer, though, we’re going to expand it into a proper shared working space. Fast Internet, conference rooms, open areas. Hell, we’ll even get an espresso machine. It will make Lakeshore Village a leader in work-from-home. Kind of the future, I think.”

“Sounds amazing, Nick. I’m so glad you are doing so well. When you told me that you weren’t moving back, I was a little worried about you.”

I shrugged. “I just decided to bet on myself.”

“Looks like you made the right choice.”

Arm in arm, we walked up the steps to my townhouse. I led Blaise inside, the two of us relieved to be out of the cold.

“Hey, Blaise!”

Zoe greeted her from the kitchen, waving happily. Zoe was wearing a frilly apron over her clothes, something only Angelina could have convinced her to put on.

Sure enough, Angelina stepped out from behind the fridge. She was wearing a matching apron.

“Angelina, this is Blaise,” I said. “Blaise, this is Angelina. She lives next door.”

The two women hugged.

“I’ve heard so much about you!” Angelina said.

“And you,” Blaise replied. “You’re even prettier than Nick said you were.”

“That’s very kind of you to say,” Angelina said, a blush creeping up her cheeks. “Would you like some wine?”

“Hey hey hey,” I interjected. “She just turned 19. Stop trying to corrupt the youth, lady.”

“I forget how young you kids are,” Angelina laughed. “How about sparkling water?”

“Sounds great.”

“Come sit with us girls,” Zoe said. “We’re cutting vegetables for salad. You can tell us all your stories about what Nick was like in high school.”

“I’d like that,” Blaise said.

Angelina came to me and gave me a kiss.

“Percy wanted you to know that your guild has climbed the social ladder on the server to seventh place. I don’t know what that means, but he was very excited.”

“He’s with Darrin tonight?”

“And all weekend. Zoe and I plan to ride you hard, kiddo. That is, as long as you’re not too tired from Blaise.”

“I’ll manage,” I chuckled.

“I think the oven is ready for the lasagna!” Zoe called from the kitchen.

“Be right there!” Angelina said.

Angelina gave me another kiss and a hard squeeze of my ass. With a wink, she trotted back to the kitchen where Zoe and Blaise were waiting for her.

A gust of cold air made me turn around. Lynne had just stepped inside, her hair tousled by the wind.

“It’s bitter out there,” she said. “I think snow may be just a few weeks away.”

Lynne wrapped me in her arms and kissed me deeply. I knew the other women were watching from the kitchen. Zoe and Angelina were slowly warming to Lynne, but still keeping a distance from her. I hoped they’d eventually come to see Lynne as the complex woman I knew she was. Such things took time, however. It couldn’t be rushed.

“I’m glad to see you settling into your new place,” Lynne said.

“It’s much bigger than my old studio. I’m not sure bigger is better.”

“Believe me, it is,” Lynne teased. “You’ll get used to it.”

“I guess so.”

Lynne cleared her throat and squeezed my hand.

“Someone is waiting for you outside,” Lynne said.

“Who?”

“It’s better that you go see for yourself.”

Lynne left me and went to the kitchen. Puzzled, I went to the front door and stepped outside.

A woman was waiting at the bottom of the steps. Her back was to me, but I recognized her immediately.

“Sophia?”

My stepmother turned to face me. She was wearing a heavy coat clutched tightly about her body. Her hair was clipped back into a ponytail, her lovely face flushed from the cold.

I went down to Sophia and took her in my arms. She pressed her face into my chest as I stroked her hair.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I couldn’t stand it any longer,” she said quietly. “Alone in that house. Even when your father was there, I was still alone. We tried to work things out, but it was no use. Our marriage is a dead thing. It has been for years. So I left and came here.”

“Oh, god, Sophia. I’m so sorry.”

“Will you have me, Nick?” she asked. “Can I stay?”

I squeezed her tightly. Tilting her chin up, I kissed her gently, savoring the feel of her lips against mine.

“My darling Nick, I’ve always loved you,” she said.

“I know. Come inside, Sophia. Let me introduce you.”

“To who?”

“Your new family.”

Taking her hand, I led Sophia up the stairs and into the townhouse. The warmth enveloped us, shutting out the cold night air. From behind the sofa, Smeggy rushed up to Sophia, twining around her ankles and purring loudly.

“Everyone!” I called out. “I’d like you to meet Sophia!”

As Zoe and Angelina and Lynne and Blaise all came and greeted my stepmother, I leaned close to her ear.

“Welcome home,” I whispered to Sophia. “We have so much to share with you.”

THE END
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