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      The front door slammed so hard the floor beneath my feet shook. For a second, everything froze — Carol's breasts exposed, my semen spattered over her chest and chin. Then Natalie’s voice cut through the air like a whipcrack.

      “What the actual fuck is going on?”

      The world snapped into motion. I pulled back from Carol like I’d been shocked, stumbling into the edge of the counter, my pants fighting with me the entire way up my body. She turned toward the doorway, her face paling.

      Natalie stood frozen just inside the entrance, her eyes locked on us. Her backpack slipped from her shoulder and thudded to the floor, forgotten. Her jaw was slack, but her eyes — wide, stormy, and blazing with betrayal — made my stomach drop like a stone.

      She looked like I had punched her in the chest. Only what I had really done was worse. Me and my stupid horny cock had betrayed this beautiful, kind girl and now I have ruined everything. It was all my fault.

      How could I have let this happen?

      “Oh my god,” she breathed. “Oh my god.”

      Carol stepped forward, hands raised, her voice too calm as she used a napkin to clean her chest and tuck her breasts away. “Natalie—honey⁠—”

      “No. Don’t.” Natalie’s voice cracked. “Don’t honey me. What the hell were you just doing with my boyfriend?”

      My mouth opened, but no words came. My brain was running in loops, short-circuiting. I couldn’t think past the fact that Natalie — Natalie — had just seen everything.

      Carol tried again, softer. “Let’s just—talk, okay? You just got back, you’re upset, and we need to⁠—”

      “You think I’m upset?” Natalie’s voice rose an octave, shrill with disbelief. “No, I’m not upset, I’m freaking traumatized! Were—were you just sucking his cock! My boyfriend, Mom!”

      Carol went still. A sad disappointed motherly face frozen on her expression. I wished I could disappear. My chest was burning. I couldn’t even make eye contact with Natalie. She was trembling — rage and heartbreak rippling off her like heat waves.

      I took a step forward, stupidly. “Nat⁠—”

      “Don’t you dare,” she snapped, her finger slicing through the air like a blade. “Don’t say my name like that. Like you’re sorry. Like this is something you can fix with your sweet little puppy-dog voice.”

      “I didn’t mean—” I croaked.

      “Didn’t mean what?” she shouted.

      Carol winced. “It wasn’t like that.”

      “It was exactly like that! I saw you!”

      The silence that followed was heavy, brittle, waiting to shatter. Carol stepped toward her again, voice lower. “Honey, let’s talk⁠—”

      Natalie cut her off with a sharp laugh. “Talk about what? Seducing my boyfriend!”

      “It was complicated. We should have a discussion.”

      “Complicated?” Natalie shouted. “He’s my boyfriend, and you’re my mother. That’s not complicated, that’s betrayal!”

      The words hit so hard they echoed in the room.

      I stepped forward again. “It… got out of hand and⁠—”

      “You think that makes it better?” she said through gritted teeth. “Ugh! I can’t even look at you right now.”

      She turned on her heel and stormed toward the front door. Carol hesitated, then rushed after her, calling her name as the screen door banged open. Their voices spilled outside, rising and falling in the humid spring air.

      And just like that, I was alone.

      The quiet was sudden and deafening. The heat from Carol’s touch still lingered on my skin, sickening now. My chest felt like it was collapsing inward. I stood there for a moment in the wreckage of what used to be my life. I could hear them outside. They were screaming now, at least, but they were still arguing.

      I made this bed now I have to lie in it.

      I went upstairs. Our room — her room — was a mess of textbooks, clothes, the half-made bed we shared. The place we used to laugh and touch and whisper secrets in the dark. I yanked open drawers and shoved my clothes into my backpack, barely looking. My hands shook. I couldn’t focus on what I was grabbing. I packed a few things in bags.

      I was broke. No job. No apartment. No plan. I hadn’t even made it through finals. What the hell was I going to do?

      More importantly — how the hell had I let this happen?

      I sat down hard on the edge of the bed, backpack half-zipped, and dropped my face into my hands. I couldn’t breathe. The guilt was thick in my throat. Natalie had been so good to me — letting me stay here when I had nowhere else to go, believing in me when I didn’t believe in myself. And I’d thrown it all away for… what?

      I wasn’t sure how long I sat there. It wasn’t an hour, but it wasn’t a minute either. My eyes stared at the wall as my mind searched to for answers to problems with no solution. The sound of the door creaking open behind me made my whole body jolt. I turned — and there she was.

      Natalie. I stood, my heart in a twist at her sight. Her expression was surprisingly blank normal. Her eyes weren’t red despite the tears I swore I heard in her voice before. She stood in the doorway and blinked at me with a sad smile.

      And then her expression cracked when she saw my half-packed bag in her hand.

      “You’re leaving me?” she said, her voice raw, thick with disbelief. “You’re just gonna pack up and disappear? After everything?”

      I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

      Natalie stepped into the room, her arms trembling at her sides. “You think that makes it better? That I’ll feel less humiliated if you’re not here?”

      “I didn’t know what else to do,” I whispered.

      “You’re not even going to fight for me?” she said, eyes shining. “For what we’ve made together?”

      I furrowed my brow, confused. “I thought that’s what you wanted.”

      “Do you still love me?”

      “Of course, yes,” I said without hesitation.

      She stared at me for a moment before smiling, softly, and approaching me. Her kiss was long, light, and surprising but I didn’t question it. her tongue slipped into my mouth then mine into hers. I knew things would only get more complicated from here but I had the briefest sliver of hope now.
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      It had been quiet for a long time.

      Too quiet. The kind of silence that made your ears ring.

      I sat there on the bed, my half-packed backpack at my feet, Natalie sat beside me. Her shoulder against mine. Her leg against mine.

      “I didn’t want to hurt you,” I blurted out.

      She exhaled sharply and leaned against the doorframe, folding her arms over her chest. “Yeah. Well. That ship kind of sailed, didn’t it?”

      I nodded. “Yeah.”

      She studied me, her eyes unreadable. “You’re in love with me?”

      I blinked. “Of course I am.”

      “But you want her.”

      It wasn’t a question. Just a quiet, brutal truth that she laid out like a knife between us.

      I didn’t answer right away. Because the right answer — the one that would soothe her, that would erase the last week — wasn’t honest.

      “I’m…I’m attracted to her,” I finally said. “Not like I love you. But… I like her.”

      She tilted her head, a sad smile playing at the edge of her lips. “You’re not the first guy to fall under her spell, you know.”

      I raised my eyebrows in surprise, letting a moment pass before adding, “I’m the first you brought home.”

      She let out a laugh — low and bitter. “Yeah. That part’s new.”

      There was a long silence between us. Something buzzed beneath it — something strange. Not forgiveness. Not acceptance. But curiosity. Maybe even excitement.

      “I talked to her,” Natalie said suddenly. “Really talked.”

      “What did she say?”

      “Same as you. Didn’t want to hurt me, but she also said she hasn’t felt like this in years. Not with anyone.”

      I swallowed. “I…”

      Natalie’s eyes met mine. “I know.”

      “I wanted to be angry — I was angry,” she went on. “But the more we talked, the more something weird started happening. It wasn’t just about betrayal. It was about you. About how we both… feel.”

      My stomach knotted. “What are you saying?”

      “I’m saying…” She walked toward me, slow and deliberate. “This doesn’t have to be a disaster. It could be something else. Something new.”

      I looked at her, stunned. “You’re serious?”

      She nodded. “We’ve come up with an idea. It’s not exactly normal.”

      My heartbeat picked up.

      “How not normal?” I asked cautiously.

      Natalie stood in front of me now, close enough that I could see the faint flush on her cheeks. Her hand took mine. “We want to try something… non-traditional. Not an open relationship, exactly. But something… shared.”

      “Shared?” I repeated, like I’d misheard her.

      “You stay… we stay together, as a couple. But a couple with us. You don’t have to choose between us. During the day, we all live together. At night… we take turns.”

      I stared at her, unable to process what I was hearing. “You want to share me.”

      She didn’t blink. “We want to. I’m not going to pretend I don’t still want you. And my mom—” her voice faltered slightly, then firmed, “—she’s not going to give you up either. So instead of pretending we can go back to normal, we make a new normal.”

      I swallowed. “And you’re okay with this?”

      “I’m not sure yet,” she admitted. “But I’d rather try something crazy than let you walk out that door forever.”

      The weight of her words dropped into me like a stone. This wasn’t a fantasy. It wasn’t a trap. It was… real. Messy. Human.

      And kind of impossible to say no to.

      “I don’t know what to say,” I murmured.

      “Say you’ll try.”

      I nodded, barely able to speak. “Okay. I’ll try. But our friends… what will⁠—”

      “To the world we’ll just be a young couple living with my widowed mother. Nothing strange. No one needs to know our business,” she said quickly. She had put quite a bit of thought into this.

      I nodded again, “Okay.”

      Natalie gave a small, tired smile and stepped back. “Tonight, you talk to her. Get used to the idea. Tomorrow, you’re mine,” she said with a surprising playful wink, “I’ve got study group I’m late for. I’ll see you at dinner.”

      “Kay, bye…” I said

      With that, she turned and walked out of the room, her presence lingering even after the door clicked shut behind her.

      I dropped back onto the edge of the bed, my pulse roaring in my ears.

      What the hell was my life?

      I didn’t know how to feel. It was like falling through a trapdoor into another version of reality. Part of me was thrilled. The other part was terrified. And in the middle… a flicker of something darkly exciting.

      Then — my phone buzzed. I reached for it instinctively.

      Carol.

      My stomach fluttered, stupid and anxious. I opened the message. It was a photo.

      Carol, in a fitted white top that hugged her curves like a second skin, was standing next to Natalie in the kitchen. The two of them were smiling — not wide, not fake. Just soft, like something had shifted between them. Carol had her arm wrapped around Natalie’s waist, her hand resting low, fingers grazing her hip possessively.

      They looked like a team.

      And they were both looking straight at the camera. At me.

      

      
        
        Carol

        ‘Your breakfast is getting cold, honey.’

      

      

      

      I stared at the screen, my heart thudding against my ribs.

      The house was quiet again.

      But something had begun.
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      Breakfast was surprisingly normal. Aside from a few stray comments from Carol, I ate in silence. Leaving the house that afternoon, I went to the library just to get away for a bit. Clear my head. I couldn’t imagine how this could work.

      Am I just going to have to put up with passive-aggressive comments from Natalie for the remainder of the relationship? Is she plotting something else—there’s no way she could actually be cool with this all.

      As weirded out as I was I decided I was being silly to. I had been having sex with both of them for weeks now, and now that they both knew and was okay with it I was weirded out? Maybe they aren’t the weird ones, I am. After hours of playing on my phone and a few minutes of actually studying, I returned home around dinner. I don’t know why, but my heart sank as if I had been caught all over again when I saw both Natalie and her mom in the kitchen cooking.

      “There you are,” Carol said, stepping away from where she was cutting vegetables to give me a hug, a kiss, and a tap on the butt. “You almost were late for dinner too.”

      She returned to cutting vegetables while Natalie took the chicken she cooked off the stove and set it down, then she came to me with a bright smile. “I missed you,” she said, wrapping her arms around my neck as she kissed me long and deep. “Go wash up, dinner’s almost ready.”

      I staggered through dinner, waiting for the other shoe to drop the entire time. I treated Natalie like a time bomb about to go off when she was as normal as ever. No one would have guessed she had just walked in on me cumming on her mother’s tits this morning. Something strange was going on.

      After dinner, I sat beside Natalie on the couch and she cuddled to my side. To my surprise, Carol chose the seat on the other side of me. They each took an arm, rubbing and squeezing it between their arms. It was beyond odd for the first hour or so but eventually I eased into it. Natalie went to bed early that day, which surprised me. I hesitated to stand but she cut me off with a ‘goodnight kiss’ and she said she’d see me in the morning.

      “Um, okay… Goodnight,” I said as I watched her go up the stairs. Sitting back into the couch, I felt Carol rest her head on my shoulder, her hands wrapped around my bicep like any other couple might be.

      After another hour of watching TV, Mrs. Wells looked up at me and whispered, “You ready for bed, yet, honey?”

      “Um, I don’t know…” I said that because I didn’t know how to respond to that.

      My girlfriend’s mother leaned forward and kissed me long and deep. As she did, I felt her tuck my hand between her warm thighs as her tongue painted the roof of my mouth.

      “Come on, I’ll get you good and tired,” she winked at me as she stood.

      We both got ready for bed. The entire time I kept looking at the stairs, waiting for Natalie to pop out with a knife or something. She never did, thankfully. Sitting on her bed as she finished up in the master bathroom, I didn’t know what to do. I normally slept in my boxers but that felt wrong. The times we had sex it was so informal and rushed, there was no time to think of this kind of stuff. Now, there was nothing but time.

      My breath caught when Mrs. Wells left the bathroom and shuffled toward me. Her thick, creamy thighs were bare. She wore a silk purple top that had spaghetti straps and bare shoulders. The fabric only brushed her belly because her breasts were so large that it dangled the fabric out at her mid-drift. For a bottom, she only wore a pair of white panties, and I couldn’t help but see a moist spot in the center of them.

      Mrs. Wells stopped in front of me, where I sat at the edge of the bed. “I’ve got you allll night,” she said teasingly. She grabbed my shirt and peeled it off over my head, then she grabbed my hands and guided them up to her breasts. The silk was soft, thin. I could feel her hard nipples press on my palms.

      “Mmmmm…” Mrs. Wells hummed, chewing on  the corner of her lip.

      “Are you sure its alright with Natalie?” I asked, sparing a glance at the closed bedroom door.

      Mrs. Wells smiled, “Would you like to go ask her?”

      I chuckled at the thought, “No, I guess.”

      “Lay back, honey,” she whispered as she crawled onto the bed.

      Half lying on top of me, Mrs. Wells kissed me long and kissed me deep. Her hums and sighs were quickly swallowed as I squeezed her fat breasts and slid my palm up her shirt to feel her soft smooth skin. Casually, her hand rubbed over my crotch several times before she undid my jeans. When her hand slipped inside my boxers, I took a long breath as her palm slipped underneath my balls and slowly dragged up until it rested on my shaft.

      “Mmmm… Mmmm… Such a good cock… mmmhmmm…” she hummed between kisses. Her hand gripped my shaft gently in a reverse grip as she slowly dragged he fingers from my base to the tip and back again. I groaned in her mouth and she giggled, “That’s it, baby… that’s it… let yourself go for momma.”

      My cock flexed and I felt Mrs. Wells’ grip squeeze as if they were communicating. She shoved my pants and boxers further down and broke from the kiss to pull off her top. Her enormous breasts swayed like they had their own gravity. Crawling to her knees to my side she lowered her mouth to my cock.

      “Come here, baby, come to mommy,” she giggled. Flicking her hair to one side, she looked up at me with a teasing smile in the corner of her lips before sliding the swollen head of my cock inside her mouth. She hummed with approval and I felt those vibrations more than hear them. As her mouth focused on the tip, my hips raised instinctively, wanting her lips to go farther down, but she lifted with my hips so they didn’t

      Giggling, she popped her mouth off my cock as her one hand stroked my shaft, absently. “Uh uh uhhh…” she said teasingly, “there’s no rush this time. I’m taking my sweet sweet time and there’s nothing you can do but sit there and take it.”

      She flashed a grin in my direction as her lips descended on my cock once more. The feeling was amazing, but it was tantalizingly slow and teasing.

      Well, two can play at that game.

      Reaching out, my hand rubbed over her broad fat ass, squeezing it, before slipping my fingers underneath her panties. High notes of approval joined her moans as my fingers brushed over her lips. As I suspected, she was absolutely drenched. I could hear how wet she was even over her sucking my cock.

      Pulling her moist panties to the side, I spread her lips and used the pad of my middle finger to circle her clit slowly. Every time I near the stiff little nub, I felt her body tense and her lips freeze on my cock like she was a computer rendering, but then I quickly retreated putting distance between her clit and me. It only took me repeating this motion three times before it became too much for her.

      “Oh my, God! You fucking tease!” she groaned as she threw her head back. Her ass and hips twitched from being on the edge of an orgasm for the past ten minutes and her face was wrecked with a manic need. “God, I need your fucking cock inside, baby,” she said as her lips and tongue kissed up my chest to my throat. Her breaths were desperate. Her groans were hungry.

      She didn’t even take off her panties as the mature woman straddled me. The soaked fabric ground on my flexing shaft as her hips squirmed. Panting, she pulled her panties to the side as I reached down to feed my cock inside her. She stopped breathing as the tip of my shaft pierced her pussy and I felt her warmth swallow me, inch by inch.

      “Oh—oh my, God…” she moaned as my shaft shoved deeper. “Oh, fuck!” she screamed and suddenly I remembered my girlfriend was upstairs. “Yes, yes! F-Fuck me, fuck me!”

      Mrs. Wells rocked her hips up and down as I lifted to meet her as much as I could. Her breasts swayed over my face like wrecking balls as my fingers gripped her ass.

      “Aaahhh ahhhh! Oh my, God! Yes! Fuck Mommy!” she sang as the hard bucks of hips made her tits smack together and bounce hard. “Ughhh fuck, yes! Yes… You’re… you’re gonna make Mommy… Fuuuck!”

      Mrs. Wells’ blonde hair fell over her face as she leaned forward on her hands. She muttered to herself between moans as her breaths became sharp and ragged. “Oh my, God.. Oh my, God… oh my, God!” she repeated getting increasingly louder until she finally tossed her hair and head back and screamed. “Oh my—fuuuuck! I’m cumming!”

      With her leaned back, I couldn’t thrust much and my cock was locked inside her as her pussy pulsed and her body seized. Her heavy breasts bounced down and smacked her chest as her thick thighs tried to close around my body.

      “Yes—ughhhhh!” she groaned in release.
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      Rolling Mrs. Wells over onto her back, my cock still buried inside her, I pressed on the back of her knees as I pulled my cock out and slammed it back in.

      “Shiit! Fuck… wait, wait, wait—oh, fuck!” Mrs. Wells cried, reaching above her to claw at the blankets.

      Yanking her drenched panties aside with hand, my cock thumped inside her pussy as I fucked my girlfriend’s mother into her bed. She arched her back as her tits hung to the sides of her body and made lazy half circles with every one of my hard thrusts. My free hand slid up and groped her left tit. Squeezing as much of it as I could in one handful. Mrs. Wells’ hand clapped to the back of my hand, locking it to her breast.

      “Oh, yeah, baby! You’re going to make mommy cum again, oh, fuck, do you want to make Mommy fucking cum again?” she moaned, her breath broken as her entire body rocked. I groaned in response and immediately felt her fingers and fingernails sink into my back and ass as she pulled me into her. “Yes, that’s it—just like that! Don’t fucking stop! Make Mommy cum! Make Mommy cum… fill Mommy—yes! Yes! Oh my God!”

      Mrs. Wells twisted and cried into the bedding as she came which set me off. My balls flexing as I dumped my pent up cum deep inside my girlfriend’s mother’s pussy. My cock flexed and flexed some more until every drop was dripped from my tip.

      “Oh, honey… oh, baby…” she cooed and finally released me so I could pull out of her and roll to my side. “Mmmmm… I haven’t been fucked like that in years.” She mused with a giggle.

      I spared one last glance at the door, expecting something bad to happen. Mrs. Wells was certainly loud enough for Natalie to have heard. I suppose if she weren’t here, she wouldn’t be coming.

      Tonight really is Carol’s night, I thought, and felt myself relax for the first time that evening.

      We fell asleep that evening naked and spooning. I woke in the middle of the night surprised by where I was and forgetting for a moment the drastic changes that had happened early that day. As soon as I recalled, blood flow worked its way back to my cock at the realization that it was resting against Natalie’s mom’s ass and my hand was groping her heavy breast.

      I didn’t even really think before acting, as everything was already lined up. sliding my palm down below her ass, I parted her pussy lips slightly as my throbbing head rubbed back and forth along her sex. slowly, I angled my hips so my cock pressed harder and my head inched closer to her hole. When my cock finally pierced her, Mrs. Wells sucked in a sharp breath and whined as she pressed her head back. My fingers gripped her hips as I pressed my cock deeper. Mrs. Wells’ hand palpated behind her, patting my thigh and gripping my ass as I humped her slowly.

      “Yess… Yesss……” she whispered. “Ah, ah, ah, ahhmmm…”

      Mrs. Wells moaned with every thrust as my cock grew harder and my humping rougher. She lifted her leg and my hand scooped underneath it, holding her legs wide as my cock slammed in and out of her.

      “Fffffuck,” she growled through gritted teeth as she pressed on the headboard and the headboard tapped on the wall. Her tits bounced with every buck. “Don’t stop… don’t stop… don’t—don’t fucking stop… keep… fucking… ahhh ahhhmmm… me… oh, fuuuck!”

      The older woman pressed her back against my chest as I felt her pussy seize around my cock. Her powerful thighs clapped together as she shook, and the orgasm wrecked her. when she finished, I slowly began sliding my cock in and out of her again, but to my surprise she pushed me away. Instead, she turned around and spun so her feet lay toward me. She covered herself with the sheet so she wouldn’t get cold, then with her cheek resting on my thigh, Mrs. Wells tenderly took my cock into her mouth.

      My warm palm rested and rubbed the soft skin along the back of her thighs as Mrs. Wells gave me a long, sensual blow job that lasted nearly twenty minutes. Taking her time, as she promised in the beginning of the night, her tongue and lips worked their way down my shaft and up again. She tongued my balls and stroked my shaft. Everything she did was slow, gentle, and deliberate until finally I came. Her head bobbed up and down on my cock as her lips squeezed my flexing shaft.

      Strings of warm semen spilled on the back of her tongue, and Mrs. Wells hummed in approval as she swallowed every drop. Even after I had finished, the woman stayed down there for another five minutes. Licking me clean before turning back around, planting a kiss on my forehead, and nestling into my chest to go back asleep.
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      Natalie and I both had early classes the next day, so we were the first ones up. On my way to the bathroom upstairs, Natalie opened the door as I was passing. Still half asleep in her panties and oversized shirt.

      “Good morning,” she said through a yawn.

      “Hey, morning,” I said, and was surprised when she pulled me in for a kiss and a smile.

      We went about our morning routine, for the most part, normally. Dressed, showered, and with our book bags, we went downstairs to leave, and Mrs. Wells was wearing a loosely cinched robe and sipping her coffee beside the coffee pot.

      “Have a good day,” Mrs. Wells said to her daughter and Natalie smiled.

      “Bye mom!” she said cheerily.

      “Mm, Adam,” Mrs. Wells said, swallowing a drink of her coffee before setting it down. I hesitated and looked her way.

      “Yes?”

      Mrs. Wells shuffled over to me, placing her palms on my chest as planted a lingering kiss on my lips, smiling up at me. “Have a good day,” she whispered with a smile.

      “Thanks, um, you too.”

      “Oh, I will after last night,” she winked.

      I half laughed and turned, shocked to see Natalie outside watching, holding the door open for me.

      “Come on, let’s go. We’re gonna be late,” Natalie said with a soft smile. No hint of anger or judgment.

      We drove to school as we always did. We met for coffee after class like we always did… for some reason, every time nothing crazy happened, I was always surprised. Perhaps because this arrangement was too beneficial to me, I felt like it was a trap somehow. I kept waiting for the noose to tighten around my neck. Then at lunch, it finally came—or so I thought.

      “So, how’d it go last night?” Natalie asked as she pushed her tray of food aside once she was finished.

      “How’d it go?” I chuckled nervously.

      “Yeah, was it as weird as you thought it would be? Did you like it?” she asked probingly.

      I sighed, shaking my head. “I don’t know what you want me to say. Is this a test?”

      She giggled rolling her eyes, “No, silly,” she rubbed her hand over my knee under the table. “I’m just seeing what you think of this set up. Do you think its working so far?”

      “So far…” I shrugged, “It’s… definitely strange… I like some of it. Need to get used to other parts of it… What about you? Aren’t you weirded out by it?”

      “Surprisingly, no,” she said, taking a sip of her Coke from the straw. “Even though you weren’t with me last night, which sucked, there was a peacefulness in knowing where you were… I don’t know… it’s hard to explain.”

      I nodded.

      “So do you think this is something we can do long term?” she asked.

      “How long term?”

      “I don’t know, summer break is almost here. Maybe we can try it through then and see how it goes? Just take it one day at a time?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

      Suddenly, it felt like I was being talked into this and felt a wave of confusion come over me. “Um, yeah. One day at a time. Sounds good.”

      Natalie’s face brightened and she leaned over to give me a lingering kiss. I kissed her harder as I found myself hungry for her lips. I cupped her cheek as I felt her hand slide up my leg and quickly we both had to stop as we realized we were in the middle of the campus cafeteria. We went to our last class and then to our study groups which went late that day. It was Friday and next week were finals for the end of the year. When we finally met back at my car, it was already dark out and most of the parking lot was empty.

      We couldn’t even wait to get into the vehicle before we started making out. dropping our book bags to the ground, Natalie’s hands rubbed over my chest and arms as we kissed while my hands cupped the back of her neck and slid down the tight curve of her ass. I felt her leg snake around mine and she ground her crotch into my thigh like a bitch in heat. There was no one around, but we quickly pushed each other into the back seat like high schoolers searching for privacy. Within seconds both our pants were off and Natalie was mounting me.

      “Yes, yes, yes! Put it in me, Adam,” she whimpered desperately. “Shove it in my pussy—ahhh! Ahhhhh!”

      Jamming my cock deep inside her tight pussy, my fingers dug into her shoulder as I pulled her down while bucking my hips up. Her hands pressed on my chest as her forehead rolled against mine. Her hips aggressively bouncing on my cock.

      “Jesus fucking—ughhhh! Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me like a slut—God, yessss!” Natalie moaned as we fucked hard enough to shake the entire car. Her tit bouncing in her shirt as her hard hips dug into me, hungry for all of my cock. “Ughhh! Goddammit, baby! You’re going to make me cum! Make your dirty slut cummmm!” she cried, her breath bathing my neck as she rode me.

      I groaned in her ear as she screamed in mine. Her pussy clenched on my cock, milking it as she drizzled juices down my length. Her arms locked around my back and mine around hers as the powerful orgasm shook us both. It was different this time. Essential needed. Like we were missing it.

      “Fuck…” Natalie whispered as she lulled her forehead against mine in a daze.

      Grabbing her cheeks, I pulled her forehead down to my lips and planted a kiss there just as her mother had for me last night and she melted into my chest.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      Carol had pizza waiting for us when we returned home. Reheating it in the microwave, we talked about our day and finals coming up next week. Natalie felt confident she was going to ace hers. Me not so much.

      “We’re going to have to make sure you study this weekend, then,” Carol said with a smirk.

      “No video games until after finals,” Natalie only half joked.

      “Yeah, I’ve got my work cut out for me,” I said. The conversation twisted and turned from Carol’s day gardening and cleaning to summer plans. Carol wanted to take a cruise but wasn’t quite confident in doing so—she’d never been in the ocean before.

      “Do you want another slice?” Natalie asked when she was getting more, “No, I’m good, thanks.”

      “Here, let me get your plate,” Carol said when I was finished. The two women giggled and whispered at the kitchen counter, and I just shook my head at the surrealness of it all.

      I was more comfortable watching TV tonight with both of them snuggled to my side. When Carol went to bed, she gave me a lingering kiss, and Natalie didn’t even lift her head from my shoulder.

      Has it all really become that normal that quickly?

      It didn’t take long after her mom closed her bedroom door for us to start making out. Before long I hadn’t even realized it but Natalie had my pants undone and around my ankles as she stroked my cock and I had her shirt off and her nipple in my mouth.

      “Ohhhhh yess… Baby, bite that nipple. Bite it—oh fuuck…” she whimpered.

      Plucking my teeth off of her nipple, I shot a glance over my shoulder at her mother’s door.

      “You want to go upstairs?” I asked.

      “No,” she replied and pulled down her pants and panties. There was a string of my cum still leaking from her lips from our fuck in the car. “I want you to fuck me right here.”

      “Natalie, are you crazy?” I asked, but her response was to lay down on the couch naked and pull me down to her.

      Kicking off my jeans, I found myself having a familiar wincing feeling that I had last night and constantly looking at Natalie’s mother’s door.

      Thrusting my cock between her pussy lips, Natalie raised the back of her hand to her mouth to keep from crying out. Spreading her legs wide, I buried my cock deep inside her pussy. Her tight walls squeezed on me as my balls smacked into her ass with every thrust.

      “Ahh ahh ahh ahhhmmmy goddd!” Natalie cried. Moans leaked around her hand with every buck of my hips. “Yes, fuck me. Fuck me, baby…”

      Her tits bounced in short circles with every thrust. Her taut body squirmed underneath me as I pounded her into the sofa.

      “Fuck yes! Goddammit!” she cried for sure loud enough for her mother to hear, but Carol remained in her room. “Jesus, Christ! I’m cumming!” she panted and her hand fell to her clit. Circling and rubbing it as her entire body seized and a short squirt of juices pushed my cock out. “Ughhh… dammit…”

      She grabbed my cock with her hand as her lips hungrily pressed into my lips, kissing me as she pumped my shaft.

      “Natalie…” I whispered between kisses but she raised to her knees and guided my cock toward her from behind.

      “No, no—fuck me… Fuck me like a whore,” she begged and I obliged. I ignored the part of my brain shouting not to do this, to go upstairs and instead shoved my still throbbing cock into her pussy from behind. “Goddammit, yes! Ughhhhh…”

      Grabbing a lock of her hair, I pulled her head back by is as I forced my cock deeper inside her. Her ass jiggled with every thrust. Her back was arched and her tits clapped together. I could see her fingernails digging into the arm of the couch as my cock ravaged her pussy. Hard thumps filled the living room as my body smacked against hers.

      “Yessss—ughhhh, God, yes! Fuck your slut!” Natalie moaned and groaned in return. “Cum inside me! Cum inside me!”

      Grunting, my mouth pressed in the corner of her neck as my cock flexed, cumming deep inside her. My eyes rolled backward as I held her body against mine for a minute before releasing, and we both collapsed to the couch. A final look, between my panting breaths, confirmed that Carol still hadn’t opened her door.

      A short while later we were upstairs and in our bed. Well, my bed for tonight. We slept soundly until the middle of the night. It was then that I woke with Natalie on her knees between my legs. Her lips wrapped around my cock. I had so much sex in the last twenty-four hours that it took me a half hour to cum, and yet my girlfriend sucked my cock the entire time, more eagerly than she ever had before. It was then I thought I figured out what was going on.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SEVEN

          

        

      

    

    
      It was Saturday, the next day, and we usually slept in, but when I woke around 8 in the morning, I was alone in the bed. I stirred out of the bed. I realized last night that maybe Natalie set up this whole weird relationship as a way to get back at her mom. The fact that she wanted to fuck hard downstairs last night. The fact that she woke me up in the middle of the night with that amazing blow job. Maybe she was just doing all this to, I don’t know, prove she’s better than her mom or something.

      I wasn’t sure, it was just a theory and it was all I had to go on to explain this bizarre twist of events. If it was true, I had to stop this before it escalated. This would only end with an even bigger fight with me in the middle. Throwing on some clothes I shuffled to the stairs to see if Natalie was down there when I heard her talking with her mom.

      They were whispering.

      Crouching so that I could hear better, I held my breath and listened.

      “Yeah, yeah, I agree. He’s definitely becoming more comfortable cuddling with the both of us,” Carol said.

      “And after last night, I think he’ll start getting used to having sex in the open more. Less of something to hide,” Natalie said.

      “Mmhmm.”

      “I think we should still keep mentioning this arrangement as a temporary thing for now,” Natalie said, “Show him the benefits before we have him consider long term⁠—”

      “Consider what long term?” I said as I started down the stairs in a rage, though I was still figuring out why.

      Natalie was in her pajamas and Carol wore her robe as they sat around the kitchen table. Expressions of a deer in the headlights on both of them.

      “Uh, uh, Adam, um, how much did you hear?” Natalie asked.

      “You planned this together!?”
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      I bumped and rolled in the sack as I was dragged along the forest for what felt like hours. It had been long enough that I stopped wondering about who kidnapped me and why, but I could only ponder over my own ailments. The cuts, bruises, and broken bones I sustained in the capture and the travel since.

      It was only weeks prior that I had set out on my adventure, leaving my village and family behind. Being eighteen now, I had a choice, if you could call it that. Be forced to marry one of the three girls of my approximate age and of no relation to me, then purchase land to farm on loan from either my father or my homely bride’s father. From there, my life would have been decided for me. Enslaved to my debts, I would spend decades farming to pay off the dowry I owed for a wife I did not want and land I did not choose, only to have children of my own–not out of desire but out of necessity for cheap labor.

      Given this grim-sounding future, I renounced my pitiful inheritance, and my father renounced me. My village cast me out, and I left gratefully. Living off the berries I picked, the leaves I boiled, and the game I could hunt with my bow, I walked for weeks south. Farther south than any man in my village had ever gone into the thick woods. There were towns beyond the forest, or so traders told us when they came through. Large towns with trade and markets–each ten times the size of the pitiful village I scrounged about all my life. Oh, how I longed to see something so wondrous. My excitement and foolhardiness might have proved to be my folly, though. Instead of following the long, winding trail around the Tormented Forest as the traders did, I cut through the land.

      After all, I have been through many woods to hunt as a teen; why fear this one? I thought.

      I barely made it a day’s walk into the Tormented Forest before being swept up. I was a strong man and a survivor, but that didn’t make me a warrior. At six feet tall, brown-haired, and well-muscled, I could deter most fights before being challenged with my youth. That said, I had never held a sword or shot a bow at anyone other than a deer. If my captor was a true warrior, I would stand little chance against him. I got only a glance at my taker before the burlap sack was wrapped around me. I must’ve hit my head because it looked like a woman, but that could not be. She was taller and broader-shouldered than any woman I had seen. My eyes were surely just making a fool of myself. But that didn’t matter anymore.

      The burlap sack and I inside it struck a downed tree and rolled over it, crashing to the ground with a thud. I groaned, and I heard a horse neigh in response.

      I am a fool for leaving my village. I left with the clothes on my back, my bow, and five arrows, and now I’m about to lose all of those things, plus my life, all in pursuit of adventure. A fool’s tale, this is…

      “Haughty!” a voice called out. “Is what you caught inside that sack?”

      “It is,” my captor replied as she mercifully slowed to a halt.

      “You fool! You could have broken him!”

      “A man broken so easily isn’t a man at all.”

      I panted and struggled to right myself inside the sack. When I finally thought I had succeeded, suddenly, the sack was pulled, and I was dumped out onto the dirt like a sack of potatoes. Coughing into the dirt, I rolled to my backside. Setting sunlight cut between the many women who stood over me, each peered down on me with inquisitive expressions, but it wasn’t their beautiful faces or gorgeous figures that caught my attention first; it was their size.

      Tall, lean, and long of reach, every single one of them. The shortest among them must have been six feet tall. Scantily dressed, they walked without fear of harassment from men, and it was easy to see why–besides their size, they each carried a spear or sword at their side. Dozens of them. Perhaps this was a dream. Why would so many sizeable women be dressed like harlots but armed like warriors?

      “See? Not broken,” Haughty, my captor, announced, self-satisfied. She was black of hair that was cut short so it brushed her shoulders. Her face was angled in a permanent scowl as she stared down at me.

      “Ugh, Haughty, you will be the death of us all,” another woman said, stepping forward. “He is barely in one piece!”

      Haughty shrugged dismissively and disappeared into the crowd of dozens who had formed a circle around me.

      “My name is Andeese. What is your name?” the second woman asked.

      “Daniel,” I said hesitantly. “Where am I? Why have I been taken?”

      “I apologize for your treatment thus far,” Andeese replied, her eyes undoubtedly searching the crowd for Haughty to glare at. “As for the answers you seek, they must wait. You require care for your injuries.”

      Andeese’s fingers gently touched my arms, body, and legs, inspecting me like a mother would after a bad fall.

      “Izabella,” she called, and a younger woman about my age stepped forward. “See to this boy. Make him well.”

      “Yes, mother,” Izabella said with a brief bow.
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