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To my readers, always


 


CHAPTER 1

 

Fossie twirled her hair around her finger mindlessly as she stood at her bedroom window and looked out at her neighbor’s backyard. Their son Scott, who had to be twenty or twenty-one now, was lying on a towel with nothing on except a pair of running shorts. He held a paperback novel in his hands, sunglasses over his eyes, his skin glistening in the sunlight. Fossie couldn’t fathom why Scott was back from university in the city, but she couldn’t stop squinting at the hem of his shorts.

The thing was, well, his manhood was sticking out the bottom of his shorts, and it looked utterly delicious. Fossie hadn’t been with a man for several months. They all bored her. Every time she went out with a guy, the men expected her to be a submissive little slut, but that wasn’t who she was at all. Fossie liked control, power, and dominance. She liked men to bend at the knee before her, and she’d been wondering if it would be easier to break a younger man.

Thoughts swirled in Fossie’s mind as she stared out of the window at Scott, all handsome and youthful and probably blissfully unaware of how good this older woman could make him feel. She had a few tricks up her sleeve that girls Scott’s age probably hadn’t yet learned, and she wouldn’t mind teaching him a thing or two.

Fossie licked her lips as she continued staring at the plump sausage hanging out the hem of Scott’s shorts, wishing she could climb between her legs to wrap her lips around it, but he’d never let her do something so extreme. Not when she was his mother’s age. Not when he’d spent his entire life seeing her as Mrs. Schneider, but those days were behind her.

Fossie was Miss Clanton now. She dropped her married name and went back to her maiden name before the ink was even dry on her divorce papers. It was literally the very first thing she wanted to do once she’d kicked David to the curb. He thought he was so special, poor guy.

Once upon a time, Fossie really loved David, but she’d always felt that she wasn’t like other women and hadn’t really put her finger on why when she and David first got together. They were still so young and obsessed with finding the one. They met when Fossie was barely even twenty-one. She was so excited to have found a man who looked at her the way David did, she didn’t even hesitate to walk down the aisle.

They had Maggie when Fossie was only a bit older than Scott was now, but Fossie was far from the only young mother those days. She would never forget how happy she and David were when they brought Maggie home from the hospital. Even for the first few years after Maggie’s birth, Fossie thought she’d hit the jackpot when it came to love and marriage, but the truth slowly began to reveal itself.

Fossie wasn’t as submissive as David would have liked, and she resented him for expecting her to be someone she wasn’t. Once Fossie got to know herself a bit better, she realized that she wanted a man who would follow her rules. She wanted a man who would do what she told him to do, especially in the bedroom.

David tried to make Fossie submit more than once, and when she didn’t budge, he got angry. He grew distant when he realized that Fossie wasn’t the woman of his dreams, and he wasn’t the man of hers. They tried to keep up the act for Maggie, but it all fell apart around the time their daughter was about to start high school.

David slept around, and Fossie acted like she didn’t notice, at least until he tried to climb into bed and stick his dirty, used dick into her pussy for the first time in over a year. She had to fight him off her that night, and that was the end of their relationship. They both knew that it couldn’t continue. Maggie had since forgiven them for divorcing, but she wasn’t happy when they broke the news to her.

That was years ago, though.

David had been around several times since to beg Fossie for a second chance, and all she could do was laugh in his face. He only stopped after their daughter Maggie saw him begging. When David registered the disgusted look on Maggie’s face, he knew then that he had to stop fighting for Fossie. It was over.

Fossie had moved on, but she hadn’t yet found a man who could give her everything she truly wanted. Could it be different with a younger man like Scott? Could she convince him to do her bidding? Fossie certainly hoped so as she chewed on her bottom lip and stared at Scott’s cock hanging out the bottom of his shorts.

Fossie didn’t want to look away from the beautiful sight, but she had to come up with a plan on how she would get Scott to do what she wanted. She squinted as she stared a bit longer, letting different ideas float through her mind, and then it hit her!

Fossie knew exactly what she would do, but she needed a few props first, so she pulled herself away from the window after staring for a bit longer to head down to the kitchen and whip up a fresh batch of her famous chocolate-chip cookies.

Once the cookies were resting on the kitchen counter, she went back to her bedroom to change. She was a bit disappointed when she glanced out of the window to find that Scott was no longer lying in the yard, but no worries, as she planned on stopping by his house with the freshly baked cookies, but first she needed to put on something cute.

She chose a pair of tight-fitting leggings with an oversized T-shirt that had a plunging neckline. She didn’t want to look like she’d tried, but this outfit showed off her body in the best ways possible. Not tight around the stomach, but it was tight around the boobs and butt, and she hoped that she was still working with enough to steal a young man’s attention. Nerves filled Fossie as she packed the cookies and slipped on her tennis shoes, but her body was craving touch, and who better to touch her than a handsome younger man?


 


CHAPTER 2

 

“Fossie! What a lovely surprise! What are you doing here?” Stephanie asked as she held open her front door with a bright smile on her face. “What’s that in your hands?”

“I brought you some of my famous chocolate-chip cookies,” Fossie said with a bright smile, hoping that Stephanie couldn’t see through her facade. She and Fossie weren’t exactly the best of friends, but they chatted on their porches and went on walks around the neighborhood together sometimes when there was nothing better to do.

“That’s so sweet of you, Fossie! Come inside!”

Fossie smiled as she stepped past Stephanie to enter their home. The Rileys always kept their house immaculately clean. It probably helped that Stephanie was a stay-at-home mom, but Fossie never kept her house as clean as Stephanie back when her job was to stay at home. She now worked as an interior designer and had a list of clients around town. She focused more on growing her client base than spending time at the office where she rented out a desk.

“Would you like something to drink?” Stephanie asked as they walked together to the kitchen.

“I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

“I was just thinking about putting on some tea to give me a little boost. I swear I get so tired in the afternoons these days.”

“Tea sounds lovely.”

“Is English Breakfast okay?”

“Perfect,” Fossie said as she looked around, trying not to be too obvious that she was searching for Scott, but the boy was literally the only thing on her mind, especially after she’d seen his manhood hanging out the bottom of his shorts. Fossie was still thinking about how good his thick meat would taste in her mouth as Stephanie fixed them two cups of tea.

“When was the last time we got together? I feel like it’s been forever,” Stephanie said as she came over to the table with the two mugs of tea. She set them on the table and went over to the container Fossie had brought to grab some chocolate-chip cookies, putting them on a plate. “Do you have any new clients?”

“I have a few,” Fossie said as she nibbled on one of her cookies. They were truly divine. Soft and chewy and buttery. Fossie didn’t make the cookies often since she tried to maintain a slim figure, especially since she was on the market, but she was always surprised by how delicious her chocolate-chip cookies tasted when she bothered to eat one.

“It must be so exciting to design houses.”

“I enjoy it.” Fossie picked up her mug of black tea, wishing that Scott would make an appearance, but he was probably hiding away in his bedroom, even more so if he heard his mother talking to someone. Fossie wasn’t sure how she would get Scott to see him as anyone other than a woman his mother’s age, but she had hope.

She had to have hope.

“It doesn’t leave me much time for housework, though. I’m always so amazed by how clean you keep your home.”

Stephanie beamed. “Oh, you’re too sweet, Fossie. It’s a lot of work, but I want to keep Gary happy. He’s always telling me how much he loves coming home to a clean house, so I guess I just want to give him what he likes,” Stephanie said with a shrug as she looked around to admire her home.

It wasn’t decked out with the latest designs or anything, but it was well-maintained, and Fossie had a feeling that Stephanie and Gary would live here until they were old and gray. Fossie wasn’t sure that she’d be their neighbors forever, but she had no plans on selling until she found something she liked even more than the house she’d gotten in her divorce from David.

“Did you want to go on a walk or something?” Stephanie asked after finishing off a cookie. “I’m supposed to meet one of my friends at the library later, but we could do a quick lap if you want.”

“No, it’s okay,” Fossie said with a light laugh. She felt awkward for bringing up Scott, mostly because her thoughts were deep in the gutter when it came to that handsome boy, but she’d come over here for a reason and didn’t see the point in leaving without addressing why she’d stopped by. “I actually was hoping for your help.”

“My help? What do you need?” Stephanie asked, her voice somewhere between excitement and concern.

“Well, you know, keeping up with the house has been a lot since Michael, Maggie, and David no longer live there.”

Stephanie nodded slowly. “Yes, I swear I don’t know how you do it! In that big house all by yourself!”

Fossie ignored the hint of condemnation in Stephanie’s tone. Not all women could be lovely housewives who cooked and cleaned and did whatever their husbands wanted. Fossie had given up on those ideals a long time ago and had no intentions of ever going back, but she still felt like Stephanie would see right through her once she asked what she’d come to ask. Fossie said a little prayer that Stephanie wouldn’t think anything of her request at all.

“Yes, that’s part of the reason why I came over.”

Stephanie squinted, looking puzzled.

“Was that Scott I saw in the backyard?”

“Oh, yes! Scott is home for the summer. Why?”

“Well, I was hoping that I could maybe get his help cleaning out my attic. I was actually about to go up there and start sorting through boxes, but then I looked into your backyard and saw Scott and thought that maybe some young muscle would help move along the process.”

“Smart woman,” Stephanie said with a laugh. “Scott! Come down here!”

“Why?” Scott hollered from upstairs.

“Because I told you to, boy! Don’t question me!”

Fossie’s eyes widened, surprised to see this side of Stephanie, who was usually so homey and sweet, but she had a loud yelling voice that nearly shook the windows!

“It’s actually perfect that you’re asking this of him,” Stephanie said in a low voice as there was a bit of commotion upstairs. “Scott has been wild and undisciplined in the city. We made him move back for the summer to get his act together and get a little time away from his friends. We’re also renting out his apartment to recoup a bit of money.”

“Oh, I had no idea!”

Stephanie sighed. “He’s refused to work, to pay any bills, and his father and I have about had it. We’ve been trying to get him to apply for jobs around here, but he just wants to read those damn science-fiction novels.”

Scott walked into the kitchen holding a beat-up paperback in his hands, wearing a tank top and those shorts that left little to the imagination. Fossie tried not to stare, but the outline of his cock was as clear as day, and she needed to play with it.

“Mrs. Schneider, hey. I didn’t know you’d be down here,” Scott said and glanced down at the clothes he was wearing, looking a touch embarrassed, even though he had no reason to be.

“It’s Miss Clanton now, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Clanton, but you can call me Fossie. You’re not a kid anymore.”

Stephanie scoffed. “Tell him that once he learns how to pay a bill.”

“Mom! That’s not fair. I buy all my books myself. You never give me any money for them.”

“You find them at used bookstores and garage sales. You think that comes close to what we spend on your rent, tuition, and utilities?” Stephanie asked in a harsh voice. “Don’t even get me started.”

Fossie folded her lips, a little taken aback by this side of Stephanie, but maybe Scott had been conditioned to listen to the orders of a woman. Maybe it would be a lot easier than she thought to corrupt Scott and turn him into the submissive sissy she wanted him to become. Fossie had never turned a man into a sissy, but she’d spent enough time on the internet to know that she wanted to be one of those dominant girls who had their men by the balls.

“What did you want, mom? I was just getting to the good part.”

“Well, you can put your book away. Miss Clanton has a job for you, and you’d be wise to do it if you can’t be bothered to take your lazy butt around town to apply for jobs.”

Scott groaned and tried to look anywhere but at Fossie, but a spark flickered between them when their eyes finally met. Maybe Fossie was a little too horny not to give away her desire, but Scott seemed to soften and come around to the idea of helping Fossie with some chores.

“What did you have for me to do, Miss Clanton?”

“My attic needs cleaning and organizing. It’d be nice to get rid of all that old junk. I can pay you ten an hour in cash to help. Wish I could pay more, but—”

“Don’t say another word, Fossie. Ten dollars an hour is more than enough. Scott’s going to do it, isn’t he?”

Scott groaned but nodded.

“That’s what I thought. What do you say to Miss Clanton for offering you such a generous job?”

“Thank you, Miss Clanton,” Scott said with his eyes trained on the floor and his hands behind his back. Fossie squeezed her legs together as she imagined him looking just like that, except he would be on his knees and wearing a girly pair of underwear that made his dick look even bigger than those short running shorts he was wearing.

“You’re welcome, Scott. I need all the help I can get,” Fossie said in a light voice, wanting to sound a little sexy and helpless but not so sexy and helpless that Stephanie would get suspicious.

“You think he can get started today? I would love to have him out of the house for a few hours.”

“Mom!”

“What?” Stephanie asked just as sharply. “You’ve been on my nerves, Scott, and it’s about time that you learned how to make a dollar instead of spending all mine.”

“You mean dad’s money.”

Fossie folded her lips as Stephanie’s eyes darkened, like she was about to jump across the room to teach her son a lesson, and Fossie honestly wouldn’t blame her if she did, but Stephanie just sighed and shook her head, looking at Fossie with tired eyes.

“They’ll learn when they have kids of their own.”

“That’s what I always say to Maggie and Michael,” Fossie said, attempting to keep the mood light, but there was clearly some animosity between Stephanie and her son. Fossie wasn’t concerned, though. If Scott acted like a brat around her, she had more than a few toys tucked away at the back of her closet to teach him a lesson.

“They think it’s so easy what we do. My kids take us completely for granted, but this one is way worse than his sister.”

Scott grunted under his breath. His sister Andrea was the apple of his parents’ eye. She couldn’t do any wrong, but they didn’t know half of the things she did on campus. Scott went to the same university as her. She didn’t have a reputation or anything, but Scott had seen her with more than a few guys over the school year, but she was excellent at keeping up the good-girl charade.

“Tell me about it,” Fossie agreed.

“Do I have to keep standing here?”

“No, why don’t you go put on a pair of jeans? Cleaning an attic is dirty work, and it’s nearly the top of the hour. Perfect time to get to work if you ask me. Fossie is a busy woman, and she doesn’t have all day,” Stephanie said to her son before turning to Fossie and winking. “Go on now! You got some money to make. Maybe then you’ll learn the value of a dollar.”

Scott groaned as he turned away from the women and went to his bedroom to slip on a pair of jeans. Fossie and Stephanie chatted a bit longer as they finished their mugs of tea. Scott followed Fossie out of the door a few minutes later, and Stephanie looked so relieved to be free of her son.

If only she knew what Fossie truly wanted from Scott.


 


CHAPTER 3

 

Fossie had been wanting to clean out her attic for a long time and have a garage sale. There were a ton of old clothes, toys, and other things her children would never touch unless they had children of their own, but neither of them seemed like they would be doing that anytime soon. Fossie would skip cleaning her attic if she could just have Scott, but she couldn’t exactly jump on him.

“How have you been, Scott?” Fossie asked as they stepped into her home.

“Fine,” he said.

“What are you studying again? It’s slipped my mind.”

“Engineering.”

“Oh! How challenging! Any specific type of engineering?”

“Mechanical.”

“You’re not much for words, are you?” asked Fossie.

Scott grunted. “What do you want me to say? I was getting to the good part of my novel, and then my mom forced me to come over here to do chores.”

“I’m sorry. I just saw you lying in the backyard and thought about asking if I could pay you for your help,” Fossie said, wishing that Scott could read her mind and realize that the last thing she wanted to do was dig through some dust-covered boxes, but that would be unladylike, and Fossie was most certainly a lady. “Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut.”

“It’s okay, Miss Clanton. I could use the money.”

“Your parents aren’t giving you an allowance?” Fossie asked with a light laugh, but Scott seemed unamused. “By the way, you can call me Fossie. Miss Clanton sounds so formal.”

“I’ve always called you Mrs. Schneider.”

“That was when you were young, but you’re a man now.”

“Tell my mom that,” Scott said in a low voice.

“Oh, Scott!” Fossie said and gently placed a hand on Scott’s crossed arms. “I’m sure that your mom sees you as a man. College is expensive is all. David and I stressed about it all the time, but luckily, Maggie just graduated.”

“You think my mom will lighten up once I graduate?”

Fossie shrugged. “There’s no telling. How is Andrea doing? Didn’t she just graduate too? I’m not even sure that she and Maggie talk anymore since they went to different schools.”

“Yeah, Andrea just graduated, but my parents are still paying her rent… without complaints.”

“Does she have a job?”

“An internship,” Scott said like internships were the least meaningful thing in the world. “I keep trying to tell my parents that my sci-fi novels give me ideas about things to create, but they don’t want to hear it. They think I’m wasting my time by reading.”

“Oh, Scott. I doubt they think it’s a complete waste of time.”

“Right,” Scott said, not at all convinced by Fossie’s statement. She didn’t know Gary and Stephanie the way he did, but how could she? Fossie was barely even friends with his mom. They hung out sometimes, but their conversations were never more than surface deep. “So, should we get started with this attic or what? I’m expecting to get paid for this hour, and we’re already five minutes into it.”

“Right,” Fossie said quickly and snapped out of the trance in which she found herself, her thoughts much dirtier than she’d ever admit, but she could break Scott. She was sure of it. It would just take a bit of time, but she had all summer. “To the attic we go.”

Scott sighed deeply and followed Fossie upstairs.


 


CHAPTER 4

 

Fossie couldn’t believe how much cleaner her house was! She felt so accomplished, and it was truly thanks to Scott’s help. She still wanted to ride that cock she’d seen poking out the bottom of his shorts, but she also wanted to keep cleaning and organizing her house. The progress they were making was worth every cent she had to pay Scott. They’d already worked their way through the attic and were now dealing with some stuff that’d been forgotten in her garage.

“Are you going to sell all this stuff?”

“Either that or donate it. Why? Do you see something you want?” Fossie asked Scott.

“These trading cards look pretty cool.”

David’s baseball cards! He’d been going on and on about how he couldn’t find them a few years ago. Fossie told him that she had looked everywhere for them when they were in front of their lawyers, but that was a boldfaced lie. How would she look giving them to him now?

“You know what? You can have them. Consider it a bonus.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah! Just promise me you’ll try to sell them for as much as possible if you decide to do that.”

“I will! I promise!”

Fossie smiled to herself as she continued going through boxes in her garage. She and Scott had come up with a system to organize the chaos. Fossie had decided she was going to have a garage sale once they were finished and donate anything that didn’t sell, and Scott had already agreed to help, but what she wanted even more than that was his cock, and she really needed to find a way to get it before it was too late.

“How about we take a break and go get lunch?”

“Okay!” Scott said brightly.

“We can get some cash from the ATM for you too while we’re out. How many hours do I owe you for now?”

“You’re not keeping track?”

“I am, but I want to see how honest you are.”

“Fossie! C’mon, when am I not honest? You owe me for six hours, plus whatever time you want me for today.”

“That’s right,” Fossie said as she tried to calm herself. She just loved it so much when Scott called her by her first name. It’d taken at least three working days before he finally felt comfortable enough to do it, but once he did, Fossie started falling from his lips like melted butter. “Let’s just do a few more boxes before we go. I think we can finish!”

“Me too,” Scott said and grabbed an unopened box. “What will I do for you once we have the garage sale, though? I don’t mean to sound greedy, but the money has been a huge help, and being out of the house gets my mom off my back.”

“Don’t worry, Scott. I’m sure we can find things for you to do,” Fossie said and turned away from Scott to dig through a box, but really, she was hiding the smile that spread across her face.

***


Fossie and Scott left the house an hour or so later to head to an ATM and pick up an order from the Italian restaurant. They got salad and pasta to share, and Fossie swore she could feel heat radiating off Scott’s body as they sat at her dining table in the kitchen.

“Is something wrong, Scott?” Fossie asked when she couldn’t stand the tension. Scott couldn’t keep his eyes off her, and the way he was looking at her. It had Fossie feeling all types of ways, but horny was at the top of the list.

“Nothing’s wrong,” Scott said as he smirked, his eyes still trained on Fossie. “I’ve been enjoying myself. Working with you, I mean.”

“Yeah, it’s been fun!” Fossie tried to sound light and breezy, but her body was an inferno, and her pussy was calling Scott’s name. She wanted his dick so badly, but she would only take it on her terms, and most men wanted nothing to do with her true nature.

Would Scott be any different?

“There’s more than that,” Scott said after a deep breath. “I… shit… I don’t know how to say this.”

Fossie let a look of concern wash over her face, even though she was dying on the inside for Scott to say what she thought he wanted to say. It would be a million times easier for Fossie to get what she wanted if Scott opened the door to a relationship beyond the professional.

“What is it, Scott? What do you want to say?”

“Promise you won’t get mad?”

“I promise,” Fossie said. “What is it, Scott? Did I do something wrong?”

“No! You’ve been amazing.”

“Oh!” Fossie said and placed a hand on her chest. “Thanks. You’re the amazing one, though. I never would have been able to tackle these messes without you, and my kids wouldn’t be any help. Trust me.”

“I’m glad that I’ve been able to help.”

“It’s been amazing, truly,” Fossie said lightly and took another bite of the pasta as she waited for Scott to work up the courage to say what he needed.

“This is so weird,” Scott said and shook his head as blush flashed across his cheeks. If only he knew how obvious he looked, but Fossie found it rather adorable that he was struggling to tell her how he truly felt. If he knew what she wanted to do to him, he would probably be running out of the door, but Fossie had learned not to show her true colors too quickly.

“What’s weird, Scott? Tell me.”

“I like you, Fossie! Fuck!” 

Fossie’s eyes widened, like she was truly shocked by Scott’s statement, like she hadn’t been waiting for this very moment since she saw him lying in the backyard a couple weeks ago. Fossie took a breath, like she had to gather her thoughts, but the only thing in her mind was a jumping cheerleader, celebrating the fact that Scott had finally opened the door to a naughty relationship.

“Scott! I’m over twice your age!”

“So? Age is nothing but a number.”

“How long have you been waiting to say that line?” Fossie asked with a laugh. “I’m flattered, Scott, truly, but you’re closer in age to my kids than me. Hell, you’re even a couple years younger than my youngest.”

“Yeah, but you’re the one who said it. I’m a man now, or were you lying when you told me that?”

No, not at all.

Fuck, Fossie felt hot all over as Scott stared at her with an intense gaze. She wanted to confess her desires, but would that be playing it too fast and loose? Would Scott decide that he no longer wanted to have her if she acted too easy to get?

“I don’t know what to say, Scott. Of course you’re a man, but it wouldn’t be right. Your mother would kill us both if she found out that there was anything going on besides chores.”

“We don’t have to tell her anything. Besides, you don’t even like her that much.”

“Scott! That’s not true.”

“Oh, please. My mom has friends, but I don’t think you’re one of them. You two barely even talk and live right next door to each other.”

“Stephanie and I go on walks sometimes.”

Scott grunted and looked at her with a deadpan expression. “Please, but besides using your quasi friendship with my mom as an excuse, haven’t we been having fun, or have I been hallucinating things?”

“Of course we’ve been having fun, but that doesn’t mean we should do anything together other than work,” Fossie said, trying her best to remain strong, but she just wanted to push Scott to his knees between her thighs and tell him to get to work on the job she’d truly wanted since walking next door with those chocolate-chip cookies.

“I could think of a few things that I’d rather do with you than work,” Scott said and scooted forward in his chair to reach under the table and place his hand on Fossie’s thigh. “I can’t keep hiding how I feel about you, Fossie.”

Fossie was hot all over, but she had to stay strong. She had to play her part, even though she was dying to give in and let Scott take her. She would have to teach him a thing or two once they got to the bedroom, but damn, she wanted him bad.

“Scott,” Fossie said in a quivering voice as he tenderly rubbed her thigh. “I think you should leave.”

“So soon?”

Fossie nodded quickly. “Yes, please.”

Scott chuckled and stood from his chair. He stepped in front of Fossie. She slowly lifted her eyes to meet his, and his were filled with desire, like he wanted to fuck her right there, and it’d been so long since she had any dick that she was seriously considering it.

“Are you sure I should leave?” Scott asked and rubbed the outline of his stiff cock. “Look what you’ve done to me.”

“Scott!”

“What, Fossie? I’m sorry, but you’re sexy as hell, and my crush only gets stronger every day. I’m tired of pretending like there’s not something going on between us. Tell me you don’t feel it.”

Fossie opened her mouth to deny Scott’s claim, but she wanted to give him a little something to think about when he went home and touched himself. “It doesn’t matter how I feel, Scott. It wouldn’t be appropriate.”

Scott groaned as he continued rubbing the outline of his cock. “C’mon, Fossie. Don’t leave me hanging. Can’t you help me out?”

Fossie shook her head and stood from the table. She grabbed Scott by the shoulders and led him to the door, even though it was excruciatingly difficult to ignore her desires.

“I hope we can be professional when you come back tomorrow. I really want to have this garage sale and will need your help.”

“Fossie,” Scott protested.

“See you tomorrow,” Fossie said and pushed Scott through the door, locking it behind him as she let out a deep breath, and then she ran to her bedroom to use her vibrator once she was sure Scott had walked away from the door.


 


CHAPTER 5

 

Fossie sighed when she heard a knock on the door the day after kicking Scott out of her house, which was pretty much the hardest thing she’d ever done. Her vibrator survived an evening of abuse but barely. It was running on fumes by the time she’d decided that she had enough. Fossie knew it would be wrong to sleep with Scott, but she also had a feeling that it would feel oh so right. Yet Fossie couldn’t help but act like a funky bitch when she opened the door to find Scott standing on the other side.

Fossie scoffed and crossed her arms over her chest. “What are you doing here?”

Scott had his head tilted and his eyes fixed on the ground like a good boy. Fossie really just wanted to pull Scott into her arms and shower him with kisses, but where was the fun in that? How Scott tried to come on to Fossie was unforgivable, and he had to learn a lesson for his unsavory behavior.

“When I ask you a question, Scott, I suggest you answer it.”

“I came to apologize,” he whispered.

“You need to speak up, Scott. I didn’t hear you.”

“I came to apologize,” Scott said with a bit more gusto, but he had yet to lift his eyes, so Fossie stepped forward and grabbed him by the chin to do the work for him.

“I also suggest you look at me when I speak to you.”

Scott nodded slowly as Fossie held him by the chin. She tried to keep a straight face, but she was practically jumping with pompoms on the inside.

If only she knew how weak this display of dominance made Scott. 

He hated himself for growing semi erect when Fossie commanded him, but he longed for a woman to touch him, especially Fossie. Ever since he started working for her, he couldn’t get enough. He thought about her morning, day, and night.

“Are you ready to work?” Fossie asked with a gentle squeeze.

Scott nodded quickly. “Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s Miss Clanton to you. Got it?”

Scott nodded again.

Fossie grunted and turned away from Scott on her heels, laughing to herself as she stepped inside and waved for Scott to follow her. She had a lot of work to do if she was going to have the garage sale that she wished to have, but how could she concentrate on that when she kept fantasizing about teaching Scott a lesson?

“Would you like some coffee before we get to work?”

“I’m okay,” said Scott.

“How about some sparkling water?” Fossie asked with a touch more pressure, and Scott soon understood that he didn’t have a choice in the matter, so he nodded and accepted Fossie’s offer. Fossie smiled and gestured to the dining table off her kitchen. “Have a seat. I’ll bring it over to you. How about some fruit as well?”

“Fruit sounds good,” Scott said more readily this time. He was learning his place, slowly but surely. Fossie hummed as she bounced around the kitchen on her toes, filling two tall glasses with bubbly water and lemon wedges. She had some cut fruit in her fridge and took it out to set on a plate. “Thank you,” Scott said after Fossie had set everything on the table in front of him.

“You’re welcome,” Fossie said with a bright smile as she crossed her legs and stabbed her fork into a piece of pineapple. She locked her eyes on Scott’s as she guided the pineapple to her mouth, loving how his lips parted slightly as he watched.

Fossie chuckled lightly and picked up her glass of sparkling water, taking a long sip as she stared at Scott, wondering what she should do to him first. She longed to turn him into her pretty little girl, dress him in panties and a skirt, but she had to start small.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want to eat some fruit?”

“Uh… yeah,” Scott said and reached to grab the fork that Fossie had left out for him. He stabbed the fruit and slowly lifted it to his lips as she watched him, wishing those lips were on her pussy. They looked so soft and wet from the pineapple juice running out of his mouth.

“How does it taste?”

“It’s okay,” Scott said softly.

Fossie smiled as she recrossed her legs, pushing a hand into her hair to toss it to the other side. “I was really disappointed by your behavior yesterday, Scott.”

“I told you that I was sorry.”

“You did. I appreciate that, but it’s not enough.” Scott sounded so sweet, Fossie almost wanted to forgive him, but he would learn his lesson by the end of the afternoon. Fossie had plenty of surprises for him in her closet and couldn’t wait to break them out. 

“Not enough?” Scott asked weakly.

Fossie shook her head. Scott was acting so different from the confident and poised man that Fossie had been getting to know, but she liked Scott’s apologetic side. “Nope, but I know exactly how you can make it up to me!”

“What do you want me to do? Work for free?”

“No, that would be too easy!”

“What else could I do?”

Fossie said nothing as she smirked and slowly stood. She walked over to Scott, placing her hand on the back of his chair as she leaned down to whisper into his ear.

“What happens to boys who are bad?”

Was Fossie being serious? There was no way! “I don’t know. Sometimes they get grounded, but I’m too old for that.”

“Yes, and I’m not your mother. I have no desire to put you on punishment, but I could give you a punishment.”

“Give me a punishment?” Scott asked as he swallowed, nervous for Fossie to say anything else, and truly disturbed by the fact that he had sprung an erection as she stood by his side, but in his defense, Fossie’s boobs brushed his cheeks every few seconds.

“Mhm. I can teach you why being bad isn’t a good idea.”

“Teach me?” Scott squeaked.

“What do you say? If you’re good, I might give you a treat once you’ve learned your lesson.”

“A treat?” 

Fossie wet her lips as she stared into Scott’s eyes, trying to convey just how good she could make him feel if he would let her. She just had to show him who was in charge before any of that naughty business could happen. Otherwise, Scott would never learn how to properly behave.

“If you’re not sure, maybe it’d be best if you leave. I’ll have to find someone else to help me with the garage sale, but I’m sure it won’t be too hard.”

“No, don’t do that.”

“So, you want to learn your lesson?”

“Not really, but I want my treat,” Scott said and looked into Fossie’s eyes with an intensity that took her breath away. She needed Scott at that moment but kept her cool. “I want what you denied me yesterday.”

“Whatever treats you get will be by my rules, got it?”

“Got it,” Scott said.

Fossie ignored the growing wetness between her thighs as she grabbed Scott’s wrist and pulled him up from his chair, unable to believe that she’d gone from looking out her window at Scott to dragging him to her bedroom. Once they were upstairs, she threw Scott to the bed and told him to strip.

“Can’t you do it with my clothes on?”

“Absolutely not! Are you arguing with me already? Didn’t I just tell you that we’d be following my rules.”

“Yes,” Scott said and dropped his head. He went from his hands and knees to his bottom and pulled off his shirt, looking upset as he threw it to the side. He didn’t look any happier as he unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down his legs, yet he did it anyway.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“My underwear too? C’mon! That’s not necessary.”

“Are you arguing with me, Scott? Maybe it’s best we forget about doing any of this.”

“No, fine! I’ll take them off! Dang,” Scott grunted and turned back to his hands and knees to pull down his underwear, giving Fossie the view she’d been hoping for. Scott's tight little bussy was all tiny and untouched, and Fossie couldn’t wait to change that, but everything would happen in due time. “What are you waiting for? I want my treat.”

“Watch how you speak to me,” Fossie said as she stood to take in the sight of her young, handsome man on his hands and knees before slowly turning away from him to go to her closet. She grabbed a paddle from her drawer of toys, stripped naked, and stepped back into the bedroom. “Look at me, Scott.”

Scott glanced over his shoulder and gasped when he saw that Fossie was standing there without a stitch of clothing on her body, amazed by how she had all the confidence in the world while he quivered before her.

“What do you think?”

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

Fossie snickered and closed her mouth as she rubbed her legs together. “Do you mean it?”

“Very much so.”

Fossie lifted the paddle from her side, wishing that she didn’t have to spank Scott. He looked so adorable on his hands and knees with his firm butt high in the air. Fossie hated that she had to turn it red, but Scott hadn’t given her much of a choice.

“You thought I would bend over and let you fuck me, didn’t you?”

“No,” Scott said.

“Don’t lie to me! You thought I would be easy, didn’t you?”

“No! I just thought you were hot!”

Fossie blushed. Hot? How flattering! “Fine but indulge me. How easy did you think I would be? On a scale of one to ten. Ten being the easiest. How easy?”

“I don’t know. That doesn’t matter now, does it?”

“I suppose not,” Fossie said with a heavy breath. “You’re no fun, though. I’ll have to add a couple extra spankings since you refuse to answer my simple question.”

“What?” Scott hollered. “That’s not fair!”

“Cry me a river,” Fossie said and stepped toward the bed, tears of nectar running down her thighs. Scott protested, but he could have run out of the door ages ago. He could have refused to pull down his briefs. He could act like he didn’t want this spanking all he liked, but Fossie wasn’t forcing him to do anything. “If you had behaved yourself, I never would have had to do this.”

“I apologized, but you said that wasn’t enough!”

“It wasn’t,” Fossie said with a laugh. “Now shut up and count to fifteen.”

“Fossie, plea—”

“Count!” Fossie hollered and smacked Scott’s innocent ass hard with the paddle, making her room vibrate with the noise of Scott’s stinging skin. She swatted again when Scott had said nothing. “Count, boy! I need to hear those numbers!”

“Two,” Scott whimpered. “Three,” he cried when Fossie spanked his bottom again. He could feel his skin turning the color of a tomato, but the worst part was how his cock throbbed with desire each time Fossie landed that paddle on his bottom. “Four! Five!”

“Why are you getting a spanking, Scott? Tell me!”

“I came on to you when I shouldn’t have!”

“That’s right! Keep counting!”

“Six! Seven! Eight!”

Scott kept going all the way until they were at fifteen. He collapsed onto the bed, panting and moaning as his ass cheeks stung from the spanking. He tried to cover his hard cock as he lay on his back, but it was useless. Fossie noticed within seconds.

“Ooh, looks like someone liked his spanking.”

Scott groaned and turned away from Fossie, ashamed to meet her eyes. He didn’t want to admit to himself that getting spanked by a sexy older woman was something he would like, but he was leaking precum like a broken fountain, and the only thing he wanted to do was exactly whatever Fossie told him to do.

“It’s okay if you liked it. I don’t mind.”

Scott said nothing and turned his head the other way. “What about my treat?” he asked without looking at Fossie.

“Why don’t you turn onto your back?”

Scott relaxed a little and slowly did as Fossie asked, his hard cock sticking tall into the air. Fossie grinned and climbed onto the bed between his legs, staring up his body as she reached to grab his manhood, moaning as he took it in her hand. Scott gasped as she pumped his dick with her fist, curling his toes as an intense pleasure ran through his body.

“Fossie!”

“That’s right, Scott. Say my name.”

“Fossie,” Scott moaned as he writhed beneath her, getting closer to blowing his load with each pump of her fist, completely overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through his body. No woman had ever taken such complete control of him, and Scott was loving every second. He didn’t even want to cum without her telling him to do so first, but his balls were tight, and his cock was shaking as his cum ran towards the tip. Scott screamed Fossie’s name again, but she ignored him as she bobbed her head.

Fossie reached between her legs with her free hand, moaning deeply as she rubbed her swollen pussy. She couldn’t wait to have Scott’s cock splitting her wide, but this was his treat. Fossie rubbed her clit as she felt Scott getting closer to orgasm in her mouth, ready to swallow every drop of his cum.

Fossie moaned a few seconds later when Scott let go. His back arched, shoving his dick into the back of Fossie’s throat as he sprayed his load. Fossie locked her lips around Scott’s cock as she rubbed her clit and worked herself to orgasm.

They came together.

Scott dumped load after load into Fossie’s mouth, but she swallowed every drop to show Scott what he could have in her bedroom if he just listened and played by her rules. All he had to do was be good, and he could have everything he never even dreamed was possible.

Fossie slowly pulled her sticky lips off Scott’s cock once she’d reached her peak and came back down to Earth. She wiped her lips with her forearm as she stared down at Scott, his cock jumping every few seconds as a bit more cum leaked from his tip.

“Have I been good?” Scott asked softly.

“You’ve been better, but there’s still room for improvement.”

“Will you teach me the lessons I need to learn?”

Fossie smirked as she fell by Scott’s side and curled up against his body. She ran her finger back and forth across his chest. “Are you sure you’re ready to be taught?”

“I don’t know, but I want to try.”

Fossie exhaled deeply and turned onto her back to look up at the ceiling, wondering if she could feel any luckier than she did now.


 


CHAPTER 6

 

Scott touched his bottom as he stood in front of the mirror. It wasn’t nearly as red as when he’d looked last night, but his skin was still a little tender to the touch. He’d never been spanked in his life, let alone on bare skin with a paddle, but that spanking had awakened something deep within Scott. He longed for Fossie to do it again and was thinking of ways he could piss her off just so that she’d break out the paddle.

Scott jumped when he heard a knock on the bathroom door. “Who is it?” he asked, glancing quickly to make sure he’d turned the lock.

“It’s me,” Stephanie said to her son through the door. “I’m just checking that you’re okay. You’ve usually had your breakfast and are out the door by now.”

“Miss Clanton asked me to arrive an hour later than usual today. She had something to do,” Scott lied as he stared at himself in the mirror, wishing his mother would disappear, but he could still hear her standing on the other side of the door.

“Oh, I see. Forget I said anything.”

“I’ll be down for breakfast in a minute.”

“No rush. I was just concerned is all,” said Stephanie.

“It’s okay, mom. Thanks for checking.”

Stephanie made a soft sound before heading back downstairs. Scott turned his bottom toward the door and pulled his shorts back down to check out his ass, still pinker than usual and a little tender to the touch. Scott had no idea what Fossie would do to him when he turned up at her house an hour later, but he couldn’t wait to find out.

***

“You’re late!” Fossie hollered when she opened her front door. “This garage sale won’t happen on its own!”

“Are you really going to make me work today?”

“Of course I am!” Fossie threw her arms into the air and turned on her heels. She glanced over her shoulder after a few steps and looked at Scott with daggers in her eyes. “What are you waiting for, Scott? Let’s get started!”

Scott deflated, upset that Fossie wasn’t punishing him for his tardiness, but the day was still young, and Scott had plenty of time to get on Fossie’s bad side. He kept his head low as he followed her to the garage, where they’d been doing most of their work the past few days. Scott was in charge of dividing her things into categories, and Fossie was in charge of pricing.

“Pick up the pace, Scott! Why are you working so slowly today?” Fossie asked after about an hour of them working through the boxes from the attic. Fossie couldn’t wait to put this project behind her. She’d been dreading it for years, yet she could finally see the light at the end of the tunnel, and it was all thanks to Scott’s help. She had a present to give him once they were finished, but he was not behaving how he normally did.

Scott ignored Fossie’s question and kept working at a glacial pace until Fossie couldn’t stand the sight of him moving like a snail. He’d worked like lightning the other days they were together, but today, he was all bad. So bad that Fossie stopped what she was doing to confront him.

“Seriously, Scott. What’s with you today?”

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Scott said and turned away from Fossie with a lone book in his hand, even though all the books were going into the exact same pile. He could have literally dumped the box of books on the floor for Fossie to sort through, and it would have taken less time than what he was doing.

Fossie grabbed Scott’s shoulder to get him to stop walking. “Are you upset about what we did yesterday? We can talk about it if you’d like.”

“I don’t.”

“What’s wrong, Scott? You never act like this.”

Scott groaned and kept walking with the book in his hand, placing it on the table where Fossie had been working on pricing items before stopping to confront Scott, who was being one big brick wall.

“Nothing’s wrong,” said Scott.

“If that were true, you wouldn’t be acting like this.”

“How am I acting exactly?”

“Like a brat,” Fossie said and crossed her arms. “Which is a shame since I have a surprise waiting for you upstairs once we finish.”

“You do?” Scott asked in a hopeful voice.

“I do,” Fossie said with a curt nod. “You won’t be getting it, though, unless you clean up this attitude of yours.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll be better!” Scott said and picked up the pace. He grabbed a handful of books from the box and brought them over to the table where Fossie was working, asking her what types of books she’d like to sell, acting a lot more like the Scott she’d been getting to know.

Fossie answered Scott’s questions, watching him with a loving gaze as she went back to marking prices on everything that she wanted to sell, hopeful that the garage sale would be worth it, but even more than that, Fossie hoped that Scott liked his gift.

***

It was an hour later than usual when they finally stopped to head to the kitchen for lunch. Fossie always had prepared meals for them in the fridge. Things she picked up from the deli at the grocery store. Today they were having roast beef sandwiches and a garden salad to share.

“What did you get me?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Fossie asked playfully.

“I would,” Scott said with a bright smile.

Fossie melted as Scott looked at her with his adorable face. She couldn’t wait to see what it would look like all dolled up and beautiful, but she wanted to see how he would react to the gift she’d gotten him first. Fossie ignored Scott’s question as she picked up her sandwich and took a big bite.

Scott narrowed his eyes at Fossie for ignoring what he’d asked, but what could he say? He loved being around Fossie. It was absolutely the highlight of his summer, and he couldn’t wait to brag to all his friends back at university that he’d fooled around with the sexy older woman next door over the summer.

“You’re no fun,” Scott pouted and picked up his sandwich when Fossie hadn’t given him an answer. “Always making me wait.”

“Please, you like waiting,” Fossie said as Scott chewed.

He hollered a protest, but his mouth was too stuffed to make a sound. Fossie laughed to herself as she watched the protest in Scott’s eyes, waiting for him to swallow so that he could scream what he wanted to say, but they both knew who was in charge.

“Eat your food, Scott.”

“Then I can have my present?”

“If you’re good,” Fossie said with a bright smile before taking another big bite of her sandwich, laughing in her head at how tormented Scott looked sitting across from her.


 


CHAPTER 7

 

Scott followed Fossie upstairs once they’d finished lunch and cleaned up their mess. He was shaking with nerves as they stepped into her bedroom, yet he was still rock hard and anxious to see what Fossie had in store for him today after she’d forever changed his world the last time they were in her bedroom.

“Sit,” Fossie said and pointed at her bed.

Scott nodded and did as she said, sitting on the edge of the bed with his hands in his lap, waiting for Fossie’s instructions, nervous that she was going to push him even further than she had last time, but deep down, that was exactly what Scott wanted. He didn’t know why, but he loved it when Fossie told him what to do.

“Promise you can keep a secret?” Fossie asked when she stepped out of her closet with a gift bag in her hands.

“I can if you can,” said Scott.

“I’m glad to hear that, Scott. It’s important that what happens in this bedroom stays between you and me.”

“It will. I promise.”

Fossie had taken a secret picture of Scott after spanking him just in case he ever decided that he couldn’t keep a promise, but Fossie trusted him. He sounded sincere, and he looked like he truly wanted what she had to give him. She hoped that the sparkle in his eyes wouldn’t vanish once he saw what was inside the bag.

Scott gushed when Fossie set the gift bag on his lap. He smiled at her before digging inside the bag, but his smile fell as soon as he saw what his presents were.

“These are for me?” Scott asked as he held a skirt and some lacy panties in the air. “Fossie. You can’t expect me to wear these.”

“Why not?”

“I’m a dude!”

Fossie shrugged. “If you want to continue this relationship we have going, then I’ll need you to put on the panties and skirt. You have no idea how much they turn me on.”

Scott glanced down at the women’s clothing in his hands, wondering if he could actually go through with this. Getting spanked was one thing, but to wear women’s clothing? That was something else entirely, and Scott wasn’t sure that he was up to the task.

“Fossie… please. Can’t you just use the paddle again? That was fun.”

“I am going to use the paddle. You should have seen how you were acting this morning, but I won’t be spanking you until you put on what I want you to wear.”

Scott’s eyes widened as his cock hardened. He desperately wanted to feel that dull sting on his ass cheeks for the rest of the day, but could he put on women’s clothing to get what he wanted? He’d never worn panties or skirts or any of that nonsense in his life, and the thought of doing so was preposterous.

“No,” Scott said in a faint whisper.

“No?” Fossie asked in a high voice as she crossed her arms. Scott was looking at the floor, so he couldn’t see the smirk on Fossie’s face, but she was enjoying every second of Scott’s torment. They both knew that he would do what Fossie wanted in the end, so really, what was the point in fighting?

“No,” Scott said again with a touch more force. “I’m not wearing those things,” he said and pointed at the gifts he’d left discarded by his side. “You can’t make me.”

“I don’t want to make you, but I’ll have to ask you to leave if you don’t want to wear the present I got you. It’ll be a lot of work to finish the garage sale by myself, but I’ll find a way to manage. Truly, you’ve been such a help. Why don’t we go downstairs? I have your pay for the day,” Fossie said and walked out of the room.

She barely even made it five feet past her door before Scott was yelling at her to wait. He came running out of the room, crashing into Fossie as she hadn’t gone far at all.

“Careful, Scott. Don’t run me over.”

“Sorry,” he said. “Uh, fuck.”

“Tell me what you want,” Fossie said as her smirk grew bigger. She loved seeing Scott so tormented by his desires. She’d only ever presented women’s clothing to a few other guys, and it’d never gone quite as well as it was going now. They usually left and called her back the next day, begging for a chance. Scott was on the verge of diving into the deep end. All he needed was a little push, so Fossie stepped forward to place a hand on Scott’s shoulder as she stared into his eyes. “Don’t be afraid, Scott. Tell me what you want.”

Scott shook his head, unable to say the words.

“Say what you want, Scott,” Fossie said and grabbed Scott by his chin, staring at him with an intensity that women his age never seemed to have. Was that what he liked about Fossie? That she was intense and bossy and so confident in her skin? Scott had been trying to place his finger on why this obsession with Fossie had grown to such great heights, but he couldn’t shake it.

“I want to wear the present you got me.”

“Are you positive?”

“Yes,” Scott said softly.

“Do you think you’ve been good enough to deserve your treat?”

“You can teach me another lesson if necessary.”

“Oh, can I?” Fossie asked in an amused voice, chuckling lightly as she reached down to grab Scott’s wrist and pull him back into the bedroom. She pointed at the bed. “Put them on at once so that I know you’re being serious.”

“Right now?”

Fossie gave Scott a look like she wasn’t playing. He groaned and turned to the bed to pick up the clothes she’d gotten him. The panties were pink and lacy and super girly. He couldn’t believe that he was about to put them on, but he wanted Fossie so badly and loved her direction. Maybe these femme clothes would be good for him. Maybe they would teach him a lesson. What? He had no idea, but he trusted Fossie to guide him toward the light. He trusted her to do what was best for him.

“Mmm, your ass still looks a little tender,” Fossie said and stepped forward to paw Scott’s bottom. “How does it feel?”

“Not too bad,” he said. “It’s still a little sore, but—”

“You like it, don’t you?”

Scott shrugged, but his hardening cock told a different story. He could say whatever he wanted, but his dick would always reveal the truth of how he felt. He hated that he couldn’t force his dick to go soft with his mind, but that was an impossible task when Fossie was in the room with a cloud of dominance floating around her.

“The panties are crotchless, so they won’t do anything to hide that boner you’re trying to conceal.”

“Crotchless?”

“Yep. Your dick will stick right out of them, but that’s okay. I want you to be able to touch yourself.”

Scott swallowed a breath as Fossie stood behind him with her body pressed up against his. He breathed slowly as he tried to steady himself, but all hope flew out the window when Fossie reached around his body to wrap a hand around his dick. She purred into his ear.

“I had so much fun playing with this cock yesterday, but today you’re going to service me, and then maybe I’ll give you a spanking… if you do it right.”

Scott’s body tingled, but part of him was screaming at himself to run out of the room before Fossie corrupted him even more than she already had. If she was going to make him wear panties and a skirt, there was no telling where she would stop, and Scott truly didn’t want to find out her endgame, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave. The other part of his mind was screaming that he’d miss out on something magical. That he would regret leaving Fossie right now for the rest of his life, so he took a deep breath and stepped into the panties to slide them up his legs.

“Mmm, your cock looks so good in those,” Fossie said as she peeked over Scott’s shoulder.

Scott looked down at his hard cock, dangling out of the lacy fabric, wishing that he could say he hated it, but he couldn’t. Scott thought that his cock looked strangely sexy with the lacy lingerie framing it, and he barely even flinched when Fossie handed him the skirt to put on as well.

He pulled the pleated skirt up his legs, feeling like a naughty schoolgirl as he stood there in Fossie’s bedroom. Fossie was right when she said that he thought she would be easy, but this was so much better than what he was hoping to get when he came on to her. Scott felt beautiful and cherished and like he could let down his guards.

“How does the skirt look?” Scott asked with his hands on his hips, slowly moving them from side to side. “Is it too short?”

“Not at all,” Fossie said and licked her lips as she watched Scott enjoy himself in the skirt and panties, his dick making a clear tent beneath the fabric, but that only made him sexier than he already was. “Take off your T-shirt.”

Scott nodded and pulled the T-shirt from his body, leaving him in nothing except the women’s clothing. Fossie rubbed his exposed torso until her hand was at Scott’s waistline, and then she reached under the skirt to grab his hard dick.

“You like that skirt?”

“I do!” Scott said.

“Promise you’re not lying to me?”

“I’m not! I swear!”

Fossie smiled to herself before taking a step away from Scott. She turned him around to make sure that he was watching her as she stripped naked, exposing herself to him, loving how he looked at her with an intense longing in his eyes, like he needed her, like he couldn’t get enough of her. It’d been a long time since Fossie had a man look at her the way Scott was now. She held his gaze as she walked over to the bed and hopped onto it.

“Come here,” Fossie said as she scooted all the way back to the headboard, propping herself up with a bunch of pillows.

Scott moaned as he got to his hands and knees on the bed, climbing between Fossie’s splayed legs. She grabbed the back of his head and guided him down to her pussy, loving the control that she had over Scott, loving how he would practically do anything that she asked.

Fossie bent her head back and let out a deep moan as Scott pressed his lips against her wet folds. He reached under his skirt to stroke his cock as Fossie held the back of his head, moaning a little each time his tongue swept over her pussy. Screaming a little each time he wrapped his wet lips around her clit.

“Yes, Scott!”

Scott moaned against Fossie’s pussy as he licked and touched himself, no longer concerned about the fact that he was wearing lacy panties and a skirt. He loved being here with Fossie. He loved pleasuring her. He loved that she was expanding his horizons. What was so bad about wearing panties and a skirt anyway when they made him feel sexy like a girl? Scott lost himself in the moment, entranced by the delicious scent radiating off Fossie’s womanhood, needy for more of her nectar.

“Right there, Scott! I’m close!”

Scott moaned and pressed his mouth more firmly against Fossie’s pussy as he stroked his cock and worked his woman toward her orgasm. Scott was right on the edge with her, waiting until he felt Fossie’s hot cum on his face to cum with her.

Fossie held the back of Scott’s head as she arched her back and came all over his face. She screamed. Scott came with her, spraying his hot goo all over his outstretched hand, doing his best not to make a mess as Fossie kept cumming all over his face.

They pulled apart a second later, gasping and panting. Scott’s cum was leaking out of his fingers, so he climbed off the bed and raced to the shower. Fossie followed him, stepping behind him as he washed his hands in the sink, running her hands up and down his bare torso.

“You still want that spanking?”

“I do, but unfortunately I have to head home. Got plans with the family.”

Fossie pouted, but she knew that Stephanie would get suspicious if Scott stayed over longer than his work schedule. Who would do that? It wasn’t like she was paying overtime.

“Tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” Scott said, even though he wasn’t sure about anything now that he’d cum and saw his feminized self in the mirror. How had Fossie convinced him to wear a skirt, and why did he kind of like it? Was he actually out of his mind? Scott and Fossie had a great time when they were together, but he was really starting to question his decisions and if the sex was even worth it.

“Awesome,” Fossie said, not seeing the doubt in Scott’s eyes that was coursing through his body. “We’ll have to get some work done, but if you’re good, then I just might give you a treat.”

“I know the rules,” Scott said without meeting Fossie’s eyes in the mirror.

“Why don’t we shower? It’d be faster.”

“Don’t want my mom getting suspicious, which she would if I went home with wet hair.”

Fossie frowned. “I guess you’re right. I’m going to take a shower, but don’t leave without saying goodbye.”

“I won’t,” Scott said, and he didn’t, but he seriously considered it. Once he got home, he decided that he couldn’t return to Fossie’s. It wouldn’t be right. He had to stop before they went too far.


 


CHAPTER 8

 

Scott hadn’t shown up to work for days! Fossie couldn’t believe it! He wouldn’t answer her calls, her texts, nothing! It was driving Fossie absolutely wild. She paced back and forth in her living room, wondering how pathetic she would look if she marched over there and demanded that Scott came back with her to finish the project he’d started. Truth be told, Fossie still had a lot to organize if she was going to have a garage sale soon.

Fossie wondered what had gone wrong the last time that she and Scott were together. Was he ashamed? From where Fossie was standing, it seemed like he enjoyed everything that she gave him, yet he had ghosted her. He was MIA. Gone, and Fossie didn’t know what to do. She didn’t want him thinking that she was desperate, but Fossie needed answers. She had to see Scott, so she went to find something sweet for Stephanie.

A box of cookies she’d never opened was hiding away at the back of her pantry. Perfect! She tucked the box of cookies under her arm and rushed out of the door.

“Fossie! What a surprise! How are you?”

“I’m doing well. I got these for you,” Fossie said and held out the box of cookies. “Do you mind if we chat?” 

“Uh oh,” Stephanie said with a light laugh. “Come on in. Would you like some of these cookies? I was actually dying for something sweet, so this is kind of perfect. Just don’t tell Gary.”

“Your secret is safe with me,” Fossie said with a bright smile. She and Stephanie’s husband Gary never said more than hello to each other when they were getting their mail at the same time, so Stephanie honestly had nothing to worry about. Fossie was confident that she and Gary would be much more upset with her if they knew what Fossie had done to their son, but Fossie had a feeling that Scott wouldn’t tell a soul that she’d put him in panties and a skirt before cumming all over his face.

Stephanie fixed them a plate of cookies and two glasses of cold brew coffee. She even set a pitcher of milk on the table. She was so wifely and motherly. It was truly adorable.

“So, what brings you over here?”

Fossie crossed her legs and cleared her throat, trying her best to play the part of suburban housewife. “I was just so worried about Scott. He stopped coming to work, and there’s still so much to do before I can have a garage sale.”

Stephanie looked horrified. “Please tell me you’re lying.”

“I’m not! I’ve been worried for days!”

“I swear! That boy never ceases to lie. Scott!” Stephanie screamed at the top of her lungs before turning back to Fossie and lowering her voice. “He told me that you guys finished with everything. I even had him grab some applications from stores nearby.”

Fossie’s heart dropped. “Has he applied anywhere?”

“Probably not. The boy is as lazy as they come.”

“He worked well for me… at least until he didn’t show up.”

“He skips classes, lies, and doesn’t work. I swear I don’t know where I went wrong.”

“Oh, Stephanie,” Fossie said and reached out her hand to touch Stephanie’s arm. “I’m sure you haven’t done anything wrong. Michael was the same way when he was that age.”

“Please,” Stephanie said and tossed her hand in the air. “Michael was an angel. He used to come home just to shovel your driveway when it snowed. Scott would never do something like that.”

Not until I get through with him.

Fossie couldn’t tell Stephanie all the naughty thoughts that were going through her mind, but she was more than willing to teach Scott a few lessons on Stephanie’s behalf. He’d acted up a few times while working for Fossie, but it wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle. Truthfully, the boy had endless potential. He just needed to be taught a few lessons to become the best man he could possibly be.

“Scott!” Stephanie hollered again. “Get down here!”

Only that time was their commotion from upstairs. Stephanie huffed and said a few unflattering things about Scott under her breath, but who could blame her? Scott was acting like a little brat, but Stephanie needn’t worry. Fossie had more than a few plans for how she was going to iron out those bratty kinks.

“What do you—” Scott asked, falling silent when he saw Fossie sitting across from his mother, a plate of cookies between them. “What is she doing here?”

“Excuse me?” Stephanie asked with attitude. “That’s no way to speak to Miss Clanton. You know what she just told me?”

Scott groaned and looked away from the ladies, but Stephanie wasn’t having it. She stood from her chair and marched across the kitchen to point her finger in Scott’s face.

“Did you lie to me?”

“No, mom.”

“Scott! You’re making me feel like a failure as a mother.”

Scott mumbled something under his breath that neither of the ladies could hear, but his words were far from friendly. Stephanie grabbed him by the ear. He screamed and cursed, but what could Scott honestly do as his mother dragged him across the room by his ear?

“Tell Miss Clanton you’re sorry.”

“Sorry, Miss Clanton,” Scott said in a mocking tone.

“Like you mean it! Honestly, Fossie, I’m sorry for my son. I swear I’ve failed as a mother. I don’t care what anyone says.”

“Oh, Stephanie, how could you say that when you have such a sweet daughter?’

Stephanie’s eyes brightened as she remembered her lovely daughter Andrea. She never got into trouble or skipped out on her responsibilities. Stephanie nodded as Fossie rubbed her forearm and reminded her of the daughter who used to be her daughter’s best friend. “You’re right, Fossie. It can’t be me, can it?”

“No, it’s not you. It’s Scott.”

“Hey! I’m right here!”

“Yeah, and Fossie wouldn’t be here if you hadn’t skipped out on your job! I swear, Scott, if you get handed a golden opportunity and can’t even be grateful for that, how will you ever survive in the real world?”

“I’m sorry,” Scott said, sounding like he meant it this time. “I got a new game and have been playing it. I shouldn’t have skipped out on work.”

“Well, what do you say you stop playing the game for a few hours to help Fossie with her garage sale? She’s relying on you, and it’s irresponsible not to show up when someone needs you, or would you not agree?” Stephanie asked her son.

“I agree,” he said.

“Good, now go put on some proper clothes. Miss Clanton doesn’t have all day.”

Fossie looked at Stephanie with a thankful expression as Scott marched out of the room to get dressed. Fossie played her part, but she couldn’t stop laughing in the back of her head, knowing that Scott wasn’t going to be doing any work in the garage after how bad he’d been. The boy needed more than a few lessons.


 


CHAPTER 9

 

“I’m sorry,” Scott said when they walked into Fossie’s house. He reached to grab her wrist, but she shook away his hand and continued forward without saying a word. “Fossie, please. You have to understand. I’m not like that. I don’t wear panties and skirts and stuff like that. It’s weird.”

Fossie turned on her heels and pointed a finger in Scott’s face. “You’re lying. I know you’re lying. You were rock hard for that outfit.”

“It was you touching me! It wasn’t the clothes! I swear!”

Fossie scoffed and turned back around, going deeper into her house. Scott was such a liar. She’d seen him lie right to his mother’s face only a bit ago. How could he ever expect her to believe a single word that came out of his mouth?

“Right,” Fossie said with her arms crossed and her back to Scott. She was honestly upset that he hadn’t even bothered to reply to her messages. She thought they had something going, and then he disappeared like money at a slot machine.

“I’m sorry. I swear,” Scott said as he placed a soft hand on Fossie’s shoulder. “Can’t you believe me?”

“Only if you prove how sorry you are.”

“Not by wearing those clothes again if that’s what you mean.”

“Then you should leave.”

Scott stood there behind Fossie. Now that he was in her presence, it was difficult to deny the fact that he needed this woman who wouldn’t even turn around to face him, but what had he done to deserve her attention? He ignored her for days on end, even after he’d read her messages. Scott had seen the phone calls, yet he never gave her any attention, but now he needed her. He couldn’t imagine leaving this house without tasting her on his lips again.

“Fossie, I’m sorry. Can’t you just spank me?”

“Once you let me dress you.”

Scott groaned and shook his head as he glanced down at his body. He told himself that he didn’t want to wear the skirts and panties and whatever else Fossie would dress him in, but he’d looked kind of cute when he was dressed and between her legs. It felt so good to have those lacy panties framing his cock. Not that he would admit it. He couldn’t. It was too painful to accept the truth.

“No?” Fossie asked as she turned around and took a step toward Scott. He shook his head again. “Then you should leave.”

“I don’t want to leave.”

“My house, my rules.”

“Why do you want to turn me into a girl?”

Fossie shrugged. “Why not? You look cute that way.”

Scott didn’t want to become Fossie’s girl, but he failed every time he tried to find the strength to leave. He couldn’t walk out of that front door without having another taste of Fossie, even if it meant wearing those damn clothes. He threw up his hands in defeat.

“Do what you want with me.”

Fossie squealed victoriously and grabbed Scott to lead him upstairs to the primary bathroom. She opened the door and pushed him inside. He already had a frightened look on his face, and honestly, Fossie didn’t blame him.

“What are you going to do?”

“I have the cutest dress for you to wear,” Fossie said. She failed to mention the fact that it was short and perfect for bending him over, but he wouldn’t be able to run by the time that came around. She would have him trapped and seduced.

“A dress?” Scott gasped.

“Yes, a dress. Don’t get your panties in a bunch.” Fossie threw her head back and laughed as she bent over to grab a fresh razor from under the sink. She passed it to Scott. He glanced down at the razor with a puzzled expression.

“What do you want me to do with this?”

“You can’t wear the dress without shaving your legs! It wouldn’t look right!”

Scott’s jaw dropped as he studied Fossie’s face, trying to see if she was being serious or not, but she looked deadly serious. Scott couldn’t believe it! This woman had lost her mind! Wearing the dress was one thing, but shaving his legs? 

“No,” Scott said with a shake of the head.

“No?” Fossie asked in a seductive voice. “Not even if I let you have a taste?” she asked as she slowly reached between her legs. She was wearing a pair of tight yoga pants and moaned deeply as she pushed her hand against her crotch. “Will you do it if I let you have an appetizer?”

Scott stood captivated by the sight before him, Fossie’s voice hitting his ears in just the right way every time she opened her mouth. He needed her. He couldn’t wait another second to have her, either, so he dropped to his knees in front of her and ripped those yoga pants down her legs, instantly hard as the delicious fragrance of her arousal hit his nose.

“Yes!” Fossie moaned. “Eat my pussy!”

Scott hated how weak he was for Fossie, but she had the best pussy he’d ever had. He didn’t care what she was going to do to him, as long as he could have this taste. Every missed call… every ignored text… he was thinking about this pussy. He was thinking about how good it tasted against his lips. How sweet her nectar was on his tongue.

Lick, lick, lick.

Fossie screamed Scott’s name as she held the back of his head, loving how he was eating her pussy like ice cream. She tried to hold on, but Scott’s tongue felt too good, and his wet lips on her clit had fireworks exploding behind her eyes.

Fossie bent her head back as she held the back of Scott’s head, and then she came all over his face, moaning his name, telling him how good he was, and he couldn’t help but join her in orgasm, rubbing his cock until there was a puddle of cum on the floor in front of him.

“Mmm,” Fossie purred as she took a step away from Scott, barely able to keep her balance. “Thank you, but we had a deal. Now get your ass in the shower!”

Scott had no idea what to think about the deal he’d made with Fossie, but he couldn’t argue with her. He slowly stood and got into the shower. Fossie dropped a hand towel over his cum and rubbed it back and forth with her foot. She snapped at Scott and motioned for him to keep moving when she caught him staring at her.

“Where do you want me to shave?” he asked.

“Everywhere! I want you smooth like a girl.”

“But I’m not a girl!”

“This afternoon you will be,” Fossie said and cackled. Scott groaned, but he said no words of protest. He took his sweet time shaving, though. Fossie was nearly ready to tell him to go home when he finally came out of the bathroom all smooth and glistening, but sending him home would be insane. “Mmm, don’t you look good.”

“No,” he said.

“Yes, you do. You look beautiful, and you’ll look even better once I finish with you.”

“If you say so,” Scott said and sat on the edge of the bed next to Fossie with the towel wrapped around his waist. She sat up on her knees and went over to him, rubbing his shoulders gently. He moaned and relaxed as he kept rubbing. “That feels good,” he said softly.

“You still need to put on some lotion, but after you do that, I have an outfit for you to wear. Are you going to be a good boy and put it on?”

“I’ll wear it,” said Scott.

“Good. Now go back to the bathroom and grab the bottle of lotion that I have sitting on the counter.”

Scott nodded and stood, only gone a moment before coming back with the lotion. They both applied it to his body, ignoring the fact that he was already rock hard. He’d already cum once, and Fossie wasn’t going to let him cum again until she was good and ready.

“Ready for your outfit?”

“No, but you’re going to give it to me anyway.”

“That’s right!” Fossie said brightly and hopped up from the bed to go over to her closet. She grabbed the tight red dress and red lace jockstrap that she’d gotten for Scott to wear. She couldn’t wait to make him feel more like a girl than he ever thought possible, but it was exactly what he deserved after ghosting her.

“What is this?” Scott asked as he held the jockstrap in the air. “Why does it have a hole in the back? Why not the front like the other one?”

Fossie folded her lips and shrugged, trying to look cute and innocent, but Scott wasn’t an idiot.

“Wait, do you think?”

“You got what you wanted. Now it’s my turn.”

Scott’s eyes widened. He hopped up from the bed, the clothes falling to the floor beneath him. He cursed and ran out of the room, not even concerned when the towel fell from his body. He was screaming about what’d happened to his clothes, desperate to find out where they were.

How disrespectful! The entire spectacle. Fossie shook her head as she watched Scott run. He’d be back. His clothes were tucked away in her closet. He only needed the dress and lace jockstrap for now.

“What did you do with my clothes?” Scott hollered as he raced into the room a few minutes later without a piece of clothing on his body. He grabbed the towel from the floor when he noticed Fossie staring with hungry eyes. “Tell me!”

“Your clothes are right where you left them,” Fossie said and pointed to the lace jockstrap and short red dress on the floor. She wanted Scott wearing them when she fucked him. She’d already soaked through her thong just thinking about it.

“I can’t wear those, Fossie! No!”

“Are you refusing me?”

“I can’t! Please! Not the jockstrap! I don’t know what you want to do with that, but no! It can’t happen.”

Fossie sighed and got up from the bed. She stood a few inches away from Scott and ran her finger along his bare body, loving how sexy it looked now that he was smooth everywhere except his head. Didn’t he understand how long Fossie had been waiting for this exact moment? It’d been in the back of her mind ever since she saw him lying in his yard with that paperback book in his hands.

“Stop pretending like you don’t want this and put on the pretty clothes that I got you.”

“I don’t want this! I swear!”

“Right,” Fossie said and chuckled as she pushed away Scott’s hands that were covering his erection. “That’s why you can’t stay soft to save your life, but guess what? I’m not going to let you cum until I say you can cum,” Fossie said with a high laugh as she ran her finger down Scott’s chest, wishing he wouldn’t be so difficult when it was so clear that he wanted everything she was about to give him.

“Why not? Why are you doing this?”

“This is your punishment, but it’s also a bit of a treat, isn’t it?”

Scott swallowed, afraid to say anything, afraid to admit that this was who he was, but deep down he knew. Scott wanted to slip on that sexy dress and see what if felt like to be a girl, even if he didn’t like it. At least he would be able to say he tried.

“It’s okay. Show me you want this by putting on those clothes,” Fossie said as she returned to the bed and crossed her legs. “Nobody is judging you here.”

Scott took a deep breath as he stepped forward and reached down to grab the lacy red jockstrap. The part of him who wanted to deny this screamed to stop, but Scott knew that he wouldn’t. Deep down, he loved the idea of Fossie controlling his orgasms and turning him into her girl, even if he couldn’t yet say it aloud.

“There you go,” Fossie said with a smile as Scott pulled the jockstrap up his legs, getting it wet with the precum leaking from his tip. He wished that he weren’t this weak to his desires, but he preferred to feel happy and free than trapped. He was throwing caution to the wind and doing something he never thought he would have the courage to do in a million years. Scott didn’t know if it was luck or if Fossie had seen something in him, but it felt right when he put that dress on his body.

Fossie gushed once her girly boy was dressed. “So gorgeous! Spin for me, girl!” Fossie hollered and clapped as Scott danced awkwardly in a circle, but he still looked adorable. “You look so sexy, Scott! How do you feel?”

Scott shrugged.

“Bad?” asked Fossie.

“No, not bad. Maybe a little nervous.”

“Nervous about me using this?” Fossie asked and squeezed Scott’s ass. Scott shivered as she hooted. “Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle.”

Scott cursed under his breath as Fossie turned away from him and skipped toward her closet. He glanced down at his feminized body and shook his head. His hard cock was locked beneath the lacy fabric of his jockstrap, not able to be touched, even though he was desperate to touch it. He wanted to feel his hand on his cock as Fossie pleasured him, but he didn’t have that option. He had to follow Fossie’s lead. She was in charge and had proved it time and time again.

“I want you on your hands and knees on the bed,” Fossie said from her closet.

Scott quivered as he walked over to the bed and got to his hands and knees at the edge of it. He glanced over his shoulder several times, but Fossie yelled at him to stop before she emerged. He had no idea what she was about to do to him, but he feared the worst.

“That dress is so sexy on you, you know?”

“It’s not bad,” Scott admitted.

Fossie chuckled, and then she came out of the closet. Scott looked over his head at her, a touch relieved when he saw the size of the cock hanging from her waist. It wasn’t tiny, but it wasn’t huge either. He’d been so worried that the dildo she used would be far too big, but Scott was confident he could handle what she was packing.

“How do I look?” Fossie asked in a seductive whisper.

“Pretty sexy,” said Scott.

“You like my cock?”

Scott made a noise like he didn’t want to answer that question, even though it was obvious as daylight what he thought. Fossie was naked except for that strap hanging off her waistline and the tiny little white thong that she was wearing beneath it.

“Tell me you like it, Scott!”

“Fine! It’s hot! You’re hot! Fuck,” Scott cursed and shook his head. He looked at the bed beneath him as Fossie came up behind him. She reached up his dress and split his cheeks, pressing her lubricated fingers against his smooth hole.

“So tight. You ever play with your hole before, Scott?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Ooh, what did you use? Your fingers?” Fossie asked and pressed against his tight opening. “Did you like it?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Fossie chuckled as she pushed a little harder, extracting a soft moan from Scott’s lips. Fossie added some lube to her fingers and pushed two into Scott, loving how he gasped even more loudly. He loved having his hole stretched, and he loved that Fossie had dressed him in a cute outfit to do it. They were made for each other.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to talk,” Fossie said and grabbed Scott’s hips to lower them slightly to the perfect position.

Fossie held the base of her cock as she stood at the edge of the bed, pressing gently against Scott’s hole. He thought it would be so easy to take her cock since it didn’t look that big, but how wrong he’d been! Scott tilted his head back and screamed as Fossie pushed her dick head into him, but at the same time, it felt so fucking good to get stretched by her. His hole had been craving this moment for far too long, and his cock was throbbing like wild now that it was happening.

“Take a deep breath, Scott.”

Scott gripped the bedding, trying to take a breath, but he simply couldn’t. Fossie was stretching him to his limits, and she was barely even inside of him. Just past the tip of her dick.

“You can do this, Scott. Take a deep breath.”

“More lube! Please!”

Fossie slipped out of Scott and applied some more lube to her cock. It still hurt, but it was much easier for Scott to take Fossie when she pushed into him the second time, and it felt like pure bliss a minute later once she’d stretched him out completely.

“Yes, Fossie! Give me that dick!”

“I love how you can take this dick,” Fossie said and reached forward to rub her hand up and down Scott’s back. “You love this girly cock, Scott?”

“Yes! I love it!” Scott hollered, off in another world, worried that Fossie would make him cum all over the inside of his jockstrap if she kept hitting his spot, which she was doing with each of her thrusts. Scott was dying to touch his dick, but Fossie had made it clear that he couldn’t touch himself until she said, and he wanted to be her good girly boy.

Fossie grabbed Scott’s hips and pounded a little harder. Scott was hollering at the top of his lungs. He couldn’t stop. He moaned more loudly each time Fossie slammed her cock into him until he was screaming that he was about to cum.

“Cum for me! Rub your clit!”

Scott cursed and reached up his dress. He didn’t even take his cock out of the jockstrap. He rubbed it like it was a clit as Fossie pushed in and out of him, and when he looked over his shoulder at his woman, he saw that she was rubbing her clit too.

“Let’s cum together, girl!”

“Yes!” Scott panted in a breath.

Fossie rocked her hips as she touched herself, and Scott rubbed his dick through the jockstrap. They stared at each other as they got closer and closer to their release, and when they finally came, they both saw the stars together.

Fossie reached forward and pulled Scott against her bare chest as she kept her dick deep inside of him, her fingers still on her pussy, his hand still on his sticky dick, both extracting the last bits of their orgasm before they collapsed to the bed together. Fossie’s cock slid out of Scott, and then he curled her up in his arms.

“Who’s my girly boy?”

“I am,” Scott said and kissed her shoulder.


 


CHAPTER 10

 

End of the Summer

The garage sale had come and gone. Fossie sold a bunch of stuff and donated the rest. Scott was a huge help as usual, but Stephanie and Gary had also come over to help since they had nothing better to do that weekend morning. It wasn’t awkward on the surface, but Scott had been wearing a pretty pair of white lace panties the entire time, but his parents never found out. Not that Fossie and Scott would care much if they did.

They’d spent the summer in wonderland. 

Scott had become her girly boy slut. She let him fuck her plenty, but only when she wanted it. Everything was on Fossie’s terms, but that was how Scott liked it. He trusted her and felt like he didn’t have to overthink life when she was around, and that was probably what he loved most about spending time with Fossie, but he didn’t live in town anymore. He was a college student and had to get back to school.

“Are you coming home for winter break?”

“Yeah, but I’ll be back before that. Maybe for Thanksgiving.”

Fossie frowned. “I’ll be out of town visiting the kids, but I’ll be here for Christmas. That’s their dad’s holiday.”

“You’ll be the perfect Christmas present,” Scott said as he draped his legs over Fossie. He was wearing a scarlet satin slip dress. Fossie was wearing a purple one. The fabric felt so soft and luscious. 

“It’ll be a long wait, but it’ll be worth it.”

“Yeah, it will.”

Fossie squealed when Scott kissed against her neck and touched everywhere along her body that he could, but she would never ask him to stop. This was their last night together before he had to head back to university, and his parents were still none the wiser. He always told them that he was staying the night at a friend’s, drove his car to a store, and Fossie would pick him up. They’d spent every night the past three weeks together by doing that.

“What if I came to visit you in the city? We could get a hotel room and have a sexy date.”

“I would love that! Would you do that for me?”

“It’d be for us, silly,” Fossie said and cupped the side of Scott’s face before giving him a bunch of kisses.
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