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Chapter 1


“You’re telling me I’m broke?!” I was trying to keep calm, but from the nervous glances I got from the man’s secretary, I was failing miserably.

“That’s not the term I would use, ma’am,” the accountant said. “But your late husband was over-leveraged, and his assets are barely enough to cover the debt. He was in arrears on several payments, and with his passing… the banks are moving to collect. I’m afraid if you can’t make the payments or clear the debt, the house, yacht, and the car will all be confiscated, and a hold will be placed on all of your accounts.”

“Wait,” I said, my head spinning as I tried to process the news, “I don’t understand.”

“Ms. Beverley,” the little balding man said in a long-suffering tone, “Forgive me for speaking ill of the dead, but I had been warning your late husband for years that he was living above his means. He was engaged in some very shady debt practices that are considered… illegal in certain states. The banks are going to find out, very soon, and when they do, their retribution against those who hold his debt in their names, are going to be swift and brutal. You and your stepson would do well to sell everything and pay it off before that happens.”

“How soon,” I asked, “till they come after us?”

“I would be confident saying you have a week. After that…” he held up his hands and shrugged. “Certainly, by the first of the month, they will begin to inquire, and I’m required by law to provide them with the details of Mr. Beverley’s financial records if they have a court order. Which they will.”

“One week…” I shook my head, feeling like the world was crashing down around me, “I just buried my husband, and I have one week to pay off his debts or lose everything.”

Looking up at the little man, I saw sweat beading on his bald pate, and I knew there was no hope of trying to get him to cover this up. A man like him would crack under the slightest pressure.

“How much in total?” I asked.

“1.37 million,” he said, “That’s the debt in total. The payment amount for this month, including all accounts, is 74 thousand.”

It was all too much, and suddenly I had to be out of there. Away from this annoying little man and his disapproving stares. Standing, I staggered out of his office.

“I will have to arrange for assessors to review the properties,” he called after me as I pushed open the door, “Expect to see them any day!”

The secretary and other women in the office glanced away nervously, burying their heads in their keyboards and pretending not to notice me. I’m used to that kind of reaction from women. You don’t go through life looking like I do, without recognizing envy in women’s faces.

Ignoring them, I strode out to my car. As I sat in the plush leather seat, gripping the wheel, a sudden wave of anxiety and stress rolled over me, and I felt the tears threatening to overwhelm. Biting the inside of my bottom lip, an old habit for dealing with anxiety or pressure, and continuing until I tasted blood. With the sharp pain, came a moment or two of relief from the stress, and I gathered my wits.

“That son of a bitch isn’t getting the last laugh,” I growled to myself, not sure whether I meant the accountant or my late husband.

Starting up my Porsche Cayenne, I drove up into the hills, already late for my lunch at the country club. Cursing myself the whole drive for not looking into the finances before he passed. I almost pulled over to a corner store and bought a pack of cigarettes, something I hadn’t done since my modeling days. Finally, I got to the club, and the valet took my keys. Hurrying through the elegant lobby and into the clubhouse, I found Alice already drinking a glass of rose while she waited for me.

“Dahling, there you are,” Alice said in that MidAtlantic drawl of hers, “Look at this madness? You’d think the groundskeepers would deal with it.”

She pointed out at the golf course, where a flock of ducks waddled across a green, leaving a trail of poop behind. “This place is falling apart. Tell me how the meeting went, were you pleasantly surprised? Or did the old cancer fuck you over for that handsome boy of his?”

“The old fool died and left me nothing,” I said, my voice tinged with bitterness. Motioning for the waiter to bring me another glass of wine, I continued, “Apparently, he was in tremendous debt.”

“You’re serious?” Alice said, in shock, “You said the man was worth millions!”

“He was,” I said, feeling the frustration surge in me, “Or he told me he was. It looks like he was living on debt for years, maybe decades. His monthly salary just covered the payments, and now that he’s gone…”

“Dahling, that’s terrible!” Alice said, “We simply must do something about this. Come, drink your wine, relax. Leave it to Alice, dear, I’ll figure something out. Now tell me all about it.”

I told her all about my morning meetings with the lawyers, business managers, and the accountant. Alice was the perfect person to talk to. Not only was she my best friend and a sweetheart, but she’d also been through something similar when her second husband passed away a few years before. Over the years since we’d become friends, we’d grown close as sisters, able to tell each other anything.

The rest of the tables in the clubhouse dining room were filled with other women, all here for a late lunch or early cocktail. A sea of white tennis skirts, bleach blonde hair, and fake tits. I always found these women so tiresome, and the surge of pride I usually felt when I felt their side-eye stares, was absent.

I make no pretensions about who or what I am. I was sixteen when discovered by a modeling agency out of New York. By the end of that summer, I was making more money than my parents. After a stint with Victoria’s Secret when I was twenty, my bust developed too much for me to continue modeling. A few years later, I met my husband, who was decades older and wealthy, able to provide me with the lifestyle I’d become accustomed to.

I wish I could say it was a union of love, but the truth is I married him for the lifestyle. He was a good man, showering me with gifts and attention throughout our marriage. I never had to worry about him cheating since he wasn’t ever able to get it up, even with pills.

“The old fool didn’t even have a life insurance policy,” I said. “There is nothing left for me. I’m going to have to start all over. But what can I do? Get a job? What skills do I have?”

“Nonsense dahling,” Alice said, “you’re too gorgeous to work a nine to five. What about Mark? Didn’t his father leave him anything?”

“Mark’s money comes from his mother’s side, held in trust,” I said, shaking my head, “It’s safe, but he can’t access it until he’s twenty-five. His father made sure the boy’s college is paid for but other than that… he’s on his own for the next six years.”

“So, the boy could use the money too,” Alice said thoughtfully, her tone causing me to glance over at her in curiosity.

The woman wore an expression that always made me nervous. She usually got it just before doing something wild. Such as the time she’d done molly with her daughter’s sorority friends, or when she and I’d gone skinny dipping at three am, after a few too many bottles of red wine and nearly kissed.

“What is it you’re thinking?” I asked, not sure I wanted to hear.

“You ever thought about getting back into modeling?”

“Hmph, I don’t think there’s much money out there for a 38-year-old model,” I said with a shake of my head. “Don’t tell me that’s your idea.”

“I wasn’t thinking that kind of model,” Alice said, her eyes flashing with suppressed amusement.

“You don’t mean like on one of those sites?” I asked with a disbelieving laugh, “For all the world to see?”

“Certainly not,” she said with a firm shake of her head, “Nothing so low class. Those sites offer basic services, and the models make a reasonable income, true. Depending on their skill or attractiveness, they can even make decent money, but nothing serious. I’m talking about the exclusive sites. The ones that can’t be found from a simple google search.”

“How do you know about all this?” I asked.

“I used to track my second husband's credit card transactions, to see who he was cheating on me with.” She said with a smirk, “One time, a charge came through for fifteen grand, and I grew suspicious. I lined it up with his browsing history and saw he’d spent a half-hour on a special cam site.”

“What was he watching?” I asked, shocked at the amount of money.

“If you’re not interested, I understand,” she said, and I could see she was being evasive and wasn’t going to answer my question. “I can’t believe I’m even suggesting it. But if you really need the money, it’s the fastest way I know of to get it.”

“What kinds of things… what would I have to do?” I asked, feeling my heart race. Was I seriously considering this?

“Nothing at first,” she said with a shrug. “Just meet with them, have a video call. If they agree to take you on, they’ll tell you the details… Want me to pass along your number?”

“Sure,” I said, feeling a little light-headed, “Why not.”

“How is Mark doing, anyway?” She asked, a sparkle entering her eyes as she brought up my stepson, “Is he still on the diving team?”

“Not this year,” I said, happy for the change of topic, “with the funeral and graduation, the boy is a bit lost.”

“He’s a fine young man,” Alice said with a warm smile, the warmest I remember seeing from her, “Don’t you think? Handsome, sweet, and such a good boy.”

“I suppose,” I said with a frown, “To be honest, I don’t know him all that well. He’s always been so awkward and in his room on that computer. I’ve raised him since he was a boy, but we’ve never been close. I worry about him even more with his father gone. His interests are all so… odd.”

“I wouldn’t worry about Mark,” Alice said with a grin, “That boy’s going to be just fine. Being interested in computers isn’t a bad thing for a kid nowadays.”

I knew she was right, Mark was one of the good ones. Despite what I’d said, I’d been thinking a lot about Mark lately. Trying to square the shy, awkward kid, he was at home with the kid the rest of the world saw. From what I saw, the boy was quiet and a bit of a recluse, but sweet and brilliant. He was also driven to succeed in everything he did, always wanting to be the best. Whether that was diving, where he was a state champ, classes where he was one of the top students, or video games.


Chapter 2


Throughout the rest of our lunch, Alice kept bringing Mark up, worrying about how he would adjust after his father’s passing, or if he was dating. She commented on him so much that I began to grow uncomfortable. On my Uber ride home, I found myself looking over pictures of the two of us from last spring break, when we’d gone on vacation to Bali.

Mark stood nearly the same height as me, and he was slender, making him appear even smaller beside my curvy frame and younger than his nineteen summers. His face was quite handsome, with the kind of chiseled jawline, that make women swoon. His pale green eyes were striking, and whenever he managed to look up from his shoes or the ground and addressed me properly, I was always arrested by their beauty.

Flipping through the pictures, I realized I’d never really taken much notice of Mark in them before. I was always more interested in my own appearance, and if a photo was unflattering, I usually deleted it.

Since his graduation the spring before, we’d become more like roommates who rarely spoke, than stepmom and son. New Haven was a beautiful little college town, and I’d always assumed Mark would start to have more friends and go to parties once he began at Yale, but that wasn’t the case. The boy would come home from classes in the afternoon and bury himself in his room, lost in his studying and video games, until he came out late at night to grouse on food and then disappear again till the morning.

My musing was cut off as the UBER ride pulled before the house. Thanking the driver, I pushed my sunglasses down and stepped out. A wave of emotion swept over me as I took in the gorgeous home with its bright green lawns and colorful beds of flowers. I’d fallen in love with the place the moment I’d laid eyes on it, and after months of pestering my late husband, he’d bought it.

Now I’m going to lose it, I thought to myself, feeling an ache in the pit of my stomach.

The wave of loss I felt might seem silly, but it was a combination of things that all came crashing down on me. Not only had I lost my husband, but now I was about to lose everything else as well. Thinking of Mark, I resolved to do everything possible to save the house for his sake and mine.

An hour later, I was curled up on the couch with my laptop, digging through my late husband's investments to see if there was anything worthwhile there. The idiot man had emptied his 401k a decade before and been drawing from our joint mutual fund accounts for years. If I closed down all the accounts, and after fees and taxes, I might be able to cover half of the first debt payment. I was just googling what I could get if I sold my car when an email notification popped up and I clicked it without thinking.

From: anon.taboo@deepweb.net

To: Heather Paulson

Re: Audition & Interview

Greetings Heather,

Our mutual acquaintance offered you as a potential model for my site. I was wondering if you are free this afternoon or evening for a brief audition and interview. If you are, please sign the attached non-disclosure agreement and forward it back with a time that works for you.

I’m sure it goes without needing to be said, but in the interest of being on the same page: If you forward this email to anyone else, or relay what we speak about, then you will find yourself in litigation.

We eagerly await your response.

Best regards,

The Director

I read the email a second time and then downloaded the attachment. My heart was racing as I signed the electronic document, and despite my better judgment, I felt a thrill shoot down between my legs.

Feeling suddenly nervous, I jumped up and hurried to my bedroom, fitting my AirPods in as I did. Mark was still in class but would be home anytime, and I had no wish for him to catch me doing or saying anything compromising. The thought actually made me giggle, wondering what kind of reaction the shy boy would have if he walked in on me dancing in front of a cam.

Responding to the email, I said I just needed ten minutes to freshen up. Throwing on my favorite top, I made sure its plunging neckline showed off my assets to the best effect. Then I popped in front of my makeup desk and touched up my mascara and eyeliner. After giving my hair a tease and making sure the loose curls hung artfully around my shoulders, I pulled a chair over before the windows.

By the time I sat down and pulled up my laptop, there was a response from The Director, this time with a hyperlink. Feeling butterflies in my stomach, I double-checked my appearance in a mirror and then clicked the link.

The link didn’t have a .com at the end of it. Instead, it had three letters I’d never seen together before. My browser opened and instantly became full screen without any input on my end, then the light of my webcam popped on, without the usual dialog box asking me if it was ok.

I was so disturbed by the dark screen and live webcam that I nearly closed the computer and shoved it aside. Reminding myself that if I didn’t find money soon, Mark and I might be without a home in a couple weeks, I took a firm grip on my nerves and pushed them down, just like when I used to get stage fright in my modeling days; the butterflies faded after slow deep breaths. Just as I was calming down, text scrolled up from the bottom of the screen.

Greetings Heather Paulson and our sorrow for you and your son’s loss.

“Thank you…?” I said, unsure if they could hear me.

We are an exclusive agency that handles customers with particular tastes. We provide our customers with a… peek into their greatest fantasies. We take this work very seriously and, as such, must ensure that our models are of the finest quality and the… experience they undergo, one that is as authentic as possible.

“Ok… but that doesn’t really tell me anything,” I said, feeling very awkward speaking to a black screen with white letters scrolling up it.

You will be given instructions if you’re deemed of suitable beauty. Please set the computer on a higher surface and remove your clothing.

I felt indignant for one second, then remembered working with asshole photographers over the years. Men and women who had seen so many beautiful people they’d become inured to it. They often dealt with talent, just like whoever was on the other end of the chat did, brusque, assuming they were dealing with a foolish model.

I’d already decided that I would do just about anything to save our home, so I stood, pushing down my nerves and set the computer on my dresser. Standing before the webcam, I began to strip down. A wave of shame swept over me, as I pushed my top off my shoulders and shrugged out of it, and a surprising zing of pleasure at knowing I was being watched. Removing my shorts and heels, I paused for one second, half expecting and hoping the scrolling text to say it was enough, but the screen stayed black. Nothing came on the screen, and so with trembling fingers, I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, letting it slide down off my arms, and then pushing down and kicking off my panties quickly.

I stood there, a slight chill causing my large nipples to harden as I shifted nervously from foot to foot. Two words scrolled up the screen, and with a sigh, I followed the instructions, turning around slowly. The experience of having my body judged wasn’t a new one, but it had been many years since the last time, and it was hard not to feel self-conscious when I remembered how I’d looked at twenty-two compared to now.

You are an extraordinarily beautiful woman and perfectly cast for this role.

“Thank you,” I couldn’t help the small smile of pride that found its way onto my lips at the compliment.

Please describe your stepson and your relationship with him.

“Mark?” I asked in surprise, “Why ever would you want to know about him?”

I waited for several seconds, but no response came.

“What’s going on here?” I asked, frustration rising as I stood there naked, feeling like this might all be some joke, “Is this some kind of prank?”

Please check your bank account, Ms. Paulson.

Blinking in surprise, my anger in check for a moment, I reread the text and grabbed my phone, logging into the app. My eyes saw the recent transaction and new balance, but my brain couldn’t comprehend.

“How… why?”

A hundred thousand dollars had been added to my checking account. How they had my bank information made me more than a little nervous, but seeing the money in there, I felt relief rush through me.

If we agree to work with you and you sign the contract, this will be your daily salary, excluding bonuses. If not, the money will be withdrawn. Take this as a sign of our intent and seriousness. Now, please describe both your stepson and your relationship with him.

With a final glance at my bank account balance, I licked my lips and set the phone down. Taking a deep breath, I began.

“Mark is a sweet young man, but a little bit of a nerd,” I winced at that, feeling guilty for admitting the truth, “He’s going to Yale and just finishing up his freshman year. I don’t think he’s decided what he wants to study yet, but he’s passed everything with high marks and could do anything he wants. The boy is brilliant. He was always so sweet to me when I first moved in, making me breakfast in bed, or little presents for Christmas or my birthday. Then he became a teenager and I rarely saw him after that.

“He’s never been a team sports kind of guy. It always drove his father crazy that he didn’t want to play football or baseball, but Mark is smaller, and those sports never suited him. His high school had a dive team, and he found a community of friends there.

“Let’s see… I’m not sure what you want, I can’t really think of anything else. He has curly black hair, green eyes, and is quite fit from diving practice. He’s been depressed since his father passed, and I’ve been worried about him.”

My voice dropped off, and I realized tears were forming in the corners of my eyes. Shaking my head, I blinked them away, realizing how crazy it was to be discussing my stepson and crying, as I stood naked in my room.

“Do you want to see a photo?”

That will not be necessary, Ms. Paulson. Your friend has provided one already.

I would like to offer you a contract and am very excited to get started. If you agree to our terms, a package will arrive tomorrow with items and instructions. Thank you for taking the time to meet with me.

“That’s it?” I asked.

Congratulations Ms. Paulson, I and our clients are very excited to see how you perform.

“Perform how? I can’t agree to anything,” I said, marshaling the last of my nerve, “until I know what it is you want from me.”

Our clients wish to see a seduction, Ms. Paulson. As I said, their desires are particular and very… taboo.

I opened my mouth to respond, but the screen flickered, and my desktop appeared, the connection broken. Standing there for several long seconds, I let the words sink in. The questions about my stepson and talk about taboo desires led me to the logical conclusion.


Chapter 3


In a half daze, I pulled on a robe, still trying to digest the experience when the email notification sounded. In it were the contract and a terms sheet. I put on a pot of water and printed out the documents. Then curling up on the couch with a cup of tea, I got to reading.

The contract was boilerplate, although there were a few passages that were denser than I could comprehend. From what I read, it looked as though I was signing away rights to video shot in my house for a period of up to several weeks. There would be instructions delivered, and I was supposed to carry them out within 24 hours or be penalized a dollar amount. If I failed more than once, the contract would be void.

What precisely the instructions would be were never explicitly stated, but my heart began to race as I thought about possibilities. One clue I got was that in the contract, it said that anyone viewed on the cameras who hadn’t signed the release would have their faces blurred and last names bleeped, but that no other body part would be masked.

I had just pulled out the terms sheet when Mark got home. I glanced up when the door opened, but he didn’t notice me in the dark corner of the living room. Feeling extremely shy, I hunched down into the couch.

Mark’s expression relaxed when he saw he was alone and pulled a thick magazine out of his jacket, where he’d been hiding it and went into the kitchen. I heard him open the fridge, pour himself a glass of juice, and grab a box of breakfast bars, then he raced upstairs, failing to notice me, with an eager grin on his face.

When he passed beneath the hall light, I saw the cover and realized it was one of his Japanese comic books. He was gone before I could get a better look at it; feet pounding down the hall and then into his bedroom. The small hairs on the back of my neck stood up, when I realized he hadn’t shut and locked his bedroom door.

Pulling up the terms sheet, I tried not to think about what might be going on above my head. I’d always known Mark took care of himself up there. Any mother of a teenage boy has seen him disappear for hours at a time, only to emerge smelling of musk and looking glassy-eyed. At first, it was amusing, then it became annoying; finally, I grew at peace with it. Now the thought sent an uncomfortable feeling into my gut.

As much as I tried to ignore the fact, the contract in my hands had changed everything. Could I really do this? With my stepson? The thought was not as repellant as it perhaps should have been. It had been many years since I’d last had intimate relations with his father, and that awkward with his affliction. I never cheated over the years, honoring my commitment. I’d assumed I was becoming a-sexual, but now I imagined what it would be like to be touched again, and I found myself wanting it.

Setting my laptop aside, I slipped off the couch and crept upstairs. As I walked up the carpeted steps, I wondered what the hell I was doing, but my feet kept propelling me forward. Some madness had taken over me, a storm of grief, stress, and awakening desire that had lit a burning curiosity within me.

I stayed back against the far wall of the hallway, in the deeper shadows, as I made my way past my room and to Marks. The door was indeed propped open, probably so he could get a better warning when I came home. He lay on his bed, angled away from the door, beneath the window, and my breath caught when I saw what he was doing.

He held his comic book propped open on his chest, biting his bottom lip as he turned pages. The standing book blocked my sight of what he was doing with the other hand, but from the motions of his arm and the way he lay, it was apparent.

It was not lust that overwhelmed me and brought me to such reckless actions, not the awakened desire that coursed through me, it was curiosity. Something seemed off about the scene before me, the more I watched it. It took me several seconds to figure out that the motion of Mark's arm seemed off. When I realized it was traveling a longer distance than seemed possible, a small gasp escaped my throat.

Mark startled at the sound and looked around, glancing out into the hall. My blood froze for one dreadful moment as his eyes swept over me, but he didn’t notice me in the dark. I nearly gave another disbelieving sound, for as he turned, he dropped the comic, and I was able to see the monster cradled in this hand.

I’d seen penises as big in pornos, and heard friends describe men hung like horses, but I’d never encountered one in the wild myself. The sight shattered the shame I felt at what I was doing, and the fear of nearly being caught. My eyes drank it in, trying to memorize every detail before he shifted back, comic hiding the amazing appendage once more.

Unwilling to chance my luck and not trusting myself to not say or do something that might ruin everything, I slipped back downstairs in even more of a daze than I’d climbed them. When I saw the pile of paperwork on the couch, shame hit me like a physical force, and I realized what I’d just done.

Disgusted with myself, I grabbed up the contract and terms sheet and slipped out of the house. I had to clear my head and going for a long drive always helps me with that. Ten minutes later, I was barreling down the freeway with the pop music station blaring, trying to drown out the thoughts and images swirling around in my head.

Driving north, I found myself taking familiar roads out into the countryside, winding on storybook lanes through vineyards and maple tree tunnels. I got to a winery I’d once gone to a tasting at with Alice. It was closed for the evening, but the parking lot was open and empty, with a stunning view of the surrounding vineyards and forest.

Digging my secret pack of cigarettes out of the center console, I stepped outside to light a smoke. My hands were shaking as I struck the lighter, and on that first deep drag, I felt my shoulder relax, muscles unknotting. Drawing in the smoke and breathing out my anxiety, I let the nicotine calm my nerves.

Feeling better and a little light-headed, I climbed back into the car and pulled over the paperwork once more. Flipping through it idly, I found the terms sheet and read through it for the first time. The numbers I saw didn’t seem real, and I had to double-check how many zeros were at the end of them a couple times before it sank in.

They were offering a flat rate for the installation of their equipment and signing away the rights to film our household all day. There was a bonus incentive structure that encompassed several things but was given obliquely named and labeled. Each set of instructions would have an accompanying monetary reward. Those rewards would scale up over time, increasing by exponential amounts that made my palms sweat to see.

Bonuses were rewarded for several factors, calculated as a percentage of the instructions reward. One of the bonuses was for performance, and another was for appearance. The latter basically said that if I maintained my appearance with workout, diet, makeup, etc. I could earn more. There were others noted down, but the language was so oblique it was hard to know precisely what they would be paid out for.

Licking my lips, I set the sheet aside and thought once more of the home and neighborhood I’d come to love so much. The massive numbers were swirling around in my head, and I got out once more and lit up a smoke, rarely having two in a session. I was still struggling internally with the decision. A quick calculation told me that even without a single bonus, after two months of working for The Director and his shadowy group, I would be set for the rest of my life, Mark would have a home throughout college, insurance, and all the rest.

Climbing back in, I pulled a pen out of the glove box and signed the contract right there. I felt strangely empty as I drove back home, hands a little shaky as I thought about the quest I was embarking on.

Everything really had changed once that contract came through, and, at least in my mind, things could never go back to how they were. The thoughts were in my skull now, and no amount of ignoring them, or running from them, was helping.

The shaking in my hands calmed down as I sent the email back to The Director with the contract signed and attached. Things were in motion now, and I realized I had no desire to stop them. Like a model, giving herself over to a fashion designer, I was committed to the process now.

Crawling beneath the covers, I struggled to fall asleep. Finally, slipping a hand between my legs, I placed a gentle finger against my hard, little clit and, in just a few seconds, shuddered in relief as pleasure rushed through my body. In the final second, as my climax crashed down on me, my mind's eye filled with an image of my stepson’s gorgeous cock.

Ignoring the small spike of shame, I let the warm covers drag me down into a restless slumber. My dreams plagued with images of my young stepson but superimposed on the types of commanding men who have always attracted me. Men who knew what they wanted and took it.

The next morning, I was up with the dawn, yoga mat out and getting in an early stretch. Nothing centers me like a good fifteen to twenty minutes doing yoga. Well, one thing focuses me more, but it hadn’t been in the cards for too long. Trying to ignore the lusty thoughts that kept creeping into my mind, I focused on my breathing and was startled when the doorbell rang, with the sun barely up.

I found a courier outside with several small elegantly wrapped black packages. After signing, I carried them in quickly, glancing around nervously to make sure no one saw me, even though I knew I was being silly. My heart was racing as I carried the first few up to my bedroom, needing to make two trips.

On the second trip, my son’s door swung open, and he stepped out, blinking owlishly in the hall light as he looked at me in annoyance.

“What’s all the racket out here? It’s like 6:30 in the morning.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling my cheek heat as my eyes bobbed down to see the outline of something large and hard pressing against his boxers. The sight caused me to stumble, and I had to drag my eyes away from it. Even semi-hard, he was enormous, and it looked almost obscene in his boxers.

“I ordered something online, and they just delivered it. I had no idea it would come so early.”

Suddenly looking self-conscious, Mark ducked his head and dipped back into his room, shutting the door behind himself quickly. He’d seen me staring at his manhood, and instead of feeling pride, he felt self-conscious. I tucked the observation away, not sure how to process it, and slipped into my bedroom.

The boxes proved a perfect distraction from the image of those tented boxers still bouncing around in my head. Opening one, I found it tightly packed with smaller boxes all the same size. Inside were cameras the size and shape of a thumbtack. Most of the boxes were cameras, dozens and dozens of the small devices. I marveled at the microtechnology and the smart application.

Finally, I opened a box that had an envelope with instructions and a large bulky cube packed in thick layers of foam to protect it. Opening the envelope, I found a letter and series of floorplans with locations marked out in dozens of places. Feeling a chill run down my spine, I realized the floor plans were for my house, detailed architectural drawings that even had rough outlines of where furniture should be placed in certain rooms.

Just rearranging the furniture would be a large amount of work I knew, but the list of instructions attached to the plans went on for several pages. Then I dealt with the large cube, a server or router, or some such. I was sure Mark would know what it was immediately, but I had no clue. The prospect of undertaking such a technical project terrified me, but it’s not like I could ask anyone for help.


Chapter 4


The thought of asking for help reminded me of Alice, and I pulled out my phone and typed out a quick text message.

Me: ‘just got packages from your friend. Can I really go through with this?’

I set my phone down and hopped into the bathroom to brush my teeth. Not thinking she would be up or respond right away, I was surprised when the notification popped up on the screen of my phone.

Alice: ‘I don’t want to influence your decision one way or the other, just follow your heart but let your head guide you’

What the hell is that supposed to mean? I thought to myself.

Me: ‘you set me on this path Alice, you can’t just walk away. Am I going to hell if do this? Will I completely fuck up Mark and any hope of having a good relationship with him? Is money worth that?’

I wrote the large text out in a flurry, tears stinging my eyes by the end. Wiping my cheeks dry, I watched the messenger app, waiting for a response. The three little dots popped up several times, but infuriatingly they disappeared shortly after. Finally, a reply came through.

Alice: ‘I didn’t want to say anything that would influence you because of my own secret. Since I learned of it from my ex, I’ve been a customer of The Directors services…’

I stared at the message in disbelief, not sure what to think. After a few seconds, the three dots appeared again, and I waited a long time for her to finish and send it.

Alice: ‘I am not ashamed of my fetish, but I also have no desire to broadcast it. I can’t tell you what The Director has in store for you and Mark. If I reveal anything to you, I’ll be in breach of my user agreement and lose a seven-figure deposit. I can say this, I truly believe it’s the best thing for you and him at this difficult time; that it will help you both in different ways, as well as removing the burden of your debt. If my involvement as a spectator makes you uncomfortable, I can step out of your session. I’m sorry if this has upset you, Heather.’

I remembered the thrill I’d felt last night knowing I was being watched through the webcam. Imagining someone I knew on the other side, my beautiful and wicked friend, watching whatever sinful deeds I did and approving, or getting off on it. It should have made me uncomfortable but only increased the thrill and kinkiness of everything.

Me: I’m setting up the cameras, and you better be there. I’ll need someone to talk to about all this!’

Sending the text, I felt my crotch ache with desire. Ignoring the feeling, I hopped up and got to reading through the blueprints and instructions, trying to figure out what it was I needed to do first. I was still reading and taking notes, making myself a list of things to get done, when Mark dashed out of the house with a hasty ‘good morning’, as he stuffed a breakfast bar in his mouth.

Setting up the cameras was the easiest and most enjoyable part of it. It felt like a fun art project, placing each camera just so, making sure that the lighting and angle was good. At the same time, I moved the furniture, which wasn’t nearly as fun at first.

I began in Mark’s room, placing the camera’s quickly, wanting to get it done before there was a chance of him coming home and feeling nervous being in his space. The small cameras were the same color as the paint, and once they were pushed into the wall were nearly invisible. The heads were rounded fisheye like lenses and probably could see a broad view.

Once I was done with Mark’s room, I went out to the living room, working on the common areas first. When I set the two cameras that gave an angle on Mark’s computer chair and screen, I felt a twinge of guilt, but reassured myself with the fact that his face would be blurred, and name bleeped out.

The camera placement was challenging to figure out at first, but once I had the drawing lined up with the floorplan, it began to make sense. As I adjusted the furniture in the living room, pulling the couch at an angle so it would get the best lighting, I began to imagine what I might be asked to do on the couch.

As I worked, my mind spun up wild scenarios of me and my shy stepson on each of the pieces of furniture I repositioned. At first, the thoughts were uncomfortable, and I tried to find some peace with it. Then as the image of his massive tool slipped into my head, again and again, I grew more and more aroused. The boy might not be my idea of a real man, or at least from what I knew of him, he wasn’t, but what was hidden in his shorts, definitely was.

I paused at ten to make another cup of coffee and grab a quick bite. As the Keruig was filling the mug, I stared at the sliding glass doors. One of my biggest fantasies has always been to be taken up against a full window, either here or in a hotel. The thought of being take and used, while being on display and ogled was an incredible turn on.

What's going on with me? I thought to myself, I haven’t been this horny in years!

I gobbled my banana, eager to get back to work and have it done before Mark got home. Now that I was in a rhythm, the rest of the house went faster than the morning had. I was able to finish upstairs, except for my own room, before noon, and got the backyard situated.

Moving the pool, chairs, and tables proved to be the most annoying task. I usually have the pool guys, or the landscapers take care of those things, but I couldn’t afford to wait this time. The wooden furniture is of the highest quality, and I love the soft blue cushions I bought for them, but they are heavy as sin too.

I was sweating by the time I had the lounge chairs angled, just as the drawing indicated. Standing and catching my breath, I looked around the backyard and found I liked it better this way. Now when I laid out, my feet would be towards the sun instead of my head. Now situated across and below from Marks bedroom window.

There was still the server to figure out, and I wasn’t looking forward to it. My fears proved to be unfounded in the end. The detailed list of instructions was dummy-proof, thank god, and came complete with pictures and point-by-point steps that were easy to follow. Most of the work was automated somehow, within the server. I set it up in my bedroom closet, per the instructions, and waited as it connected to all the cameras, the red light turning blue, and then finally to green. With a sigh of relief, I sagged down to the floor of my closet.

It was four in the afternoon, and I’d been working steadily since early in the morning. I am in pretty good shape but moving furniture and climbing on ladders to place cameras in high corners had exercised muscles I rarely used.

Sitting there, I let myself relax, contemplating what the next steps might be. I was still so horny and glancing out to make sure my bedroom door was shut and locked. I slipped a hand into the waist of my yoga pants.

The moment I did, my phone chimed with a text notification. In annoyance, I glanced at it, surprised to see a strange international number. I didn’t recognize the country code, but the first few words displayed in the banner notification forced me to open it and read on.

This is The Director. After this message, our communication will happen securely. Download the below link.

Below the text was a lick to another strange website. Feeling nervous, I clicked it and found a strangely colored mirror of the app store with a page for a messaging app called xtaboox. I downloaded it, and by some miracle or crazy software, it popped up on my phone. When I opened it, I found a simple chat interface, all in black backgrounds with white text.

After a few seconds, a message popped up, and my heart began racing.

Instruction: tomorrow morning, a package will be delivered. You will put the garment on, and layout by the pool for no less than three hours between 11am and 3pm.

The next day was Saturday, and I knew Mark would be home, sitting in his room playing his games. A cold sweat popped out on my skin as I contemplated the next day, and my hand slipped back down between my legs.

Instruction: you will not masturbate until instructed to do so.

My heart went cold, and I glanced up at the camera in the ceiling of the closet. Licking my lips, I realized this was the new normal now. Not quite sure how I felt about it, I stood slowly. Finding it more challenging to push aside the desire than I’d imagined it would. Something about being told you can’t do something only makes you want it all the more.

The big brother aspect of this, both disturbed and titillated me. Cleaning up, I went downstairs to put dinner on. Trying to put the next day out of my thoughts and live in the moment, I pulled out a pan and got a chicken out to rest. I’d recently gotten into cooking, finding that when I put music on and lost myself in the process, I was able to push back the sadness of my life of the past few years.

Putting a few cups of rice in the rice-maker, I got a pot of water going to steam veggies later. The chicken, I pushed soft butter mixed with herbs and salt between the skin and its flesh, making sure to coat the whole bird. Then I cut a couple heads of garlic in half, stuffing some into the carcass, along with a halved lemon and half a stick of butter and whole sprigs of thyme.

While it roasted and the water simmered, I took a cold shower and spent a few extra minutes in front of my mirror. Over the past few weeks, I’d begun to ignore little things that I’d always taken so much pride in over the years. I spent time now doing my nails, giving myself a small manicure and painting them a pale pink that I knew matched my natural lip color perfectly. Then I plucked a few stray hairs from my eyebrows and went through the laborious process of putting on my lashes.

The act of taking back up my old habits had a calming and centering effect. Making myself desirable and seducing a man was a familiar and comfortable role for me, but I wasn’t the only participant in this little dance. I came to a decision, sitting there, staring at myself in front of the mirror. That no matter how much money was involved, I would put Mark’s desires ahead of my own. The boy had been through enough, and the last thing I wanted to do was screw him up any more. So, I would reserve the right to end this if I ever felt like that was the case.

Dressing in a comfortable but tight shirt, I put on a pair of yoga pants and went to finish off dinner. Mark was home and locked in his room, so I yelled up the stairs to get his attention.


Chapter 5


“Mark, dinners ready, if you’re hungry!”

I felt like white trash yelling across the house at him, but the thought of knocking on his door made me nervous for some reason. Shaking it off, I poured myself a glass of wine and was surprised when his feet pounded down the stairs.

“Take it easy on the stairs,” I said with a frown, as he sat down, “and you can help me make up some plates if you’re joining me.”

He ducked his head in chagrin and stood, staring at his feet as he went to get a plate and silverware. I felt terrible instantly, I wasn’t angry with him, and he certainly didn’t deserve to be the brunt of my anger.

“I’m sorry,” I said, moving to help him, “I’m just a little stressed today.”

“I know,” he said, and when he looked up, I was arrested by the calm understanding in his pale green eyes, “Dad's lawyer called and told me what’s going on. I’ll get a job and help out or something. I can’t believe he would leave us with this mess, but we’ll figure it out.”

“You’re so sweet,” I said, feeling a swelling of affection for the boy and pulling him into a one-armed hug, “But you focus on school, let me worry about the debt. I might have a plan to help us get through it.”

“What plan?” He asked, and I caught his eyes bobbing down to stare for a moment at the massive swell of my chest before he turned away quickly and set the plates down on the table.

“I might have found an agency that’s willing to take me on as a model,” I portioned out the meat while he scooted rice and veggies onto the plates, and I covered them in the pan sauce I’d made.

“You don’t talk about you’re modeling days much,” he said, not quite looking up from his plate as he toyed with his food, “is it really as crazy as all the stories make it out to be?”

“You mean the drugs, sex, and all that?” I asked with a crooked grin, taking a sip of my wine and almost laughing as the boy squirmed on his seat; finally, he nodded, looking up with a shy smile, and I grinned back and shook my head.

“Not when I first got in, I think I was too young to really get involved in all that. It certainly existed but was mostly at the clubs. There might have been one or two crazy nights in my early twenties, but I wasn’t as bad as some of the other girls and guys.”

He continued to probe me with questions about those early years in Europe, so I told him about the disco techs with their greasy men and wild women. Of trips on yachts where I worked, just hanging out on a deck and sunbathing with a dozen other women while men conducted business.

“That sounds insane,” Mark said with a laugh at that story, “I can’t imagine being that rich, that you would hire a bunch of gorgeous women just to lay around and stare at.”

“Why not?” I asked, grinning all the wider when his fork paused, and he looked up at me, “Why wouldn’t you imagine being that wealthy? That powerful? I’ll tell you one thing about your father, he had the instinct to take what he wanted, just not the grace to earn it. You could learn something from that.”

“Is that what women want?” Mark asked, and I felt tension grow in the room, “A man who takes what he wants?”

“Yes.”

My simple answer seemed to stun him, and he sat there for several long seconds with a thoughtful look on his face.

“Not just women,” I said, “Men also respond favorably to another man who knows what he wants and takes it. If you can do it with compassion for those around you, you will be a great man.”

“I’d never really thought about it like that before,” he said, voice thoughtful.

“Do you have any idea what you want to focus your studies on?” I broached the subject delicately, knowing it had always caused a blowup between him and his father.

“I’m not exactly sure, there are a lot of things I’m interested in,” he said, “A friend and I have an idea for a website where gamers could stream their gameplay. There isn’t anything like it currently except for YouTube, so it would be a gamble, but we think we can build the site ourselves.”

“Well, that sounds exciting,” I said, having no idea what he was talking about but happy to see him engaged with something, “so is it like programming stuff you’re doing?”

“Mostly,” he nodded, “but also a lot of design stuff. I didn’t realize how hard it is to make an intuitive user interface from scratch.”

“Oh, I love designy things!”

“I’d ask you for help, but I don’t think my partner could handle having you on our skype meetings,” Mark said with a laugh.

“Why not?” I said, “I might not have a degree, but I know what looks good and what doesn’t, and I’ve learned enough about what makes a successful company over the years from watching my father and yours.”

“It’s not that,” Mark said with a grin, “It’s just, he already thinks you’re the world’s hottest MILF. If he had to sit and stare at you for more than a minute, I think he’d explode.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a touch of heat on my cheeks and letting my eyes hold his for a moment before I glanced down at my plate, “Well you wouldn’t have to worry about anything, I hope you know honey. I’m completely yours.”

I don’t know where it came from, perhaps all the new thoughts and desires dancing around in my head, but there was a heat in my words that felt wholly unlike anything a mother should say to her son. I glanced up and saw Mark staring at me, a little wildness around his eyes. Our eyes held each other’s for a long second, and then he glanced down to my breasts, ever the teenage boy.

Unconsciously, feeling his gaze on my body, my hand reached up and ran light fingers under one massive breast. Mark started, eyes wide, and he stood abruptly. The silverware rattled as his thighs hit the table, and with a muttered apology and something about being late for a game thing, he was gone.

I was left to clean up the kitchen and try to ignore the heat radiating out from between my legs. Something about the sinful nature of what I was doing, coupled with the fact that we were being watched, had wetness draining down my thighs by the time I crawled into bed. I had no trouble sleeping, as sore and exhausted as I was after my long day, but once more, my dreams were troubled.

Waking early, I threw on some workout clothes, my AirPods, and went to the gym. It’s always been my happy place, and if I’m ever depressed, upset, or feeling out of sorts, a good workout always sets me right.

I got there in time to join the spin class, and the instructor put us through the wringer. After fifty minutes of hard riding, I was dripping with sweat. I spent twenty minutes lifting small weights and keeping my heart rate up but was eager to get out of the weight room. I enjoy the attention I get for my looks, but some men turn a casual glance into an extended leer, and the worst offenders always seem to be at the gym.

After the third man tried to be stealthy, as he snapped a photo of me bending over in front of him, I shot him a disgusted look and stalked into the locker room. A woman who was working out near me smiled as she caught my eye in the mirror and nodded in understanding at my grimace of annoyance.

“They’re all animals, aren’t they?” She asked, a gleam in her eyes that I couldn’t quite place.

“I’m used to it,” I said with a shrug, “but I don’t know what use they can get from taking photos of sweaty women in the gym. It’s pretty disgusting.”

“I’m sure you’re used to it,” she said, her eyes lingering on my figure as she looked me up and down, “You’re Alice's friend, aren’t you? I’ve wanted to introduce myself for a while. I’m Ellen, Alice and I have yachts on the same dock.”

“Pleasure,” I said, reaching out to shake her hand. “I’m Heather.”

“It’s all mine,” the woman said, her hand caressing, more than shaking, mine. “If you’re free tomorrow evening, I’d love to take you to dinner.”

“Oh,” I said, suddenly reassessing the woman as things fell into place. “I’m sorry, I think there might be a misunderstanding…”

“No misunderstanding,” Ellen said in a purr as she stepped closer to me, “It’s just dinner and drinks. Get to know one another a little. If you were interested… I could make sure you weren’t disappointed.”

“Thank you,” I said, trying to let the woman down gently, “but I’m a little busy lately.”

“Think about it,” Ellen said, stepping back and proffering a business card, “call me if you change your mind. I promise to make it an evening, you’ll never forget.”

With that, she turned and strode back out into the gym, flashing me a dazzling smile over her shoulder before she disappeared around the corner. The woman was gorgeous and knew it. With platinum blonde hair and the type of firm tennis body that made men and boys weak, not to mention the occasionally bi-curious woman.

If not for the fact that my life was already far crazier than I thought I could deal with, I might have taken her up on the offer. The woman was beautiful, and I had had a couple girlfriends when I was in my early twenties. Finding a different kind of comfort in the arms of women than I did from men.

I got home, my mind distracted by Ellen and her offer and nearly didn’t see the small package sitting before the door. Picking it up, I felt my stomach do a flip as I tried not to imagine what was inside. Hurrying up to my bedroom, I saw Marks light on and knew he must be up, drinking coffee and playing his game or studying. If he was at his computer, he would be ideally positioned to see the lawn chair I was about to lay in.

Heart racing, I cut open the box and pulled out the small black material inside. Holding it up, I saw it was a black Versace triangle style string bikini. My mouth went dry when I read the tag, and I wanted to shout in joy. I didn’t even know Versace made bikinis, and this one was beautiful. The velvety-soft material looked like it would fit me perfectly.


Chapter 6


Hopping in the shower, I washed off the sweat from the gym. As the pulsing water struck my skin, I nearly let it massage my aching sex, my desire still presenting its great need. I’ve always been a rule follower, though, or usually, and so I refrained and followed The Director's instructions.

After taking a few extra minutes to put on my makeup and arrange my hair in a cute ponytail. I put on the bikini standing in front of the mirror to check myself out.

I’d never had kids of my own and had no stretch marks or sag to my hips and breasts, like many women my age do. With E-cup boobs that still stand out proud and firm, and my flat and narrow waist, the bikini showed off my figure to perfection. The tiny triangle of the panties barely covered my hairless sex, and the back showed off my large firm butt.

Grabbing a towel, I took in a deep breath, settling my nerves, and went downstairs. Every step, I felt my anxiety climbing until I turned into the kitchen and made myself a giant margarita. Drinking down a third of it quickly, I felt my confidence return, only then did I step out into the backyard.

The weather was perfect for a day out by the pool, and I laid out my towel, set down my drink, and got out the suntan lotion. I coated my legs and arms and was just rubbing it between my breasts when I caught motion passing by the sliding glass doors.

“Mark?” I called, and when he peeked his head out, I grinned back, “It’s a beautiful day, why don’t you join me?”

“Mhmghs,” He mumbled a reply that I couldn’t make out, eyes locked on the ground, but before I could ask what he meant, I got a notification on the unique app I’d downloaded.

Bonus Instruction: get Mark to apply lotion to your back.

My heart began to hammer in my chest when I read the message. The terms sheet had laid out that Bonus Instructions would lead to large payouts. My mind was still debating what I should do as I heard my voice calling out.

“Mark! Come put lotion on me!”

Blinking, I realized the margarita had gone to my head quickly. Looking up, I saw Mark walking out of the house, licking his lips nervously as he came over.

“Mhmm, thank you, honey,” I said, laying down and crossing my arms beneath my face and turning to the side so I could watch him approach. My eyes just happened to be staring at the log swinging around in his flannel pants, and a little mewl of pleasure escaped my throat.

“What?” Mark asked as he rubbed lotion on his hands.

“Nothing dear,” I said, sighing out as his hands pressing into my shoulders, “I was just thinking what a handsome and sweet young man you’ve grown up into.”

“Hmph,” he snorted, “tell the girls at school that.”

“Young girls are bad at seeing a man for what he is,” I said dismissively, “don’t worry about them. You’ll find they’ll have a much different opinion of a nice, responsible, handsome man in a few years.”

“It won’t matter,” he said, and I turned to look up at him, the sadness in his voice tugging at something inside, “Somethings will never change, and I already know what girls think of me.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, my voice concerned.

“Nothing,” he said with a shake of his head, “forget it.”

“I won’t,” I said, reaching out and grabbing his hand, “tell me, Mark, what is it? What happened?”

He pressed his lips together and glanced away. I wasn’t sure if he was angry or what it was that was bothering him, but I waited, letting him speak in his own time.

“Do you remember Sarah?” I shook my head no, “From the diving team?” I nodded, suddenly remembering a mousey brown-haired girl, “Well, we went on a few dates at the beginning of the semester.”

“I didn’t know that,” I said, grinning up at him. My grin slipped at the sad expression on his face.

“We only went on three dates, and dad was sick, so I didn’t make a big deal of it.” He blushed before going on, “On the third date, we went back to her dorm and… fooled around. But when she… never mind, it’s too embarrassing. I can’t say it.”

“Mark,” I rested a hand on his forearm, feeling the warmth of him radiating against me, “Forget I’m your mom and just think of me as a friend. I won’t judge you.”

“God,” he said, shaking his head, “It’s so hard to say. Anyway, when we were trying to… you know… she got hurt and ended up crying. She never wanted to see me again after that, and people now assume I did something terrible. They think I’m an abuser or something, and Sarah is too embarrassed to explain. It’s ruined my reputation at school, not that I had one, to begin with.”

“Oh, honey,” I said, “don’t let that upset you. These things happen, you were just kids figuring things out. It’s not like you tried to hurt her, right? It was just an accident, I’m sure.”

“Of course not!” He said with an indignant shake of his head, “I just… I guess I went too quickly… It was too…”

He shook his head quickly and was about to stand, face red with embarrassment, but I gripped his arm harder and held him in place.

“I’m glad you opened up to me. And I hope you know that nothing you did was wrong, at least nothing more than anyone would expect from a horny teenage boy.”

There was a tightness around his eyes as if I’d hurt him in some way, but he stayed.

“Now, you can finish up the lotion before you go back to your games. I don’t want to get burned today.”

Rolling back over, I reached behind my back and unlaced the string of my bikini top, casually letting it fall to the ground, leaving my back bare to his eyes and hands. I heard Mark swallow loudly, then felt his hands once more on my shoulders.

Tentative at first, he slowly gained in confidence, and soon his fingers were massaging the muscles of my back with surprising strength. The boy worked the lotion into the skin, growing shy as they spread it down my sides. I felt the tips of his fingers near the soft flesh of my breasts, pressed as they were between me and the chair's cushion, but retreated before he dared to touch them.

I wasn’t sure what to expect when I came to lay outside, feeling alive at being on display, but awkwardly removed. Now, I melted into the cushions, my mind dancing down wicked corridors as my stepson’s hands glided up and down the skin of my back. I sighed out in pleasure at one particular firm stroke, and he paused for a second before doing did it again, eliciting another moan.

Reaching down, I felt my heart race, cheeks burning as I pushed the back of my bikini panties down until just a bare hint of crack peeked through. I felt Mark hesitate for a moment before squirting another dollop of lotion into his hand. When his fingers pressed into my lower back, I felt pure pleasure radiating out from the center of my being.

Being here, laid out on display, with my son’s hands all over me was awakening feelings I didn’t realize existed within me. For an act that could be seen as so banal, the fact that both of us were aware of one another on a primal level, make it truly wicked.

As his strong fingers worked the muscles of my lower back, I felt tingles race along my skin as they grazed the upper softness of my behind. Slowly he worked lower and lower until his fingers were digging into the white skin past my tan line. My aching pussy quivered at the contact, and I nearly came right there.

Shifting my hips and knees, I just barely managed to stifle the whimper of disappointment as he stopped. His fingers left my skin for the last time, and he stood silently. For a long moment, he stood over me, and I trembled, feeling vulnerable beneath his gaze. I couldn’t see him, looking away as I was, but I could feel his eyes traveling the length of me.

A stray thought wanted me to call out for him to take me or roll over and see what he would do. But another part of me rebelled at the thought. As I was warring with myself internally, Mark turned and strode back to the house without a word.

Rolling over to watch him go, I held my top against my breasts and caught his pale green eyes as he turned back with a final glance. They were burning, with an intensity that I’d never seen in a man before. I felt the fire of it sear me to my soul. Never had a man looked at me with such fierce desire, such intense need. The power of it was more than compelling, it was electrifying. I half raised up on one elbow, the strings of my bikini hanging down, and Mark stiffened, face blanching as he dashed inside quickly.

Looking down, I realized one of the triangles of my top had slipped down, revealing a large pink and firm nipple. Tying the top in place, I lay back down and pulled over my margarita, taking a long sip and settling back down with sunglasses over my eyes.

You wicked slut, I thought to myself, how far are you going to take things?

I set the thoughts aside and put on some music, trying to ignore the wetness coating the inside of my suit and the burning itch to touch myself. Letting the music take me away as it always did. I was safe in a world of pumping synthetic beats and rising Latin vocals until the song ended, and I adjusted my sunglasses.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the curtain in my stepson’s room twitch, and a cold sweat popped out all over my skin. Laying back down, sunglasses covering my eyes, I couldn’t help but be aware of his eyes on my body. Shifting, so my back was arched slightly, and one knee higher than the other, I showed off my flawless form to maximum effect. I felt my nipples stand out firmly against the black suit, the soft material caressing my skin. For one delicious second, the curtain twitched again, waist-high, and I gripped the cushion in two hands, biting my lip, back arching higher as I imagined that monster impaling me. Imagined seeing his hand flying along its length.

The agony and the pleasure were like a plucked cord, vibrating within me. I couldn’t touch myself and wasn’t sure I could have while my son was watching. At the same time, I felt more alive than I had in years; not just beautiful but wanted and desired. The minutes stretched, and in frustration and feeling the heat cooking my skin, I set my glasses aside and dove into the pool.

The cold water was a pleasant shock, but my frustrations persisted. I swam for a few minutes and climbed out of the pool. On a lark, I swam down to the deep end and up, letting the water sweep my long dark hair back as I climbed up the step ladder. The water cascaded down me, and with each step, I felt my massive breasts sway and bounce. In my mind was the scene from ‘Fast Times’, but I’m sure it was more bumbling than that.

Feeling a touch of pride and knowing it was silly, but enjoying anyway, I drew my towel about myself, drying off and wrapping my hair up. My phone had a notification from the app, and I opened it with a touch of trepidation and more than a little excitement.

You’re not supposed to be enjoying this! I berated myself.

When I opened the app, all it said was: Task Complete.

I was left sitting there staring at the phone, knowing what had happened and yet unable to totally convince myself that it had. When nothing else popped up on the screen, I closed it down and opened social to see I had a message waiting for me.

Alice: It’s Friday, let's get drinks, the club has oysters on special

Me: I’ll see you @ five

Alice: Perfect!

Another quick shower and I was in a comfortable summer dress and on the road before I ran into Mark. As I drove, I tried my hardest to ignore the butterflies that were dancing in my stomach. The situation was titillating to me, that was all, and it was wrong of me to get off on it so much, when it was just to help us both out.


Chapter 7


Isat in the parking lot, having driven past the valet for the first time in my life, hands trembling on the steering wheel. With a final look in the visor mirror to make sure my makeup and hair were good, I climbed out and lit a smoke. Standing there in the back of the parking lot, enjoying the long calming drags.

One of the kitchen staff was hauling a bag of trash to the dumpsters, and caught me out of the corner of his eye and nearly tripped. That brought a smile to my lips as I inhaled another drag. Not yet halfway through, I flicked out the burning end and walked over and tossed it in the dumpster giving the cooks a wink before striding into the dining room as if I owned the place.

Alice was seated in a prime location, outlined against the setting sun with the ocean off in the far distance, rolling green fields, and the picturesque course stretching below. She leaned back and waved me over. Her full mouth grinning, pale blues eyes dancing with merriment as always. The woman never ceased to amaze me at the perfection of her quaffed hair and clothing. She was always at the front end of fashion trends, and it was either effortless on her part, or she had the most amazing stylists. She’d spent enough money on surgeries over the years that she should have looked like a barbie doll, but it was all tasteful, and I have to admit I’ve always been jealous of the perfect shape and form of her fake breasts.

“Dahling, come take a seat,” she waved a hand at the table where a bottle of white wine sat, beading with condensation, fresh from the chiller, and a large platter of oysters, cheeses, jams and breads lay. Along with a tray carrying all the condiments commonly paired with oysters.

“Looks divine,” I said with a sigh, as I sat down and plucked an oyster off the tray, hitting it with a bit of garlic and hot sauce before slurping it down, “And tastes even better. You spoil me.”

“Well, you keep spoiling me, and I’ll make sure you get only the finest,” I glanced up at her tone, reminded of her earlier confession. Her gaze was alive with interest, but she gave a slight shake of her head, “We will be certain never to mention that while in public, or even most private places. Not while The Director is in control, you understand… I wouldn’t want to influence his work.”

“Certainly not,” I said, realizing my voice was a touch breathless and poured myself a glass of wine, “Were you thinking of the Wellington? Or are we going salad and salmon tonight like always?”

“You know me so well, dahling!” Alice said so loudly, the whole dining room glanced over, but only for a second when she flashed around her Cheshire Cat grin and predatory gaze.

The rest of the evening passed in witty chatter and ribald jokes. The latter mostly told by Alice, and to the young wait staff. We drank and feasted and eventually had to call UBER for rides home. Those final hours were a bit of a blur, but I remember Alice giving me a fierce hug before she trundled off to her ride, whispering something in my ear that I couldn’t quite remember the next morning.

I woke in my bed, late in the morning and with one arm and leg hanging out of it. My head was pounding, and when I moved, there was a queasiness in my gut that I never remember having when I was hungover before. Feeling as though every step was going to make me puke, I made it to the bathroom and got a glass of water. Then I crawled back under the covers, swearing to myself I would never drink that much again.

I spent that whole Saturday morning and early afternoon sleeping on and off. In between naps, I was trying to get back to sleep to ignore the hell of my hangover. Finally feeling somewhat human again, I dragged myself downstairs to the kitchen and made myself some greasy sausages and scrambled eggs, forcing it down.

Mark was gone for the day, and I began to grow curious where he was. Just as I finished cleaning up the kitchen, a message came through from the app. Heart racing once more, I opened it up.

Instructions: go to your son’s room and review his search history.

I had no idea when Mark might be home, so I hurried upstairs, eager to have the task over with. I stepped into his room and was hit with a wave of musk and sour clothes smell. The hamper was full to overflowing, and I made a note to drag it down to the laundry. Mark was supposed to do his own laundry, but I always had to pester the boy.

I pulled out his computer chair. I settled into it a little delicately. It was a great big bulky thing that must have weighed a hundred pounds, and it was surprisingly comfortable. Reaching over to move the mouse, I half hoped the computer would require a password, and I wouldn’t be able to get it, but surprisingly the screen flickered to life, and I saw the cluttered Windows desktop covered in files and shortcuts. There was a program running that had a little window tracking its progress. It was compiling something, whatever that was.

Licking my lips nervously, I glanced around quickly, fearful someone might catch me any moment. I found the shortcut to his browser and opened it up. The homepage was some gaming website that I ignored and discovered his history. The butterflies were back, dancing in my stomach as I scrolled through the list of sites.

One site dominated the list, clearly a pornography site. With dozens of entries that linked to different videos. Curious and more than a little excited, I clicked on the last one he watched. The moment I did, another message came through on my phone. I opened the app with some trepidation, hoping and fearing the same thing.

Instructions: masturbate to the video… better hurry Mark is driving home now.

I reread the message, feeling anxiety crawl up my spine at the same time my legs spread, and I settled myself in the chair. Biting my bottom lip, I focused on the video and pushed my yoga pants and panties down, feeling the cool leather against the skin of my butt and thighs.

The video started out with the woman, an actress named Lisa Ann, and a younger, smaller man in their living room. The woman was clearly the young man’s stepmom from the title of the video. The fantasy progressed unnaturally fast, as porn’s are wont to do, and in minutes the woman was on her knees, large breasts out as she sucked the young man’s giant cock with fast unrealistic movements.

The actress looked startlingly like me. She was shorter and a touch wider in the hips and thigh, but the rest was surprisingly similar. I felt a measure of pride at coming by my incredible curves naturally, but I’d never slight a woman for surgeries. Whatever you can do to feel beautiful is okay in my book. The young man didn’t look like Mark except for his cock, which was a touch smaller, if I had to guess, but seemed nearly identical in its smooth beauty.

The first contact of my fingers to my aching sex sent me off with a hard, fast orgasm, I’d been so keyed up for days it felt like. I wasn’t stopping there, even with Mark on his way home, there was no way I could stop at just one. Staring at that gorgeous cock, my mind filling with images of Mark’s manhood and the burning intensity of his eyes the night before, I came again, more powerfully this time. But the need was still in me, whimpering I rubbed myself all the harder, adding my other hand in as I slipped two fingers into myself, curling them around to rub on my g-spot.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned, while on the screen the actress straddled her son and began to ride his massive erection, I stretched my fingers wide, spreading my pussy as if my son’s girth were invading me. “I’m cumming… cumming for you, Mark… oh, Fuck!!!!”

My whole body locked up as the orgasm hit, curling around my quivering sex; it took long seconds to catch my breath. As I came back to myself, a wave of shock ran through me at what I’d just done. Standing on shaky legs, I pulled up my pants and pulled a dirty shirt out of the hamper and wiped the chair down the best I could.

As I was closing down his browser, I heard the squeal of brakes outside and knew that was Mark’s car. Panicking slightly, I grabbed the hamper and dragged it downstairs. I was halfway down when Mark walked in. I looked up and smiled at him, fearing he could see the guilt written plain on my face.

“Welcome home,” I said, hoping he didn’t hear the catch in my voice.

“Thanks… I was going to get to that,” Mark said with a nervous look at the laundry, “Here I’ll take it and get it started.”

“Nonsense,” I said, “I got it. Go play your games and relax, it’s the weekend.”

“Really,” he said, a touch wild around the eyes, as he climbed the stairs and tried to take the hamper, “I’ll do it, don’t worry.”

“Mark let go, I got it,” his insistence of doing the laundry was unlike him, and I began to grow suspicious. That’s when I noticed his hand snatch something from deep in the hamper, something white and lacy and stuff them in his pocket. “What’s that?”

“Nothing!” He said quickly and tried to turn up the stairs, but in the narrow confines, it only pushed him closer to me.

Reaching out, I snatched out what he’d stuffed into his back pocket. Hanging from my fingers between our faces were a pair of my used white panties. I glanced from the panties to Mark and saw his face go white as a sheet, then green and sickly. He tried to mumble something, but nothing came out, and I saw shame fill his face. I opened my mouth, having no idea what I was going to say, but before I could say anything, Mark turned and dashed up the stairs, then slammed and locked his bedroom door behind him.

My chest was heaving I realized, and I licked my lips, unsure of what to do. Continuing downstairs with the hamper, I lifted the panties up and saw a large white stain coating them. My sex grew damp and ached when I realized the incredible amount of cum he’d covered them in. I’d always loved to watch men shoot their stuff, and the bigger the load, the better. I’d never witnessed anything nearly as substantial as the remains left on my panties.

Once in the laundry room, I lifted the garment and inhaled the musky scent. I’d pressed a hand between my legs unconsciously, and when I realized it, threw the panties in the washer, pushing away the desire and shame.

While the laundry ran, I sank to the floor and rested my head in my hands. My mind was a jumble of conflicting desires and fears. Like a leaf on the breeze, all I could do is let The Director carry me along on his plan and pray everything worked out. Another notification came through, and I opened it up with more excitement than I thought prudent.

Instructions: you will confront your son this evening about the panties. Push him to reveal his true feelings. Help him ‘get over’ his obsession by seeing you in just the panties.

Bonus instructions: allow him to masturbate as you model for him.

Standing, I felt the conflict within myself fade. My course was set by the instructions, and I began to plan for how I would broach it with Mark while not embarrassing him or making it awkward. Grabbing a coat, I ran out to grab some takeout and a few things from the store. Never once pausing to consider not following the instructions.


Chapter 8


It was seven o’clock, and everything was set up when I called Mark down. He took a few extra minutes, and when he finally emerged from the stairs, his face was still green, and his shoulder hunched over.

“I got takeout from Giuseppe’s,” I pointed to the table where the to-go containers were laid out with plates and silverware. “They had eggplant parmesan on special, I remember that was your favorite.”

“I haven’t had their eggplant parm in years,” he said with a surprised grin, heading over to fill a plate, “Thank, Mom.”

His voice hitched on the ‘mom’ ever so slightly, but I pretended not to notice. Sitting on the couch with my plate of food and a large glass of red wine, I turned on the DVD I’d set up. The first episode of the show flickered on, and I saw Mark pause before carrying his plate up to his room.

“What's that?” He asked in curiosity.

“Just an old show,” I said off-handedly, stifling my grin of triumph, “It used to be my favorite show until they canceled it. It’s called Firefly.”

“I’ve heard of it,” Mark said, eyes glued to the screen as the ship sailed across the star-filled background of space, “It’s supposed to be a classic.”

“It is,” I said, “The guy who wrote and directed this, made the first Avenger movie.”

“Joss Whedon did this? Really?” He seemed impressed with my knowledge as he signed in pleasure, digging into the food.

We ate and watched the shows pilot episode, which was nearly movie length and had a thrilling ending. I drank two glasses of wine while the show played, careful not to get drunk but still needing the liquid courage to carry out the rest of my plan. As the show neared its ending, I grew more and more nervous until finally, my heart was hammering in my chest, and I was sure I’d chicken out.

“That was great!” Mark said when it ended, “are there more?”

“Only eleven or twelve more episodes,” I said distracted, “but there’s a movie too.”

“Are you ok, Mom?” Mark asked in concern, as he looked at me. When I turned to him on the couch and settled a firm gaze on him, he swallowed audibly.

“Mark, we need to talk about what I found earlier.”

“Oh,” he said, “That’s what this is about.”

“I need you to tell me what you were doing with my… things.” I said, maintaining my calm with difficulty. Mark misinterpreted my restraint as anger and flinched at my words.

“I’m sorry,” he said miserably, “it won’t happen again.”

“Mark,” I said, reaching out and resting a gentle hand on his forearm, “Talk to me, what’s going on?”

“Please don’t make me,” he said, face drawing as if he was in pain.

“Mark,” I said eschewing the stern tone of voice that always got him to respond without even realizing it for the soft and seductive tones I use when I’m prying into a man’s defenses, “I think I can imagine what a young man would get up to with a pair of panties. But why would you want an ugly old woman’s like mine?”

“You’re not ugly or old,” he said. I was surprised at the intensity in his voice, and the burning desire in his eyes, the force of it caused me to shift back in the corner of the couch, my heart racing. When he spoke, the words tumbled out of him, “You’re the most gorgeous and amazing woman I’ve ever known, probably in the world. Dad treated you like shit, but I would give you the world. I know it’s wrong, and I tried so hard to ignore the feelings, but I’m obsessed with you, Mom. I can’t stop thinking about you every minute of every day. It’s gotten so bad I can’t even flirt with other girls, none of them measure up to the wonder that is you.”

His words cut off with a click of teeth as he forced himself to silence. A faint fear clouded his face as he worried, he’d admitted too much but faded quickly, replaced by resolve. The words had an odd effect on me. Instead of thinking they were sweet or cute words of affection from my young stepson, I found myself reassessing him.

The young man talking to me now barely resembled the awkward, shy teen I’d seen grow up and come to know. He’d shed the shame for a moment and sat accepting the consequences of his words like a man. I found myself touched with pride for a second, and it mingled with the warm feelings his words had elicited. Nodding slowly, I took a long sip of my wine and then turned back to regard him.

“That is certainly a surprising confession,” I said, my voice a touch breathless as I licked my lips, and came to a decision, “but I must say it’s flattering to hear, if a bit… unconventional.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, still maintaining eye contact, “I know this might make things awkward between us. I didn’t want that, but you insisted… and I had to tell you the truth.”

“Do you feel better now?” I asked, this new attitude of his intriguing me.

“I do,” he said, sounding slightly surprised, “Heh, it was the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but it feels like a great weight is lifted from my shoulders.”

“And your… obsession?” I asked, swirling my glass and taking a final sip before setting it aside and drawing a leg up beneath me, “Is there any way we can make you feel better about that too?”

My cheeks heated from more than just the flush of wine, and Mark held my eyes for one long second, not daring to hope, before dropping them and shaking his head.

“Just forget I said anything,” he said, “I’m glad I confessed, but I’m sorry if I made things awkward for you.”

“I can’t forget it now,” I said, letting a bit of heat enter my voice and causing him to lift his head, eyes locked on mine and tight with a questioning frown.

Dear God, I’m really going to do this! I should have been thinking about the money I would earn from the ‘Bonus Instruction’, but all I could think about was how much I wanted to be seen. How much I wanted him to see me. How much I wanted to see that beast even now twitching in his pants. Licking my lips, I stood suddenly and took in a deep breath. Marks’ eyes widened as the breath did incredible things to my cleavage, and he reached down, adjusting himself.

“What do you have there?” I asked, eyes locked on his hand.

“Nothing,” he said, shifting quickly, “What-.”

“Hush,” I said softly, “Perhaps it’s the wine. Perhaps I just love an honest man. But just this once… just for tonight… I’ll let you watch.”

I sounded far more confident than I felt as I moved around the living room and turned off the lights, leaving one on but dimming it to a warm softness. Mark sat frozen on the couch, hands gripping his thighs and jaw hanging open as he stared at me.

“Well?” I asked, feeling a touch unsure, “Will that help you?”

“Yes,” he said with a slow smile, the disbelief fading to open desire, “You’re really serious? You’re going to let me look at you while I…?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

I half expected the boy to stammer and stutter, but he remained cool and collected, easing down in the couch slowly, and letting his eyes travel the length of my body in open regard as I turned on the speaker and let the soft music play in the background, guiding my movements. Turning back to face Mark, I felt more relaxed than I imagined I would.

Our eyes met, and I saw a depth of desire and emotion in those gorgeous green eyes that set my heart fluttering. He was so handsome, and in this moment, remarkably, looked so at ease. It was a powerful turn-on to be standing before him, his eyes on me. Reaching up to pull my top over my head, I shook out my hair, feeling free and glorious.

Mark’s eyes locked on the lacy white bra covering my massive breasts, and my nipples grew hard as I saw the tent forming in his pants. He reached down and adjusted himself as I pulled down the zipper of my skirt, pushing it down my hips slowly.

“Jesus,” he breathed, pressing himself back in the couch, “you are so gorgeous, Mom… I can’t believe it… fuck you’re shaved.”

I let out a stifled gasp when he noticed and felt my cheeks burn crimson. Closing my eyes, I was surprised as the embarrassment burned into desire, my panties growing damp. Pressing my thighs together, I prayed he didn’t notice my arousal.

“Are you going to… take it out?” I asked him, wanting desperately to cause him to stop staring at my panty covered pussy and its growing wet spot, and needing to see the beast hidden within his pants.

He looked up in shock, a stupefied grin as he shook his head slightly in disbelief, then slowly began to unbutton his pants. I reached back, my motions mirroring his as I unhooked my bra and held the large cups against my breasts. I kept them there, not daring to breathe as he slowly pulled his massive cock free from his pants. The young man’s motions were shy for the first time, hesitating just before they finally released my hungry gaze.

“Oh god, please show it to me,” I begged, clutching my arms tightly against my chest.

“You want to see my… my dick?” Mark asked, surprised and shy at the same time.

I could only nod, not trusting myself to speak, and he smiled, a little disbelieving as he finally drew it forth. I couldn’t stop the moan that slipped out of my throat as my eyes traveled the length of it, marveling at its girth and smooth beauty.

Letting the music take me with it once more, a slow smile stole its way onto my lips, eyes locked on my son’s gorgeous cock as I turned, teasing him with side boob, as I slowly let my bra fall away. His groan of disappointment turned into a sharp intake of breath when I spun around, revealing their round magnificence to him.


Chapter 9


Ifelt naked, even though I still wore panties, my heart racing and body desperate to be touched. When Mark’s eyes fell on the panties, and he saw they were the same ones from earlier, his eyes opened even wider, and he looked up at me. My smile lit a twin on his face, and I nodded down to his massive erection.

“Stroke it for me,” I breathed, cupping one big tit and sinking my fingers into the soft flesh as I gripped it, knees pressed together as the pleasure radiated out from my breast.

Mark was shocked but wasted no time. He wrapped a hand around his cock, and I saw in surprise that the fingers and thumbs barely met when they closed around it. My eyes locked on his hand and the throbbing purple head of his cock. While his were riveted to my body and the large nipple I was rolling between two fingers.

His hand flew up and down the long shaft, and I saw his balls pull up after just moments. I thanked the heavens his orgasm was so quick in coming because I don’t know how long I could have stood there and not jumped on the thing, wrongness be damned.

“Oh god,” Mark moaned, trembling as the orgasm hit him, his mouth opened wide he stretched his legs out, one hand gripping the cushion as the first spurt of pearlescent cum shot forth to land on his chest. Again, and again, long thick streams of cum spewed forth, it never seemed to end, covering my son's stomach.

The shockwave of a small orgasm rocked me, and I felt my knees tremble. Just the sight of all that cum shooting forth, the thrill of being an object of lust and the wrongness of the situation led my pussy to cum without contact.

“Mmmhmmmph!” I moaned, and Mark stared at me in awe.

In the wake of my orgasm, the reality of the situation crashed home, and I turned and fled upstairs. Holding my massive breast to keep them from shaking too much, I wondered what in the hell had come over me. I shut and locked my door, turning off the light and crawled into bed. There I lay, heart racing and chest heaving.

The scene from earlier kept playing out in my head over and over again until I slipped a hand between my legs. My mind’s eye filled with the confident and passionate face of my son, not to mention the gift between his legs, I came with an intensity that shocked me.

After that, I was so exhausted I fell right asleep, and had one of the most restful nights in a long time. I woke to the sound of bird song and the smell of freshly brewed coffee. Sitting up, feeling unaccountably wonderful, the night before came crashing down on me, and the smile slipped from my lips.

I was just starting to freak out that I’d ruined everything with Mark when there was a light knock at my door. Pulling on my robe quickly, I called out for him to come in. Mark entered with the breakfast tray, laden down with a plate of pancakes, bacon, and a large mug of coffee with cream, just how I like it.

“What’s all this?” I asked, a smile tugging at the corner of my mouth, “breakfast in bed?”

“Consider it a belated birthday present,” Mark said with a crooked grin. I looked but didn’t see a blush or even much awkwardness from him. In truth, I felt more awkward than he seemed.

“Thank you,” I said, “it looks delicious.”

“I’m heading over to my friends to work on that project for a few hours,” he paused at the door before stepping out. “Do you want me to pick up anything from the store while I’m out?”

“No,” I said, a little surprised by the offer, “we’re good.”

He lingered there for a second, and we shared a moment. Words unspoken passing between us in that glance. Then he was gone, and I was left feeling a little emptier than I had been. Turning on the TV, I watched the Sunday morning news programs while eating my breakfast.

The bacon was extra crispy, and the pancakes a bit overdone, but the coffee was perfect, and the gesture meant more to me than anything else. When he’d been in middle school, Mark had often brought me and his dad breakfast in bed on weekends. His dad never stayed to eat, often having a tee time to make, so it became something of a tradition for the two of us for a year or so. Then one weekend, he’d suddenly stopped, and things had become awkward between us.

Mark was too precious to me and, surprisingly, only growing more so over the past few days. I feared doing something that might ruin that closeness again and chafing against The Director's next instructions even before they were delivered.

It was early afternoon when I was out for a walk around the neighborhood when the next instructions came in. I read them and felt a touch of anger spark off, as for the first time, I sensed they were the wrong approach.

Instructions: Invite a man over, flirt with him, make Mark jealous

What is the purpose of this? I text back. Half surprised that it went through, up until then, I’d been nervous about pushing back on instructions or responding to them.

I believe you understand where this is heading. If you wish to back out, now is the time.

I don’t wish to back out, the moment I wrote it I realized it was true, sitting there for a few seconds with the thought I let it sink in before finishing the message, I will not play the jealousy game, it’s cruel, ineffective and Mark doesn’t deserve that.

I am happy to see you willing to take ownership. I will leave it to you but reserve the right to send suggestions. There will also be Bonus Instructions now and then, to facilitate better user experience.

I can live with that. I typed back, breathing easier now.

The contract will be deemed complete once you two have done the deed. However, if you wish to enact the doubling clause, that is up to you.

Doubling clause? This was the first time I heard about it.

See attachment;

Frowning in annoyance, I was about to write back for an explanation, but then an email showed up from The Director. Attached was a single document that stated quite clearly: ‘Once the bonding is complete and mother and son have experienced the ultimate bliss and closeness possible, the Talent will be given the option of involving her Point of Contact, to complete the fantasy scenario for the son and our viewers. If Talent agrees, all payouts will be doubled.’

I was set to make several million dollars from this illicit deal already. If I was reading this correctly, they would double all of my earning if I had a threesome with Alice and my son. It was just too much to handle right then, especially on top of everything else swirling in my head, so I deleted the email and put it out of my mind.

Pulling on the Versace suit again, I headed out to the pool to let a cold margarita and the hot sun, clear my head. A notification caused me to open my phone, but it was only a text message from Alice asking if I wanted to lunch with her. I begged off, not feeling like leaving the house, but made her promise to join me for dinner the next night. I was about to set my phone down when I typed out a question, feeling a thrill of taboo pleasure shoot down my spine as I hit send.

Me: Did you enjoy the show last night?

Immediately the three little bubbles popped up on the bottom of the screen, and I grinned, waiting for her response.

Alice: OMFG THAT WAS SO HOT!!!! I hope I’m not making you uncomfortable when I say, Mark has the most beautiful DICK I’ve ever seen! Watching that handsome boy stroke it for his step-mommy… OMFG!!!!

Me: You’re so bad 😉 Stay tuned 😊

Alice: I can’t wait.

I set the phone down, but I couldn’t put aside the thoughts, and I brought it back over.

Me: Did you get off to it?

Alice: Are you kidding? I’ve watched it 5 times so far this morning. And him jacking off to you sunbathing a good 7-8.

Me: OMG, you have to show me that video!

There was a long pause before she responded this time, and when she did, it was clear she’d composed it carefully.

Alice: I’m not involved in the storyline, so I can’t now. But I promise to when this is over!

That set my wicked mind thinking, and I got up, feeling like I’d had enough sun and went in to take a shower, responding as I went.

Me: And if you were… involved?

Alice: Don’t tease me Heather!

My mind was already made up on what I wanted. It had been since I’d woken this morning and seen the change in Mark. Knowing it would drive her crazy, I left Alice on read and took my shower, letting the warm waters wash away the salt and sunscreen. When I got out, I grinned to see the message from Alice.

Alice: Heather!

Alice: WTF!!

Alice: You bitch…

Me: We will discuss @ dinner tomorrow 😉

I typed out my response and hit send, feeling more at peace with life and the future than I had in, longer than I could remember. Pulling out my laptop, I spent the rest of the night setting up auto-payments for all the bills I now had to deal with and making sure a large payment went down on the debt. If everything went according to plan, I would be able to pay everything off soon, but I hate to leave anything undone, even for just a few days.


Chapter 10


Mark got home late, and I heard him making himself something to eat downstairs, so setting aside my glasses and laptop, I climbed out of bed to get something as well. I caught him eating a plate of leftover take out from the night before, and I joined him.

I was ready for things to be awkward between us, allowing for that morning to be a one-off, but to my surprise and joy, he was just as relaxed and comfortable with me that evening as he had been that morning. There was a moment or two, where our eyes caught one another's that things got awkward, but I never felt uncomfortable, just the opposite.

As he talked about the video game streaming project he was working on with his friend, he brought up that they were going to launch the beta version in a week. They needed to start putting together a company of some kind if they wanted to do it properly.

“I can help with that,” I said, “Or if me being around your friend makes you uncomfortable still, I can give you the name of a good manager.”

“I would love the help,” he said, his smile warm and grateful, “let me get the business proposal I’ve started on. It’s really not much, just a few paragraphs about what I think the business could be and the direction I’d like to take the engineering.”

“Sounds like a good start,” I said, grinning back.

He ran upstairs and brought down his laptop and showed me the field he’d been working on, as well as a demo version of the site. He spent a good amount of time showing me all the various features he’d built into the website, such as the video feed, chat box, and ways for commenters to tip or send gifs and emojis.

“The gamer boys are going to go crazy when a girl starts streaming,” I said with a laugh, “you have stuff in place for when the girls start flashing their tits for tips?”

“No,” he said in concern and reached over to make a note in his notepad, “I never even thought of that, that’s a good point. User experience is important, and if it turns into a sex site, that could be bad. I can write security software that will-.”

“Don’t,” I said with a grin. “Write it, but don’t release it right away. If that does become a problem, you can, but I’d imagine cute topless girls might attract more people to the site than any ad campaign could.”

“That’s not very ethical,” Mark said, but he had a sly grin on his face as he made another note beside the first, “When did you get to be such a devious businesswoman?”

“I’ve kept my ears open over the years,” I said, feeling a warmth inside at the compliment, “But I’ve always had a knack for making something desirable.”

“I’ll say,” Mark said, his pale green eyes dancing with faint amusement as he looked me up and down in my housecoat.

“Stop that,” I said with a grin, then I stifled a yawn that cracked my jaw, as I stood to leave, “It’s after twelve, we’ve been up all night. You better get to sleep; you have class in the morning.”

“Were you serious last night?” Mark asked, and the serious tone in his voice caused me to turn and look at him.

“Which part?” I asked, feeling my heart flutter.

“That… that it was the only time,” for the first time, I saw the weak boy I’d come to recognize as Mark, peeking out.

“Do you want it to be?” I asked, a heat in my voice, and I could only grin when he shook his head violently. “Then what are you going to do about it?”

The words hadn’t finished coming out of my mouth when Mark leaped to his feet and swept me into his arms. I was so stunned I stiffened up, but when he pressed his lips to mine, holding me in a surprisingly firm grip, I felt myself melt against him. Our lips softened into one another, and the fire within my loins was lit, as his strong hands slipped down to grip my ass, and I felt him grind that massive erection against my hip.

Heady emotions were swirling within me as our tongues danced with one another. My body was aching to be touched, but when I felt Mark’s hand slip under my robe, I panicked a little, feeling as if things were moving too fast.

Breathlessly I broke off our kiss and gently pushed Mark back. His chest was heaving, and there was a wildness around the edges of his eyes. He drew in a ragged breath and held my eyes for a long moment. There was a glint in his gaze that set my heart fluttering and pussy quivering. One I’d never seen in a man before but had dreamed of seeing. It was love, lust, and raw need all wrapped up in confident self-possession.

Turning, I fled up the stairs as I had the night before, my mind a confusion of swirling emotions.

Throwing myself on my bed, I pressed my face to a pillow and screamed in frustration. This was all supposed to be to save the house. Mark was my son, I couldn’t be having feelings for him, certainly not ones as powerful as these. And yet the memory of that kiss lingered; the passion of it unlike anything else I’d felt.

I heard footsteps approach my bedroom door as Mark stood outside for a moment. I thought he might knock and try to apologize, but blessedly he left me alone and went down to his room. A part of me wanted to follow, to jump his bones, or just to snuggle and make out with him all night. That’s the part that disturbed me, my aching desire to touch, hold, and be near my son. It was a strange feeling for me, and I wasn’t quite sure what it was.

My sleep was restless, and finally, I gave up at three and went out to my car and had a smoke, then another one and another. As I stood beneath the stars and let the cold breeze flow through my night coat. I thought about my agreement with The Director, no longer a simple matter of some taboo sex.

Stubbing out my third smoke and lighting another, I tried to imagine my life without wealth, and it wasn’t hard to do. I would be able to find work and live a decent life regardless. Then I tried to imagine life without Mark, and I felt an empty pit in the middle of my gut. A future without that sweet young man in it, was depressing.

I came to a decision, for good or ill, I could only see one path forward towards a happy life. Praying it wasn’t a selfish decision I went inside to shower and get ready for what would be a day to remember.

Mark woke early and tried to rush out of the house without seeing me, but I was waiting downstairs. Just as I’d guessed, his shoulders were hunched, and there was the familiar nervous expression on his face.

“Mark!” I called, stopping him with a hand on the front door, he didn’t look back, and I saw his lips grimace in a frown, “Here I made your lunch.”

I handed him the sack lunch, and he went to thank me, a surprised look on his face. I’d made a habit of making his father's lunches in just the same way.

“Thanks,” he said, a touch of sadness in his voice.

“I wanted to speak with you tonight,” I said gently, ignoring his flinch, “about everything that’s been going on and what it means for the future.”

He nodded his head, eyes downcast, a sad expression on his face that picked up when I reached out and tilted his chin up. He looked with curiosity at my smiling face, curiosity that turned to shock as I leaned forward and kissed him as no mother should, tongue slipping into his mouth.

I thought I was prepared for the swell of emotions Marks touch caused in me, but I wasn’t. What I’d hoped to be a quick peck, a hint of what was to come, turned into a passionate make-out session. His lunch dropped on the floor, my back against the banister as his hands ran down my sides. Finally, drawing in a gasping breath, I broke free and held him out at arm's length, both of us heaving in deep breath as we stared into one another’s eyes.

“We will talk tonight,” I said, releasing him and stepping back, trying to keep myself from reaching out, kissing him again, “I promise.”

His eye took on the fierce gleam that I’d seen a couple times now, and my pussy quivered in desire. Mark gave one firm nod and then left for school without a word. I collapsed against the door and found myself grinning.

I met Alice at the gym an hour later, joining her for a spin class. After class, we went and got a cup of coffee, and I told her about my plans. She was over the moon with excitement and made me promise not to back out.

“You have no idea what this means to me,” she said, “Truly, dahling, it will be an evening to remember.”

“I just hope it doesn’t upset Mark,” I said, “I feel so guilty about involving him in all this without his approval.”

“I don’t think he’ll mind,” Alice said with a grin, “but you can tell him once you’ve done the deed.”

“I can?”

“Oh yes, most of the mothers and fathers do. I’ve never seen any react poorly to it.”

“Maybe I’ll do that,” I said with a frown.

“I just want to know that you’ll be ok with it,” Alice said with a look of concern, “The last thing I would want is for you to be upset.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said with a grin, “I’m looking forward to it more than I should.”

Alice smiled back as she sipped her wine, eyes sparkling with excitement. When she started speaking in frank detail about her plans, I grew more and more excited. By the time I left, I was so worked up that my panties were damp, and Alice’s big nipples pressed against her silk blouse, hard as pebbles. When we hugged goodbye, the embrace lasted a few moments longer than usual, and when we pulled back slightly, looking into one another’s eyes, I saw the same excitement and resolve in her that I felt. With a final wink, Alice got into her car and drove home.

I stopped at the store and picked up groceries and a couple bottles of wine. Then I went home and started preparing dinner. I had a feast planned, and it was a relaxing couple of hours in the kitchen, music blaring as I prepped and prepared things.

The potatoes were peeled and chopped, boiling away, and the oven was preheated and ready to go. All I had to do was sear and toss the lamb, sauté the broccolini, and finish the potatoes. It would only take an hour or so, so I had time to kill. Throwing on my suit, I went out back to get a bit of the late afternoon sun.

Twenty minutes later, Mark got home, and I felt my pussy grow damp, and my heart begin to race. When the sliding glass door opened and he stuck his head out to ask when dinner would be ready, I let him know.

“In an hour and a half or so,” motioning to the bottle of lotion beside me, I said, “think you could help me out?”

“Of course,” Mark said, an eager grin working its way onto his mouth, “Just let me change into my suit.”


Chapter 11


Ilay there for several minutes, butterflies dancing in my stomach. They stilled once Mark came out and dropped his towel down on the chair next to mine. Reaching back, I untied the laces of my suit, feeling every nerve ending come alive as I felt his eyes travel the length of my body.

“You are so gorgeous,” Mark breathed.

“Get to work, big boy,” I said with a smile for him, “You can ogle later, I’m burning up.”

“Deal,” he said with a grin and then took up the lotion and squirted a dollop in his hand.

Just like before he started at my shoulders, only this time, there was no hesitation in his movements. His hands were strong and confident as they worked the suntan lotion into my skin, taking his time and massaging the muscles of my neck and back. When he worked it down my sides, his fingers grazed the soft swell of my breasts, and I felt a zing of pleasure shoot down to my crotch. The catch in his breath when he did it, drew a small smile onto my lips.

“You can push down the bottoms if they’re in your way,” I said, cheeks burning red as I shifted. My body was aching to be touched, but I feared Mark wouldn’t show any initiative.

He didn’t say anything, and I didn’t dare look over my shoulder to see his expression, but I felt his strong fingers dig into my soft hips and slowly drag the thin black material down. I let out a sound of surprise when he didn’t stop where I had before. Instead, pulling the bottoms down to the middle of my thighs. I felt a cool breeze caress my bare butt cheeks, and my pussy quivered at being revealed to my son’s lusty gaze.

He began with my lower back, like last time, letting his hands tease me as he worked lower and lower. I wanted to whimper in disappointment when his hands left my body, but he was just getting more lotion.

“Mmmm!” The moan escaped my lips when I felt his hands on my ass.

At first, he merely worked the lotion into the flesh, but soon he was massaging, cupping and squeezing my ass cheeks in a way that no son should ever do to this mother. My pussy was dripping wet, and it was all I could do not to rub my thighs together and touch myself. As my butt cheeks parted, I heard Mark take in a sharp breath, and my body went tense. I’d never felt so exposed and desperate to be touched at the same time.

His thumbs massaged the lower part of my ass cheeks lower and lower until they were more on my thighs than ass, mere inches away from my wetness. Just when I thought he might touch me, his hands disappeared, and I bit my lip in frustration. I hadn’t been planning this encounter, Mark was in the driver seat now, and I figured this was as far as it would go.

Then I felt one of his hands rest on my back, holding me in place, and my head jerked up in shock when the other slipped between my thighs and cupped my wet pussy. When his palm came in contact with my aching sex, I hissed out a surprised breath.

“Mark…” I said, half in warning, half in plea.

My son said nothing, his breath coming rapid and heavy as one of his fingers slipped inside me. I gasped again and reaching out, gripped the blue cushion in white-knuckled grips as he grazed my G-spot, nearly making me cum right there.

The situation was wild. I lay face down on the lounge, biting my lips and writhing in pleasure as my son explored my pussy with his fingers. Tentative at first, but then with growing confidence as moans of pleasure escaped my lips.

I wanted to tell him to stop, but I couldn’t find the words, not when my body cried out for release. The fact that it was Mark touching me only added to the thrill, and when I felt his finger slide across my little nubbin, the pleasure spiked, and the first waves of a powerful orgasm began to roll through me.

“Oh… God… NNNGHHNN!”

Long moments I lie there, slowly relaxing and opening my eyes as I caught my breath. I’d never felt such powerful pleasure before in my life, and it left me lightheaded and shaky. Shifting on the chair, I looked over my shoulder with a shy smile, to find Mark grinning at me like a kid on Christmas.

“You…?” He asked, not quite able to say it, eyebrows forming the question.

I nodded, and he grinned all the wider. He stood, a look of immense pride on his face that touched me in that soft spot within. He went to move back, either to head inside or back to his chair, but I reached out and gripped his shorts, halting him. Unable to let him leave me, I needed to touch this beautiful, sweet man who’d given me such incredible pleasure. I needed to return it in full, my soul cried out for it.

“Mom,” Mark said.

Swinging my legs over my lounger, I sat up, ignoring Mark’s gasp of shock when he saw my bare breasts swing free, the bikini top left behind. Gripping his trunk in two hands, I dragged them down his legs, my eyes locked on the steely hardness pressing against the material.

“What are you…” Mark said, face slightly panicked, “Oh god…”

“You made me feel so good, baby,” I said, voice throaty and almost unrecognizable, “Mommy is going to return the favor. Be the man, Mark. Tell me what you need, baby… tell me what you want.”

I had made this plea my whole life to lovers, hoping they would take the initiative, but none ever did. Preferring to lay back and let pleasure happen to them, or half dominating in the way of weak-willed men.

Mark’s eyes flared with passion, and the corner of his lips turned up in a little smile. He shocked me when he reached down and slipped his fingers around the base of his monstrous cock, my hands on his thighs as I licked my lips. Angling it down towards my lips, I felt saliva pooling my mouth in anticipation of feeling it slip between my lips. When I went to move forward, he stopped me with a hand on top of my head, surprising me.

“I want to watch you suck it, Mom,” Mark said to me, his eyes filled with lust and a deep-sea of emotion, “You can’t imagine how many times I’ve dreamed about this.”

His eyes were locked onto mine as he drew my head forward. Inhaling his musk, I whimpered in need and then closed my eyes in pleasure as my soft lips slid over the fat head. The shock of wicked wrongness that swept over me was only trumped by the surge of joy when I heard Mark moan out.

My son’s cock is in my mouth, I thought and nearly came right there, without even touching myself at the intense feeling the thought caused.

Mark released my head, and I got to work, employing every skill I knew to give this gorgeous young man pleasure. Throwing myself into the task.

My lower jaw creaked as it stretched wide, allowing his girth to slip in, all while my tongue teased the underside of his cock. Sliding back up it, I kissed around the head, looking up into Mark’s eyes as I did. I’ve never seen a hotter sight than his pale green eyes boring into mine as I slid my tongue up and down the side of his cock.

He looked like some Greek god standing there, not the shy son I’d known for so long. Slipping my hand around the base of his cock, I pressed my massive tits into his leg, loving it when he reached down and gripped a handful and rolled my fat nipple between his fingers.

The young man’s balls tightened, and his cock thickened in my mouth. Holding his gaze with mine, I make a tight ring out of my fingers, just before my lips and twisted them as I drove myself forward onto his cock, letting my son fuck my face gently as I saw his face twist almost in pain as the orgasm began to sweep through him.

“Mom,” he warned, voice strained, “I’m cumming…” His eyes took on a look of intense excitement when he saw I planned to let him cum in my mouth, “Oh fuck… swallow it… cumming!”

The first blast nearly choked me; it was so powerful. The cum was thick and salty and coated the back of my throat as I struggled to swallow it all down. Again, and again, my mouth filled, pearlescent cum spilling down my chin and onto my breasts. Pulling off Marks softening cock, I let him see my mouth full of his cum, my eyes grinning up at him wickedly as I swallowed it all down, licking my lips and wiping up the cum that had dripped onto my massive breasts and licking it off my fingers.

“Holy shit…” Mark said, “That was…”

“Amazing,” I said, closing my eyes and savoring the memory.

Mark helped me up, both of our legs a little shaky and surprised me by slipping his arm around my waist and pulling me into a passionate kiss. The butterflies were back, and I felt weak in the young man’s arms as he held me tight. His lips were soft and gentle but tongue insistent as it danced with mine. Finally, he pulled back, eyes staring at me in wonder and no small amount of curiosity. I could see he was about to ask where this was all headed, but I reached up and placed a finger on his lips.

“Are you upset at how things have turned out?” I asked and grinned when he shook his head. “And what if the reason-.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Mark said around my finger, kissing it and then pulling me closer. “Do you care about me?”

“Of course,” I said, feeling a touch frightened at the sea of complicated emotions I felt within.

“Then nothing else matters,” he said, “Even if nothing else happens, I got to hold the woman of my dreams for a few moments.”

The words that nearly came to my lips disturbed me a little, but when I looked up into my son’s eyes, I saw only gentle love there. I kissed him feeling his body respond as my fingers trailed up and down his massive cock.

“I wanted to tell you,” I whispered in his ear, “That your cock is magnificent… and I can’t wait to feel it inside me… stretching me… fucking me.”

“Oh, Jesus…” Mark moaned as my hand slid up his steely shaft, his eyes wide grin growing.

Then his grin fell, and he groaned out in disappointment when I stepped away from him. He watched me, a little lost, as I gathered up my towel and top, not bothering to cover my breasts as they swayed, drawing his eyes like a lodestone.

“Make sure you’re ready for dinner in an hour,” I said, then flashing him a wink continued, “And make sure you have the energy for dessert. I plan to have seconds.”

His grin returned, wider than ever, and I had to hurry inside, or else I would spend the next hour kissing that handsome face and ruin all the plans I’d made for the evening. Feeling like a schoolgirl, I ran upstairs to get changed, smiling so hard, my cheeks started to get sore; or perhaps that was from giving Mark a blowjob.

Oh god, I did it… I sucked his cock… The thoughts set my pussy to aching, and I couldn’t help but masturbate quickly while I sat on the toilet. If I didn’t take off the edge of my need, I wouldn’t be able to focus on preparing dinner.

In the wake of my orgasm, I sat there for a moment catching my breath, worrying that all of this was crazy. Was it all moving too fast? Was it going to ruin my life, and Marks? Perhaps it might, but I couldn’t imagine my life without him in it, and at that moment I couldn’t imagine never kissing him again or feeling his touch and eyes on my body like they had been earlier.

We both needed this, and we both wanted it. As for the rest of my plans, there was a chance they’d ruin things, but the truth was I wanted it. I saw a possibility for a future I’d always dreamed of, one filled with love, wealth, friendship, and fantastic sex.


Chapter 12


Iwas humming to myself when I got down to the kitchen and turned on the burner. Putting on some Nina Simone, I let her sultry voice carry me away as I worked. I was surprisingly anxious free as I cooked, what would be would be, and it didn’t make sense to worry. Not after I’d done everything I could to prepare things the best I could.

Opening a bottle of red wine, I poured two glasses and then got the rack of lamb seasoned and searing. The potatoes, I drained while the meat was searing, making sure to fluff them up with a fork so they could steam out properly. The less water in your mashed potatoes, the more butter and cream they will absorb, making then richer and creamier.

The lamb I pulled off once it was nice and brown all over. Then I rubbed Dijon mustard all over it, coating the gamey meat, before patting a breadcrumb, parmesan and herb mixture onto the outside. Taking a strip of tin foil, I covered the ends of the rib bones, so they wouldn’t burn and then threw the lamb in the oven to finish off.

Chopping a shallot, I cooked it in a stick of butter until it was clear. As that was going, I riced the potatoes, making sure they had the perfect texture. As I worked, the butterflies came back, and I felt a touch of nerves, almost as if I was going on a first date. In a way, I guess it was, and that fact only served to excite me more.

Mark came down about fifteen minutes before the food was ready, and I was pleased to see he’d dressed up. Wearing a pair of dark grey slacks, a white button-up shirt, and blue tie, and a beautiful wool sweater covering them. He looked sharp, and I said so when he stepped off the stairs.

“Thank you,” he said, grinning back, looking me up and down and licking his lips, “So do you.”

“Stop that,” I said with a laugh as I stirred the shallots, butter, and cream into the potatoes, “I haven’t even changed yet. I poured you a glass of wine.”

The timer for the lamb went off, and I pulled it out, setting the lamb on the cutting board to rest and the skillet in the sink to cool. As I did, I felt strong arms slip around my waist and pull me back, a massive hardon pressing into my ass, sending a thrill to my needy sex.

“You always look gorgeous,” Mark said, his hot breath tickling the back of my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

He spun me in his arms and kissed me, bending me back over the sink as he held me close. My arms wrapped around his neck and shoulders, surprised once more at the firm swimmer's muscles there.

“I need to,” I tried to get out, seeing the water to steam the veggies, boiling.

But Mark’s lips on my neck drove the thoughts away, and I was lost in his touch and the feel of him in my arms. We made out in the kitchen for long minutes, hands sliding up and down each other's bodies, like teenagers in love, we couldn’t keep our hands or lips off one another.

Without words, he came with me when I put the greens in the steamer. Whenever I had a free hand, our fingers would lock together, and whenever a free moment, I would slip within the circle of his arms, feeling loved and safe as I never could remember feeling.

I didn’t even finish my glass of wine, which was unlike me to not drink while cooking. I was already drunk through. Drunk on love and other emotions, on need, and the wicked and taboo desires driving us both.

Finally, I pushed Mark into his seat with his glass of wine. Making him promise to let me finish off dinner and change. It was as hard for me to leave him as it was for him to let me go, but I’d been planning my outfit for tonight all day, and I couldn’t wait to be seen in it.

My hair and makeup were already done but needed a touch up after being mussed by Mark. For one second, I stared at myself in the mirror, unable to hide from the truth of what I was doing and what we were about to do. I should have been ashamed or felt like a terrible person, especially in light of the deal with The Director, but none of that seemed to matter. The rules of society and other’s morals shouldn’t keep me from living the life I wanted or loving whom I loved.

With a start, I turned that thought over again in my head. The import of its meaning wasn’t lost on me, as I stood slowly and pulled on the white garter and stockings. Then pulled the dainty white lace panties into place. Eschewing a bra, I slipped into a tight red dress, knowing its color complimented my dark hair and skin color perfectly, and its cut showed off my hourglass curves to perfection.

Slipping on my favorite pair of heels, I checked myself out in the floor to ceiling mirrors and couldn’t help the smile of pride that worked its way onto my mouth. It had been years since I’d looked this good, and I walked downstairs with a flutter of nerves, wondering what Mark’s reaction would be.

When I stepped into the dining room, heels clicking on the hardwood floor, he looked up, jaw-dropping as he took me in from head to toe. Resting a hand on one hip, I cocked it to the side, making my breasts shake delightfully in the low-cut dress top and causing Mark to swallow hard.

“Heather, you look… Jesus, you look fucking incredible.”

“Language,” I said with a little smile, then frowning said, “Heather? That sounds very weird coming from your lips.”

“Is it weirder than Mom?” He asked, standing and stepping up to me, “When all I want to do it this?”

His hands circled my waist and drew me into his strong arms. Surprisingly, I realized we stood at eye level with me in my heels. Now that he stood up straight and tall, I saw he was easily over six feet tall. It shouldn’t have mattered to me, but we all have our things, and as he held me, I felt small and delicate, feminine in his arms. Aching to do more than run my hands under his sweater and over the firm muscles of his stomach.

Pushing him away gently, I extricated myself from his arms as I drew in a ragged breath. His eyes were burning green coals of need, but he kept himself in control, adjusting the hard-on in his slacks, the sight causing me to nearly relent and leap back into his arms.

“Call me, Mom,” I said with a wicked grin, “Hearing my first name from you is kind of weird, and besides,” I tossed him a wink as I slipped into the kitchen, “It’s a turn on.”

I had to remind myself that people were watching this through the cameras, and when I did, it only made me all the more excited. Plating up the food, I took care to make it look beautiful. Mark refilled our wine glasses and got out silverware and napkins without me asking, and I was touched by his thoughtfulness once more. When we were finally sitting down to eat, he lifted his glass in a toast.

“To a wonderful evening,” he said, a slight tremble in his voice.

“To a wonderful future,” I said, touching my glass to his.

The words had just slipped out, but I knew they came from a place of profound truth. We took long sips of wine, gazing into one another’s eyes until finally, we both broke off the contact. A flush of embarrassment came over me at the intensity of the emotions I was feeling, but I pushed it aside and cut into the meat.

The food was delicious, one of the best meals I’d managed to cook since taking up the hobby. As we ate, Mark told me about the project he was working on with his friend, and I bounced ideas of logos and marketing off him, happy to see he listened and took my ideas and suggestions to heart. I could have loved him for that alone, but as he spoke, filled with so much passion, about something he was so knowledgeable about, I only fell deeper and deeper.

I talked about Alice and our afternoons at the club. How I loved my friend but was tiring of our tedious and useless days. As always, when I brought up my beautiful friend, Mark grew a touch awkward.

“She could prove very helpful in starting up your company,” I said, “She might even be a possible investor. You should think about pumping her,” the little bit of heat I added to the word pumping caused Mark to shift uncomfortably, “for info about growing and managing a company. She’s started and sold several businesses all on her own, and with partners.”

“I didn’t realize that,” Mark said in surprise, “I assumed she got all her wealth from her ex-husbands.”

“Most do,” I said with a short laugh, “but in truth, all they ever gave her were debt and a large collection of dog paintings. She puts on a good act of cultured idiocy, but the woman is a shark. If you’re really interested in making a go of it with your friend, then she’s the one to talk to.”

“It looks like it’s just going to be me,” he said with a frown, “He’s too scared of the risk. His parents have convinced him to take a job at YouTube, working on video processing. Great money, but it’s going to be boring as sin.”

“When did this happen?”

“Just this morning, I would have mentioned it, but,” he grinned, cheeks blushing a faint shade of red, before going on, “I don’t know. I was kind of thinking of doing it on my own.”

“You should!” I said, “What will happen to everything you’ve built already? The stuff you showed me yesterday?”

“I wrote most of the code, and I told him if it becomes anything, I’d cut him in for a percentage.”

“What percentage?”

“I’m not sure,” he said with a shrug, “I don’t want to screw him. He did a good amount of work on it, and half of the idea was his. I haven’t really thought about it.”

“Well, think about it,” I said, sipping my wine again, “The last thing you would want is to ruin your friendship or end up in a lawsuit a few years down the road.”

We continued to chat, the conversation scintillating in a way I’d only really gotten with Alice over the past few years. As the meal wound down, the tension grew between us, thick enough that it could be cut with a knife. Finally, there was a lull in the conversation, and we gazed into each other’s eyes for a long moment.


Chapter 13


Mark stood and took my hand, drawing me to my feet. He took me into the middle of the living room, putting on some smooth jazz on his phone and pulling me into his arms. We slow danced, swaying as we held one another. The comfort of a man being in control and leading me in the dance was welcome, and I melted against him, loving the way he responded to my body pressed against his.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered in my hair, “So kind, smart, and incredible… I don’t know what all of this is, or if it will last. But I want to say thank you… these last few days have been the happiest of my life.”

“Mine too,” I said, tilting my head up and gazing into his incredible eyes.

“Really?” he asked, gaze searching mine.

“Really,” I said, and biting my bottom lip, I slipped my hand down to grip his firm tush, grinning as he yelped in surprise, “It’s not over yet, mister.”

He grinned and swept me up into his arms, lips crushing mine. He could have taken me right there, I was ready for my gorgeous young son to mount and claim me right then, my body aching for it. But he took his time, hands exploring my body above and below the skirt, grinning in surprised pleasure when he saw I was wearing stockings and a garter.

Then he led the way upstairs, and we took halting stumbling steps, unable to keep our hands and lips off one another. I worked his sweater over his head on the stairs, unlacing his tie and pulling it off, even as he undid the zipper of my dress.

I was just beginning to remove his shirt when he gripped my ass, and then taking my dress and pulling it up over my head. He wasn’t done there, pressing me back into my bedroom. I felt the reality of what was happening hit home, and my pussy ached even as wicked shame swept through me.

Mark lay me down on the bed, standing over me and looking down like a starving man contemplating a feast. Grinning under the attention, I lifted one leg and cupped a massive breast in one hand, letting the other slide down my thigh to brush my wet panties.

Mark bent over me with a growl of desire, gathering my tits together and burying his face between them, causing me to laugh as he tickled the sensitive flesh. I was moaning as he pulled first, one big nipple to his lips and then the other, sucking gently and teasing them with his tongue.

“Oh god,” I moaned when he began kissing his way down my stomach.

Closing my eyes as pleasure swept through me, I stifled a gasp as I felt first, his breath, then his gentle tongue, slide down my outer lips. Biting the inside of my lip to keep from screaming my son’s name, I felt him tease my pussy with tongue and fingers.

He licked gently around my firm nubbin and then deep into my pussy, tasting my wetness. As his tongue slid up and around my clit in little circles, he sipped a finger in and let it graze the rough little patch of my g-spot, driving me to further heights of pleasure. Reaching down with one hand, I let my fingers play in his hair as he ate me out.

In no time at all, I was climbing the heights of pleasure, my thighs clamping down on the sides of Mark’s head as wave after wave of spikey pleasure reached from fingertips to toes. I was aware of the world for long moments as I caught my breath.

“That was amazing,” I panted and then grunted in surprise as Mark pressed himself atop me, rolling me against his naked form, “Mhmm, I could get used to that.”

“Good,” he said with a white grin, “because I could do it every day.”

“Hmm… now, how should mommy reward you for such wonderful work?” I grinned and bent at the waist, drawing my tits down his body and pressing him onto his back.

“Wrap your tits around it,” he said with fierce desire, “God, I’ve wanted to fuck your tits forever.”

My body trembling with desire as I obeyed his commands. I wrapped my big firm breasts around his cock. The feeling of his steely dick cradled between the sensitive flesh was incredible. Pressing them around it, I let saliva drain out of my mouth and into the crevasse of my cleavage and slowly stroked him, loving the look of absolute pleasure on his face as he watched his cock flash in and out of them.

“Now suck my cock,” he said, in a voice like velvet on steel.

Reaching down and slipping my fingers around the appendage standing up stiff, I moaned in submissive pleasure, kissing him fiercely on the lips before working my way down his muscled stomach quickly, until I could wrap my lips around the beast. Sucking gently, my tongue played along the underside, even letting it slip out of my lips as Mark stared at me in awe.

My breasts swayed with every motion of my body rising and falling, sensitive nipples dragging on his thighs as the velvety soft skin slid between my lips. Last time I’d worshipped my son’s cock, I hadn’t taken time to savor every inch of it. I did now.

Kissing up its might length, licking and teasing each inch, I let myself indulge in his glorious cock. As I worked my way up his shaft, fingers lightly tickling his balls, Mark reached down and grabbed a handful of one breast, causing me to moan in pleasure as he massaged the firm flesh.

“I need you,” Mark said, strain evident in his voice, “now…”

“Oh god, baby,” I whimpered, biting my bottom lips I crawled up his body and let out a yelp of surprise when he flipped me onto my back.

Pressing his lips to mine, I felt the fires of his lust take over, strong hands gripped my thighs, spreading them, and for one frozen moment, he held himself there, cock just barely pressing against my wet lips. Whimpering in need, I gripped his ass, drawing the young man into me.

“OOOooohhh GoooDDDD!” I moaned, feeling parts of my pussy that had never been touched, sliding along his incredible thickness. “So big… oh, Mark… baby… so good…. Mommy is cumming baby…. Fuck!”

He hadn’t even slid half his cock into my aching sex, and my walls began to quiver around him, gushing more juices around his cock as I shuddered beneath him. Mark gasped, hands clutching at me as I felt his body tense.

“Give it to me,” I begged, “All of it… please… I’ve dreamed of this… oh, god!”

“You feel so good…. I never dreamed… fuck, Mom!”

Our lips found one another, tongues dancing together as he sank to the hilt into my pussy, the soft head of his cock, pressing against my cervix and causing my eyes to open wide. Then nature took over, and his hips were sawing between my thighs as he pounded me down into the bed. All skills went, as only need, love, and overwhelming desire took control of us both.

Mark kissed down my neck, gathering a breast in one hand as he gripped my ass and fucked me hard. I was a ragdoll beneath him, a vessel to accept his great lust, eager to be used and sated, knowing I was all he wanted and needed. Gentle hands rand down his back, caressing his scalp and ass, as I coaxed Mark to empty himself within me.

“I’m cumming again,” I said, voice hitching with sharp breaths, “Cum with me… I want to feel you!”

“Oh god, Mom,” Mark moaned, hands clutching at me as his hips lost their rhythm.

My hands found the side of his head, our lips finding one another and kissing in between cries and sighs of pleasure. My orgasm was rushing through me when Mark flooded my depth with blast after blast of cum, I’d never felt anything like it, and it drove me to further heights. The thick seed oozing out and around his cock and sliding down my ass.

We lay for long moments, holding each other, and catching our breaths. As my thoughts grew clear once more, I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of the greatest orgasm of my life, coupled with the warm comfort of being held.

“That was…” Mark said, his eyes a little wild around the edges as he picked himself up on his elbows and looked down at me, “That was incredible.”

“I hope that wasn’t the end of it,” I said with a crooked grin, flexing my kegel muscles and feeling his cock twitch in response.

Mark grinned, a big silly grin of boyish delight that tickled that soft spot inside me and made me melt. Then he growled and rolled me over onto my stomach. I felt empty inside as his cock left me, but then he was pulling me up by my hips and drawing me back against him. Reaching down, he pressed the log of cock against my aching pussy, and I reached down between my legs with a sigh of pleasure.

Running my fingers up its slick length, I marveled at the length and thickness of it. Savored it for a few seconds before rocking my hips and pressing the fat head into my opening. Mark gripped my hips, pulling me back against him slowly as he thrust into me.

He began with agonizing slowness, his cock sawing in and out of my pussy, and only teasing me further. Turning my head, I saw we were reflected in the mirrored closet doors. The sight of Mark, hair slicked back, slender and muscled, gripping my wide hips as he plowed that monster cock in and out of me, sent a quake of pleasure to my pussy.

“How does it feel to have taken your son’s virginity?” Mark asked, his voice low and sultry.

“No!” I said, shocked as I turned back to look over my shoulder, “You weren’t.” But he nodded, and I could only shake my head. “Mhmm, you’re a natural talent… you’re going to make me cum again, baby… just like that… slow and hard… fuck.”

“You’re so gorgeous,” Mark said, “But when you cum, my cock is going to leave this tight little pussy and go back in that talented mouth of yours.”

“Oh, god!” I moaned, face falling onto the mattress and feeling Mark begin to pound me harder, “Yes, baby, mommy will suck it for you… you fuck me so good… so good… never… fucked… like… this… CUMMING!”

Mark was driving into me with hard powerful thrusts, not fast, but totally in control of my body. When I felt his hand lift my hips and ass, resting beside my shoulders on the mattress and turned my head, seeing him drive into me with whole-body thrusts, I knew this was serious, and my orgasm wasn’t ending anytime soon. Each powerful thrust sent deeper shockwaves of pleasure through me, until I was a weeping mess, drooling from every hole, body practically limp.


Chapter 14


Istartled out of my nearly unconscious haze of pleasure, as my body was suddenly empty. I couldn’t think straight, but my body knew what it wanted, what I craved. Like a starving woman, I turned, latching my lips around Marks cock as he swore and grunted, his load filling my mouth faster than I could swallow. I felt thick warm blasts of cum hit my cheeks and chin, then I rolled onto my back and stroked him as he shot the last of his cum across my tits.

“Holy fuck… I’m… lightheaded,” Mark laughed, collapsing beside me on the bed.

Licking my lips clean, I rolled into his arms, sighing in pleasure as he held me tight. We were hot and sweaty but couldn’t stand to be parted from one another. Needing to feel as much skin as possible, we were pressed close, legs extended and wrapped around one another’s, noses brushing one another’s, as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Mark said, “Pinch me… Ouch! I didn’t mean for real.”

“Just wanted you to know it’s real,” I said, snuggling deeper into his arms, “So, you don’t go getting all shy and awkward on me again.”

“That won’t happen,” he said, kissing my forehead, “I promise.”

“Good,” I said, then feeling a touch nervous, went on, “So were you going to move your clothes in here? Or keep your room as a closet?”

Mark went stiff for one second and then relaxed, chuckling gently. His hand reached up and stroked my hair, and I grinned, knowing I’d gotten my answer already.

“I’d imagine you’ve grown to enjoy having the closet all to yourself,” he said, and I could hear the smile on his lips, “You’re serious, though?” He said, pulling back so he could look me in the eye, “I’ll understand if this is because of dads passing or something, but you’re serious.”

“I am,” I whispered in his ear, not wanting to share it with anyone else, “I love you. This is new and sudden, but… I’m happy with you. Very happy.”

“Me too,” Mark said, his lips millimeters from mine.

Light kisses turned into heavier, and then I threw my leg over his hips and let his cock slip back into my waiting depths. Pressing him down on the mattress, I rode that massive cock for all I was worth. I loved the way he stared up at me, his eyes drinking in the lines of my face and big bouncing breasts with ever-increasing delight. Not to mention the feel of him beneath me. Riding him, I felt powerful, beautiful, in control of my pleasure and his, and I loved the new experience.

Drawing things out as long as I could, edging both of us until we were wild with lust and I lost all control, riding him hard, as Mark gripped my ass and hammed up into me. I came several times then, as Mark’s cock swelled within me. I felt his massive blast of cum flood my womb and prayed for it to quicken, shocking myself.

He stayed in my bed, pulling me into a spooning position. I felt my son fall asleep, his warm breath tickling my neck, body pressed against my back and cock nestled between my ass cheeks.

There were a hundred things I should have worried about, but at that moment, nothing could ruin how loved, and taken care of I felt. I drifted off to sleep with the knowledge that a reckoning must be coming; that this much happiness could never be for long without something bad to balance it out. But I was intent on savoring it while it lasted.

I awoke in the middle of the night to Mark hard as a rock and pressing against my ass. He slid his hand up and down my sides, down over my hip and then up to cup one of my breasts. Sighing in pleasure as he hefted the soft flesh.

Mewling in pleasure, I ground my ass back into his stiffness. Mark responded immediately, fingers sinking into my tit in surprise as he thrust forward. We both took in sharp breaths as his cock sunk into me completely, filling me. Then the boy began digging his cock in and out of my pussy, causing moans of pleasure to escape my lips, especially when he pinched and pulled at my big nipples.

Long minutes we made love, and when we came together, Mark slowed his thrusting and drew his cock out of my sensitive pussy. Rolling into him, I slid my hand down and let my fingers drag up and down his slick softness marveling at his glorious body. I fell back asleep in his arms, head on his chest, his cock still in my fingers.

When I woke, my hand was gripping steely hard morning wood. Lifting my head to see the morning light streaming in, I looked around the room at the strewn clothing and twisted sheets and felt a thrill of wickedness shoot through my body. I should have been ashamed or embarrassed about what I’d done the night before, but all I felt was happy.

Mark still slept. He lay on his back, black hair curling artfully around his ears, and pale green eyes closed in slumber. He was a handsome young man, but I could see that he would grow into a gorgeous older man. Feeling like a randy schoolgirl as I gazed at his sleeping body, I let my fingers curl around his morning wood again.

Biting my lip and feeling truly wicked, I slipped beneath the covers and took the cock of my sleeping son into my mouth. Sucking and licking it lightly, I coated it in saliva and then wrapped my fingers around its girth and sucking hard, began to fuck my mouth and throat with his glorious cock.

“Nngh,” I heard Mark waking, the sound of surprised pleasure causing me to grin around his cock, then the comforter was thrown wide, and Mark was staring down at me, a look of shock and joy etched on his face.

“Holy fuck, Mom,” Mark moaned, but he wasn’t content with the blowjob, as much as I wanted to worship him and give him this gift.

Mark pulled me up and lay me on my back. With smooth and confident motions, he had my legs spread and was slipping between them. I could hardly believe that he’d been a virgin before we made love because he was a natural. Reading my wants and desires just from my body language.

His weight settled on me as his cock invaded my depths. We made love in sweaty passionate need, hands all over one another’s bodies, lips locked and tongues dancing together. I took his cum in my womb, praying that it quickened and shocking myself with the thought once more. I’d never had a desire to have a kid, let alone be pregnant.

After making love, we lay for long moments together, holding one another and touching gently. Eventually, we had to get on with the morning, and we slipped free of the bed, me heading to take a shower, and Mark getting ready for class. He’d agree to be home early to meet with Alice and me, and I found myself looking forward to the encounter far more than I’d intended.

In part, because I was excited about the business idea Mark had and thought it might actually become something. I found myself spending my morning after the gym reading up on startups and how to grow one successfully. I got so wrapped up in the topic that I almost missed the call from Alice saying she would be running a little late, that she wanted to stop by the hairdresser and nail salon before she got here.

Since she was running late, it gave me enough time to get ready. I took extra time to do my hair and makeup, wanting them to look perfect, then shaved my legs. I put on my favorite loose, silk blouse and a lacy white bra, then a pair of white capri pants that showed off my ass to perfection.

I was just pulling a bottle of white wine out of the fridge to pour myself a glass when Mark got home.

“Is Alice here yet?” He asked, peeking his head in the kitchen.

“She’ll be here soon,” I said.

“Good, I have a PowerPoint I put together. I’ll have time to set up my laptop and the projector.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said, feeling warmth blossom inside, as he slipped his arm around my waist and gave me a deep soul kiss.

I felt Mark respond to my body pressed against his, and he had to pull himself away from me with effort, casting one last lingering stare at me before running upstairs to his room. I sipped my wine, nervous and anxious for the fun to begin.

Mark was setting up his computer when the doorbell rang, and I went to let Alice in. When I opened the door, the woman swept in, throwing a silken shall over her shoulder in an outrageous move. The woman looked breathtaking in a tight black top that clung to her skinny frame and large round breasts, and a pair of skinny black jeans that showed off her slender legs.

“You look amazing, Alice,” I said in compliment, as the woman gave a little spin for my benefit.

“Thank you, Dahling,” she said with a wink, “and you look gorgeous yourself. Now… where is he?” There was a hint of strain in the woman’s voice. I saw a tightness around the edges of her eyes and wondered what was worrying her. “I’ve been going crazy all morning trying to kill time before coming over… Heather, what is it, why are you looking at me like that?”

I was grinning from ear to ear at seeing Alice, the queen of composure, so out of sorts and awkward. She had failed to wear a bra beneath her skin-tight black top, and her small nipples were standing out firm against the material, and her cheeks were flush with emotion.

“This way,” I said, ignoring her question and giving her a wink as I led her into the living room.

There, Mark stood, pacing nervously before the fireplace. He looked up when we entered, and I was pleased to see him do a double take when he saw Alice, eyes widening slightly as he took her in from head to toe. I heard a quiet, almost imperceptible sigh of relief from Alice when she saw him, and then she reached out and gripped my hand, flashing me an eager smile.

“Welcome,” Mark said, with a touch of nervousness entering his voice, “Thank you for coming to hear my proposal, Alice.”

“Of course,” she said, stepping up and shaking his hand, her dainty little hand gripping his for longer than was absolutely necessary before she released it and took a seat in the couch folding her hands upon her lap. I took the place beside her and regarded Mark as he gathered himself.


Chapter 15


“So, what is this idea you have?’ Alice asked, her blue eyes dancing with merriment as she looked up at Mark, “And how can I be of help?”

“Video gaming is becoming a sport,” Mark began sounding as though he were reciting from a script and awkwardly, “But more than that, it’s a pastime for billions around the world. People love to watch their favorite games being played by charismatic and attractive people, you can just go on YouTube and see the view counts on videos for evidence.”

Mark gave his pitch, and it was remarkably well put together, if stilted in its delivery. He spoke of the software he’d developed and the site layout, as well as how it would scale when and if the user base grew. He detailed several phases where the company might grow, but that’s where the presentation took a turn, as he had few ideas on how to market the site and attract new users.

“Can you show me the demo you made?” Alice asked.

Throughout the presentation, she’d undergone an interesting change. In the beginning, she was ready to amuse Mark and me by listening, her mind stuck on other dirtier details. But as he went on, I saw her shaken out of that mindset and lean back, her expression changing from curious to intrigued as Mark finished.

Now, as Mark showed her the demo he’d shown me, she peppered him with questions. I wasn’t surprised at the sharpness of her mind, but I saw Mark show a pleasant surprise at the first incisive remark. She was a brilliant woman who hid it well behind her glossy plastic appearance, and he was forced to reassess her on the fly.

“So, what is it exactly you’re looking for?” Alice asked, “Or do you even know?”

“I’m looking for twenty thousand dollars for start-up capital, and I’m willing to offer ten percent of the company for it.” Mark held his breath, waiting for Alice to respond, but she was already shaking her head gently.

“That was the wrong ask,” she said, voice thoughtful. “You have the technology, and you’re obviously passionate about it and the direction it should take, but you have no idea how to run a business. Nor how to manage people or create a company culture that’s sustainable and dynamic.”

“I can learn,” Mark said, defensively.

“Of course, you could,” Alice said, flicking her hand dismissively, “but why waste time? Focus on your strengths. You’re obviously a brilliant engineer already, you should leverage that talent in the new company.”

“Then what should he have asked?” I asked her, genuinely curious.

“My first husband was an investor in a lot of internet startups in the nineties, and I learned much from watching him squander his family fortune. The biggest mistake tech companies make is they let their founders, often engineers with little understanding of how to run a large company, be CEO and President. I can’t tell you how many companies I’ve seen run into the ground because focus was placed too heavily on engineering instead of sales and user experience.”

“I don’t want to be CEO,” Mark said, “I was going to offer the position to Mom.”

“Me?” I said in shock.

“That’s a good idea,” Alice said with a nod, “A woman CEO will get you headlines and goodwill. And with your looks Heather, they will be begging for interviews and photo spreads. CEO is important for big picture stuff, but what you really need is a good president to run the day to day operations. One who you trust and are comfortable with, who can take your vision for the product and Marshall dozens to make it a reality.”

“How would the President do that?” Mark asked, and I saw his own brilliant mind turning over an idea as Alice spoke.

“It starts with the org chart and filters down from there,” Alice went on, describing several different structures for companies and business units and which she thought would work best for the tech start-up Mark was contemplating. By the end, he was nodding along, eagerly absorbing the information.

“I would be willing to take on the job and invest in the company. If Heather here, is CEO and offers to match my initial investment.”

“That sounds amazing,” Mark said, but his grin fell quickly, “But we can’t invest. I don’t know if Mom told you, but we’re in a lot of debt and might even end up losing the house.”

“You haven’t told him yet?” Alice asked me, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

I shook my head and felt my stomach flip-flop as nervousness stole through me. I’d been fearing this moment and opened my mouth to confess, but nothing came out. Seeing my weakness, Alice spoke, increasing my shame even more.

“Your Mom made a deal to save the house. Filling your house with cameras to film her… seduction of you.” Mark blinked in shock, and I pressed my eyes closed, face burning with so much embarrassment I thought I might die, “I should know… I paid a lot of money to watch it all happen.”

“What?!” Mark asked, and the pain in his voice caused me to look at him, the betrayal on his face cut to my core, and I felt hot tears filling my eyes. “Mom, is this true? What she’s talking about?”

“Yes, baby,” I said, my voice breaking with emotion, “I did it for us… to make sure we had a home… I didn’t mean for it-.”

“You didn’t mean for what?! I can’t believe this… It’s all lies?”

His face was twisted with anger, pain, and sadness that broke my heart too. Turning, he fled upstairs, scrubbing at his face as he did. I collapsed into Alice's arms, crying and filled with shame. She patted my back gently, then lifted my chin and gazed into my red, tear-filled eyes.

“You love him.” It was a statement, not a question, and I nodded in agreement, “Then go to him and tell him. He loves you too and will understand, I promise.”

“You’ll stay here?” I asked, biting my lip, nervously, “Just in case?”

“I’ll be here,” she said, running gentle fingers down my cheek, “Whatever happens, you know I love you.”

I held her for a moment longer, resting my forehead on hers, then stood and headed upstairs. Pausing outside of Mark's closed door, I drew in a deep breath, preparing myself, then tested the handle. It was unlocked surprisingly, and when I stepped in, I found Mark sitting in his bed, arms crossed before his chest.

He glared at me at first, then the harsh glared softened slightly, and I let out a silent breath of relief. He didn’t hate me, at least not wholly, and for that, I was grateful. I walked over to his computer and turned the chair to face him, sitting down gently.

“What are you thinking?” I asked softly.

“I don’t know,” Mark said, letting out a long breath through his teeth before going on.

“I’ll understand if you hate me,” I said, “At times, I hate myself for agreeing to it. But I hope you know I love you, Mark, and I only did what I thought was best for us.”

“And…” he waved his hand towards my room, “all of that? That was for money too?”

The raw anger in his voice cut me to the core, and I shook my head violently.

“At first I agreed because I was desperate and didn’t see another way,” clasping my hands I looked down at them, searching for the truth within, “I thought I’d cancel it before it went too far. Maybe a bit of flirting, it seemed fun and exciting. But then… things got real… emotions became… complicated.”

“What do you mean?” He asked, his eyes narrowing in suspicion.

“You know what I mean,” I said, looking into his eyes and letting him see the depth of my emotions. He glanced down to his crossed arms and nodded slightly.

“How many… people were watching?” He asked, giving a shiver of revulsion.

“I don’t know,” I said simply.

“You didn’t care about them, seeing… a mother and son…?”

“I liked it,” I said with a little laugh at myself, “Things just progressed so fast, and I was so happy I didn’t want it to end… I thought if I admitted it that you’d never want to see me again. That we’d never…”

“Then why did Alice tell me?”

“Because she wants you to agree to the final condition of my contract with the company that set this up,” I felt my cheeks heat slightly at the thought.

“What condition?” He asked.

“My contract with the company is complete after last night,” I went on quickly, ignoring my now burning cheeks, “but they had a doubling clause in it. If we perform certain… acts, then what we’ve earned so far will get doubled.”

“You keep saying we,” he said with a curious head tilt as he looked over at me. “How much money did ‘we’ earn?”

“I’m not sure,” I said in surprise, “To be honest, I haven’t checked in a few days. But from the start, half of everything we earned is yours.”

Pulling out my phone, I opened my banking app. In annoyance, I swiped away nearly a dozen red warnings about large deposits and treasury tracking, then gasped in shock when I saw my checking accounts balance. Holding up my phone, Mark leaned over curiously and glanced at the amount, then nearly fell out of the bed when he leaned farther, eyes disbelieving.

“Thirteen million dollars… and these are all huge deposits over the past few days…” he turned and looked at me, shock making way to elation as we shared a grin. Then he remembered he was mad at me and turned his head back forward, suppressing the smile.

Drawing in a deep breath for courage, I stood and sat on the edge of the bed. Mark looked at me in annoyance for a moment, but that faded quickly to a gentle smile when I lay against his side, drawing his arm over my shoulder.

“I know you’re mad at me,” I said softly, “and you have every right to be. But you should know that I wouldn’t change anything if I had it to do over again.” Looking up, I caught him staring down at me, “If not for the push, I would have never taken the leap with you. I love you, Mark, not like a mother should, but as a woman, and I wasn’t kidding last night when I said, ‘this is your room now’.”

His hard eyes softened, and I felt his arm flex, drawing me in closer, and he kissed my forehead. Then tilting my head up, pressed his lips gently to mine.

“Don’t do it again,” he said softly and then gave a jerk of surprise when there was a gentle cough of interruption from the bedroom door, “What the hell?!” He asked, eyes wide as he stared at Alice standing there.

“As for not doing it again,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat again, “you should hold off on that decision until you’ve heard from Alice.”

“What’s going on?” Mark asked suspiciously, glancing from me to Alice, where she stood nervously in the doorway.


Chapter 16


Ileaned up and kissed him on the cheek and whispered in his ear, “Listen to her, and know that I love her just as much as I love you.”

Kissing his neck, I felt Mark shiver slightly, before tensing up. Alice walked into the room slowly, her eyes locked on his, thick red lips parted and wet. Pausing, she looked at me, and I could see her gather the courage to speak, from me. When she finally did, she was poise personified.

“I’ve never been a regular woman and would hate it if I were. As I’ve grown older, I now recognize that I don’t want a regular relationship either. You are handsome, sweet, kind, thoughtful, and ambitious. Those are qualities I’ve always looked for in partners, but you have something no other man has,” I could feel the tension in Mark as he wondered where she was going with this, “And that’s your mother. The most beautiful and vivacious woman I’ve ever known. The only woman I’ve ever loved as a sister… and one whom I’ve come to love as more.”

My heart swelled, and I grinned at her, feeling my body shiver with wicked delight as I popped the first button of Marks jeans, surprising him.

“I watched the two of you together,” Alice said, voice catching with some emotion I couldn’t discern, “I saw that Heather loves you and you love her. I saw it and was jealous and happy. I saw it and knew exactly what I wanted.”

I popped the second button of Mark's pants, and before he could reach down and stop me, I slipped my hand within and circled my fingers around his soft cock. He gasped in surprise when I pulled it out into the open. Looking from me to Alice in disbelief.

“Both of you?” He asked in shock, “You’re serious?”

“Say the word,” I said softly, fingers flexing around the base of his quickly thickening cock, “Alice will go… and we will never speak of this again. Or…”

I grinned as I felt his cock throb. When I saw the disbelieving joy on Mark’s face, I looked down at Alice, where she stood at the base of the bed and crooked my finger at her. The woman’s nervous face flashed into a broad smile as she slipped up onto the mattress.

“Holy shit,” Mark said, glancing from me to Alice to me and back again, “This is literally a dream come true.”

“Mhmm,” Alice said, licking her lips as she dragged his pants off his legs, “that makes two of us.”

“Three of us,” I said, turning Mark’s head to kiss his soft lips.

He stared into my eyes, and I saw nervousness and love there. I stroked his cheek, knowing the nervousness would pass when he saw that our bond would only be strengthened by adding Alice to it. For now, I didn’t want him to worry about anything, and so I stole his thoughts away with kisses until he tensed up against me, moaning into our kiss.

We both looked down to see the gorgeous blonde kneeling between his legs, both hands wrapped around his cock and stroking it up and down, as her lips and tongue played around the head. She grinned when she saw us watching, then reached up and laced the fingers of one hand in mine as she continued.

I’d had threesomes in my youth several times, but not for many years. This experience was unlike anything I’d known before. In the past, they had been wild affairs of mostly drunk people eager to get it on, but free of complicating emotions.

Now I was filled with emotions for both Mark and Alice. I felt a powerful sense of closeness as I lay with my head on my son’s chest, watching my best friend sucking him with every ounce of skill she had. Feeling bonded even tighter to both for sharing in the experience.

“How many times have you dreamed of her mouth on your cock?” I whispered to Mark, seeing Alice’s curl into a smile around him.

“So many times... Jesus,” Mark said, looking from Alice to me and back again as he bit his lip, “If you keep doing that… oh shit…!”

“Cum for us,” I breathed, feeling my pussy moisten at the thought, “Cover her pretty face in your spunk!”

“Oh, god!” Mark moaned as Alice backed off his cock, her tongue sliding back and forth across the sensitive spot just beneath his head as she jerked him with her hand.

The powerful blast of cum shot into the woman’s mouth and across her chin and cheeks as she swallowed it down. Then moaning in pleasure, she angled him to shoot his cum all over her black shirt, jerking it slowly as she massaged the white cream into the shirt, clutching at her firm fake tits as she did.

The scent of his musk drove me wild, and I found myself on my knees, lips locked with Alice’s as we traded his thick cum back and forth, our tongues sliding along one another's with tender touches. Pulling back, I drew in a deep breath, amazed at the depth of desire I felt as I held her to me.

Then Mark was there, pulling the two of us down with him as he kissed our necks. I watched with my throat tight, as Mark gazed into Alice’s pale blue eyes, the same look of marvel on him now as he had when we first lay together in my bed. I could see genuine affection pass between the two, and it quieted the butterflies of anxiety I hadn’t even noticed were there.

Their first kiss was sweet and gentle, but as his fingers tightened on her waist and her hand slipped down to join mine in stroking his cock, gentle made way for passion.

It was a comical sight, the three of us on Mark’s childhood bed, the artifacts of his teenage years covering the walls and shelves, as we struggled to peel our clothes off in seconds. Both Mark and I paused when he threw Alice’s shirt aside, staring in awe at her perfect firm breasts. The nipples were small, perfectly round and pink, aching to be sucked. Mark took the left and I the right, grinning at one another as we first kissed, then gently sucked on them.

“Mmmm,” Alice moaned, “That feels nice… but I need this big boy in me, or else I’m going to bite someone.”

Mark laughed, and then Alice was letting out a yelp of surprise as he flipped her onto her back and spread her small, slender legs wide. I slid my hand up between his legs and took his massive cock, fitting it into the woman’s tiny slit.

“Oh, god!” Alice cried out, hands clutching at Mark’s back, and she writhed beneath him, “Slow…. Oh… so big… fuck baby…!”

The sight of his cock stretching her wide was fascinating, and I lay between their legs, teasing her lips and his cock as he gently thrust into her, easing in a little deeper with each. In seconds his cock was coated in her frothy white juices as she creamed around him. Then, I saw her ass trembling and heard the cry of pleasure, cut off by a moan of passion as Mark kissed her.

Then he began to fuck the tiny blonde MILF with long slow strokes. Moving around and up beside them, Alice turned her head and pulled me into a passionate kiss. Her little cries each time Mark thrust into her driving me wild.

“Thank you,” she breathed into my lips, “Oh god… cumming again…. Heh Mmhmm oooh ahhhh NGHH!”

Alice writhed under Mark, her body locking up so much that he was forced to cease, his cock locked in her cumming pussy. With a final gasp, she relaxed, sighing, and gazing up at us with a lazy smile. With weak, trembling arms, Alice pulled me atop her, and reaching up pulled my ass cheeks.

“Fuck her Mark,” Alice said, her eyes smiled up at me, “Fuck your gorgeous mommy… but save your cum for aunty Alice.”

“Jesus,” he breathed, looked down at our two pussies pressed against one another, and waiting for his cock.

“Mhhm!” I cried as he slid into me, invading my depth, and seeking out my most sensitive places. “You like watching my son fuck me?” I breathed in Alice’s ear, feeling her shiver beneath me, “His big dick claiming me? Making mommy his little slut?!”

“Yes!” Alice cried out into my breasts, “It’s so wrong, so filthy and so fucking hot! Fuck her, Mark!”

Hands were on my back, ass, and sides as both Alice and Mark felt me up. Hair hanging down, I grinned at Alice and kissed her fiercely, broken up by a particularly hard thrust that sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

The woman slipped a hand between our bodies with a crooked grin, and then it was my turn to cry out in ecstasy as she frigged my hard, little clit, and Mark fucked me to a powerful orgasm. I collapsed atop her, only to feel the woman start to shift and shake, Mark, driving into her again.

“Get ready,” Mark said, his voice tight with strain.

“Give it to her,” I moaned, looking back at him too see the pleasure fill his face.

“Fill me!” Alice cried at the same time, her fingers digging into my ass as she held on tight.

Mark’s face twisted, eyes locked on mine as his rhythm faltered, and I felt Alice tense up beneath me. I thought I could almost feel each powerful blast of cum hit her womb, as she flinched and shivered beneath me, cumming once again from the feeling of it.

Mark collapsed beside us, sweating and panting, but if the young man thought we were done with him, he was far from mistaken. Alice joined me in licking and sucking his glorious cock clean. Mark nearly came again when he watched our lips join in a kiss around the tip of his dick. Then our heads moved as one as we licked up and down, tongues touching again and again.

As Alice would suckle on the head of his cock, unable to take more if it into her throat, I would kiss and suckle along the side of the shaft and fondle her big fake tits, then we would trade places. We were in no rush, enjoying the joint task far more than I thought we might. Eagerly touching and teasing one another as we worked Mark to steely hardness.

Finally, I could take it no longer and crawled up his body, letting Alice press his cock into my pussy. Both Mark and I looked down between our bodies as she sucked the head of his cock with a wicked grin, coating it in her saliva before arching her tongue up to drag it across my pussy lips, causing me to shiver in pleasure. Then I was filled with his girth, letting out a deep breath as it filled me.

As I rode Mark, his eyes on my body, I felt like a goddess. My massive breasts swayed, and though they might not be as perfectly round and perky as Alice’s, they held their shape still. My hips were wide, but firm and I could feel my ass rolling with each thrust of our hips together. As Alice swung her leg over Mark's head, we embraced, lips meeting as I felt her shiver when his tongue entered her pussy.

Long minutes I rode my son until I came with a force I wasn’t prepared for. It was so powerful, Alice’s lips locked on one of my nipples, his thickness pounding into me, that I lost my grip on consciousness for a few moments. When I came to, Mark had Alice bent over the edge of the bed and was hammering into her with quick hard thrusts as she cried out in pleasure into the mattress.

Grinning I rolled over to her, Alice’s face was haggard, hair in disarray and face flush, but her eyes were filled with joy. Her lips found mine, and I cupped her firm tits, looking up at my gorgeous boy as he took his pleasure from her.

When he came, he ordered me to swallow it, and I leaped to obey, Alice spinning around to join me, as Mark jerked his dick out over our open mouths. We fell back onto the bed, kissing and giggling like schoolgirls as Mark fell onto us laughing, himself.

Soon we would head down to my bedroom and take a shower together. Kissing and touching all the while, unable to let one another go. After much coaxing and grunting, Alice took Mark’s beastly cock into her ass, eager to give him her final hole. I was too scared to try that day, but the sight of Alice nearly passing out from her powerful orgasm as Mark flooded her bowels made me consider it.

We spent the rest of the afternoon out by the pool, sunning, swimming, and fucking. At one point, when all three of us were in the pool, we engaged in a three-way make out and fingering session that worked us into a frenzy, and we tumbled out onto the deck chairs to consummate our needs.

That night the three of us passed out after a large meal. As I snuggled up to Marks side, fingers laced in Alice’s across his stomach as she lay on his other side, I wondered if this was just a wild diversion, or if we could really make something of this. As I drifted off to sleep, I prayed it would.


Epilogue


It was a beautiful sunny morning in California as I drove home from the gym. Our new house was on a bluff in the hills of west Silicon Valley, with a beautiful view of the lower bay. I’d been sad to say goodbye to our old house, but I’ve learned it wasn’t the house I’d loved, it was the home I’d made within.

Parking, I got out and then opened the backseat, grinning as I tickled Abigail’s nose. She giggled and reached up with her little hands to be picked up. I took her in and got her changed and ready for her day. She was excited because today she and her sister were heading to their grandparent to play with the puppies while mommy and auntie Alice held an all-hands meeting.

With joint parenting, all three of us were able to both have careers and be there for our girls. With how much Mark was stuck at the office leading up to the launch, it was the perfect situation. Once the platform was launched, we could settle back into the more relaxed routine we’d grown to love. And I would get my breakfasts in bed again, and lazy relaxing morning with my boy in bed.

Abigail's sister Grace Ann was waiting already, having been dropped off by Alice earlier, when I brought Abigail by, and the girls were overjoyed to see one another, saying hello in their secret language. The girls had grown up almost like twins, being born a day apart. Alice and I made sure to give them their own separate times with either of us throughout the day so they could develop independent identities. It was hard though, the girls were even more inseparable than we’d become.

When I got to the office, I saw the arborist had finally finished planting the Japanese maples in the lobby. They were an extravagance, but really did tie the whole workspace together, giving it a light and airy feeling. Passing the framed copy of ReCode in the lobby, I ignored the picture of myself on the cover.

The interview had gone well, and the article was well-received, the market eager for our innovation. However, the photographer, an awkward grease ball of a man, had insisted on specific framing for the photos. In the end, the picture they’d used for the cover was me in a crisp white button-up shirt, nearly skin-tight, and a blue blazer and slacks. All very tasteful until the man got the right angle on my cleavage and hips. Apparently, it was their best-selling copy ever, but not for the articles.

I was greeted by the staff as I breezed through. It’s always so energizing to see your employees at work early, happy, and eager to do their jobs. We were lucky in that the culture Alice was building at the company rewarded and encouraged people to contribute while still maintaining a healthy work-life balance.

There was a financials meeting that I was running in ten minutes, before our all-hands, but I wanted to check in with the boss and see if he’d read my proposal from the day before yet. Mark’s office, as head of engineering, was a small dark room tucked in the back of the building, impossible to find if you didn’t know where it was. He loved it because he was able to lose himself in work for hours at a time without interruption, and Alice and I loved it for… other reasons.

Glancing down the hall to make sure no one could see, I flashed my badge, and with an electronic click, the door unlocked. I slipped into the room, and I found exactly what I was expected.

Alice was bent over Mark’s desk, biting her lip, face twisted in ecstasy as Mark pounded into her from behind. He grinned when he saw me, and I felt my sex ache in memory of the fucking he’d given us the night before.

“He… needed to…. Clear his… oh, fuck!... head…. Oh, good boy…. Right there….!”

Slipping my panties off, I kissed Mark fiercely and bent over beside Alice as she recovered from her orgasm. I sighed out as the familiar pleasure invaded my depths.

“Quick baby, mmmm Mommy has a meeting this morning…”

“Don’t worry,” Alice said, standing on wobbly legs and kissing Mark as he fucked me, “Aunty Alice will finish you off with her mouth. After all, what else should the President be doing, besides making sure the CTO is content and… sated.”

My first orgasm of the day built within, and I couldn’t contain the grin that spread on my face. We’d moved across the country and dedicated our lives to one another, and even though it was the craziest thing I’d ever done, this was the happiest I’d ever been in my life.

As my orgasm hit home, and I felt my stepson flood my womb with his seed, I felt complete for the first time in my life.

We would launch the company and our products to a rabid fanbase, and it would become wildly successful. There were tough times along with the good, but the three of us always came together. In California, a thruple wasn’t such a crazy thing, not that we let it bother us. Each night I slept with my best friends and the greatest lovers I’d ever known. Our children grew up happy and healthy, and my life turned out far better than I ever could have hoped.

THE END
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